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INTRODUCTION 
Dr. Hills is conceded to be in the very foremost rank of theologians in the holiness movement. This short treatise is as fine a piece of work as Dr. Hills ever has done and we feel that it should be given a wide circulation. 

The doctrine of entire sanctification as set forth in the New Testament, and as advocated by the Wesleyan movement, has been the subject of much misunderstanding and prejudice. But could it be proved that sin must remain in the heart of a believer during the course of his natural life, even the most serious objection that could be raised against it would be that those who advocate it maintain too high an estimate of the redemptive power of the blood of Christ and too exalted an ideal of Christianity. 

But the author reviews the entire sin question in the light of the fullness of the New Testament dispensation and shows conclusively from the scriptures that the atoning work of Jesus Christ must forever have as its objective, the deliverance from all sin and the infilling and indwelling of the Holy Spirit as an abiding Comforter. 

H. Orton Wiley,
President, Pasadena College

PART I
Chapter 01
A START IN LIFE
"Ragged Elzie" -- Farm Life -- A Reckless Boy -- "The Young Preacher" -- Trials at the Iron Mill -- Goes West in Search of Education

It is good for a man that he bear the yoke in his youth. Lam. 3:27.

This is an age of luxury and laziness, and parents make no greater mistake than to let their children grow up unaccustomed to hard labor and self-denial. The more a child is humored the more he becomes self-willed and less liable in after life to submit to God or man. The less he is familiar with hardships the less easily can he adapt himself to them, or sympathize with others under similar circumstances.

The writer was not blessed (or cursed) with wealth, therefore had some practical experience with poverty. For this reason alone have I felt led to pen these pages, not to call attention to myself, but to magnify God's omnipotent grace which can enable any poor boy to triumph over all unpleasant environments in the pathway of life.

I was born December 16, 1869, being the seventh child of Josiah and Susan Shelhamer, who then lived in an old log house nestled among the hills of western Pennsylvania. They named this child Elmer Ellsworth, who, as he grew up, was more commonly known as "Ragged Elzie," doubtless from the fact that I got a cheap suit only once in two or three years, which, of course, looked rather odd on a rapidly growing boy.

I know something about the blessings of poverty. Sleeping upstairs in the old log house, I have awakened more than once with enough snow on the floor and bed to make snow balls. I did not know what ready-made underwear was until in my teens. I confess it was a little embarrassing going to school with patched clothes, while other boys wore starched shirts. They had pie, cake and red apples for lunch, while I went out behind a large tree many a time to eat my buckwheat cakes or coarse bread, with nothing on but black apple butter which was so strong that even now I can almost feel it burn its way down.

A feeling of sadness comes over me as I think of those early days, especially at the close of school, when scarcely anyone came to visit us and we were too poor to go visiting. Notwithstanding this, I grew to be over six feet tall and have since preached to those who, because of my appearance, were ashamed to have me in their company.

At twelve, I began to earn my own clothes by working on rainy days, and in the evening after the usual day's labor, clearing out old fence rows and thickets and raising vegetables therein. Many a time did I thus work until long after dark. This was rigid discipline, but better for me than going fishing, or to ball games with the neighbor boys. Though a little galling, nevertheless it taught me the secret of economy and dependence upon my own resources. The noon hours were spent in committing to memory Scripture verses for the Sabbath School, sometimes hundreds being repeated the following Sunday. The Sabbath School was over three miles distant, and to prevent rubbing the heels by the coarse brogan shoes, they were carried in hand until outside the church, and there put on.

Thus for some time I bade fair to become a good man, but all this was eclipsed before the age of fifteen, when I had become a wild, reckless boy, so much so that my parents and relatives despaired of my salvation. Though others were being converted in the revival meetings then in progress, nothing seemed to move the boy who was breaking his father's heart. To the surprise of all, without anyone ever speaking to e. I broke with sin, and ten other boys and men followed me to the altar. After three days and nights of seeking, I was soundly converted, and at once declared I would be as out-and-out for God as I had previously been in seeking pleasure.

I well remember my first series of sermons. I had been powerfully converted and frequently retired to the old log barn for prayer. The thermometer was around zero and though I had crawled behind some corn fodder to get away from the cold wind, yet it was so severe I had to rub and strike my hands together to keep from freezing. Notwithstanding this, I had so many things to pray about that an hour seemed but a short time. As I read my little pocket Testament, certain passages loomed up before me and I could see fields of thought that to my mind had never been touched. This inspiration was so great that more than once did I rush from behind the shocks of corn, leap upon a box, and preach to the logs and cornstalks, warning them to flee from the wrath to come. Of course I had in mind a large congregation. I did not then know that God was training me to preach later on, to things almost as hard as hickory logs, and as dry as cornstalks. It is good, however, to be trained beforehand for life's work.

I thought it necessary to take a theological course in order to prepare myself more fully, and when I apprised my mother (though a very pious woman), she replied discouragingly. I was surprised, then paused and asked her whether she would rather have me enter the ministry or go back into sin and graduate in drunkenness, fighting and gambling She immediately consented, and accordingly I began to prepare for my life's work.

As my parents were not able, without sacrifice, to help me through school, I obtained a job in the iron mill. Some thought I could not stand the hard work, but I was determined to succeed. At the mill they started me in on night turn, from 6 p, m. to 6 a, m., in the galvanizing department. Here the fumes of the chemicals were so strong that they flaked my dinner pail as though galvanized. This was the kind of air that had to be breathed. The boss and most of the men were Roman Catholics, and, as their custom was to initiate every newcomer, they set in to aggravate and annoy me. The boss often came and told obscene stories and sang vulgar songs, all of which were turned away from without the sanction of a smile. At other times he watched when a heavy load of iron was being carried that could not be dropped and seized this opportunity to come and sing his songs but, as before, they found no response. At the end of two weeks this ungodly man, being convicted, ceased his persecution and declared if any one mistreated the "young preacher" he would be discharged.

