Clem Geue on Sam Jones, at Saskatchewan, CA Oct. 3, 1978

Hymn 254, verses 1, 2, and 4 • "The truth of God so precious." 

Clem Geue

I count this a great privilege to be with you this evening.    These past months have been days and times of very rich experiences.    Many of them have had a very enlarging and enriching effect upon my heart.    About two and a half months ago I came to the western part of the United States.    Sharing in those conventions, and then coming to this country and enjoying, during the past week,  times of wonderful fellowship has enabled me to understand a little better the greatness of God's Family in the world today.    People marvel as they come in contact with God's children and sense the fellowship we enjoy, and they say that what holds us together is a mystery. We have to say it is a miracle how God's love is operating in people's hearts.    There were some people in Australia who had come to convention to collect money for some fund; but we explained to them that this was quite out of place, because convention was not oper​ated on a financial basis but was all on a voluntary basis.    They asked, "What holds you together?"    We told them it was the great love of God, even planted in little children, because of Godly parents.    It was a mystery to them.    We said it was on a grander, vaster, fuller scale than in a natural family. What holds a family together is not rules and regulations, but the bond of human love between the father and mother and children.    The children scatter, yet their thoughts turn to the home and they like to go home, because of that bond of love.    It's wonderful to think that God's great Family here upon the earth is held together by that great, grand love of God. I like to think of how it has operated and reached the life of my father and mother. Through them it affected others in our family including myself.

1 John 5:20 and 21, "And we know that the Son of God is come, and hath given us an understanding, that we may know Him that is true, and we are in Him that is true, even in His Son Jesus Christ.    This is the true God, and eternal life.    Little children, keep yourselves from idols."   These are the writings and expression from the heart of a man that had reached old age and was almost at the end of life.    He is speaking of a wonderful eternal relationship he had with the God of heaven, through Jesus Christ.   The words "we know" tell us that he based his knowledge on his own experience.

"We know that the Son of God is come."   Many people in this world don't know that and dispute that fact.    In Ceylon, there are eight Billion people that follow a religious philosophy, the Buddhist creed; and they deny the existence of God.    If you were to ask them if they believe the Son of God has come, they would deny it because if there is no God, the Son of God hasn't come.   There's no time for faith in that which they believe.    Their philosophy is held together by reasoning, and it is very unsatisfactory even to them in times of distress and sorrow and death.    They have come to a funeral service of our friends and have admitted, "We know you have a comfort in death that we don't have."   They believe in various kinds of rebirth, depending on what kind of life they have lived here.    If the poor live a good life, they will be rich in rebirth.    If they have done evil, they may come back again in the form of an animal.   Therefore, they will not kill anything, whether dogs or cats or even insects ... it might be a forefather, according to that reasoning of rebirth.   If you ask, "Why has your country one of the highest records of murder when you teach there's a punishment for killing?” They will say, "It is just fate and people must suffer for It in the rebirth.”   They have the hope that by continually doing good eventually they will reach perfection through successive rebirths.   What then?   They answer,   " hardly know. We may go into oblivion."   They have to just live by their own philosophy, and they don’t know where it leads.

There are atheists that say there is no God; but on the other hand, there are religious people that say they know the Son of God has come. 

There was a time in my life that I believed that the Son of God had come as a result of what I had read, and what my father and mother told me. It was only historical as far as I was concerned. But now if you would ask me, “On what do you base your theory, that the Son of God has come?” I am glad to be able to give the answer as John , “We know that the Son of God has come and given us an understanding.” In Jesus we have found the secret of true living and the purpose of life. He has given us something that leads to a living relationship with the God of heaven. It is wonderful to think that we, who are gathered here are held together by the Spirit of God and the spirit of love... a wonderful relationship with one another and with Jesus.

