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Chapter 1

01.00. He Careth for You

He Careth for You By Gerald Bustin

Contenido PREFACETHE SOVEREIGN -- SHEPHERD

FAITH’S DECLARATION

DISCIPLINED REST

RESTORATION

HE LEADETH ME

THROUGH THE SHADOWS OF THE VALLEY

COMFORTS OF HIS ROD AND STAFFOUR SERVANT -- SHEPHERD SPREADS A TABLETHE
ANOINTING AND THE OVERFLOW

HEDGED ABOUTTHE END OF THE PILGRIM PATHWAY

PREFACE For twenty years I have wanted to write a booklet based upon the teachings of Psalms
23:1-6, but just didn’t get the task done. During the latter part of 1957 (a year of strange and fiery
tests) I was awakened one morning about one o’clock. After being in prayer for an hour or more
regarding perplexing problems, my soul was specially drawn out in meditation upon this psalm.
Before the break of day I had the title -- "HE CARETH FOR YOU" -- and most of the chapter
headings as they are herein given. The material for the manuscript was prepared while aboard the
S. S. President Wilson sailing for Japan and Hong Kong while Gerald, my son, and I were en route
to New Guinea. As I implore the patience of my readers for the imperfection of these pages, I also
lift my heart in prayer to our Heavenly Shepherd that He may take the truth contained therein and
make it a blessing to many of His dear sheep. If you, my friend, have been helped by this booklet,
then may you in turn help others by scattering these booklets near and far.

G. T. Bustin THE SONG OF THE SYRIAN HILLS

Psalms 23:1-6 is everywhere known as the Shepherd Psalm. It has been called The Pearl of the
Psalms, The Song of the Shepherds, The Nightingale of the Psalms, The Sheep’s Journey with
the Shepherd, The Christian’s Creed, and The Gospel in Miniature. It might be well termed The
Biography of Saints, as it is in fact the autobiography of David. One has said, "David’s autograph is
on every line." With the possible exception of what is commonly called The Lord’s Prayer, and
John 3:16, this psalm is the best loved of all the world’s literature, and is the most often quoted by
infant lips, students, scholars, speakers, saints; and is the most comforting word spoken to the
suffering and the dying.

These six simple verses consisting of only 118 common words, easily read within sixty seconds,
have furnished more thought for songs, sermons, articles, booklets, and books than any other
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equal number of verses in the Bible. As to the authorship of the psalm we are certain, but as to the
exact time in the life of David when it was written we cannot say. Some believe it was composed in
his shepherd-hood days, while others feel this period was premature. Some of us like to think of
this as a psalm of life -- born, grew, and matured. It is easy to believe that its birthplace was
somewhere among the hills of Bethlehem, beneath the clear star-studded skies, surrounded by
slumbering sheep. Possibly a sense of loneliness grips the shepherd boy, and suddenly this is
augmented by the muffled roar of a lion in the nearby shades of the valley. In all probability this
psalm was given as one of the "songs in the night." Unusual blessings are born in the hours of
unusual darkness. It is not hard to believe that this psalm of psalms came to the world through
great trials. It might help us to appreciate this child of the night if we can get a glimpse of shepherd
life which is by no means the life of a softling.

These caretakers of sheep are not always able to share the common lot of men who, at the close
of the day’s toil, can lie down upon pleasant beds for their rest. Shepherds are often compelled to
lead their flocks to fields afar in order to find green pastures and fresh water. At times the
shepherds are able to group together in their night vigils about the camp fire, but on other
occasions they abide alone. It was doubtless on such an occasion that David slew the lion and the
bear. It may have been at such time when this song of songs had its beginning. Bear with me in a
bit of reverie in the paragraph which follows: For days, if not weeks, the brave Shepherd had been
leading his sheep out over the hills, across the plains, and through the valley. He is now on the
homeward stretch. Yonder over the gray hills is Bethlehem. A few more warm days and cool
nights; a few more camp fires to build; a few more valleys to pass through; a few more enemies to
face while protecting his sheep, and then he shall see home and shall drink freely again from the
well of Bethlehem. As the evening shadows lengthened the faithful shepherd leads his sheep from
the wayside pasture to the place of refreshing waters "beside the still waters." The camp site is
selected, examined, and the grass well beaten down to make sure that no venomous serpent is
near. A fire is started, then the sheep are bedded for the night behind the wall of giant boulders.
The brave boy prepares his scanty evening meal as the sun drops beyond the Palestinian hills and
settles in the Great Sea beyond. As the last traces of the golden glow fades from view, the fair
evening star (Venus) begins to show its face. Far away in the south, Sirus, the brightest star of the
heavens, comes from its hiding place. Straightway myriads of the mighty hosts of heaven appear
in their nocturnal journeys. Alone, except for his slumbering sheep, our shepherd boy naturally
turns his thoughts toward God and home. The brave lad lays more and larger wood on the fire,
thus breaking the chill of the brisk mountain air, also serves to ward off a possible attack of wild
beasts upon his flock.

Yonder on the eastern horizon arises the constellation of Orion (the legendary Mighty Hunter) with
its great giants. Two of these stars, Betelgeux and Rigel, are said to be many thousands of times
larger than our sun which is fourteen hundred thousand times larger than our earth. Climbing the
eastern skyway is Aldebaran, said to be 25,000 times the size of the sun. There is Arcturus
(mentioned by Job 38:32) which is said to be more than 25,000,000 miles in diameter. Away out in
the depths of space shines Antares, the unspeakable giant of the heavens, calculated to be
335,000,000 miles in diameter -- so large that if it were hung out where our sun is, the planets of
Mercury, Venus, Earth, and Mars would all be circulating inside this star.

(Note: Get my recent book, "WHEN I CONSIDER THY HEAVENS." Price 35c).
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While resting upon his bed of straw and gazing into the heavens David is reminded of the fact that
he is not alone. The Creator and Sustainer of the stars in their courses is his Shepherd. As he
considers the heavens and the might of his soul -- Shepherd who has made all of these celestial
bodies and shepherds them in their eternal circuits he becomes thrilled with the thought that he
can never have a need which is beyond the ability of his Shepherd to supply. The Shepherd --
Lord also makes His sheep to lie down in pastures of green and leads them to the pleasant
watering places, restores and recreates their weary souls and drooping spirits, leads them in paths
of pleasantness and righteousness, guides and guards them through the darksome valleys,
shames his enemies by providing a feast of fat things in their very presence, anoints their aching
head with heavenly oil, quenches their thirst with an overflowing cup of living water, hedges them
about with goodness and mercy following, and with His own sweet presence leading onward over
the homeward trail. Thus the psalm of psalms was born.

Perhaps this wonderful psalm was not penned until later years -- after the psalmist had sinned and
was restored, had suffered and was healed, had been tested and had triumphed, had hungered
and was fed, had passed through the valley where he was protected and comforted, and the lights
of his eternal home were casting their glow along the last turn of the trail. Personally experienced,
Divinely inspired, and sublimely inscribed, we have the 23rd Psalm -- The Poem of Life.
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Chapter 2

01.01. The Sovereign -- Shepherd

THE SOVEREIGN -- SHEPHERD "The LORD is my shepherd." In his natural loneliness David
finds that he is not alone. He discovers that the Shepherd of the stars is his Shepherd too, and that
he is being provided for with a care which far exceeds that which is his for the slumbering sheep
about him. The English word LORD as used here is from the Hebrew word JEHOVAH. This word
was held in such reverence and awe by the Jewish people until it was never pronounced by the
masses. Once each year it was used, on the day of the Atonement, by the high priest in the most
holy place. This word JEHOVAH means the Great I Am, the Source of Life, the Alpha and Omega,
the Beginning and the End. He is the Eternal One. Even the heavens wax old and are changed as
a garment, but He remaineth ever the same. David saw that this Great and Mighty God -- the
Creator and Sustainer -- of all things was his Shepherd. He saw that the Shepherd of his soul is
the Power which propels all stars and worlds and sends them racing along their ethereal tracks;
He is the Fire which lights their glowing orbs, and the Gravitation which holds them in their
ordained circuits. "This LORD," David says, "is my Shepherd." David makes no mention here of
religion. How foolish are men who make a god of their religion, as though religion within itself can
do something for them. It is not religion that the poor world stands in need of. We need this living
Shepherd -- one who knows us and cares for us. The word LORD means one with Authority, the
Manager, the Proprietor, the Ruler, and our common word Boss. This is exactly what Christ is to
every true believer. Note the usual order in the New Testament -- "Our Lord Jesus Christ." Christ
first becomes our Lord, then our Saviour. Every penitent must acknowledge the lordship of Christ
before he can truly confess him as his Saviour. It is the height of folly to speak of people being
saved but not surrendered. The surrender comes first. The sincere bowing penitent means
surrender. Without surrender so -- called faith is a farce. The unsurrendered soul cannot believe to
the saving of his life from sin, and no one is saved until he is saved from sin. The devil is well
pleased with all so -- called evangelicals who teach that men can be saved of God and still abide
in their sins. "His name shall be called Jesus, for He shall save His people from their sins." Upon
our surrender to Him as Lord it is easy to believe Him to be our Saviour.

"The Lord is my Shepherd." No idle, or surplus words here. Even the smallest word counts. Not
that He has been, nor some time shall be, but is at this very minute. He is my Saviour and
Shepherd now. No hope so, nor think so. He is now my Redeemer, Saviour, and Shepherd.

"The Lord is my Shepherd." What a difference two small letters make. How different if David had
said "a" Shepherd. The striking feature of this psalm is that of the personal pronouns. Within the
limits of these few lines we have 26 personal pronouns. The entire psalm is intensely personal. A
word of warning is in order here. It is an easy matter for a church member to presume that the Lord
is his Shepherd. "My Shepherd" implies that we are His sheep. How foolish for worldlings,
formalists, and sinners, or wolves in sheep’s clothing, to think of these words as belonging to
them. How meaningless for unborn-again church members to sing these wonderful words, or to try
to extract comfort from them by quoting them. This psalm is the Shepherd’s Psalm prepared for
the sheep of God -- those who are His own, not only by redemption, but by a personal surrender to
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the ownership of God. It is nonsense to speak of the Lord as my Shepherd if I am following
another master. The Lord is the Shepherd of His sheep only. The Bible speaks of wandering
sheep, lost sheep, but they are not in the fold of Christ. True it is that He died for all, yet only those
who follow Him are His sheep, and they alone have the right to say, "The Lord is my Shepherd."
The soul-comfort, and soul-food of this psalm is provided only for the sheep of God. Many an old
goat, or wolf in a sheep’s robe, would steal the food from the Master’s sheep. We are not left in the
dark as to who are His sheep. The Good Shepherd says, "My sheep hear My voice, I know them,
and they follow Me." The sheep of God are a peculiar set. "They know not the voice of strangers,
"and a stranger will they not follow." Our Lord’s sheep do not follow the world with its follies, fads
and fashions. They are crucified unto the world, and the world is crucified unto them. The sheep of
our Saviour-Shepherd are not generally noted by the world for their brilliance, neither are they
without their faults, but they know their Master’s voice, and they follow His leadings.

Sinner friend, do not think me hard or cruel, but you know that you are not a sheep of God. God
loves you and longs to number you among His flock, but Christ must first become your personal
Lord and Saviour before He can become your Shepherd. You may even pride yourself as being a
loyal member of some creed or church, and might even confirm your claim by a commendation
from your religious leader, but the one question of importance is: Are you following Christ? Nothing
else counts. To follow Christ means the forsaking of all else, everyone else, and even yourself
also. Matthew 16:24; Luke 14:26; Luke 14:33. Jesus forsook all and freely laid down His life in
sacrifice that you might be delivered from sin and become the sheep of God. Come unto Him now
renouncing your plans, your sins, and yourself. Call upon Him and you shall be saved. Our Lord
will lift you from the fold of Satan into His own fold, and then you can truly say, "The Lord is my
Shepherd."

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 3

01.02. Faith's Declaration

FAITH’S DECLARATION "I shall not want." A little girl sweetly said, "The Lord is my Shepherd,
and He is all I want." What sheep of God cannot say the same? What follower of Christ could have
any desire or need beyond His ability to provide? Oh that our Lord may have a mighty army of
soldier-sheep with knowledge and courage to proclaim Christ as an all sufficient Saviour and
Shepherd -- the Shepherd who can and who cares. A partial Saviour is not adequate, and a partial
shepherd is not the Shepherd of Psalms 23:1-6. Faith -- true faith -- exultantly exclaims, "Christ is
all I need." Unbelief in religious robes says, "Christ is all right, but something more is needed."
Your writer was once invited to speak in a certain church. He had been asked by a saintly member
who had arranged with his pastor for the service. The pastor undertook to introduce the speaker in
words about as follows: "And now I wish to introduce our guest speaker, the Rev. Mr. Bustin. I
don’t know this man, but he is well recommended by Brother -- who has known him for a number
of years. I don’t understand how Mr. Bustin can go out and open missionary work as he does, for I
hear that he has no one to trust in but God." Such an insult! As if God were on the verge of
bankruptcy.

Another professed preacher of the Gospel said, "Talk about faith! Faith is all right, but I want
something which I can fry." Shameful and wicked indeed is such an expression.

After two thousand years the so-called church of Jesus Christ has a wretched conception of the
faith as was taught by Christ and His apostles. Despite the fact that the early followers of Christ
put His principles of faith into practice, and left to us the records of the proven practicability of
these principles, they are unacceptable to professed Christians in general. Modern religionists who
erroneously call themselves Christians, prefer paltry props, and defective sight rather than the way
of faith. In substance they say, "Christ has His place, but He is not adequate for my needs."

Jesus said, "Take no thought for your life, what ye shall eat, or what ye shall drink; nor yet for your
body, what ye shall put on . . ." Matthew 6:25; Matthew 6:31. He intersperses this truth with, "O ye
of little faith." He goes on to tell us how this faith works -- to give us the formula. We dismiss His
message with the stupid statement, "Things are different today." True, things are always changing
and are, therefore, utterly inadequate. Our Shepherd never changes. His promises are surer than
the stars in their courses.

Someone has illustrated the folly of unbelief by a baby salmon’s supposed fear of swimming out of
the river into the great ocean, and as though it said, "Mother, I am afraid to leave our big river and
go out into the ocean, for the ocean might dry up and we would die of thirst." God calls men to go
and work for Him and gives them the promise, "Seek ye first the kingdom of God and His
righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto you." These men say, "This is not enough.
I must see where my support is to come from." God says, "My grace is sufficient for thee." Men of
unbelief say, "This may be true, but I must have something extra. Our Saviour-Shepherd says, "Go
ye into all the world, and preach the Gospel to every creature . . ., "and, lo, I am with you always,
even unto the end of the world." Mark 16:15; Matthew 28:20. Men of unbelief say, "That is all right,



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 9

but you should have some sort of human guarantee before you go.

Hannah W. Smith told of an old colored lady she once met, who was poor indeed, but being rich in
faith was a joyous Christian. "Ah, Nancy," said a gloomy Christian lady to her one day, "it is all well
enough to be happy now; but I should think the thoughts of your future would sober you.

"Only suppose, for instance, you should have a spell of sickness, and be unable to work; or
suppose your present employers should move away, and no one else should give you anything to
do; or suppose -- "Stop!" cried Nancy, "I never supposes. De Lord is my Shepherd, and I knows I
shall not want. And, Honey," she added, to her gloomy friend, "it’s all dem supposes as is makin’
you so mis’able. You better give dem all up, and just trust de Lord."

Oh, that we might come to the simplicity of the faith of Christ! That we might have an achieving
faith, pure and simple -- a "faith which does not wait to see, but causes things to be seen.

How silly it would be for sheep to fret and fume, and stay awake at night worrying about
tomorrow’s grazing grounds and watering places. They take no thought of the morrow. That is the
Shepherd’s responsibility. Since He cares, they need not care. This is the truth which our
Shepherd would have us grasp and by it grow. "Take no thought." "Be careful for nothing."
"Casting all your care upon Him, for He careth for you."

Faith is the basic principle of the Christian life. There is no alternative. Faith there must be, or life
there cannot be. A supposed faith which is out of harmony with the Bible is a huge farce. The faith
which is taught by the Bible is not merely a passive faith which claims to believe God, and yet
accomplishes nothing. Biblical faith is always active and fruit is sure to follow. (Note the
accomplishments of faith as recorded in Hebrews 11:1-40. "By faith . through faith".)

Matthew Henry said, "An active faith can give thanks for a promise, though it be not as yet
performed; knowing that God’s bonds are as good as ready money.

"I shall not want." "O fear the Lord, ye His saints: for there is no want to them that fear Him. The
young lions do lack and suffer hunger: but they that seek the Lord shall not want any good thing."
Psalms 34:9-10.

Andrew Murray said, "We have a God who delights in impossibilities."

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 4

01.03. Diciplined Rest

DISCIPLINED REST "He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: He leadeth me beside the still
waters.

"He maketh me to lie down The Lord does not force His saints to any prescribed course, but He
impels them by the abundant provisions of His grace, and by His all wise providence.

Sheep, we are told, will never lie down so long as they are hungry, nor while they are possessed
with fear. They must have ample food to satisfy their hunger, and they must be relieved of fear.
The good shepherd leads his sheep into pastures of tender grass, and he drives away their
enemies. The sheep feed and are satisfied, then lie down in contentment. Their wild wanderings
cease. Our Saviour-Shepherd provides richly for those who faithfully follow His leadings. They find
satisfaction for their souls in the pastures of God. There is no hankering after the world’s vain
ways, nor need they wander about from creed to creed, nor to false cults, to find that which
satisfies. "He satisfieth the longing soul, and filleth the hungry soul with goodness." "They shall not
be ashamed in the evil time: and in the days of famine they shall be satisfied." Psalms 37:19. The
people of God are not dependent upon secondary causes. They shall be satisfied when the famine
is on, and when the depression covers the land.

He maketh me to lie down in the midst of plenty. Some busy souls would kill themselves with
activity, as if their very existence depended solely upon their own movements. Some of God’s
people are on the go day and night, as if the work of the kingdom depended solely upon them.
(True, Satan is pleased when he can get us into a state of ease and indifference, yet when he
finds a wide awake believer whom he cannot stop he will try to run that soul to death) . Rest is as
truly a part of the plan of God as work. Without rest a breakdown is inevitable. Even the Son of
God was conscious of His need of rest, also gave orders to his overworked disciples to "come ye
apart and rest awhile."

It is worthy of note also that in the early stages of sainthood we must have the pleasant
experiences of rest and refreshment. Nothing is here spoken of heavy blows, hard trials, and dark
valleys. The young saint is hardly prepared for these experiences. Young believers are sometimes
inclined to feel that they are being sorely tried when God, in His kind providence, makes them to
lie down. The main thought in this connection is that of pleasantness and plenty -- ample provision
and pleasant rest.

Waters of Rest

"Beside the still waters." The margin reads, "waters of rest." What can naturally be more restful
and refreshing than to camp beside a babbling brook, or a mountain stream, of clear cold water?
What can be more restful and quieting to frazzled nerves than the enchanting music of such a
stream? We are told that sheep will not drink where the water is ruffled, therefore the shepherd
must find, or prepare, some quiet cove as the drinking place for his flock.
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Quietness and rest of soul are not produced by leading the sheep of God away from all troubled
waters and wild tempests. Our Saviour-Shepherd gives us peace in the midst of pain, glory while
in the grip of grief, and rest in the face of raging tempests.

Drummond told of two painters, each of whom painted a picture to illustrate his conception of rest.
The first chose for his scene a still, lone lake far up in the mountains. The second spread upon his
canvas a thundering waterfall with the fragile bow of a tree bending over the foam. At the fork of
the branch, almost wet with the cataracts spray, sat a robin on its nest. The first was only
stagnation; the second was rest.

"There is a point of rest At the great center of the cyclone’s force, A silence at its secret source; A
little child might slumber undisturbed, Without the ruffle of one fair curl, In that strange, central
calm, amid the mighty whirl."

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 5

01.04. Restortion

RESTORATION "He restoreth my soul."

Entirely too much emphasis has been given to the idea that of necessity sheep are "wanderers"
and "strayers." In certain circles the story of the sheep with a broken leg -- purposely broken by the
shepherd due to its willful wanderings -- has gone its endless rounds. (The truth is seldom
mentioned in this connection that this sheep was the only one of that particular flock whose leg
was broken as a chastisement for having wandered, and that this was the exception of the flock
rather than the rule ) . In the same realm we often hear the text, "All we like sheep have gone
astray." There is nothing wrong with this text. It is God’s Word. The mistake is in the
misinterpretation. The "all" in this text expresses the universality of sin. "We have all sinned." No
man by nature can say he is right with God, therefore needs not a Saviour. By nature all stand
guilty before God, and all need a Saviour. The text does not imply that those who, by the grace of
God, have found deliverance from their sin, and now delight in following their Saviour-Shepherd,
must wander from Him again. God’s grace is sufficient. Sin is not a necessity. Our Shepherd
keeps all who hear and heed His voice.

"He restoreth my soul." This most certainly does teach that there is restoration for the wanderer
from the fold of God. No believer who falls should remain in the mire, but, like the prodigal, should
arise and return to the Father. Better still, when once a slip has been made, then and there is the
time to return and be restored. The sun need not set upon your sin-stained soul. Bow at once and
seek the forgiveness of your Shepherd, for great is His mercy. The tender Shepherd loves the
wandering one and seeks to draw him back. This wonderful word, however, is no guarantee that
every wanderer shall be restored. The wanderer has a will of his own and can be restored only on
condition that he turn from his wanderings, and return to the Good Shepherd in penitence and faith
just as any other sinner must do. God’s cry is, "Turn ye, turn ye from your evil ways; for why will ye
die, O house of Israel." Human beings differ from natural sheep. Men know from whence they
have wandered, and they, like the prodigal, know their way back to the Shepherd’s fold. Our
Shepherd calls, and calls, but he will never force the wanderer back into the fold. A beautiful story
is told of a shepherd in the highlands of Scotland. An only daughter, dear and precious to his
heart, specially loved to hear her father call his sheep. He had a unique way of calling. The
daughter was trapped and led away into a life of sin. Her shame prevented her from revealing her
whereabouts to her fond father. The brokenhearted shepherd abandoned his flock and fields to go
in search of his wandering child. On and on he went looking and longing for his precious daughter.
Eventually he was seen and heard along the streets in the slums of London. Passersby were
startled as they heard this highlander give his shepherd’s call up and down the streets and
byways. It appeared that the poor shepherd’s search would be in vain, but with a heavy heart he
continued his course in every place where his wayward lamb might be found. Heartbroken and
weary he was almost at the point of abandoning his unrewarded efforts when a sin-scarred inmate
of a house of ill-fame abruptly arose amid her giddy and godless company and rushed out into the
street to see from where came that peculiar call so precious to her in her unstained life of the
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yesteryears. Can it be the cherished voice of her beloved father? Is it possible that he loves her
still and has come to call her back to his heart and home? Yes, it is true, for there he stands calling
again. Her heart flutters with mingled joy and shame as she rushes down the street and flies into
the arms of her forgiving father. "Wandering sheep, far from the fold, the tender Shepherd is
calling, calling still. Come now and know again the caresses of His loving care.

David knew by a sad experience that his Shepherd restores and forgives the poor straying sheep
who pleads for mercy. Peter followed afar off, then fell an easy prey to Satan’s snare. He, too,
hurriedly sought a place of penitence where he wept his way back to the place of peace and
pardoning love. Let us not think that wandering and straying are the rule among the sheep of God.
The Greek word for sheep is literally "that which walks forward." This is in keeping with Jesus’
words, "My sheep follow Me." Wandering is the exception and not the rule. We need not stray
away, and if we keep close to our faithful Shepherd and readily heed His voice we shall not sin.

Restoration Provided In Redemption In addition to the commonly accepted idea of soul restoration
taught in this text there is a blessed truth which is too often overlooked. It is shamefully true that
only a half redemption is often taught by some who boast of being thoroughly fundamental in
doctrine. No truth on earth has been so much hated as that which emphatically declares that a full
redemption is freely offered to the whole of mankind by our Saviour-Shepherd. Satan the
inveterate enemy of both sheep and Shepherd is pleased with the man-made theology which
would leave us half-healed to limp through life with no hope of deliverance until we reach the door
of death.

It is not the purpose of this bit of exposition to teach some particular brand of theology. The Bible is
not a book of theory. It is one of truth -- glorious truth which promises freedom for the fettered soul.
Jesus said, "And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free." In the same chapter
He said, "If the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed." John 8:36. We are all
agreed that freedom from the power of Satan and the guilt of sin, and for the most part we are
agreed that we need deliverance from the nature of Satan and the pollution of sin. Many part at the
point of truth which asserts that this need -- complete restoration of soul -- is abundantly provided
for through redeeming grace. Many will not believe this. They like the half and half way. They are
much like the little girl who remonstrated with her mother against asking forgiveness for her sin;
"for", said the child, "I think sin is rather nice."

"His Name shall be called Jesus, for He shall save His people from their sins." All professed
Christians believe there is a present pardon from our guilt of sin, but why do all not believe there is
present purity from our defilement of sin? Oh, when will all who are called believers accept the
plain truth of the Gospel -- the whole Gospel -- and freely throw to the winds the conflicting
theories of men? Let tongue and pen proclaim in language clear and plain, that the Gospel of our
Saviour-Shepherd declares there is both pardon and purity provided now for every believing soul.
There is a free cancellation for every sin, and there is a full cleansing from every pollution.
Through unbelief and disobedience to God we lost the image of God from our soul. Through faith
and obedience to Christ the image is restored. Paul tells us this image consists of "knowledge,"
"righteousness," and "true holiness." (See Colossians 3:10 and Ephesians 4:24). The same writer
says, "But of Him are ye in Christ Jesus, who of God is made unto us wisdom, and righteousness,
and sanctification, and redemption." 1 Corinthians 1:30. "For this purpose the Son of God was
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manifested, that He might destroy the works of the devil," 1 John 3:8. "Who gave Himself for us,
that He might redeem us from all iniquity, and purify unto Himself a peculiar people, zealous of
good works." Titus 2:14.

Soul Recreation

Another truth presents itself at this point which is certainly worthy of our consideration, even
though it is often passed over by those who believe in full and present deliverance from sin. It is an
easy matter for us to adopt the idea that we are delivered once for all, and that, since we have
found a complete cure for our plague and have the fullness of the Spirit dwelling within, there is
therefore nothing left for us to do but to live and labor for Christ victoriously. Many with this
conception of the Christian life have forged ahead heedless of their need of soul recreation, or
restoration, until they ran into discouragement and defeat. At this point some are tempted to
believe there was something wrong with their consecration, or even to disbelieve in the provisions
of God’s grace for a completely victorious life. The soul, like the body, must have its pauses, or
restoration periods, or else suffer a breakdown. A man may be pronounced a subject of perfect
health, but let him take little time for necessary food, sleep, and rest, and the results will be a
ruined body and wrecked nerves. The same truth applies to the soul. The soul of man might be
likened unto a well charged battery. It is made to take the wear and work of every day’s demands
and to hold the necessary charge, provided there are no shorts, corrosion, loose connections;
provided the water is kept intact, and the generator is working well. Should any of these troubles
develop, and the necessaries be lacking, a rest period and a recharging will soon be required.
Even then extra heavy duty may demand special recharging.

It is only as we keep well related and tightly held in place by our Saviour-Shepherd, and with the
generator of prayer working well, that we can keep our soul in order. Even at the best, special
seasons of retreat to the secret place of waiting before God, and drinking in the sincere milk of His
word, are essential if we would be at our best for Him. "Come ye yourselves apart into a desert
place, and rest awhile," said Jesus to His crowd-pressed disciples. Even our Lord had these
special seasons of silent watches for Himself. How much more do we need these times of soul
recreation -- shut out from even our dearest friends and closest kin, and shut in with our
Saviour-Shepherd who waits to restore our souls.

"Wait on the Lord: be of good courage, and He shall strengthen thine heart: wait, I say, on the
Lord." Psalms 27:14.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 6

01.05. He Leadeth Me

HE LEADETH ME "He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for His Name’s sake."

"Marvelous grace of our loving Lord!" Two tiny pronouns tied together by a mighty verb. Naturally
these two pronouns are as far apart as the poles of the universe. But for the fact of restoration
made possible through the redemption of the Lamb of God, He could not lead us. He would have
nothing in common with us, for He cannot have fellowship with darkness. He voluntarily bridged
the mighty gulf of death, separating God and man, with His own bruised body. The veil of the
temple was rent in twain, letting man into God and letting God’s glory out to man. Man can again
walk and talk with His Maker. The Saviour-Shepherd can lead us again "in the paths of
righteousness." Were it not for the "Lamb slain from the foundation of the world," we would not
have had this glorious psalm. We would not have had the story of Enoch who walked with God for
three hundred years. All of God’s great dealings with mankind since the fall were made possible
through the "slain Lamb."

He Personally Leads Me

How amazing that He spoke the suns and stars into space, and set them spinning along celestial
paths, and shepherds them in their courses, is my Shepherd and reigns to personally lead me.
Guardian angels we may have along life’s dangerous ways, but here we are told that our Lord
Himself leads us. This is too much for our small minds to grasp. How can He in person lead His
many sheep? How can He love and care for each of us as adequately as if He had only one sheep
to care for? I have no answer. According to astronomy, the 2,400 millions of human beings which
crowd our earth are a mere sprinkle in number when compared to the myriads of suns spinning far
out in the depths of space. (Sir James Jeans estimated that there are probably as many suns in
the heavens as there are grains of sand on all the seashores in the world) . The Psalmist says,
concerning our Sovereign-Shepherd, "He telleth the number of the stars; He calleth them by their
names. Great is our Lord, and of great power. His understanding is infinite." Psalms 147:4-5. Our
Good Shepherd "Calleth His own sheep by name, and leadeth them out." "But the very hairs of
your head are all numbered." Matthew 10:30. How majestic and how minute is the care of our
Shepherd.

HE LEADETH THEM OUT He leadeth them out, and His sheep gladly follow, Content to be near
Him, where’er it may be, No longing have they for the world or its pleasure, While His voice they
can hear, and His face they can see. The voice of the stranger can never allure them Away from
their Shepherd, away from His fold; His voice to them, of all voices, the sweetest, His love far more
precious than diamond or gold.

He leads, and they follow, where dangers are hidden;

O’er paths that are lonely, where deep waters flow. The touch of His hand gives strength for the
journey, As onward and upward and homeward they go.
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Tho’ pressed in the conflict, and often so weary, They know He is near them, each burden to
share, And "filled with the Spirit," they see in the distance The light of the City, that lieth four
square.

He leads and they follow, His reproach gladly bearing The cross, all their glory, come joy or come
pain, In humble submission, by service or silence, No haste, and no worry, impatience or strain.

How precious to know that He goeth before us: By faith we can follow, where our eyes may not
see, Mid doctrines of demons and men, so confusing, We hear His voice whisper, "My Child,
follow Me."

-- Alfred Easterbrook -- He Leadeth Me Personally Not only does our Shepherd Himself lead us,
but He leads us personally, or individually. He leadeth me. He does not lead us in groups and
clubs, but He leads us as individuals. God’s little saints have often had to suffer as a result of this
fact. When God wants some special task accomplished He never seeks out a group, a church, or
a club to perform it. He finds a Noah, an Abraham, a Joseph, a Moses, a Paul, a Luther, a Wesley,
or a Booth whom He can lead out and away from the crowd. Every such divinely directed person
has been cruelly branded as a fanatical fool by carnal religion. Many have had to pay off for their
supposed foolhardiness by going to prison, to the stake, or else crucified upon unseen crosses.
Just as each luminary of the heavens has its own particular path through the illimitable fields of
space, so each follower of our Lord has his divinely chosen course. Here we, like Peter, are prone
to say, And Lord, what shall this man do?" Jesus’ answer is, "What is that to thee? follow thou
Me." It is so much more convenient to go with the crowd, but those who follow Christ must take up
their cross of being singled out. We are His property therefore have no right to choose our course.
It is blessed to leave the choice to Him. Our Shepherd always leads His sheep in the "paths of
righteousness." Any so-called leadings which are contrary to this rule are not of the Lord. Many
who have claimed the personal leadership of the Lord have brought disgrace to the subject of
divine guidance by their actions which were contrary to the way of righteousness. Some folk have
tried to claim that the Lord led them in the matter of taking the companion of another party. This is
a shameful lie. The Lord never leads anyone contrary to the truth contained in the Bible. The Lord
never leads anyone to split off and make trouble for another chosen worker of God. He never
leads anyone along the path of selfishness. He never leads anyone to blacken the name of
another by spreading slander, or by peddling rumors. Let us beware of our words and of our deeds
when we testify of the Lord’s leadings.

We cannot always see the way by which our Lord leads us. Those who are unprepared to follow
except as they can see their way will never go very far with our Shepherd. Abraham followed "not
knowing whither he went." It is often dark around us, and disturbing voices call out from the misty
shadows which hang low along our trail. The hounds of hell are barking and snapping at our heels,
and would devour us if they could. Envy and jealousy stalk in rage along the way. We dare not
stop to explain our position, nor to defend our innocence, lest we lose contact with our Leader who
ever onward moves.

How strange it seems that the paths of righteousness should be so besieged by beasts of evil
design, but so it was with our Shepherd as He, the sinless Son of God walked through the
wilderness of this world. Envy, jealousy, slander, hatred, and murderous intent hounded Him on
every hand. This came from those from whom He should have received commendation and
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praise. He was hated most by those to whom He came first to bless. "He came unto His own, and
His own received Him not." Christian, of Pilgrim’s Progress, traveled this trail with the
Saviour-Shepherd, and was likewise assailed by lions and ravenous beasts of the wilderness. He
often trembled as He went, but was later comforted to find that these devouring wayside beasts
were chained. They could come so near, but no nearer.

How blessed it is to know that the evil design of men and devils can never harm a saint of God
who closely follows his Shepherd. "All these things are against me," so we may think and speak,
but God says, "And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God." The
world’s most perfect type of Christ was Joseph. Not a blemish on his character. He, too, was led
forth in devious ways by our Shepherd’s hand. All his days he walked in paths of righteousness,
yet his way was not strewn with flowers. He was hated, dungeoned, and sold as a slave by his
jealous brethren; served as slave in the land of darkened Egypt; shamefully tempted and
mercilessly lied upon by a vile woman; served years of unjust punishment in a criminal’s prison.
On and on he went with his Shepherd guide without a natural hopeful way of light. Every earthly
support was denied him, and not one person of earth left to whom he could tell his heartaches.
Dark and lonely were the many nights spent by this servant of God while exiled from his father and
home, and yet he did not falter nor question the judgment of his Shepherd. . The record says, "But
God was with Joseph." Repeatedly this word is found. Note the prophetic blessing of Jacob:
"Joseph is a fruitful bough even a fruitful bough by a well; whose branches run over the wall. The
archers have sorely grieved him, and shot at him, and hated him: but his bow abode in strength,
and the arms of his hands were made strong by the hands of the mighty God of Jacob; (from
thence is the Shepherd, the Stone of Israel:) Even by the God of thy father, who shall help thee;
and by the Almighty, who shall bless thee with blessings of heaven above, blessings of the deep
that lieth under, blessings of the breasts, and of the womb: the blessings of thy father have
prevailed above the blessings of my progenitors unto the utmost bound of the everlasting hills:
they shall be on the head of Joseph, and on the crown of the head of him that was separate from
his brethren." Genesis 49:22-26.

After the death of Jacob the brethren of Joseph bowed before him in fear, "and Joseph said unto
them, Fear not: for am I in the place of God? But as for you, ye thought evil against me: but God
meant it unto good, to bring to pass, as it is this day, to save much people alive." Note the words,
"But God meant it unto good." God always knows how to turn Satan’s worst unto the best for us
and others. For His Name’s Sake

There are no idle purposes in the leadings of our Lord. He is leading us for our good, the good of
others, and for the praise of His glory -- "For His Name’s Sake." The name and honor of our
Shepherd is at stake. Should just one of His promises fail for one of the least of His followers, His
record would be ruined. He must keep His word. He is honor-bound to work all things for the good
of those who love Him. Joshua, the servant of the Lord, had come to the day of his death. The
leaders of Israel were present to catch his parting message. He said, " ... not one thing hath failed
of all the good things which the Lord your God spake concerning you, all are come to pass unto
you, and not one thing has failed thereof." Joshua 23:14. Our Saviour-Shepherd has a particular
plan and purpose for each of His sheep, nor is His plan limited to the small space which we call
time. He has a plan for us which extends on out in the ages to come. Each of His followers is a
part of the eternal plan of God. Oh, that every believer might see this truth and act his part.



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 18

Suffering saints in every age of the world have played their part in the drama of our eternal King.
What, though their part may have been to burn at the stake, be devoured by wild beasts, to be
broiled on coals of fire, to have limb torn from limb on the rack, to linger long in dungeons of
darkness, to die at the point of the spear, to suffer martyrdom at the hands of cruel savages, or to
be martyred by the shameful slander of a poison tongue, our Shepherd turns all to His eternal
glory, and to the everlasting good of His saints.

Madame Guyon said, "Many people want to direct God, instead of resigning themselves to be
directed by Him. To show Him a way, instead of passively following where He leads." Our
Shepherd sees the end from the beginning and plans accordingly. He faces no emergencies, no
accidents, and no surprise attacks from the enemy. Until we learn this truth from experience we
are tempted to tremble with fear when we face perplexing problems. Because our Lord makes no
demonstration and never becomes illustrated, we are inclined to feel that He has forgotten to care
for us when the going is hard. We think that He must do something drastic in the hour of great
need. We are wont to say with those other tempest-tried disciples, "Master, carest Thou not that
we perish?" If they had believed His words they could not have feared, for He said, "Go to the
other side of the lake," not to the middle and drown. Without fear of frustration our Lord has
already provided for all the exigencies of our lives. In the year 1939, I met a beloved Brother in
England. He asked me to come to Glasgow on a certain date and to take a certain train from
London. At that particular time I was not in position to give an emphatic answer as to whether I
could come on that date. The good Brother was to be in another city, so I was to let him know my
plans. Later I wrote to him that I could be in Glasgow on the date he had requested, but I was not
at all certain that he would be able to get my message before leaving the address he had given to
me. On the day appointed I was aboard the train, but was assailed by Satan that afternoon. My
enemy suggested that the message didn’t reach the man in time, and even if it did we were not
well acquainted with each other, therefore I would be faced with the problem of finding this man in
the crowd at the station. In England and Scotland one steps directly from his particular car on to
the platform which is level with the floor of the train. My train was a very long one. Where would my
friend be in relation to the car I was riding in? Finally I was able to successfully resist Satan in the
Name of Jesus, then rested at ease. Upon stepping from my car (here stood my friend, as though
he had known what number I would be riding in.

We went together to the home where I was to be entertained. One of the first things in the room to
draw my attention was this motto: "HE WILL SILENTLY PLAN FOR THEE." How precious were
those words!

"He will silently plan for thee, Happy child of a Father’s care, As though no other claimed His love,
But thou alone to Him wert dear."

"I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go: I will guide thee with Mine eyes."
Psalms 32:8.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 7

01.06. Through Shadows Valley

THROUGH THE SHADOWS OF THE VALLEY "Yea, though I walk through the valley of the
shadow of death."

All paths of righteousness lead to and through the valley of the shadow of death. There are no
royal by-passes.

I would not be dogmatic in saying that in this connection there is no thought of natural death, but I
positively do not believe that the Psalmist’s main thought was that of physical death. For the saints
of God "the dark valley" is this side the gate of death. For God’s children, there is no Bible proof
that the exit from this world is a "dark valley" in any sense of the word. Elsewhere the Psalmist
writes, "Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of His saints." Jesus said, "He that liveth and
believeth on Me shall never die." Paul speaks of departed saints as those who "sleep in Christ."
The testimonies of thousands who have gone to be with the Lord have given to us no hint of the
dark valley idea. When Paul faced Nero’s block he said, "The time of my departure is at hand. I
have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith: henceforth there is laid
up for me a crown of righteousness . . When Peter was approaching the end, even by cruel
crucifixion, according to tradition, he speaks of "putting off this my tabernacle." John Wesley
passed through many shaded valleys, but at death he said, "The best of all God is with us." A
saintly mother was surrounded by her children as she came to the gate of death. She had
supposed there would be a dreadfully dark valley, judging from what she had heard preachers say,
but she joyfully exclaimed, "Children, there is no dark valley here." Someone asked Catherine
Booth if the waters of death were deep. Her reply was, "I don’t know, for I am not going under, I am
going over. Another man of God said to a companion sufferer, both of whom were burning at the
stake, "This is our crowning day."