This mention is made to show that where there is a fixed purpose in the heart to live for God it can be done, by old or young. "Three days" was the time given by my friends for me to break down at the work, but, instead, I was there three weeks. Then sufficient having been earned to go West, "three months" was given me to get homesick and return, but, instead it was nearly three years. Where there is a will there is a way, or one will be made. Napoleon, when confronted with the question how he and his mighty army could cross the Alps, declared, "There shall be no Alps," and he scaled them. If he without God could surmount seeming impossibilities, surely those who are assisted by Omnipotent grace ought to do as well.

Chapter 02
STRUGGLE FOR AN EDUCATION
Enters College -- "Bachelors' Hall" -- Loses the Fire

The "Close Class Meeting" -- The Outcome.

Not slothful in business; fervent in spirit; serving the Lord. Rom. 12:11.

The education of our youth is becoming a great problem to conscientious parents. The fact is, in most of our public schools the morals are so corrupt that they poison the mind of a child before he is ten years of age. The writer has personal knowledge of a little girl (daughter of prominent holiness parents) who came home one evening from school and said, "Mamma, I've got a beau." Then to clinch it, she continued, "You know you said I could do as the other girls did when I was ten years old, and I am ten today." It is hard to say which of the two, the mother or the child, needed the severer rebuke. No wonder John Wesley said, "You might as well send a child to the devil as to send him to the public school."

This is an alarming condition of things, but what is more, is that many of our religious schools seem little better. Can this be proven? Let us see. Every unbiased mind who is in a position to know will admit that many of these so-called holiness schools are not pronounced against the first approaches of fashion, foolishness and flirting. Is it not too often the case that after a term there, a young person returns home more capable than before of reasoning away past light and convictions; or, worse still, professing a tame, sickly type of religion? If he were formerly very conscientious along the finer lines of holy living, the tendency is to broaden him and rob him of his original, heaven-born views. The result is, he would rather mingle with semi-worldly holiness people than the despised few, and he is wont to criticize the old-fashioned saints as being "Back numbers" and not "up-to-date."

Most young people are not able to withstand the subtle influences of "school life." And, when they see the teachers given to more or less worldliness and formality, yet amiable and refined, it is natural to pattern after and quote them rather than those who are a "terror to evil doers."

Of course this is not the case in a non-religious school. There a young Christian soon becomes a "speckled bird" and everyone knows his position. It may mean isolation or persecution, but this will put him on his guard and develop sturdiness of character more than a compromise spirit. The fact is that sooner or later he must rub against and grapple with the spirit of this old world, and the sooner he (through grace) masters it, the sooner he will amount to something.

True, the means of grace and good influences must not be discounted but, on the other hand, if the martyr stuff is in a youth he is bound to succeed though in a non-religious school or community. His feet may be knocked from under him once or twice, but up he will get, not to fall over the same thing again. He who is dependent upon favorable circumstances to succeed on any line will always be a weakling. Hence, unless a student maintains a fixedness of purpose to withstand open wickedness on the one hand and worldliness on the other, he will surely go under, whether in a public school or a holiness college. As the writer has had a little practical experience along this line, he trusts he does not speak unadvisedly.

After earning enough to go West, I, for the first time; bade good-bye to home and friends. A day and night of travel brought me to the thriving city of Wheaton, Illinois (twenty-five miles west of Chicago), where preparations were begun for that long-cherished education. In order to lessen expenses four of us preacher boys kept "bachelors' hall" the first year. One got breakfast, another dinner, I supper, and a fourth one washed all the dishes. In this way we were able to live at the rate of from thirty-five cents to $1.50 a week and grow fat. My first recitation came at 9:30 a, m., hence it gave me five hours (from 4 a, m. to 9 o'clock) for manual labor; then another hour in the afternoon and all day Saturday. I always kept several small jobs ahead for slack times, and averaged from $2.00 to $6.00 a week at fifteen cents per hour. The studying was done at night, sometimes 11:30 finding me poring over my books.

The other boys could not understand why they could not get work while I had more than I could do, but the secret was in leaving white collars at home and going prepared to take anything I could get. Sometimes I had the promise of only an hour's work, but went at it with a relish and frequently got in a day or more at the same place. Any kind of work was solicited, such as gardening, whipping carpets, mowing lawns, trimming trees, sawing wood, unloading cars, cleaning out cisterns and sometimes other very unpleasant work that made my fingers bleed, but I was determined to make the best of it and not let my father borrow money or sell a cow, which would have been gladly done that he might assist me. I declared that if a boy at the age of eighteen could not educate and care for himself, he was not worth educating.

The following summer I traveled in Iowa, and when I returned, with all expenses met, had less than five dollars to apply on a year's expenses. What should I do: back out, write home for help, or buckle into it again for another year? The members of the faculty advised me to stick to it and accordingly I did; went through, passed every examination, and came out in the spring with ten dollars in cash, more clothes and better health than ever in the past. I speak of this simply to encourage others to master every difficulty, and insist on getting through the world without begging or selling principle. There is an honest way to succeed.

The college had a fund from which one could draw $250.00 a year, provided he was preparing for the ministry. Nothing was asked about church membership. If, after this student became a pastor, he was able to pay back the loan, very well. But if not, nothing would be said of it. My positive convictions came to the front and I politely declined. Later, I noticed that all those boys who belonged to other churches, and accepted the loan, finally became Congregationalist preachers, stood up to pray, and had nothing to say about holiness. Say, it is worth a great deal to keep one's self untrammeled and, as John Wesley said, "Free to follow the will of the Lord in all things." Paul said, "All things are lawful for me, but I will not be brought under the power of any." By the grace of God, Paul, this unpopular preacher says, "I am with you! Put me down for a big Amen!"