"And we are in Him that is true, even in His Son Jesus Christ, This is the true God, and eternal life."    Three times he mentioned in these verses that word "true."    In the world today, people are looking for that which is of value and is true and Genuine, because there is so much deceit and corruption and hypocrisy.  Jesus warned people there would be false Christ’s arise and false teachers come. John cherished this in his old age, this living relationship with Jesus… “We are in Him.” 

I am going to tell you something that appeals to me. I haven’t a great testimony to give, and it is interwoven with my father’s and mother’s. They heard the gospel in 1909 and 1910. There was a yearning in the hearts of my father and mother and others, because of things that were happening in our district that disappointed them. They longed they might find that which was true and genuine – that would lead to a relationship with God. God was working to bring His messengers across their pathway. My parents were part of a German migration to Australia from 1850 to 1852. These German people moved to South Australia and settled in various communities, and became very tight knit communities. They married and intermarried until all of them were related. These people were very religious people, but my forefathers realized that things in the church were not what they were proclaimed to be. They felt they didn’t know anything about that living relationship with Jesus.

The word “True” was very comforting to the heart of John in his old age. In his gospel he mentioned that word a number of times. John 1:9, “That was the True Light that lighteth every man that cometh into the world.” When it was connected with Jesus, we realize that He just lived up to everything He professed to be. When John the Baptist was heralding the coming of Jesus, he was sent to bear witness of the true Light. There were other lights that didn’t come up to people’s expectations. They followed them and they turned out to be a disappointment. One of the saddest letters I ever received was written by a friend of mine, concerning another friend. We three had heard the gospel and sat in meetings together. This other friend resisted the gospel. There were other lights that attracted her, the glittering lights of pleasure; and she turned away from the True light and followed the lights of pleasure. She wrote about this friend, “I have had a very sad visit with that friend. She is stricken with cancer and hasn’t long to live.” She had called on her and this was her sad lament. “It’s growing darker.” She was only a young person and all she had to look forward to now was the darkness of eternity… that is how she passed into eternity. Any light a person can follow, whether pleasure, riches of this world, or religious light, that has it’s origin in the heart of man, the outcome will be a progressive darkness. But a person following the true light is able to prove these words, John 8:12, “I am the light of the world, he that followeth me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of life.” It tells us in Proverbs that, “The path of the just is as a shining light, that shines more and more unto the perfect day.” Jesus was that true light. He walked the path of the just, and Jesus said that, “He that followeth me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of life.” Jesus leads us on to the perfect day; and for the child of God that follows Jesus, the best is always before him, no matter how far he might go.

In the olden days when I was quite young, my father used to teach me some of the hymns in the book; and one that stands out to me is:

Farther on is blessing forever,

Count the milestones one by one,

Jesus will forsake us never,

It’s better further on.

In old age, which is such a pathetic thing for most people, there was a great assurance for John; and to every child of God it is a wonderful thing. It is a brilliant sunset opening up to a perfect day. In Rev. 21, John saw the holy city, New Jerusalem coming down from heaven, prepared as a bride adorned for her Husband.” “And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain; For the former things are passed away.” “And the gates thereof shall not be shut at all by day, for there shall be no night there.” We can’t take it in, the wonder of that city and what that perfect day will mean to a child of God.

In John 6 we read where people were so naturally minded that after He had fed five thousand of them with loaves and fishes, they came looking for more. He said, “Labor not for the meat that parisheth, but for that meat which endureth unto everlasting life, which the Son of man shall give you.” “Then said they unto him, Lord, evermore give us this bread. - I am the bread of life: he that cometh to me shall never hunger; and he that believeth on me shall never thirst.” They looked on Him in disgust. “We know who you are.” “Is not this Jesus, the son of Joseph, whose father and mother we know?” They looked at Him with natural vision, and they couldn’t see the truth of Jesus’ words when He said, “I am the true bread; he that cometh to Me shall never thirst.” These were wonderful promises of what Jesus could fulfill, and we know that when He said, “I am the bread of life,” He has never been a disappointment to a hungry, thirsty soul.

