RADI ANT FACES ... reflecting the glory of God
RADI ANT FACES ... reflecting the glory of Cod
( Exodus 34:29-30; Matthew 17:1, 2; Acts 6:15)

It has often been said that a nman's face is a mrror
reflecting his soul. As a general rule this nust be true, for
when a man is disturbed, he frowns; when he is pleased, his
countenance reveals satisfaction; when he is over cone by
grief, his face inevitably reveals anguish. This is also true in
the realmof the spirit. |If a man loves sin, his face betrays
the habits of evil living. |If a nman serenely |ooks into the face
of his Lord, the glory of the Infinite eaves a glow upon his
countenance. There is a sun-tan which is the hall-mark of
heaven! " They | ooked unto H m and were radiant."

The Respl endent Mbses

"And it cane to pass, when Mbses cane down from
Mount Sinai . . . that Mbses w st not that the skin of his
face shone while he talked with God." Surely the secret of
this facial illumnation lay in the fact that Mses had talked
with God. Much of what we <call prayer-tine is only a waste
of tinme. W leave our prayers until we are either too tired
or too busy to pray, and consequently our intercession is but
a succession of requests made prior to some hurried depar-
ture either for the office or for slunberland. Prayer is a
tel ephone talk with God. The nman who truly prays, not only

talks-he listens. It is nost beneficial to share our problens
with God, and to ask for divine assistance; but the nman who
fails to Ilisten never discovers the true power of prayer
Prayer perforns mracles; but not the least of these is that
which changes the nan hinmself. Mses lingered |ong enough

to tell his troubles to God, and also to receive instructions

relating to future conduct. Experinmentally, he had known

fellowship with his Maker; a radiant glow had been left on

his fare. Listening to God was just as inportant as speaking
to CGod.

The Redeem ng Master
" And after six days, Jesus taketh Peter, Janes, and John

his brother . . . up into an high nmountain apart, and was
transfigured before them and his face did shine as t he
sun. . . ." It is certainly thought-provoking that this was the

only time when the phenomenon occurred. At no other tine
was it said, " His face did shine as the sun, and his rainent
was white as the light." Surely sonme strange and wonderfu
thing was taking place. Tenporarily the Lord had left the
valley of need, and had clinbed into the stillness of the
mountain to enjoy fellowship with H's Father. It was this
which ministered to the indefinable needs of Hi s i nnmost
bei ng; and as His cup of spiritual satisfaction filled to the
brim Hs joy overflowd. Soon, as did Mbses centuries
earlier, the Lord would be required to return to the crowds;
soon He would be confronted by increasing tenptation. It
was His holy fellowship in the nmount which prepared H m
for the eventualities of the future. He had talked wth GCod,
and that was the secret of H's strength-it could be mne

t oo!

The Radi ant Martyr
Stephen was in great danger; his accusers were determ ned
to slay him False wtnesses were ready to nmmke outrageous
charges, and the stone-throwers were anxious to proceed wth
their foul plans. The brave Christian was not unaware of
Page 1



RADI ANT FACES ... reflecting the glory of CGod
their desires as he stood before the Sanhedrin. He was calm

unruffled, dignified: " And all that sat in the council, |ooking
steadfastly on him saw his face as it had been the face of
an angel." Their eyes condemed their actions, for soon

"they stoned Stephen, <calling upon God, and saying, Lord
Jesus, receive ny spirit. And he kneeled down, and cried
with a loud voice, Lord, lay not this sinto their charge. And
when he had said this, he fell asleep.” Amdst such vile
treachery, it was miraculous that Stephen's face should sug-
gest angelic beauty. Surely it would have been easier to
understand had his countenance revealed frustration, fear, or
even angry defiance. Wen | ove, grace, and forgi veness
emanated fromthe martyr's soul, the onlookers were supplied
with first-class evidence that Stephen was no ordinary man
it was said that he was full of the Holy Spirit-he had
mastered the art of living with God, and the resultant com
muni on conpletely transforned hi s count enance. Hi s face
shone. True loveliness is sonmething of the soul. It 1is charac-
ter glorified, actions sanctified; the constant fulfillnent in
human |ife of the purposes of God. This holy sun-tan is the
result of <constant gazing into the face of the Sun of
Ri ght eousness.

