=L e

The White Stone

ar _the |
Overcomers

REV. J. B. CULPEPPER

¥

.'--'1I-=IIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIlIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllllIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlllllllllllﬂ




Em

12 For $1.00 or
25 For $2.00.

This is the pamphlet age. For wide resdm‘, auvthors
Mnownbentfto t some of their brighest muln
hiet form. ese neat and flexible volumes of gar

truth make up a library which is the delight ot c
man. He can put them in his pocket, he can take
them on his trips, or, inafcwotmlcnnlmlthoma

he can read at full length a nicely condensed disoussion
of some important theme. Ever{ ristian library would
be more efiicient if it contained these twvnty-ln volumes.
The King's Gold Mine, Rev. Bud Robinson .........

A Olnic in Holness ........ccoonevcccnensannnes

Is It So? By J. B. Culpepper ........cocevevsncnensnns

The Pear! of Greatest Price, Rev. H C. Morrieon ....
Walking With God or The Devil, Which? Bud Rob-

................... B R TSR T E e |
Heart Pnrlty, Rcv H A Fergerson ......co.ceeessees 10c
PEntire Sanctification, Dr. Adam Clarke ...... R 10c

The Second Coming of Christ, Rev. H. C. Morrloon ..10c
Covetousness, Its Curse and Cure, Rev. L. L. Pickett..10c
A Plain Account of Christian Perfection. John Wesley ..10c
Woman Preacher, Rev. W. B. Godbey, A. M. .......... 10c
From the Pulpit to Perdition, Rev. H. C. Morrison...10¢c

Scriptural Holiness—The More Hxcellent Way.
John Paul. . ......... R SR e e o 10¢

More Perfectly. John Paul ................co0en ..10c
Carnality, Rev. W. B. Godbey .......ccocvvveenns
Holiness and the Greek Tongue, Newton Wray....
The Christian Home, Stewart ...........ccoccenean
Come D0 JeBUS .. .. ....ccviviinernnies TR i
Just to O1d Cusses, Culpepper .......cceecsceasscsncss
Overcomers, or the White Stone, Culpepper
The Baptism with the Holy Ghost, Morrison .......... 10¢
Sanctification, What, When and How, Collins .......... 10¢
0ld Time Religion, Rev. R. L. Selle 2
Why I Do Not Immerse, Plckett .........ccocovvnvnienn
Buy them and lend them to your frdendu and nd.g'hbom
Twelve chodce, postpald for ...........ccvvvuvene vee..$1.00
Or the complste set postpaid ......... T e D 2.00

PENTECOSTAL PUBLISHING COMPANY
Louisville, Ky.

- TS & S TRZED-6 5 o wETEE-@

i
|
|
|
|
|



IATERIAL MAY BE = =
o paP TG LR, RILEY LIBRARY
TITLE 17 U. S. CODE. £ NORTHWEST NAZARENE COLLEGE
NAMPA, IDAHO 83651

The White Stone

Or The

Overcomers.

REV. J. B. CULPEPPER.

&

Copyrighted, 1909.

PENTECOSTAL PUBLISHING CO.,
LOUISVILLE, KY.




IiTT

vvw?uz}1 d‘/’ i /,,

THE WORLD WOULD BE BETTER FOR IT.

If men cared less for wealth and fame,
‘And less for battle-fields and glory,
If writ in human hearts a name
Seemed better than in song or story;
If men, instead of nursing pride,
‘Would learn to hate it and abhor it
If more relied
On love to guide
The world would be the better for it.

If men dealt less in stocks and lands,
And more in bonds and deeds fraternal,
If Love’s work had more willing hands
To link the world with the supernal ;
If men stored up Love’s oil and wine
And on human hearts would pour it,
And on bruised human hearts would
pour it,
If “yours” and “mine”
Would once combine,
The world would be the better for it.

If more would act the play of Life,
And fewer spoil it in rehearsal ;

If Bigotry would sheathe its knife,

Till Good became more universal;
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I live to hail that season
By gifted ones foretold,
When men shall live by reason,
And not alone for gold,
When, man to man united
And every wrong thing righted,
The whole world shall be lighted
As Eden was of old.

I live for those who love me,
For those who know me true,
For the Heaven which smiles above me
And awaits my spirit too,
For the cause that lacks assistance,
For the wrong that needs resistance,
For the future in the distance,

And the good that I can do.



I SHALL NOT PASS AGAIN THIS WAY.

The bread that bringeth strength I want to give;
The water pure that bids the thirsty live.

I want to help the fainting, day by day.

T’'m sure I shall not pass again this way.

I want to give the oil of joy for tears,

The faith to conquer crowding doubts and fears;
Beauty for ashes may I give alway.

I’'m sure I shall not pass again this way.

I want to give good measure running o’er,
And into angry hearts I want to pour

The answer soft that turneth wrath away.
I’m sure I shall not pass again this way.

I want to give to others hope and faith;
I want to do all that the Master saith;

I want to do aright from day to day.
P’m sure I shall not pass again this way.



THE WHITE STONE, OR THE OVER-
COMERS.

“He that hath an ear, let him hear what the
Spirit saith unto the churches;To him that over-
cometh will I give to eat of the hidden manna,
and will give him a white stone, and in the stone
a new name written, which no man knoweth sav-
ing he that receiveth it.” Rev. 2:17.

T have read a verse from the most shunned,
the most neglected, the most misunderstood, yet
the most important part of God’s holy book. It
is called “The Apocalypse,” which is the Greek
word for Revelation. It is not the Apocrypha-
hidden, but the Apocalypse—the revealment of
Christ.

