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LETTERS TO THE
EDITOR

No More Truth Since 1844?

“Dear Mr. Armstrong:

“I hear your program over WKYB
almost every day. We enjoy it so much.
I have been writing you for sometime
and asking questions, and 1 sure do
appreciate the answers I have gotten.
Since I first read your PLAIN TRUTH it
has opened my eyes.

“I have been a member of a denomi-
national Church for three years. Last
summer my husband and little girl were
baptized. She is eleven years old. And
since we have been listening to your
preaching and the scripture you read, we
feel like they don’t have the message for
today. We want to do the will of God
above all things.

“My Pastor wanted me to say that we
would stop listening to you, but I told
him we wonldn’t. He says you couldn’t
have the last message because it didn’t
come about at the appointed time
(1844) and that it wasn’t world wide.
But we are reading our Bible and pray-
ing to have a clear understanding. God
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says if you want wisdom ask of God.
So we are doing that. We have decided
to send you our tithe.”

Woman from Paducah, Kentucky.
Editor's Comment: Many scriptures were
purposely closed and sealed until the
“time of the end”—this 20th century,
not 1844 during the Advent Move-
ment! The WORLD TOMORROW
broadcast is world-wide, reaching every
inhabited continent with great power.

Narrow Conceptions Revised

“I have been a devoted listener of
your inspiring radio program for a con-
siderable number of years and I must say
the quality of your program is approach-
ing a zenith. The content of the mes-
sage is so compelling, so lucid and
logically overpowering that I have found
myself forced to revise some of my
previous narrow conceptions concerning
the ultimate question of the universe.
Even a fool would be astounded at the
amazing relation between prophecy as
revealed in the Holy Scriptutes and the
present trend of world affairs. From the
impending crisis in Berlin right down
to the fire-ant plague, I feel that your
program brings this relation into such
sharp focus that beads of sweat form on
my brow.”

Man from Boulder, Colorado.

An All-Night Reader

“I received a copy of The PLAIN
TRUTH and have read part of it. Also
the brochure on ‘The U.S. in Prophecy.
I read all through that and believe me it
was startling and uncanny to say the
least, but so logical that it held me
spellbound until I [aid it down at 4
oclock in the morning. I had read all
night on the material you sent and dare
say I certainly can not be withowt The
PLAIN TRUTH.”

From a subscriber.

Whole Family Enjoys Bible Story

“We have most of your booklets, and
we are teceiving The PLAIN TRUTH
every month. We enjoy the reading
material in each so much, we have to
read and re-read them. Evety time we
re-read one of the articles, we learn
something different and we can under-
stand a little more each time. The chil-
dren love to hear ‘The Bible Story’ and

September, 1959

we look forward to it each month. We
enjoy it as much as the children do,
and it has helped us to understand
better what the Bible really tells us.”
Woman from Redstone Arsenal, Ala.

Curiosity Aroused

“I have read all the pamphlets and
PLAIN TRUTH magazines my mother
has, and my desire to learn more of the
truth is insatiable. When my mother
first became converted I was skeptical
to say the least. She wisely refrained
from discussing these truths with me
for she knew that with my make-up I
would have rebelled and rejected any-
thing shc could say. She patiently waited
until my natural curiosity got the best
of me when I observed her keeping the
Sabbath. Then she answeted only the
questions I asked.

“When I was a little girl ] was dragged
from one revival meeting to another . . .
and as I grew older mother went to no
church at all for she could find peace
in none of them. I was confused and
unhappy and began to wonder if there
even was a God. Then I began to see
the peace and contentment of my mother
recently. 1 was afraid to open my ears
and eyes for fear I would be disappoint-
ed—for fear this would be another
‘crackpot’ thing I could not accept. Sud-
denly one day I bad to find out. Somehow
the rebellion within me was gone. I felt
I could ask my mother questions, read
the pamphlets and magazines, and listen
to your radio program; and calmly accept
or reject. Need I say I accepted whole-
heartedly? 1 found the light and am
walking in sunshine at last.”

Woman from Warren, Ohio.

Editor's Comment: This shows the fruits
of NOT trying to “cram your religion
down someone’s throat.” It really pays!

Now Enlightened

“I am writing to see if it is possible
for us to get in contact with one of your
nation-wide baptizing teams. We have
wondered about this for many months,
And after reading the article in this
month’s PLAIN TRUTH, ‘False Conver-
sion——A Mortal Danger, we feel we
need to talk with one of God’s true
ministers.”

Man and wife from
Sebago Lake, Maine.



The Autobiography of
Herbert W. Armstrong

In this 20th installment Mr. Armstrong covers his first personal
healing, how he entered a “million-dollar” clay business and

HESE were certainly the lean years
—economically speaking! For one
as ambitious as I—one who had
driven himself relentlessly in study, in
gaining experience, in achieving busi-
ness success, a harder blow could hardly
have been received than to see all my
major clients—big business corpora-
tions, every one—swept away in the

flash depression of 1920.
The Humbling Process Continues

And then again, in the fall of 1926,
after starting and developing a laundry
advertising service that was doubling
the business volume of clients—that
promised to expand to national scope—
to see it all suddenly swept away by a
$5,000,000 advertising campaign sold
by a smart advertising agent to the
Laundryowners’ National Association!