I now wish to speak of my struggle against the encroachments of a light, popular spirit in school life. I found this a first-class place either to grow in grace or to lose the fire. During the first year I succeeded in keeping on top, though of course I was more or less isolated. The next year different tactics were employed and I found myself being complimented and sought after. Unconsciously I succumbed and lost the keen edge which previously had made me a constant reproof to worldlings and compromisers. I tried to console myself with the thought that I had just gotten out of a little narrow rut and was now merging into a broader field of thought and usefulness. Nevertheless, some of the students said, "You do not get us under conviction as you did the first year." I continued to take active part in and lead religious services, and one Sabbath morning walked down the railroad, two and one-half miles, where was a little white church, and after entering, found myself in an old-fashioned "close class-meeting." Some of those who were questioned became angry and answered back, while others left the house. I thought to myself, "This is a hot meeting, but I will not leave but meet the issue."

So I arose and said, "I doubt whether my experience will stand close questioning. I am saved from all outward sin, but have been attending college, and little by little have come to live on the same plane with those around me. Now I am going to the altar and would like to have you pray with me." This broke up the classmeeting, and while two or three old saints knelt around me, I consecrated to walk in past light and it was but a little while until the old-time joy and holy boldness were mine again.

The next morning I returned to where a number of us theological students were boarding and, as was the custom, each one began to relate where he had been on Sabbath and what he had heard. Now and then a pleasant joke was dropped, accompanied by a hearty laugh; but when it was noticed that I did not participate as usual, one of the boys remarked, "Well, what is wrong with Shelhamer? He is not fit for an old cow to associate with; see, he has his tie off; he has been down among those Free Methodists; it is too bad; he is a good fellow, but now he is ruined and will spend the rest of his days preaching to empty seats and a few old cranks, while we will be filling city pulpits."

I said, "Boys; you can ridicule me if you like, but you know' very well that I have not had the unction of the Spirit of late as I had when I first came, and now I have "simply taken my original stand." To this they all agreed.

I remained that year and kept on top of public opinion. The next summer I entered evangelistic work and did not get back to Wheaton again. It was several years before I visited the place, and when I did I naturally inquired what had become of my old colleagues. One had died from the effects of bicycle riding, another was clerking in a little grocery store, another was driving a bakery wagon and still another was preaching for a worldly congregation

Well what had become of the young "crank?" God forbid that I should boast, but in the same length of time that would have been required to complete my course, He gave me a number of successful revivals from which He called some to preach here and in foreign lands. The fact is; instead of my "preaching to empty seats," God had enabled me to see more, travel more, preach to larger crowds and get more souls saved than all these young student-preachers put together. Did it pay to take a radical, pronounced stand for God? Each student had high ambitions to make a mark in the world not knowing that the best and quickest way to do this was to get the fiery baptism,: then "cry aloud" against, every form and phase of sin, it may mean rocks, eggs and jilts and it did in my case, but it is a sure way to make the world feel that you have an existence for good.

Your roses may have thorns but don't forget,

Your thorns may have some roses too;

The Lord of great compassion loves you yet,

And He will never fail to see you through."

Chapter 03
INCIDENTS OF FIRST REVIVAL
First Revival -- Justice of Peace Makes Disturbance -- Eggs, Rocks and Pistols -- Brave Willie -- Infuriated Mob Destroys Tent -- Opposer Slain under the Power of God.

I will not be afraid of ten thousands of people that have set 

themselves against me round about. Ps. 3:6.

The real work of God always provokes opposition: such opposition may not assume an open attitude, though this is preferable, as it discovers the enemy's strength. Sometimes the devil works above ground and then again he seems to quit the field, when the fact is he is working underneath, hoping to suddenly knock the props out and let the whole thing cave in. It is always good right after every victory to be ready for a new attack from an unexpected source. As a rule, the revivals that prove the most lasting are those in which the "ones and twos" have been saved at a time, instead of a great "landslide."

I well remember the first meeting in which I assisted. At the age of nineteen, I felt that I could no longer be caged up inside the old stone walls of Wheaton College, and accordingly joined a company of three young men at Atwood, Illinois. Souls were getting saved and interest was running high when the devil made his appearance in the form of the Justice of the Peace and other lewd fellows. Their first attempt was to cut down the tabernacle, but they succeeded in getting it only half down when we intercepted them. The next night we remained after service, but well for us that we extinguished the lights, for we were shot at and missed but a few feet: we thanked God in that instance at least for "darkness rather than light."

Another night we received a shower of stones and eggs while pronouncing the benediction. No one was hit but the daughter of the man who threw a large stone weighing two or three pounds.

We had just retired when another shower came against our house, the rocks coming through the windows and the eggs painting and staining the outside. For the time being there was nearly as much racket on the inside as on the outside, for one of the dear boys jumped out of bed and, after brushing a lot of old shoes, baskets and valises aside, succeeded in finding a safe place under the bed, far back against the wall. After a moment's silence, he shouted out in an unmistakable tone, "Hallelujah!" I was trying to locate our disturbers, and said, "Willie, what are you doing under the bed? Get out of there and show your bravery another way." But no, he was too secure to run any risks.

The meeting ran on and, along with others, the railroad agent at that place was blessedly converted and afterwards entered the ministry. A barber gave up his sins and opened up business each morning with prayer. This seemed to infuriate our opposers the more, and accordingly they banded together to burn down the tent. We remained inside and, when the mob arrived, met them at the entrance with lighted matches, but were overpowered with brickbats, revolvers and dynamite. The tent was cut down and blown to pieces, but we were still determined to get souls. No hall or other building could be rented for services as any such place was likewise threatened. So we took to holding street meetings, but even here we were assailed with eggs thrown high up in the air from the back part of the buildings; they spattered all around, but failed to hit the mark.