This book has been likened to a river. If the
figure is apt, it is the longest, the largest and
most life-giving of all rivers—rising in the gar-
den of a God-made Paradise, it flows, with in-
creasing volume and significance, through the
weed patches, into which the first pair were turn-
ed when they kept not their first estate, through
the jungles into which Cain fled from the sight of
his brother’s crying blood, and the face of an
angry God, on through the viper-infested morass-
es, created by the polygamous settlements of La-
mach, through the Okefonoka loblollies of a world
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wide defection, washing ashore only an Enoch, a
Noah and family—shooting, like a gulf stream,
through the retributive flood, out across the Pat-
riarchial Steppes, of the Mosaic meanderings, the
prophetic pilgrimages, to the end of the “Fa-
ther’s dispensation,” when John introduced the
world to our incarnate God, out into this, the
Holy Ghost dispensation, or “Gentile” or “church
age,” and which will flow on, out through the
Millennium, and lose itself in the Atlantic halle-
lujahs and the Pacific.amens of a “New Heaven”
and “a New Earth.”

This book is important, in the sense that it is
the revelation of Christ, it contains most of His
sayings, is His last letter to His church, being a
revelation of His relation to the churches; His
judgment of them; His relation to the glorified
church; the marshalling of them for the Judg-
ment of the world; His relation to Heaven and
earth, during the opening of the seals, the pro-
phesying of the witnesses and the fall of Babylon;
His personal leadership in the great battle of God
Almighty; the establishment of His personal
reign, the investiture of the saints with their fu-
ture sovereignties; His relation to the final acts
of judgment, the overthrow of death, and the
introduction of the final estate of a perfected re-
demption.

These letters were given of God, sent by Christ,
delivered by an angel, recorded by John, to whem
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they were Wdictated thirty-seven years after all
of his colleagues were in the grave ,and by whom
they were sent forward to the several pastors of
the churches named therein.

“This book had its origin in the Covenant gift
of God to Jesus, as the reward of His humilia-
tion.” A gift which the great God thinks a be-
fitting honor and compensation to Christ, for all
His great deeds of love and condescension; a thing
which the blessed Lord in Heaven esteemed of
sufficient moment to be made known by a special
embassy, which holy angels considered it an hon-
or to be permitted to signify, and which the ten-
derness of the disciple of love so conscientiously
recorded for the comfort and admonition of the
people of God in every age, certainly is not a
thing of trifling significance. If we are interest-
ed in the story of the manger and the cro§s; if
we can draw strength for our prayers and hopes,
by invoking Christ, by the mystery of His incar-
nation, fasting, temptation, agony and bloody
sweat; if we can find it such a precious treasure
to our souls to come into undoubting sympathy
with the scenes of His humiliation. and grief;
what should be our appreciation of this book,
which treats of the fruits of those sufferings, and
tells only of that wronged Savior’s glory and tri-
umphs, and shows us our Lord enthroned in
majesty, riding prosperously, and scattering to
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His ransomed ones the crowns and regencies of
empire which shall never perish, and celestial
blessednesses without number and above all
thought !

He says: “Blessed is he that readeth and they
that hear the words of this prophecy, and keep
those things which are written therein.” Rev.
1.1-3.

As has been said; the more we learn, and
know of Christ, the better it will be for us, if the
spirit of faith and obedience be in our hearts.
This book is pre-eminently the Revelation of
Jesus Christ. It sets out our blessed Lord, and
draws away the veil which hangs between us and
Him, and lifts us up into the sublimest things
of heaven. No other book shows us the practical
workings of the incarnation, with its glorious and
eternal results, as this does. No other book tells
us exactly what the condition of the world will be,
when our Lord returns; how He will reward His
long waiting saints; what it will mean to have
been luke-warm; only through this hook, can we
foresee what will be the difference between those
who love and serve Him, and those who do not.
No other book so plainly sets forth the church,
her duties, short comings, her status, at His re-
turn, and the great tribulation through which
most of her members must pass; the vain efforts
of the devil, the double resurrection, the mar-
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velous victory of the saints over every foe and
their ecstatic enthronement with Jesus through-
out.the eternal aeons. If I had to characterize
this packet of letters in one Eschatological sen-
tence, I would say, “Behold He Cometh.”
Jesus—this same Jesus, will come again, and
“in like manner.” He is away, on business, in-
dispensable business, related to His marriage. He
is looking forward to “keeping house.” He is
preparing a home for His bride. 'The prophets
tell us, Jesus gaid He must go and come, the an-
gels understood it, all the ancients, for hundreds
of years taught it and shouted about it, the
preachers and laymen who have been conspicuous
for a rich experience, or active propagandism,
have, with marvelous unanimity, looked on this
book as setting forth the great, the comforting,
the stirring, the alarming doctrine of the near
return of Jesus, our Lord. I commend thig book
to you. Read it, pray over it, memorize it, cry over
it, shout through it. Tet it pillow your head by
night, and pillar the superstructure of each day.
May it shine upon you, at your best, from mer-
idian splendors; may your evening oblations be
touched by its slanting rays; may your setting
sun be gorgeous in its added light and when you
come to “sunset and evening star,” and that
“clear call for you,” through this volume, may
there be “light at evening time,” and through
this  revelation ~may you “push ahead
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with a conqueror’s tread,” knowing He
has “rolled the sea away.” When jyou
are dying, through this volume may you relegate
all things to “the restitution of all things,”
through His blessed coming again. Pontoon little
old Jordan, walk over and wait till He commis-
sions you to form a part of the. beautiful and
glorious cloud in which He will come again, for
us who stay behind, who are looking up and pray-
ing, “Even so—come quickly Lord Jesus.” I
felt drawn out to make this long prelude to a
short sermon.