John 15, “I am the true vine, ye are the branches.” If ye abide in Me, there will be a wonderful relationship and you will produce fruit to the honor and glory of God. You abide in Me and I in you, and there will be much fruit. I couldn’t understand what this “abiding” meant when I was young, but it is just giving our life to Him and He giving Himself to us; and a union takes place and a relationship is established. “We are in Him that is true.” It was a comforting thing to John in his old age. He had not followed some fable or mystical story, but a living person in the form of the Son of God, by the Spirit being given to him. “We know He is come,” and the outcome is eternal life.

In my father’s experience, it was marvelous how God was working. In Psalm 14 "God looked down from heaven upon the children of men, to see if there were any that did understand, and seek God."    There were things happening in our district that were making my father very unhappy, and it caused him to feel there was something false taking place.    In John 4, Jesus, speaking to a woman of Samaria, tells what our attitude to Him should be.    "But the hour cometh, and now is, when the true worshipers shall worship the Father in spirit and in truth; for the Father seeketh such to worship him."    Jesus speaks about true worshippers; and if Jesus is the true Light, the true Bread, and the true Vine, and if there can be a true relationship, how good if there is the right response—true worshippers.    In Matthew 15, Jesus showed who the false worshippers would be.    "This people draweth nigh unto Me with their mouth, and honoureth Me with their lips; but their heart is far from Me."    There's the part that spoils the picture—a worship from the lips, but their hearts went after other things.    It was distressing to my father that they said one thing on Sunday and did something else on the other days of the week; but "God looked down from heaven upon the children of men, to see if there were any that did understand, and seek God." My father understood there was something radically wrong and that God must have His true way on the earth.

Over in Portadown, Ireland, the gospel had come to Sam Jones in 1902.    He was one of the most prolific songwriters of our times.    In the 38 years he preached the gospel in Australia, he wrote over 300 hymns, about 90 of which, are in our book.    Most of them express a wonderful love for God, based on a living relationship found in Jesus; in 1903 he was moved to come to west Australia.    Two years ago, I was in Ireland and saw his old home; and I marvel how he could leave such beautiful surroundings, and come to Australia that was still in the pioneering stage at that time and start to preach the gospel there.    He labored for one year in West Australia, under difficult conditions.   Many a time he had to walk the dreary miles.    When his young companion couldn't take it any longer, he talked it ever with Sam, and Sam gave him all the money he had to pay his fare back to Ireland.    Two nights he slept in a dry riverbed; he became ill, and some gypsies found him and restored him to a measure of health.    It was sometime during this experience that he wrote the hymn,  "I cannot now go back."    As there was no convention in West Australia at that time, he was invited to South Australia for convention.   Following convention, he remained in South Australia to labour.
The districts that were formed by this German migration to Australia were given Bible names.    Our district was called Bethel, which means, “the house of God” but they should have called it, “The House of Strife."   There were 100 acres in the center of the district reserved for church property.   The proceeds from this land were for the minister’s salary and the upkeep of the church.   They had a minister from Germany, a very clever and learned man, but preaching was just a job to him. One day he said to the community,  "You farmers are busy with your own farms.  What about putting this property in my name.    It would be easier for me to handle the business side for you." They trusted him, and they thought this was an easy way for them.    But when he became old and should retire, they held a meeting; and wrote to Germany for a new minister that could preach well and mix well with the people.    They wrote back that a man would arrive at a certain time.    When they finally told the minister that the new man was coming, he said,  "You never told me about this.    I refuse to retire, because I feel I am capable of carrying on for quite a while yet."    They told him,  "You will have to go.    We are the final word on this."    He said,  "This is my home; the property belongs to me."    And they told him,  "Then we will take you to court."    When they did, the judge told then,  "You can't do a thing.    You gave the land to him."    They said, "But we trusted him.    Can't you pressure him to honour that trust?"    They took it to a higher court, but lost.   The judge said,  "He has acted as a man without a single Christian principle."    They had to buy the land back from him at a price, which he determined, and he charged them dearly for it.    It was at that stage that my father was so troubled,

We sang that hymn,  "The truth of God so precious, I value more each day."    It was written by Sam Jones in 1909 and was one of his first hymns.    On the original copy, written in his own handwriting, are these words; "One of my first, written in Gladstone in 1909 at the convention in South Australia."