Note the dissimilarity of these testimonies with the "dark valley idea" for passing saints:

Auntie Jordan said, "The chariot is come, and I am ready to step Dr. Cullen said, "I wish I had the
power of writing, I would describe how pleasant it is to die."

John Arthur Lyth said, "Can this be death? Why, it is better than living."

Mrs. Mary Frances exclaimed, "Oh, that I could tell you what joy I possess! I am full of rapture. The
Lord doth shine with such power upon my soul. He is come! He is come!"

Another eminent saint of God triumphantly cried, "Victory! Palms of Victory!" The sainted Fletcher
exclaimed, "Satisfied, abundantly satisfied!"

One of God’s young servants lay dying. Said his mother tenderly, "Is Jesus with you in the dark
valley?"

"Dark valley!" he exclaimed, "It’s not dark. It’s getting brighter and brighter, Mother." "Oh," said he,
"It is so bright now, that I have to shut my eyes!" As further proof that this "valley of the shadow of
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death" is not physical death for the sheep of God, we find the presence of "enemies" on the other
side of this valley. There are no enemies in heaven. We find "goodness and mercy" still following
"all the days of my life," then comes "the house of the Lord."

Let not the children of God go through life with a dread and fear of natural death. Jesus took into
His own heart and body the "sting of death" that we might go free. Death for us carries not with it a
sting, but a song.

Let not my readers feel that I have done injustice to this great old text. It is an established fact that
nearly all of us have associated these words with eternity’s border land, but why should we have
done so? The sheep’s journey with the Shepherd does not end here. The text is in the center of
the Psalm. It speaks of the "shadow of death" -- death in its dark and doleful meaning. It is only the
"shadow," but even the shadow of death in its dreadful sense is no minor affair. Death in its
dreadful sense no saint of God shall ever know, but there shall be shadows plenty, and they shall
come to us long before we reach eternity’s border.

It is readily understood that in the world where Satan is the prince he will see to it that the sheep of
God cannot slip through on flowery beds of ease. The denizens of darkness are sworn enemies of
the Good Shepherd and His sheep. No soul passes through this world and into heaven
conveniently and easily. Those who follow our Lord must count the cost before the journey is
begun. However, we should not get the notion that Satan’s will alone is being executed by our
valley experiences. Satan wills to oppress us and destroy us amid the darkness, but our Shepherd
has other designs for us. Our Lord may permit Satan to do his worst toward us, but his worst is
limited. As in the case of Job, so it is with us. The devil can go so far, but no farther. The marvel is
that in every event Satan’s worst shall turn to God’s best for us. Joseph’s dungeon led to his
throne. The three Hebrew boys’ furnace led to their promotion. God’s way up is down. The
shadows of the valley lead to the sun-kissed mountain peaks. Jesus’ humiliation and shameful
death, borne voluntarily for our sakes, led to "the joy that was set before Him" the redemption of
the world from Satan’s bondage, and to His, our Lord’s, exaltation which exceeds that of the
highest archangel of the heavens. Our bitterest crosses lead to our brightest crowns. "If we suffer,
we shall also reign with Him ... In reality those who draw back from the most dreadful shadows of
some deep valley are actually drawing back from the highest honors of eternal glory. Satan would
not have us see this truth at all; but even though we may see the truth and rejoice in it while
residing in the sunshine, Satan will be on hand to blot it from our minds, if possible, as we enter
the death shades of the desert. No temptation comes to us but such as is common to man, but
while in the deep darkness of some heart-hurting experience we are tempted to believe that no
other person on earth has known such a test, and that we shall never be able to come through
triumphant.

Let us not lose sight of the exact words here: "Yea, though I walk through the valley Note that the
testing place is the place of walking. As a young preacher, some years ago, I decided to rearrange
a great text in order to put it in better homiletical order. The text is found in Isaiah 40:31 : "But they
that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they
shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint." I got the idea that it would be best
to speak of walking first, running second, and flying third. The Holy Ghost revealed to me that He
knew more about homiletics than I did. Flying is pleasant and easy going, running is not such a
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slow gait, but walking is rather a trial to those whose natures are geared high. The valley of testing
is the place of plodding. Young believers delight in soaring, and our Lord often grants this luxury to
them, provided they are truly spiritual. This is a spiritual luxury which we all like, but it takes more
faith to be faithful in practical running, than in soaring; then more faith and courage to plod over
rugged steeps and through dark valleys than are required in running. The New Testament also
speaks of "standing." Only those who are made of real soldier stuff are prepared to stand when the
fight is stiff.

Look again at this word -- "through" -- not into the shadows to be defeated and destroyed, but
there is a triumphal exit where the light is shining on the other side. This walk with the Shepherd
through the ghastly shadows of the valley constitute our training school of faith. Faith grows in the
storm and in the shadows. Here is where we unlearn many things which we supposed we knew,
and learn what we had never known. It is in the deep night shades that faith comes to full fruition.
Here sight cannot function, therefore we are shut up to faith alone in our ever present Guide. It is
while passing through the valley that our Lord becomes infinitely nearer to us. Until now the
Psalmist has spoken of the Shepherd in the third person, but as he enters the shadows he draws
nearer and says, "Thou art with me." This is the place where we make love to our Lord and want
Him ever near. In the darkness He becomes more intimate and our love increases more rapidly.
Here we die to great emotions and to special sensational thrills. It is no longer the blessing we
crave, but the Blesser; not His gifts, but the Giver Himself. We lose sight of the tinsel of things and
rejoice only in knowing that our Shepherd is near.

I Will Fear No Evil This word of boasting is not the fruit of our own will power, and our stiff fight
against fear, but it is because He is near. David said, "My soul shall make her boast in the Lord."
We are safe only because of His presence and care. "Though an host should encamp against me,
my heart shall not fear: though war should rise against me, in this will I be confident." Psalms 27:3.
Our Shepherd admonishes us not to fear, and gives us precious promises which should relieve us
of all fear. "Fear thou not; for I am with thee: be not dismayed; for I am thy God: I will strengthen
thee; yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand of my righteousness." Is.
41:10. "When thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they
shall not overflow thee; when thou walkest through the fire, thou shalt not be burned; neither shall
the flame kindle upon thee." Isaiah 43:2. A little boy stepped out into the darkness with his father.
He drew up close to his father, and with his small hand secure in that of his parent’s hand, he
rather boastfully remarked, "Daddy, I am not afraid of bears." The big bear of fear does not trouble
us when we are sure that our Shepherd is near. Faith in His absolute care will eliminate fear from
our hearts. When we truly fear the Lord, and love Him with burning hearts, there is none other to
fear.

LET ME TRUST Let me trust Thee, when shadows are darkest, As alone through the valley I go.

Let me rest in the word Thou hast spoken:

Deep waters shall not overflow. When pressed by the foe in the conflict, Let me prove that Thy
promise is true;

Let me look for the rift in the storm cloud, And the light of Thy love shining through.
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Let me tell how my fetters were broken, At the touch of Thy nail-pierced hands; Of the peace that
still flows like a river, And of grace that has caused me to stand.

Let me sing with a heart filled with gladness, Of the joy that doth ever increase;

Let me trust Thee for power to proclaim it, The message of pardon and peace.

Let me wait on my Lord in the stillness, Until His sweet voice I can hear, And then, in the strength
that He gives me, Unfettered by doubt or by fear, Let me rise up on wings like an eagle, In the
power of Thy wonderful Name.

Let me sing all the days of my journey, Of the Lamb that for sinners was slain.

-- Alfred Easterbrook --

If you are in the deep shadows because of some strange, mysterious providence, do not be afraid.
Simply go on in faith and love, never doubting. God is watching and He will bring good and beauty
out of all your pain and tears. -- J. R. Miller

* * * * * * *



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 23

Chapter 8

01.07. Comforts Of His Rod Staff

COMFORTS OF HIS ROD AND STAFF "Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me."

David never loses sight of the Shepherd all through his wonderful song. Comfort here stands for
protection, peace, preservation, strength, and assurance in the hard places of life. If we were left
to our own strength and wisdom we would be overcome and destroyed. There is no place of safety
except in the Shepherd’s care. By means of His rod He beats back the evil powers which threaten
us. Mighty wonders on land and sea have been accomplished by the rod of God. Our
Saviour-Shepherd may select a very ordinary instrument to serve as His rod, but it will serve both
Him and us well. His own power passes into this common instrument, just as the "rod" of Moses
became the might of God. It became a devouring serpent and swallowed up the rods of the
magicians. This same stick from the desert became the instrument in the hand of Moses by which
God rolled back the waters of the Red Sea and delivered Israel. By this rod streams of water
flowed in the desert. The rod of our Shepherd prevails in every battle. The rod is an instrument of
sovereignty. Our Sovereign-Shepherd rules over all. In our day when men’s hearts are failing them
for fear of those things which are coming upon the earth, the saints of God can rest in confidence
that their Shepherd-King is overruling the governments of this world, and can be assured that the
kingdoms of this world shall soon become the kingdoms of their Lord and Master. The rod stands
for correction, but even the chastening of our Shepherd is not void of comfort. Saints have learned
that succeeding each correction from the Shepherd’s rod, fresh and sweet revelations of His love
and grace speedily follow. Someone has said, "I was almost glad to receive the whippings which
my father gave us, just to receive and enjoy the special caresses and expressions of deep love
which always followed."

Chastening assures us that we are yet the subjects of our Shepherd’s love. "For whom the Lord
loveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom He receiveth." Hebrews 12:6. Chastisement
does not always indicate that the sheep of God are wayward. We are told that this word actually
means "Child-training." Even our sinless Saviour was put to grief, and "learned obedience by the
things which He suffered."

"Now chastening for the present seemeth to be joyous, but grievous: nevertheless afterward it
yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteousness unto them which are exercised thereby." Hebrews
12:11. In view of the afterward the sheep of God can even "joy in tribulation."

Unlike the complaining woman who said, "When I feel the best, I feel the worst, knowing how bad
I’ll feel when I feel bad again," we should say, "We feel the best when we feel the worst, knowing
how good we shall feel when the chastisement has ended."

Some of us who belonged to the order of better days (days wherein parents ruled their children
rather than being ruled by them) learned a valuable lesson concerning chastisement. Instead of
drawing back we discovered that if we would draw close up to the correcting parent the licks would
not be nearly so hard.
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"As many as I love I rebuke and chasten." Revelation 3:19. The shepherd’s staff is used to count
the sheep at the close of the day when they pass through the door of the sheep fold. He who
counteth the hosts of heaven, and calleth them all by their names, counteth His blood-bought
sheep, and numbereth even the hairs of their heads. No loving mother ever cared for her child with
the love and deep concern which our Shepherd knows. He forgets not the minutest interests of
those who love Him. The staff is used by the shepherd to rescue the sheep which is caught in
thorns, or has slipped and fallen to some hazardous point at the verge of a yawning chasm.

You, dear saint of God, may be caught in some tormenting thistle where all hope appears to be in
vain. Despair not, for thy Shepherd knoweth thy sad plight and will come to your rescue on
schedule. He is never late for those who trust in His care. Some sad disaster may have struck, or
through no fault of your own you may be suspended over some dreadful precipice without a beam
of hope in sight. Despair not, for the Shepherd’s long and loving reach shall rescue you in time.
His staff may not appear in the manner we think, but it is His nevertheless. It may be a song, a
sermon, a kind word, a prayer, a promise from the precious Book, or some unexpected act of
providence, but it is our Shepherd’s staff. The staff also stands for support, or something to lean
upon in the time of weariness. Our loving Shepherd shares His staff with us and supports us in
times of sorrow or trial. This staff may well stand for the unfailing precious promises of the Bible.
What a staff to lean upon! Men’s promises may fail, but the promises of our Lord can never fail. His
Word is a rock which will never quake. Heaven and earth shall pass away, but His Word never.
This is our staff now, shall be our staff in the darkest night, shall be our comforting support at
eternity’s border, and shall be our stay in the ages yet to come. How great is this staff! Let us make
much of it: read it, meditate upon it, believe it with simple faith, practice it in our daily lives, then
rest upon it when earth and all that is mortal is receding. "Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me."

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 9

01.08. Our Servant - Shepherd Spreads Table

OUR SERVANT -- SHEPHERD SPREADS A TABLE "Thou preparest a table before me in the
presence of mine enemies. The long night of darkness has disappeared, and the light of day has
dawned. The sheep has passed safely through the ghostly shades of the valley, and has emerged
with victory through the Shepherd’s might. The night prowlers of the wilderness lost their desired
prey. The arch-enemy failed to foil the sheep of God. The fast is broken by a royal feast prepared
by an unexpected servant -- our Sovereign-Shepherd -- and in a most unlikely place -- "in the
presence of mine enemies." God has unusual surprises for His saints who leave the cares of life to
Him, and live in a state of joyful expectancy. The buoyancy of anticipated mercies keeps us from
sinking beneath the threatening waves of darkness, and from being swallowed up by the monsters
of life’s sea. For the sheep of God the best is always just ahead. The night is on, but "the morning
cometh." "Ye sorrow now, but ye shall rejoice." "For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then
face to face." "Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning." "We sow in tears,"
"we shall reap in joy."

Cheer up, ye saints of God, "The clouds you so much dread are big with mercy, and shall break
with blessings upon your head." The famine you fear shall suddenly be replaced with a feast of fat
things.

Unbelief says, "Can God furnish a table in the wilderness?" This is exactly what He did, and can
do again. May God help us to release the pent-up bounties of His grace by breaking the bands of
our unbelief. Let us expect great and mighty things of our Saviour-Shepherd, even if He must bring
them about in an unusual manner. He is the God of the unusual.

Toiling through the night the unsuccessful fishermen faced the break of day wet, weary, and
hungry, with no food in sight. Yonder on the shore stood -- perhaps an early customer. "Children,
have you any meat?" said the visitor. They answered Him, "No." And He said unto them, "Cast the
net on the right side of the ship, and ye shall find. "They cast therefore, and now they were not
able to draw it in for the multitude of fishes. They found, and now the secret was out. Upon their
arrival at the shore they found that their Saviour-Shepherd had a feast prepared of fish they had
not caught, and of bread the village baker had not baked. On other occasions our Lord prepared a
spread in the desert place. Let God be God that He may strengthen our faith by surprising us with
the unusual. The crime of modern religion is that of trying to put God in a rut. Sectarian stereotype
would take all the surprises out of faith. What is it to us if the Lord wills to feed his servant with
"bread and flesh" brought in the beaks of ravens, or with pleasant cakes cooked from flour taken at
the bottom of a widow’s barrel? In The Presence of Mine Enemies Our Lord loves to work wonders
for His saints in the presence of their foes. He loves to prove Himself strong in behalf of those
whose hearts are perfect toward Him. Our enemies who accuse, and would put us to shame, are
put to shame in our presence, if we will permit our Lord to fight our battles. Nothing incites our Lord
to action more than the challenge of our enemies against the faith of His saints. A mighty famine
prevailed in Israel. The enraged king wished to lay the blame on Elisha, the man of God. The king



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 26

said, "God do so and more also to me, if the head of Elisha the son of Shaphat shall stand on him
this day." The murderous king sent his messenger of death to take the prophet of God. Then
Elisha said, "Hear ye the word of the Lord; thus said the Lord, tomorrow about this time shall a
measure of fine flour be sold for a shekel, and two measures of barley for a shekel, in the gate of
Samaria. Then a lord on whose hand the king leaned answered the man of God, and said, Behold,
if the Lord would make windows in heaven, might this thing be? And he said, Behold, thou shalt
see it with thine eyes, but shalt not eat thereof." 2 Kings 6:31; 2 Kings 7:1-2. By an extraordinary
miracle wrought in the providence of God, the thing came to pass as the man of God had spoken,
but the blasphemer was trampled to death by the crowd who came to purchase food. Our
Saviour-Shepherd had fasted and prayed during the long night of His wilderness temptation. He
withstood Satan and remained in the place of testing until the Father’s time was fulfilled. The
angels came and spread a feast for Him in the presence of the slinking Satan.

Some would have us believe that the metaphor of sheep is dropped at this point, but Orientals
contend that this is not the case. The word here for table means, "that which is spread out." Out
from the darkness of the valley and in the face of vicious foes the good shepherd leads his sheep
to a table land of tender grass. He prepares the table by going before and driving away lurking
reptiles and crouching beasts.

Ere long our Servant-Shepherd shall appear in the glory of His kingdom. Then He shall gird
Himself and serve His saints at the banquet of the Marriage Supper where the sorrows and sighs
of the yester-years shall be forever forgotten in the Father’s House of abounding plenty.

"He is the God of boundless resources. The only limit is in us. Our asking, our thinking, our praying
are too small; our expectations are too limited. He is trying to lift us up to a higher conception, and
lure us on to a mightier expectation and appropriation. Oh, shall we put Him in derision? There is
no limit to what we may ask and expect of our glorious El-Shaddai; and there is but one measure
here given for His blessing; and that is "according to the power that worketh in us." -- A. B.
Simpson

"Although the fig tree shall not blossom, neither shall fruit be in the vines; the labor of the olive
shall fail, and the fields shall yield no meat; the flock shall be cut off from the fold, and there shall
be no herd in the stalls: yet I will rejoice in the Lord, I will joy in the God of my salvation." Habakkuk
3:17-18.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 10

01.09. The Anointing Overflow

THE ANOINTING AND THE OVERFLOW "Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over."
In the divine economy there is no stagnation, no stinginess, no rationing, and no lack. Every
emergency is foreseen and amply provided for. If we experience anything to the contrary it is not
our Shepherd’s fault. The oriental makes much of the anointing oil. This is true of the herdsman as
well as the householder. It is the soothing balm for most ills. The thorn-torn head of the weary
sheep is freely anointed with the healing unguent as it passes the shepherd at the door of the fold.
How refreshing and rejuvenating was the anointing by the hand of the loving shepherd.

Oil is a type of the blessed Holy Spirit. For the service of the tabernacle God provided the priests
with a formula for anointing oil which, under penalty of death, was not to be compounded or used
except for sacred service. "Upon man’s flesh shall it not be poured." It was not in any sense to be
simulated.

God has provided that every child of His may have free access to the blessed Holy Spirit’s
anointing. This is not for the world. Concerning the Holy Spirit, Jesus said, "Whom the world
cannot receive, because it seeth Him not, neither knoweth Him: but ye know Him; for He dwelleth
with you, and shall be in you." Paul speaks of the "renewing of the Holy Ghost; which He shed on
us abundantly through Jesus Christ our Saviour. Titus 3:5-6. Like all other promises of this psalm,
this anointing is for God’s sheep alone. It is not confined, however, to God’s great men, or to
pastors, or evangelists, or apostles and prophets. It is the privilege of every saint, and none can be
at his best for God without this. No preacher, teacher, or singer can please God and bring blessing
to His people and to the world without this.

Someone asked an old, and unlettered colored preacher to explain the meaning of the Spirit’s
unction. He replied, "I’se can’t tell you what it is, but I showly knows what it ain’t." The
congregation also knows what this anointing is not. The most illiterate man, under the anointing of
the Holy Spirit, can preach a better Gospel than can the most brilliant scholar without the
anointing. Sad was the day for the church of the Lord Jesus Christ when scholasticism and natural
eloquence was substituted for the anointing of the Holy Spirit. Men may know how to make
speeches without the anointing of the Spirit, but they do not know how to preach without it.

Jesus said, "The Spirit of the Lord is upon Me, because He hath anointed Me to preach the Gospel
Luke 4:18. John, in writing to the children of God, said, "But the anointing which you have received
of Him abideth in you, and ye need not that any man teach you: but as the same anointing
teacheth you of all things, and is truth, and is no lie, and even as it hath taught you, ye shall abide
in Him." 1 John 2:27. This anointing produces a freshness and vitality of spirit which nothing else
can do. It prevents fretting, fuming, and friction. It produces beauty and refinement of character,
and creates fragrance and fruitfulness in the life of the believer. What miserable substitutes are
learning and formal ceremonies for the power and anointing of the Holy Spirit. The promise of the
Holy Spirit is for every believer. (Acts 2:38). This glorious gift is assured to all who ask in sincerity
and act in obedience. (Luke 11:13; Acts 5:32). Without this anointing no person is a Christian in a
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biblical sense. The meaning of Christ is "the anointed One." The meaning of Christians is "the
anointed ones." Even the only begotten Son of God must have the anointing of the Spirit. How
much more we, the lesser sons, stand in need of this promised gift of the "holy oil!"

Divine Shepherd, hear our prayer today for this promised anointing, as we bow our heads and
bare our hearts in Thy hallowed presence. Fill us now, dear Lord, and make our barren lives
fragrantly fresh and flourishingly fruitful, that Thy Name may be glorified.

Overflowing Fullness

"My cup runneth over." A personal experience of fullness, but how infinitely small in comparison to
that fullness which is promised by our Saviour-Shepherd to the believers of the Holy Ghost
dispensation. "He that believeth on Me, as the scripture hath said, out of his belly shall flow rivers
of living water. (But this spake He of the Spirit, which they that believe on Him should receive ... )"
John 7:38-39. Here we have rivers of living water contrasted with David’s cup. The overflowing cup
of cold water given to the weary sheep at the close of the day is sufficient as a metaphor, but "that
Great Shepherd of the sheep" has bigger and better things for us if we w211 only trust Him.

How sad and shameful is the fact that we who profess to be the sheep of God go leanly through
life -- undernourished, unanointed, and unwatered -- while the Saviour-Shepherd has prepared for
us a feast of fat things, if we will only come, eat and drink.

How sad that professed Christians must turn to the world to find a cheap sort of entertainment and
unsatisfying pleasure. Little wonder that the people of the world are not interested in our religious
profession. Spiritual stagnation is uninviting, and is a disgrace to the name of Christianity.

"Come unto Me and drink," says our Shepherd. And again, "But whosoever drinketh of the water
that I shall give him shall never thirst; but the water that I shall give him shall be in him a well of
water springing up into everlasting life." The paltry pleasures of the world have nothing to offer
which is in any way comparable to the clear, clean, soul-satisfying pleasures which our Lord gives.
Some foolish folk would say, "This may be true, but we will sip at the cisterns of sin’s pleasures
now, then turn later to the Fountain of Life." Stupid folly! Such are eternal losers even if they
should later break with the world’s ways and come to Christ. They can never be what they might
have been. They can never plumb the depths of love and grace which they might have known.
They sustain losses which shall never be regained. Eternal treasures have passed them up and
shall never be captured. Come sinner, and come now. Weep your way to faith in our
Saviour-Shepherd, and drink from His well of living water. Come, thou timid sheep; come near to
your Shepherd and let Him refresh your soul with rivers of living water and make you as a
well-watered garden -- yea, as "a tree planted by the rivers of water, that bringeth forth his fruit in
his season. "I am come, said the Good Shepherd, "that they (His sheep), might have life, and that
they might have it more abundantly." Anything short of this abundant life, abounding in fruitfulness,
does dishonor to our Shepherd-King.

"Herein is my Father glorified, that ye bear much fruit; so shall ye be My disciples." John 15:8.

"The righteous shall flourish like the Palm tree: he shall grow like a cedar in Lebanon." They shall
still bring forth fruit in old age; they shall be fat and flourishing." Psalms 92:12; Psalms 92:14.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 11

01.10. Hedged About

HEDGED ABOUT "Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life."

"As the mountains are round about Jerusalem, so the Lord is round about His people, henceforth
and for ever. " Evan Satan, the father of liars, sometimes tells the truth. "Hast thou not made an
hedge about him," said Satan, concerning Job. The sheep of God are hedged about by the
Shepherd’s loving care. He leads the way, while "goodness and mercy" bring up the rear. It has
been suggested that "goodness and mercy" represent two faithful dogs who follow at the heels of
the sheep, thus protecting them from the rear. Some speak of "goodness and mercy" as angels of
God who guard the sheep from rear attacks while the Shepherd leads them onward. The latter
thought is not a far-fetched fancy, for the same writer says, "The angel of the Lord campeth round
about them that fear Him, and delivereth them." Psalms 34:7.

Goodness and mercy are always near in the paths of righteousness, and in the time of great need
they are obviously manifest. Moses followed the Lord up rugged Sinai. There the Lord stood with
His faithful servant in the shadows, and said, "The Lord God, merciful and gracious, longsuffering,
and abundant in goodness and truth." David said, "Taste and see that the Lord is good. " Paul
speaks of the riches of God’s goodness.

David had much to say about the mercy of God. "I trust in the mercy of God for ever and ever. "
Psalms 52:8. "Thy mercy is great above the heavens." Psalms 108:4. "The earth is full of Thy
mercy. Psalms 119:64. Hosea admonishes men to "Sow to yourselves in righteousness, reap in
mercy. Paul speaks of God as "The Father of mercy, " and of His being "rich in mercy."

"Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me. " There Is another reason why we can be sure of
goodness and mercy following us. Our Lord said, "Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain
mercy. We may also say, "Blessed are the good, for they shall obtain goodness. This is an eternal
law -- the law of "sowing and reaping." What we measure to others is measured back to us. The
paths of righteousness include both passive and active righteousness -- being good and doing
good. Such deeds of goodness and mercy shall follow us all the days of our lives -- coming back to
us in the same measure, but with big interest -- "heaped up and running over." "Oh, how great is
Thy goodness, which Thou has laid up for them that fear Thee; which Thou hast wrought for them
that trust in Thee before the sons of men! Thou shalt hide them in the secret of Thy presence from
the pride of man; Thou shalt keep them secretly in a pavilion from the strife of tongues." Psalms
31:19-20.

"Yet Thou in Thy manifold mercies forsookest them not in the wilderness: the pillar of the cloud
departed not from them by day, to lead them in the way; neither the pillar of fire by night, to show
them light, and the way wherein they should go. Thou gavest also Thy good spirit to instruct them,
and withheldest not Thy manna from their mouth, and gavest them water for their thirst."
Nehemiah 9:19-20.
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He giveth more grace when the burdens grow greater, He sendeth more strength when the labors
increase; To added affliction He addeth His mercies, To multiplied trials His multiplied peace.
When we have exhausted our store of endurance, When our strength has failed ere the day is half
done, When we reach the end of our hoarded resources, Our Father’s full giving is only begun. His
love has no limit, His grace has no measure, His power no boundary known unto men; For out of
His infinite riches in Jesus, He giveth and giveth and giveth again.

-- Annie Johnson Flint --

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 12

01.11. The End Pilgrim Pathway

THE END OF THE PILGRIM PATHWAY ".... And I shall dwell in the house of the Lord for ever."
My last lines of this little book are pared specially for two classes -- the seasoned saint who is
nearing the end of the earthly trail, and now, with most of the road in the rear, is scanning the
hilltops for the first glow of the lights of home; and for the young pilgrim who has likewise heard the
Shepherd’s call, counted the cost, and is now on the way.

True, it is best to forget most of the things which are behind and to give our full attention to the
climb which lies ahead of us. for we are not yet home. It is, however, sometimes good for us to be
reminded of "the pit from which we were digged, and of the dangers of the trail from which we
have been delivered." These remembrances will not weaken the steps of the weary sheep as he
nears the "better country," nor will they frighten the lambs who have learned to love the voice of
the Good Shepherd who is leading them out and onward.

You, too, my fellow pilgrim, and the beloved friend of our Shepherd true, remember when you first
heard the call of His voice to leave all and to follow Him. It seems but as yesterday when in the
yester-years you made your noble choice and took that brave step to follow the Master into the
unknown. The steps of those who love His Name And feed upon His Word, Who in the stillness
learn to wait, Until His voice is heard; Who sit and wait at Jesus’ feet, Their Master’s will to know,
Their every step shall ordered be, Wheresoever they may go.

They shall not go in haste or flight, But only as He leads, Just for today He bids them pray; Not for
tomorrow’s needs. With food and raiment be content, The treasures that He bids thee seek Are of
eternal worth. Who feeds the birds that fly above, Without a thought or care? Who gives the
beauty to the rose, And paints the lily fair? Who but thy Lord, who longs to make Thy cleansed
heart His throne, Who calls His chosen one apart To walk with Him alone? Their steps are ordered
by the Lord, He leads them where He will, Gethsemane, the judgment hall, And dark Golgotha’s
hill; For they are crucified with Christ, No other lord they own, For Christ in them is magnified,
Their heart His Royal Throne.

-- Alfred Easterbrook --

How precious those days, after having farewelled from family and friends, as you, like Abraham,
followed your Lord out into the fields of the unseen future. He led you along devious paths out into
His green pastures of pleasantness and plenty. You walked with Him by the side of restful waters
where you reveled in the delights of His love. Days came and went when it seemed that you were
almost as a bird on wing, without a weight and without a care. Upon hearing the older sheep of
God speak of trials and triumphs, you were slow to understand. All you knew may have seemed as
triumphs without the trials. Perhaps your strongest temptation was to wonder, if, after all, that
tested saint really knew His Lord as you knew Him.

Onward our Saviour-Shepherd gently led you, through sweet experiences of His abundant grace,
until you, too, could say with the psalmist shepherd, . "He restoreth my soul. " You sang H’s praise
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and rejoiced in the pardoning and cleansing power of the "blood of the Lamb." Wave upon wave of
glory and blessing swept over your enraptured soul. You sang, "Tell me not of heavy crosses, nor
of burdens hard to bear." You were born, as it were, upon eagle’s wings. Up and up you soared,
above the mountain tops, and bathed your soul in the brightness of heaven’s sunlight. This was no
foolish fancy. It was real -- unspeakably real. What He made real to you, He wills to make real to
every soul who is willing to heed His voice and abandon his life wholly into the Saviour-Shepherd’s
care. "He restoreth my soul." Glory, and Honor, and Praise be unto His Name for ever.

You, my pilgrim friend, will recall that day when your faithful Shepherd seemed to say: "My
beloved, we have hitherto walked together in green pastures, and rested by the side of pleasant
waters, and you have soared in the heavens, but henceforth we must walk together farther afield.
Life is more than heavenly pleasures, and to follow Me means more than entrancing thrills of the
highest order. I haven chosen you that you may know Me and that you may serve Me in the hard
places of life, and that you may serve your fellow creatures in your day. You and I must go where
they are -- out upon the rugged ways of life. Joy you shall have always, and My presence shall be
with you; but the path in which I shall lead you is not always a pleasant one, and the fields through
which we shall walk shall not always be gloriously green. We will climb together the rugged steeps,
shall descend together into the deep shades of the valley, and shall be misunderstood and hated
together by the citizens of the country through which we travel. You shall be tempted sorely, and
shall be made to tremble on the brink of deep and dark waters, and Satan will sift you, but My
all-sufficient grace shall ever be yours. I shall ever go before you, and where I have triumphed you
can dare to tread. We shall walk together in the sunshine and in the shadows. We shall suffer
together, weep together, work together, rejoice together, and the blow which strikes you shall
always be Mine. We shall go through the valley together and shall feast together on the other side.
I shall not only be your Shepherd-Companion to guide and protect you, but I shall be your Servant,
and will provide richly for you in the very presence of your accusing foes. I shall anoint your weary
head with the oil of My grace, strengthen your fainting heart with the balm of My love, and your cup
shall overflow with the abundant fullness of My Spirit. I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.
Thou shalt have no want. My goodness and My mercy shall follow thee all the days of thy life as I
lead thee onward, upward, and homeward -- into My Father’s House, that where I am you shall
forever be. Arise, let us go hence."

You remember, I say, that day, and you remember other days along the homeward trail. It would
take volumes to record the experiences of the road, and some you wish not to remember.

You doubtless recall that stunning blow which struck your soul like a sudden squall on the ocean
dropping from the unknown upon the unwary seamen. "Can it be true?" may have been your
thoughts aloud. You remember well that the thing you didn’t feel could come had come; and great
though it was, it was only the beginning of the mighty tempests of your pilgrim journey with your
Shepherd. Since that first big blow you have experienced heart-bleeding blows without number.
Temptations have fiercely assailed you, and some of these may have left you with obvious scars.
At times you, like Peter, have called upon your Saviour-Shepherd to save you from sinking
beneath dark and angry waves. Violent pain and perplexing problems have sometimes been your
lot. The tunes of your songs in the night were begotten by the tears of some great grief. Sorrows
strange and strong may have cut deep canyons through your bewildered soul. Fiery trials may
have tested you to the very limits of your powers of endurance, and your patience has sometimes
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been tried by every scheme of earth and hell.

Some of your dearest friends have misunderstood your motives, and have even believed the
slanderous lies of others who turned against you. You have been spurned by these onetime
friends as though you were some evil thing. Raging lions of furious mien have deafened your
senses with their thunderous roar. Bears of wildest fear have stealthily sneaked through the
shadows of your most dreadful nights, and have blown their blanching breaths upon your fevered
face. Along the homeward trail you may have been attacked by every ferocious fiend of the wilds.
Little dogs of envy and jealousy may have hounded you at every step -- and may yet be hounding
you. Grizzly ghosts of the buried past may flaunt their ghastly figures before your face, accusing
you of acts long covered by the blood of the Lamb. In the double darkness of natural night and
some giant grief you may have been tempted to believe that your Shepherd-Friend has forgotten
to stay near. Your fears are unfounded. A mother may forget her child, but our loving Shepherd
can never forget you. He is ever near while leading you onward and homeward.

It is a touching story -- that of a father and little daughter who were bereft of a companion and
mother. The brokenhearted father held the hand of his wondering child and stood by the grave as
kind friends tenderly lowered the remains of that precious wife and loving mother into the cold
earth. When the last rites were spoken and flowers were laid on the newly-made mound,
sorrowing friends came insisting that the heavy-hearted pair go with them rather than return to the
darkness of a home void of companion and mother. The sorrowing man declined the kind invitation
saying, "Sooner or later we must return, so it is better that we face our grief now.

Upon their arrival at the home the little four-year-old ran through the house looking for mother.
Neither the father nor his child cared for food, so both turned to their beds at an early hour. The
flaxen-haired darling was carefully tucked in her bed which was near to that of her father. The man
was wide awake -- stunned by his grief. With a heaving heart and weeping eyes he petitioned His
Heavenly Father for the needed grace for this dark hour. Long after his baby should have been
asleep the little one said, "Daddy, are you there?" "Yes, darling," exclaimed the father, "daddy is
right here close to you. It is late now, so you must go to sleep." Sometime later the little voice
spoke out again, "Daddy, it is so dark: I never knew it so dark, but you are there, aren’t you
daddy?" Upon this saying the fond father lifted his child into his own bed and caressed her to
sleep. He then took up his baby’s cry and lifted his voice to God. "Father, it is so dark: I never
knew it so dark, but you are near, aren’t you Father?" (Only those who have gone through a similar
experience can know the reality of such darkness) . The comforting grace of the Heavenly
Shepherd brought strength and courage to his sorrowing soul, until he could say with David, "He
giveth his beloved sleep." The night is never too dark for the Shepherd to be near.

You have traveled far and long over the Shepherd’s trail. Many have been your victories --
sometimes at severe costs. You may have had some slips and falls along the path, but I would
admonish you to despair not for these regretful failures. It is enough to know that you are now
trailing near in the Shepherd’s steps. Perhaps a few more days -- or even years -- of trials and
triumphs, of toil and tears, of sorrow and song, of sunshine and shadow, and then -- Home,
Heavenly Home. How soul-inspiring is this old and familiar word "home." Few words in our
language are so meaningful as this one. To some of us it seems strangely sad that so many of the
languages of earth have no word which expresses the deep sentiments of our English word home.
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Home is more than a humble cottage, and more than an imposing palace. It is more than a shelter
and a place to eat and sleep. It is more than fine furnishings within and spacious courts without. It
is a place of love, law, and liberty; the place of consolation and companionship; the abode of fond
parents, brothers, and sisters, and all that is dearest to us on earth. What a vacancy in the life of
the poor unfortunate soul who has never known the true meaning of the word home. With many of
us the "old homestead," or the "old home place," is something of the past, but not forgotten. So
long as our material body and immaterial soul are joined together, and our minds even moderately
function, we can never forget our old home place of our younger years. Neither the pen of the
writer nor the brush of the painter can match the picture which hangs upon the wall of memory.
The very thought of those faded years and their relation to the old home is enough to melt the
hardest heart and to stain the face which is long unaccustomed to tears. Such sobering thoughts
tempt us to say with the poet, "Turn backward, turn backward, O time, in your flight; and make me
a child again just for tonight." But time will not heed our childish cry. It goes onward and we are
carried along at its pace. The old home is behind us, the new home is before us. The home
temporal is but a shadow (a sweet and memorable shadow), of the Home eternal.

It is true that some of the things known in and about the old home place will be absent in our New
Sweet Home. The old house will not be there with its mossy roof and log walls, or of roughly
sawed lumber. The old hearth with its light and warmth will be lacking, for there is no cold in our
New Home, and the Lamb is the light thereof. The old family doctor with his pill bag will not be
there, for disease shall never enter our door. No crepe shall hang without and the dreaded casket
shall never enter our room, for there Is no death there. Mother’s old apron shall never again dry
our weeping eyes, for God Himself shall wipe away all tears from our eyes. The bed of the invalid
and the bed of pain shall not be there, "for the former things are passed away."

All the best things of earth and all the good things of that New Best Home shall be there. Every
father and mother, son and daughter, sister and brother, husband and wife who were lovers of our
Lord and followed His leadings shall be there -- not one missing. Love, light, life, joy, peace,
health, happiness, holiness, wisdom, beauty, companionship, and fellowship shall be present in
our New Home. God’s great people and humble people of all ages shall be among our
acquaintances and near neighbors, yea, more, our brothers and sisters, of the Heavenly Home.
Those who were the nearest and dearest to us while we traveled the earthly trail shall be nearer
and dearer still in the New Home. Best of all we shall behold with our eyes the One whom we have
sightlessly followed and lovingly served during our earthly pilgrimage. In the light of that one
expression, "And they shall see HIS FACE," we can joyfully serve, suffer, and by faith follow Him
through the shadows until the lights of Heaven and Home shine upon our ending trail.

Some years ago a remarkable incident occurred at a wedding in England. A young man of large
wealth and high social position, who had been blinded by an accident when he was ten years old,
and who won University honors in spite of his blindness, had won a beautiful bride, though he had
never looked upon her face. A little while before his marriage, he submitted to a course of
treatment by experts, and the climax came on the day of his wedding. The bride, Miss Cave,
entered the church on the arm of her white-haired father, the admiral, who was all decked out in
the blue and lace of the quarter-deck. So moved was she that she could hardly speak. Was her
lover at last to see her face that others admired, but which he knew only through his delicate finger
tips? As she neared the altar, while the soft strains of the wedding march floated through the
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church, her eyes fell on a strange group.

Sir William Hart Dyke stood there with his son. Before the latter was the great oculist in the act of
cutting away the last bandage. William Montague Dyke took a step forward, with the spasmodic
uncertainty of one who cannot believe that he is awake. A beam of rose-colored light from a pane
in the chancel window fell across his face, but he did not seem to see it. Did he see anything? Yes!
Recovering in an instant his steadiness of mien, and with a dignity and joy never before seen in his
face, he went forward to meet his bride. They looked into each other’s eyes, and one would have
thought that his eyes would never wander from her face.

"At last!" she said. "At last! " he echoed solemnly, bowing his head. That was a scene of great
dramatic power, and no doubt of great joy, and is but a mere suggestion of what will actually take
place in heaven when the Christian who has been walking through this world of trial and sorrow,
shall see HIM face to face. -- Selected.

"For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face ....