Let me read my great text again:

“He that hath an ear, let him hear what the
Spirit saith unte the churches;To him that over-
cometh will I give to eat of the hidden manna,
and I will give him a white stone, and in the stone
a new name written, which no man knoweth sav-
ing he that receiveth it.” Rev. 2:17.

All existence is a struggle. Down to the small-
est particle of matter, everything sails under a
black fiag, seeming to say, “Conquer me, assim-
ilate me, use me, or I will do just that for you.”
“Overcome, or be overcome,” is written on every
portal you may chance to look through. The little
grain of wheat seems to understand this, and
day and night feels its way, with every rootlet,
towards moisture, while boring its way upward
towards air and light. The little vine seems to
know this and so, shelters itself by the great tree,
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and modestly clings and climbs, until strong
enough to imbibe, hug and smother. The bee
moth seems to understand it, so approaches its
vietims from behind a web.

Overcome the poison in your child’s putrid
throat or you will tearfully and helplessly sit
while death does his gruesome work. Conquer
that abscessed tooth, or submit to blood poisoning.
Overcome the playground, or submit to being an
ignoramus in after life. Overcome that fishhook
and bait-gourd, or the grass will overrun your
crop. Overcome that fox horn and the music of
the sporting pack in the spring, or expect a cold
hearth, bare table, ragged children, and a scold-
ing wife next winter. Resist the fawning flat-
tery of that young man, or prepare to drink the
dregs of the bitterest cup, unloved and unrespect-
ed. Sin has its conception in the will—it is born
in an act. Sin, presented in what is called a temp-
tation, is not sin to you, because you have not
taken position. If )}.our soul recoils and your
will cries, No, you are an Overcomer. If you har-
bor the suggestion, the overt act is only awaiting
opportunity. You are a sinner—you have been
overcome. Nearly all, if not all, sin begins in
an illusion. Assume the right attitude towards
it, and you are an overcomer, and the illusion
vanishes. Let it take position, the delusion sets
in, and you are overcome. Am I plain? Do you
understand me? Illustrations often accomplish
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more than arguments; facts exceed philosophy.

In the fall of ’98, in Norman, Indian Terri-
tory, a ycung woman went to the altar, and at
nine o’clock, went into what is called a trance.
She seemed to be in great soul agony—then be-
came so still that many thought she was dead.
This spell of apparent death (warmth excepted)
lasted till nine o’clock next day. We expected to
hear a beautiful story of salvation, but instead,
she was angry; said she heard the songs all night
and knew all that was said and done, but could
not move or speak. She then said: “You all don’t
know me. I have two living husbands, but don’t
live with either one. I was nearly dead with fear
last night. I know God was after me, but I wiLL
NOT YIELD.”

The next night as soon as I announced my text,
she seemed to divine what was coming, and left
the tabernacle and town. She was overcoms.

Last year in New Decatur, Ala., a young man
walked into the railroad shops, threw down a
sack of tools ,and asked for his “time.” “What’s
up?” “0, I was at the gospel tent last night,
heard Mr. Culpepper on common homesty. He
convinced me that if T hope for Heaven,I must get
right down here. T told God at the altar that if
He would pardon me, I’d bring back these stolen
tools. He saved my soul, and here is your stuff.”
This man overcame.

I preached to “Men only” in Waycross, Ga. A
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drummer sat in the audience. It was a time of
great power. At ‘the conclusion I gave the lecture,
then in pamphlet, to all who desired a copy for
gelf or friend, at the same time giving them a
chance to drop into the hat any amount to help
me scatter it. This convicted drummer started
forward, saying I will give a quarter and get a
copy. Pushing down, he got a dollar, said to him-
self, “that lecture has done me more than a dol-
lar’s worth, so I’ll put it in.” Getting near the
platform he glanced down to find that it was a
twenty dollar gold piece he held. He said, “that
talk has done me more than this twenty
dollars worth of good, so in it goes.” Like a cons
querer, he had risen from a quarter to twenty
dollars. Leaving the church, he went to his room
to pray. God powerfully saved him. A little
later he took his family to Oxford, Ga., entered
school for two years and is now a preacher in the
South Georgia Conference. HE IS AN OVER-
COMER.

I preached in Buena Vista, Ga., on the higher
life.  The pastor, my friend, arose and said,
“Brethren, when I was on the Harris circuit, in
the early spring, God marvelously blessed my
soul, after T had surrendered all. My circuit was
in a revival blaze, as well as myself, until my
meetings were all held. In the autumn I broke
with God, and he turned me out on SHORT cOM-
MoNs. In the spring I put all back on the altar,
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and again the fires swept my soul and my circuit.
But I again broke with God ,and again He re-
duced me to very SHORT GRAzING. I want to tell
you where I broke with God. It was at the will
point, both times. I want to tell you where my
will broke. It was at the moBAcco point, each
time. I have felt that my ministry has been pow-
erless, and largely barren among you. Now God
being my helper ,I will never use tobacco again.”
But he did. Thus my friend was overcome.