I could not understand, until later,
that the Almighty God was intervening
in my life—taking away every profit-
making business I started—knocking
me down, even as He did the Apostle
Paul—taking away from me the idols
of vanity, the desire to be looked upon
as #mportant by important business
men, the desire for money.

But now, even in 1928, after I had
been humbled—after I had been chal-
lenged into a study of the Bible and
totally disillusioned to find that “ali
these churches coxld be wrong!”—after
I had surrendered my life and my future
unconditionally to God, and had begun
to be a DOER of what I saw God com-
manded in His Word—after I had been
converted, baptized, reconciled to God
thru Jesus Christ, and had begun to
preach somewhar regularly at the little
church in Oregon City—yes, even after
all this, God saw to it that the lesn
years continued quite a while longer.

But if these were the lean years finan-
cially, they were years of coming into

the disastrous depression of 1929,

the true riches. Yet, I still had many
lessons to learn.

Not only was there much more
TRUTH to be discovered and dug out of
God’s spiritual gold mine—the Holy
BI1BLE—but there was much character to
be developed through hard, cruel ex-
perience, the dearest teacher of all.

I should not have thought so at the
time—but God énew that I needed
much more humbling—much more
chastening and punishment at the hands
of God!

I had been humbled! O yes! And
still, I know now that had God allowed
me to have prospered financially at that
stage of spiritual experience, self-pride
once more would have seized me and
the humility would have fled! The les-
sons so far received by all this chasten-
ing would have been lost! I was to have
to suffer much more—and my family
to suffer it with me!

Gagging on Macaroni

At this time, during 1928, we were
living on Klickitat Street in Portland,
Oregon. We were falling dangerously
behind in paying the rent. The real-
estate agent who collected the rent came
very frequently to the front door. To
others he was a kind and pleasant-look-
ing man. He taught a Sunday-school
class. But to us, he was a dark, fore-
boding, frightening, almost devilish-
appearing man, when, of evenings, he
so frequently stood at our front door,
demanding in a deep, bass, stern tone:
“Can I have the rent?”

We simply didn’t have the rent! We
began to live in darkness, without lights,
in hopes he would think we were not at
home. Whenever he came, we knew
just how a whipped dog feels when
his tail is between his legs. Actually,
this man, who appeated to us almost as
an enemy, was kind enough to pay our

rent a number of times out of his own
pocket.

At one time we were in darkness
nights against our will. The electricity
was shut off because the bill was de-
linquent. My wife did her cooking on a
small gas stove, and our gas was shut
off. Only the water was left running.
We were out of food, and out of fuel.
Our heating stove was one my father
had made, shaped something like an old
covered wagon—with rounded top.

The children were crying with hun-
ger. My stomach gnawed with pain.
Like old Mother Hubbard'’s, our cup-
board was bare, save for a little maca-
roni. But there was no cheese or any
of the ingredients used in baking maca-
roni. There was not even a grain of salt.
AND, thete was 7o money to buy any.

I decided to try to cook some maca-
roni, even without the accompanying
ingredients. Without gas there was no
oven to bake it in; so I boiled it. Patient-
ly I tore up and crumpled pages of mag-
azines, so I could set a fire in the
rounded-top heating stove for heat. I
balanced a pan of water and macaroni
on top of the stove, and kept throwing
in more crumpled magazine pages to
keep the fire going.

I offered this “delicacy” to my wife
and daughters. We all tried it.

That is all we did. We tried it! We
did not swallow it. We tried, but the
slick, slithery, tasteless mess simply
would not go down! You may laugh. I
don’t know why some Hollywood
scenatio writer never thought of this
as a comedy idea. People love to laugh
at the discomfiture of others in the
movies. Movie actors pretend to suffer
things like this to give audiences big
amusement.

But we didn’t laugh. It was not funny!

It was about this time, while still
living on Klickitat Street, that I learned
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what the Apostle Paul meant when he
wrote to the Corinthians of how God
“also hath made us able ministers of the

new testament; not of the letter, but of
the spirit” (II Cor. 3:6).

The SPIRIT of the Law

Most people, I had noticed, thought
that the “letter” was done away, and
that the ministration of the spsrsz did
away with the law and all obligation for
OBEDIENCE to God.

I bhave told this many times in ser-
mons, and on the air. But this experi-
ence occurred at this time, and I believe
it belongs in this account.

Our eldest daughter, Beverly, then
ten, had been in the habit of bringing
books home from the school library. I
had noticed they were always fiction
books. She was an inveterate “book-
worm,” and a rapid reader. We had
noticed that she was beginning to have
a little trouble with her eyes, and we
attributed it, at least in part, to exces-
sive reading habits. Besides, I had noticed
that the constant reading of these fic-
titious, ready-made day dreams—which
is precisely what fiction is—was caus-
ing her mind to drift and wander, rather
than to think actively.

“Beverly,” I said one day after my
wife and I had discussed it, “Mother
and I want you to stop taking these
fiction books out of the library. You are
injuring your eyes with too much read-
ing.”

Two days later, I observed Beverly
in her usual slumped-over position in a
chair, with a book opened near the
middle.

“Let me see that book, Beverly,” I
demanded. “Isn’t this another fiction
story?

“Yes, Daddy,” she replied, handing
it to me. Already she had read it half
through.

“Beverly,” 1 said sternly, “didn’t I
tell you to stop bringing these books
home, and rest your eyes?”

“Well, yes, Daddy,” came the inno-
cent reply, “But I didn’t get this book
at the library. I borrowed it from Helen.”