Fear not, young pilgrims, to follow your Saviour-Shepherd all the way. He promises you not
sunshine without shadows, brilliant skies with no gray days, glory with no grief, pleasure with no
pain, songs with no sorrows, nor triumphs without trials. He does promise strength for the day,
songs in the night, roses with your thorns, victory over every foe, and His presence all the way.
Others have won the race and have found an everlasting abode in the house of the Lord. So can
you. Forward, forward until you plant your weary feet in your Father’s House at the end of the trail.
Did I say the end? I am wrong. Yes, the end of the trail of time, but eternity’s trail will have just
begun. With our Shepherd we shall go onward and upward and outward over celestial fields of
endless glory. Home at last! for with Him ’tis Home Sweet Home. Eternal HOME.

* * * * * * * THE END
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Chapter 13

02.00. My First Fifty Years

MY FIRST FIFTY YEARS by Gerald Bustin In this 21 chapter biography of the life of Bustin, he
examines various events of his life.

Content

FOREWORD CHAPTER 1: Birth and Beginnings CHAPTER 2: My Two Besetting Sins CHAPTER
3: Loneliness and Heart-Cravings CHAPTER 4: Losing "Mamma" and Finding Mother CHAPTER
5: Bible School Days CHAPTER 6: My First Evangelistic Slate CHAPTER 7: Wedding Bells and
the Way of the Cross CHAPTER 8: Dust Storms on the Horizon CHAPTER 9: The Master Speaks
Again CHAPTER 10: Home Again and the Harvest Call CHAPTER 11: War Breaks Out on Andros
Island CHAPTER 12: The War Rages -- Enemies Are Slain CHAPTER 13: Haiti on the Horizon --
Other Experiences CHAPTER 14: Haiti Bound CHAPTER 15: An Unforgettable Experience
CHAPTER 16: More of Boats and Our Beginning in Haiti CHAPTER 17: New Guinea and My
Greatest Grief CHAPTER 18: The Bustin and Menefee Memorial CHAPTER 19: Marriage Again
and Our Home CHAPTER 20: The Miracle Broadcasting Station CHAPTER 21: Facing the Future
Challenge

Foreword

FOREWORD My beloved companion, my children, and others of God’s dear children are largely
responsible for this book being in print today.

It has been a problem to know what to leave out and what to put in. I have endeavored to include
that which might be of interest and inspiration both to young and old. For all its flaws I take the
blame. For that which proves a blessing to our readers, may God be praised. My prayers go with
this book that every reader may be blessed of God, and that in that "better country" we shall
mutually share our experiences of God’s marvelous grace. His and yours for the "Other Sheep."

G. T. B.
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Chapter 14

02.01. Birth and Beginnings

BIRTH AND BEGINNINGS

Perhaps something of the pioneer spirit is the natural heritage of the author of this book, for he
was born on the homestead of his grandfather, Robert Bustin, which he had established among
the clay hills of Scott County, Mississippi. His parents had come to this country as pioneers from
"the old country" -- England. Great virgin pines, hickory, gum, ash, and oak trees surrounded the
homestead on all sides.

Youthful parents, Oscar Percy Bustin, and Francis (Lyle) Bustin, of English and Irish extraction,
approached the month of July, 1903, with wonderment and high expectations. Then the day came,
July twenty-second, with "Old Dr. Roe" present, for the arrival of little G. T. His name had already
been chosen -- borrowed from mother’s favorite uncle, "Green Talbot!" (Perhaps this is a little off
color for a red-faced half Irishman, but it stuck). Mother seemed to have an assurance that this
little arrival would be a boy, for though she was not a Christian then, she had prayed that her child
would be a preacher of the gospel. (She told me of this eighteen years later).

Fifteen months later little Robert came along, but marital friction marred their joy. This resulted in
an estrangement and a sorrow to all concerned, the shafts of which left their ugly scars for years to
come.

(Bear with me at this junction that some soul might be helped before that sad leap is made into a
dark future. First of all, young people, be sure before you enter into the bonds of matrimony, for it
is a serious venture. After the venture is made, then stick by your promises. You are bound by the
laws of God until the bond is broken by death. Give and take. Forgive one another as God who
stands ever ready to forgive us. You are no longer your own, but you belong to each other. When
unexpected trouble comes turn to God for grace and help. Commit your lives and your problems
into His mighty hands, and thus save yourselves and your loved ones untold griefs and troubles.
Even if you find that you have blundered in your choices, the only safe way through is to stick by
your promises. Come to God and live together).

G. T. and Robert never knew the pleasure of playing together in their boyhood days. It was only a
matter of weeks until the oldest was laid in the lap of Grandma Bustin, while the youngest was
carried by his mother to parts not known. Not once were these two boys to meet again until they
had arrived at young manhood. Sin is cruel in its nature and sad in its results.

Due to this sad state of affairs little G. T. was constrained to fear his mother lest he should one day
be stolen by her. In this I would make no charge against my long departed grandmother who was
my only "mamma" during my youthful years. Nor would I make a thrust at my aged father who has
ever borne the name of "truthfulness and honesty." I cannot blame my own mother who has now
been in heaven for more than a quarter of a century. Sin is to blame for it all.
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I loved my dear old grandmother whom I called mamma as long as she lived. She was an invalid
from the time I was born, but an incessant laborer. She despised anything which looked like
laziness. Thus, there is no need to say I was taught to work in my earliest years. There was no
other child in the home -- except for a period of some months following the death of my aunt, when
my little cousin came to live with us -- thus I had to be both girl and boy. My duties ranged from
"setting the table" to "slopping the pigs" at a very early age. This combination was even carried
into my first days of school when at the age of four I wore a flannel dress. Otherwise I might have
been well dubbed "all boy".

We lived in the country in a big, old style house, but "mamma," known to all the country side as
"Aunt Mary", was noted for her "well kept house", so naturally her "only girl" had somewhat of a
share in this. The "scouring mop" -- made of shucks tightly drawn through augur holes in a heavy
board with handle attached -- was my Saturday companion. If I worked extra well I might be
rewarded with a run down to the creek for an hour or two to fish. (More about fishing later on.) The
little one room school house located on "Bustin Town Hill" furnished the basic part of my
educational attainments. Here they dubbed me a "good student", but I was far from being free from
faults and boyish pranks. It is true that I was ready to cry from shame when "turned down" in
spelling, "set down" in a "spelling match," or given 95 or less in an examination, but I was often far
from the ideal. In this connection, well do I remember when I was about five years of age. We had
a teacher by the name of Bob Kelley who boarded with us. One day a girl by the name of Beatrice
was on the outs with me about something and went to Mr. Kelley and told him that I bit Tommy,
her brother, on the arm. I was outraged by this lie. I informed the teacher that this was not true, for
Tommy’s arm was "rusty" and I would not put my mouth on it, but the two of them declared it was
so, thus I was beaten for both lying and biting. I then and there settled it in my heart that when I got
"big enough" I would give Bob Kelley a "licking." Incidentally upon arriving at young manhood I one
day met Bob Kelley in the town of Forest, our county seat. I walked up to him and asked him if he
knew me. He didn’t. I said, "I know you, and for many years have had a whipping laid up for you
because you whipped me on a false charge of biting a boy with a dirty arm, but the Lord saved me
a few weeks ago, so I am going to let you off."

Like most other boys, perhaps, I wanted to do whatever I saw other people do. "Mamma" one time
permitted me to go to a circus, though it was really against her conviction of what was right.
Among other things I saw a man dive from a tower upon a springing mat and was unhurt. I thought
this would be a good "show" to put on for my schoolmates who had not seen this. There was no
springing mat available, but it was decided that we could heap up a great quantity of pine straw
underneath a tree. This we did from time to time, then came the hour for the leap, or dive rather,
from far up on a limb of the tree. In high spirits I climbed the tree, then came the dive for the
entertainment of my audience. Nothing but the mercy of God, prevented my neck from being
broken. I arose and limped away -- a wiser boy, and yet not cured from folly.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 15

02.02. My Two Besetting Sins

MY TWO BESETTING SINS

Perhaps it would be best to tell of two of my besetting sins, for there were others, but these two
seemed to get me into more difficulties than the others, at least for the time being. These were
"Fishing and Swimming". Of course these are not sins within themselves, but the craving which I
had for these two sports often led to results which were far from pleasant. When out of school I
would work faithfully all week if I could only extract the promise of a trip to the creek on Saturday
afternoon. Of course these times were well merited, but my trouble came from those unmerited
and unpermitted occasions, such as when I would go after the cows or to cut wood, then would,
after grabbing my hook and line, get excited by the nibble of some little fish, hardly more than a
"top water," until cows or wood was forgotten. Then I had to pay off. Such experiences were too
frequent to tell but I will pass on one little incident which will explain

I had often been told that colored people really knew how to catch fish, so I had long waited for an
opportunity to get at least one lesson in this art. At last the opportunity came. About a mile and a
half through the "piney-woods" back of the homestead was a large family of colored folk who
sometimes worked for us, and my father would then go and do some plowing for them as pay for
their work. One day it fell my lot to go along and help plant some corn. My grandmother asked me
to be back by one o’clock sharp to help in the garden. We had worked hard and our work was
finished about eleven o’clock. I mean the corn-planting, for my father yet had work to do. One of
these black boys suggested going fishing in the little creek near the place. Actually the creek was
about ten feet wide at the widest points, but Joshua assured me there were "big fish" in it, and that
he knew how to catch them, so this was enough for me. We got bait and were soon on the way. It
may have been 11: 30 by now, but what of it, I had only a mile and a half to go before one o’clock.
Dinner meant little to me in view of learning how to catch "big fish," then after this I could run fast
through the woods and get home in time for the garden work at one o’clock. Here was my
opportunity, so we soon had our hooks in the water. Of course we had to "spit on the worms," first
in order to entice the fish. I must confess they didn’t bite quite as fast as they should, and the time
was going very swiftly. After a few drops here and there with no results my confidence was
beginning to be a bit shaken in my "teacher’s" ability until suddenly his cork went under. With
much excitement I saw him pull something out of the water part way -- at least five or six inches,
then it sank -- and my heart sank with it, for the hook swung free. It is true that it looked more like a
snake than a fish, but Joshua said it was a great fish and that we would soon catch it again. Yes, it
was true that I would soon "catch it," but not this "whale" whose head had been pulled out of the
water. With soaring hopes we tried to persuade the "big fish" to come for our worms again, but he
was gone for ever. With a sigh I got a side glance of the sun which had already taken a westward
slant. Then I remembered something! I didn’t mean to be rude toward Joshua, but I gave a bound
like a wild Indian with my feet fleeing in the direction of the homestead. No time to follow the trail! A
short cut was taken through the "piney-woods," out through the "black jacks" and on through the
"black berry briars" with my broad-brimmed straw hat in hand. A few tumbles caused by "possum
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grape" vines were the order of the hour, but no time to nurse bruises now. There was no time to
even think of them, for my mind was fully occupied with enlarging the "big fish" story and yet make
it sound reasonable. By this time I sighted the garden and "Mamma" too, for she had been there
for an hour. I entered the gate panting like a "puff-adder" and at the same time trying to get
"mamma" excited about the uncaught "whale." I had hoped to change her thoughts and modify her
intentions, but she wasn’t excited in the least and seemed altogether unchangeable in her
intentions as was demonstrated by the fact that she was headed directly toward an untrimmed
apple tree, but the trimming soon began for both the apple tree and the fisherman. The "whale"
story came to a sudden stop. There is no need to waste ink and paper in telling my readers what
transpired that afternoon in the garden, but it might be well for you to learn that the bruises which I
got from the "possum grape" vines were "not’in a’ tal." This took place about forty years ago, but
somehow I remember it well. That was my first and last fishing lesson from Joshua.

"The Ole Swimmin’ Hole"

Experiences in this direction are too numerous to note, but I will yield to the temptation long
enough to record one unforgettable incident. The "blackberry" season was on, so it was my delight
to hear mamma say, "Tolbert, I want you to take this bucket and go get me enough berries to
make a ’cobbler’ and ’hurry back.’ Do you hear?" "Yes, Marnm," as always, came the reply, and
the berry "picker" was headed for the "berry patch" and "the . . . ." Time was an important item, so
with hat in one hand and bucket in the other he bounded away like a runaway horse. Somehow
the berries were unusually scarce that afternoon, then the search was suddenly interrupted by
familiar sounds coming from farther down the creek. There had been recent rains and the water
was fine. The suggestion came from somewhere that "perhaps" the berries are more plentiful
down that way." Berries were scarce everywhere that afternoon, but what a day for a swim! Yes,
there was the gang and what a time they were having! And there were those two "Saxon boys"
who were noted as "very bad boys" and "mamma" had said that under no condition was I to play
with them. What was I to do? It was too late now for the gang had spied me! "Come on in," they
cried. There were thoughts plenty, and something said, "No," but clothes were shed and the fun
began while time was fleeing.

Before too long the "berry boy" said something about having to go, but it didn’t take too much
persuasion to keep him a bit longer. Oh, yonder is one of those "Saxon boys" out and already
dressed! It is time to go. Just as I climbed out of the creek in the direction of my "shirt and pants" I
saw them slipping through the woods in the hands of that "Saxon boy." I called for him to stop, but
on he went in the direction of his home. I began running after him at full speed and yelling for him
to stop, but the faster I ran, the faster he flew, and since he was much larger, I realized that I was
in trouble, and besides there I was with nothing on but "birthday clothes" . . . as naked as a
skinned rabbit. The "black jacks," black berry briars and "possum grape" vines wrapping
themselves about my flesh were none too comfortable, but even these things were not my big
problems just then. I am sure no philosopher ever had more thoughts fly through his head in so
short a time. I both remembered and anticipated, but with no pleasure. Without a doubt I
remembered the day when Joshua gave me the lesson on how to catch "big fish," and of what I did
catch in the garden. I remembered "mamma" said, "Have nothing to do with those Saxon boys."
Then I featured having to go home in that condition with only an empty bucket and my straw hat.
Woe would be unto my shirtless back and pantless legs. On and on we ran. I knew it would not be
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nice to chase this boy to his home like this . . such a predicament! About the time I was ready to
give up the race this bad boy dropped my clothes and slipped on out of the reach of flying
"chunks," for by this time my anger was in a rage. No berries that day, but I had another trip to the
garden late that afternoon. This time "mamma" trimmed a peach tree in order to adapt some
"shelalies." You can guess the rest. The good woman never did learn of my escapade with the
Saxon boy. I thought she gave me enough as it was.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 16

02.03. Loneliness and Heart-Cravings

LONELINESS AND HEART-CRAVINGS

Separation which sin produces always leaves loneliness in the lives of those concerned. Your
writer’s life in the earliest stages was one of great loneliness. "Mamma" was good to me, and
sought to instill in my life principles of character. My father was also a man of moral fortitude --
always standing for truth and honesty. I believe "mamma" truly loved God and walked in such light
as she had, even though I never heard her pray during all the years I lived under her roof. She
loved her Bible and would sometimes read to me from Proverbs -- specially those portions which
concern the purity of young men. Just how much these scriptural warnings have meant in my life I
shall never know in this world, but I am certain they have served as a mighty bulwark in the face of
temptations fierce and strong. I am indebted to that humble life whose frail body has long since
rested beneath the cold clay of the country graveyard. She taught me to work and demanded of
me truthfulness and honesty. She had never heard of such a thing as "child psychology," so she
was a great believer in "panticillin," therefore raised me repeatedly with her "shelalies" which were
always kept handy. I have had reason to thank God many times for such correction --
straight-edgings for my life.

Due to the great difference in our ages, and also on account of her frailty of body, she failed to
understand my boyish wishes for companionship and soul-hunger for affection. This was partially
supplied by our family dog dubbed "old Rover." He seemed to understand in part as I would
sometimes bury my face on his neck and weep my heart out. I often tried to pray, but, having been
taught that we could only hope that we were in the number of "elect" for whom Christ died, I was
never sure that He would hear my prayer. Being the only child in the home, and possessing an
affectionate nature, it is of small wonder that I was always in love with "little girl friends" who
crossed my lonely path. More than once was my childish heart deeply bruised by these having to
move to another part of the country. God be praised that I always wanted the pure and the
well-behaved as my passing lovers. My father and grandmother called my love affairs puppy love,"
but they were sincere affairs, nevertheless.

I loved my "pappa" very dearly and enjoyed being near him, but, with the exception of those times
when we worked together in the field, or cut timber in the woods, or did some other type of labor, I
was not too often privileged to be with him. He too had his own burdens to bear, and never knew
the deep heart-hungerings of his small son. I am sure he loved me tenderly, but there lacked the
companionship needed. (My aged father still lives in Mississippi and appreciates his preacher son
even though he has not understood some of my deep convictions against the ways of the world. It
is my deep heart-cry that he, together with other members of the family, may know the Lord in
truth, then at the end of the way share our mutual joys in the land of no loneliness).

Often times, in my day dreams, I had secret longings, and sincerely hoped that God would
somehow work His wonders in my unworthy life, and tried to pray that, perchance that I were
among the "elect," I might some day know that my soul was saved. Days without number I have
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planted my bare feet in the newly made furrows and pondered in my mind the possibility of my
being saved. I had sadly been taught that none of us could know whether Christ died for us, since
only the eternally "elect" were among that number. This is unspeakably sad. (This is the twin
doctrine of the popular theory of "once saved always saved" regardless of how one lives. Both are
popular falsehoods.)

How great and good is our God to hear the cry of a bewildered child and do far more for him than
he could even dream of. Through those years of mute mystery and great heart-yearnings He was
working out a plan which in later years has gradually been unfolding.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 17

02.04. Losing "Mamma" and Finding Mother

LOSING "MAMMA" AND FINDING MOTHER In 1920, at the age of seventeen, I secured the
consent of "mamma" and "papa" to go West to work for some months. It was decided that I should
go to the home of my mother’s uncle who was living on a large farm out on the Panhandle in West
Texas. I had been working in that part of the country for some months when suddenly the sun of
my life turned to deep darkness. A message had come from Mississippi saying, "Mamma is dead."
The only mother I had ever known was gone. I had often wished that I might die first. After this
message came I had no heart to remain in the West. The heart of winter found me back in my
home State, and at the homestead where my father, and step-mother (who was only six years
older than myself), and a small baby girl were living. Both my father and step-mother were good to
me, but the old home place had lost its attraction for me. I wanted to go somewhere -- but where?

Just at this point in my life came a letter -- the first of the kind I had ever received -- a letter signed
"Your own mother." My readers may try to imagine my feelings. Many years had passed without
my having heard even a remote word as to whether my mother were alive or dead. Now a letter
was in hand inviting me to come to her. It appears that my great uncle in the West had written to
his brother, my mother’s father, telling him of my whereabouts, also suggested that if he knew
where she were living, and would contact her, then in turn if she would write to me, I might be
ready to go to her. The messages went the round, thus a letter from my own mother. At this time, I
fear that I was no longer the good boy I had been in earlier years. I remember having been told by
someone how well my mother liked to play cards. My thoughts were, "I have never yet found
anyone who would stay with me until I got my fill of card playing. Perhaps I shall find that one in
the person of my mother." I was careful to have a good deck on hand, two weeks later, upon my
arrival in the delta country of northeastern Arkansas.

It was a great meeting for my mother, and a strange meeting for me. It was the day following that I
met my brother, for he was away when I arrived. We formally shook hands as I said, "Hello
Robert," and with his rejoinder, "Hello Tolbert." We were both approaching young manhood, and
had never once played together in our lives, nor had we spoken to each other before now. I had
never heard of my half-sister, Lottie Mae. (Now a missionary in Haiti.

Upon letting my mother know of the cards which I had brought with me for those anticipated
games I received the shock of my life, for she said, "Son your mother is glad to have you here, but
you must not take the cards out of your suitcase in this house, for we have no card playing in this
house." I explained to her that I had heard that she greatly enjoyed playing cards. She informed
me that such was true at one time, but that a change had taken place in her life. She then told of
what the Lord had done for her. Immediately I dubbed her as a "fanatic," for I learned that she was
a believer in holiness. My previous impressions of such people were that they claim to be "as good
as Christ," "can’t sin," "can’t be tempted," and "that they think they are sprouting wings." To put it
mildly I wished that I were elsewhere.
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About this time I formed acquaintance with a neighboring family which afforded me a bit of carnal
comfort since they believed as I did -- "that everybody must sin more or less every day, and of
course there is no harm in an innocent game of cards." Upon being asked how I liked my mother, I
replied, "She is all right, but I have no time for her religion." This was no little grief to my mother.
She conducted family devotions each day. When present I always bowed my head in respect; but I
blew my top one morning after mother had audibly prayed for my salvation, and that the Lord
would call me to preach the message of holiness. This was going too far. I said, "Look here, you
may pray for me as much as you like, but I want you to leave that holiness preacher stuff out of
your praying. If I hear you pray like that again I am leaving." Mother sweetly replied, "All right son, I
shall not pray audibly again in this way, but I shall continue to pray." How wicked for young people
to thoughtlessly crush and grieve the hearts of praying parents by such cutting remarks!

Within only a few weeks I was miserable and ready to leave. It meant added grief to mother for me
to take my brother with me. He had known the Lord, but was now in a backslidden state and
shared with me in my attitudes. The following months were months of misery. I later left my brother
and launched out on a course of rambling. Many hundreds of miles from home I was taken ill with
high fever. In my sinful state I promised God that I would go home if He would spare me. I was
soon out of bed, but continued in those parts for some weeks. "Where Is My Wandering Boy
Tonight," played on a record, served to deepen conviction. I kept my word and returned to
northeastern Arkansas, but after some days I left again to be gone "permanently" (?), and wrote
mother to this effect. Hardly one month had passed until I was ready to be on the move again, but
tried to go in an opposite direction from home, but it seemed that an irresistible hand was laid upon
me -- I went home. Upon arriving at our place late one night I thought to change my voice and
surprise my mother, but, to my astonishment, she said, "Son, come on in, for I know who you are."
She had been near death. A telegram had been sent to my brother who had been visiting our
father in Mississippi. My brother arrived in the afternoon and I arrived late the same night. Upon
being asked if a telegram should be sent to me mother said, "No, he will come anyway." This
marked the end of my ramblings for the devil.

During the early part of December of 1921 special meetings were conducted in a country school
house. W. M. Lusk was the leading light in this meeting. He looked straight at me while he
preached -- even pointed at me, as I supposed -- and uncovered my sins to the extent that I
became angry and accused my mother of telling him all about me. This conviction climaxed with
my conversion on the 12th day of December. What a change! My friends thought I had lost my
senses. One sinning religionist who was a strong believer in unconditional eternal security
remarked, "Bustin is a good boy, but he has gone crazy over religion." This poor man died a sad
death within little more than a year. People held him on his bed while he died. The young lady
whose side I left the night I went to the altar rejected God, ran away and married a drunkard, and
has lived in a domestic hell for long years. Others rejected the Lord and are now in eternity without
hope. Yes, I gave up everything, but my everything was so very small in comparison to that which I
received, and I am yet receiving.

Four weeks after my conversion I was praying in a corn crib loft -- consecrating my heart and life to
God. I even promised Him I would be a "holiness preacher," or anything else He wanted me to be
if He would fill me with His precious Holy Spirit He answered by fire. The heavenly flame burned
upon the altar of my heart, and after nearly thirty-two years it still burns. Praise Him! Praise Him! I
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did praise Him, and sang hours on end even though I am not a singer. His call was clear. I didn’t
know all that the future held, but I knew that I must preach the blessed Gospel of complete
deliverance, and began to plan accordingly. I knew nothing of how far this call would take me in
the years to come. Its joys and sorrows were in the unknown bundle, but I shall have reason to
praise Him for ever that I heard His voice and heeded the call.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 18

02.05. Bible School Days

BIBLE SCHOOL DAYS

I was sick in bed most of the month after my conversion, but as soon as I was able to walk I made
my way to town for the express purpose of spending the only dollar I had in the world for a Bible. I
walked and walked within the town looking for a Bible at this price. Finally my efforts were
rewarded. What a joy when I hugged this priceless treasure to my heart. My first Bible! This eight
mile walk for a Bible seemed nothing. It was a Revised Version, but it mattered little to me since it
was God’s book.

Following a trip to see my father in Mississippi specially to witness of the wonderful works of God,
a very great blow came into my life. I had hoped against hope and had prayed many hours that my
fair-faced girl friend who was unspeakably dear to me would be moved to give her heart to God.
This was not to be, for the human will clashed with the divine. She would not yield to my Greater
Lover, so there was nothing to do but say farewell. Only Our Father knows the hurt of the heart in
that hour. I have since had reason to thank God a thousand times that my prayer was not
answered, in my way.

Young reader, will you allow me to speak from experience and admonish you to prayerfully and
seriously seek the will of God in the matter of a life companion. How I thank God today that I said,
"Lord, let only thy will be done in my life regardless of the cost." God has a plan for your life. Will
you with an open mind clearly seek His will in regard to a companion? Some very close to me
failed in this regard, and that to their eternal regrets. Go slow and be safe. Take time to pray over
this vitally important subject. At this point in my life the way was opened for me to go north in order
to secure work which would make possible my going to Bible School. Here again our Lord allowed
some severe testings to come which were to serve in weaning my soul from things visible and
tangible until I learned to lean upon Him alone. A siege of illness consumed every cent I had saved
to turn in the direction of school. For a nineteen year old boy hundreds of miles from home this
was no small trial. At times it seemed that Satan would kill me. I could almost see him as he jeered
and told me what a fool I was to be away from home and sick in body because of my plan to
preach the Gospel. How I praise God that He gave me grace to stick through this special trial. He
then did for me far more than I asked. The way was opened for me to go to Trevecca College in
Nashville, Tennessee where I was privileged to work half my way in school.

There are quite a few interesting experiences in connection with my Bible School work, but time
prohibits my relating many of these. My First Trial In School From somewhere I had gotten the
impression that in Bible School all my testings would be over, and that it would not be necessary to
pray so much, for there everybody would be going with the Lord and the devil would be forced off
the grounds. I was soon to learn a different lesson.

Upon entering school I paid down all the money I had except five dollars. I held that back for some
special emergency need. I was engaged in practical Christian work over the week ends, but
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nothing would induce me to spend this precious five dollars. I walked many miles each Sunday
and would do without my dinner on Sunday, but this money must not be spent. One would have
thought me a Scotchman instead of an Irishman. All was going well until a certain preacher came
along with an incorrigible son to place in Bible School. The authorities agreed to accept him in
school on condition that one of the older students would agree to accept him as a roommate. No
one seemed to want him. I was approached on the question of permitting him in my room. I hoped
to help the poor boy who had never been taught obedience, so I consented to accept him. Such a
decision! He was truly demon possessed. No time here to let up in prayer. He was my thorn in the
flesh. The climax came when he stole my suitcase containing my precious five dollars. Thanks to
the poor boy for the release he gave me! My only prop was gone, so the Lord could prove Himself.
I had no more walking to do and my needs were met in a marvelous way. (The poor lad eventually
died in a hospital from car injuries, but died with victory in Christ.) My Mother’s Death

I had been in school only about two months when another great blow came into my life. Word
reached me that my dear mother, with whom I had spent so little of my life, was in the hospital at
Memphis, Tennessee. A week before I had had a peculiar experience. I had come down to my last
penny, the rain was falling on Saturday so that I was unable to get out to make some sales of
literature and to talk to people about Christ, as was my custom. Satan made a special attack on
my faith, but this drove me to the place of prayer. That night as I left the dining hall one of God’s
children handed me a dollar saying, "Sister Cooksie said the Lord told her to give this to you."
What a joy! Another small offering was handed to me, then on Sunday morning another beloved
brother in Christ gave me a piece of money. The same afternoon two of us were praying in a small
mission in Nashville when a poor crippled sufferer walked into the building. We dealt with him
about his soul and led him to the altar of prayer. While I was praying for him the Lord told me to
give him my two dollars. I hesitated for I was obligated to the school and also had some personal
needs. The Lord made it clear to me that, what I had was really his own and that He has a right to
tell me what to do. With joy I relinquished my claim upon my two dollars. I had enough change left
to pay my carfare back to the school that night. My pockets were empty, but my heart was full. I
knew nothing of the ordeal coming up for the week.

Toward the middle of the week I received a letter from mother that she was leaving for the hospital
and was confident that God had a plan in it all. She expressed her desire to see me, but knew
naturally it was out of the question. I wanted to go but I had fixed it in my mind I would not borrow
or beg, and I sought to shun a public expression of desire to go lest it appear as a hint for
someone to assist me. I kept the matter before the Lord. The one who was my roommate at the
time would come in and ask me if I were going to see my mother. At first I told him that I didn’t
know, but later I had a conviction that I would go and told him so. About twenty-five dollars were
needed to make the trip, and I didn’t have the slightest idea of where one dollar would come from.

Tuesday at noon of the following week some of the students and one or two of the godly teachers
were in the prayer room as usual, for Tuesday noon was the hour of fastings. While we were
praying a young man came up and touched me on the shoulder saying, "The business manager
says for you to hurry and throw a few things in your suitcase and catch the next train." This was all
a mystery to me how the Lord provided, but within an hour’s time I was aboard the Memphis train
moving out of Nashville. At the hospital in Memphis I asked if I might see mother. The young nurse
to whom I had spoken turned away with tears in her eyes but an elderly nurse said, "My boy, your
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mother has just gone to heaven. She left this world shouting."

Mother had chosen for a funeral song "When I Have Gone the Last Mile of the Way." The preacher
used for his text, "She hath done what she could." The funeral rites were held in the little delta
town of Lepanto, Arkansas. Alone with God on this occasion I pledged my life and service anew to
go where He wanted me and to serve Him with all my soul. My last earthly support had slipped
away, but I had a feeling that mother’s God would see me through. My Great Sermon (?)

Back in school I was constantly occupied in religious service over the weekends, but as vacation
season was approaching it became my constant prayer to know the will of God for these months.
Some advised one thing and some another, but I had to know the will of my Lord. Other students
had returned to their homes, but your writer, found lodging in a humble suburban home where he
temporarily labored hard in digging a basement. While thus employed my continual prayer was,
"Lord, let me go out for part of the summer to preach thy word if it can be thy will." One day
someone came and called me and asked if I could go out for the rest of the summer to assist a
man and his wife in some tent meetings. What a joy!

Among the hills of Tennessee in the town of Red Boiling Springs we pitched our first battle. God
gave us some precious victories in this place. Most of the preaching was done by the evangelists. I
was simply a helper and had charge of a few services. At the close of this campaign the
evangelists had to return to Nashville due to illness. They cast the responsibility of the tent upon
my shoulders and informed me that I would have full charge of the next campaign across the
mountains in a place known as Salt Lick. They had written for a man to come for us and the tent
on a certain day but had not told him they were returning to Nashville. On the appointed day the
"Old timer" arrived in his topless "Lizzie" -- about a 1915 model Ford. The poor man was obviously
disappointed when he beheld their only "excuse" for a preacher. I too felt for him, but my orders
were to go so I could do nothing else on condition that he would take me. That day over the ups
and downs of the rugged trail I was frequently reminded of the fellow’s discontent with the
evangelists’ substitute. I could do nothing more than grin and endure the remarks and silently pray
that by a miracle of God I might not prove too great a disappointment.

Upon our arrival at Salt Lick, which had already been vociferously announced by the knocks,
rattles, coughing and spitting of the approaching Ford, the old-timers were already coming out the
front door of the weather-beaten country store in order to greet the evangelists. Try to imagine the
withering disdain upon the faces of these old rugged men of the hills when they were informed that
"this boy" is the substitute for their cherished evangelists. "Poor Me!", yet who could blame them?
It was to be expected that they turned away in deep disgust with low mutterings... . "There will be
no meeting." Behold what I had prayed myself into! Here I was among people who did not want
me, no friends, no funds and naturally no formula for my predicament. Being left alone my poor
heart was lifted to God in prayer that He would see me through this place of darkness. How hard to
stay in a place where I was not wanted, as was overwhelmingly evident! The poor old sinner who
had gone for me appeared to be my only friend. He fed me a scanty meal, then we hitched his
team to the wagon and went in search of tent poles, stakes, and rocks to use in seating the tent.
We worked hard, for it was then well into the afternoon and the mountain folk had been told that
their evangelists would "commence meeting" that night. Perhaps a few may turn up before the
counteracting news reaches their ears.
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Finally the nail-keg gossipers were annoyingly prevailed upon to come out of the little store where
they were arduously occupied in chewing, spitting and discussing the "kid" which had been sent to
tell them how to live. It was time to lift the tent. Half-heartedly they drove the tent stakes in the soft
ground, helped tie the ropes, and raise the tent. This was enough so they again filed inside the
store to resume their critical conversation. There, under the tent alone, I knelt to pray for courage
and grace to do God’s will. Hardly had I begun to pray when a gust of wind struck the tent and
brought it down with a thud. Fortunately I was not struck by a pole, so crawled out unhurt to go for
the unambitious chatterboxes to come and help repair and raise the tent again. They lazily
dragged themselves out and helped put the stakes a bit deeper. After pleading with them they
were persuaded to assist in arranging a few boards on the rocks to serve as seats. I sought to
have them put in more, but their caustic reply was, "These are all that will be needed." Such
encouragement for the "kid" preacher.

Tired in body and under mental pressure I arose to speak that night after having also directed the
song service. It was immensely encouraging to note that both the attendance and the speaker
exceeded the expectation of the tobacco-chewing prattlers. The attendance noticeably increased
every night and the blessing of God was upon the services. In this place, for the first and only time
in my life, the unknowing crowd groundlessly accused me of being a "great singer." Such a
charge! The climax of accusations came about one Sunday night just before the close of the series
of services. I was soon to return to take up my studies again, so the folk felt that something should
be done to help the "boy preacher." It was unitedly agreed upon that the most prominent figure in
that section should take a fair-sized slice off the service that night to give an eulogy in behalf of the
student preacher and lift a "big offering" to help him in school. What a speech! Fortunately for the
"accused" that he had his head in his hands imploring the help of heaven. Never had I even
dreamed that such commendation and exaltation should one day be mine. I was in some way
obsessed with the sensation that I was being carried immeasurably beyond my realm and that
some ill omen was about to befall me. Onward went the wind-jammer with his high praise and
culminated this memorable speech with, "Now friends, this young man merits our whole hearted
support, and for one, I am prepared to do something for him. His sermon this morning was the
greatest I ever listened to in my life and I am sure another great message awaits us tonight. I’ll tell
you what, I got fifty cents worth out of the message this morning and I believe I will get that much
tonight. I am going to start this offering at one dollar. My head was still in my hands and I suddenly
realized I had been jolted back to earth. The revival offering amounted to about sixteen dollars. I
must have had about five dollars to begin my new school year.

Incidentally I received another jolt after returning to school, which landed me in the basement of
personal esteem. I had not meant to boast in the least while relating some of my experiences to a
senior preacher student. I told him of how the Lord had so anointed me on one occasion until I had
spoken one full hour. The preacher ironically replied, "The man who talks the longest says the
least." Bang! I hit the bottom without an argument and slipped silently into speechless seclusion.
My First Real Leap of Faith At Thanksgiving time after the above experience I had a real
conviction that I should go to Jonesboro, Arkansas, and bring my fifteen year old half-sister back to
school with me. I asked the Lord to make the way for me to go if He would have me to do so. The
need was marvelously supplied and I went, but little did I imagine the test which awaited me.
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Upon my arrival in Lepanto, Arkansas, I had expected to see my brother at the station. He was not
there, but his father-in-law greeted me with, "We are sorry that you came. Robert and wife are not
at home, but they are both at our place piled up in bed with the mumps." Wow! The grinning old
devil seemed to spring himself straddle of my neck and jeeringly laughed in my ear, "Ha, I have
one on you now. You thought you did something by making the trip down here. I will see to it that
you get the mumps, then you will be compelled to work to get money for your fare back to your
Bible school. You will be so far behind in your studies you will never catch up. Your stepfather will
not permit his daughter to return to school so you will drag in late with shame." This was one of the
times when the old liar seemed to have stumbled upon the truth for I was without a dollar to pay
lodging elsewhere, go on to Jonesboro, or go back to school. In the name of our blessed
conquering Christ I made my way out to the house, shook hands with my brother and his wife and
prepared to make the best of the worst.

One party handed me the price of the fare to Jonesboro, so I was soon on my way to let my sister
know that I had come for her. Her father informed me that she could not go, for he had no money
to pay her fare and to pay her expenses in school. "Aha, I told you so," said my old tormenter.

"May my sister go back with me next week if the Lord provides both her fare and my fare?", said I
to her father. He thought he was sure of his ground in saying yes, so he gave me his promise. This
was Saturday morning, so turning to my sister I said, "Be packed up and ready."

Saturday afternoon I was back in Lepanto with a conviction that I should conduct a street service.
A wicked man insisted that the service be held in front of his store. His desire was granted. God
graciously moved upon that crowd. Many hands were raised for prayer and a general conviction
seemed to take hold of the crowd. About the time we dismissed the meeting some unconverted
man took off his hat and voluntarily went among the group insisting that they put something in it for
"the boy." It seemed that the devil was clear out of town by this time. The presence of God was so
real, and in my hand was placed a good offering. Service was conducted in a country home that
night with another offering given to me.

Sunday noon I was in church at Jonesboro. Everything needed was in my possession with
exception of nine dollars. I was determined not to tell anyone of the need. I was asked to preach at
the Nazarene church that night. It had been my purpose to leave Monday morning for Nashville,
but my sister was not packed up, so the trip had to be postponed until Tuesday. I had been asked
to speak at the church on Monday night. After service an offering was taken which amounted to
nine dollars. No one knew the amount we needed for our fares, but the Lord knew and provided.
Upon arriving at school in Nashville I discovered that I had ten cents left.

Now I had the responsibility of my sister’s school expense as well as my own. It was marvelous
how our Lord provided. One day the school’s business manager was approached by a city school
teacher and asked if Brother Bustin and his sister could come to her place that night and have
supper. We went and enjoyed a well prepared meal and the fellowship of this woman of God. As
we were about to leave she slipped a bit of paper into my hand. I didn’t look at it until later, but my
heart was truly grateful for this "five," or possibly a "ten" dollar check. Try to conceive my joy when
I discovered that the check was for $91.00! In various ways the Lord supplied the needs for our
school work. My sister is now a missionary in Haiti.
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* * * * * * *



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 53

Chapter 19

02.06. My First Evangelistic Slate

MY FIRST EVANGELISTIC SLATE

I had conducted several revival meetings before, but had never booked a group of successive
meetings until just before I left Bible School. The summer was quite well taken, so when my
theological teacher approached me about conducting a series of revival services at Cookville,
Tennessee, my reply, with an air of satisfaction, was, "I am sorry, but I am all booked up for the
summer." My first meeting was to be held in a county seat buried deep in the hills, but a friend in
another country town had asked me to go there, and had offered to make all arrangements for the
campaign to be conducted in the big court house auditorium. Word came to the effect that all
arrangements had been made and that I should simply contact the jailer upon my arrival. With high
hopes for a great campaign in a country center, I engaged a good brother to assist in this special
meeting.

We carried out my friend’s orders in going to the home of the jailer. The man said he had never
heard of me before, and that he knew nothing whatsoever of the scheduled services in the court
house. Finally he did recall that the man had contacted him about the building, and that he had
promised it, but he had no idea of when the meeting should begin nor by whom it was to be
conducted. We were stunned. "Come in," said the jailer, "and put down your luggage. Perhaps we
can arrange entertainment for a night or so." We were grateful for this man for giving us a place to
stop beneath the jail roof, but from the beginning we knew that we were not wanted. The court
room, or at least the main auditorium, had not been used for years. The place was horribly filthy,
but we tackled the job of cleaning it. We literally raked and shoveled the filth out. We held open air
services, painted a sign, and advertised the best we could. Some people came and went, but
nothing was offered to us in the way of entertainment. We continued to camp in the jail house, but
we knew we were unwanted, so actually prayed that the man would tell us to go, for we didn’t wish
to offend him by leaving without being told to do so, and we had no other place to go. The answer
was forthcoming. Some friends drove in from Indianapolis, so we were informed that our room
would be needed. We heartily thanked the jail manager and went to the woods to give thanks to
the Lord for answering our prayer. At service time we had our belongings all in the court room
awaiting the verdict for the night. An interested group of folk sat in the service that night, and later
said, "We certainly did enjoy the message." They went their way, and we went our way -- to a
couple of rough benches which served as our beds. These boards were hard, but even then we
gave thanks to God for that "prison-free" feeling. Brother Crossman, the singer, used his briefcase
for a pillow while two Bibles served as my headrest. The next night we began services in Cookville
where we labored for four weeks. Night after night I would preach all the way from Genesis to
Revelation, then wonder what on earth I would be able to talk about the next night. About four
o’clock each morning I was up crying to God to give me something which I had not discovered
before in His Book. He graciously answered and gave us one of the finest meetings I had ever
witnessed. A large group of young people were brought into the fold during those weeks, and
some of these were mightily baptized by the Holy Spirit. One of the number shouted her way into
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heaven within six weeks. My evangelistic slate was completely disorganized for the summer, but
God gave us some great victories.