The overcomer’s reward—"1 will give to eat of
the hidden manna.” This was food given the
Hebrews while in the wilderness. It was super-
natural food, or food divinely given, but humanly
gathered. It was emergency food. Besides giving
sustenance to millions, it was a constant reminder
of God’s presence and their obligations. It en-
forced what God said in regard to in-
dustry, economy, rendering help to the
needy, and the sanctity of the Sabbath.
From this downpour of food, they could
easily augur God’s presence, love and His ability
to succor them at all times. This manna was
secret, hidden, or mysterious in its nature, its
effects on the system, the various ways in which it
could be served, its regular appearance, and its
periodic non-appearance. Tt stood to them, as it
does to us, for our Father’s great love and provis-
ion and may even be considered a type and prom-
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ise of the giving of Jesus, as the great remedy
for all want.

A memorial pot of this food was hidden away
in the ark, where for centuries it was accessible
only to the reverent and worshipful. If you will
spiritualize this hidden manna, and remember the
secret of the Lord is with them that fear Him—
that to him that overcometh, God has an extra-
ordinary secret revelation, secret communings,
secret walks, a secret Bible, and tender love, the
sweet indwelling of the divine Spirit,
if you will do this I —may pass to
the mnext beautiful figure, with a single
observation. I have stood and seen God spread
a table for me in the presence of mine enemies.
I have felt a lofty, holy solitude, as I communed
with God in the midst of the gaiety or greed of
society. I have been fully conscious of God’s plans
for me and dealings with me, in the strong whirl
of temporal perplexities. I need not enumerate.
God’s true children know of His hidden manna.
Others will not understand or appreciate.

The Overcomer’s greater rewards. “And T will
give him a white stone,” ete. Much of the “mys-
tery” of God’s book owes its existence to our ig-
norance of the people and customs of other days.
Take the Scripture concerning the “fountain
opened to the house of King David, for sin and
uncleanness.” It means eomething when we
knowthat fromone to many fountains were hewn in
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the rock, just outside the ancient city walls. They
were filled by secret inlets, during the rainy sea-
som, or from a near-by stream, then perfectly
sealed. Their mouth was contiguous to some part
of the walls. During a siege, water would run low
within the gates. The people would cry to the
king. For want of water to bathe their persons
and wash their clothing, disease would ensue. For
want of drinking water they must famish. Then
the order would come to tap ome of the secret
fountains. Sometimes the king alone knew their
whereabouts, and their number. As the siege held
doggedly on ,the cry for water would again rise,
and the newly tapped fountain caused an up-
roarious shout to ascend from the beleagured
multitudes, and the king seemed as God to the
loyal hosts.

A knowledge of this contrivance and custom
has simplified that scripture to many of you, and
already you are thinking of numerous times in
which the fresh, thirst-slaking mind, conscience,
and soul-cleansing waters burst forth from the
hidden rock, and rushed right under the walls
of your tent.

“And I will give him a white stone.” This
introduces us to a very ancient custom. The
- Judge is on the bench, the prisoner in the dock.
The evidence is in and the Judge or Judges delib-
erate. If the helpless prisoner is voted innocent,
with severe majesty, the Judge takes a “white

By

N .



OVERCOMERS. 21

stone,” of an oval shape, cleaves it in twain
writes the name of the pardoned man and the
presiding judge, with the additional word “Par-
doned” and the date thereof, gives it to the grate-
ful prisoner, with congratulations.  The other
half, containing the same words, is placed in
what might be called the court house archives,
to which the prisoner or his friends have access
at any time, for ratification, should his liberty
be challenged.

If the prisoner was found guilty, a BrACK
STONE was used, with the words “Death by——"
or “Imprisonment,” “whipping”—in short the
penalty for the crime. How different must have
been the feelings of the man who was handed the
stone of condemnation.

THE TESERA OR STONE OF MANUMIS-
SION.

This was used when a slave had served faith-
fully for years ,and possibly risked his life for
that of his master or family, and in consequence
the “chattel” is to have his freedom and become
for the first time a real citizen. The joy was none
the less real because it burst from the lips of the
humble wife and wondering children in the cabin.
How profound must be the peace which billows
the first night over the soul of the liberated slave.
Read the 126th Psalm in connection with the
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edict of Cyrus and the over-flowing gladness of
the liberated Hebrew captives. With what scrup-
ulous care the family must have guarded these
symbols of pardon and freedom.

THE STONE OF KNIGHTHOOD.

A man ricked his life for the honor of a woman,
or in defense of a child, or risked seemingly cer-
tain death, to save his country’s flag from dis-
honor—this man was called before the nobles and
“knighted.” Again the “white stone” was di-
vided, “vALOR” written, and the man who thought
to lose his life, steps into greatness.

"THE TESERA “HOSPITALES.”