Now I've a tender Shepherd,

Who leads to pastures new; 

His voice, it is my comfort, 

His hand,   'tis strong and true; 

I long to follow closer, 

Still nearer to His side, 

I never can forsake Him — 

He is my Guide.

That had been Sam's experience from the time he heard the gospel in Ireland. It was the Lord being his guide that, moved him to come to Australia. He had no converts In West Australia in 1908, but it never moved him from feeling that God was his guide.

In 1909, now in South Australia, there was no response to the gospel, but he was coming closer to my father.    He got off the railroad at a town near our district and asked if there was a place to have meetings. They told him,  "You go to the next district, Bethel; it is a community of German people fighting among themselves.    He set out walking.    He saw a man working in the field, and it was my father.    "Can I have some gospel meetings here?"    My father asked,  "Who do you represent?    He said, "I just preach the Gospel for the love of Jesus."    It was that last phrase that made a deep impression.    My father said,  "That is what we need in this district. We have had no end of trouble, because people preach for the love of money, and it's been so distressing what we have had to put up with here."    He recognized that up until that time they had been false worshippers, drawing near to God with their lips, but their heart was far from Him.    They were materialistic, just looking for earthly gain.    He told Sam,  "You go ask the minister.    He has a good personality and preaches well, but we still don't feel he's Genuine.    Tell him I sent you and ask him for the church. Or go to the chairman of the band hall.    Tell him that you would like to have the use of it to preach the gospel for the love of Jesus, And if they won't let you use either of these buildings, you come and preach in my home."    That evening he was back.    "The new minister says he can supply the spiritual needs of the community. The band chairman says,   “We have built this hall for our own entertainment, and we don't use it for any other purpose."

This was the end of 1909, and the mission carried on in my father's home into 1910. The minister was upset when he saw the community coming to hear Sam and his companion, Jim Valance, a young man from New Zealand. He was a man that couldn't preach at all, and he was slow of speech, stuttered, and was a bit tongue-tied, and couldn't proceed with what he wanted to say.    Sam would very graciously say, "Sit down Jim, and we will sing a hymn while you gather your thoughts,  and you can try again."    My father saw the sincerity of that young man and how he loved the truth, and said, "Jim’s earnestness is a contrast to the high-falutln language of the minister.    His life speaks more than many a sermon.  Sam’s gracious way was getting a grip on my father’s heart. The minister got to hear of how the people were flocking to the meetings, and the people were talking.    He said, “These men— you mustn't let them into your home. They are here today and gone tomorrow, hypocrites of the worst kind.    Come to the service on Sunday and I will expose them."   They all came.    "Wolves in sheep’s clothing; don't give them an ear at all."   My father had heard enough.   He knew that what they were preaching was genuine and true; the Son of God had come and was born in their own hearts. When my father couldn't take any more he jumped up and started

to walk out. My mother got up and followed, and 24 others walked out of the church that Sunday morning.   It was the day of decision for them.    They never went back again.

They realized that what was offered them in the gospel was genuine and true.

That night Sam tested the meeting and all 24 of those people stood up. Our district
was torn apart.    Those who decided were despised and rejected by the rest of the
community and this moved Sam to write that hymn,  "No reputation, with Jesus I go." 