One of the hardest places I ever labored in, not excepting dark heathen lands, was in a little town
in south Mississippi. Because of a physical disorder I was in the habit of going without supper
every night. The woman in whose home I lodged had a peculiar notion that it was a major sin to
eat breakfast. She was not too alert in preparing the noon meal, so before leaving this place I had
lost some weight. One night I went home with some friends who offered me something to eat
before retiring. I was so hungry that I yielded, with the result that I was sick most of the night. In
addition to the powers of hell which were encountered in this home where my hostess served me
one meal a day, I was ordered one morning to go with her 14 year old adopted son and help him
rob a beehive. Of this type of work I knew absolutely nothing, even though I had been raised on a
farm. I sought to explain, but this extremely religious woman would hear no reason. I must go and
take the top off one of the hives and bring out the honey. The top was taken off all right, and out
came the bees, but I never knew what happened to the honey. I was robbed and got a big head in
the deal. The devil tempted me to wonder if I would live through this ordeal.

After my summer schedule, with its disruptions, had ended I was approached by a District
Superintendent and offered two churches which would begin paying me about one hundred dollars
a month. (Big wages for a boy in his early twenties back there nearly thirty years ago). I promised
that I would pray about this. In the meantime a letter came from a man of God in the deep south
saying that a new church had just been organized with a group of people who could make no
promise of salary, but were in need of a pastor. My friend said he felt that I was the one to go
there. I prayed about this unsalaried place and was led to go there. There has never been a doubt
in my mind as to the will of God in this matter, but have had reason to thank God many times for
this decision to take the hard place and the way of faith rather than sight. This proved to be a hard
place in more ways than one, but Father saw that his little child needed some schooling which had
not come his way in the conventional Bible School.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 20

02.07. Wedding Bells and the Way of the Cross

WEDDING BELLS AND THE WAY OF THE CROSS

During the previous late summer I had met and won to the Lord the one who was to become Mrs.
G. T. The first time I saw this young lady in a home in Jonesboro, Arkansas, where she was
staying with a friend, she ran to keep from being introduced to the "boy preacher." (I was
twenty-two). Within a little less than a year she stood as a bride at the altar with the one from
whom she had fled at first sight. This young school-mistress was destined to play a large part in
the life of a young holiness preacher. Little did either of us know the rugged paths which lay
ahead. Leaving the home of her parents, Mr. and Mrs. B. H. Cox, well known and highly respected
citizens of northeastern Arkansas, the young wife went with her husband to Columbus,
Mississippi. Here we at first shared the small and humble quarters of a poor family in our
congregation. Our next move was to a one room apartment where we did our cooking on a gas
lantern which the writer had specially arranged for that purpose. All of this was no little trial to my
companion, but the Lord saw that both of us needed some training for future service.

I shall ever be indebted to my companion who stuck with me through the exceedingly hard places
during those early years of our ministry. She was never really a preacher, but she prayed for her
husband, endured hardships with him, served competently as teacher, devoted mother, and
eventually became an untiring laborer for her Lord in regions beyond.

Literally scores of pages could be packed with incidents of our pioneering years, but time and
space will permit only a few of these. During the twenty-two and one half years we lived together
we had a salary only three years. During the remaining years we never knew how the Lord would
provide for us. Perhaps our first great test concerning material needs came to us while in Meridian,
Mississippi where we were called to pastor a congregation which was newly organized. Upon our
arrival there we were greeted by some of the congregation who met at our humble quarters rented
from a crabbed old lady. One of the number had in his hand a nice sample of yellow butter from his
Jersey. He also handed me some money, told me about the good job he had, and that we could
count on him to stand by us. (He was the main support). Within one week, and with a single blow
from the Gospel gun, I had shot this promising prop from under me. We paid dear rent which was
always taken care of first, then we lived on such as was provided. We made it a rule to keep out of
debt, and never beg, nor borrow anything of merit.

We saw the end of everything approaching, and then the arrival: no money and no food for
another meal. This was specially hard on my young wife who had been accustomed to making her
own way in teaching. Having gone through some of these pinches in school I was persuaded to
believe that God would make the way at the right time, yet I cannot say it was easy, for I shared
something of my companion’s concern. We knew the Lord had led us, so He would surely provide
according to His promise. My full time was given in His service, so these material things must be
added. On this particular occasion we had just launched a tent campaign near where we were
living, but as yet the crowd was small and the people were poor. We had partaken of a scanty
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lunch for the noon meal and had no natural prospects for supper of any kind. As the afternoon
shadows lengthened my good wife was sorely tried and eventually gave vent to her surcharged
emotions by the release of copious tears. This caused the writer some inward pain and doubtless
unshed tears arose to the surface, yet somehow there was a conviction that God would provide.
About this time we were both looking through the back door of our quarters when we noticed some
neighbors and their children about to turn in at our back entrance. Arms were full, and one of the
children was tugging at a red wagon piled high with good things to eat. Within a matter of seconds
these burdens began to be laid on our back porch. By this time the tears were flowing freely from
two sets of eyes -- tears of sorrow mingled with joy. Sorry that we had doubted our Father’s
faithfulness, and joyful to behold His great care in providing in a most unusual way. Not one of
these new neighbors knew anything of what we had or didn’t have in the house. The everliving
God of Elijah was proving His eternal faithfulness to His tested children. This was a mighty boost
to the faith of my companion and she became an apt student in our Father’s school.

Among the many other incidents of those days I feel constrained to relate only one more. One
morning a black boy came to our back door and began to give me his story about a dead sister at
Newton. He had nothing but rags to wear, and he so much wanted to go. He said, "One lady has
told me she would give me a shirt if I could find some trousers. Dewy tears rolled out of those big
eyes until my own became moist. I said to him, "Go get your shirt and I will have some trousers
ready for you." As I went in to get a pair of trousers I felt that God would have me give one of my
suits. I had two, but both were well worn. As my wife saw what I was about to do she wept a little
and said, "That is your best suit, and I don’t feel it is right to give it to this strange boy who may not
be telling the truth." It hurt me to go against my wife’s wishes, but obeying my conscience, I
disposed of the suit My companion could have said, "I told you so," for the next day I caught the
deceiver cutting weeds while wearing my suit which was then horribly soiled. If he had a sister he
had not been anywhere to see her. He had lied. The old devil then had his go at me for being such
a sucker, but I quickly committed the matter to the Lord, for He knew that I had meant well. Within
two or three days a railroad man sent his son down to the house to ask me if I would come up to
his place. I went to his house at once. The man asked me if I could go up town with him. He took
me into one of the fine clothing stores and asked a clerk to fit me up with a good suit. A half an
hour later I walked out with the best suit I had ever owned and a pair of expensive shoes. (This
man knew absolutely nothing of my having given the suit to the Negro boy). When my good wife
saw what the Lord had done a great change was wrought in her own life. After this experience I
used to say I was afraid to leave her with my belongings lest she give away everything I had, for
she had learned that we cannot outgive God.

Clashing With Ecclesiasticism

"Brother _____ was afraid of his meat and bread," said a cowardly preacher who was aspiring to
become a D.D. These words were addressed to me because I had decided to conduct a meeting
independent of organized religion in a city where church trouble had developed. In this move I was
certainly not ecclesiastically justified, but God graciously honored my ministry and gave me the
greatest revival I had ever witnessed until that time. This, of course, resulted in a change in my life
which at the time cut deeply into my heart, but worked for my good and for the good of others as
well In the face of everything, my spirit was kept from bitterness and the blessing of the Lord was
upon my soul. For the next three years our labors centered in and around Jonesboro, Arkansas



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 57

where God gave us a fine group of people and a growing work. We were not without our problems,
but in this place we had it comparatively easy even though I was constantly engaged in revival
work as well as pastoral responsibilities. God gave us many precious and lifelong friends at this
place. My father lived near us, then we were only a few miles from my wife’s people. Here we
began raising our family. Two children were born here. Thinking that perhaps this would for many
years be our home, we took upon us the big burden of purchasing a home on the installment plan.
In this we missed the plan of God, for within little more than a year He was leading us to other
parts.

Going Out Like Abraham

"I would never do it. The depression is coming on and your family will suffer." This was the advice
of a certain preacher who had settled down to an easy life and eventually almost lost his soul. To
this advice I could not give heed, for I knew God had said to move on. This was settled one night
about one o’clock when another preacher and two laymen knelt with me at an altar of prayer as I
was seeking clear leadings. It was not the wish of the large majority of my people, for many were
pleading that I stay in Jonesboro. It was not my natural wish, for I well knew that it would be harder
to swing out into unknown parts. On this particular night the Lord made it clear that I should go into
the State of Louisiana and to the city of Alexandria, even though none of us was acquainted with a
living soul in those parts. My wife had the same conviction that I had concerning this move.

About this time that prince among preachers, Seth Cook Reese, the father of Paul Reese, arrived
on the scene for the purpose of organizing us into the Arkansas and Louisiana District. The
Louisiana part of it was by faith, for at that time we had no work in Louisiana. Your writer was
elected as the Superintendent of the new District which was more of a vision than a reality.

After it was decided that the Bustins should go into Louisiana for the purpose of doing home
missionary work, the question arose as to how we could go, for the old model T Ford had seen its
days. It was planned that we should take a large tent, camping equipment, etc., etc. Some of our
friends volunteered to work on a trailer which I had partially designed. As the work on the trailer
went forward people began to inquire, "What on earth are you going to pull that with?" They knew
as much about this as I did. We all knew that the old model T was out, but there was nothing else
in sight. Providentially, and in answer to prayer, here was the way out. A man came to me one day
saying he knew where we could get an A model Ford in good condition for about twenty-five
dollars difference between the T. and it. This didn’t seem possible, but it was so. We sold the A for
a good price, then someone came and informed me of an old Nash in good condition which could
be bought for $60. This gave us transportation, al so a bit of money to use for the trip.

Some weeks after the conviction became clear where we should go we found ourselves rolling into
the city of Alexandria, 1Louisiana, on about two flats plus our pocketbook which was flatter than
the tires. This was no little trial to us to be far from friends and home with no money to speak of
and not one person we were acquainted with for scores of miles around. We lifted up our hearts to
the Lord in prayer for His guidance as to where we should locate. We were directed to inquire at a
certain house as to where we could find living quarters. This was certainly of God, for immediately
we had a friend even though the party contacted was far from being a Christian. Immediately this
friend found living quarters at a reasonable price, helped us to secure land for pitching the tent,
and befriended us in many ways. We were told then and there that all we needed to do when we
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got in a tight place was just to let "me know what you need, for my husband has a good job and we
have plenty of credit at the corner grocery." We settled it in our own minds then, however, that we
would never tell this person of our personal needs which would involve gifts. This decision was
adhered to under all circumstances.

It was dead winter when we arrived in Alexandria, but the grass was green and flowers blooming.
Just after the tent was pitched and seated a cold wave hit us which kept the people away, and of
course funds were not forthcoming. We came to our last penny. We had brought along some
canned fruit and vegetables, but ere long these were gone. We had quite a few black-eyed peas
which stood us in good stead. We had peas for dinner, peas for supper, then those that were left
over were mashed up and mixed with flour and salt and made into little cakes, thus affording us
pea-sausage for breakfast. These were testing times, but good days, for we knew that God had
led us. Candy and ice cream for the children were out of the question. One day we were faced with
the question of bread. This led me to the special place of prayer out in the garage. Here I reminded
the Lord that we had forsaken family, friends, and salary in order to follow His leadings, and that
He knew all about our needs, and especially the needs of the children. While out there my wife
called. I went to the house and met a poor man who said, "The Lord told me to come over and see
you and give you fifty cents." How we praised God for His faithfulness. On one occasion since
then, and many years later, I received a gift of six thousand dollars for the work, but this fifty cent
piece brought as much joy if not more than the great gift, for our Father had signally answered
prayer for bread and a little extra. The following five years were destined to be times of great
testing, but we were in God’s great school. We saw many souls turn to the Lord, several small
churches were organized, and some buildings erected when it seemed utterly impossible. We
were out for about six months on this first out-swing of faith. God gave us a fine group of precious
people who had found God under our ministry and had been led into the light of holiness. A church
had been established and a pastor secured. These folk were as precious to us as any we had ever
known. Here we had proven the great faithfulness of God among a people whom we had never
known before, and in the midst of the great economic depression. Back at our Assembly in
Jonesboro, Arkansas we had great news to tell. Almost a year had passed since we had had a
salary from any source m the world, yet God had provided for us and we had kept free of debt.
Until this time we had been keeping up the payments on the house -- "our little nest." At this point
we felt that the Lord would have us free from debt, so the previous owner kindly consented to take
it back. (This was twenty-one years ago, and we have never had another, yet we have never once
doubted the will of God in slipping out from under this load).

After having visited the work in the northern part of the district we set out again for Louisiana to dig
out some new works. Naturally the way was becoming more difficult, for at this time tens of
thousands were in the bread-line made possible by the Government. We too were advised to go
and get our share, but not once did we do so. There are many stories of trial and triumph during
these years of testing, but time forbids our relating many of them. We do feel, however, that our
Father will be glorified by our relating a few of these incidents. In the winter of 1932 we were
conducting services in Pineville, Louisiana and renting small quarters from a maiden lady who was
a nurse. She was very kind to us, also profited from the weekly rent which we prayed in and turned
to her. While we were there she received a sudden call to take care of a case some distance from
her home. She said to me, "Brother Bustin, I would like for you to go to a certain grocery store
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every other day and get a piece of beef for my dog "Old Major." I have arranged for this, and have
also asked Sister Bustin to boil the meat for him." These orders the writer carried out to the letter.
It was good beef and its pleasant odors while boiling served to whet our appetites. "Old Major"
seemed to enjoy the meat immensely, but would not thank us for the rich broth, so my wife didn’t
feel that she would be robbing the dog by taking the beef broth and making dumplings for the
Bustins. While Major ate his meat we enjoyed the dumplings made with the broth from his meat.
(While relating this incident one time, a friend of the writer said, "If it had been me I would have
snitched a bit of Major’s meat.") The pastor in Alexandria felt that he was having hard sledding on
his small weekly salary, therefore decided that he could not carry on. This was a grief to us, for we
could not afford to see the work go down. We earnestly sought God’s directions in the matter, then
felt led to go back and take charge, also to erect a parsonage and church building. Upon passing
on this information to our friends the answer came, ’Brother Bustin, we don’t want you to come.
Don’t misunderstand us, but we can’t stand to see you and your wife and children suffer.
Conditions are such that we cannot promise you anything." We knew what God wanted, so we
went knowing that it would be hard, but with the conviction that the Lord would see us through. I
literally told the devil that we were serving notice on him that by the grace of God we were going to
carry on in Alexandria if we bleached our bones from starvation. Maybe it is not best to challenge
the devil, but by the grace of God we stuck by the battle. Again and again we didn’t know what we
would eat the next day, and at times we didn’t know what we would eat for the next meal which
time was not an hour off. The great test came when I said to our people, "We are going to build a
tabernacle and parsonage." "It cannot be done" came from all quarters. We began to pray and
seek out a place suitable for such buildings. A lot was offered to us for a very small price, and only
twenty dollars down. This was in a good location situated in a new residential section and only
about one hundred feet from a large paved street. With the consent of my folk this was purchased.
Then came the question, "Well, we have the lot, but how can we build with no money?" Prayer was
made again for God to make a way in the wilderness. Someone came to the writer saying, "There
are quite a number of good brick in the city park which the authorities would like to be rid of. Some
of these will have to be digged out of the ground, but they can be had for digging them out and
transporting them away. This meant hours of hard work, but at last the task was accomplished, the
services of a truck secured, and these good brick were laid on our lot. One of our men secured the
aid of a colored brick mason to put down the foundation. No building material was in sight, but
prayer was continually going up. One day a party came to me saying, "Brother Bustin, I know
where there is a house for sale for twenty-five dollars. It is located at a mill site about twenty miles
from here. I will take you there if you want to see it." We went and promised to take this place
which contained much good timber. In fact practically everything in the house was good. The
money came, then the wrecking began. Day after day some of us worked, then hauled lumber on
a trailer, behind our worn-out Chrysler, early and late. Much of this timber was exceedingly black
from soot.

Some of our neighbors, including one old man by the name of Berlin, felt that they were disgraced
by what we were going to build near their nice houses. Poor old Mr. Berlin cursed and raved at
first. After the timber was on the ground I began washing it piece by piece. Never will I forget the
last day I spent washing this lumber. The rain had been falling in torrents, so there was a large
depression filled with water near us. As the evening wore away a cold wave struck our part of the
country. Bare-legged from my knees down, and barefooted, I worked unrelentingly in order to
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finish the task. Even though I was working hard I shivered in the cold and my legs were so red until
it seemed the blood would almost break through the pores. The devil was right on hand with what
seemed to be a whole regiment of his imps. He said, "What a fool you are. Here you are penniless,
threadbare, the soles off your feet, your family in need, and your poor wife expecting an addition
any day." I couldn’t argue, for this time he was telling the truth in part. My heart was heavy, but all
the time I was reminding the Lord of His leadings and at the same time renewing my covenant to
follow Him all the way. That evening I went home shivering in the cold. Just as I was about to enter
the house from the back way a large nail passed through my practically soleless shoe and went
about half way through my foot. Before day the temperature was such that the block of my old
Chrysler froze up and burst. God alone knows the testing of these times, and yet we never told
one person on earth what our needs were. He made the way.

It would be next to impossible to relate the many ways in which the Lord worked. Suffice to say
that within sixty days we were living in our commodious parsonage quarters, and within sixty days
more we were worshipping in a lovely tabernacle 36 x 50 and our total indebtedness did not
exceed $600 including the two lots. God had worked wonders. We moved into the new quarters
when my oldest son was one month old. Soon after we were in the new tabernacle Mr. and Mrs.
Berlin came and sought the Lord and found peace. Their oldest granddaughter also found Christ
as her Saviour and lived a beautiful Christian life until she went to be with the Lord at an early age.
The change in Mr. Berlin was indeed radical. The lion was transformed into a lamb. He too lived a
devoted life until the Lord called him home. The testings were not over, for the very heart of the
depression was upon us. On one occasion I preached on Missions one Sunday morning. Satan
said, "You are foolish to talk on foreign missions and take an offering, for the few dimes which will
be given will come from what you and your family would have to live on this week." I preached the
best I could on missions, then took an offering. I didn’t take another offering, for naturally I knew
there would be no use. There was a box at the back of the tabernacle for the pastor’s support.
Great was my surprise that day to find that God had given us more than I ordinarily got in two
weeks. Praise God!

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 21

02.08. Dust Storms on the Horizon

DUST STORMS ON THE HORIZON

We carried on for two years among our beloved people in Alexandria, Louisiana, also spent some
time looking after the general interests of the District which was showing signs of growth. The
heavy load had been a draft upon the health of my wife, so the Assembly voted to give me a six
months release from District duties in order that her health might be regained. (I had been
unanimously re-elected as Superintendent for the fifth year). A hearty invitation came from friends
in the State of Kansas to locate my family in their big house while I would be engaged in
evangelistic labors principally in the West. Believing that this was in answer to prayer we accepted
the invitation and made the move. A considerable portion of my time was consumed in meetings in
the dust bowl regions of Colorado. Here I witnessed something different from anything ever
dreamed of in the way of storms. I had passed through cyclones in the south with their ominous
black clouds of wrath, loaded with water but here I beheld swirling, wrathful "clouds without water"
-- rolling clouds of choking dust which penetrated the houses with closed windows and doors until
later the dirt had to be shoveled out.

These dreadful dust storms were fearful omens of another type of storms which would soon strike
with heart-bleeding blows. And yet these clouds which we so much dreaded were "big with mercy,
and broke with blessings upon our heads."

While conducting services in western Kansas (also in the dust bowl region) a telegram came to
hand informing me that I was expected to meet with a certain church official at a given time and
stated point back in eastern Kansas. Orders were obeyed, my meeting was interrupted, and at the
given hour I stood in the presence of my superior. I found that other District Superintendents had
also been called for the conference. We were informed that a certain group of people in the west
must be dealt with, and that it was up to us to vote against them since by virtue of our offices we
were members of the school in question. This came as a shock to your writer, for most of what I
had heard regarding these folk in question had been favorable. My conscience would not consent
to such an action. We were diplomatically warned of what the results might be if we failed to
comply with the demands of our superior in regard to the School Board meeting which would be
coming up within another week. One of these Superintendents was a member of the General
Board and was deeply grieved over the situation. In an undertone he was told to take a vacation
on that day in the event he could not feel clear to vote against the men in question. Your writer was
also tempted to take a vacation, but felt that I might be playing the part of a coward not to face the
cross. The result was a call to the carpet the day before the scheduled meeting. Since my
conscience could not consent to what I believed was an unwise and unchristian procedure, my
Superior informed me that my position as Superintendent was annulled, and that I would not be
permitted to sit in the School meeting. Along with this came the cancellation of my future bookings.
I was suddenly and ruthlessly torn from my beloved people in the southland where I had poured in
nearly nine full years of service. This had been done without their consent.
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Comforters came my way, but the matter was too serious for men to govern. I must have God’s
leadings. The first thought was to return to my District and revolt against such action, but after
seeking the will of God it became clear that I must not do so. The will of our Lord was diligently
sought, then a few days later I got in my old car with ten dollars in my pocket and a thousand miles
ahead of me. I parked at a place where I had never been before and where there was only one
man with whom I was acquainted within fifty miles, with the exception of the elderly brother who
was to assist me in some services. With only two dollars in money we undertook to rent a hall and
launch a pioneering campaign. A cold wave soon struck which hindered our plans. Only a few folk
would come to the meetings. Never had the way appeared darker. The enemy of souls was on
hand to inform me that this was the end of me, and that it was the very height of folly to try to go on
preaching. During this period one dear man was sent to deal with me and to try to persuade me to
retain my relationship with the denomination with which I had been working. Another District was
even offered to me. In fact two men came and wept on my neck and pleaded with me to return. In
the meantime I had prayed clear through and knew that God was leading, even though the way
was too dark to see. I simply could not yield to the pleasure of the brethren even though they were
my friends and meant well. Upon being told that the way for me was very dark, without thinking my
reply was, "The future is as bright as the promises of God." (Later I realized that I was quoting
Judson the missionary). Upon being asked where I could preach, the reply was, "The world is my
parish." (Without thought I had quoted Wesley). Little did I think then that within three years I would
have literally preached the Gospel around the globe, nor did I even dream that the time would
come when my voice would be heard daily on both sides of the world.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 22

02.09. The Master Speaks Again

THE MASTER SPEAKS AGAIN "My sheep hear my voice, I know them, and they follow me."

Revival services were being conducted in a Bible School in a northwestern State. One day while I
was in my room my prayers went up in behalf of Australia and its need of the message of full
salvation. I knew that Brother E. E. Shelhamer had been there, but had never talked with him
concerning Australia. While in prayer the Lord spoke to me concerning this far away land, but I
was not dead sure then that this was the voice of the Lord, for naturally it was an utter impossibility
for me to go to such a country. As I continued to pray and wait in the Lord’s presence I was
convinced that God had spoken. There was not the least thought of rebellion, however I did say,
"But Lord, how can I go? No church would think of sending me, I have a wife and four children, no
money, and no income from any source other than my evangelistic meetings. Thou knowest that it
takes all that comes to hand for the bare necessities of life and to keep the children in school." It
was then that the Lord tenderly reminded me of my dogmatic preaching to others that when God
wants us to do a thing it can be done. This was a padlock for my mouth. There was not another
argument. The same day I spoke to a friend of mine and pointed out Australia on the world map
saying, "The Lord tells me that next November I am to leave for there." The reply was, "I would like
to go with you." There was one man among all my acquaintances whom I expected to heartily
approve of my Australian plans, but I had a shock coming. This man was decidedly against the
proposed idea, and became instrumental in closing doors which would have otherwise been open.
This seemed hard at the time, but I am confident that God’s overruling hand was in all this, for He
wanted me to learn the lesson of completely trusting Him for all. Some evangelists have sold their
homes in order to make trips abroad, but I had no home to sell, and the one man in all the world I
looked to most opposed my plans. I told the Lord I would not beg nor borrow. The economic
depression was then on, so my opponent and others under his influence were certain in their own
minds that I would not see Australia. This dear man was so certain that I was out of the will of God
in the matter until when the night before my departure arrived he prayed publicly to the effect that if
such was not God’s will He could let the boat go down on which we were to travel. The writer was
so certain that God would make the way for the trip to Australia until he had booking made months
ahead for a particular date aboard the S. S. Niagari sailing from Vancouver, Canada. This was
certainly not by sight, nor by human promises. Never had the way for such a move appeared to be
darker than during those weeks just before time to sail. A thousand dollars were needed for the
return ticket and landing money. The Australian Consul could not visa my passport without being
assured of a return ticket and four hundred dollars to show upon landing in Australia. I could save
nothing from my evangelistic labors, for the family required all that was coming in. Only a matter of
weeks before time to sail I was crowded to Christ with my need. I would gladly have given up the
idea to have prevented the sufferings which were already coming my way because of my
intentions, but my conscience would not permit such. In my plight I cried to the Lord for special
help, then came the answer: "Call unto me, and I will answer thee, and shew thee great and
mighty things which thou knowest not." My head and heart were pillowed upon this precious
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promise, so I praised God for what I could not see.

Two weeks before sailing time I was with my family in the beautiful city of Colorado Springs. My
baby girl, then seventeen months old (now eighteen years old) did not know me, and had not
known me since she was four months old, for I had never spent more than a day or two with the
family. My baby would cry each time I would take her until just a day or two before leaving. This
brief period was not without its testings, for all that was required was not yet in hand, nor did I have
my passport and visa until just before time to leave. Some of my "comforters"? would say, "I see
you are not gone yet." I could only say, "No, I am not supposed to leave here until the 18th." This
continued until two days before I was ready to leave to catch the boat in Vancouver. Not all the
funds needed were in hand until about one o’clock on the day I was to leave at 2:30. At that time I
had every dollar required, my passport, visa, and a round the world ticket. I had asked our Lord for
a return ticket, but He had given abundant measure. In the meantime He had raised up a good
man to travel with me as far as Australia. Brother C. B. Raisch, of Miamisburg, Ohio, felt the Lord
would have him go with me to Australia.

Feeding the Fish

We had farewelled our families and friends and had traveled by train the many hundreds of miles
across the Rocky Mountains, and now the long looked-for hour had arrived. The great steamboat
whistle had sounded its signal of departure. The two untraveled men stepped aboard the royal
ship in boyish expectancy of the experiences which awaited them during the course of the nine
thousand mile sea voyage, as well as what the Great White Continent had to offer upon their
arrival a month later. The gang planks were lifted, the port lines were loosed, the giant propellers
went into motion and the big boat slipped away from the wharf and steadily steamed away in the
direction of the open sea. As we were losing sight of land we were wondering what the first night
on the deep held in store for us, but we were not held long in suspense. Before we were many
miles away from land our cabin steward came in and safely fastened our porthole vents. We
inquired if the sea was going to be rough that night. His reply was, "It will be a bit choppy." Such a
night! and this was only the beginning. For four days and nights we were hatched down below.
The old vessel creaked, cried, pitched, tossed, and rolled as it plowed its way through turbulent
waves of a wrathful sea. Not only did the old boat roll --our stomachs rolled with it. We were almost
in the condition of the other sea traveler we are told about who boasted on the land that he would
not get seasick. After leaving the land he was afraid he might get sick. He did. Later the poor man
was afraid he might die, but eventually was afraid he wouldn’t die. It was bad enough to feed the
fish all we had, but the worst part was that we continued to try to give them what we didn’t have.

I have traveled tens of thousands of miles by sea over a period of some years, and have had many
experiences of sea-sickness, but I am utterly at a loss to know how to describe it, nor have I found
so many as one person who could do so. The sensation is one of indescribable misery in the
abdominal region. On this first sea voyage we had four days and nights of unrelenting rising,
falling, pitching, tossing, and rolling. Among hundreds of passengers only a dozen or so were
disposed to go to their meals, and even most of this small number went in vain, for they soon lost
what they took on. During these days and nights we were all hatched down while thousands of
tons of water rolled over our decks. Even now serious thoughts concerning this unenviable
experience serve to gender unpleasant feelings in the section of the body which was so vitally



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 65

affected.

Land Ahead

What excitement! What a storm of interest! upon being informed by ship’s authorities that land
should appear in sight about day-break the next morning after we had sailed for more than one
week without seeing even a dot of land. The storm had died away four days before, but our
stomachs had not quickly responded to the comparative calm. Plain old earth had never held such
interest for us before. Some of the passengers remained awake all night to catch the dim outline of
land lying on the low horizon at the earliest possible moment. Others were promenading the decks
long before the first blush of the morning. "Land on the other side" was the supreme interest of the
hour. Some of us were reminded that this in some way illustrated the deep soul-longings of the
saints of God who are eagerly focusing their thoughts and their profoundest attention on the
subject of their Lord’s return -- looking and longing for the first glimpses of the "better country"
where they shall soon make their final moorings, and where "there shall be no more sea." "I see
the land," "I see the lights along the shore," and similar cries from all directions.

Within three or four hours the portmaster had joined our vessel and safely guided us into harbor.
Yonder on the shore was gathered the official Band of Honolulu playing their native anthem of
welcome as the great ship docked in the peaceful harbor. This is the original of our borrowed tune
for the song, "He’s Coming Soon." Well springs of joy throbbed within some of our breasts as we
were suddenly transported in thought to that approaching day -- glorious daybreak when we shall
catch the first gleams of light from the "other country," shall be piloted safely in by the Port-Master
of the skies, and welcomed home by heavenly anthems. Praise be unto the Lamb for ever!

Australia (The Great White Continent) In spite of the fact that there was no Band to welcome us as
we sailed into the great Sydney Harbor of Australia, there were flowing wells of joy, for this was the
country of our destination, the land of our calling. Our Lord had called, had made the way when
there had been no way, and had brought us safely over the stormy seas. In tranquil expectancy
your writer stepped ashore to await God’s marching orders for his life and labors in the strange
land.

It would far exceed the limitations of such a book as this for me to tell of the many wonderful ways
in which the Lord led and worked out His blessed will during the ten months spent in Australia.
Without taking any initiative to seek out a place, the Lord had me at work within about one week. In
the meantime He had provided me with a home at no expense on my part. After preaching in
various churches I was led to purchase a Gospel tent, seats, lights, etc. and open an evangelistic
campaign. In the early part of the first meeting one dear old lady found peace with God, then
opened her home to me where I was treated like a Prince. No mother on earth could be more
thoughtful of her own son than was this dear soul. Yes, opposition came, but the Lord gave me
mothers, brothers, sisters, and children on all sides. No offering was ever asked for in any of these
meetings, and yet all my needs were met, and needs for the family nearly 10,000 miles away.
Repeatedly funds were placed in my hands from unknown sources. Such came to me through the
mail, or were passed on to me from others whose names I shall never know in this world. I
traveled, rented halls, conducted meetings, published one book, paid all expenses, then sent
money to the family quite often. This is only a small part of God’s wonder workings. He gave me
fruit for my labors, and abiding friends who have stood by us through the years. I believe the Lord
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will be pleased to have me relate at least one experience while in Australia. In the summer of 1938
I spent about one month in the vicinity of Melbourne, the second largest city in Australia. During
most of this time I was working with Brother McClain and Brother Cornell. While working with
Brother Cornell in a series of services we considered renting a large theater building for the special
meetings. We prayed much about this, then decided to take it. Brother Cornell was decidedly of
the opinion that we should take offerings nightly for the expense of the campaign. Your writer was
convinced that we should not take offerings at all, or even mention the needs along this line. My
Brother Minister was charitable and allowed me to act as I thought best, however he did insist that
we should call attention to a small offering box which had been placed in the rear of the building. I
didn’t feel that this should be done on this occasion, but that the Lord would be pleased to trust
Him fully for our needs. The Lord gave us some very gracious services, but the expense funds
were coming to hand very slowly. During the last three nights of the campaign my good friend was
much concerned, therefore pled with me to let him make mention of the offering box. I was not
disposed to have him do so, for in prayer I had mentioned the needs to the Lord, and in reply had
received the assurance that He would see that the material needs would be met if I would do His
will in preaching the truth and seeking the salvation of souls. This I did to the best of my ability. He
honored the message and gave us souls. The last night of the special meeting found my dear
brother quite solicitous, for he was the treasurer and there were not sufficient funds to take care of
the bills, and nothing at all in hand for the evangelist. I remained at the altar with some seekers,
then after the altar service met with some of the people near the front. After about all the folk had
passed out of the building I came up to my friend just in time to see him almost leaping for joy. He
had counted the receipts and found that he had exactly, even to a half penny, the amount needed
to take care of the bills. Then he came back to earth and said, "But Brother Bustin, there is nothing
at all for you." Smiling, I replied, "The Lord has silently taken care of my needs." Means had come
from various sources to cover personal and family needs. Praise God for His great faithfulness.

India Comes Into the Picture

Even though the Lord had graciously provided me with a ticket for around the world by way of
India, I had had no intentions of using it unless He specially directed in that course. One day while
near the tent in Sydney two strange men walked up to me and introduced themselves. One of
them was just from India and asked me if I were acquainted with Brother John McKay who had
attended Trevecca College some years before. I remembered him well, but knew nothing then of
his present whereabouts. One of the men informed me that Brother McKay was then in India
superintending the work of the Church of The Nazarene. I was asked if I were going by way of
India, and if I would consider conducting the annual Camp Meeting in Central Province. My answer
was that I would pray about the matter. Soon after this a letter came from Brother McKay asking if I
would come even though they could promise me nothing more than my food while there, provided
I could eat Indian food. Their people had passed through a great famine and were left in dire
circumstances. After further prayer I had the conviction that I should go that way in December and
would be on hand for the Camp.

After more than eight thousand miles of additional sea travel the great ocean liner was moored to
the Bombay docks. I had been thinking of the perplexing problem facing me in getting through
Customs in this land of strange languages when suddenly I heard my name called from among the
bystanders near the gang-plank. I had not had reason before this time to specially admire my
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name, but this time I was electrified upon hearing my name. A well trained native of India had been
sent to the boat to meet me. What a joy!

Only a few days were spent in and about the big city of Bombay before taking one of those
notorious trains across country to Central Province, but I was there long enough to have my heart
moved by the poverty, sin, and suffering of the Christless multitudes. Here I found numbers of
homeless unfortunates huddled together in their rags as they occupied the unsheltered sidewalks
for their beds. I visited the burning Ghats where mourners sat sadly by and watched their dead
consumed in open fires. A visit was made to the Tower of Silence where sorrowing souls watched
ugly long-necked vultures devour the dead. Within a matter of minutes the last mouthful of flesh is
picked from the mortal frame and gulped down by these filthy fowl. Another depressing sight was
that of poor suffering women carrying heavy loads of mortar upon their heads and climbing up four
and five stories high. For ten hours labor they received eight and ten cents.

What a sight to behold! What a privilege, and what a responsibility! All of this was mine as I stood
before a great company of native Christians, Hindus, and Mohammedans seated on the ground,
three times each day, away out in Central India. Here the wild monkeys (big fellows and plenty of
them) played on the camp ground by day and the jackals howled at night. Brother McKay had
wisely planned the Camp Meeting out in the jungle in order that unevangelized natives might have
a chance to hear the Gospel. My own soul was greatly stirred as I labored among these strange
people, and my vision of a world’s need was enlarged. The Lord gave us fruit for our labors, but I
am confident that my own soul received more than I gave out. In order that I might contact my boat
in Bombay India, and thus fill appointments in Palestine and Egypt, the Camp closed two days
sooner than it would have done otherwise. My heart was deeply touched by a man and his family
who arrived on the ground just as the Camp closed. They had traveled fifty miles in an oxcart to
attend the meetings.

I don’t feel clear to pass on from India without relating this word. You will remember that I had
been promised nothing for my services in India other than my food. I naturally expected nothing,
for the condition of these unfortunate multitudes could not adequately be described. When the
missionary announced that on a certain day they would have their annual Camp Meeting offering, I
confess that I considered this idle time, for what could such people give? Why not let the few
missionaries give what little they could give toward the expense of the Camp and let it go at that?
The day arrived and the crowds marched by -- even the heathen as well as the Christians -- and
deposited their gifts. The spirit of this offering was different from anything I had ever witnessed.
The people gave cheerfully, sacrificially, and liberally. They must have saved from their penury for
many months. The day I was ready to take my departure for the coast Brother McKay called me
into an improvised office out there in the jungle and handed me a very large roll of Indian money. I
sought to refuse this, but the reply was, "Brother Bustin, God has given us a gracious Camp
Meeting, all expenses are paid from the one offering, and our people want you to have the
balance. I have never told anyone the exact sum received that day, but it was the largest offering I
had ever received in my life, in any part of the world, for the same length of time given. From this I
sent money to my family in the U.S.A., went into Palestine, then paid hotel and train expense while
laboring in the land of Egypt. In the Steps of the Master
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Why our Lord has been so good to me I cannot tell. Little did I ever dream of visiting the land of our
Lord’s earthly life and labors. Try to feature my sentiments when I first placed foot on Palestinian
soil, then, a few hours later, after having slowly ground our way up the hills of David, when I first
caught a glimpse of Jerusalem with mountains round about. At this juncture we were slowly
swinging right and left up the hair-pin turns. A Jewish traveler was seated at my side. With
subdued voice I said to the Jew, "Is that Jerusalem yonder in the distance?" He turned to me with
moist eyes and replied, "Yes, that is Jerusalem." You can well imagine the train of thoughts which
demanded attention as, with reverent silence, and tear-clouded vision, I beheld, with an
enraptured gaze, the most sacred City known to God and man -- the sacred spot where the Lord
and King of the universe gave His body and blood in sacrifice for lost man. In this vicinity for a few
days I was privileged to look upon scenes which are too sacred for mortal eyes to view. Outside
the Jerusalem wall to the north lay the Jericho Road leading eastward across the Cedron valley
and on beyond the Mount of Olives and winding its way down to the Dead Sea. Yonder on the
western slope of the Mount of Olives is Gethsemane’s Garden, the "place" where Jesus had often
gone with His disciples to pray, and the sacred spot where He on that fatal night sweat blood in an
agony of prayer for the sins of the world. On the same sacred mountain range and northward is
the place from which He ascended into heaven weeks later. Outside the north gate stands that
rugged mound -- the place of Calvary where God’s beloved Son and our Saviour made the Great
Sacrifice. Nearby is the garden in which yet stands the empty tomb. Yes, there is the stable in
Bethlehem, the little city of David, and the Birthplace of God’s only begotten Son. Yes, and there
was Blue Galilee along whose shores I strolled and whose waters I beheld on another day
churned into tempestuous fury. Time forbids that I tell of Cana, and of Nazareth wherein was the
cave-home of Jesus our Lord. My last night was spent on the rugged slopes of old Mount Carmel,
and only a little distance from the place where Elijah, the prophet of God, prayed fire from heaven
upon the sacrifice. From here I took off for Egypt.