Bevetly actually obeyed the literal let-
ter of the law, but she completely dis-
obeyed the sPIRIT of what I had told her!
The spirit of the law goes much further
than the mere letter. It sncludes the
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letter, but also its obvious meaning, or
intent.

That is the way WE must obey God—
not only the “letter,” but the SPIRIT or
intended MEANING of the law as well!
Jesus explained this in His sermon on
the Mount (Mat. 5:17-28—especially
verses 21-22; and 27-28).

My First Personal Healing

It was also while living here, during
1928, that I had perhaps my first ex-
perience in applying God’s miraculous
power of healing, as a personal experi-
ence in my own body.

For fuel we burned wood-—when we
were able to have it. One day in chop-
ping wood, the axe slipped, and struck
my left thumb in mid-air. It cut clear
to the bone. I had to pull the sharpened
axe out of the bone. It had cut quite a
deep gash.

Instantly I prayed, asking God to
prevent pain, and to heal it over rapidly,
as I ran into the house to wrap and
bandage it. At first, such a cut often
benumbs the nerves, as it did this time—
but normally the pain soon follows. This
time I felt no pain at all.

I made one slight mistake later, else
I am convinced I should never have had
so much as a scar. I left the bandage
on for some three days. But I became
over-anxious to look at it. When we
trust God for healing, we need to keep
our eyes and our minds on CHRIST—
not on the physical part. I unwrapped
it too soon. I experienced the only
pain at any time from that severe cut
in removing the wrapping to look at it,
and pulling off a scab that had formed.

The result was that there is, to this
day, just the slightest trace of a scar
across the length of my left thumb. But,
even so, it is so slight that one would
never notice it unless pointed out. The
cut was directly across the knuckle. I
believe it could have robbed me of the
use of the thumb. As it is, there is no
impairment whatsoever.

Advertising Job—Rejected

It must also have been during this
year of 1928 that another advertising
job was offered me.

I believe I mentioned, in connection
with the advertising service for laun-
dries, the soap builder used by laundries
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manufactured by the Cowles Detergent
Company, of Cleveland, Ohio. This com-
pany was a subsidiary of the Aluminum
Corporation of America. They manu-
factured an unusual product, unique and
exclusive, so far as I know, in the
laundry industry. I understood that this
company was the largest operation in
the laundry industry.

The Cowles Detergent Company had
become familiar with the advertising I
was writing and designing for laundry
clients. Also they were familiar with
the astonishing results. These ads had
been building the volume of business
of my clients in unprecedented fashion.

And so it was that, about this time,
the sales manager of the Cowles com-
pany, a Mr. Fellows, came to Portland
to interview me and offer the post of
advertising manager of their company.
Actually the job was to organize and
establish a new advertising department!
Up to that time, they had delegated all
advertising preparation and placing to
their advertising agency.

Bear in mind, I was not yet a min-
ister. Although I had given a few talks
that might, by a stretch of the imagina-
tion, have been called preaching, and
had been speaking almost every Sabbath
before the little group in Oregon City,
I most assuredly did not think of my-
self as a minister. Nor did I expect, at
this time, ever to be.

The laundries of the nation, thru their
national association, had gone into their
five million dollar national campaign.
This had pulled right out from under
me—like a rug being jerked out from
beneath one’s feet—all my laundry
clients, save one. I still had the account
of the National Laundry, second largest
in Portland. But, as I believe I have
mentioned before, this required only
about 30 minutes a week of my time. It
was our sole income—$50 per month.
It was not enough to pay house rent,
and keep us fed and alive.

If you have been reading this auto-
biography from the beginning, you will
remember that in 1924 I was offered the
job of advertising manager of the Des
Moines Register—rated by many as
one of the ten great newspapers of the
United States. I had turned it down
because I believed that I was not an
executive. I believed I could not direct
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and supervise the work of others. I found
it so distasteful to make out reports and
keep records—which would have been
a regular routine on such a job——that I
felt I was simply not fitted for such an
office.

I explained all this to Mr. Fellows. I
told him frankly that one of my faults
was that | worked in spurts. I felt I was
moderately talented in certain direc-
tions, but this was off-set by serious
faules I had not yet been able to master
and overcome. At times my performance
would be more or less brilliant. Results
would be outstanding. But then I might
go into a slump for a week or a month,
during which I would accomplish little
or nothing. What I did not tell him was
that my wife and I had talked it over,
and decided that, in order to obey God
and keep His Sabbath, I must reject the
offer.

M. Fellows thanked me sincerely for
my honesty in telling him of these
shortcomings. He returned to Cleveland.
I never heard whether he found the
man he needed, and started his new
advettising department.

Actually there may have been some
providential guidance in my supposition
that I could niot become an executive.
Had I accepted this job, which, as I
remember, would have paid a salary of
$8,000 a year in 1928 to start—the
equivalent of a much larger figure in
today’s dollar value—and about $12,000
if I made good, I would have been
snatched away from the calling God
was drawing me into. I would probably
be back in the world today.

Actually I was mistaken about not
being able to become an executive.
When God later began to build His
work around me, and the work began
to grow steadily and continuously at
the rate of about a 30% increase each
year over the year before—which rate
of growth continues to this very day—
I had to become an executive! And with
God’s help and power, it was achieved,
and the working in spurts was long
ago overcome. For many years, now, I
have had to work at the same steady
pace day in and day out.