You and I have been neighbors. I use this
word, as a ‘Southerner, as a Georgian, and as a
country man for the past half century. What we
would have called hospitality then, is largely un-
known now. For instance, when time came to cut
and burn the trees which had blown down through
the winter, the neighbors came in and helped us
“get ready for the plow.” In return we went and
helped them. When wheat came, we helped each
other round, “swapping work,” so as to make it
to the advantage of all. TIf a house was to be
raised, the neighbors came to the “house raising.”
These were sometimes tenant houses, sometimes
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dwellings—always built of logs. If a cow wan-
dered off in the spring and, trying to find a little
something green to eat, reached too far and fell
into a bog, any number of the neighbors would
come and help her out and home. Out in the
country, we raised and fattened our meat. When
“hog killing” came, we swapped work, till the
pork was all housed. Mark you, not a cent did all
of this cost, in money. We just laughed, raced in
our work, cracked jokes harder than hickory nuts,
argued polities,till you would have thought we were
growing an acre of Calhouns or Henry Clays, dis-
cussed over all the ground lying between Calvin
and Arminius, sang corn field and log rolling
songs till the air was vibrant with joy. At each
farm house, one night was set apart for “shuck-
ing” corn. All the mneighbors came, shucked
and sang “cornfield songs” till the pile was finish-
ed, then its owner was shouldered and carried by
two or four around the pile, around the house,
then in and seated at the head of his own table—
a table around which fifteen to forty hungry men
gathered. Their women folks had come too, in
the main, and they had been busy fixing supper,
at the same time retailing gossip for an area of
ten or twenty miles—uall, all, in a great big good
humor,

Tell you another thing, I never knew my father
to kill a pig out of season, but what he sent a
third or half to the different neighbors. We called
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it a “fresh mess.” Killing a beef, weighing 40
to 100 -to the quarter, at least one-fourth
would be “fresh messed” out to the neighbors.

1 know it, because I was the “Johnnie boy”
who made these several trips, till the neighbors
were “remdmbered.” (Tell you another thing.
When we met on ‘Sundays at church, every one
who did not live near, and who was known to
have company, was asked home with some one.
It was none of your “for manners’ sake’” invite.
We fixed at our house for company, expected it
and got it, too. Talking about neighbors. Not
twenty people in this audience ever saw one. If
liberality and hospitality werei measured with a
belt, some of those men would be a mile round
in the waist, compared with you. Once or twice
a week we went over some where and “set till
bed time.” Then they returned it. The children
played “Puss in the corner,” “Blind man’s buff,”
“Who has the thimble,” etc. If corn gave out be-
fore harvest, we just stepped over to a meighbor’s
and. borrowed “a milling or two,” till ours got
ripe. We didn’t buy corn from each other—didn’t
nave to. If a neighbor got sick, and his “crop
" got in the grass,” the word would be “passed
round,” and some morning, five or six plows and
as many hoes would go into his field, each with
his dinner bucket. Never thought of letting that
tired woman fix dinner for us, but bless your life,
when we went by to ask how he was, we told him
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he had “the cleanest crop in the district.” I have
seen a tear of “thank ye boys,” trickle down
through his stubble beard; “qI hope I can give you
fellows a lift some day.” He need not have said
that, for we knew he had done just such things
many times. We met just as regular to roll a
widow’s logs, cut her wheat or kill her hogs, as if
she could come and pay back. Half the time, if
one wanted a plow, or wagon, and a neighbor was
not using his ,the article was appropriated, with-
out a word of warning.

You call your neighbor the family who lives
next door ,in your crowded cities and compressed
lots. Maybe you could stand on your piazza and
tell the color of your neighbor’s eyes, but you have
“never met,” and you don’t know each other’s
names, and don’t want to. If you were asked
over to help nurse a dying child, you would re-
port, “Nothing doing—out of my line.” If he
wants help, he must send off and get a three to
five dollar a day “trained nurse.” Of all the mod-
ern fizzles, it’s this “trained nurse” business,
taken as a whole. The bulk of them neither
know nor care, much more than three dollars a
day, whether or not you die and go to old Scratch.
These little professional sissies, coming out to
fight death away from my dying baby, or nurse
my wife back to life! I have kmown twenty-five
in one community who knew more about nursing
folks than an acre of them. Possibly sister and
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mother with six to sixteen children, could do
their own cooking and washing, and among them,
nurse a dozen cases of fever, manage never to
leave the patient alone for one minute, nurse back
to life seventy-five per cent more than your little
nose-glass, wasp-waisted “trained nurses” and if
you mentibned pay they would not have under-
stood you, and when they did they would have
considered it a gross insult. Now, I know most of
you never saw a neighbor, and would be too self-
ish to live by one whose hospitality gushes and
leaps like the mountain torrents, splashing over
the rocks, laughing as it leaps to lave the thirsty
roots forty feet below.

THE STONE OF HOSPITALITY.

You and I have been such good neighbors as
I have been talking about. We are going to sep-
arate ,till the wild wide ocean rolls between us.
The grief at such times is real and deep. The
families sit long together on the last night. The
children in your yard or mine, have mixed tears
with their sport. With tremulous voice we have
read God’s holy word, sung, and tried to sob out
our prayers for each other’s welfare. One of us
takes the Tesera hospitality, divides it, and I keep
the half with your name—you take the half with
my name. We separate, to meet no more in this
world. But we don’t forget. Per contra, we
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speak in great tenderness of the good traits and
deeds of each absent one. If there were any
faults we have forgotten them. Two whole gen-
erations have been gathered to the fathers.
Strangers come from beyond the sea. They make
enquiry for such a name. That name is on a stone
in their sacred family archives. Search is made,
and the other half of that stone is found, with the
name on it which has just crossed the ocean. That
is introduction enough. The families rush into
the embrace of each other’s hospitality. Why!
Our fathers and mother’s were friends. AH me!
A friend meant something. To lose one was to
lose part of yourself. To gain one was to add to
your real wealth. When we boarded in college in
Oxford, Miss., Bro. MeIntosh being president, our
son Burke, with his little family was stopping
then with us. Their little Osecar, a babe, grow-
ing ill, the doctor pronounced it a violent case of
diptheria, and looked at Sister McIntosh in a
panicky way, saying, “They must leave here at
once.” “No, they will not do any such thing,”
said our friend. The weather was bad, no train
till that night. “They will stay right here till
the weather is—” “But your school—” “I will
manage that.”. And she did too. That is what
you call an emergency friend. Could you be such
an one? Have you such an one? Did you ever
see one’? ;
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THE STONE OF PROSELYTISM OR
ADOPTION.