Even in Egypt I yet trailed in the foot-prints of the Master, for it was my privilege to visit the
supposed spot where Jesus lived as a baby in Egypt. I was also led to the traditional place where
little Moses was drawn from the river. Some of the most interesting and heart-touching meetings of
my entire ministry were held in the land of the Pharaohs. Much of the time we were favored with
fine crowds and the interest of those dear people could not be excelled. I had an unforgettable
experience during the last night. My last Convention had closed and the missionary in charge
suggested that he make arrangements for me to go see some of the ruins of upper Egypt the next
day. Previous to this one dear old man had begged me to come to the town of Tema for some
services, but time did not permit. I said to the missionary, "If it is agreeable with you I would rather
go to Tema for a service tonight than to go sight seeing, then I can catch the night train in order to
contact my boat at Port Said enroute for England." He replied, "You may go to Tema." These poor
folk had no telephones, and no newspapers, hand bills, or radios by which to announce the service
for this Monday night, nevertheless the big building was packed from the front doors to the
platform. The crowd pulled the preach out of me until time to catch the 10:30 train, and still they
cried, "Preach on." The missionary said, "There is a fast midnight train which you can take and still
get your boat." I preached on until time to go for the train, and even then was loathe to quit, for the
poor hungry people were hanging on to my words. A crowd of the men followed me to the train
where they waved as long as they could see me, and their last words were, "Come back to Egypt."
Not all had been easy in this land, for cheats had stolen from me in the cities. I had slept, and
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stayed awake too, with too many bed-fellows. I had taken some of my meals in a place where
fowls roosted, and had eaten bread everyday which had been baked in plates made of manure,
and yet I wanted to stay and tell the blessed Christ-story to these hungry-hearted people. Had I not
already been booked for England I would have remained in Egypt even though it had been more
than a year since I had seen my wife and children.

England and Scotland

After another week on the sea, having touched the shores of Malta, Italy, and France enroute, we
moored our big boat to British shores. I had one month in London, a brief time in the south of
England, then away to Scotland, back to England for a Convention with E. E. Shelhamer and
Norman P. Grubb, a revival meeting, then across the Atlantic aboard the Queen Mary, and on
westward to join my beloved family from whom I had been absent for seventeen months.

I believe that it is in order to give a brief word concerning my stop over in England and Scotland. It
was a joy to make friends with some of God’s beloved children in these lands. Many kindnesses
were bestowed upon me and I was kept busy for the Lord. I counted it a great honor to be able to
visit a few noted places while in those countries. I felt that I was on holy ground upon my visit to
the Wesley Home -- the place where Wesley spent the latter years of his life, wrote scores of
volumes, and from which he went to be with the Lord. There was the little room where he knelt in
prayer each morning at four o’clock preparatory to preaching the Gospel in his nearby chapel at
five o’clock before the miners went to their work, There I had the privilege of bowing my head in
the room where he spoke his parting words, "The Best of All God is With Us." Many things of
interest were passed on to me by the keeper of the Home. Wesley received on an average of
nearly $15,000 a year from book royalties, lived on less th an $200 and gave all the rest away. He
said, "If I have ten pounds (approximately $50) when I die, call me a thief." He did not have
enough to bury himself. One of his sayings was, "I can no more worry than I can steal." He
implicitly believed and diligently put in practice the words of our Lord, "Lay not up for yourselves
treasures upon earth ... but lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven . . . ." His life and labors
were spent for others. Little wonder that such a life had mighty bearings upon changing the history
of England.

Many other places of interest could be spoken of, but I shall make mention of only two. I shall
never know just how much my own little life has been influenced by the biography of David
Livingstone, so I counted it no small privilege to visit the little town of Blantyre, Scotland, enter the
house on the Clyde and bow my head in the humble quarters where little David was born. Nearby
stood relics of the old mill where he labored as a child with a book in his hand preparing himself for
future labors in Dark Africa. On the same ground stood a replica of the African hut from which he
went to heaven -- dying upon his knees -- after having walked 27,000 miles back and forth through
the jungles of Africa as he blazed trails for future missionaries to carry the Gospel to the
unevangelized hordes. In accord with his own request his beloved natives cut out his heart and
buried it in the heart of Africa, then bore his body upon their heads for fifteen hundred miles
through the wilds to the shore from which it was shipped back to England where it rests in
Westminster Abbey among the great and the wise. This visit to Blantyre did something for me.

Another brief visit was made to Edinburg for the special purpose of stopping in the humble
quarters where the mighty man of prayer, John Knox, fought with the powers of Catholicism and of
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hell as he poured out his soul in mighty cries to God, "Give me Scotland, or I die." I also walked on
down the royal way to the palace of "Bloody Mary," the queen of Scotland who had put to death
many of God’s people and had repeatedly sought the life of Knox. It was she who said, "I fear the
prayers of John Knox more than the army of England." God answered the mighty prayers of Knox
defeated the Roman powers, and gave deliverance to his "bonny Scotland." In view of my
experiences in India and Egypt where my soul caught a little vision of the perishing multitudes,
then the added stimulus from my visits to these places, it is small wonder that aboard the Queen
Mary to New York my constant cry was, "Dear Lord, please, though unworthy I be, let me have at
least a small part in carrying the Gospel of Thy Son to Thy neglected creatures in other parts of
earth. I love my homeland, but there are thousands of preachers in America while in other parts of
the world there is not one. I stand ready to go to the place of Thy choice even though it might be
the darkest spot on earth." It is no small matter to pray like this, for God may take us at our word.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 23

02.10. Home Again and the Harvest Call

HOME AGAIN AND THE HARVEST CALL My comprehending readers may vividly imagine what it
was like to first catch a glimpse of my wife and four children upon my arrival in Colorado Springs
after having been separated for seventeen months. Wife’s load had been too heavy, for besides
the responsibility of four children, she had taken a heavy course in school work and had also
served as assistant teacher in Latin part time. Such had not been my will for her, but it had been
her choice. She loaded herself too heavily and almost suffered a complete breakdown. She had
nobly borne the home responsibility and unwaveringly believed that my going abroad had been in
the will of God. My heart was deeply touched by the actions of my baby girl who had in reality
never known her father. She was about a year and a half old when I left home for Australia, but I
had been away in evangelistic labors most of the time before my trip abroad. After I arrived home
this child would stand off to one side and look at me as if to say, "What strange man is this in our
house?" Of course she knew it was her father, for the older children had told her that I was on the
way, yet she could not remember me and for her it was a strange experience to have a father in
the home. This was not easy for me, but this is part of the price of obedience to the Lord’s
leadings. We soon became closely attached, and, perhaps as some sort of atonement for those
first three years she has since then seemed a little closer to me than the other children. I have
lightly been accused of being a bit partial to her, but I don’t think I have been. All of my children are
very dear to me. An immediate atonement was made on my part, for within three weeks I was
away in another evangelistic campaign. This time I took my three year old daughter with me. It was
hard on her, however, for discipline became necessary and she was not accustomed to have a
man correct her. She became a good student and soon learned that I was boss, so have been the
best of friends ever since, even though I have repeatedly been away from home for many months
on a stretch.

There is a solemn and unspeakable chapter for this junction of my life. Good meaning people who
were dead sure that I was missing the will of God by going to the far away land of Australia had
planted their merciless darts deep in the heart by declaring, "It would be Australia of hell with me
before I would go," "He surely doesn’t love his family," "He is leaving his family on the mercy of the
world," "He will not be able to go, for he has no money," "He is acting the part of a fool to even talk
of going," and many other such remarks. It would not have hurt so deeply had the world thus
spoken, but such remarks came from those who professed the same as I. It had been my sincere
belief that after some of these good folk had seen how signally the Lord provided and had known
of the many souls He had given me around the world their attitudes would change, but to the
contrary I was "a big fool, and self-willed character for having gone." Perhaps I was not as dead to
what folk thought as I should have been, and not so well weaned from human opinions as I might
have been, so all of this cut very deeply, and more than all in certain circles I was an "outsider"
without a slender chance. Doors for Gospel services were securely closed in the face of the
"incorrigible rebel." Most of these dear folk meant well, but nevertheless it hurt more deeply than
words can effectively tell. Lest my readers misunderstand, please do not feel that bitterness
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toward such has found a lodging place in my heart. The fact is, God overruled all of this for my
own good as well as for the good of others. My heart was completely crushed, but not embittered;
deeply disappointed, but not discouraged. In God’s overruling providence these merciless shafts
of suffering were transmuted into tremendous values in my life. Praise Him! Praise Him! I needed
the weaning from earthly dependencies that first of all I might learn to trust only in Him. Satan took
advantage of all this and made the way appear perilously dark -- so dark until I could see no way. I
could have said with tested Job, "Behold, I go forward, but He is not there; and backward, but I
cannot perceive Him; on the left hand where He doth work, but I cannot behold Him: He hideth
Himself on the right hand that I cannot see Him: but He knoweth the way that I take: when He hath
tried me, I shall come forth as gold" (free translation-’ ’come forth shining") Job 23:8-10. Being left
to fend alone and to find my way through the shadows, my cry was raised to God for His direction.
My good wife was not too well, so I sought to lift all the load possible from her heart and head, and
yet I could only say, "The Lord will make a way." One of the exceeding great and precious
promises which became very dear to me at this time is found in Habakkuk 3:17-18 : "Although the
fig tree shall not blossom, neither shall fruit be in the vines; the labor of the olive shall fail, and the
fields shall yield no meat; the flock shall be cut off from the fold, and there shall be no herd in the
stalls: yet I will rejoice in the Lord, I will joy in the God of my salvation." A door was opened for us
in the sand hills of Nebraska to conduct a tent meeting. The battle was hard, but God gave us fruit.
One fine young man who was brought to the Lord and blessed is now preaching the Gospel. Near
the close of the meeting, from which we did not receive sufficient funds to get to the next one
thirteen hundred miles away, a storm arose one night after service. The tent came down, and a
deluge of water threatened to ruin seats and piano while your writer and a young man assisting
him fought desperately to save them. Satan took advantage of this dismal circumstance and subtly
suggested that this was my "Waterloo." The meeting was about ended, we were practically
penniless, and my wife was sick in bed. It was too dark to see. Suddenly a sweet voice came from
somewhere, "There is work for you in the West Indies." Immediately I passed this word from the
Lord on to my friend. The Master had spoken from out of the double darkness which surrounded
me, and I knew His voice. The above meeting came to a close, we packed our belongings,
crowded my wife and children, and C. J. Goodspeed, (now a missionary in the Bahamas) within
the limits of an old model Chevrolet and started thirteen hundred miles with a tank of gasoline and
eleven dollars in money. Such a venture was no minor matter, but we were "crowded to this
cross." There was no alternative. There was only one man with whom we were acquainted along
the way for the first six hundred miles. This man possessed little of this world’s goods and lived in
humble quarters. It had been our plan to spend the first night in his small house, then swing out,
into the unknown to us, early the next day. We made it a rule to tell no one of our personal needs,
and decided to adhere to this principle enroute across the country. Soon after our arrival at the
home of our friend that afternoon I was called aside and asked if we had means enough to make
the trip. I was at a loss to answer this question. I could not say yes, nor did I wish to say no. My
reply was, "We have some money." Without further questioning he said, "I am going to do what
God told me to do. Before you arrived I felt led to go borrow money to give you, so I am going to do
so." We sought to dissuade him from borrowing, but he would not listen to us. He soon laid in our
hands sufficient money for the long journey ahead. Again the old devil was proven a liar. The
following months were times of testing, for the way was not open, and yet I knew the Lord would
have me somewhere in the West Indies. We had no contacts in that part of the world, but
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eventually a letter came from Jamaica asking me to come there to labor. I thought this might be
the place, still I sought the Lord’s clear leadings. While conducting services near Newcastle,
Indiana I had a clear conviction that I should go to the Bahama Islands as my first stop in the West
Indies. I had never heard of anyone on these islands, but with a solid conviction that I should go to
Andros of the Bahamas, this was decided upon. Means came for the West Indies trip, then the
hour of farewell -- Christmas Day of 1939. (Another six months without seeing the family).

Two nights were spent in Tampa, Fla., with my sister, then the take off for Miami, and on to
Nassau of the Bahamas by boat. Upon arrival in Nassau a native accosted me with, "Do you want
a boat?" "Yes," was the reply, "I want one for Andros Island." "Oh, the mail boat has just gone, and
there will not be another for two weeks. I have a motor boat and will take you over for $60." The
distance was only thirty-five to fifty miles according to where I would wish to land, so my answer
was, "The price is prohibitive." What could I do now! for Nassau is a Tourist Resort, and the cost of
staying there for another two weeks was beyond my limited means. The man said, "You might
arrange to go on a sailboat" as he pointed across the harbor to a place where these were
anchored to the Sponge Exchange Docks. Considering this suggestion I made my way around
there praying as I went. The prayer in my heart ran something like this, "Dear Lord, in the promise
which Thou gavest me Thou didst say, ’And when He putteth forth His own sheep, He goeth
before them.’ Thou knowest I haven’t the slightest idea where I should go on Andros Island, so
Thou must lead me as to what boat I should take, and as to where I should go." With this prayer in
my heart I turned down a certain street which led to the boats. Upon arriving at the wharf I saw a
man standing on his little boat. (See picture No. 2). It seems that I can almost see him yet as I
approached and asked him if he knew of a boat from Andros Island. His ready reply was, "This
one goes to Stanyard Creek." I had never heard of Stanyard Creek, or of any other settlement on
the Island, so my next word was, "Is Stanyard Creek on Andros?" He looked at me strangely and
said, "Yes." "What will you charge me to make the trip with you to Stanyard Creek?" "Four
shillings," was his reply. I chuckled at the cheapness of the fare, four shillings then amounted to
exactly eighty cents American. My next question was, "When do you leave here for Andros?" "At
10:30 tonight," said the native captain. "I shall be on hand," said the passenger, and was on his
way for his suitcases to store them aboard ship, for there was surely no time to spend in a hotel.

Within a brief course of time my suitcases were being loaded aboard this twenty foot fishing smack
ready for the brief voyage (?) at 10:30 that night (?). About this time I took note of the clouded
countenance of the captain who, with a faltering voice, said, "Did you say you are a preacher?" My
reply was, "I am, and I have some papers which will prove my claims." He seemed anxious to see
the papers, so they were produced for his inspection. (He could read a bit). After glancing over
these for some little time his troubled face took on a different expression. Months later I learned
the facts. At that time Germany was in war with England and Hitler was making raids in all
directions. The natives of the Bahamas possessed the fearful feeling that their islands would be
his next landing place. Some man had come to this boatman with the warning, "That man is a
German and will kill all you folks at Stanyard Creek." His clouded face was the fruit of real fear. It
had been a relief to him to have some proof that I was a preacher. My last experience on the
Atlantic waters had been aboard the Queen Mary, a thousand foot ocean liner. Now my new
experience was to sail across a tongue of the Atlantic aboard a twenty foot sailing craft. In all the
travels around the globe I had never missed a ship’s schedule, so I was determined to be aboard
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this craft when its moorings were loosed. At 10:30 I was there. At eleven o’clock we were still
there. Upon inquiry as to the delay in departure, the answer was, "The passengers have not come
from over the hill yet." I was advised to take my blanket and spread it out on the board bunk below
and take a rest until they came. The captain’s orders were obeyed, but there was little sleep on
this hard board, and no rest, even though I was well rocked by the brisk breeze bringing in rolling
waves. At daybreak on Sunday morning our ship had not sailed. In vain we waited for passengers
"from over the hill" As the time approached nine o’clock the lone passenger gave orders to the
captain that he was going somewhere in search of a church service if the ship were not sailing
before noon. The courteous rejoinder assured me, "We will wait for you."

Knowing nothing of the city I ventured forth "over the hill" in search of a place of worship. After
walking for perhaps a half mile I saw a native with a clerical collar and decided to follow him.
Shortly he entered a church house with his American follower not far behind. Upon being seated in
the house the preacher came back and asked if I were a Christian. An affirmative answer was
given. A little while later as a few worshipers were gathering in the "Reverend" came back and
asked if I ever prayed in public. "Sometimes," was the simple answer. Then he said, "I want you to
pray this morning." About eleven o’clock, the service began with only a few present. Following a
song or two and the prayer my inquisitor came again and said, "Does you ever speak in public?"
"At times," said the visitor. Then the preacher apologized for the smallness of the crowd and asked
if I would speak to them. The message was simple, brief, and undamaging in its content. No one
was hit and no harm inflicted. The pastor liked the "talk very much."

"Dr. Bustin, we showly did like that message this monin. Tonight is the last night of the old year,
and this place will be packed out, fur my folks think the Lord might come tonight and they wants to
be in church all ready fur His comm. Would you come back and preach fur us tonight at the
watch-night hour." An explanation was given that my title is not "Dr.," but that I would be on hand if
"my boat doesn’t sail." Knowingly he exclaimed, "It will not sail tonight." My boat was still tied to the
wharf and the passengers "from over the hill" had not yet arrived. Upon relating the pastor’s
request that I preach for him that night reassurance was given that the "boat would wait." In the
afternoon another walk was taken over the hill handing out tracts. This was followed by an open air
service. Upon handing a tract to a native girl she said, "I’s fallin fur you." Not being acquainted with
the Bahamian lingo I hardly understood her expression, so asked her what she said. This time she
enunciated clearly, "Honey, I loves you." Later I learned that she had been patronized by godless
Americans. She attended the open air service and raised her hand for prayer. At 10:30 Sunday
night, December 31st, 1939 I entered the parson’s church accompanied by my captain. We had to
worm our way through the crowded isles. The master of ceremonies introduced the speaker with a
mighty eulogy. Only once before in my life had such a eulogy been rendered on my behalf. My
readers will remember that as the occasion of my "fifty cent sermon." After speaking at length on
the merits of the morning message, I was given the go-ahead. In the meantime the Lord had
loaded my heart with blasting truths, and for one hour He helped me drop Gospel bombs -- a
message on what it meant to be ready for Christ’s coming. The parishioners groaned and the
pastor grunted. All acclamations soon ceased, for, according to what I learned later, both pastor
and people were living in moral rottenness. No peons of praise from the preacher followed my
message, but with the assurance that I had pleased God my soul was at peace.
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Back to my board waiting for the passengers from "over the hill." It was not until eight o’clock the
next morning that I learned the why of the delay. It is the native custom to have some sort of
"tomfoolery parade" early in the morning of the New Year. Our passengers and crew -- fourteen of
us -- were packed aboard the fishy-smelling vessel, the sails were hoisted, and we began our
voyage. I had purchased a bit of food to use on the way, but I was assured that we would "be
home by noon. The strong breeze was directly head, so tacking back and forth was the order of
the day. The constant cry of the boatmen was, "comin roun." This was a warning to the
passengers to duck down each time the low-swinging boom crossed over the deck as the boat
tacked about. After leaving the harbor the sea was dreadfully rough. At noontime we were far from
land on the other side, but the rolling and rocking had so indisposed my abdominal regions until
there was not the slightest desire for food. It was given to the native children. Better for them to
have it fresh than for the fish to get it second-mouthed. When the sun sank behind the big waves
we were anchored about eighteen miles from where we started that morning. "We will anchor until
the moon comes up," said the captain, then we will sail on and reach home by breakfast time."
Unable to breathe well below when thirteen others came down, I came on top and sat shivering in
the salty breeze while waiting for the moon to rise. Such joy a little while after dark to watch the
golden globe rise out of the distant sea and cast its silvery sheen upon the dark waves.

"Captain," cried the stranger-passenger, "the moon is up, and it is time to sail on." After a
considerable delay the boatman lazily lifted his head through the hatchway and looked out upon
the moon-mellowed waters, rubbed his sleep-sodden eyes and said, "We’ll wait a little while." He
did. There were plenty of shivers running along the deck passenger’s spine before the sun arose
the next morning at which time the captain gave orders to pull in the anchor and hoist sail. Since
Satan is not omnipresent he surely didn’t bother everybody everywhere through the course of that
long cold night, for he spent a considerable portion of it with me mercilessly mocking my folly.

Prospects of getting to Andros Island appeared a bit brighter as we compassed our course and
sailed serenely in the direction of "home." Then something happened! Our sails were aimlessly
flapping in the face of an impotent breeze. There was nothing to do but idly drift on the dead
waves. By this time the "would-be missionary" was hungry, thirsty, and sick from exposure. The
natives were patiently and, apparently, unconcernedly singing as we disconsolately rocked on the
waves. It was then that I requested the group to bow their heads while prayer was offered that the
Lord might send us some wind. He answered, and as the sun dropped behind the coconut palms
on the sandy shores of Stanyard Creek we went ashore. Imagine my feelings when the discovery
was made that the name of our little boat was ENDURANCE.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 24

02.11. War Breaks Out on Andros Island

WAR BREAKS OUT ON ANDROS ISLAND "Thou therefore endure hardness, as a good soldier of
Jesus Christ." (2 Timothy 2:3)

"Come at once," said the native schoolmaster in terrified tone, as he rushed up to the native hut
where I was staying, "something is wrong with my sister." He scampered along the sandy trail with
the missionary at his heels. The discovery was soon made that the sister was suffering from the
discomforts of moral heart disease -- a virulent case of old-time sin-sickness. Her sobs, cries,
moans, and intermittent confessions indicated that she had already begun to apply the remedy of
repentance. With a few promises from God’s Book and a little in the way of admonition to look to
Jesus for deliverance her heart-heaviness soon turned to joy and her sobs to shouts of praise.
Already a crowd of people had gathered in the public school building, so the service was soon
underway in an electrified atmosphere. God’s presence was manifestly there. This was my fourth
night on the island. The revival was on. My camping quarters at that time consisted of a tiny room
in the small hut of Mr. Barr, the Roman Catholic sea captain who had brought me to the island.
One morning at about two o’clock I was awakened by a sudden outcry followed by moans and
groans and convulsive sobs. For an instant I was puzzled as to where these might be coming
from, but upon getting awake it became clear that these were originating in the next room. At this I
rolled off my cot and began joining the penitent in prayer. Yes, Mrs. Barr was upon her knees
earnestly seeking God to save her soul. Within a brief period of time her penitential cries turned to
praiseful confessions of victory. The poor husband was upon his knees too for a time, for he had
been awakened in startling fear. The spiritual awakening which was then in evidence on that part
of the island cannot be described. For months it was a common thing to hear people crying out for
mercy at all hours of the night. To begin with the missionary was at a loss to understand the
reason for this mighty awakening which had seemed to sweep upon us so suddenly, like unto one
of those freak storms which sometimes appear to arise from nowhere and suddenly strike with
smiting power. One night while the "heavenly hurricane" was striking its heartening blows an old
lady arose and stood erectly with flashing eyes. "Dis am de man," said she, "de man de Lawd
showed me in a vision, dis here white man comin tousands an tousands of miles across de
haungry ocean to preach de Gospel to dese folks in Sodom." Never shall your writer forget that
night. This old lady’s English was not good, but what did she care about good English. She had
something to say, and she said it. She went on to tell how that for long years she had prayed for
her people that they might be awakened to the truth. She told how that she had seen a white man
coming to Stanyard Creek with a message and that her people were turning to God. In holy
eloquence she warned the wicked to turn from their evil ways and seek God while He was near.
Later, I learned that forty years before this time the dear old lady had found peace with God, and
that from her conversion she had cried to God to send a revival among her people. She had told
others before now of her vision of a white man coming there to preach the pure Gospel. Now I was
able to understand why the Lord had spoken to me near New Castle, Indiana, laying a burden on
my heart to go to Andros Island of which I knew nothing. As the revival continued it was a common
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thing to see strong men and women smitten down as if they had been shot. Some of these soon
prayed and confessed through to blessed victory, but many of them were carried to their little
houses where they lay speechless, and without food or water, for three days and nights. They
could not be aroused until the three days and nights had passed. Practically all of these came
through praising God for victory. Some were smitten down in the meetings when they tried to flee
from the presence of God. Able-bodied seamen sought to find refuge from conviction by taking to
the sea, but became so sick they were brought back to the land to bow before God and plead for
mercy, Many of the school children (specially the girls) were under such conviction until they had
no desire to play during recess and the noon hour. They would meet here and there to pray on the
school ground, then upon returning to their humble homes they would club up underneath coconut
trees and cry to God to save them, and to save their people. Many of these little ones found God
and became a problem to their teacher. The teacher had been quietly converted some time before.
It was customary for school to open each morning with a song. While singing these joy-filled little
ones would sometimes give vent to their emotions by weeping or by audibly praising God. Their
schoolmaster tried to tell them that this was not necessary, and that they should curb their
emotions. They replied, "Teacher, we don’t try to do this, but it just comes out anyway." About that
time another wave of blessing would sweep over their souls. This continued until one morning
when the presence of God was so marked in the school room, the teacher himself could no longer
hold in. He arose and tried to speak rather sternly to the children about their demonstration, but
suddenly demanded his sister to take care of the school, then turned and rushed into his living
quarters where he sobbed out his heart to God. A little while later he returned to his students with
a sober face, but with red eyes. Discerning little minds knew what had happened. A few weeks
later the schoolmaster was thoroughly awakened to his need of a clean heart and power in his life.
Before daybreak one morning he touched heaven with his prayers and was mightily baptized with
the Holy Spirit and at the same time received a call to preach the Gospel. Now the revival was well
on in the school, and the children were doubly blessed because the Lord had answered their
prayers in making their teacher free.

There were many outstanding conversions. Among the most noted of these mention will be
specially made of only three. The first of these was a fine type of young manhood, yet quite
wicked. Upon being thoroughly awakened to his need he began to take his place among the
seekers at the front, but in view of the altar already being well filled he lifted his own little bench
above his head and made his way through the crowd looking for a place to lodge it, then knelt in
penitence before the Lord. For some reason conditions of faith were not fully met, so it was like
this every night for sometime. Each night the bench was seen coming to the front above the head
of the seeker. One thing of interest was that other seekers knelt at the same bench and found
peace with God while its owner seemed to get nothing. This was no little trial to him that others
would have their souls blessed at his altar while he received no help. One night he came to do
business with heaven, so confessed and forsook his sins, then believed unto salvation. He has
been preaching the Gospel now for more than thirteen years.

"Jennie," said someone to the concubine of an outstanding young man belonging to Andros
Island, "you should be home now, for there is a white man preaching the Gospel at Stanyard
Creek and a great revival is on. People are seeking and finding God everywhere, and there is
great rejoicing."
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"’Taint necessary to act the fool like that to be saved," said Jennie Smith, a staunch Roman
Catholic and mother of two children born out of wedlock. She was then at Nassua where I had
waited so long for the passengers to come "from over the hill." A few days later she arrived at
Stanyard Creek and made her way to the meetings that night. During the after service she pushed
her way to the front and looked on with a proud and defiant air as seekers poured out their hearts
to God. She was well dressed and wore a broad-brimmed flowered hat which was set on her head
at about a forty degree angle. Suddenly, as if stricken by lightning, her head and heels hit the floor
about the same time. The big hat went rolling -- no one knows where -- while its owner literally
screamed for mercy. Within about thirty minutes this woman was on her feet praising God, and
has continued to praise Him for these fourteen years. She was saved from a shameful life of sin
and moral rottenness, but immediately she was a new creature. The priest had the grandfather
drive her and her child from his home with the expectation that she would recant and return to the
Catholic fold. She was bitterly persecuted, but remained true. The man with whom she had lived in
adultery tried to turn her back, but all was to no avail. Jennie Smith has preached the Gospel for
thirteen years and has seen many of her people brought to Christ. She led her old grandfather to
the Lord before he died, also prayed many others through in their last days.

Within a few weeks after the revival began my good friend C. J. Goodspeed arrived on Andros to
help in the work. We were camping together in a native hut which was about 10 x 13 feet in size.
This was divided into two rooms -- our reception and dining room, and our bedroom in the rear.
One morning we had just finished washing the breakfast dishes when a trembling voice was heard
at the front: "Brother Boston, would youse pray for the old man?" "Yes, come right in Brother
Burns." We hadn’t seen much of this old man, but we knew that he was the father of Sister
Watkins, the old lady who had had the vision of my coming after praying for forty years. We had
also been told that he was a Roman Catholic catechist, and that he had brought Catholicism to the
island thirty years before. For weeks he had lived under conviction and had now come calling for
prayer. Immediately he fell upon his knees and began to pour out his soul to God in confession to
God while tears were literally pooled into a puddle on the floor. Within a few minutes his prayers
were turned to praise, and the old man was beside himself with joy. Jubilant in his newly found
faith the old fellow shuffled his way along the sandy shore, telling the good news as he returned to
his little thatched-roof home. At the age of eighty-four he helped us build our first open tabernacle
at Stanyard Creek. His joy was unbounded as he often testified of the preciousness of Christ in his
life.

Nearly four years after the above experience, someone came to the writer saying, "Brother Bustin,
do you know that Brother Burns is quite low? He will not be here long." I had been away from
Stanyard Creek then for some weeks, so had not heard of his illness. Soon at his bedside I said,
"Brother Burns, do you know me?" "Brother Boston, eh?" Then followed a gracious smile.

Upon being asked if all was well between his soul and his Saviour his face became aglow while
with a weak voice he answered "All is well." I learned that the priest had visited him and sought to
give him absolution, whereupon Brother Burns rejoined, "Jesus has already given me absolution."
Later I was back to visit the dear old Brother who was then near the crossing for the other shore.
His eyes were glassy and the rattle of death was in his throat.

"Brother Burns, do you know me?" No reply.
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"Brother Burns, do you know Jesus?" There was no effort to speak, but his time-wrinkled face was
wreathed with an assenting smile. A few days later we witnessed one of the sweetest funerals
some of us had ever known as we laid the mortal to rest in a sandy grave, half-filled with water
brought in from the Atlantic with the high tide. All of this seemed in order for the occasion, for upon
the bosom of the Atlantic he had sailed as an old seaman for many years. Brother Goodspeed one
day said to me, "Brother Bustin, if none other had been reached for God and made it through to
heaven, the salvation of Brother Burns is worth all our efforts."

Time prohibits my telling of the many experiences of the great awakening in 1940. Some of these
are sad, as is always true when God comes in great power and some souls seal their destiny for
eternal damnation. There were many pleasant experiences as we beheld the miraculous
transformations which transpired. There was hard work, and plenty of it. We were soon driven out
of the school building on account of wicked reports sent in to the Capital, so we had to buy land
and build. To begin with we erected a large open tabernacle. Most of the timbers for this were
brought out on our shoulders and heads. The missionaries took the lead into the woods to cut
timber suitable for this work. Our native people walked barefooted over sharp rocks in order to get
the timber usually from a mile and a half to two miles back in the bush. We worked with them, and
much of the time we too walked barefooted over the rocks, for at high tide we had to wade water
for more than a quarter of a mile while crossing the "swash" between the village and the woods.
Then came the larger and more dangerous task when it came time to thatch the building. More
than ten thousand palmetto leaves went into the roof. Many of these were brought in for miles, and
sometimes we had more than a mile of water to wade. Our feet were often bruised and bleeding. It
is impossible to describe the sharpness of these coral rocks to those who have never seen such.
After the tabernacle was finished we set about to build the Mission House. This work was started
with less than $100, and it was our policy to pay as we went. This work involved a long and
hazardous voyage by sailboat to one of the big islands to the north of us where a sawmill was
located. We were almost destroyed by a terrific storm while enroute. My native friends wept and
sorrowed for me and others aboard the boat, for they were certain that the little barque would
never be able to survive that horrible tempest which swept over the Bahamian waters that night.
With a mile of water beneath us the boat was beaten, pounded, tossed, and driven all through the
night. Our sails were down, so naturally we were at the mercy of the furious waves until the storm
died away the next morning. Old experienced seamen said they never expected us to live through
this ordeal. We sailed on and brought back with us a fine load of lumber after being gone nearly a
week.

During the six months spent in the Bahamas before returning to the States for my family there was
never a monotonous day, for things were happening all about us. Wicked men turned in all sorts of
evil reports about the "notorious foreigner," "German spy," "fifth columnist," "American devil," and
whatnot. Specially religious men whose concubines had forsaken them to follow Christ were up in
arms. They had plenty of alarming reports to turn in to the Government. On more than one
occasion Government men came to deal with me, but found most of Stanyard Creek as our
friends. Wicked men had repeatedly tried to have a dance since the outbreak of the revival, but
could not succeed, for most of the women had been converted, or else were under such conviction
until they were afraid to dance. Of course these men were angered and joined with others in trying
to dispose of me. I would have soon been out of the way if they could have "fixed" me with their
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witchcraft, but the power of Christ was more than a match for their superstitions. There was an
unrelenting battle on during this whole period, but God had given us the victory over everything.
The climax of this six months period came when Mr. Forsythe, the Chief Commissioner of Andros
Island came to see me the second time and I boarded the boat with him for Nassau. His verdict
was, as I prepared to leave for the States, "Mr. Bustin, I am turning in a favorable report. See the
Immigration Office before you leave for the U.S." "The Chief of Immigration said, "Everything is all
right. Just let us know when you are ready to come back to the Bahamas."

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 25

02.12. The War Rages - Enemies Are Slain

THE WAR RAGES -- ENEMIES ARE SLAIN "When a man’s ways please the Lord, He maketh
even his enemies to be at peace with him." Proverbs 16:7.

Back in the States with my family plans were being made for us to move to the Bahamas in early
autumn. Following one Camp Meeting, where I was one of the evangelists, and a few missionary
meetings along the way, we were enroute to Florida when a message came from the Colonial
Secretary in the Bahamas stating "You are not allowed to return to the Bahamas for the purpose of
doing missionary work." Why this holdup we could not understand, for the leadings to the
Bahamas had been clear and urgent. We believed surely the Lord would have us go there to
continue our labors. C. J. Goodspeed was still on the Island of Andros, and at that time two other
brethren -- E. T. Shirley and David Rosentrater -- were over there working on the Mission House
and doing missionary work besides. We continued our journey as far as Intercession City, Fla.,
where, at that time, a godly woman, Miss Osie England was at the head of a thriving Bible School.

We found many warm-hearted friends in Intercession City, and, after months of testings, could see
the overruling hand of God in permitting the delay. We needed to make more prayer contacts
among the people of God, and we needed time personally for more prayer. At first we hoped the
decision might be reversed within a few weeks, but the weeks dragged into months. We were in
constant touch with the Bahamas and learned that our beloved Andros people were mightily
praying that the tightly closed door would open. Our friends in the States were also crying to God
for victory over our foes. In the meantime we were believing for victory and praying for some things
needed in the work down there. This included a good boat which could be used to carry the
Gospel and to make necessary voyages in the interest of the work. One morning in family worship
our baby girl, Joanna Ruth, then four years of age, softly prayed "Lord, give daddy a boat for the
Bahamas." A little while later that morning a man of God, who is now with the Lord, knocked at the
door of our apartment and handed me enough money to buy a very fine sailboat to use in the
work. There were other signal answers to prayer.

Some days after the answer to prayer concerning the boat a letter came saying, "Either you or Mr.
Goodspeed, whosoever the Mission prefers, may work in the Bahamas." Brother Goodspeed felt
that it would be best for me to go back there since I had pioneered the work. We were soon
packed up and on our way to the Bahamas accompanied by another missionary, Miss Margaret
Holtzinger who later became Mrs. C. J. Goodspeed. I went a little ahead of the family and Miss
Holtzinger, however, to get our living quarters in order, and to purchase the boat. Our friends on
Andros knew nothing of my coming, but they decided to have an all night of prayer for the return of
"Brother Bustin." They met under the old tabernacle and were having a great time of prayer for
victory over the enemies. I had landed in Nassau that day and was seen by a seaman from
Stanyard Creek who was leaving for Andros late that afternoon. The wind being favorable he
arrived on the island about eleven o’clock the same night and hurried to the tabernacle to say that
I was then in Nassau and would be in Stanyard Creek the next morning. The prayer meeting was
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broken up, but a praise meeting continued on through the night. What a meeting when I arrived on
the shore the next morning! My precious people held on to me and said, "We’se not gonna let you
leave shore again." It was only a matter of days until I was gone again after our boat, and to bring
more lumber for the Mission House. The next time they saw me was with my wife and children as
we came ashore from our Mission Boat, the ANGELOS. Our enemies were puzzled at the way
God had worked, but this had not taken the fight out of them. They were constantly threatening
and dogmatically declaring that they would have us driven from the island. These barkings didn’t
stop us from forging ahead with our work, but they were rather annoying at times. During the
course of a tent meeting at Stanyard Creek we faced much opposition from religious folk who
blasphemed and raved like mad bulls. Among the fighters were two men who lived within about a
stone’s throw of the tent. On the last night of this meeting I was led to exclaim, "God loves you and
wants to save you, and has therefore sent this meeting here for your good, but some will not be
saved. I am constrained to say that some who have a chance tonight will never again hear a
Gospel message." The meeting closed, and the tent was taken away. Within a few weeks a storm
warning came that a mighty hurricane was headed in our direction. Doors and window shutters
were "battened" up, boats were secured in places of comparative safety, little houses were
"strengthened on the leaning side," and a general preparation was made. Some of the Stanyard
Creek seamen, including the two blasphemers of whom mention has been made, had been out on
a fishing trip and did not learn of the onrushing hurricane until the day it was scheduled to strike.
They were then in Nassau. Already the harbingers (hard gusts of wind with rain) of the hurricane
had arrived. It was dangerous to leave the harbor in Nassau, but it was considered more
dangerous to remain there, so it was decided to lift a little of the sail and let the heavy wind drive
them home. The wind was fair (blowing in the right direction) so they slipped across the water with
the speed of a motor boat, and boasted of having outwitted the winds. Among the seven was one
Christian man. The two blasphemers were so viciously vile in their attacks until this man of God
hugged the mast of the vessel and wept in their behalf. As they neared the open harbor at
Stanyard Creek the hurricane was on with terrific force. The anchor was cast and as much of the
hawser as possible was run out in order that the boat might better ride the mountainous waves.
With this done the seven men leaped into the small life boat and began to pull for the shore. They
had made some little progress when, being overtaken by a furious wave, the boat capsized and
thrust the men into the sea to struggle for their lives. With narrow escapes five men reached the
shore, but two were missing. In the darkness of the night and in the teeth of the hurricane which
was then blowing at a furious rate nothing could be done in behalf of the missing men.

Until early morning hours the hideous hurricane continued its course of devastation and death.
Houses were blown down, hundreds of coconut trees destroyed, our big tabernacle was in ruins,
and at the break of day the two blasphemers were digged out of the sand. Much property was
destroyed, but there were only the two deaths in our section of the island. Other enemies were
sober only for a time.

Within a few weeks after the hurricane took away our tabernacle we undertook to build a stone
structure. This was slow work, for lime must be burned out in the "back" where stones and wood
were available, then stones must be boated in from various directions. Again our enemies, like
Sanballat and Tobiah of Nehemiah’s time, bestirred themselves when they heard that we were
planning to build. About this time they had a new "joiner" for their ranks. Before now the battle
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against our work had largely been waged by adulterous native men who had succeeded in stirring
up white priests and bishops to take the matter on to Governmental authorities. A British Methodist
missionary who had a church on the eastern shore of Stanyard Creek, and who paid periodic visits
to this place, suddenly stepped into the fighting ring and, after writing me a sixteen page
typewritten letter telling me how erroneous was my teaching in telling people there is complete
deliverance from sin (old-time Methodist teaching), he wrote a postscript informing me that he was
about ready to join for the first time with others in a move to put me off the island. My crime had
been that of preaching the Gospel which had brought conviction and conversion to an ungodly
young woman in his church. At her own request she had been baptized, yet had not left the
Methodist Church. I foolishly took time to answer this doctrinal attack which in reality contained
some of the most senseless statements I had ever read from the pen of a Protestant, so-called.
Later I felt checked about what I had written, so my reply was never sent. This infuriated man went
straight to Government men and turned in his report which put the officials on the war-path again.
In the meanwhile the war in Europe had reached such dimensions, and was going so unfavorably
against the allies that the food problem in the Bahamas was becoming serious. Assisted by my
eight year old son, and even my oldest daughters, and some of the natives boys of our Mission,
we mined well rotted seaweed from beneath the sand on the shores, boated tons of it up the creek
and literally covered our small piece of ground which was mostly poor white sand. This was well
mixed with the sand and prepared for vegetation. Rotted compost was also worked into the soil.
Seed beds were prepared, then gardening followed in good order. In those days my children
spoke of the seed catalog as "Daddy’s Bible." In addition to the gardening done on the sandy ridge
we planted corn, potatoes, and other things among the rocks out in the black land.