Cash Position Desperate!

Also it was about this time, late in
1928, that our position was so desperate
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that I prayed earnestly and asked God to
open a door for some income that very
day.

Having asked in faith, in the morn-
ing, I took the street car to downtown
Portland, seeking the “open door” to a
job, or something with some cash in it.
All the circumstances have dimmed
somewhat in my memory, but 1 believe
that we had to have a certain amount
of money by 5:30 that evening, or be
evicted from our home. But I knew that
if I did my part, God would provide
the need.

All day long I sought open doors—
but every door was closed and appat-
ently locked tight. My faith was being
tried. Then 5:00 p.m. came. Time had
almost run out.

But I still had faith.

At that moment it came to my mind
to stop up at the office of a Mr. David-
son, manager of the Merchandising
Service Department of the Portland
Oregonian.

“Say,” he exclaimed, “you're just the
man I've been looking for. The adver-
tising agency for the Bissell carpet
sweeper people want a survey made in
Portland on the relative opinions of
women between the catpet sweeper and
the vacuum cleaner. You are the only
man I know with the experience to
conduct such a survey. Can you take
time to do it?”

I most certainly could!

It was going to pay just the exact
amount I needed by 5:30 that evening
to prevent being evicted. But the check
would not be forthcoming until about
30 days, after the survey was completed.

With brisk step, after having been
briefed on what the Bissell company
wanted in the survey, I walked rapidly
over to the offices of the mortgage com-
pany where the house payment had to
be made, atriving right on the dead-line,
5:30 p.m.!

I explained about the survey to be
made immediately. I offered to simply
endorse the check and hand it over for
our house rent when it came, if the
company would accept it some 30 days
later.

My word was good with them. Since
it was definitely sure, they agteed to
accept this check 30 days later, on my
promise to endorse it over.
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Mr. and Mrs. Armstrong’s younger
daughter, Dorothy Jane, with her
curls, in front of the house on Klick-
itat St., in Portland.

And Now—1929!

1928 ended. It had been a year of
great progress in my life. It had been
a year of outstanding world events.
Trotsky, Zinoviev and other Commu-
nists were exiled from Russia January
16th that year. The first all-talking mo-
tion picture was shown in New York
that year on July 6th. This was prepar-
ing the way for our filming The WORLD
TOMORROW for television, beginning
1955. October 13th of that year God
had blessed us with the birth of our
first son, Richard David.

In the spring of 1929 we moved to a
house on 75th Street, north of Sandy
Boulevard. 1929 was to be a year of
struggle, spiritual growth, and miracu-
lous answers to prayer.

1929 was an epochal year in world
events, too! The notorious “St. Valen-
tine’s Day massacre” in Chicago occurred
February 14th. On June 7th that year,
the Papal State, extinct since 1870, was
revived as a state, or nation. The Kel-
logg Peace Treaty, known also as the
Pact of Paris, outlawing WAR, was
signed July 24th. Albert B. Fall, Secre-
tary of the Interior, came to his
terrific FALL November 1, when he was
sentenced for accepting a $100,000
bribe. Commander Richard E. Byrd
made the first flight over the south pole
November 28. And, biggest event of all,
the New York Stock Market crash oc-
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borrowed pony.

curred October 29th. 16,000,000 shares
changed hands. The decline in value of
stocks was estimated at 15 billion dollars
by end of 1929. And stock losses, by
1931, were estimated at SO billion, af-
fecting directly 25 million people. It
plunged America into its worst depres-

After moving to the 75th St. house—Dorothy, Dickey, and Beverly, on a
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sion. It prevented me from making a
million dollars!

Incident of the Mystery Woman

1929 not only ended as a depression
year for us—as it did for millions of
others—it began as just another of the
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lean years! For us, it was another year
of desperation to keep ourselves alive.

Very shortly after moving into the
house on 75th Street, we had teached
another crisis of hunger and desperate
need. Again I prayed earnestly for God
to either send us some money or pro-
vide a way for me to earn it

An hour or two later, a strange
woman knocked on our front door.
Mrs. Armstrong opened the door. There
was something mysterious about the
woman’s appearance.

Who was she? She did not introduce
herself. She gave no inkling of her
identity.

“If your husband isn’t too proud to
do it,” she said in a low, quiet voice,
“there are two truck-loads of wood he
can throw in at this address. Jot it
down.” My wife jotted down the street
and number.

The mysterious woman walked quick-
ly away and disappeared.

People in Portland used wood for
fuel. Portland is in the heart of the
Oregon-Washington lumber country.
Throwing wood into the woodshed, ga-
rage, or basement, was an odd-job cus-
tomarily reserved for the bums who
came along. Very few men in Portland
threw in their own wood. To be seen
doing it was to appear as a down-and-
out bum.

We were totally perplexed as to the
identity of this strange woman. How
did she know we were in such desperate
need? Who was she? We never knew.

But I did know I had just asked God
to provide. And at once I recognized
one fact, This woman was like the mis-
chievous boys playing a trick on a poor
widow. Her window had been open. She
was praying aloud, asking God to send
her some bread for her children. The
little boys, playing just outside the
window, overheard her prayer.

“Let’s play a trick on her,” said one
of the boys. “Let’s toss a loaf of bread
thru her window.”

When they did, she knelt again and
gave God thanks.