When one adopted a new country or a new re-
ligion, again the stone was used, and by it the
sacred record was kept.

CRAFTSMIAN’S STONE.

There was likely to grow up an intimacy and a
love between those who wrought together at the
bench or forge. The stone, divided and shared,
was often of great future value, for obvious rea-
sons.

THE VICTOR'S STONE.

These various stones were of different sizes and
shades of color. This was used when the conquer-
ing general returned, driving captured slaves,
vanquished armies, bearing great spoils of war.
A reception awaits him in the public square,
whither he directs his march. The nobility are all
there, with all the grateful people. Speeches are
made, banners are waved, the cannons boom, the
prisoners and slaves are paraded, the spoils are
exhibited. Then the mayor or perchance the king,
with appropriate ceremony, divides the stone, in-
scribes the king’s and country’s approval, be-
queaths one half to him and his heirs, while the
other is filed away, just as we do state papers to-
day.
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THE STONE OF SOCIAL AND OFFICIAL
CASTE.

As the name carries the import of this peculiar
stone, I will not dwell upon it now, though much
might be said.

THE STONE OF PERSONAL AND SPEC-
TAL FRIENDSHIP.

This is said to be rare and rarely beautiful. It
was small and when halved, just large enmough to
bear the name of your tried friend. It was car-
ried in the pocket, or worn as a charm. It was
counted a distinction to have one such. This
friend had been tried in some hot furnace and had
proved his mettle. He would count it a joy to die
for you or yours. Your estate and good name
were safe where he was. Such were Damon and
Pithias. Such were Joseph and Nicodemus. A
tried, personal friend. Have you one such?

THE STONE OF VOLUNTARY ENSLAVE--

MENTT.

You have read of the man, who, o anxious to
reach the Guinea negroes, sold himself among
them, that they might know that he had a fellow
feeling. You have read of the man, who, to reach
the souls of the lepers, begged until he got their
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consent to shut himself out from all the world he
loved, and in with them. You read but yesterday

of the high born Hawaian, who lived with his

girl wife, until leprosy appeared, then went to
exile camp; of how she clung to him and begged
to go. This was denied. She pined for her hus-
band, then disguised herself and claimed to have
leprosy. The experts refused to call it by that

loathsome name. She then confessed, fell down

and told them she would die if she could not get
to her husband. They let her in. This touches
us. But simpler and more mysterious is that
man’s conduct, whose pure love for the man he
knew and had served, pfompted him to give him-
self into perpetual and irretrievable servitude. In
this case, the servant divided the stone and wrote,
for the first time the names respectively of master
and slave. Handing it to the adopted master,
he dropped to the level of a chattel.

THE ENGAGEMENT STONE.

This was the most delicately grained and the
most beautiful of them all. When, after the en-
chanting siege, called wooing, in which all the
world is interested, and always wants to take a
hand, when the coy heart of the beautiful girl is
captured, to make it all both sure and sacred, he
takes the lovely little wedding stone, of every
choice color; this he severs, writes his name, and
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family coat of arms, and gives to her. She does
likewise with the other half, and gives to him. He
wears his as a charm, most sacred, she hers, at
her throat or as a locket. This means: We two
are but one, and await our coming together for
full happiness. This is Christ’s figure of His
and the holy church’s relations.  Who 1is not
thrilled by the thought that I am HIS—I wear
the locket, I await the coming of my neloved!

I have dwelt somewhat at length on these
stones, their use and striking significance. The
Christians in my audience, have, doubtless, seen
their precious Savior, as we have studied this
great question of rewards. Jesus said He would
send the Spirit to us. In Him the stone of Par-
don has been so glorious, that words fail to ex-
press our wonder or joy. When poor condemned
criminals, with not the faintest hope, the Judge
gave us the stone of forgiveness, and had our
name, even ours, recorded among the redeemed!

Do you remember when you first drew the
breath of freedom? Freedom from the curse of
the law? From its penalties? From the galling
dominion of sin? Tt did not end here, but the
witness to your adoption into the holy family of
heaven came to your astonished soul.

You have never resisted the devil, but what
Christ gave you, at once, the vICTOR’S STONE.

- You have never given a cup of cold water, but He
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called it great, and called you to reward. Is it
not glorious?

Then Jesus has divided to each of you, His dis-
ciples ,the stone of special, PERSONAL KINDNESS.
Who has not felt, at some time, that surely Jesus
must be more to me than any one else? He
may love others; I know He loves me.

But have you seriously thought of the -ap-
proaching day of final reward? Before that all
other days, all other rewards pale. What must it
mean to the unsaved when the boois are opened,
the Judge seated, the witnesses render the facts,
the verdict is made up, and before all angels and
all worlds, the Son of God cleaves the “BLACK
sToNE,” and hands it to that man who was once
soundly converted and called to preach, but loved
the riches, or honors, or pleasures of this present
world? Poor fool! Who envies him now, or who
wants his place of doom? He might have received
the “white stone,” while thousands of his converts
gathered about him with ringing shouts. Look at
him! “Whom none can love, none can thank—
Creation’s blot, creation’s blank.” TLook at that
poor, pale, cowering young woman. She once
attended Sunday school. She had a good father
and mother. She passed through many seasons
of grace. But the dance, a pack of cards, explain
her ruin. She must receive the black stone. Do
you see that young woman by her side, likewise
in great agony of spirit? Why? Somebody told
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her she was pretty when she was very young, and
she became addicted to dress and the mirror, until
all seriousness died within her. . Poor thing! She
is sober enough now. Her loved ones are ready to
receive the “white stone.” She must take the
“black” one.

