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Very few -events
in southern

. society take

- prestige over
 the running of
the Kentucky
Derby. It is
opening night
at the Met, the Academy Awards,
the Rose Bowl and a Moon Shot
at the €ape all rolled into
one. Each year the city of
Louisville braces itself for
an invasion of wealthy
socialites from all over the
world who come to watch two
minutes of horse racing at
Churchill Downs on a Saturday

" ‘afternoon.

Last Saturday afternoon, how-
ever, while the eyes of the
world were focused in on
Churchill Downs, the eye of
God was upon a much smaller
group of Kentuckians who had
gathered around a lake at

the Cedarmore Baptist Assembly
Grounds at a CFO (Camps
Farthest Out) retreat. And
just about the time a giant
horse named Secretariat was
setting the record at the
Derby, men and women, more
serious with God than they
had ever been in their life,
were wading into that chilly
lake to be baptized in the
name of the Lord Jesus.

I had thought that only four
or five of the group at the
retreat were serious about
water baptism. But when we

8

reached the lake it seemed
they all wanted to come in.
Presbyterian elders, a Baptist
deacon andhis wife, even

a Mormon who had just that
afternoon given her life to
Jesus--were immersed and
raised to walk in the newness
of life.

That evening, while back in
Louisville,Kentucky whiskey
was flowing and the people
were filled on spirits, a
aroup of about 40 intense
-istians, nearly all s %
ial and industrial leadexs,
crowded inteo a tiny prayer
room on the Baptist-owned
grounds and waited for the
coming of the Holy Spirit.
I met with themyand the min-
ute I walked in the door
I received a word of know-
ledge that everyone in the
room would receive the Baptism
in the Holy Spirit. It was
too crowded to lay on hands.
21l we did was speak the
word of faith, inhale the
Holy Spirit, and exhale our
prayer language. It was
marvelous. All received.
Pentecost!
Monday morning, flying cut
of lLouisville, most of the
passengers were still £
of the spirits of Kentuu.y
bourbon. But I was filled
with a different Spirit.

And no hangover!
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A great choir master was
once asked what song he
considered the greatest
and most profound of all
spiritual songs. He
sat for long moments,

. . his head in his hands,
while he pondered the thought. Then

a light twinkled on behind his eyes.

"1 have sung and directed music all my
life, but the most profound song I know
is a Negro spiritual:
"Nobody knows de trouble I've seen.
Glory, Hallelujahi™

James, the half-brother of our Lord
put it this way. "Dear Brothers, is
your life full of difficulties and
temptations? Then be happy, for when
the way is rough, your patience has a
chance to grow. So let it grow, and
don't try to.squirm cut of your
problems. For when your patience is
finally in full bloom, then you will
be ready for anything, strong in
character, full and complete.”

Last wesk we returned from vacation to
£ind our house burglarized. Before
leaving we had committed the house and
all its contents to the Lord. “All I
have belongs to God,” I had plously
said. However, when we returned after
two waeks to find the back door broken
and scme cash and antique silver dol=
lars of scme value gone, I realigzed
that my commitment had been mostly

lip service. Those dirty thieves . -~
hadn't stolen God's money, they had
stolen mine--and I wanted i¢ back.

It's one thing to say “Glory,
Hallelujahi® when you're sitting on
top of the world. But when the world
falls in on top of you, then "Glory,
Hallelujahl®” comes mighty hard.

Anybody can say, "Blessed bs the name
of the Lord“when the Lord gives. But
to say it when the Lord takes away
requires a man who has sat where Job
sat. It's easy to worship Him when we
see signs and miracles, but to praise
Him in our sickness and poverty is
quite another matter. Only the Holy
spirit can do that.

Don’t
wait!

Now is the time
. to visit the Holy Land

WORLD CONFERENCE
ON THE

HOlY SPIRIT

Pilgrimage Dates
February 27 - March 8, 1874
Conference Dates/Location

Jerusalem - March 3-5 - Congress Hall
s, —o Speakers -
Kathryn Kuhlmen — David du Plessis
Jamie Buckingham — Michael Esses
Mishael — Cozrie Talx;‘ Boomy
Pat Robertson — Charles Simpaos
8 Weat — Jumes Fesles, In,

Contact: Kent Busing
R.R. 2, Box 990

Melbourne, Fla. 32901

A deposit of $95.00 is required to
confirm your reservation. Balance of

" payment (total $795.00) due six weeks

prior to departure.

IF YOU ARE CONTEMPLATING A CHANGE OF ADDRESS.
PLEASE NOTIFY THE TRUMPET IMMEDIATELY, AND
INCLUDE YOUR PREVIOUS ADDRESS. WITH EVERY
ISSUE, WE RECEIVE LARGE NUMBERS OF RETURNS
THAT THE PosT OFFICE 1S UNABLE TO DELIVER
AND MUST CHARGE US TEN CENTS FOR® EACH COPY
THAT IS RETURNED,

R




- A NEW PERSPECTIVE,

lives behind a
mask.
his laughter, his
piousness, his

i A shows of confid-
ence are all part of the roll
he is playing. Seldom, if
ever, does he let anyone

know who he really is. Only
in times of pain, fear, or
perhaps when he has drunk a
bit too much, does his mask
come down and we see him as
he really is.

For 35 years I was involved
in mask-wearing. Dissatis-
fied with myself, I was con-
tinually imitating somecne
who seemed successful (never
dreaming that he, too, was
probably wearing a mask.)

As a minister, if I heard of
some program or activity that
was "working” in some other
church, I could hardly wait
to get it started in mine.

I tried to sound like Billy
Graham when I preached, like
Bev Shay when I sang, and
like Cliff Barrows when I
made "announcements". I
wanted to be all things to
all men that I might be
thought winsome,

Always, though, my mask was
up. I dreaded the thought
that one day someone might
peek behind it, see the real
me, and reject me as a

person.
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One of the greatest releases
that accompanied my baptism
in the Holy Spirit was the

| release from having to be

someone else. With the Holy
Spirit alive in me, I could
now afford to be me.

Once afraid of growing bald
I had considered a hair-piece
{(wig, that is). Now came a
new freedom to grow bald to
the glory of God. Once
afraid that I would not be
thought of as a "profound"
minister, I had memorized
the sermons of several su.
cessful men of the cloth.
Now came a new freedom to
say what God wanted me to
say, regardless of how sim-
ple it sounded.

God wants his people to be
honest and open-faced. A
middle-aged minister confes-
sed to me that after 20 years
in the ministry he still had
doubts about God, was still
bothered with lust and greed.
"But if I ever let my people
know what I am really like,"
he said, "they would demand
a2 new minister in the pulpit."”

I disagree. I believe people
love you more when you are—
honest with them. After al. '
who can accuse a man who says
he is wrong. Men like this

don't wear masks. They're free.