“Ah-ya-ya!” jeeted the boys. “God
didn’t throw in that bread—we boys
did.”

“Well,” answered the grateful widow,
smiling, “maybe the devil brought it,

(Please continue on page 19)
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treceived through obedience, because
Peter describes “the Holy Spirit, whom
God hath given to them that OBEY Him”
(Acts 5:32).

After repentance and baptism, a true
Christian can begin a life of overcom-
ing and obedience to God’s law and His
Kingdom here and now. This is done
through the Holy Spirit and its power
within him. This was the message ALL
of God’s servants preached throughout
the early inspired New Testament
Church!

When Philip went down to the Gen-
tile city of Samaria, notice what he
preached. "But when they believed
Philip preaching the things concerning
the Kingdom of God, and the name of
Jesus Christ, they were baptized both
men and women” (Acts 8:12).

The apostle Paul preached this gospel
to the Gentile Christians at Ephesus.
He told them on his last visit: “And
now, behold, I know that ye all, among
whom I have gone preaching the King-
dom of God, shall see my face no more”
(Acts 20:25).

At the very end of his ministry—
after he had turned away from the Jews
—Paul continued to preach rhis same
message! “And Paul dwelt two whole
years in his own hired house, and re-
ceived all that came in unto him, preach-
ing the Kingdom of God, and teaching
those things which concern the Lord
Jesus Christ, with all confidence, no
man forbidding him” (Acts 28:30-31).

The message of the soon-coming
Kingdom of God was the ONLY message
of Jesus Christ! It was the only message
His inspired Church and apostles taught
the world! It has been the message of
God's true Church through the ages!

The Real Goal of the Christian Life

The reason the Christian religion
seems so empty and dead to most peo-
ple today is that they are in ignorance
of the real goal of the true Christian
life.

We are NOT put on this earth by God
Almighty just to attend Church once a
week, or to enter into “Christian” chari-
ties, or to hear sweet stories about the
“little Lord Jesus,” or to make #his hu-
man society a better world through con-
fusing ~— often contradicting — human
efforts.

The PLAIN TRUTH

We are put here to prepare to RULE
FOREVER, in the Kingdom or govern-
ment of God! That is why—through
God’s Spirit—we must acquire God’s
character, and learn to live by His LAWS
which alone will finally bring this world
peace and happiness! These spiritual
laws show the WAY to peace and happi-
ness and right government throughout
all eternity.

True Christians, then, have a2 JOB to
do! They must demonstrate in this life
—through God’s help and His Spirit—
that they will keep God’s laws and
develop His character so that they may
be qualified to RULE others later, and
teach them the same happy way of life.
Notice the reward for those who over-
come their own human nature and
qualify: “And he that overcometh and
keepeth my works unto the end, to him
will I give POWER over the nations: and
he shall RULE them with a rod of iron;
as the vessels of a potter shall they be
broken to shivers; even as I received
of my Father” (Rev. 2:26-27).

Jesus repeats this same promise—
speaks of this same reward—again and
again. “To him that overcometh will
I grant to sit with me in my throne,
even as | also overcame and am set
down with my Father in His throne”
(Rev. 3:21).

In Revelation 5:10, John was inspired
to show that the saints shall become
“kings and priests; and we shall reign
on the earth.”

True Christians—those who overcome
themselves and develop God's character
through living by His laws—will be
given authority as kings and priests in
God’s Kingdom to be set up on this
earth after Jesus returns. What a zre-
mendons GOAL we can have in this life!

“Blessed and holy is he that hath part
in the first resurrection: on such the
second death hath no power, but they
shall be priests of God and of Christ
and shall REIGN with Him a thousand
years” (Rev. 20:6). Under Christ as
King of kings, the overcoming saints
will help RULE this earth and bring it
peace and joy at last!

That is WHY we must learn to obey
God and His laws now! That is the real
PURPOSE of the true Christian life.

There is only ONE true gospel—one
truly “good news’—and zhis is that
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VERY gospel which Jesus preached!

Jesus Christ said His truwe Church
would be preaching that very gospel
as a last “"witness” to all nations in our
very day just before He returns again!
“And this gospel of the Kingdom shall
be preached in all the world for a wit-
ness to all nations; and then shall the
end come” (Martt 24:14).

You are receiving that gospel this
very instant! Through the “World To-
morrow” broadcast and the PLAIN
TRUTH magazine, this message of
Christ is being taken to all nations as
a last "witness” to the world. May God
help you to UNDERSTAND! May He give
you the wisdom and strength to OBEY
and to fulfill the very purpose for
which you were placed on this earth!

AUTOBIOGRAPHY

(Continued from page 12)

but just the same GOD sent it!”

No matter who this mysterious wom-
an was, I knew God sent her! And 1
realized instantly that God was answet-
ing my prayer HIS way, and not mine.
I knew He was giving me a test to see
whether 1 would accept a humiliating
job. I realized I had not yet been freed
completely from ego and pride. I knew
that God was giving me a lesson in
humility at the same time He answered
my prayer.

I walked immediately to the address
the woman gave. It was about a mile
from our house. There was a large pile
of wood in front. I went to the door,
asked for, and got the job of throwing
the wood in the basement.

Realizing God was teaching me a
lesson, 1 resolved to do it His WAy,
which was to do the best job I could. A
thing worth doing is worth doing right!
Now that God allows me to be the
employer of many men, I insist that they
do their work in the right manner—or
else tear it out and do it over.