Look at that pallor-stricken man, in middle life.
He became enamored of office, and forgot his God.
desecrated the Sabbath, bribed and fawned for
official position.  Poor, shriveled politician! All
that is left him is the “Black Stone.” Look once
more. See that man with the profile of a Rocke-
feller. He could force the markets up or down,
and grow richer each time. He could command
congressman, and dictate to legislatures, and
make judges tremble. He could give one hundred
thousand dollars to some charitable institution
today, and reimburse himself tomorrow from the
scant earnings of the poor. How poor he must
feel today! How abandoned he looks! How all
shun him! He sees it not. His eyes are on the
Judge who now casts a burning gaze on him and
gives him his reward—the “Black Stone.” Ah!
The significance of that “black stone.” It points
backward to a black record. It points unerringly
to a black conscience, to a blackened soul, and to
a black despair. It points to a future of night
which has nmo dawn, only blackened vaults unlit
by a star of hope. It points the poor victim to a
woe, the depths of which no angel’s pinion can
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fathom, and whose insufferable agony not even the
arch-fiend of rayless night can describe after a
midnight millennium of time in which to coin
words most expressive of the woes of the victim
of the Black Stone.

How may we be saved from such a doom? This
same majestic and divine Judge has told us: “To
him that overcometh.” ;

There is a time when the conflagration is only
a spark, and can easily be extinguished. There
is a time when the roaring, forest-felling, field-
burying, house-bearing, uncrossable river is a
branch, and may be stopped. = There is a time
when those dirk-hiding, pistol-toting, murderous
passions are only puffs of anger which may be
‘calmed by thought. There is a time when the
word NO will save a girl from the life of a har-
lot. NO, will prevent a drunkard’s career. There
is a time in the life of every being, when YES
to Jesus will make possible a “white stone” expe-
rience, a “white stone’” death-bed, a “while stone”
judgment, and a veritable “while stone” heaven.

I conclude with a remarkable historical fact.
A vessel from the Indies came into port. One
Sabbath night, the wife of the captain of the ves-
sel heard a sermon and returned to their ship.
Early one morning, two years later, this same
minister was called to see a sick woman, aboard a
vessel which had just dropped anchor. He found
her dying in her cabin. She told him of hearing
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him preach a sermon from the text, “My grace is
sufficient for thee.” She wondered then how His
grace could be sufficient to convert her soul and
help her to be a Christian on the high seas, but
she had verified God’s word, a thousand miles
from land, in experiencing pardoning love. When
she saw death approaching she found the need of
grace to leave her husband, but had gained the
victory that morning, after sending for him.
Just here her hushand came weeping into the
room, kneeling by his wife’s cot, and exclaimed,
“0 my wife; I have the victory! You may go—
I will soon join you.”

Being introduced to the preacher, he said: “O,
sir, you are the man who led my wife to Jesus,
and through her, I have found him. How happy
we have been. This ship has been a sanctuary
ever since, until I found she must leave me. We
have been to God for the grace of a short sepa-
ration, and I feel that we have it.” After prayer
the minister passed out and found an old “Jack
Tar” crying as if his heart would burst asunder.
On asking the trouble the sailor exclaimed: “O,
sir, that dying woman in there went ashore two
years ago and came back full of strange talk. One
day she began to shout when we were in mia
ocean, saying her soul was saved. Not long after
that her husband experienced the same great
grace, as they called it. How changed and hap-
py they were. We all felt it. I could not read,
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but do you know, sir, she taught me, and many
be the times we have read this old book together.
One Sunday morning my soul was made happy,
in the loss of a great heart load, which I had felt
ever since she heard you preach and became so
different. What blessed days 1 have had for four
months, till she tuck sick. Only just afore you
came, she called me in and had me kneel while
she put her hand on my old head and asked God
to give me grace to give her up. I reckon I must,
for I don’t feel as if it is right to keep her out of
heaven a day longer.”

The grateful minister walked the gang plank,
leaving the group of sad but triumphant over-
comers aboard the vessel, also on board “the Old
Ship Zion, which has landed many a thousand
and can land as many more.” They, no doubt, are
all now in the home of the White Stone Overcom-
ers.

COURAGE.

I sing the hymn of the conquered who fell in the
battle of life—

The hymn of the wounded, the beaten, who died,
o’erwhelmed in the strife;

Not the jubilant song of the victors, for whom
the resounding acclaim

Of nations was lifted in chorus, whose brows wore
the chaplet of fame,
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But the hymn of the low and the humble, the
weary, the broken in heart,

Who strove and who failed, acting bravely a silent
and desperate part;

Whose youth bore no flower on its branches, whose
hope burned in ashes away;

From whose hands slipped the prize they had
grasped at, who stood at the dying of day

With the wreck of their life all around them—
unpitied, unheeded, alone—

With death swooping down o’er their failure and
all but their faith overthrown.