One day while I was engaged in the field work out among the rocks a Government man, Mr.
Forsythe, came to see me. He visited our home garden and was quite impressed by the visible
marks of our labors. He had come to deal with me about the reports handed to the Government,
but for some reason did not stay. Another day he came when I was again in the field. By this time
our garden was flourishing. This appealed to the Commissioner who for years had tried to tell the
natives of the wealth they had in the seaweed if they would use it. Here were concrete proofs of
his arguments. Charles, my eight year old son, had wrestled like a warrior in keeping the
vegetables watered during the dry seasons, and especially when the plants were small. He had
drawn and carried literally thousands of gallons of water for the thirsty plants. Now we were being
rewarded. We were able to use from the garden as many as twenty-five different vegetables at
one time. It was at such a time that Mr. Forsythe appeared on the scene. This time he waited until I
came from the field in order to inform me that the Government had given him the right to say the
final word for me to go or stay. Again he said, "Mr. Bustin, I am turning in a favorable report. I have
told Mr. _____, the Methodist preacher, to attend to his own business, for you are the only one
among the preachers on this island that is doing anything." He went on to commend me for my
gardening and encouraged me to keep up the good work. This was the beginning of the armistice
on Andros, but not the end of the war in the Bahamas.

Perhaps a word is in order as to how our enemy was slain. He had been away from Stanyard
Creek sometime, but was now back again. This was in the heart of our vegetable season. I called
Charles and asked him what he thought about taking a nice basket of vegetables to the Methodist
preacher. He was tickled at the thought of doing so, and was soon in the boat carrying a fine
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selection of fresh vegetables to the man who had hated me with such bitterness. Charles knocked
at the door, then, upon the approach of the preacher, asked if he would like to have some fresh
vegetables. "I most certainly would, for such are scarce items in these parts." He was then told to
empty the basket. The basket being emptied he prepared to pay for the vegetables, but was taken
aback when Charles said, "No, daddy said he didn’t want any pay, and he also said to tell you to
come over and get vegetables at anytime when you are here." Another enemy was slain.

During our stay at Stanyard Creek our fifth child was born. This was quite a test, for no doctor was
available and only a native nurse, but God was with us. This was the first white child, to the best of
our knowledge, to have been born on Andros Island. When Paul Wesley was tiny the natives
would come from all about to see him. They would say, "This is we baby, so they can’t tell him to
leave." This precious little bundle was born only about sixty feet from the Atlantic waters which
lapped the shore in front of our door steps.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 26

02.13. Haiti on the Horizon - Other Experiences

HAITI ON THE HORIZON -- OTHER EXPERIENCES

While we were engaged in the task of building our new tabernacle word came from a Mission
office in the northwest asking if I would accompany a young man and his wife who were going out
as missionaries to Haiti. At this time the Caribbean waters were red with the blood of victims from
the German submarine menace, but I felt that I would be in order to go. It was planned that these
young folk, Neal Bonner and wife and baby, should come to our station at Stanyard Creek, then
we would go by sailboat from there since sailing vessels stood less chance of being attacked than
motor vessels. We were to make the trip aboard our Mission Boat, the ANGELOS, but
complications concerning the registration blocked these plans. I had previously applied for my
Passport, but it had not arrived when the time came for our sailing. (We eventually decided to go
by an island Mail Boat to Inagua, then charter a sailing vessel for the remainder of the voyage.)
What I did at this time I would advise no one else to do -- especially during war times. It was folly
to travel to a foreign port without proper travel documents.

Time will not permit me to tell of experiences upon the island of Inagua where wild cows and wild
donkeys roam at large. Here we were shipwrecked, or at least our chartered sailboat was, and
marooned until we sympathized with Robinson Crusoe, even though he might have been a
fictitious character. Multiplied billions of mosquitoes infested the island. In my world travels I have
never seen anything elsewhere which could compare with these vicious little cannibals. It was a
happy day for us when we sailed away aboard a Hatien sailing rig. In the spring of 1942 we landed
in Cap Hatien, Haiti, the same port where Columbus had landed and where one of his boats was
lost in 1492. Upon going ashore the Immigration official said, "Passport, please." "Sorry, sir, but I
have none. I have a paper to show that application has been made, but my passport had not
arrived." "Mr. and Mrs. Bonner, passports please." They were readily produced, then informed that
they were free to go where they might choose to go. To me he turned and said, "Mr. Bustin, you
must go back to the boat and spend the night." This was bad news, but at least I was a wiser man.
The next morning I too was called and set at liberty.

During my limited stay in Haiti my heart was greatly moved by the sin, superstition, and suffering of
the multitudes. Every country on earth dominated by Roman Catholicism is under a curse, for
every such country is given to idolatry, and idolatry is in God’s eyes rated as the most hateful and
hideous of all sins. My heart was drawn out in compassion for the Christless multitudes. There are
approximately four million people crowded into the small area known as the Republic of Haiti. The
masses are given to image worship -- the worship of Satan, and pagan worship in the form of
images of saints, Mary, or Jesus. They combine the worship of Satan with that of their religious
images. Such moral degeneracy has always incurred the curse of God. This means poverty,
illiteracy, illegitimacy, and indescribable suffering.

Upon returning to the Bahamas to continue our activities there I was unable to forget what I had
witnessed five hundred and fifty miles away on the island of Haiti. I thought about the suffering
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masses, prayed for them, and often spoke of their need and admonished others to pray for them.
One night I was awakened from a dream or vision in which I was back in Haiti walking along a road
about five miles out of the city of Cap Hatien. Someone walked at my side and pointed to our left
saying, "Brother Bustin, here is a property which can be bought for a Bible Training School." Sure
enough there were the buildings spread beneath the bowers of large tropical trees. With this I was
awake and remained awake for some time. Later I wrote to my friend in Haiti telling him what I had
seen. My curiosity was increased upon receiving a letter stating that "there is such a property as
you described, it is for sale, and would be ideal for a Bible Training School." This was never
forgotten, but there was plenty of work to occupy my time at the present, so too much thought
could not be given to the matter. In course of time it became necessary for us to move to Nassau
for some months in order that my wife might have access to fresh milk, for there was not a cow on
the island where we lived, nor did it appear feasible to have one there. While in the city I
endeavored to keep busy conducting services somewhere, so halls were rented and special
meetings put on. Again we learned that the war was not over. This time we had spies in the
services quite often. They would come and bring their Bibles, then try to sing songs they didn’t
know. We also got into war with the liquor crowd who were making the city two fold more like hell
than it would have been. Such dumps as "DIRTY DICK’S" den, and "SLOPPY JOE’S" saloon were
headquarters for vice. The city was so rotten until even a Roman Catholic Editor of a newspaper
made a thrust at the moral degeneracy resulting from the free use of liquor. Spurred on by this
news article and a sleepless night for my sick wife, kept awake by drunken policemen beneath our
window, I handed the Catholic Editor material for two columns in his paper and told him to throw it
in the wastebasket, or to use it, but not to "pull its teeth." To my surprise he spread the whole thing
out on the front page, the "bite" and all. The liquor gangs combined with the theaters took away
their advertising from the Catholic’s paper, but he seemed not to care. Both of us got it from all
sides, but I am certain that good was done. Even old drunks were heard to say, "All dis man says
is true, mind you." God helped us and gave us good friends among the Government officials. We
stayed on even after the opposing Bishop was sent back to England, the Methodist preacher
returned to England a sick man, and the Colonial Secretary who hated me was sent to another
country.

Numerous experiences could be related which are incidental to island missionary life. We have
often waded shark-infested waters in the darkness of the night with our clothes off and carried
above our heads, we were in storms often, once on the coral reefs, many a sleepless night spent
on a rough sea, and have walked scores of miles barefooted over sharp rocks and through marshy
sloughs. Repeatedly the family has not known where the next day’s food would come from. We
made it a rule to tell no one of our personal needs, and to never borrow. We can never remember
a day when we had nothing to eat. The Lord in some special way provided for us. Shortage of food
was sometimes occasioned by the mail boat being delayed because of stormy weather. We have
gone for as many as three weeks without mail, even though we were less than two hundred miles
off the shores of America.

Passing by many touching incidents in other villages as well as at our Main Station, I feel
constrained to relate this one for the praise of our Lord. While wife and the children were located in
Nassau the Capital, I sometimes made trips aboard our boat in order to visit the work on Andros.
On one of these occasions the boat was weather-bound on Andros, so that I was not able to get
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back to the family as soon as I had planned. During this time we started out and made it about
halfway when the wind became so strong that we were forced to scud away for shelter back on
Andros. We landed at Fresh Creek where we later erected a small place of worship. Here we
found a good harbor where we were sheltered from the storm. It was Sunday morning when we
arrived at this place. After the boat was well moored I cleaned up, put on my best trousers and
started to step ashore. Just as I was in the act of stepping up out of the boat my knee went right
through my well-worn trousers. This was keenly regretted, for the suit had stood me in good stead
for a long while. Due to having strained every point for the erection of the stone building at
Stanyard Creek the family had spent very little money for clothes for a couple of years. Upon
arriving in the heart of the village a native woman saw my predicament and came to my rescue by
patching my trousers the best she could with them on me. A few days after the above mentioned
experience I was in Nassau with the family, but upon entering the house my wife informed me that
there was nothing on hand for dinner and that we had no money. She also reminded me that the
rent had come due. I made ready, and with a basket on my arm walked down town to the Post
Office. On the way my heart was lifted to the Lord in prayer especially for my family’s needs.
Calculating roughly our immediate needs -- food, clothing, and the rent money -- my prayer was in
substance as follows: "Lord, Thou knowest that we are here for Thy sake, and for the sake of Thy
Gospel, and that we have been putting ourselves and our substance into Thy work. We are
threadbare, have no food in the house, no money, and the rent is due. We need one hundred
dollars this morning." Upon glancing through the window of our box I could see that it contained a
lone letter, but it was the letter I had prayed for, and the one my family had prayed for. It contained
a bank draft for $100. Should someone feel that this was a mere coincidence, listen to the
remainder of the story as I later learned of it. The same Sunday, Easter Sunday, and at about the
same hour that my knee went through my trousers, a religious service was in progress away up in
the State of Indiana. The good pastor suggested to his people that he had a feeling that the Lord
would have the church take up an offering and send it to Brother Bustin and his family. They felt
the same way, so marched by and placed $90 on the table. After the service a man came to the
pastor and told him he would put another $10 with this if he would hold off about sending it until he
received his pay. The pastor agreed, but later his good wife said, "My dear, I don’t feel that it is
best to wait about sending this money. We can put in the $10, then the man can give it to us." The
money was mailed out the next day, thus we received it exactly when it was greatly needed.
Praise God for His faithfulness. In September of 1943 our sixth child was born in Nassau. All of the
previous five had brought blessing into our lives. The arrival of little Gerald Thomas was another
great event .After some weeks the entire family put in their plea for us to return to the primitive
island of Andros. It was a great joy to be home again in our Mission House, and with our precious
people of Stanyard Creek. In 1944 another journey was made to Haiti aboard a banana boat. After
assisting my missionary friend in the southern mountains we journeyed to the north and were
taken out to see the property which had been seen in the dream. As we drove on to the grounds I
said, "This is the place. We must see if it is for sale." Upon asking the management if they wished
to sell, they replied, "We don’t know. The place has been for sale, but we are considering
reopening the School here. (The property was owned by the Seven Day Adventists). After further
consideration we went out to see this property on another day. It became a clear conviction that
God wanted to give us this place, so my friend was asked if he could climb part way up the
mountain overlooking the property and there agree with the writer that the Lord would give us this
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beautiful site with its eighteen or twenty buildings including outhouses. There were more than thirty
acres of ground, eighteen or twenty kinds of fruits and nuts, and a mountain spring with water
piped over the compound. Brother Bonner said, "I believe this is of God, and that He will give it to
us." We climbed the mountain side and knelt on the rocks to plead the promise of Jesus "That if
two of you shall agree on earth as touching anything that they shall ask, it shall be done for them
of my Father which is in heaven." We first agreed that they would sell the property, and said,
"Thank Thee Lord, for they are going to sell." Second we agreed that they would sell it for a
reasonable sum, then said, "Thank Thee Lord, they will sell it for a reasonable price." Third we
agreed that the Lord would give us the money with which to buy it, then said, "Thank Thee Lord for
the money, for it is coming." It was just this simple, then during our five mile walk back to the city of
Cap Hatien we repeatedly said, "Thank God for the property." With no assurance from these folk
that the property would sell I came back to the U.S. announcing that we were buying a Mission
Compound in Haiti. A couple of weeks later word came from the management saying, "We will sell
the property for eight thousand dollars cash." A message went back saying, "We will take it." This
was a bit too sudden and too swift for my good wife who was still in the Bahamas with the children,
but in due time the conviction came to her that God was in this move. It was wonderful beyond
words how God worked and provided us with the needed funds. Our constant prayer was for the
$8,000. The Lord gave us the $8,000 all right, but He also gave us $500 extra. I discovered that I
needed a little in excess of $150 to pay my plane fare down and back when the deal was closed.
Upon arriving in Haiti it was disclosed to me that the Government tax for property exchange would
be $348. The Lord knew this and graciously provided us with more than we asked for. We actually
had the money ready to turn over before the abstract was prepared. What a joy in April of 1945
when we arrived at the property one night with deeds in hand, and everything was paid for. Praise
be unto our God for His everlasting faithfulness.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 27

02.14. Haiti Bound

HAITI BOUND "All things are possible to him that believeth."

Wife and the children had spent one year in the States, where the children had availed themselves
of school, for school work in the Bahamas had been much of a problem. Plans were now in the
making for the family and others to go to Haiti for the purpose of opening a Bible Training School,
and to undertake the evangelization of the neglected multitudes. The time had been tentatively set
for our departure in October. Promises had been made by the owner of a certain boat that we
could sail on his boat and also ship the thousands of pounds of supplies and equipment needed
for the opening of the work. (Two missionaries were already on the field taking care of the property
and doing what they could, but without the necessary equipment, and not having a working
knowledge of the language, not too much could be expected). As we approached the time of our
anticipated departure we received word to the effect that certain marine laws prohibited the boat
from carrying passengers. Due to the fact of so many boats having been destroyed during the war,
which had only recently ended, it was then almost impossible to charter a boat to carry freight, for
the few vessels then operating between the States and Haiti were practically all banana boats.
These could not afford to be delayed with freight on account of the perishable nature of the fruit.
We sought in vain to find shipping facilities. Our whole plans seemed to be thwarted.

While in the midst of our perplexity a man came to me one day asking why the Mission could not
buy its own boat. My reply was, "It is out of the question, for boats are exceedingly expensive."
The rejoinder was, "The Government is selling boats at a give away price. I will pay your way with
me to Washington and back if you will go and look into the matter." I could not object to this, so we
went, but with no success. Another trip was made to Miami in search of a boat. We found a
beautiful yacht which some said would well serve our purpose, but the price was $10,000, so we
had no intentions of buying this until a Christian man who had contributed liberally toward our work
came over to the house where we were living and asked to see me. He was full of joy as he
remarked, "Brother Bustin, I have just heard from heaven, and God says you can have this boat."
Another one of God’s children came and literally insisted on my taking $1,000 toward the boat.
Others came with their voluntary offerings: thus I was actually pushed into the boat business. (I
would like to say just here that in all sincerity the boat idea was not my invention, even though in
time to come there was much to say about "Bustin and his boats." I have taken the greater part of
the blame for mistakes made, for I should have gone so far with the boat idea and no farther). The
family put their fares into the boat fund, others who were going out did the same, then our car was
sold and the proceeds devoted to this cause. Money came from many sources, so that within a
matter of a few weeks most of the money was in hand. In the meantime another problem
presented itself. We had intended to use one of our Bahamian seamen as the captain of the boat
and sent for him. We discovered that United States shipping rules require all vessels of U.S.
registry to have a captain who is an American citizen. We tried to find another to serve as captain
but could not. My experience with small boats in the Bahamas entitled me to the right to obtain
Small Steamship License provided I could pass the marine test. This I did and obtained a five year
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license.

Seventeen of us including crew and children were at the boat docks in Miami making plans for a
soon takeoff, but upon loading the vessel with the cargo we were convinced that it would be
unsafe to make the long voyage of nearly a thousand miles with the boat thus loaded, and
especially so in case of heavy seas. Different ones who had seen the boat felt that it would be
large enough, but now some of us were certain that it would be utterly unreasonable to take such a
risk. Such a predicament! We resorted to prayer, and while in the very act of praying a beautiful
diesel-motored vessel with steamboat features came sailing into the harbor. We remarked that it
would be wonderful if we could have a boat of that type to make the trip with. Some of us were
soon aboard this lovely vessel expressing our admiration. To our astonishment the owner said,
"Why not trade for this and make your trip?" Naturally the boat was worth three or four of the type
we owned, so we concluded that such a thing would be out of the question for us altogether. We
were absolutely amazed when the man informed us that he would trade for $5,000 difference, and
that he would give us six months to pay this difference. It was not my wish to go in debt at all, but
all of the company felt that this offer was a direct answer to prayer, and that it should not be turned
down. Upon approaching marine officials they highly favored the exchange and assured us of the
superior quality of the latter boat. Another feature which favored us was that the boat was
diesel-motored and that it would cost far less to operate. The outcome was, another boat. All the
cargo was loaded on and plenty of room for passengers and crew. On Christmas Day of 1945 the
missionary party joyfully sailed out of the Miami harbor aboard the Pelican enroute for Haiti by way
of the Bahamas where we were to visit our work. By the time we edged the Gulf of Mexico we had
just reasons for thanking God for the exchange of boats, for we were already plowing into heavy
seas and the heaviest were yet to come. Even though the writer was the registered captain of this
vessel, yet our Bahamian seaman was the leading figure in the handling of the boat. After crossing
the Gulf the voyage was quite uneventful through the Bahamian waters. Following a brief period of
fellowship with our people on Andros we charted our courses through the dangerous coral reefs
and sailed in the direction of Haiti. By the time we reached the island of Inagua, the port where we
were to get final clearance, we were having motor trouble as a result of dirty fuel. We had also
witnessed some difficulty from weak batteries. Having had some work done on the fuel injectors,
and batteries partly charged, we launched out on the final lap of the journey. Exceedingly rough
waters were ahead of us, and some very unpleasant experiences developed when for a period of
several hours both motors were out of commission. God answered prayer so that we were finally
able to limp through the raging waters with the power furnished by one motor. What a joy when the
mountains of Haiti came well into view! A greater joy when we anchored in Cap Hatien harbor! Our
hearts were filled with praise to God for His abundant mercies. Our friends in Haiti had long looked
for our arrival, so joined us in thanksgiving to God for a safe voyage over turbulent seas. We had
been on the way for a week and a half.

Upon landing in Haiti we knew so little of the joys and of the sorrows which the years would bring.
How good is our Heavenly Father in withholding from our knowledge the many heart-bleeding
blows of life which lie ahead. "Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof." We do not desire the deep
soul-suffering which sorrow brings to us, but we should not despise it, for, even though we are
made to bow, bend, and break beneath sorrow’s heavy blows, the breaking becomes our making if
we keep yielded to God. We are not already made as we suppose, but God is making us. A man
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or a woman prepared for God’s service, as a vessel unto honor, is the most valuable instrument
known in heaven or upon earth. Such instruments are not cheaply made. They must be led beside
the still waters, in paths of righteousness, along thorny paths and over rugged steeps, and on
through the valley of the shadow of death. They must be forged in hot fires, hammered on hard
anvils, plunged into deep waters, and proven in trials great and sore. Those who victoriously come
through this melting, molding, and making process are promoted to kingdom service, but those
who fail eventually find their uncoveted place among kingdom rejects. The landing of the Pelican’s
passengers in Cap Haitien, Haiti was history in the making, but the writer of this book is not a
historian, therefore must largely leave the eventful happenings through the years for others to tell,
who may have the time and are so disposed. The limits of time and space constrain me to confine
the recordings to the principal points which may render praise to God.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 28

02.15. An Unforgettable Experience

AN UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE

"They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters; these see the works of
the Lord, and His wonders in the deep. For He commandeth and raiseth the stormy wind, which
lifteth up the waves thereof. They mount up to the heaven, they go down again to the depths: their
soul is melted because of trouble. They reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man, and are at
their wits end. Then they cry unto the Lord in their trouble, and He bringeth them out of their
distresses. He maketh the storm a calm, so that the waves thereof are still. Then are they glad
because they be quiet; so He bringeth them unto their desired haven. Oh that men would praise
the Lord for His goodness, and for His wonderful works to the children of men." Psalms 107:23-30.
Our Station activities were soon under way, but many other things were in demand for use on the
field. It was decided that the "captain" and his crew of two Bahamians (we had taken on another
seaman in the Bahamas) should make another trip to the States for these extra supplies, also
have some needed work done on the fuel injectors of the diesel motors. Clearance was given and
the farewells terminated, but trouble which developed a few hours from land necessitated a return
to the harbor. Batteries were charged, and the injector points worked on, then after everything was
supposedly in order we farewelled again. This time we had two passengers aboard -- five of us in
all. Everything went well until we were out in heavy seas where the sediments in the tanks were
were mixed with the fuel; then trouble followed. One motor went out completely and refused to run
again. We were then well on our way to Inagua, so decided to undertake the rest of the journey
with the one motor, and get repairs in Inagua, rather than turn back to Haiti. The sea was
exceedingly rough, but we were making headway, and a few more hours would have put us in
sight of land and in smoother waters. It was then late in the night, but we had hoped to see land by
the break of day. What! The motor dying! Yes, dead! All through the night we were pounded and
driven by merciless waves. Though deathly sick, the "captain" stuck with the engines trying to get
them started again. Such a night! Only the Lord and those who have worked in the engine room
with dead motors on a stormy sea know what it is like. For the next three days and nights the
weather was unusually calm, or the breezes light. The motors utterly refused to budge, so there
was nothing that we could do except to read and pray and do a bit of writing. During this period I
translated two or three choruses into French by the help of one of the passengers whose language
was French and Creole. We devised a sort of sail for the boat by bolting 2x4 timbers together, then
using an old rubberized canvas and a blanket for the sail sheets. This had little effect for a boat
this size. Big ships were seen in the distance, and signals were given with hopes that they might
see us, but all our efforts were in vain. We could only guess our location, for in those waters the
currents are sometimes much stronger than the force of the breeze. At least there was no storm
raging, so we were thankful Most of those aboard were cheerful. There was plenty of uncooked
food on hand, but there was not too much cooking done, for there appeared to be no big appetites,
and too our water was getting low.
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Late in the afternoon of the third day of our drift one of the weather-wise Bahamians knowingly
scanned the heavens and said, "We will have a ’northeaster’ tonight. Right then there appeared to
be no special reason for his saying such a thing, but as the sun lowered upon the ocean horizon
there were ominous signs of a heavy blow. Scudding clouds were soon racing above us like angry
demons, then came the murky storm with swirling clouds of wrath. The day terminated with an
unwelcome sunset, for already in the distance appeared the frightful fringe of Haiti’s rock-ribbed
shores toward which we were being driven by wrathful winds. Subdued quietness reigned aboard
the storm-rocked vessel, for who would not have been sobered by the sight of the defiant wall of
death which seemed to lie across our storm-shrouded path. Tremendous thoughts crowded the
minds of the boat’s occupants: thoughts of the yester-years and of the possible "tonight’s" eternity.
There were thoughts of our homes and loved ones. I thought of my own dear family safely
sheltered on Haiti’s shores, and breathed out thanksgivings to God that they were not with us
aboard ship this wretched night. There were uncertain thoughts of when and where we would meet
again -- on the shores of Haiti or on the shores beyond the sunset and beyond the sullen sea
where there shall be no sea, no storms, and no sorrow.

While with some of us there was peace, sweet peace, as the roaring and ruffled waters rolled
about us, and yet there were serious thoughts of what the night held for us. Would our lot be that
of drowning men, struggling, strangling, and choking while sinking to our graves in the dismal
deep? or would it be that of being pounded to death upon the ragged rocks? or would the mighty
God of the storm work a miracle and skillfully steer our stranded ship past the rocks of death and
out into the open sea?

How it happened we may never know, but thanks be to God for the miracle of His mighty arm. No
earthly hand held the helm of the ship that night, for there was nothing that man could do. As the
darkness of this dismal night gave way to the gleams of breaking day we could see that we were
passing the rocks of death more than a mile away. The sea about us was wild and white with rage,
but our ship was being driven clear of land and down through the windward passage intervening
Haitien and Cuban shores. The rolling, rocking, pounding, striking, pitching, tossing, creaking,
crying, and moaning of the boat during the next three days and nights simply cannot be described.
Preparing food was out of the question, so we did without. During all this time the wind never
ceased to blow, and the mountainous waves threatened to capsize and bury the boat. We again
had reason to praise God that we did not venture forth with the other boat. It was the Lord who had
delivered us.

Although the winds were not abated during these testing days, yet it did change. At one time we
were drifting toward Jamaica, another time toward Beliz in Central America, and still another time
in the direction of southwestern Cuba. Both by day and by night we sighted boats in the distance
and sought to gain their attention, but to no avail. As the sixth day wore away and the shadows of
the seventh night began to fall about us our feelings cannot be told. We simply felt that we could
not pass through another stormy night out there, for we had gone for days and nights with very
little sleep, and had suffered from exposure. That evening the giant waves with their caps of
whiteness reminded us of snow-crowned mountain peaks. One five seconds we were perched on
the summit of these sea mountains, then within the next five seconds we were plunged deep into
the valley. As the sun was lowering behind these mountainous waves we caught sight of a ship in
the distance and began with all our might to make signs with the flag by turning it upside down and
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hoisting and lowering it. About this time we took note of fire belching from its guns, then seconds
later could hear the mighty roar. At this point our two Bahamian seamen became frightened, and
one of them was almost ready to go overboard. The six days and nights had not produced the fear
which followed the bursting shells. He tried to get us to stop signaling lest we be blown out of the
water. Some of us, however, felt that this was our time of rescue or never. Shortly we were sighted
from the crow’s nest of the battleship, and then the ship’s stem was turned in our direction. What
hopes! What joy swelled up in our souls as the fighting ship sped toward us, and what thrills as
life-lines were fired over our helpless ship! Your writer caught one of these lines which was
secured to a larger cord, which cord was fastened to a larger rope, and the rope to a great
anchorage line. Our Bahamian seamen were at home now and played their part as men who know
how. We were soon being towed by the American Battleship in the direction of Guantanamo,
Cuba, the American Naval Base. Such a rescue! Our drooping spirits were revived and our hopes
were lifted high. This rescue reminded some of us of the Lord’s rescue of the sinner sinking in
shame and despair. Our motors were dead and there was nothing we could do to save ourselves
but to call upon the ship that was able. Upon being secured to this powerful vessel we were soon
splitting through the great waves with a speed never known to the Pelican before. We were saved
by the strength of another ship. So it is with the poor helpless sinner. He can do nothing to save
himself other than to call for the Life Line, and to call upon the Strong Man -- the Man, Christ
Jesus. "Whosoever calleth upon the name of the Lord shall be saved." By His strength we are
saved in spite of our weakness. Within about four hours we were entering a "haven of rest." What
a difference! Outside the storm was still raging, but within the precincts of the harbor all was quiet.
The news was soon carried about that a rescue had been made, and that hungry and shivering
men needed attention. Food and warm drink was soon provided. After bowing our knees in
thanksgiving to God for His abundant mercies, and for having brought us into the "desired haven,"
we turned to our bunks for a night of peaceful slumber. The naval shops had everything needed to
put our motors in order, pump out the dirty fuel, and supply us with plenty of fresh fuel. Within a
few days we were ready to battle with the wind and waves. In the meantime we had met and made
friends with several of the Commanding Officers. One of these men asked if we could by any
means supply the base with fresh fruits, specially oranges. Since they had been so kind to do so
much for us I felt that we should help them. Instead of continuing our voyage on to the States we
returned to Haiti. You can well imagine what mutual joy was shared upon our arrival in Cap
Haitien.

What news to the poor natives when they learned that we would be needing some hundreds of
bushels of oranges! Some of them sold oranges, others sold sacks made of a certain straw, others
made crates for us, trucks were employed, but especially donkeys, to bring in the fruit. There was
the sorting, counting, and loading. All of this meant an outlay of small money and many people ate
bread as a result. The trip was made back to Cuba with the results that one thousand dollars were
cleared within less than one week. Other trips were made, but not with the same results, for the
fruit season was about over. While in Cuba on different occasions we were privileged to preach
the Gospel both to men in the Service and to Cubans in their towns. We trust on that Great Day
when all the mists are cleared away and we enter that other "haven of rest," we shall find that our
"bread cast upon the waters" was not in vain.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 29

02.16. More of Boats and Our Beginning in Haiti

MORE OF BOATS AND OUR BEGINNING IN HAITI

Following the foregoing experience some of our group yet felt that the boat should make a trip
back to the States to bring medical supplies, needed equipment, and clothing for the poor. Since
the Cashew season was then under way it was decided that we would give many poor people
work and load the boat with these nuts to bring over to the States. Little did we realize what a job
we were getting into. At that time wages were dreadfully low in Haiti, for there was little in the way
of public work. Folk were then begging to work for thirty cents a day. We decided to take on twenty
or thirty people to help us prepare the cashew nuts. Something like two hundred came begging for
work. Before we knew it we had taken on more than one hundred. Some of our own people had
walked about thirty miles for three days work at only thirty cents a day. Later we learned that these
folk wanted the money to buy a little cloth to make a dress to be baptized in.

We were hardly able to break even with the 4,500 pounds of nuts which were taken to Miami, but
at least we had experienced the joy of knowing that our people who were attending services (not
many of them were converted as yet) had a little extra in the way of food as a result of the pittance
which the work provided. A very dear friend met me in Miami and arranged to pay what we yet
lacked on the Pelican. If I had had my way the Pelican would have been sold in late summer and
we would have gone out of the boat business altogether, for my hands were being somewhat tied.
Others felt that we should keep the boat, or get another larger vessel. I confess that I hated to see
it go, or to be without a boat altogether, for it had been difficult to find shipping facilities. Too, we
had been able to transport thousands of garments of clothing to the multitudes who were in deep
poverty. Little children were running about over the mountain sides naked, and of course would not
come to the services like that. Upon making the second trip to the States it was decided by some
of our Advisory Council and some other friends that we would sell the Pelican and purchase a
much larger boat from the Government. The larger boat would be much more safe in operation,
and so much more could be done with it. I went along with this idea and threw my heart into it
expecting to find a seaman to put in as captain. Of this I am sure, none of us prayed as much
about this as we should have.

Again my good friend volunteered to let us have what we required in the way of difference
between the Pelican and a larger boat. We found a Government vessel -- double-planked
mahogany from stem to stern -- which had not been used in the war, and had cost the
Government $225,000. They sold it to us for $10,000. Of course we had to take out the gasoline
motors and install diesel motors. This was indeed a beautiful boat. We brought it from Charleston,
S. C., to Miami where the other motors were installed. In February of 1947 the Big ANGELOS with
twenty-three people aboard sailed from Miami to Haiti by way of the Bahamas. Another one of the
tests of my life was experienced upon crossing the Gulf of Mexico. About midway a heavy
northwester struck us. There was really not a seaman aboard. For seven long hours I hung to the
helm as we fought the wind and waves. We cast anchor in Bahamian waters, but the force of the
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gale was such that we lost one anchor immediately and was in grave danger of losing the other.
We took up the other anchor, turned the bow of the boat into the teeth of the storm and headed
back into the Gulf waters to keep from being dashed to pieces on the rocks. After the vessel was
well out into the deep waters the helm was placed in the hands of a man who had never been
aboard a boat before in his life. I watched our course through the long night, then at the break of
day sailed through the Riding Rock channel, and on out into the white waters of the Great
Bahamas Bank. We learned that one vessel was wrecked out near where we had been that night,
and that the captain and one of his men lost their lives. God had graciously brought us through.
This was the beginning of the end of the boat business for me. Human cargo is too precious, and
the responsibility too great. Aboard the vessel during this trip were eleven members of the
Lebanon Valley Gospel Band, and several missionaries including the one who is now my wife. I
have thanked God over and over that no lives were lost during my boat experiences. A captain
and crew were installed aboard the boat on my second trip to Haiti. Due to unprincipled men things
did not go too well, so eventually we had to make disposition of the vessel. The Lord alone knows
how much was accomplished by means of the boats, and only eternity will reveal it. Both our
Mission and others hated to see the boat disposed of, but we had no dependable boatmen, and
the Lord called me to preach the Gospel and not to operate a boat. (God called Noah to build a
boat and preach to warn the people. God was the operator of that boat, so all went well). The boat
was sold, all bills were paid, everything was clear and some funds were placed at the Mission’s
disposal. Some folk who didn’t know the story greatly criticized "Bustin and his boats," but the
friend who furnished most of the funds never had an unkind remark to make. Later, when the need
of the Radio Station in Haiti presented itself this man gave us $6,000. This concludes the boat
story, so we turn to the work in Haiti. Our entire missionary force at the beginning was new at
missionary work, thus mistakes were made which would not have been made by more
experienced workmen, but, thanks be to God, something has been made other than mistakes.
Thousands have had the Gospel preached to them, and some hundreds have been converted
from the dark ways of sin. Not all of these have remained true to the Lord and His Word, but some
have remained true, and some of these have already made the safe landing in the "better country."
Among the number of "triumphant believers are a son and father. The son was one of the early
converts in Haiti who first contacted us in the clinic where approximately 60,000 treatments have
been given during the past eight years. This young man was truly converted to the Lord, then his
old father and most of the family -- about twelve in all including children and grandchildren --
followed. The young man proved himself faithful for more than three years before going to be with
the Lord. Later the old father, who had faithfully preached the Gospel along the wayside and over
the mountain trails, even when he was practically blind, triumphantly made the landing on the
other side. This too was one of the great funerals of my life. How real was the presence of the Lord
in the very midst of dark heathenism on all sides. This man had lived and died in the faith of the
pure Gospel. Wicked men knew of the change which had been wrought in that life. Even unto the
end he had praised the Lord while in the midst of great suffering.

Time forbids the relating of many experiences in connection with the Haitien work. In 1947 the
writer was providentially directed to the Voodooist village of Source Matelas -- a very large village
about fifteen miles from Port au Prince, the Capital city. Upon beginning work in this place the
people did not want us to mention the name of Jesus lest the devil be offended and persecute
them. The whole village was given to demon worship, and practically every kind of witchcraft
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known to Africa could be found there. On the second day of our labors in this village, I said,
speaking to Napoleon, one of our faithful native preachers who was then my interpreter, "We shall
plan to spend the night in the village rather than go back to the city." (Port au Prince was fifteen
miles away, and since we had no vehicle with us it was difficult to get back and forth), The day was
crowded with many experiences. One of the first was our contact with the Bocour, or Witchdoctor.
The word of our being in the village had been well circulated, so the Witchdoctor went about
warning his devotees, demon worshipers, against these men of the Gospel. He well knew that his
nefarious business would be interfered with if the Gospel of Christ were preached among his
followers. Our contact with this wretched character came about when we stopped to visit a sick
man who had suffered many things at the hands of the Witchdoctor, but had found no relief for
body or soul. Having heard a little about the Gospel (we had been in that area the day before) he
wanted to know Christ, and had taken the first step by having a wooden post pulled out of the
ground and cut into splinters. (This old post had been an object of demon worship. The demon
worshipers employ trees, stumps, posts, rocks, pieces of iron, bottles, pictures, and a multiplicity
of objects in their worship). The old Witchdoctor and a group of the "faithful" were on the war path
because this sick man had renounced demon worship. We sought to have a talk with the
Witchdoctor, but he would not allow us to come near him. He said, "You go your way, and I will go
mine."

During this particular day we came in contact with two deaths. The first was that of a wicked man.
Our offer to conduct a funeral service had been reluctantly accepted by his people. At the
appointed hour the service was held in the shade of some large trees where the home-made box
contained the body. Around us sat and stood a motley crowd of hall-dressed natives with bleary,
scornful, sleep-sodden eyes. Most of these had been awake all night "paying their last debt to the
dead" by drinking, dancing, gambling, and wild revelry. The service was naturally brief, but we
sought to get a Gospel message across to the living. Such a message was unappreciated among
this group. One big burly with hard features began to move about in the crowd and create
disturbance. They hardly waited for the dismissal until they grabbed hold of the box containing the
corpse and started in the direction of the shallow grave. Upon their departure water was thrown
behind the corpse in order to chase away the demons. The next strange procedure was to beat
the casket of the dead man. They claimed that he was very wicked and didn’t want to go to the
burial place. Upon arriving at the grave they simply dropped the box into the ground, hurriedly
piled in the dirt and rocks, then passed the bottle around among the grave-fillers. Oh the shivering
horrors of a heathen burial! The next death we contacted was that of a little child. We went into the
mud hut where the little thing lay on the cold ground with a few banana leaves as its bed. Not a
chair, not a table, nor even a box in the hut. The poor mother sat beneath a tree convulsed with
sobs. Her demon worship afforded no hope of ever seeing her baby again. In the afternoon of this
same day we began to inquire about the possibility of renting a mud hut as our camp for the night.
Repeatedly the natives would say, "Ou capab jwin." (You can find one).

One of the touching incidents of the day came to us upon our visit to a certain habitation (cluster of
mud houses where related families live). A very old man sat on the ground weaving a fish trap of
bamboo, and never ceased his activity while we were in his yard. We sought to bring at least a bit
of light to his darkened mind, but seemed to make no headway with him as he unremittingly
worked at his task. As we turned to go we almost stumbled over some iron bars driven deep into
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the sand. Thinking that we might be able to approach the poor man in a more understandable way
we said, "What are these things for?" (Of course we knew they were placed there in connection
with demon worship). We were frankly informed that this was his personal affair-in substance "this
was none of our business." "You are right, sir, but if you should visit my country you would see
many things which would be strange to you, and if you should ask me what they are used for I
would kindly tell you." This touched the old man’s heart, so he called his son, a middle-aged man,
and told him to take us some place. We followed him into a newly whitewashed and well swept
hut. Immediately we were aware that we were in a house dedicated to demon worship. Among the
relics of this mud house were various kinds of clay vessels, and quite an array of Roman Catholic
pictures. Most of such places also carry an assortment of bones, but such were not visible here. It
is possible that they were concealed. While in this place I put my arm on the shoulder of the man
and talked to him about the Lord. His reply was, "I am willing to be converted if my father is. When
I was born my father was worshipping Satan, and he taught me to worship him, so I don’t know
anything else." Outside again I placed my arm about the shoulders of the old man and thanked
him for his kindness, then sought to tell him about Christ who could bring help and hope to his life.
His reply was, "When I was born I found my father worshipping Satan, he taught me this way, and
I have never known anything different." The old man’s words deeply touched my soul, for yonder
in the distance, less than a thousand miles, is the great land of America with its millions who say
they love the Christ, but none had ever come this way to tell the glad story of His love. Then I
thought of the multiplied thousands of poor blinded minds on this island who have never heard the
story of Jesus.

Finally in the evening of this particular day the sun was setting. Folk continued to tell us we could
find a place to stay for the night, but now the night was approaching us. We had worked from
morning until sunset without eating, and had walked for miles. Upon asking the pointed question of
where we could find a place to camp for the night the answer was, "Nou pa kona" (We don’t know).
We said, "All right we will camp beneath a tree." This touched their hearts, so one man said he
would rent us his house. This miserable shack was in a horrible state. No human being had lived
in it for a long while. It had been occupied by donkeys, goats, chickens, fleas, spiders, and all
types of pests, however we agreed to take it if the man would have it cleaned out. He set about to
do so, then his neighbors objected, saying, "If you let these Gospel men have your house Satan
will be angry and will persecute us all after they are gone." While we were preparing supper out in
the open a young woman came saying that we could occupy her house. She moved out, swept the
dirt floor and gave us possession. This became our village hotel. The house was just wide enough
for us to wedge our cots inside. In this same village on another occasion a very wicked man told us
that we could sleep on his front porch (a sheltered extension to his small house). We accepted his
offer, opened up our cots, and were soon fast asleep in spite of the devouring malarial
mosquitoes. About 10: 30 the writer was awakened by the appearance of the wicked owner of the
house. By the light of the moon I could see something which resembled a club being carried in his
hand. After he went into his house I fell asleep again.