My father had played a trumpet in the band before he professed and had quite a talent for music.    Sam brought these words to my father, and asked, him if he could compose music to go with them.    It was my father's pleasure to try to add expression in music, to the depth of meaning in the words of some of Sam’s hymns,

Later, when we children were older, we asked father,  “Why did you burn all your music and sell your trumpet?"    "It had too big a grip on my life, and I knew it would always be a temptation.” Father had played his trumpet regularly and kept it polished. "It was my idol. There had to be a clean cut.    There's no harm in having a trumpet if you own the trumpet, but if the trumpet owns you, then it has the place that God should have." Our cousins still continued on in the band, and tried to coax us to join them by saying, “We only play good music." Our father said, "They may be playing good music today, and playing for dances tomorrow."    I'm grateful for the stand my folks took. They could see so clearly that God must have first place. 

In hymn 130 that we sang at the beginning of the meeting, Sam wrote,  "Love begets

the love He asketh."    It's wonderful to think of how this love that San felt and

proved and that gripped his heart was being expressed in the sacrifice that he was

giving.    If you read hymn 166, five times he said,  "I love." Hymn 130 is God loving 

us. That love was begetting the love of God in his heart, (1) "I love the perfect way." (2)  "I love to follow Jesus here."    (3)  "I love His holy name."  (4)  "I love the path where Jesus'  feet have trod."    (5)  "I love my Shepherd true,”

Another hymn that perhaps has the greatest depth of meanly to me is number 157. "I am satisfied in Jesus now." It is marvelous to think of where it was written-- in a horse stable in South Australia.    Sam and his companion went to a city to preach the gospel, but there was no place they could find for a bach.    Somebody said,  "There's a large horse stable where you probably could stay."    Sam and his companion cleaned out a corner in this stable, where the harness was stored and camped there for a time. It was in this stable where Sam wrote,  "I'm satisfied in Jesus now."    He didn't write, that he would be satisfied when they had a better bach, or that he had been satisfied in the past, but that he was satisfied now because of being in the will of God.

In contrast, not many miles from the location of that stable was the home of a famous Scottish poet, Adam Lindsay Gordon.    He had come to Australia first as a trooper in the army and was a great lover of horses.    He had built a retreat for himself, a home in the trees near a creek.    It is now a historical place for tourists.    In one room of this house they keep relics of his trooper days, in another room where he had done much of his, writing, there is a collection of his books and writings.   Among his collection of poems there is one that goes like this.

Life is mostly froth and bubble

Two things stand like stone,


Kindness in another's trouble,


And courage in your own.

It is sad that he had to admit that the life he had lived in high society was mostly

froth and bubble.    It was nice, though, that he could write of the two qualities that

stand out like stone, kindness in another's trouble and courage in your own.    He lived beyond his means and finally had to face the bankruptcy court.    The shame of it was more than he could face, and he shot himself.    It is ironical that Adam Lindsay Gordon could write about courage in your own trouble, but he proved that he didn't have that courage when trouble came to him.

Two years ago when in London, someone took me to Westminster Abbey where many of the kings and queens of Britain are buried.    In one section of the Abbey is the poets' corner, and there we saw Adam Lindsay Gordon's likeness in marble with his name and date of birth and death.  Sam, in more humble circumstances, could write,  "I’m satisfied in Jesus now. My restless soul is calm and still."    Adam Lindsay Gordon's soul was never still, but ever restless,    "Oh; fellowship supremely sweet, Oh! Matchless love so pure divine. My soul has found a sure retreat— The lowly Jesus now is mine." – That living relationship.  In India there was a Hindu man, a professor of English who came to a meeting, and this hymn was sung. Afterwards he came and said, “That is some of the finest expression of poetry I have ever seen. Every line is a complete thought. And the words are the result of deep experiences with God.” 

Sam said that in 1938 was his one and only visit back to Ireland. In 1939 he made a visit to Ceylon, on his way back from Ireland to take the oversight in West Australia. 