Finally, an aged widow opened her house for the meetings and the crowds filled the rooms and yards. Some were seeking, others shouting and still others cursing. One man said that were it not for the crowd he would put a stick of dynamite (which he then had) under the corner of the house where Shelhamer was preaching, and blow the whole house to atoms. The power of God was so manifest that a cursing young man was struck down, and when he was able to speak he began to seek salvation and said he would never oppose the work again. One young lady, who had been converted, fell under the power and lay as one dead, so that some questioned among themselves if it were genuine; in order to test it, a wicked young man procured a long rod from a tree and, reaching through the uplifted window, twisted a wad of hair from the back of her head, but she never flinched.

God was surely in the place, and it was not due to masterly sermons, but rather to simplicity in prayer, testimony and fiery exhortations. From this revival a class was formed, out of which four or five good workers and young preachers came. It meant the destruction of our tent, showers of eggs, bullets and brickbats, but what of it, since the influence of that meeting is still sweeping on and will continue to all eternity?

A Commission With Courage
"And thou son of man, be not afraid of them, neither be afraid of their words, though briers and THORNS be with thee, and thou dost dwell among scorpions: be not afraid of their words, nor be dismayed at their looks, though they be a rebellious house. And thou shalt speak my words unto them whether they will hear or whether they will forbear: for they are most rebellious." Ezek. 2: 6, 7.

Chapter 04
NOTABLE HAPPENINGS
Deliverance from Death -- Woman Slain Under Power of God -- Mobs and Eggs -- A Red-haired Man Led Out.

Thou hast caused men to ride over our heads; we went through fire and through water: but thou broughtest us out into a wealthy place. Ps. 66: 12.

As long as one is abandoned to the whole will of God nothing can befall him but what is for his good. "Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God." When they get to heaven? Yes, and long before they get there. They see Him in His providences; yea, in the very same circumstances under which most people complain. Thus they make stepping-stones of their stumbling-stones, and rise to grander views of things divine.

I often had sickness and accident come within an inch of taking my life; yet an unseen hand protected, me until I could rally and go forward in the pathway of duty. A few such incidents I will here relate.

While in a meeting at Stewardson, Illinois, we slept in the back part of the hall for a while before we were invited home with anyone. Then we rented a house and kept "bachelors' hall" and had the privilege of living for a week on nothing but Irish potatoes and graham mush. We had no sugar, hence often sang. "The Grace of God, it is so sweet." Later, when the meeting broke through, we had more things sent in than we could eat. The revival lasted several months, day and night, and being overworked I was suddenly taken down with hemorrhages and lung fever.

It was said that I could not live, and friends flocked in to bid me good-bye. Of course, I thought my time had come, as two brothers and three sisters died with consumption at about the same age. The best doctor in town was doing all he could but to no avail. Friends wrote to an adjoining town for a man of faith to come and pray for and anoint me "in the name of the Lord," according to James 5:14. He did so and at midnight, December 16, 1889, I was instantly and miraculously healed. The next morning I dressed and sat by the fire. The doctor was notified that he need not come any more and, thinking I was a corpse, questioned, "Is he dead?" The answer was that I was healed and well. He did not believe it, so came to see me, and after taking my temperature, which had been up to 104 1-2, declared that something miraculous had taken place. The same day I walked up town through snow a foot deep. Some of the business men took hold of me, saying I was crazy and ought to be at home in bed. The fact was, though I looked like a dead man, I began to "amend", and in twelve days had gained seven pounds. The meeting continued and I was at my post again in as good or better shape than before.

There were other things of importance in this meeting. One of the workers sold himself to a wicked Catholic editor, turned traitor, and the last I saw him he was fearfully haggard. He said he had sinned against the Holy Ghost and was simply awaiting the hour of death to be damned. Such terrific conviction seized hold of Catholics who had come to mock that though it was in the dead of winter they sat and fanned themselves, as if it were August. A large, two-hundred-pound German woman was under great conviction, but declared she would "never go to the altar," and accordingly arose to depart, only to fall full length -- which shook the building. She could not move nor find peace until she consented to be helped to the altar. This enraged the devil, and when we were dismissed we found a mob awaiting us. At this I felt inspired to say, "Just wait a moment and I will find out who it is," and rushed into the midst with a lighted match only to see them scamper in every direction. The next night they were prepared, and as soon as we had started home the eggs began to come thick and fast, but not one took effect until I, looking back, said, "Where are they coming from?" Just then one smashed upon my elbow. I expected, as soon as I reached home, to have a time of cleaning, but could not find a spot. Nevertheless it taught me a lesson to "remember Lot's wife," -- never look back.

On another occasion the rowdies set in to break up the meeting. I arose to preach and when I took in the situation felt divinely inspired to say, "Now, we are here to do good, and if anybody, great or small, undertakes to disturb this meeting I shall come down and take him by the collar and lead him out." I soon noticed that a red-headed young man was anxious to test my strength. Then very deliberately I walked down the aisle as though going by him and when I came to him said, "You come with me." He made as though he would set himself, but over the seat he went and walked right along. It had a good effect upon the audience and from that time we had good order. It might prove a sad mistake to undertake such a thing again, especially in one's own strength.

A second narrow escape from death:

While attending a camp meeting at Terre Haute, Ind., some thirty preachers and workers, including the writer, went to the Wabash river for a bath.

On this occasion several of us were walking in midstream, but it was so deep we had to stand on tiptoes to successfully keep our heads above water. Finally it became so swift that we had to swim, but the tiptoe strain had given me the cramps and I could not use my lower limbs. Presently I went under for the first time, and then called for help, but there was such splashing and diving that I was not heard. I struggled awhile and went under the second time. By this time the cry was general, "Brother Shelhamer is drowning!" Some stood speechless on the bank, while three or four brave fellows came swimming to my help, one diving underneath and lifting my head and shoulders out of the water until I could get a good breath, but as he swam out from underneath me I went under the third time. As I came up one caught me by the arm, but in the struggle I was swept away from him and down I went the fourth time. When I came up I gasped and caught another breath, only to succumb to the mad current once more. But thanks be to God and those brave boys, that as I came up this time, I was met with an old, sinking boat, which I seized, only as a drowning man could. It sank with me, leaving naught but my head above the water, but it served until some fishermen came to my rescue with a better boat.