I stacked the wood up as neatly and
orderly as I could. I worked rapidly, and
did it as quickly as I could. Several
people walked past the house. Evety
time one saw me, I winced. I knew they
thought I was a down-and-out bum.
Each passer-by knocked off a little more
of that vanity. But I just prayed silently
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to God about it, and thanked Him for
the lesson, and asked Him to help me
to be humble and industrious.

When the job was finished, the wom-
an inspected the piled wood in her base-
ment.

“Why, you've done that so neatly,
and so fast, 'm going to pay you
double,” she said.

The satisfaction and inspiration this
gave was a far bigger reward than the
extra money.

Clay Mine a GOLD Mine?

About this time a clay mine was
brought to my attention. It promised to
become a million dollar “gold mine.”

My former associate on The Van-
couver Evening Columbian, who had
been its Business Manager, Samuel T.
Hopkins, brought it to me. He had en-
countered an elderly man who owned a
farm on which a mysterious kind of clay
was mined. It was located in the foot-
hills of the Cascade mountains, in Ska-
mania County, Washington.

One day this farmer had cut a bad
gash on the back of his hand on a rusty
barbed wire fence. He had been digging
rather deeply in the vicinity and had dug
into a semi-soft grayish blue-green clay.
Without thinking much about why he
did it, he reached down, scooped up a
handfull of the soft clay and slapped it
over the back of the hand to cover the
cut. Then he proceeded with his day’s
work. The clay finally dried.

That evening on removing the now
dried and hardened clay, he was sut-
prised to discover that it had coagulated
the blood, drawn the skin together from
the wide gash, and virtually healed it
over!

The farmer became curious. A mem-
ber of his family was plagued with
eczema. He experimented. This clay was
placed over the portion of skin affected,
and allowed to dry. There was notice-
able improvement. A second and third
application was applied. Soon the skin
disease disappeared.

The farmer knew Sam Hopkins, and
rold him about it. Mr. Hopkins made a
few experiments on cases of acne and
eczema. Results were astonishing.

This clay contained a certain amount
of fine sand and grit which proved some-
what harsh on women’s skin. So he ex-
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perimented with rubbing the clay
through a very fine copper wire screen,
removing most of the sand and grit.

Astonishing the Doctors

About this time he came to me with
his discovery. He thought it contained
great possibilities, but didn’t know how
to market it. He offered me a 50% part-
nership in whatever we might do with
it. I was considerably intrigued. I took
a sample to a well known doctor in Port-
land who specialized in skin diseases.

“It is certainly a coincidence,” said
the doctor, “that you came at this psy-
chological time. I have a stubborn skin
disease case which has persisted six
months. I'm not making any headway
with it. I couldn’t tell my patient, but
I don’t mind admitting to you that I
am desperate enough to #ry this clay.
Under other circumstances I'd be very
reluctant to experiment with anything
new.”

I returned a week later. The doctor
was very excited.

“There’s something very mysterious
about that clay,” he said. “Why! a few
applications cured that skin disease
completely!”

We had noticed that it was 50%
heavier than water. A pound-size jar
of this clay weighed 24 ounces. He felt
it might contain radium, or other radio-
active substance. He suggested I take it
to another Portland physician, then
president of the Oregon-Washington
Medical Association, who specialized in
cancer and radium treatment. He called
this doctor on the telephone and set up
the conference for me.

I found this physician maintained a
large suite of offices, or treating rooms,
like a private hospital, with eight regis-
tered nurses in constant attendance.

He made a number of experiments,
and became quite excited. It cured acne,
eczema, psoriasis. One day he contacted
me, requesting a large supply of the
clay. He had a patient almost completely
covered and his whole body swollen
with poison oak—the most severe case
he had ever seen—and the patient was
in critical condition. After the first ap-
plication of the clay, the painful itching
was greatly relieved, and after the sec-
ond it was stopped. This patient was
kept in his private hospital quarters, and
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after several days the poison was com-
pletely gone!

This physician made a photographic
test for radium—not a completely re-
liable or conclusive test, but he felt it
would give some indication. The film,
left overnight inside a metal case placed
next to a jar of clay, had been exposed
to light when developed. This indicated
radium! But the doctor would not ac-
cept it as final, saying this was not a
completely conclusive test.

Some four or five rooms down the
hall his X-ray apparatus was located. He
said it was barely possible that the film
had been exposed by this machine, in-
stead of by the clay. If this were true,
1 reasoned, then why were not all his
X-ray films exposed by that apparatus,
so he could never use any of them? But
I was not a scientist. I discarded my

" reasoning as worthless.

Option on the Mine

This physician acquainted a friend of
his, a leading corporation attorney, with
the facts about this clay. This attorney
had connections in the east with wealthy
men and interests who had large sums
to invest,

He advised us to tie up the clay mine
at once on an option to buy.

“T'll tell you what I'll do,” said the
lawyer. “You men cannot afford to
pay me the fee I would charge to handle
this for you. But the doctor has told me
enough to give me confidence in this
thing. I'll make you this proposition:
I'll handle the legal end of it, and give
you whatever advice I can. I will do what
I can to get it financed. You either have
a million-dollar proposition or nothing.
If it fails, you owe me nothing. If you
succeed, I'll charge you a double fee,
and in that event you'll be amply able
to pay it.”

We agreed.