He was in Ceylon for our convention in Colombo; and while he was with us, I went into
his room to give him a drink, and saw that he had been writing.    Just two things made a fleeting impression, very insignificant things.    One was that he had written in purple ink--I had never seen that before.    The other was that he had a nice flowing handwriting so different to most.    Then I forgot it.    Twenty-five years later, I received a call to go to West Australia to help in the work there.    I had spent 27 years In Ceylon, had learned the language, and had felt that I was "settled” there for life.    Besides, I felt so unable to take on the responsibility in West Australia. Willie Jamieson was in Ceylon at the time, and I showed him the letters that the older brothers had sent to me requesting me to come.  I asked Willie what I should do.    He said,  "I won’t tell you what you should do; but I will say that if you do the hardest thing, it will be the right thing."    "Across the will of nature Leads on the path of God: Not where the flesh delighteth The feet of Jesus trod."  With this thought in mind I decided to go as the older brothers had suggested, saying, ”I’ll try to fill my place there."    That was in 1964.

Sam had passed away several years before this. In 1946 he felt his strength was


going and there was constant pain in his chest.    One Sunday morning he told the

friends where he was staying,  "I can't go to the meeting this morning.    The pain is

too intense."    He went out for a walk in the woods to try to get some relief, when


the friends came home from the meeting,  Sam was nowhere to be found.    They followed

the path he had taken into the woods and found him lying amongst the wild flowers


with a bouquet in his hand.    The post mortem revealed a growth on his heart that had a restricting effects    Many of his hymns were written when he couldn't sleep at night because of pain.

When I arrived in Western Australia in 1964, I began collecting some of Sam's hymns
as an interesting diversion.    When I inquired at one convention grounds if any of his writings were there, they told me that there was a bag that had belonged to Sam. That was a treasure –trove, containing many of the original copies of his hymns. We are trying now to collect all of his hymns in one book.    In this bag I found a diary. I felt it would be all right to look into it now that Sam was gone.    As I began to page through it, I wondered,  "Is this the book in which he was writing in Colombo back in 1939?" I paged through it and found where he was back in Ireland for his home visit.    Further on, he is on his way back to Australia and stopping in Colombo for convention.    Then I came to the page where was written in purple ink, and flowing handwriting,  “We are in Colombo now.   Word has come that I should go to Western Australia to have the oversight, and I feel very unable.    I want to be in the will of God."    Twenty-five years later I was facing the same and feeling the same—only even more unable.    Looking back upon it all, I realize the wonderful blessings that have come; and I wouldn't be here tonight if I had chosen the easy thing—to remain
there.    God is no man's debtor, but is true,

I was born nine months after my father and mother professed.    From my very early

days,  I had the right instruction from my father and mother.    I enjoyed what Kyle told us about parents teaching their children how to choose.    That is exactly what my father and mother did for me.    They said, “We can tell you what is right, and show you the blessing of what is right, but the Individual choice is your own."    I am glad that at the age of twelve I had sufficient instruction and had seen how the love of God had gripped them.  While I didn't understand much, or couldn't explain much, and could only pray feebly, yet a love for Jesus and His servants was able to grip my heart and also moved me later on to spend my life in the Harvest Field.  Sam never lamented in any of his hymns of what he had to endure and suffer bodily, but he rejoiced in that he had found a fellowship supremely sweet and could say,  "The lowly Jesus now is mine." 

"Keep yourselves from idols."   I could see that in my father and mother.    In West Australia there were some wild young men that would band themselves together and ride on motorcycles.    One was killed one day, and a newspaper reporter came to investigate the background of his life.    He came to his wife, and she said,   “This motorbike was the passion of my husband, He admired it and rode it every free moment. He said, ”This motorbike is number one with me. You are number two.”  It's sad to think that idol killed him—only a dead, cold piece of machinery that finally proved his death. "Little children, keep yourselves from idols."

It is wonderful we can have the same great assurance—"It's better farther on;" the best is yet to come. How wonderful if we keep true to Him who is so true to us, and have part in that great reunion.

Hymn 157, verses 1 and 3 – “I’m satisfied in Jesus now.”
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