Afterwards we were informed that a number of men had drowned in that same treacherous place. Steamboats had passed up and down the same channel.

In this battle the great God alone could step in and rob death of his victim. It was only His miraculous power, for generally men never survive after going down the third time. I have heard unsaved men say that all their past sinful record came up before them the first time they went under, but, blessed be God, no such scene came before me during this struggle.

I seemed to be passing through a dark valley, and though I feared no evil, vet all hope of getting out alive was swept away, until the third time of going down. I was fully expecting to wind up in a watery grave, and the only thing I desired to say was to leave some parting word to be sent home to the little, heartbroken wife.

Many honest souls are more or less harassed over the thought of sudden death, not because they are unprepared, but because they are fearful lest they fail to accomplish all that they ought to before their departure. It would help them if they could realize that he who is divinely led is immortal until his work is done.

As I went down the third time one brother cried out, "Lord, help him; Lord, save him," and immediately the darkness overhead vanished, and then a volley of prayers arose from those ashore, as well as from those battling with the mad waters. When I was going down the last time, I could hear the sound of prayer. It was then for the first time that hope revived, and I thought, "How can God let these prayers sink?" From that time on I felt confident that though I was chastened sore, "He had not given me over unto death."

The devil seemed pleased to keep out of every mind the thought of prayer; he gave consent for me to go to heaven, if he could only stop my getting other souls there. I appreciate life as never before. Since that awful struggle, one day seems fraught with more opportunities for receiving and doing good than did a year before.

"Surely, goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever."

"When darkness intercepts the skies,

And sorrow's waves around me roll,

And high the storms of trouble rise,

And half o'erwhelm my sinking soul:

My soul a sudden calm shall feel,

And hear a whisper, 'Peace; be still!"

Chapter 05
INCONSISTENCIES OF NO-SECTS
After Three Years' Absence, Returns Home -- Experience with the "No-Sects" -- Their Inconsistencies and Destructive Work.

Beloved, believe not every spirit, but try the spirits whether they are of God: because many false prophets are gone out into the world. 1 Jno. 4:1.

Every heresy is as old as the devil himself. It may take on new and various forms to keep up with the times, but the underlying principle is as old as the first delusion in the Garden of Eden.

After nearly three years' absence in the West, I returned home for a short stay. Of course everyone wanted to hear "Ragged Elzie" preach. To their surprise the Holy Ghost began to convict right and left until old, hardened sinners were at the altar crying to God for salvation. Deep things of long standing were unearthed and confessions and restitutions were made.

I noticed that several of my relatives who had in former years taken much active part in revival services now absented themselves entirely, though they lived within hearing distance of the church. After inquiring, I found they had joined a faction of the "No-sects" known as the "Saints." I called upon them, urging them to assist in the meetings as they did during the revival in which I was converted. But they turned upon me, saying they had received great light ("The evening light") and that I must likewise walk in it and "come out of Babylon," or be damned.

"What do you mean by "Babylon?" They replied, "Confusion." "Well," said I, "God bless you, there is no confusion in me; heaven is inside of me." But, no, I could not persuade them to attend the revival, for they had heeded the command, "Come out of her" (meaning all forms of church organizations) and to go would be to encourage "man-made institutions." They carried on services during the same hour that we did and finally built a separate place of worship, within one rod of the church, so that the "confusion" they were seeking to avoid was doubly increased. They talked much about their great freedom and of how they did not belong to anything but Christ, but the fact was they were in more bondage than we, for they dare not sanction or attend any other service than their own.

Later, when invited to one of their big tent meetings in town, I went and preached for them, though I had to cancel an engagement at our own church to do so. The fact was, we practiced what they preached more than they themselves did. I will preach for anything under the sun if I get a chance.

Oh, the absurdities carried on in the name of freedom and religion! These deluded souls were seen standing behind trees and the coal house, listening, and wanted to come to our services but dare not do so; they were interested in the salvation of their neighbors, but because one of their big preachers had prophesied that there would never be any good done in the old Shelhamer church and that it was forsaken of God, therefore they must never enter. There was much Scripture quoted and misinterpreted to substantiate their views. Finally they became so bitter they denounced me openly and declined to invite me into their homes lest they should be guilty of "bidding him Godspeed." I succeeded, under God, in getting several to break loose from that spirit of bondage, which was equal to Catholicism or Seventh-day Adventism. This angered and fortified the others, who actually warned me with tears, saying I had resisted the light, the blood of souls was upon me, and I had sealed unto myself damnation. One of their preachers gave me a couple columns of free advertisement by way of denunciation in their paper. Later he cut his throat and died.

I have noticed one general characteristic about this and similar delusions, viz., the adherents are ever ready to quote and argue Scripture, but oh, there is such a lamentable absence of holy joy and the spirit of prevailing prayer. They can talk or sing for hours with more relish than they can commune with God thirty minutes.

I have met at least a dozen independent factions, all claiming superiority in one or more respect. There are blessed people in each crowd, but it is sad that there is little or no fellowship between them.

Contention and strife ran rampant in that community for several years until now there are no services and both places of worship are abandoned. I often thank God for calling me out, like Abraham, from my "kindred and father's house," and sending me west, only two weeks before this destructive element entered and ruined perhaps the most spiritual church in that part of the country. Doubtless in my zeal I should have gone with them, for their preachers at first confined themselves to salvation themes and "reserved the strong meat until the people could bear it." This of course generally caught the zealous and innocent. Any system of religion that leaves such havoc in its wake is certainly not the kind that Christ instituted, notwithstanding all they may say and quote about "unity" and "oneness." (In our book on "False Doctrines and Fanaticism Exposed," this and many other latter-day heresies are handled at length, without gloves.)