He drew up an option contract, under
which we were to be given exclusive
right to all of the clay for one year, at
a certain price per gallon. We were
given one year to exercise the option
and purchase the property. The pur-
chase price was set at about three times
the value of the property as a farm. The
owner signed the option contract. We
had one year to make our million dol-
lars.
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It was probably August or September,
1929, when we got the contract signed
and were ready to start building our
million dollar fortune out of the clay
mine.

With the cooperation of this doctor,
I immediately sought out the leading,
most aggressive and best-informed beau-
ty-shop operator in Portland. Many
inquiries in the field led to one certain
woman. Since this clay seemed to quickly
rid women of acne, eczema, and other
common skin diseases, we decided the
biggest single market possibility was
thru the beauty shops.

This woman made experiments. The
results were the same. It cleared up
splotched faces after a reasonable num-
ber of applications. But, she discovered,
it had a drawing power too severe for
many women. Applied as a face masque,
or a “mud-pack,” it seemed to hold the
face in a stiff vise. Its drawing-power
was exceedingly strong.

“For use as a mud-pack facial,” this
beauty-shop owner advised, “I recom-
mend cutting down the severe drawing
power by mixing a certain facial oil in
it. And it must be perfumed.”

“We'd better have the advice and
coopetation of a top-flight chemist,” I
said. I went to the chief chemist of the
largest wholesale drug house in Port-
land. He agreed to help. Between him,
the beauty-shop expert, and the physi-
cian, we worked out a formula which
the beautician pronounced perfect, the
doctor and chemist pronounced safe and
barmless, which had the most delight-
ful fragrance, and which, after many
tests, we found to have the same powers
of eradicating embarrassing face blotch-
es—except that it required perhaps one
or two more treatments than before.

Selling Mud Packs

But, just as we wete getting evety-
thing ready to approach one of the larg-
est cosmetics concerns on a deal to sell
thermn our formula and the raw supply
of the clay—just as we were devising
various other possible uses and markets
—that fateful October 29th rolled
around.

The stock market crashed. The nation
was plunged into the worst economic
depression of its history.

It became utterly impossible to finance
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a new business, or to sell a new product
to a cosmetics firm.

Once again, as if some unseen super-
natural hand were taking every business
opportunity away from me, another
promising business of million-dollar
possibilities was swept away by powers
and forces beyond my control!

I began to call myself King Midas in
reverse! Everything I touched turned—
well, this time—to CLAY! It was cer-
tainly not a gold mine. It was only a
clay mine, after all.

By this time I had no means of keep-
ing my family alive, except to try to
sell this clay. I had to explain to beauty-
shop owners that they could not sell
these facial masques as a means of heal-
ing, or curing a facial disease. They
could be prosecuted for practicing medi-
cine without a license if they did. But
they could recommend these treatments
to customers as the finest of all facials,
and suggest that if, incidentally, they
found that the acne disappeared, that
would be very nice!

I also worked out a formula for poison
oak. 1 called it P.OP—Poison Oak
Paste. A certain amount of distribution
for this was developed thru local Port-
land drug stores. All who bought it
reported astonishing results.

The facial masque, or clay-pack, I
named Matve. This I began to sell in
“booth-size” pound jars to beauty shops.
But each jar actually weighed 115
pounds! Before long, many of the Port-
land shops were using it, and gradually
resales increased.

I found a way to dilute the clay until
it became a soupy liquid. All the sand
and grit would sink to the bottom. Then
I siphoned off the top. Straining it thru
fine copper-wire screens did not remove
all the fine grit. My new way left it
soft and utterly smooth. Our kitchen on
75th Street became virtually a clay fac-
tory. After the siphoning process, I
boiled the clay down to the consistency
I wanted it. This boiling did no harm
to its curative powers, and made it more
sanitary.

“Here’s Your Breakfast!”

Shortly after we moved into the house
on 75th Street, a Mr. and Mrs. Charlie
Beck moved into the corner house next
door. Helen Beck was one of the most
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Mrs. Armstrong’s sister, Bertha Dil-
lon, with little “Dickey,” about Oc-
tober or November, 1929.

cheerful women we ever knew. She
seemed full of sunshine and good cheer
within and without. She was quite re-
ligiously inclined, even emotionally so.
She learned and accepted quite a little
Biblical truth thru us, but seemed unable
to see quite 2/l of the truth. Nevertheless
she appeared to walk in all the truth
she really grasped—and if I ministered
to some extent to her in spiritual mat-
ters, she ministered to us in a material
way.

She learned that we often did not
have enough to eat. When we did get
in a little money, we went to the mar-
kets and loaded up on beans and food
that “went the farthest and cost the
leastest.”

But often when we were out of food,
she would come to our back door with
her cheery "Good morning, folks, here’s
your breakfast,” catrying a tray full of
steaming hot breakfast. Prior to the
bust of 1920 it would have cut my pride
unbearably to have received this kind
of “charity” from a next-door neighbor.
But hers was the kind of charity spoken
of in I Corinthians 13, where it says
that though you may speak with the
tongues of angels, understand all knowl-
edge, have all faith, “and have not char-
ity,” you are NOTHING!

Actually this cheerful “good morning”
act of charity profited both ourselves
and Helen Beck. It 45 mote blessed to
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give than to receive. She reaped that
greater blessing. But I reaped the spirit-
ual blessing of being humbled a little
further—having to swallow more pride,
and see the hand of God in it!