While the voice of the world shouts its chorus, its
paan for those who have won;

While the trumpet is sounding triumphant, and
high to the breeze and the sun

Gay banners are waving, hands clapping, and hur-
rying feet, .

Thronging after the laurel-crowned victors, I
stand on the field of defeat,

In the shadow, ’mongst those who are fallen, and
wounded and dying, and there

Chant a requiem low, place my hand on their
pain-knotted brows, breathe a prayer,

Hold the hand that is helpless and whisper :“They
only the victory win

Who have fought the good fight and have van-
quished the demon that tempts us within;

Who have held to their faith unseduced by the

-
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prize that the world holds on high;
Who have dared for a right cause to suffer, resist,
fight—if need be, to die.”

Speak, history! Who are life’s victors? Unroll
thy long annals and say

Are they those whom the world called victors,
who won the success of a day?

The martyrs of Nero? 'The Spartans who fell

at Thermopylae’s tryst,
Or the Persians and Xerxes? His judges or Soc-
rates? Pilate or Christ?

NERVE THY SPIRIT.

Yet nerve thy spirit to the proof,
+  And blench not at thy chosen lot.
The timid good may stand aloof,
The sage may frown; yet faint thou not,
Nor heed the shaft too surely cast,
The foul and hissing bolt of scorn;
For with thy side shall dwell, at last,
The victory of endurance born.
Truth, crushed to earth, shall rise again;
'The eternal years of God are hers;
But Error, wounded, writhes in pain,
And dies among her worshipers.

i
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THE TAPESTRY WEAVERS.

Let us take to our hearts a lesson—
No braver lesson can be—

From the ways of tapestry weavers,
‘On the other side of the sea.

Above their heads the pattern hangs;
They study it with care.

The while their fingers deftly move
Their eyes are fastened there.

They tell this curious thing besides
Of the patient, plodding weaver:
He works on the wrong. side evermore;
He works for the right side ever.

° It is only when the weaving stops,
And the web is loosed and turned,

That he sees his real handiwork,
'That his marvelous skill is learned.

Oh, the sight of its .delicate beauty!
How it pays him for all its cost!

For rarer, daintier work than his
Was never done by the frost.

Then the master giveth him golden hire,
And giveth him praise as weli;
And how happy the heart of the weaver ig
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No tongue but his own can tell.

The years of a man are the looms of God,
Let down from the place of the Sun,
Wherein we are weaving ever,
Till the mystic web is done.

Weaving blindly, but weaving surely,
Each for himself his fate,
We may not know how the right side looks;
We can only weave and wait.

But looking above for the pattern,
No weaver hath- need to fear.

Only let him look clear into Heaven s
The perfect Pattern is there.

If he keeps the face of the Savior
Always and ever in sight,

His toil shall be sweeter than honey ;
His weaving is sure to be right,
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BOOKS BY REV. J. B. CULPEPPER.

The name Culpepper implies good, interesting
and to the point, for all his books are of this
kind. He writes on everyday topics, but he puts
them in such a way that they sink deep and are
not forgotten.

SOME WOMEN I HAVE KNOWN.
It has some soul-full passages that so blind you
with tears that you must collect yourself a bit
before you proceed. It pictures “Mother” and
«Wife” so charmingly as to reach the soul’s
depths of anyone not soul-less. Cloth binding,
75¢; Paper, 40c.

DICK DAVIS AND THE DEVIL.
A compilation of twenty sermons by this won-
derful man. This book is indispensable to any
home, since various subjects are dealt with in a
way to hold the reader spellbound and drive
home the truths which awaken convictions. Get
it for your home. Cloth, 50c.

HAPPY HOME.
Full of sensible advice. Withers, cuts and slash-
es the evils that beset home life. Incites to no-
ble living and happy home-building. You can’t
help but enjoy it. Cloth, 50c; Paper, 25¢c.

“T0 MEN ONLY”
Is a marvelous lecture. It has received the un-
qualified endorsement of thousands of profes-
sional men, ministers, and reformers. It is
unique, eloquent, unanswerable. Price, 10c.

WANDERING LOVER.
This book is dedicated to everyone who, with
high motives is seeking the light and compan-
jonship and home of Christ. Price, 10c.

GOD’S WRECKING CREW.
Under such graphic figures as recovering a rail-
road wreck, rescuing flood sufferers and follow-
ing with help in the track of a storm, the author
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hustles the reader into a line of thought about
soul-winning and church work which is decidedly
pleasant ‘and profitable. Price, 10c.

SUICIDES (A LETTER TO HELL.)
These letters to the people in hell are so thrill-
ing that you will experience two things after
reading them. One, an actual nervousness; the
other, an examination of your moral self. It's
awful. Price, 26c.

OLD CUSSES.
In this book he rips the men up one side and
down the other, and just when the women are at
the height of their enjoyment over the scoring
the men are getting, the author jumps on to
them and flays them unmercifully. It should be
read. Price 10c.

THE DANCE.
There are some things in this book that perhaps
you never knew about. If you read what Bro.
Culpepper says here about the dance, you’ll

never forget them, nor let any of your family
attend. Price 10c.

SERMONS
Will surprise and entertain you. Bro. C. writes
as only he can on sharp sayings gathered from
everywhere. Cloth, $1.00.

OVERCOMERS.
An encouraging and profitable work, and will do
you good. Price, 10c.

POWER.

One of Bro. Culpepper’s best, and should be read
by every one. Price 10c.

MALICE.

The title is sufficient explanation of the book.
Price 10c.
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