Chapter 06
FIVE MONTHS' REVIVAL
Greensburg Meeting -- No Crowds -- Sermon to One Man -- Two Weeks' Sleeping on the Floor -- Arrested -- The Tide Turned -- Church Packed for Five Months -- Unwise Pastor.

Be ye steadfast, unmovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labor is not in vain in the Lord. 1 Cor. 15:58.

There is great need of resolute determination on the part of soul-winners. The fact is, this is a shallow age and we think we must have favorable circumstances before attempting a revival. Many evangelists can stay only ten days or two weeks at most and must have a good singer, a choir, a promise of $150.00 or more, and a nice boarding place in order to succeed.

Is this the way nations go to war? Is this the way to take a city? Some of the greatest victories ever won have been preceded by long sieges and many privations. And shall we be less valiant for immortal souls? Oh, for more of that invincible, irresistible faith that cannot be turned down; that which refuses to recognize obstacles or inconveniences! Many a meeting has closed right on the eve of victory; and in other instances when the devil could do no better, he has compromised with a small concession of a few souls when there should have been scores of them.

I felt led to open up a meeting at Greensburg, Pa., an old aristocratic county seat, some thirty miles from Pittsburgh. We succeeded in renting an old Covenanter Church on Main Street, which had stood idle for years. The day after I rented it another party tried to get it, but I had it for one month, with privilege of three. Another young preacher was with me and we set in to bombard the place. We found that the city officials had succeeded in keeping the Salvation Army out and now they felt indignant that we had entered.

The first night we went up to the center of the city, opposite the courthouse, and had street service. As it was a new thing in the place, we soon had an immense crowd around us. We invited the people to the church where we anticipated a good-sized audience. Instead, three illiterate looking people came. The next night we had two, the third night one, and the fourth night none; but God had clearly sent us there and we had been diligent to call, advertise and invite the people out, hence felt it was a test of faith. One night when there was only one present, I preached until the perspiration flowed freely and the lone stranger, who was a crippled, red-headed boy, began to look this way and that, and doubtless thought, "Thou art the man." Well, he was, for later he got saved and went to preaching. He told me that the thing that took hold of him was the earnestness manifested on the preacher's part when there was no one present but himself. He thought, "If that man has such concern for my soul surely I ought to be concerned."

Afterward, when he himself was in a series of meetings in the mountains of West Virginia, and a great snowstorm was raging, he thought he would not go, but finally did and found only five people present. His first impression was, "Just have a prayer and dismiss," but then the thought came, "If Brother S_____ had done so, I never would have been saved." So he mounted the stand, took a text and preached with all his might. The result was that two of the five came forward and were converted the same night. See the power of example!

The first two weeks of the Greensburg meeting, no one invited us home and, not being on the popular line, where money flowed freely, we ate and slept in the church. The floor in front of the pulpit was the bed, and for pillows we turned chairs upside down and leaned up against them. Like Paul and Silas, we frequently praised God at midnight, though I confess that at the end of two weeks the floor could be very sensibly felt; and as it was in October, it was rather chilly sleeping.

One night, during one of our street meetings, I was summoned by an officer to appear before the mayor, when the following conversation took place:.

"You are holding meetings down in the old Covenanter Church, are you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, that is where we want you to stay and not come out on the street."

"But we feel there is a class of people on the street who never go to church and in order to reach them we go where they are."

"Well, we do not want you on the street, and," (speaking to the policeman) "if they come out again, arrest them."

"Very well, we shall obey God rather than man; if He will release us we will cease, but if not, you will find us out bright and early tomorrow night."

"I think He will release you if you tell Him the mayor said so."

"God does not listen to mayors."

With this I left and continued our street meeting. That night the preacher boys both prayed God to handle things and, accordingly, early the next morning the mayor, with another brother Freemason, knocked and came in tremblingly, saying, "You can have street meetings, only do not come out on Main Street this week, as it is the week of the fair."

We continued in the church for a month, at the end of which our congregation averaged about twenty-five, and these were a new lot every night, rendering it difficult to get conviction on them. There was only one soul converted during the month.

We felt determined to succeed hence again resorted to the street. One Saturday as we came singing up the street and approached our appointed place, the chief of police (who was a Catholic) met us ordering us to pass on. The people saw he was angry and came rushing together from all directions, until a great crowd was around us.

Presently he took hold of my assistant, who was standing next to him, saying, "Come with me." At this I saw the crowd was agitated and, motioning with my hand, said, "Just be still a moment and we will preach to you." At this the "Chief' replied. "I want you, also." I took one step, then said "Just wait a moment; we have not had prayer," and before he had time to protest we were upon our knees. He at once let go; then it was our time and we took hold of him, holding him fast while one, then the other, prayed perhaps fifteen minutes. We told God how venders and patent medicine men could come out, crack coarse jokes, and get the people's money, and it was all right. But when two boys came along singing religious songs and trying to do good, they must be arrested. We asked God to have mercy upon the officials and lay not this sin to their charge. By this time men in our favor were "fighting-mad."

We were taken to the mayor's office for a hearing. Men and women pressed their way to the front, while one said, "What are the charges? I will pay it, if it is $20.00." Another cried out and said, "I will pay it if it is $100.00." Still farther back one spoke, "I would not touch those boys for $1,000.00.," By this time the old mayor was getting frightened and seemed to feel as did the Scribes and Pharisees when they sought to lay hands upon Jesus, "but feared the people." We were released, went out and finished our street service.

The daily papers took it up, and from this time people began to come, many, of course, just to see what kind of beings we were. Sometimes the churchyard was full of people one hour before service in order to get seats. The interest was so great that men climbed on the trees and windows outside, to look in, as the aisles were packed out to the street at both entrances and it was difficult to have enough room for the seekers to kneel. God was in the midst, saving, sanctifying and healing the people. The meeting continued five months.