Her Face Shone

My Sunday nor ni ng servi ces wer e al ways br oadcast
throughout the hospital, and each one termnated wth an
announcenent. " Listeners, | nust leave now, in order to
return to ny own church service. But before | go, nmay I
make a suggestion? |If any |listeners have a problem or a
question; if you desire to see ne personally, please ten
Sister, and she wll tell Mtron. Wwen | receive your nes-
sage, | will come to see you.

It was visiting day, and as | walked through the nmai n
entrance of Sully Hospi t al , near Penart h, Sout h Wl es,
Matron cane forward to neet nme. " M. Powel | , - want s
to see you wurgently. Wuld you please go and see what she
wants? " | walked down the Ilong corridor, and eventual |y
reached her door. Wien | entered, ny clerical collar ime-
diately indicated that | was the mninister. She had reddish
hair, which perfectly matched her flushed conpl exi on. Her
eyes were spear-points of light; grim deternination was
stanped all over her face. Before | <could say a word she
said, " How are you, Father Powell? " | placed a chair near
the foot of her bed, and calmy answered, "Just a mnute;
let's get one thing straight. | am not Father Powell! | am
just a plain Baptist mnister, and possibly I shall never be a
father innmy Ilife! " She snled and said, "Ch, that's al
right with ne, Father. | wanted to see you." | sighed and
repeated nmy former statenent; but | only wasted ny breath,
for she again said, " Don't worry, Father Powell, | wanted
to see you urgently". | remained Father Powell until t he
day of her death.

She told ne how she had " had a row " with Father

and her chin seened very pugnacious as she listed her
grievances. She was a devout Ronan Catholic, but in no
uncertain fashion, so she i nf or med ne, she had told
Father - he could keep his religion: she would change
to Father Powell's. Wwen | interrupted to confess that ny
religion was no good, she was wutterly amazed, and |istened

as | tried to explain that religion was never very much good.

What man needed was not a dead religion, but a real faith

in the Lord Jesus; to know Hm as a living Friend. She was

so puzzled; | nmight have been talking Dutch. It took a Ilong
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tinme to make her understand, but finally | led her to Christ.
Now she ranks as one of the npst outstanding converts I
ever met. She had been one of the greatest sinners, but the
wonder of forgiveness filled her soul with peace.

" M. Powell, you are wanted wurgently. That wonman is
dying. She is asking for you continually.” | hurried to the
hospital, and one | ook was sufficient to tell me nmy little friend
was nearing honme. | sat by her side and gently took her hand
into mne; and |I shall never forget what followed. For fully
two m nutes she gazed silently into ny face, and then as a
great sigh escaped her she said, " | wanted to see you once
nmore; nowgo away." | answered, " No, | intend to st ay
with you for alittle while." She interrupted to say with
enphasis, " No. Please go away." W face bet rayed di s-
appointnent, and her eyes were quick to see the shadows.
" Ah, M. Powell, do not nisunderstand ne. | |ove you. |

haven't any relatives. | haven't any friends. | haven't any-
body in all this world except you. You introduced ne to ny
Saviour, and | shall always |love vyou. But, M. Powell, He
has conme to fetch me-He is here now Ch, sir, as long as
you sit there, | want to | ook at you; | want to speak to you
But there is Another present, and | want you to go away SO
that | can look at Hm and talk to Hm all the tine. But,
sir, I wanted to see you once nore before He takes ne
hone." She stopped; her effort had drained her strength.
My voice was very shaky when | whispered, " | understand.
"Il see you in the norning." Reaching the door | turned to
see her for the last tinme, but already she had forgotten ne.
She was | ooki ng strai ght ahead, and "the skin of her face
shone.- For a nonent | was startled-I really was. Then
| closed the door, and tip-toed down the <corridor. Wthin
a few hours | again passed her doorway, on ny way to con-
duct the nornal hospital service. | looked into the smal
roomand the bed was enpty. | was left wth ny nenories.
As an ordinary wi ndow refl ects the beauty of the setting sun
until the glass seens to be nade of gold, so her frail body
reflected the indescribable glory of her R sen Lord.

Page 3



This document was created with Win2PDF available at http://www.daneprairie.com.
The unregistered version of Win2PDF is for evaluation or non-commercial use only.



http://www.daneprairie.com