About three years after the above mentioned experiences, one of our missionaries, Miss Helen
Hammer, was carrying on the work in this village when word was brought to her that a band of
wicked men were seeking to kill her and our native Christians. On the night of their intended foul
play the service conducted by Miss Hammer ended unusually early, so the plans were thwarted.



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 99

Upon on seeing their plans defeated these would-be-murderers laid hold upon a certain man with
the intention of taking his life, but were unable to cope with his fighting power, so fled for their lives.
This matter was brought to the attention of the law, the men were arrested, questioned, and
discovery was made that fourteen skulls were in a certain little house. It was also brought out that
the flesh from the bones represented by these skulls had been sold in an open market by a
woman from whom we had rented a little house in a nearby village. It also came to light that my life
had been attacked in the beginning of the work three years before. They reported that they were
unable to carry out their plans "because of some kind of strange power about him which prevented
us from striking." Praise God for His great faithfulness.

We now have a chapel in this place, good attendance, some baptized believers, also a day school
for children to learn to read and write. Such pioneering is by no means easy, nor is it naturally
safe, but this is none of our business. The call is to go, then leave the results to the Lord.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 30

02.17. New Guinea and My Greatest Grief

NEW GUINEA AND MY GREATEST GRIEF In the early part of 1948 I had a clear conviction that I
should return to Australia. My wife shared heartily with me in this conviction even though the load
would be heavier for her if I should go. Upon being convinced that this was of God she was always
ready to take on the extra burdens involved. As may be expected, opposition to my going came
from others, but the Lord made the way, so I landed in Sydney, Australia early in June. Missionary
meetings were conducted with a heartening response for the work in Haiti, yet God had other
plans which as yet were not clear to me. Even before leaving the western part of the U.S. for
Australia my heart was beginning to be moved concerning the great island of New Guinea, yet
knew practically nothing about the place other than being a land of head-hunters, many cannibals,
tree-dwellers, and primitive people. I had heard of James Chalmers, the missionary, and another
traveling companion having been killed and eaten by the New Guineans in the early part of this
century.

Soon after my arrival in Australia inquiry began to be made concerning the unevangelized sections
of New Guinea. Great was my surprise to find that the majority of the Missions seemed to know
little or nothing concerning this island just above Australia which comprises land area equal to the
States of Florida, Alabama, Georgia, and South Carolina all combined. After some weeks I learned
through the channel of one Mission that nothing whatsoever was being done in the vast Central
and Western Highlands of New Guinea. The Lutherans, Adventists, and Catholics had gone as far
as Mount Hagen in the Central Highlands, but west of there tens of thousands of square miles
were then without any kind of religious activities other than pagan heathenism. Sad to say that
much of the religion in the Central Highlands brought a curse rather than a blessing. When I
learned of these vast areas where no preacher of the Gospel had ever placed his feet my heart
was deeply moved. I sought to stir up Australians to do something about getting in there with the
Gospel. Some were interested, but were not prepared to do anything within the immediate future.
My soul was grieved to think of coming all the way back to the West Indies without seeing
something done for the bush men of New Guinea.

I was booked to fly from Sydney to Los Angeles leaving on the 6th of August. It was then the latter
part of July. With a real heart concern my soul was silently lifted to the Lord in prayer one night. In
substance the prayer was, "Dear Lord, Thou knowest the need of our neighbors in New Guinea
better than we know, and I am sure Thou lovest them more than we do. Thou seest the
indifference of those who are called by Thy name in that they have allowed these multitudes to
dwell in their darkness through all the long years. Father, Thou knowest that I would like to have a
part in carrying the Gospel to these other sheep, but Thou knowest also that my hands are full in
the West Indies, and Thou seest that I have no means to use in opening a work in New Guinea.
Father, Thy servant is willing to go, and if necessary even be eaten by these wild people in order
that they might have the Gospel. Lead me clearly if Thou wouldest have me go, but let me not get
out of Thy will."
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I was out of bed and dressed early the next morning when suddenly a knock was heard at my
door. Upon opening the door a lady spoke saying, "Brother Bustin, may I speak to you for just a
minute?" I answered, "You may." She continued, "Last night I was praying and the Lord spoke to
me and told me to give you one hundred pounds ($320 in American currency) for New Guinea.
This came as a blow to me, so I had no ready answer, but about the time I started to ask if she
were sure that the Lord was leading her to do this she seemed to anticipate what I would say, so
replied, "I know the voice of the Lord, so when do you want the money?" My answer was, "I shall
be going to another town now, so I will pick up the check when I pass this way on my way to
Sydney." I was then in Melbourne. She assured me the money would be waiting for me. In the
small city of Ballarat, Australia, I was stopping in a humble home where they had no modern
conveniences, but they had true love for the Lord. One morning an aged lady placed an envelope
in my hands which contained another one hundred pounds. After picking up the other check in
Melbourne I was back in Sydney the next afternoon. Upon entering the home of Mrs. A. Owen
whom I have often referred to as my Australian mother she passed a letter on to me from another
friend. This letter contained a check for one hundred pounds earmarked New Guinea.

There was not a shadow of doubt concerning the Lord’s will. I knew that I must soon leave for New
Guinea, so wrote to my family in the West Indies informing them of my plans. Many other praying
friends were contacted by letter and asked to pray especially for this venture for God. From the
beginning the Lord signally led, provided the means, the equipment, a young man as companion
to go with me, and the permits to enter the country. Some folks informed me that we would not be
allowed to enter the Western Highland regions since it was closed territory, but we sincerely
believed the Lord would make the way. Upon our arrival in New Guinea we went directly to the
authorities and divulged our plans. It was obvious that we were considered foolish to think of going
in among untouched savage people with no natural protection for ourselves. We were told that the
people were very wild in the section we desired to enter, and that the Government would rather not
see us go there, but then came the word we wanted to hear: "We cannot stop you, for that territory
has just been opened." We could not refrain from saying, "Praise the Lord!" We pointed out
another area on farther west. Mr. Champion, the head of District Offices at that time, spoke up and
said, "Yes, I know about those people. They are all cannibals, but very friendly." At this point I
could not keep back the laughter, for I could not see any advantages in being eaten by friendly
cannibals over that of being devoured by unfriendly cannibals. The limitations of this book will not
allow me to restate the many ways in which the Lord worked in our behalf at this time. (My book on
ADVENTURING WITH GOD IN THE WILDS OF NEW GUINEA, price 50c, gives the complete
story.) It was wonderful how the Lord worked and went before us. It was a marvel in our own eyes.
Many lives have been blessed while reading the day by day accounts of God’s faithfulness to His
servants out there among New Guinea bush men. One man who is now in training for New Guinea
tells how his life was completely transformed after reading the book through five times. One man
and his wife that the writer knows of drove hundreds of miles to hear the New Guinea Story related
no less than fifteen times. What God does is wonderfully done, and this was God’s doings. We
who went in were only instruments in His hands. It was the Lord who went before us and touched
the hearts of vicious men causing them to meet us as friends and to assist us in finding a Mission
site and to help build. It was the Lord who helped us through the difficult trekkings. The Lord loved
these dear savage people and found a way to express that love through His little servants.
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Wonders were wrought within one month’s time and the writer was on his way back to Australia,
America, and Haiti. I came out of New Guinea the last of September and was back in Haiti the
latter part of November. What a joy to be with the family and missionary staff again after having
been away for more than seven months. I had been to the other side of the world, and at one time
in a part of the world where no white man had ever been seen, according to the report of the
natives. (Of course a few Government men, or explorers, had been in the general area. There are
yet vast numbers of villages where white men have not been). The Lord had graciously seen me
through all the dangers known and unknown. The mother of my children seemed more thrilled than
any other person as she, together with others, heard the continued story of God’s wonders in the
wilds. This is understandable, for she had naturally put more into this than any other person. In
some respects even more than the writer, for she had carried a heavy load in Haiti while I was
away. The account of what the Lord had done in New Guinea seemed to afford her one of the
greatest joys of her life. How little did we realize that her joys on earth were almost ended. When
Mrs. Bustin met me in Port au Prince she appeared as a picture of health. During our twenty-three
years and six months of married life I cannot remember of any time when she seemed to be in
better health. After about two weeks she slightly complained of not feeling so well and lay around
and rested most of each day until the last which was only about one week. During her last day with
us she ate a hearty breakfast and later walked out to her cot in front of our house and in the shade
of the trees. Here she had rested each day and insisted on staying out there for a time each night
to drink in the beauty of the moon-kissed branches of the royal palms gently swayed by the
evening breeze. In the early afternoon of December the 15th there were signs of restlessness, but
she was not interested in having a doctor come, nor did we insist, for no one considered her case
serious. Later, however, we did insist that she have a doctor, so she was willing. Our son, Charles,
went in the Jeep for the doctor, but shortly after he left our nurse came and quietly said to the
writer, "I cannot find her pulse." She was placed on her bed in our room, but within a matter of
minutes she was leaving us. When the doctor arrived she had gone. Something like a heart attack,
or acute indigestion, must have hurried her away.

Only those who have suffered the loss of a companion and a devoted parent can know what it was
like in the Bustin home as the sun sank behind the rugged mountain ridge on that December
evening. If she had only been able to tell us goodnight it might have helped a lot, but when her
time came to leave us there was not even a parting word. It was all too soon for us. We longed to
call her back and once more tell her what a good companion and devoted mother she had been,
but she had already passed beyond the limits of our weak voices. Her greatest joy, that of being
with her Lord whom she had so faithfully served, occasioned our greatest grief. If we could have
had our natural choice at that instant there would have doubtless been eight bodies placed side by
side before the sun went down the next day, for the sentiments of each were, "Why can’t we go
too?" The startling news swiftly sped from one native hut to another and on out beyond the plains
and over the mountains. A great company of the natives had quickly surrounded the house
begging to see the face of their "Mambo" (short for Madam Bustin) for they could not believe that
she had left us so quickly. Even before the body was laid out we permitted a long line of these
dear folk to pass through the room and view the face of the one who had meant so much to many
of them. After the body was prepared for its last resting place the people continued to come all
through that long and lonely night. Many of them walked fifteen or twenty miles arriving late in the
night or early dawn. Others arrived at different hours the next day. One of the natives exclaimed,



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 103

"She gave her life for my people." From midnight until near four o’clock the next afternoon some of
our students were occupied in the workshop constructing a beautiful mahogany casket. (Lest
some of our readers think this was extravagant I might explain. The students were guided in this
work by skilled workmen. We furnished the material, then paid something to the skilled laborers,
but the total cost was little more than $50).

It is a law in Haiti that bodies must be buried within twenty-four hours. The funeral had been set for
four o’clock in the afternoon, but long before this time a large company had assembled to pay their
respects to their departed friend. Government men, business men, missionaries of other missions,
as well as our own, a large group of native Christians, and many unawakened sinners were
present during this solemn hour. One of our aged workers gave the funeral address interpreted by
a missionary from another group. One of the most touching phases of this occasion was a duet
sung by my two oldest daughters. They sang a song which had been written by their own mother
many years before. I have never heard them sing so well as on that occasion. How they were able
to do it I do not know. They believed the Lord wanted them to sing this song. He graciously helped
them. As the sun was setting beyond the high hills of Haiti God’s faithful servant was tenderly
lowered into the cold earth to rest until the trumpet shall sound and the dead in Christ shall
awaken to meet their loving Master and the living saints who shall likewise be changed in the
twinkling of an eye. What a day! No more sickness, no more separation, no more sorrow, and no
more sighs!

"What is home without a mother?" is something more than a proverbial expression, and finds its
counterpart in, "What is home without a companion?" Some months before this heart-bleeding
blow came into my life a beloved brother in Christ was with us in Haiti just after he had lost his
bosom companion. My heart went out for him then, but my sympathy was so weak. I had never
witnessed what he was passing through. My six children seemed dearer to me than ever after the
passing of their mother, and yet there was a vacancy in the home which appeared as some
mysterious and fathomless void. I had been away from my wife and children as long as seventeen
months at the time, and many months on various occasions, but never had I missed her so much
as during those long sorrow-shrouded nights which followed that unforgettable night of her
departure. My beloved children seemed so understanding and bore their grief better than their
father. Our precious missionary family and my many friends were so kind and thoughtful during
those days of deep silent grief. Beyond and above all were the comforts of our Saviour’s love.
Bless His dear name! I have often wondered how sorrow-stricken sinners can live without him.
Why will they try to carry their griefs alone while He waits to come to them with His comforts and
His grace! "He hath borne our griefs and carried our sorrows." How could we live without Him! And
yet, the precious word does not say, "He hath borne all our griefs." He comforts us in our griefs,
and gives us grace to bear our griefs elegantly and without the least tinge of bitterness. For our
own eternal well-being our Lord does not take away all our griefs and heavy crosses, for by these
He makes us to become vessels unto His praise and glory. Much of our grief remains, but His
infinite love more than matches our grief with His abundant grace. George D. Watson said, "It
does not matter from what quarter spiritual suffering may have its origin, if the soul is truly yielded
to God the Holy Spirit will gather up every thread of pain and weave it through His loom into a
gorgeous pattern of the life of Christ."

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 31

02.18. The Bustin and Menefee Memorial

THE BUSTIN AND MENEFEE MEMORIAL In the very beginning of our Haitien work the Lord gave
me a vision of a Gospel Broadcasting Station erected on our beautiful compound, but not more
than two or three people knew of this. The first man I mentioned this to was about swept off his
feet and let me know then that he didn’t approve of such an idea. My wife knew of my thoughts
along this line, but it was seldom discussed until during the last year of her life. It became a
conviction with her also that God had so planned for us. To the best of my remembrance my first
public mention of the Broadcasting Station was in Chicago only a few weeks before leaving for
Australia in June of 1948. At that time two of God’s children spoke up and voluntarily gave $110.
This was the first offering toward this phase of our work. A few days later while in conference with
our Advisory Board, Brother J. W. Menefee, one of our members, assured me that he highly
favored the plans for the Broadcasting Station and had $500 to give toward the project. He never
knew just how much his words and his gift meant to me at that time, for in those days I found few
people with a vision of what could be done through a missionary radio station.

After returning from Australia it was my privilege to spend a day or so in the home of Brother
Menefee during which time we talked over plans for the work. A few days later I received one of
the great shocks of my life when I learned that this dear man had gone to be with the Lord. I was
called to conduct his funeral, but this was not an easy thing to do, for he seemed as near to me as
a close relative.

Only a few weeks later my own dear wife was also taken away by sudden death. My business
confident and my bosom companion had so suddenly been removed. My first thoughts were, How
shall I carry on, and especially with the plans for the Gospel Broadcasting Station? The load
seemed too great for advancement with the conventional type missionary work, and specially so
since New Guinea had come into the picture. Shall we undertake the added burden of the
broadcasting plans!

After diligently seeking the mind of God in the matter it became a settled conviction that He would
have us go forward according to former plans. It is true that I had no knowledge of radio work, and
we had so very little in the way of funds for such a momentous task, but God was leading and
would see us through. It was settled from the beginning that we would pay as we went. It was also
decided upon that we build a large and much needed tabernacle to take care of our growing
congregation, and that this tabernacle should be known as the BUSTIN AND MENEFEE
MEMORIAL. To save expense the Broadcasting Studios would be arranged in the rear of the big
tabernacle. This was a stupendous undertaking, and I almost tremble yet when I think of such a
venture along with all else we were undertaking. Thanks be unto God for the encouragement and
the assistance rendered by the major part of our missionary staff during those days of deep grief
and increasing burdens. Well meaning people prophesied failure. Some wanted to know what I
knew about radio work and of how I expected to carry on even after the transmitter and equipment
had been installed. Such were fair questions, but my only honest answer was that, "I know nothing
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about radio and I do not know how we will carry on, but I know that God is leading, and He will
surely provide."

During these days of testing I received a letter from Mr. Paul Shirk, a radio technician then living in
California. Providentially he had learned of our plans to install a station in Haiti and offered his
services to come and help us. We had already arranged for a small Company to construct a one
thousand watt transmitter. This, however, was proven to be inadequate for our purpose until it was
worked over by Mr. Shirk. Even then the power output was only about 700 watts.

There were many problems which entered into the matter of constructing the tabernacle and radio
station, thus increasing the load almost immeasurably. Had it not been for the firm conviction that
God was backing us this whole building project might have terminated like the man our Master
spoke of "who began to build and was not able to finish." During those days I often thought of
those words, and I am confident that many other people also had in mind these words. Prophesies
of failure might have come true had it not been for other words of the Master. "All things are
possible to him that believeth" stood out like letters of gold, and thus assured some of us that God
would see us through, even though we were reminded that "the poor people of Haiti have no
radios, that our intentions of getting into the States with the broadcasts would never materialize,
and that we were wasting God’s people’s money." It is never easy to forge ahead in the face of
thrusts coming from folk who claim to follow the same Christ we serve, for to go forward assures
us of being charged with "stubbornness," "self-interests," and "bull-headedness." Such a thing is
sad indeed, but the "Sanballats and Tobiahs" are found in unspeakable numbers listed among the
followers of Christ. These will seek to block every move that is made by those who have a vision of
kingdom interests.

Again we were encouraged to go forward by the mighty promise: "Call unto me, and I will answer
thee, and shew thee great and mighty things, which thou knowest not." God’s great faithfulness to
His word is demonstrated in the pages which are to follow.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 32

02.19. Marriage Again and Our Home

MARRIAGE AGAIN, AND OUR HOME In the latter part of December 1939 the writer was
introduced by his sister to Miss Alma Platt, a Registered Nurse, who was then working in the
employ of the State, and located in the city of Tampa. About ten months later Miss Platt was
introduced to the family then in Florida on the way to the Bahamas. After our arrival in the
Bahamas this lady began to give regular support to our work there, and even though we never saw
her again for more than seven years she was a constant supporter of the work.

About seven years later a letter came from Miss Platt asking if the Mission would grant her the
privilege of coming to Haiti at her own expense and help in the work of the clinic which at that time
was indeed heavy. She had arranged for a year’s leave of absence from her work in Florida in
order to relieve sufferers in Haiti. All of us believed that this was in answer to prayer, for our
Station was in dire need of a qualified nurse to assume responsibility in the clinic. This was before
the Government of Haiti had installed a free clinic in the city of Cap Haitien, so it was then a
common thing to have from one hundred to one hundred and seventy-five patients every clinic
day.

Miss Platt was one of the passengers aboard the ANGELOS on its maiden voyage to Haiti, and
was among the number who weathered the terrific storm on the Gulf. This lady tackled her task in
Haiti with a courageous heart, and, though not officially accepted as a missionary, faithfully filled
her place as a missionary. She loved her work, loved the natives, and adapted herself well to
institutional life among the missionary staff. She not only served the natives, but served our
missionaries, those of other Missions, and members of our family. It was a common thing for her to
be called out at all hours of the night as well as day. When it became necessary for any member of
our staff or of our immediate family to be in the Government Hospital she was always a volunteer
to go there and remain day and night so long as her services were required. The nurse filled her
year’s contract, but did not feel clear to leave at the termination of this period, so continued her
labors in Haiti. The mother of my children became quite attached to Miss Platt and greatly
appreciated the untiring services she rendered to all who required her assistance. While the writer
was on the other side of the world his two youngest children, Paul and Gerald, were dangerously ill
with diphtheria in the hospital in Haiti. Ordinarily their mother would never close her eyes in
slumber while any of her children were seriously ill, but she felt free to fully trust them in the care of
our nurse. This good lady was yet on the field when my wife was taken from us, stood by her until
the end, then played the part of an undertaker in caring for the body. Personally I have never
beheld a more beautiful corpse as she lay in her casket with the color from a large bouquet of
roses reflected upon her face.

Following this grief my daughter, Claudine, suffered for some weeks with a broken foot She was
tenderly cared for by our nurse. Your writer was next on the list for the nurse’s care. Our readers
can guess the rest. A sincere appreciation ripened into a smiling admiration which silently
developed into a sublime affection. All of this eventuated in a correspondence courtship which was
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consummated in matrimony on December the 24th, 1949; one year and nine days after the death
of my first wife.

It is to be expected that some good people thought it was altogether too soon to become
interested in another. They may be correct, and yet they have no law, scriptural or profane, to
prove their claims. I was not seeking another companion, and had no thought of doing so, but God
in His kind providence prearranged that this good woman should be prepared to fill the vacancy in
our hearts and in our home. Specially the smaller children needed a mother and I needed a
companion. Our Father supplied that need in the person of another Unselfish life.

Why our Father has been so graciously good to me I am at a loss to know. He has given me two
good women whose hearts have been deeply concerned for the work of the Lord, and have always
been ready to deny themselves in order for His work to prosper. My present companion is a true
mother to my children and is loved by them. This has brought great joy to my life. She was the
means, soon after we were married and while I was away from home, of leading the youngest
children to the Lord. Our home is one of peace and harmony, and every member a lover of the
Lord Jesus Christ. Praise be unto His matchless name!

While speaking of my family, I should like to add this note. One of the deep joys of my life is
afforded by the fact that each of my six children has confidence in their father’s faith. They know
my faults as well as I know theirs, but their love and confidence is deep and true. They sometimes
bring embarrassment by thinking their thoughts aloud to the effect that "our daddy is the best
preacher in the world." while I well know they are far off on this point, yet it gives me great peace of
mind to know that my children have confidence in me. For them not to have confidence in my life
would be heart-crushing indeed. At this writing my oldest daughter, Miriam Claudine, and her
husband Victor C. Chamberlin, with their two children, are in missionary work on the island of Haiti,
but with a call to go to New Guinea as soon as the way is clear. My second oldest daughter, Lenita
May, is now in Bible School -- The Great Commission Schools -- Anderson, Indiana preparing for
future missionary work. Charles Milton, my oldest son, in under appointment to return as a
missionary to Haiti in the near future if he is deferred from Selective Service. Joanna Ruth, my
youngest daughter, is in her Senior year of high school, and expects to prepare herself for the
work of Missions. The two younger children, still in the grades, resent the oversight in not referring
to them as missionaries. Their only plans are to spend their days somewhere in the "regions
beyond," and this is natural, for they were born and raised across the sea. My unknowing critics
have said, "Bustin is feathering his nest." These might think and speak differently if they had
"nested" through the years where we have, and had endured some of the privations common to
life in other lands. My children have for the most part of their lives been denied many of the
common comforts and petty pleasantries, but they are none the worse for such. Until this hour we
have no certain abiding place -- no place which we can truly call home. We have not spared
ourselves, nor saved for ourselves. We own no earthly property, and may never do so, but don’t
feel sorry for us, nor think us poor, for we have treasures safely out of sight. We have "brown
gold," "jewels in ebony," and "diamonds from the rough" gloriously refined, gorgeously polished,
and graciously mined already transferred and deposited in the Treasure City of the universe. By
the grace of God our family expects to own a home- "home sweet home in that continuing city"
where death and distance shall never again become separating factors in our lives. Yes, maybe
my critics are correct, "Bustin is feathering his nest," but he is feathering it higher up than they
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think -- far away from the malarial mire of this material war-worn world: away up where the wild
winds of time shall never disturb "our nest." Come, my friends, and do likewise.

* * * * * * *
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Chapter 33

02.20. The Miracle Broadcasting Station

THE MIRACLE BROADCASTING STATION The wonder-working God of Israel still wills and
works His wonders today. "Brother Bustin," said the meticulously-minded engineer, while being
shown the location for our Broadcasting Station in Haiti, "no engineer in the world would choose
this location as the place to put a broadcasting station, for that mountain up there and so near to
us will dissipate ninety percent of our power, so we cannot expect to be heard in the eastern part
of the United States." This came as a blow, for this was the exact location where the Lord had led
me to build a station. I soon caught myself and said, "Well, our Lord can, if needs be, cast that
mountain into the sea so far as its power to hinder the broadcasts." Without a doubt this sounded
silly to a man who was technically finicky.

After hundreds of hours of diligent toil the long-looked-for day arrived. We were full of excitement
to know what the results would be. The engineer had written to some of his technical friends in
Equidor, of South America, asking them to be listening at a certain hour of a certain night on a
given frequency. These friends were working with the "Voice of The Andes" Station, or HCJB. At
the appointed hour a company of missionaries, and students, together with other natives,
surrounded the door of the studio and listened with abated breath as the engineer spoke into the
microphone giving our call letters 4-VEH. These were repeated several times, then HCJB was
invited to come in. Such awe! Would they hear, or would they not! Is all this labor expended in
vain! Suddenly there came the hum of a distant transmitter, then a voice saying, "HCJB, Quito,
Ecuador, calling 4-VEH." This was repeated three or four times, then the words we had so long
wanted to hear, "4-VEH, you are coming in clear and strong." Of th is we were certain, we were
being heard in one direction at least fifteen hundred miles away. Again I was chided with the
words, "You see we are being heard well in this direction, for there is no nearby mountain to
hinder." As yet I could not talk until one day when a letter came from my good friend and beloved
Brother in Christ, A. R. Hunsberger, of New Ringgold, Penna. This letter read in part, "4-VEH is
coming in like a local station." This was followed by other letters assuring us that we were being
heard well from eastern Pennsylvania, exactly behind the "impassable mountain" and
approximately 2,000 miles away. This brought an end to the arguments relating to the dissipation
of our power. I don’t know what God did, but I know we are still being heard.

Brother Hunsberger was also quite prophetic in stating that we might expect special attacks from
the "enemy" (Satan) since we were getting up into his realm. These were soon to begin, and to
come to us through altogether unexpected channels. Added heartaches and deep soul-sorrows
came to us from sources which were altogether unimaginable, but we are learning that God
sometimes comes in "His chariot" of mysterious clouds His marvelous mercies to bring. He
mercifully sends forth His storms to sweep from our midst greater disasters in the making. Maybe
some clear day we shall know the mystery of many things which now bruise and bleed our baffled
hearts.
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"They that sow in tears shall reap in joy." Sowing in tears is not the end. The reaping follows.
Letters, precious letters, soon began to pour in from many parts of the world, even both sides of
the world, thanking God for 4-VEH and the message of hope it was bringing. Letters were
showered upon us from many islands in the West Indies. Sometimes we would laugh, weep, and
praise God aloud while reading these soul-lifting letters. The testimonies of those who were being
helped and blessed were ample pay for all the damaging attacks we had endured.

Within a few months it was my privilege to visit the islands of Curacao and Aruba where thousands
listened to us daily. What a joy to meet with these precious hungry-hearted friends. They treated
me like a prince, and many of them turned to the Lord. It has been my pleasure to make three
visits to these islands and minister the Gospel in person. Some of my dearest friends on earth are
found among these dear people who are regular listeners of The Evangelistic Voice of Haiti. I have
often had the feeling that if no other people on the face of the earth had been helped other than
these folk by means of the Evangelistic Voice of Haiti it would still be worth all that we have put
into this work just to see the blessing which has come to these two islands. In spite of the fact that
some folk have tried to argue that Haiti has no radios, a prominent Haitien told me that there are
forty thousand sets in the country. It is true that many thousands of poor people have no radios,
but it is also true that many thousands do have radios in the cities and towns, especially where
they have electricity. It is a custom of the Haitien people to keep the volume wide open on their
radios, thus many other folk have a chance to hear what is coming in over the air. This is true all
through the West Indies. It is a common thing to see a crowd of people outside the fence listening
to anything of interest coming over the air. It is also a common matter for a Christian man owning a
radio to invite others into his house to listen to the Gospel. Others have hooked up a loud speaking
system to their radios in order that the people on the streets might have an opportunity to hear the
Gospel. Friends in Aruba have told me that when they have had to leave their homes enroute to
their work a few minutes before our program ended they were able to pick it up all along the street
and that by the time they arrived at their place of activity they had heard the whole program.

Perhaps our greatest accomplishments with the Radio Station is among the Spanish speaking
people of Central and South America. In certain sections of South America the doors are closed to
missionaries, and many church buildings and mission stations are closed. We have hundreds of
listeners in these areas. They write to us thanking God for our Station over which they are able to
get the message of full salvation. Some of these precious people crowd their houses with their
friends who are hungry to hear the pure Gospel. It is hard for the wicked priesthood to keep people
from hearing the Gospel by radio. In many sections of the world the Gospel is crowded out except
that which comes by radio. Our hearts have been deeply touched by the heartening reports which
have come to us from Spanish speaking people. Many have been definitely helped in their souls
by means of our Station. We believe that many additional people shall be able to hear when the
10,000 watt transmitter goes on the air. In the face of all opposing powers our Lord has raised up
those who have faithfully stood by us and made it possible for the Station to daily keep on the air,
with the exception of Thursday which is the rest day. All who have thus stood by us will share in
the rewards on that day when the work is all done. "Cast thy bread upon the waters: for thou shalt
find it after many days." This is something like broadcasting the Gospel. We receive many
encouraging reports now, but the greatest fruit is unseen and unknown to us, but at the end of the
way we shall marvel to know what the Lord has done.
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* * * * * * *
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Chapter 34

02.21. Facing the Future Challenge

FACING THE FUTURE CHALLENGE My First Fifty Years are history. They have passed like the
dew of the morning. They are irredeemable and irreparable. If I could recall them there are
changes which I would make. I am by no means satisfied with my life and labors of the past. My
accomplishments have been limited. Others have done so much in comparison to my little. It
seems that I have believed so little, and my trust has been so imperfect. In the face of all my failure
to measure up to the highest privileges we have in Christ He has been so patient, and has borne
with my lack of alertness in His school. I have been a slow student, and yet through His tender
mercies a few lessons have been learned and new heights have been gained. The past few years
have been the best of my life. During this period He has given new revelations of Himself and has
trusted me with enlarged visions of a perishing world. He has vouchsafed to this unworthy servant
opportunities and privileges which I had never dreamed of. Thirty-two years ago He called me from
between the plow-handles to follow Him. I never so much as dreamed of the day when I would
girdle the globe with the Gospel message. I had no ambition to travel around the world and never
once planned such a trip. My soul had often been stirred while reading thrilling accounts of such
men as Livingstone, Payton, and Chalmers -- mighty men of God who became pioneers in the
wildest regions of the earth. I knew that I was altogether too small for such a task, and know it yet,
but the Lord saw fit to let me have a small part in pioneering among the same type of people and
witnessing at least a little of what they witnessed among primitive men of the bush. Why God has
been so good to me I cannot tell except for one little trait in my life. From the beginning I have
purposely chosen the hard way -- the cross way -- while others have played politics to pull
themselves into the most pleasant positions the Lord has given me grace to purposely put myself
in a position where I have had to trust Him. He has kept me from consciously compromising with
sin and the world. He has allowed me to pass some of the most talented men who sought to lift
themselves. Praise His blessed name! In all of this I am constrained to tremble before Him, for
extraordinary opportunity means tremendous responsibility and a fearful accountability. I am fully
aware of my natural inability for so great a task as He has committed to my trust, and yet I dare not
betray this trust. I must not be disobedient unto the "heavenly vision." Woe is me if I fail. Our God
continually holds before me this word: "Call unto me, and I will answer thee, and shew thee great
and mighty things which thou knowest not."

Sixteen years ago the Lord led me out -- whither I knew not. I knew who was holding my hand. By
His marvelous grace I have walked on and on with Him in ways that I knew not. When I stepped
forth sixteen years ago to follow the Lord into regions beyond I didn’t have a dozen people on
earth to look to or depend upon to render support for our family of six. This is why I was such a fool
in the eyes of some good meaning people. They could see nothing but failure ahead for me and
the family. And they were dead right except for God. God makes the big difference. But for Him I
would never have gotten anywhere. Through these years nearly a quarter of a million dollars have
passed through our hands and our Office. So far as our family is concerned we have received less
than $40 per week during this period. For the past ten years there have been eight of us, and yet
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we have lived on less than $40 a week. We have worn other people’s clothes and thanked the
Lord for them that we might have more to put into the work of the Lord. Please don’t think that I am
talking about some great sacrifice which we have made. We know nothing about sacrifice. God
has given us this great privilege of laying up a few treasures above. The money placed at our
disposal was not our money. Our many friends have trusted us, and before God we could not
afford to betray such trusts. At this point in our story I wish to speak of our faithful helpers in the
Lord. Had it not been for these your writer would never have been heard of outside his very limited
realms. In the face of vigorous opposition across the years the Lord has raised up precious friends
who have stood by us with their prayers and substance. Most of these have been poor people who
have cheerfully given from their meager means. Their moral support has also been
soul-strengthening. Their letters have often brought greater blessing than their liberal gifts. What
courage it affords God’s little servants when they are assured the perpetual prayers of God’s dear
children. Glory to God! what an honor, what a privilege to make friends with God’s precious people
and to have their confidence! I have often asked the Lord to let me die rather than betray the
confidence of His people. How precious it has been to note the faithfulness of many of God’s
children to listen for and give heed to the voice of the Master. There have been times out on the
mission field when all of us could have suffered for the lack of necessary food, but for the
faithfulness of His people to hear His voice. God has talked to some in the middle of the night who
readily responded and supplied the urgent needs when naturally they knew nothing about our
needs out yonder thousands of miles away. Others of our precious friends were led to give to the
work and have for years contributed regularly each month. How heartening it has been to have
good people come to us and say, "You and your work are remembered before the throne of God in
our prayers every day." Some of you who are now reading these lines are among these of whom I
speak. You will never know just how much you have meant to us. We can never tell you, but this I
know, our God will reward you. I weep for joy upon the remembrance of some of you. Your love for
our Lord has inspired me to love Him more ardently. Your encouraging words or letters have fired
my heart to run faster and to work harder. You have helped to make me a better man. Your
example has stirred my soul to serve Him more diligently. Great will be your rewards.

There are our precious missionaries who have stuck with us through the hard places and have
patiently borne with my faults and failures. These too have helped to make me and to advance the
work to which the Lord called me. Without these we could not have gone forward. Without them
we could not exist as a Mission. I am deeply indebted to them. Their constructive criticisms given
in love have helped me. We have suffered, served, and learned together. We are still in school.
Some of our lessons are perplexingly difficult, but we have a great Teacher, and by the grace of
God we are going to stay in school and make the grades. God will reward these faithful helpers in
the Gospel. These constitute my larger family. We have often had the privilege of kneeling in
prayer together and committing our large family needs to our blessed Heavenly Father. We have
seen Him work wonders in our behalf. He has greater things ahead for us. A little has been
accomplished during these years. God is the judge of how much. We began fourteen years ago
with the "Bahamas’ Bible Mission." Four years later this was included in "The West Indies Bible
Mission," then following the opening of our work in New Guinea the Mission became known as
"The East & West Indies Bible Mission." Including missionaries on the field, those on furlough, and
those under immediate appointment, we have about thirty adults. We have additional workers in
training for the great challenge which faces us. The Mission is now incorporated in the State of
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Florida. The work is incorporated as a nonprofit-sharing institution. The Mission will be controlled
by a Board of Directors, but not one of these Directors is to derive anything materially as a result of
his connection with the Mission. An Attorney at Law has taken a very personal interest in our work
in the preparation of the Incorporation papers in order that the Mission might be well secured, and
that those who put their substance into this work may have the assurance that their investments
are well made.

Now, forgetting our forgiven failures of the past lest we become discouraged in tackling the mighty
tasks which lie ahead; and forgetting our gratifying successes which are behind us lest we be
tempted to sit down in calm complacency, we must unflinchingly and radiantly face the future with
its tremendous challenge. May God deliver us from the feeling that all "the worlds have been
conquered," and that we have come into the picture too late. While it is true that we know not how
little time we may have to work before the night shades fall, yet we cannot afford to fritter away our
time wondering how soon we must quit. These are days when your writer is earnestly seeking God
for more light and more wisdom in order to know how to get more accomplished in the course of
the little time left. I am not satisfied with the little vision He has given me, but my prayer is that I
may be obedient to what vision I have, and that He may enlarge my vision in order that greater
things might be wrought for His eternal glory. In spite of the fact of closed and closing doors we are
faced with some of the greatest missionary challenges ever known to the people of God. Our
vision must encompass this challenge or we will fail utterly. As children of faith we must "look at
the things which are not seen" by ordinary eyes. We must be on the alert to see those heaven-sent
opportunities which challenge us. God has ways for us to get even beyond those closed doors with
His Gospel if we will let Him show us the way. Our present experience in getting into closed
territory in South America by means of the Broadcasting Station is proof to us that we can still
bring blessing to many hungry-hearted lives dwelling behind the barred doors if we will. Those of
you who have been burdened for poor downtrodden China with its closed doors, despair not. Don’t
give up hopes. There is yet work to be done. There are thousands of thirsty souls in China who
have radios in their homes. Let us prepare to give the Gospel in all its purity and power to these
needy ones. It can be done. There is the great cruel land of Russia with its doors doubly barred
against the Gospel, but we can still get in there. The powers that be may spoil parts of the
message with their jam transmitters, but they will not destroy all. Portions will get through to souls
crying for the Bread of Life. Some seed will fall on good ground. Poor Spain, long-cursed by cruel
Catholicism prohibits the Gospel from being preached even by the natives of Spain. By the help of
God we expect to get into that country with the pure Gospel. Let us pray, believe, and give in order
that the giant transmitter for our Station in Haiti may soon be sending forth its beam of Light and
Life.

We already have towers erected for beaming the Gospel to these far away lands. Special
antennas are being arranged for this work. God will reward our labors and yours. Will you join us in
facing the mighty challenge to give the Gospel to those behind closed doors as well as to these
where the doors are yet open?

Haiti, with its tens of thousands who have never heard the Gospel, presents a mighty challenge
with an open door. We must enter while we may. We must conquer for Christ while we can. The
wrathful powers of Rome are secretly and subtly scheming to close these doors to the Gospel
Thanks be to God for the authorities in Haiti who are highly favoring the Gospel. Now is our time --



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 115

our day of opportunity. How great will be our accountability to God if we fail. Qualified workers are
needed, and funds are needed for the accomplishment of this task. Multitudes of poor Haitiens are
held in the cruel chains of superstition and shame. They are crying for something, but they know
not what. We who have had our souls lighted know that these multitudes are crying for the light
and power of the Gospel. We have the light, what shall we do with it? Haiti’s only hope is Christ.
False cults are worming their way in, but the poor people are not helped.

New Guinea now affords one of the world’s greatest missionary challenges. It contains thousands
of square miles of virgin territory for the Gospel. The doors are open and opening. False religions
which damm rather than deliver are ready to enter these doors. It almost makes my blood chill
when I think of these uncounted masses of savage people who will be deceived and dammed
because of our lack of a vision for a lost world. I can see those eager faces turned toward us and
calling for our help. No, my dear reader, this is not simply imagination. I have been there among
them where missionaries had never been before. We listened as they invited us to stay, or to
return to them and settle among them, but there has been no one to send. They are still in their
darkness. They are still calling. Others of our missionaries have gone out there where no
missionary had ever been heard of. They have never been back, and there has been none to send
in their place. These poor souls are waiting yet, and it seems they are waiting in vain for the help
they need. Something is sadly wrong. When the Government or some Corporation wants men to
go to Alaska, some isolated island of the sea, or to some malarial section of the world with the
promise of big pay -- they get their men. The Lord of the harvest tells us that they who reap in His
harvest "receive wages," and yet there are so few who claim to love Him who are ready to go. May
the Lord awaken us, or else constrain us to close our mouths about our love for Him who laid down
His very life for us, then commanded us to go into all the world and preach the Gospel to every
creature. Hearts of burning love for Christ are deplorably lacking. The wild, naked, untaught
multitudes are calling for help. What shall we do with this challenge? Shall we stop our ears, close
our eyes, and cauterize our conscience; or shall we repent of our love for common comforts,
shake ourselves out of our indifference, confess our cold-heartedness, and cry mightily to God for
deliverance from our spiritual laziness, and for a mighty baptism of divine love which will send us
forth with burning hearts to witness and work for our Lord and the lost? Which shall it be?