On one occasion a traveling man was out for a walk Sunday morning and came down by the old church. We were having altar service and a number were seeking holiness; one was praying in a loud manner, saying, "Let me die," and another was saying, "Yes, kill him out." The traveling man rushed back to his hotel, saying, "Send an officer down to that old brick building at once, for there is a big fight there." And he was right, for a number died the death to carnality. One Sabbath morning while we were preaching, a young man who had been cramped just as long as he could stand it, sprang into the air, saying, "That's the stuff," and from that time on was known as "Shouting Tommy" -- Rev. T. R. Wayne.

We organized a class of nearly forty, built a nice church and dedicated it free of debt in nine months from the time we entered the city. It was interesting to see drunkards, harlots and one banker kneeling side by side seeking salvation. Thirty years later I arose to speak in a meeting in Harrisburg, Pa., when a nice-looking woman, who was a member of a fashionable church, began to shout, saying, "I was converted in his meeting in Greensburg, when I was but a girl." She further said, "I want to come back home," and was one of the first to form the nucleus of a new society in the capital city. It pays to enter every open door. "Blessed are ye that sow beside all waters."

There were several preachers dug out in that meeting, but from lack of proper care, the work ran down. It is very noticeable that in order to avoid a reaction after a good meeting, much depends upon the pastor who follows the revival, especially if it be conducted by an evangelist. If the pastor is out of harmony with any of the views of the former, and especially if he be unwise enough to let it be known, he will either poison the minds of the converts against their spiritual father or, in his attempt to do so, kill his own influence and then the work will be sure to run down. This is too frequently the case. However, taking all things into consideration, the results of this meeting, direct and indirect, can be computed only in eternity.

Thorns were the fruit of the curse for man's sin. "Cursed is the ground for thy sake. Thorns and Thistles shall it bring forth to thee." Gen. 3:18. Christ bears our curse. The soldiers, to insult the Savior and despise His royalty, platted a crown of thorns and put it upon his head (Matt. 27:29).

Triumphant Confidence

"Still nigh me, O my Savior, stand,

And guard in fierce temptation's hour;

Hide in the hollow of Thy hand,

Show forth in me Thy saving power:

Still be Thy arms my sure defense,

Nor earth nor hell shall pluck me thence.

"Though in affliction's furnace tried,

Unhurt, on snares and death I'll trend:

Though sin assail, and hell, thrown wide,

Pour all its flames upon my head:

Like Moses' bush I'll mount the higher,

And flourish, unconsumed in fire."

Chapter 07
DEMONS CAST OUT
A Murderer's Threat -- Demons Cast Out -- Sin of Father Affects Child -- The Devil Professes Religion.

He gave them power against unclean spirits, to cast them out, and to heal all manner of sickness. Matt. 10:1.

While Holy Writ declares that Jesus Christ is the "same yesterday, and today, and forever," the same can be said of Satan. He possesses and controls human beings just as he did in the time of Christ.

There is a difference between demon-possession and demon-oppression. Many people are oppressed by demons who were at one time possessed. These demons are familiar with their former home and now with fiendish hate torment the same one whose heart was once their abode. Then there are other people who are depressed, who never were possessed, but for some reason-physical, mental or spiritual-they are easy subjects for Satan's attacks.

We are accustomed to speak of it in polite terms as "fits," "spasms," "convulsions," etc., but the fact is, in many instances it is nothing more nor less than demon-possession. Much of the insanity so prevalent is nothing but devil-possession. He assumes different forms as "a dumb spirit," "an unclean spirit," "a lying spirit," etc. Doubtless this is why those who are thus possessed are given to licentiousness, lying, or suicide. God wants to offset this by empowering His ministers to cast them out according to His word.

One day I was walking along the street in Greensburg, Pa., and met a burly-looking man, accompanied by several other like characters. He stopped me and in a fit of rage said, "I will be one of twelve men to ride you out of town on a rail and tar and feather you. I would just like to cut your heart out and erect it on a pole." I remembered seeing him under such deep conviction that he turned pale and trembled, but promised to yield at another time. He was told then that he would either yield to God, or turn against Him and His people.

After his wife was blessedly saved we were invited to their home to pray for their little thirteen-year-old daughter who had "fits." It was a case similar to that recorded in Mark 9:14-29. As soon as we entered the house she came running to us, clapping her hands against each side of her head and gnashing her teeth. Then she fell and "wallowed, foaming." We knelt and in Jesus' name rebuked the foul spirit and for seven days she was free from those awful spasms; previously she was accustomed to having several each day. The seventh night this wicked father began cursing in her presence and declared God had nothing to do in curing his little girl, but that it was simply a natural change. While he was thus blaspheming, she took another spasm. Then he raved and tore, choked his wife and threatened to kill her if she went another time to those meetings. She went and he waited for her outside the door with a huge club and, raising it, declared he would be as good as his word, but God held his murderous hand so that he did not have the power to strike her.

He now saw that he must employ different tactics, so attended a sham revival at his church, professed religion and shouted. The next morning it was reported that they had the most remarkable conversion the previous night that they had had for years. When I heard of it I said, "If it is genuine, doubtless he will be around asking pardon for wanting to cut my heart out." He never came, however, but said to his wife, "Now since I want to do better, you ought to help me and go with me to the church of my choice." Well, there seemed to be a great change, so they compromised the matter and he suggested that she go one Sabbath with him and he go the next Sabbath with her. Very well; she went her day with him, but the next Sabbath he had the headache so could not go anywhere. When his day came again he was able to go and of course took her along, but the next Sabbath was very ill and desired that she remain at home and care for him.

Finally he made one more proposition, viz., "Tell those boys I will give them thirty days to heal my little girl and if so, I will then go along with you and join their church, but if not, you must go with me and join where I belong." When the eager wife spoke to me, I replied that we did not make contracts with the devil, and were not fishing for members, but at any rate would set a day of fasting and prayer for the little girl. We did, and again she was miraculously delivered from the tormenting spirit and for twenty-nine beautiful days the child was restored.