And so the year 1929 had come and
gone. 1930 was to be another of the
“lean years"—as indeed were several
others to follow. We were at rock bot-
tom financially. We had learned what
it is to go hungry. But these were,
nevertheless, years of spiritual growth.

These were the years in which Jesus
Christ, the /sving Head of His Church,
was instructing me in His Word, pre-
paring me for His ministry, humbling
me, rooting out the self-confidence, the
cocky conceit, the vanity and egotism.

But He was replacing these self-
trusting attributes with reliance and de-
pendence on Gob. Instead of self-confi-
dence, He was giving me painful but
valuable lessons in FAITH. He was
granting us a few miraculous answers to
prayer. Some far more astonishing an-
swers to prayer were to follow in the
year 1930.

In the next installment you will read
of the birth of our second son, Garner
Ted, as a direct result of a miracle-answer
to prayet, and the year ending with my
first evangelistic campaign, along with
other events I hope you will find in-
teresting.

Jesus' Trial

(Continued from page 14)

tion, to prejudice others.

The high priest should have remained
calm so that no mistake in judgment
would be made.

In Jesus' trial none of these require-
ments were followed.

Let Wise’s book, Martyrdom of Jesus,
page 74, explain the law on this point:
“If none of the judges defend the cul-
prit, ie, all pronounce him guiley,
having no defender in the court, the
verdict guilty, was invalid and the sen-
tence of death could not be executed.”

Yet Jesus was cxccuted contrary to
the law!

Now notice which members of the
Sanhedrin were missing during the trial.
Take the case of Joseph of Arimathaea.
After Jesus was crucified, we read from
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Tuke 23:50: “And, hehold, there was a
man named Joseph, a counsellor; and
he was a good man, and a just”—the
word “counsellor” is admitted by all
hands to represent a member of the
Sanhedrin. “The same had not consented
to the counsel and deed of them”—and
neither had Nicodemus.

In Mark’s account we learn that ALL
those present condemned Jesus instan-
taneously and unanimously. But since
the night meeting was illegal, Joseph
of Arimathaea was not present. The
Jews wanted to make sure he could not
defend Jesus.

Think of the utter lack of any fair-
ness in this trial!

Tenth Reason

The sentence against Jesus was pro-
nounced in a place forbidden by law.
After the mob seized Christ, they led
Him away, after having been at Annas’,
and brought Him into Caiaphas, the
high priest’s, house. The trial of Jesus
wasn't held in court! Read Luke 22:54:
“And they seized him, and led him
away, and brought him into the high
priest’s house.”

The court building wasn’t legally to
be opened until after sunrise.

According to Jewish law, “A sentence
of death can be pronounced only so long
as the Sanhedrin holds its sessions in the
appointed place)” says Maimonides, in
his book, Section XIV.

The Talmud says: “After leaving the
hall Gazith (the court) no sentence of
death can be passed uwpon anyome so-
ever.” (From Bab. Talmud, “Abodah
Tarath” or “Of Idolatry,” Ch. 1, fol. 8.)

A sentence of death may be passed
only in a legal court, not in some private
home, as the Jews were doing.

Eleventh Reason

Most Sanhedrin members themselves
were legally disqualified to try Jesus.

According to Mendelsohn, Hebrew
Maxims and Rules, page 182, “The robe
of the unfairly elected judge is to be
respected not more than the blanket of
the ass.”

Some of the judges wete elected un-
fairly. We have the names from the
Bible and from Josephus of most of the
men who were on the Sanhedrin at the
time of Christ. Such men as Caiaphas,

September, 1959

Fleazar, Jonathon, Theolphilus, Mathias,
Ishmael, Simon, John, Alexander, An-
anias and many others were, according
to Josephus, recipients of bribes, ap-
pointed by members of the family who
themselves had no right to sit on it,
bought their offices, and were diste-
spected by their people. There were 12
ex-high priests living at this one time,
all part of the Sanhedrin. The Bible ex-
pressly requires a man to be high priest
throughout bis lifetime, at the end of
which another took his place. But the
Jews permitted high priests to be voted
into office year by year. The whole
official arrangement—the whole choice
of offices—was wrong.

But there was another reason which
disqualified almost all Christ’s judges.
It is this: “Nor must there be on the
judicial bench either a relation, or a
particular friend, or an enemy of either
the accused or the accuser,” writes
Mendelsohn, page 108.

Many of the judges were Jesus’
enemies. They even paid bribe money
to betray Him.

In Benny's work, Criminal Code of
the Jews, page 37, this surprising state-
ment is found: “Nor under any circum-
stances was a2 man known to be at
enmity with the accused person pet-
mitted to occupy a position among his
judges.” Everybody knew that the Sad-
ducees and Pharisees were at outs with
Jesus. Yet they were permitted to try
Him.

Twelfth Reason

The Jewish Court illegally switched
the charges against Jesus from blas-
phemy to sedition and treason before
Pilate. Observe how it was done!

The next step in Jesus' trial was to
take Him to the legal court for a mock,
private trial at sunrise.

“And as soon as it was day, the elders
of the people and the chief priests and
the scribes came together, and led him
into their council"—now that they had
already condemned Him of blasphemy,
they are going to take Him to court for
a mock trial!—"saying, Art thou the
Christ? tell us.”

Notice that they are repeating the
same questions over again.

“And he [Jesus} said unto them, If

(Please continue on page 31)