Speaking personally, I am fully resolved to redeem the time and if needs be literally lay down my
life that others might have the Gospel. That subtle enemy of souls called "leisure" and your writer
are not on good terms. We have parted friendship and have nothing in common. Time is too
precious and too swift in its flight for me to waste it. Others may do so, but I cannot. The waste of
time is the murderer of souls. Jesus said, "I must work while it is day, for the night cometh when no
man can work." Again He said, "My meat is to do the will of Him that sent me, and to finish His
work." Paul the Apostle had nothing in common with leisure even while fastened behind prison
bars. He witnessed, he wrote, won souls to Christ, and prayed day and night for the saints of God.
He speaks to us saying, "And that, knowing the time, that now it is high time to awake out of sleep:
for now is our salvation nearer than when we believed." My friends, I dare not waste time. It seems
but yesterday that I was a child saying "Yes Mamm" when "mama" called me to "set the table,"
"feed the chickens, or slop the pigs." It seems that I can almost hear her say, "Tolbert, it is time to
go for the cows," then away I go "tearing" through the front gate past the "big pine tree,"
underneath the "red oaks," and down across the "pasture" yelling like a wild Indian. "Old Rover" is
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in the lead barking out his warnings to the cows that it is time for them to go home. With the chores
all done, supper finished, and the night shades drawn, "mama," "papa," and "Tolbert" sit together
around the wide fireplace" which contains a big "back log." But that was yesterday. Today all is
changed. "Mama" has gone to a far country, "Papa" is no longer the young man he was then. He
now lives in another part of the country. The old homestead has changed and the old house with
its wide hearth is no more. The "barefoot boy" has now turned the half century mark. His FIRST
FIFTY YEARS are now history. He has begun his second fifty, but he shall not attain this side of
eternity’s border. Even if the Lord tarries, I shall have gone the way of all the earth long before the
termination of my second half-century. My days are numbered. What I do must be done quickly.
"My chores" for the Master are not all done. I cannot boast of being "ready for His coming," for
"those other sheep" are not all in the fold. Millions are yet far over the wild seas and lost among
the cold dark mountains. I hear my Master’s voice, saying, "Whom shall I send, and who will go for
us?" I must answer, "Here am I; send me."

I should like to be counted worthy to say with David Brainerd:

"Farewell! farewell friends and earthly comforts, the dearest of them all, the very dearest, if the
Lord calls for it; adieu, adieu, I will spend my life to my latest moments in caves and dens of the
earth if the kingdom of Christ may thereby be advanced."

* * * * * * * THE END
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Chapter 35

03.00. My Sheep Shall Never Perish

MY SHEEP SHALL NEVER PERISH In spite of the fact that these are days when gullible
multitudes, like little blind birds sitting in their nests of complacency, gulp everything given to them
without considering its merits or demerits, there are those who want to know the truth and nothing
but the truth.

Literally scores of thousands of my tracts -- "Are The Once Saved Always Saved?" -- have found
their way around the world. Several different printing establishments are putting them out. I am
finding that people are being helped to see the truth concerning this subject. This, together with
the fact that I find multitudes who are being deceived and led away from the truth of the Gospel,
has encouraged me to write this booklet. I well know that in certain circles I shall not be loved the
more for having written it, but God speaks saying, "And thou shalt speak my words unto them,
whether they will hear, or whether they will forbear." Ezekiel 2:7 Too, it is my aim to impart
blessing to the children of God.

Believing it to be the will of God for us to share the good things which the Father bestows upon us,
and that it is our duty to warn men against popular deceptions, I send forth this booklet with a
prayer that it may do good.

Let those who receive light and help from its pages give praise to God by putting the same into the
hands of others.

G. T. Bustin

Contenido MY SHEEP SHALL NEVER PERISH1 Contenido1 WHO ARE THESE SHEEP?2
WHAT IS MEANT BY SECURITY?6 HARD NUTS FOR THE UNCONDITIONAL SECURITY
CROWD TO CRACK10
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Chapter 36

03.01. Who are These Sheep?

WHO ARE THESE SHEEP?

WHAT IS MEANT BY SECURITY?

HARD NUTS FOR THE UNCONDITIONAL SECURITY CROWD TO CRACK WHO ARE THESE
SHEEP? To intelligently deal with the "security of the sheep" we must know something of this
select group.

There are many scriptures which speak of the security of God’s people, or His sheep, but it is
necessary that we know who these people are, and something of the distinguishing marks which
single them out from the rest of the world. What is meant by "My Sheep"?

Some would have us believe that all people on the face of the earth are the sheep of God, or the
children of God. All men are the creatures of God, but not all the children of God.

Others would have us believe that all sheep referred to in the Bible come under the class of "My
Sheep". The Bible speaks of "lost sheep", "scattered sheep", and "wandering sheep". According to
the truth of God these do not belong to the ’"My Sheep" class. How often do we hear Isaiah 53:6
wrested from its setting and applied to the children of God -- "All we like sheep have gone astray:
we have turned everyone to his own way; and the Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of us all." This
is a precious portion of the Word which affords light to the lost and wandering creatures of God,
but these words, "gone astray" and "turned everyone to his own way," do not characterize the
sheep of God who have been saved from their wanderings and their own way. This is a picture of
our past, but not of our present position. (Further proof of our argument here is given in pages to
follow.)

"My Sheep" have nothing necessarily to do with church membership. Millions of church members
have never been the sheep of God and never will be. Worldly church members have no place in
the fold of God even though they go to church every Sunday and say their prayers. This
expression cannot include all so-called believers in Christ. Many profess to believe in Him, but in
works they deny Him. Their faith is not sincere, or "unfeigned". "Thou believest that there is one
God: thou doest well: the devils also believe and tremble. But wilt thou know, O vain man, that
faith without works is dead?" James 2:19-20 Let us now turn to the positive consideration of these
sheep.

Since our booklet title is taken from what is commonly known as the "Good Shepherd" chapter it
will be well to read the entire chapter -- John 10:1-42. By carefully studying this chapter we get the
true setting of the words, "My Sheep ... Shall Never Perish". Let us specifically note verse four:
"And when He putteth forth His own sheep, He goeth before them, and the sheep follow Him: for
they know His voice." It is His own sheep He speaks of in this chapter. Not just any sheep, but His
own sheep. Not wandering sheep, or lost sheep, but sheep who follow Him, because they know
His voice. The fifth verse confirms the truth of the fourth. "And a stranger will they not follow, but
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will flee from him: for they know not the voice of strangers." Christ is the Shepherd. Satan is the
master stranger. Christ’s sheep cannot follow Satan, for to do so would make our Lord’s words
untrue. "And a stranger will they not follow." Scattered sheep, lost sheep, and wandering sheep do
follow strangers, but Christ’s sheep do not. We can positively know whose sheep we are by
knowing the voice we hear and the one we follow. The way we are going is the distinguishing mark
of who we are. Even the wicked world knows this much, and it is not fooled by our profession. In
order to know clearly just who is secure, and to know if we are included in this promised security,
let us look into the twenty-seventh verse and carefully examine its three phrases.

(1) "My sheep hear my voice." The possessive pronoun "My" denotes ownership. The Shepherd
has purchased us with His own precious blood and has a right to call us His own. We who are the
sheep of Christ are not simply His own by purchase, but by a personal surrender and
acknowledgment of His Lordship. So-called believers who have not accepted Christ as Lord of
their lives know nothing of Him as Saviour. To hear the voice of Christ is to give attention to His
words as recorded in the Bible. Those who truly belong to Christ take delight in hearing what He
has to say. This is why they love the Word of God. In the words of the psalmist: "His delight is in
the law of the Lord, and in His law doth he meditate day and night." Psalms 1:2. "I will delight
myself in Thy statutes: I will not forget Thy word." Psalms 119:16. To the sheep of Christ "His
commandments are not grievous." 1 John 5:3. God’s children take delight in preaching which is
"Thus saith the Lord." They have no time for mushy-mouthed preaching, or soft-peddling. People
who become angry when the preacher bears down on sin and worldliness are not the sheep of
Christ, for they all love the truth even when it cuts deep. They delight to know the Master’s will.
Pussy-pawed preaching will never satisfy the children of God. They have no time for a
compromising pulpiteer who preaches to please his carnal parishioners, for such a one is a
hireling and careth not for the sheep of God. This is why the sheep of Christ are often accused of
being "disloyal". They cannot accept everything, nor will they go along with everything. When they
hear a voice which is contrary to that of their Master they cannot give attention to it.

"My sheep hear my voice." The sheep of Christ are not interested in hearing the latest in fads and
fashions, for they know that such things do not have the sanction of their Master. He says, "Be not
conformed to this world." They do not listen to hear what the latest show is like, for their Shepherd
says, "Have no fellowship with the unfruitful works of darkness, but rather reprove them." The
sheep of Christ are never interested in "riding the goat," for He says, "Be ye not unequally yoked
together with unbelievers: for what fellowship hath righteousness with unrighteousness? and what
communion hath light with darkness." 2 Corinthians 6:14.

Card-playing, beer-drinking, pleasure-loving, cigarette-sucking, and world-courting religionists
have no appeal to the sheep of Christ, for He says, "Come out from among them, and be ye
separate, saith the Lord, and touch not the unclean thing; and I will receive you." 2 Corinthians
6:17 Christ’s sheep are not interested in listening to, or looking at the world series, for He says,
"Know ye not that the friendship of the world is enmity with God? whosoever therefore will be a
friend of the world is the enemy of God." James 4:4 Do we bear the marks of His sheep?

"And I know them." We may fool men part of the time, but we cannot fool our Lord any of the time.
He knows His own. John said, "The world knoweth us not, because it knew Him not." If our Lord
knows us the world does not know us. The word "know" as used in this place and in many other
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parts of the New Testament implies intimacy. The Lord is intimate with His own, but He is never
intimate with sinners. He loves sinners and knows them afar off, but He is never intimate with
them. This word implies "fellowship". The Shepherd is always in fellowship with His sheep. How
nonsensical and unBiblical is that teaching which tells us that we can be in Christ but out of
fellowship with Him. Let us demand one verse of scripture which teaches such a thing. Thank God
for this blessed fellowship which is ours with the Master. How sweet is the intimacy with Christ in
the Spirit! Blessed communion is our privilege even while walking with our Shepherd through the
deep dark valley. The shadows may hide His face, but only sin could destroy our fellowship. What
others say about us never affects the blessed fellowship we have in Him. "And truly our fellowship
is with the Father, and with His Son Jesus Christ ... If we say that we have fellowship with Him,
and walk in darkness (darkness of sin), we lie, and do not the truth." 1 John 1:3; 1 John 1:6

"And they follow Me." This is another true mark of the Lord’s own sheep. They hear His voice, and
they heed His voice. They follow Him. They delight in following Him. They can say with the
psalmist, "I delight to do thy will, O God." Psalms 40:8 He did not say "They try to follow Me." The
Lord never asks us to try to follow Him. He asks us to follow, and that we can do by the grace
which He always affords to those who will to follow. He did not say "They want to follow Me." Many
can say this, but to follow is another thing. Where is the argument of that man who would tell us
that we can be saved, the sheep of God, and secure, and yet not be a, disciple? Jesus says,
"They follow Me." Are men following Christ in sin and worldliness? Do they follow Christ to the
drinking parlor? Do women follow Christ to the beauty parlor or barber shop where they have their
God-given long hair cut off? God says, "But if a woman have long hair, it is a glory to her for her
hair is given her for a covering." 1 Corinthians 11:15. Lady, are you following Christ when you put
on men’s apparel and smear up your face or lips with heathen paint? God says, "The woman shall
not wear that which pertaineth unto a man ..." Deuteronomy 22:5 The wicked heathen queen
Jezebel painted her face and died in that condition. Each time paint is mentioned in the Bible it is
connected with heathenism, whoredom, or both. Are people following Christ when they are given
to evil speaking, backbiting, tale-bearing, and creating division and strife? Are they following Christ
while possessing bitterness or hatred in their hearts toward their fellow creatures? Jesus said, "My
sheep ... follow Me." These words are not to be taken lightly. Like all the words of our Master they
are serious and weighty. Are we following Christ when we labor and strive to lay up for ourselves
treasures on earth? Jesus said, "Lay not up for yourselves treasures on earth ... But lay up for
yourselves treasures in heaven." Did Jesus lay up treasures for Himself, and can we do so and
follow Him? Multiplied millions are dying in darkness, hunger and nakedness, and have never
heard the Gospel one time. Can we leave these multitudes to die in their darkness and yet follow
Christ? Can we be indifferent to the cry of the perishing heathen for whom Christ died, and yet be
His followers? God help us and awaken us to our true condition. "My sheep ... follow Me." To
follow Christ is infinitely more than to live a good negative life. Christ went about doing good --
pouring out His precious life for others. What am I doing for others? There are sins of omission as
well as sins of commission. "Therefore to him that knoweth to do good, and doeth it not, to him it is
sin." The man who commits the sin of omission is just as guilty before the Lord as the man who
steals.

One, Mr. Strombeck, a Calvinist of the old school, has written a book on eternal security in which
he stresses the fact that these verses with which we are dealing are the main foundation of the
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unconditional eternal security theory. He contends that the promise of Christ in this case is in no
sense conditional. He bases his argument on the fact that the conditional "if" is not found in this
connection. A shallow argument indeed! "If" is not the only conditional word used in the English
language. In all honesty who would dare say that the promise of Christ here in the John 10:28-29
of John 10:1-42 is not conditional. If such is not conditional, then these words are for everybody in
the whole world regardless of how wicked or righteous they might be. The promise is specifically
made to Christ’s sheep, and He Himself tells us that His sheep hear His voice, and they follow
Him. By this we can know who are the sheep of God, or the children of God. "He that doeth not
righteousness is not of God, neither he that loveth not his brother." 1 John 3:10. It is to this special
group, and to no other group, that this promise is made. "Lost sheep," "straying sheep," and
"wandering sheep," are thieves in addition when they try to lay claim to this precious promise
which our Master made specifically to all who hear His voice, live in fellowship with Him, and follow
in His steps. This is not good news to the "goats" and to the "wandering sheep," but it is good
news to all of God’s dear people. Yes, for them there is guaranteed protection -- blessed security.
They possess eternal life and no wild wolf can snatch them from the Shepherd’s hands and
destroy their life. The Greek word translated "pluck" is the same as that found in verse twelve of
this chapter and should be translated "snatch". We who are following Christ and living in fellowship
with Him shall never be overtaken by the enemy and "snatched" from our Shepherd’s hands.

Here is double security. Jesus said, "My Father which gave them Me, is greater than all; and no
man is able to pluck (snatch) them out of My Father’s hand." Satan and wicked men must defeat
both the Son of God, our Master Shepherd, and our heavenly Father before he can destroy us.
Praise God for such security! Praise Him for His protective care. Those who follow Christ can truly
say, "The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not want." "O fear the Lord, ye His saints: for there is no
want to them that fear Him." Psalms 34:9 "The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I
fear? The Lord is the strength of my life; of whom shall I be afraid? When the wicked, even mine
enemies and my foes, came upon me to eat up my flesh, they stumbled and fell. Though an host
should encamp against me, my heart shall not fear: though war should rise against me, in this will I
be confident ... For in the time of trouble He shall hide me in His pavilion: in the secret of His
tabernacle shall He hide me; He shall set me up upon a rock." Psalms 27:1-2; Psalms 27:3;
Psalms 27:5

"Nay, in all these things, we are more than conquerors through Him that loved us. For I am
persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor height, nor
depth, nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ
Jesus our Lord." Romans 8:37-39 We can say with the poet, "That soul that on Jesus doth lean for
repose, He will never, no never, desert to his foes."

Again Paul says, "For I know whom I have believed, and am persuaded that He is able to keep
that which I have committed unto Him against that day." 2 Timothy 1:12

These are only a portion of the precious promises which proclaim the security of saints -- faithful
followers of the Lord Jesus Christ. Let us remember this: There is no such thing as unconditional
security taught in the Word of God. Christ "became the author of eternal salvation unto all them
that obey Him." Hebrews 6:9 This is absolutely the only security taught in the Bible. Security for
saints, but no security for sinners -- religious sinners or otherwise. To the disobedient there is no
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promise but that of endless destruction.
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Chapter 37

03.02. What is Meant By Security

WHAT IS MEANT BY SECURITY? In the foregoing pages we have seen something of what the
Lord means by His promise of security, but in order to expose the falsity of the claims of many who
glibly talk about their security it is essential that we know what these generally mean by "eternal
security". It is not the writer’s aim to shake the faith of any of God’s dear children, but it is my
sincere wish to shake many deceived souls aloof from their unscriptural presumption. Some of
God’s own dear people have been caught in this security snare. In this matter many of God’s own
children are far better than their doctrine. By the grace of God they will remain true and make it to
heaven in spite of the falsity of this doctrine, but by their teachings, unless delivered from error,
they might be the means of damning other souls, for I am frank to say that the "unconditional
security" theory is a soul-damning doctrine. Many are sleeping the sleep of death because some
deceived teacher has told them there is nothing to do in order to retain their standing in grace.

Beloved reader, if you hold to this teaching, and yet you are a true lover of the Lord, cast not away
your confidence in Him, but with an open heart follow me through these pages. If I speak not
according to the law of God, then lay aside what I have written. Your writer was also deep-dyed in
the doctrine of unconditional security, but by means of prayerfully searching the Word of God, and
that with fasting, I saw the truth as it is in Christ. Thanks be unto God, I have no doubt about my
standing in Christ. I am assured of safety in Him, and yet the Word of God admonishes me to take
heed lest I fall. There is no security outside of Christ, for outside of Christ we are in sin, and in sin
there is not security. If we are in Christ we are out of sin, and if we are in sin we are out of Christ.
This is truth which cannot be refuted. With reference to eternal security of the unconditional type,
there are at least three classes. The first class teaches that there is no such thing as backsliding at
all. That all who are truly converted will remain faithful to God unto the end and if anyone who
claims to be a Christian falls into sin it is because he had nothing to begin with. The second class
advocates that all who have been truly saved will finally persevere, even though he may fall into
sin and drift far from God. Such a one, they say, will always return to the fold before death. The
third class teaches that when a person is justified he is forgiven of all the sins he ever has
committed and of all that he may ever commit, and even if he falls into the blackest of sins and
dies in that condition he will go straight to heaven.

It is easy to be seen that all the eternal security groups do not agree on the subject of their pet
theory. They even contradict one another on important points. The first group is not so common
among the security crowd at large, and among them are found many of God’s dear children who
believe in a completely separated life. These do not usually make excuses for sin of any type.
Since they love God and have found that the grace of God is sufficient to keep them from falling,
they have accepted the theory that they cannot fall away. Many such folk have later had to throw
away their theory, accept another view of security, or else abandon the whole idea as contrary to
practice as well as Scripture. Your writer has had some of these folk say to him, "Why, Brother
Bustin, I love the Lord and delight in His ways, and would not think of sinning against Him. I can’t
understand these folk who say they are converted, giving glowing testimonies of their love for the
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Lord, then after a time are found back in the world." I can say the same thing, and yet I know that
some who did run well have fallen away and no more walk with the Lord. Why will the security
groups object to our citing such examples if they believe the Bible, for we have examples there as
well as today.

During Paul’s imprisonment in Rome he writes both to Philemon and to the Colossians, and in
each letter makes mention of Demas, his fellow-laborer, who sends his salutation along with
Paul’s letters. He was then saved or unsaved. Is it at all probable that the great apostle would
have chosen an unsaved man as co-laborer with him in the Gospel? He later wrote to Timothy
saying that "Demas hath forsaken me, having loved this present world." God says, "If any man
love the world, the love of the Father is not in him."

I am thinking just now of a one-time mighty man of God. He had been saved from a shameful
course of sin, became a great man of prayer, and a powerful preacher of the Word. I know some
who are yet living for God who were gloriously converted under this man’s labors. After having
walked with God for some years he neglected his prayer life, began reading worldly magazines,
his love grew cold (See Matthew 24:12), then came a sad fall. This poor man is now far from God.
His oldest son also became a preacher of the Gospel, but later followed in the wayward steps of
his father, took to drink, and died a wretched death. "Let him that thinketh he standeth take heed
lest he fall." 1 Corinthians 10:12; 2 Peter 3:17 The best of men may fall. We can only stand by the
grace which we will have vouchsafed to us abundantly if we will accept it. There is truly no excuse
for any man going back into sin, but many do so. We are well aware of the fact that many so-called
backsliders "never slid front ways" as Amanda Smith aptly put it, and yet the facts are indisputable
that multitudes who gave all evidence of having walked with the Lord in reality have turned back to
the beggarly ways of the wicked world.

Paul said to the Galatians: "Ye did run well; who did hinder you that you should not obey the
truth?" Galatians 5:7 In Galatians 5:4 he speaks of those who "are fallen from grace." 2 Chronicles
4:11 he says: "I am afraid of you, lest I have bestowed upon you labor in vain."

Backsliding is a sad, practical problem in all truly evangelical circles today when the words of
Christ are being fulfilled: "Because iniquity shall abound, the love of many shall wax cold."
Whether men believe in backsliding or not they are everywhere practicing it on a wholesale scale.
The following is a quote from B. L. Omstead’s little booklet on "Three Types of Eternal Security."
This quotation is taken from The Baptist Training Union Magazine for April, 1940, by a Baptist
minister, J. W. Storer. He said, "There is an unhappy, but too truthful expression which says that
others preach backsliding and Baptists practice it. Candor compels the admission that there are
multiplied thousands of our people who, like Demas, have forsaken their Master, and for the same
reason; namely, because they have loved the present world. And of that John says that if any man
loves the world, the love of the Father is not in him. Why is there so much of this sorrowful and
tragical thing called backsliding?"

We might argue that the most of these, together with most others who are branded as backsliders,
never knew the Lord in truth. This may be true, and yet if there is only one case of backsliding from
the grace of God, then the fact of backsliding must be reckoned with. This is exactly what we find
the Word of God repeatedly doing -- warning men against defection from the faith, and to repent
and turn back to God. Why will men theorize and try to show themselves more wise than that
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which is written? The second class of securitiests may admit that believers may fall away into sin
of every description, but that since they are elected to salvation from all eternity -- predestined to
everlasting glory -- they can never finally be lost. They will always return to the fold of God. This
type of theorists have much to say about "once a son, always a son," "once in grace, always in
grace." (Bud Robinson’s comment was, "Yes, they are always in grace -- God’s grace, or in
disgrace.") Of all the unconditional security adherents this class is the most philosophical. They
reason that we have nothing whatsoever to do with the matter of our becoming children of God,
and therefore have nothing whatsoever to do with ceasing to become His children. They believe
that from all eternity we were all chosen, or elected, to be eternally saved, or to be eternally
damned. Your writer once held tenaciously to this theory of sovereign election to salvation or
damnation. This, they say, "magnifies the grace of God." They would call this, "All of Grace." Since
men like Saul and Judas died in their sins, this theory argues, "these men were never among the
elect of God." I am frank to say that this predestination idea is more reasonable than the other
theory which advocates that we do have something to do in the matter of getting into the fold of
God, but that we cannot get out when once we are in. This is both unreasonable and unscriptural.
The third class invites men to come, believe on the Lord, accept Him as our personal Saviour,
(very little is said by these about sincere repentance) and promises them that when once they get
in they are forever and unconditionally in the fold of God regardless of how they live thereafter.
Some of them are too wise to make such claims publicly and openly, but others speak positively
and dogmatically to the effect that upon believing in the Lord Jesus Christ all sins in the past,
present, and for all future time are completely and forever forgiven. Many of these false teachers
will say that it is wrong to sin, that believers should not sin, and that they will lose much of their
rewards by thus living in sin, but the souls of such "saved sinners" are safe forever.

Some of our readers may argue that many good eternal security people do not go to this extreme
in teaching. This is certainly true, but this is the logical conclusion which the eternal security theory
leads to. Barnhouse, a prominent Keswick Convention speaker says, "Put very simply, this (the
fact of justification), means that the moment a person is born again, forgiveness has been
provided for all the sins he ever has committed or for all the sins he ever shall commit in the
course of his life." Again he said, "that God has offered pardon in advance for any sins which might
be committed by the believer." He says that he has no doubt about the salvation of Ananias and
Sapphira even though they died with lies upon their lips. This brand of eternal security teaches that
Judas went straight to heaven -- that he fell from his high office, but not from grace. They say this
in spite of the fact that Jesus spoke of Judas as being "lost", the "son of perdition", and "it had
been good for that man if he had not been born." Your writer has sometimes admired messages
by John R. Rice, but upon reading the following in the so-called Sword of The Lord, I confess that
my confidence in the man was shaken to the very foundations. The following words appeared as
an editorial August 10, 1951 under the caption of Tears in Heaven. We quote his own words:

"When we die or when Jesus comes, then we will be saved completely from sin. Then the body will
be changed in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye (when Jesus comes again for us) according to
God’s Word (1 Corinthians 15:51-52). Then we will be done forever with sin in ourselves; but we
will not yet be done with the results of sin. Those results will cause us sorrow in heaven."
(Comment -- Part of this doesn’t sound so terrible, but listen to what follows.)
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"How ashamed and heartsick will many a child of God be when Jesus comes, unexpectedly, and
the Christian is found in sin. Some may be in theaters, some in taverns, and some engaged in
business that will horribly embarrass them before Christ. Do not say no Christian ever goes where
he should not. Many a Lot, vexing his righteous soul, will be in the midst of some wicked Sodom
when Jesus comes. Many a David after God’s own heart, in other matters, may be with some
Bathsheba when Jesus comes. Many a Peter will be warming by the devil’s fire and denying his
Lord. So we may expect the roofs of picture houses to need repair, broken by raptured but
shamed Christians at the rapture, when Jesus comes for His own."

If this is not one of the "doctrines of devils" I know not what it could be. Think of the Bride of Christ,
also referred to as a Virgin, living in a state of wretched sinfulness -- patronizing the damnable
movies which are sponsored by the adulterous Hollywood outfit, drinking in taverns with the moral
debauchees, committing adultery with another man’s wife, warming by the devil’s fire, and denying
the Lord of glory. Such teaching it is not only disgraceful but borders on blasphemy. There are
some precious saints of God who believe in eternal security, but how under heaven could any man
teach such damnable doctrines as these which come from the pen of Rice and at the same time
be right with God? This is the gang of securitiests who speak much about the imputed
righteousness of Christ. Their idea of our being righteous is, We are not truly righteous, but we
simply have the righteousness of Christ spread over all our filth so that God cannot see any of our
sin through the righteousness of Christ. (Such do not believe the words of John who said, "Little
children, let no man deceive you; he that doeth righteousness is righteous, even as He is
righteous." 1 John 3:7) How could such teachers accept the words of Peter: "Whereby are given
unto us exceeding great and precious promises: that by these ye might be partakers of the divine
nature having escaped the corruption that is in the world through lust." This portion of the Word
teaches that we are partakers of Christ’s nature -- His righteousness is imparted to us. With the
Christ nature we can live the Christ life. The imputed idea as taught by security theorists is like that
of cleansing away a manure pile by spreading a white sheet over it. This is hypocrisy, and our Lord
is not in the business of hypocrisy. That which the Lord calls clean is clean. For just a moment let
us try to compare John R. Rice’s words with those of the inspired apostle Paul. "Know ye not that
the unrighteous shall not inherit the kingdom of God? Be not deceived: neither fornicators, nor
idolaters, nor adulterers, nor effeminate, nor abusers with themselves with mankind, nor thieves,
nor covetous, nor drunkards, nor revilers, nor extortioners, shall inherit the kingdom of God." 1
Corinthians 6:9-10 If Paul believed in this unconditional security idea, why didn’t he qualify his
words by saying, "None of these shall enter the kingdom of God except ’sinning saints’"? This is
exactly what the extreme securitiests teach. In brief we have seen what the various unconditional
security crowds teach concerning security of the believers. In reality it is not security from sin, as is
taught by the Word of God, but it is security in sin. Of course the first class we have considered
would deny this, but even their doctrine logically leads to this conclusion.
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Chapter 38

03.03. Hard Nuts For Unconditional Security

HARD NUTS FOR THE UNCONDITIONAL SECURITY CROWD TO CRACK If all true believers
are unconditionally secure what did Jesus mean when He said:

"And because iniquity shall abound, the love of many shall wax cold. But he that shall endure
(keep the fires of love burning) unto the end, the same shall be saved."? Matthew 24:12-13 Read
Revelation 2:1-5

"Every branch in me (no one is in Christ except one who is a true believer) that beareth not fruit He
taketh away ... Abide in Me, and I in you ... If a man abide not in Me, he is cast forth as a branch,
and is withered; and men gather them, and cast them into the fire, and they are burned." John
15:1; John 15:4; John 15:6

Again, if this salvation is unconditional why did Jesus say, "If ye keep my commandments, ye shall
abide in My love; even as I have kept my Father’s commandments, and abide in His love."?

If, in the parable of the virgins, "oil" represents the Holy Spirit (as all Bible teachers say it does), is
it not a fact that these foolish virgins had possessed the Spirit according to their testimony, "our
lamps are gone out."? Some say this should read, "our lamps are going out." Whether "gone", or
"going", they had had oil. In view of this fact, how could the Lord say, "I know you not"? He did not
say, "I never knew you."

If the security idea is correct, evidently the apostle Paul believed that way. If he believed like the
unconditional security groups, why did he make the blunder of exhorting disciples "to continue in
the faith"? If this theory is correct then all shall continue whether they are exhorted or not. Why did
he write this to the Romans? "Behold therefore the goodness and severity of God: on them which
fell, severity; but toward thee goodness, if thou continue in His goodness: otherwise thou also shalt
be cut off." Look at 1 Corinthians 9:27: "But I keep under my body, and bring it under subjection:
lest that by any means, when I have preached to others, I myself should be a castaway." "Let him
that thinketh he standeth (sure of his security) take heed lest he fall." 1 Corinthians 10:12
"Moreover, brethren, I declare unto you the Gospel which I preached unto you, which also ye have
received, and wherein ye stand; by which also ye are saved, if ye keep in memory what I preached
unto you, unless you have believed in vain." 1 Corinthians 15:1-2 "If ye continue in the faith
grounded and settled, and be not moved away from the hope of the Gospel ..." Colossians 1:23

Poor Paul seems to have been mixed up in his doctrine -- if he believed in eternal security. In 1
Timothy 1:19 Paul speaks of some who had made "shipwreck" of faith. "Now the Spirit speaketh
expressly, that in the latter times some shall depart from the faith, giving heed to seducing spirits,
and doctrines of devils." 1 Timothy 4:1 How could men "depart from the faith" if they had never
been attached to it? Herein is depicted not only backsliding, but the appalling apostasy which is
now in evidence all about us. In the same book and in 1 Timothy 5:12, Paul writes: "Having
damnation, because they have cast off their first faith." In 2 Timothy 2:12 Paul says, "If we suffer,
we shall also reign with Him; if we deny Him, He also will deny us." Honestly, Paul, some of us
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cannot possibly harmonize the eternal security theory with things you write.

We now turn to Hebrews. Whether Paul wrote this letter, or whether it was written by another, we
cannot say positively. This we know, it was written to Hebrew believers. Repeatedly the writer
addresses himself to "brethren," and "holy brethren." In chapter two and verses one to three we
find a solemn warning being given to believers against drifting away from the faith. The climax of
this warning is: "How shall we escape, if we neglect so great salvation ...?

Preachers use this text in warning sinners, but God used it in warning believers. Let us look into 2
Timothy 3:1-17. "But Christ as a Son over His own house; whose house are we, if we hold fast the
confidence and the rejoicing of the hope firm unto the end." 2 Timothy 3:6. Some of the strongest
language possible is found in 2 Timothy 3:12-14. "Take heed, brethren, lest there be in any of you
an evil heart of unbelief, in departing from the living God. But exhort one another daily, while it is
called Today; lest any of you be hardened through the deceitfulness of sin. For we are made
partakers of Christ (eternally) if we hold the beginning of our confidence steadfast unto the end."
Will our security brethren please give us the meaning of these exhortations and warnings. "Let us
labour therefore to enter into that rest, lest any man fall after the same example of unbelief."
Hebrews 4:11. Hebrews 6:4-8 gives solemn warning concerning the sad state of apostates. This is
some of the strongest language found in the Bible describing the heights from which men may fall,
and yet some security theorists absolutely deny that these people herein described had anything
to begin with in the way of true faith. He speaks of those who were "once enlightened, and have
tasted of the heavenly gift, and were made partakers of the Holy Ghost, and have tasted the good
word of God, and the powers of the world to come."

What could possibly be stronger than the expression "made partakers of the Holy Ghost"? What
language could be employed to more properly describe the blessed state of a true believer in our
Lord? The word partake is defined as, to receive, to participate in, take, or have a share in. The
writer warns that even those who are found in this blessed state may fall away to the extent that it
shall be impossible to renew them again to repentance. (The context here makes it clear that
something more than common backsliding is inferred. The writer makes it clear that a complete
apostasy is referred to.) The same truth is referred to in Hebrews 10:23-31. An additional warning
is given to us in Hebrews 12:25 "See that ye refuse not Him that speaketh. For if they escaped not
who refused him that spake on earth, much more shall not we escape, if we turn away from Him
that speaketh from heaven." Is it not rather difficult to believe that Peter believed whole-heartedly
in the security theory? "But he that lacketh these things (things described in verses 5-8 is blind,
and cannot see afar off, and hath forgotten that he was purged from his old sins. Wherefore the
rather, brethren, give diligence to make your calling and election sure (Really, does this sound like
the idea of nothing to do?): for if ye do these things, ye shall never fall." 1 Peter 1:9-10 What if they
failed to do these things? "For if after they have escaped the pollutions of the world through the
knowledge of the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, they are again entangled therein, and overcome,
the latter end is worse with them than the beginning. For it had been better for them not to have
known the way of righteousness, than, after they have known it, to turn from the holy
commandment delivered unto them." 2 Peter 2:20-21.

How can advocates of the unconditional security theory have the audacity to tell us that these folk
described by Peter never had anything to begin with? How could Peter say, "entangled again" if
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they were never untangled the first time? How could he say, "again overcome" if they had nothing
in the first place? Why will these theorists deny the fact of deliverance proclaimed in Peter’s words,
"they have escaped the pollutions of the world through the knowledge of the Lord and Saviour
Jesus Christ"? What language could be used to make it clearer that these had escaped from the
pollutions of the world?

Here is a final word of warning from Peter: "Ye therefore, beloved, seeing ye know these things
before, beware lest ye also, being led away with the error of the wicked, fall from your own
steadfastness." 2 Peter 3:17. Peter, like Brother Paul, leaves us in the muddle of
misunderstanding if he believed in unconditional security.

Many words could be given from the apostle John, but we will pass on only one verse at this time.
"Let that therefore abide in you, which ye have heard from the beginning. If that which ye have
heard from the beginning shall remain in you, ye also shall continue in the Son, and in the Father."
1 John 2:24 Is this not rather strange doctrine coming from the one, who, above all others, has
furnished the eternal security crowd (according to their interpretation) their strongest proofs for
their pet theory. John, we are compelled to confess that some of your statements are rather
confusing if you believe in unconditional security. We will have a final word from you later.

* * * * * * *

If this [so-called] "comforting" doctrine [of eternal security] is such a necessity for the believer, why
did not our Lord have this theory stated in terms which are unmistakably clear?

* * * * * * *

If Paul and the other apostles believed in such a doctrine, why did they not clarify their many
statements made to the contrary?

* * * * * * *

If it be true that all one-time true believers in Christ are eternally saved, whether they believe in the
theory or not, then what great advantage has the believer in this type of security over the
non-believer in such? What will be the grand difference one hundred years hence?

* * * * * * *

If the "securitiest" who believes he can flirt with the world, and even live in a state of shameful sin,
and still retain his place of sonship with God, should some day discover himself to be a lost soul in
the clutches of death and consigned to the regions of the damned, what profit shall his pet theory
afford him then? What joy shall such an one bring to the preacher who taught this heresy to the
now lost soul? (Don’t amuse yourself by saying that such a thing can never be, for millions of
God’s people believe that this shall be the sad state of many such false believers.)

* * * * * * *

It is possible to have everlasting life and not be God-forgiven? It is possible to be eternally saved
and at the same time have an unforgiving spirit? What did Jesus mean when he said, "If ye will not
forgive men their trespasses, neither will your Father forgive your trespasses"?
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* * * * * * * Is it possible for a child of God to so far err from the truth that he arrives at the place
where he hates his brother? If so, what becomes of his "eternal life" while he hates his brother?
John said "Whosoever hateth his brother is a murderer; and ye know that no murderer hath eternal
life abiding in him." 1 John 3:15 Again, what did John mean when he said, "He that loveth not his
brother abideth in death"? What kind of death?

* * * * * * * Is it possible to have "eternal life" without the love of the Father in us? If not so, what
about the "worldly-minded Christian" you speak of? John says, "Love not the world, neither the
things that are in the world. If any man love the world, the love of the Father is not in him." 1 John
2:15 Who shall we believe? John the Spirit-inspired writer, or the teacher of unconditional
security? It is obvious that we cannot believe both.

* * * * * * *

You who hold the unconditional security theory, and think you believe the Bible, will you kindly tell
us just where in the Bible you find such expressions as "once saved always saved," "once a child
always a child," "sonship, but out of fellowship," "sinning saints," "sinning believers," "sinning
Christians," "saved sinners," and such like expressions? Let us be one hundred percent honest. Is
it not just as sensible to talk about "truthful liars," "honest thieves," "sincere hypocrites," "saintly
murderers," and "holy devils"?

* * * * * * *

If Christians can commit sin and yet retain eternal life, just how much sin can they commit, and just
what sins? Can they commit the following list of sins: "Adultery, fornication, uncleanness,
lasciviousness, idolatry, witchcraft, hatred, variance, emulations, wrath, strife, seditions, heresies,
envyings, murders, drunkenness, revellings, and such like"? If the answer is "Yes," then what shall
we do with the words of the apostle Paul who said, concerning this very list, "Of the which I tell you
before, as I have also told you in time past, that they which do such things shall not inherit the
kingdom of God."? Galatians 4:19-21 Who would have the brass to say that this means all except
"saved sinners"?

* * * * * * * Is there not some danger of the eternal security advocate becoming guilty of adding to
and taking from the words of God’s book? Let us hear what the Lord says concerning such: "If any
man shall add unto these things, God shall add unto him the plagues that are written in this Book:
and if any man shall take away from the words of the Book of this prophecy, God shall take away
his part out of the Book of Life (whether the security advocate believes it or not), and out of the
holy city, and from the things which are written in this Book." The sainted John Fletcher pointedly
remarked, "The infallible perseverance of obedient believers is a most sweet and evangelical
doctrine. The infallible perseverance of disobedient believers is a most dangerous and unscriptural
doctrine." The saint of God, whom Christ chooses to term, "My Sheep" -- those who hear and give
heed to the Master’s voice, and those with whom He lives in sweet fellowship -- intimate
relationship -- while following Him -- "shall never perish," for they have life eternal, and no man is
able to snatch them from the Master’s and the Father’s hands. While dwelling in their mighty
hands the security of the sheep is perfect, absolute, and eternal.

"Now unto Him that is able to keep you from falling, and to present you faultless before the
presence of His glory with exceeding joy, to the only wise God our Saviour, be glory and majesty,
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dominion and power, both now and ever. Amen."

* * * * * * * THE END



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 132

Grow in Your Walk with Christ

Listen and read messages that will stir your heart for Christ

and point you to deeper repentance and devotion.

•  50,000+ Sermons from speakers past and present

•  3,900+ Classic Christian Books freely readable online

•  1,200+ Bible Translations and Commentaries

•  Over 450k forum posts — Join our vibrant online Christian forum

www.sermonindex.net