But this demon-possessed father saw that his thirty days were about completed and accordingly came home the night of the twenty-ninth and began to curse, saying, "I see there is no use in my trying to do right, for you will not go with me to my church and I can't go with you to the other place." At this the poor child was again taken with convulsions. Why God should permit such a thing I do not know, but sometimes He recognizes the faith and obedience of parents for the healing of their children. From this incident, as well as many others, I have learned that the devil can profess religion, shout and become very pious when it is to his interest to do so. Read our sermon on "Demon Possession." This, with ten other sermons, also a brief sketch of the author's life, can he had in book form for $1.00. Title of book, "Plain Preaching for Practical People."

Chapter 08
DIVINE HEALING
Divine Healing -- Hit in the Face while Preaching -- Billiard Player Enters the Ministry -- Case of Typhoid Fever Healed -- Infidel "M. D." Has More Faith Than the "D. D."

Who forgiveth all thine iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases. Ps. 103:3.

The philosophy of healing is plain. It is simply the short cut to health. The God of nature has imparted healing properties to certain plants, minerals, climates, etc. Now, if we were innocent and knew as much as dogs and cats, our intuition would tell us how and where to find relief. But since we do not know what to take, God has mercifully made provision whereby we can come to Him and, like the woman spoken of in Mark 5: 28, get the virtue direct, rather than by the way of the drug-store. Doubtless Christ could have told this woman of a natural remedy, but since He was the embodiment of "every good and perfect gift," He permitted her to get all she needed by touching Him.

On another occasion He turned water into wine. You have seen Him do this many times, but by the slow process of nature it usually takes about six months instead of six minutes. The rain falls upon the earth, the vine drinks it up, there are green, then ripe grapes, and in the end water is turned into wine. In times of emergency Christ can either hurry up natural law or set it aside and impart His life-giving virtue, which is as good or better. Hence, these natural or manufactured remedies may be allowable to those without faith (provided they can hit on the right thing), but God has provided "a more excellent way" for those who will implicitly trust Him. Of course, this does not imply that we act the fool and carelessly disregard the laws of health; but it does mean that when we do all in our power, the Omnipotent God stands ready to do for us what we cannot do for ourselves. Hallelujah!

There is a vast difference between praying "in faith" and praying the prayer "of faith." James speaks of both. We pray "in faith" every time we approach God. Sometimes we get happy as we anticipate this or that victory. And yet it may not be the real victory. But when one prays the prayer "of faith" this "saves the sick," so James declares. The fact is, no one can pray this prayer in himself. The Holy Ghost must "groan" or pray this prayer through us. When He does, He is not mocking Himself. An answer is sure to come, sooner or later.

At Leechburg, Pa., we were preaching in the opera house. Souls were now being saved at the same spot where the devil had previously performed. Here we had some interesting street meetings. One evening I was speaking from a large stone in front of the post office. I realized that Satan was disturbing the elements in the form of rocks, mud balls and other things. Presently a mud ball hit me square in the face, but did not stick. When the anointing is upon us, we can plow through this old world without anything (spiritually, and many times literally) sticking to us, or impeding our progress.

Another street meeting held in front of a billiard hall brought out some of the players, one of whom was convicted, and converted, and went to preaching.

A woman who was down with typhoid fever heard of our healing meetings and sent for me to come and pray for her. Her neighbors declared they would never have me pray in their homes, especially a sick room, for they said I prayed so loud it would disgrace them. But she insisted, so her husband came to invite us. As we entered the house the doctor was leaving. He had left eighteen fever powders with strict orders not to eat one morsel, lest it produce death.

It was then seven days since she had taken any nourishment, excepting a little boiled milk. I began talking to her about her Christian experience, and found it unsatisfactory. At one time they both enjoyed religion, but fashion and money-making drowned it out until God had to permit a fire to sweep away their business property with no insurance. They owned their own home, but were now again considered among the common people. I asked her, if, in case she got well, it was her full purpose to renounce the world, give herself wholly to God and again erect the family altar. She replied that it was.

I then read some Scripture and knelt at her bedside to pray. As I rehearsed her former life with present vows to God, I heard her throw her large gold ring on the chair, and the next moment she sat erect in bed praising God and clapping her bony hands together. I then anointed her with oil in the name of the Lord for the healing of her body. Her husband looked on in amazement, and as soon as I left the room she called for her clothes and arose, went downstairs, and ate such things as the rest of the family had for dinner. That afternoon she went out on the street to tell her neighbors what the Lord had done for her, and met her pastor, who had previously been to see her and prayed for her "speedy recovery." By this time he had heard of her healing and said, "Woman, you are all excited and under the influence of that fanatic and as soon as this spell lifts, you will fall prostrate on the street. Go home and go to bed." She praised God and told him she felt as well as ever in her life, and though poor in body, she believed she would soon gain in flesh. Another preacher denounced us and preached a sermon against Divine Healing, saying, "The days of miracles and supernatural events ceased with the Apostolic age." But what good did it do these D. D.'s ("Dumb Dogs," Isa. 56:10, 11) to bark like this? Here was a living example, right in their midst. The infidel doctor manifested more honesty than they, for he declared it was supernatural and desired to read up on the subject.

It is fitting to remark that the woman did not take a relapse but rather grew stronger, joined our society and was made class-leader. Her husband was reclaimed and did some good preaching. Their home became a home for ministers. Their well-to-do relatives far and near heard of it, sought salvation, and, as a result, other classes were organized that never would have been, had it not been for this incident. The loss of property and a case of typhoid fever were blessings in disguise.

Many more cases of healing during forty years of preaching could be mentioned, but space forbids. Read our book, "How to Get Healed and Keep Healed."

"God moves in a mysterious way

His wonders to perform;

He plants His footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

"Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take;

The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy and shall break

In blessings on your head.

"His purposes will ripen fast,

Unfolding every hour,

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower."

