The Fallen Church',
The Serpent's Lie
AND
The Mystery=of Godliness.

!.

THREE BEAUTIFUL

POEMS.

READ THEM.
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Beneath the world's fame and praise and mirth,
Awoke by that magic so strange-c-incrept-cThat breathed a sweet fragrance not of earth.
The trustful, confiding, childish love,
Awoke as by some magic fairy spell,
Like whisperings heard from the hosts above,
Emotions no language can frame or tell.
But he saw her come to the parting ways,
Where childhood and womanhood meet and part,
And he saw in the change of increasing days
He had lost his child, and it grieved his heart.
At clubs and banquets her beauty shone,
And ai: length from the stage as an actress star,
And the world's boquets at her feet were thrown,
And the press extolled her both near and tar.
And he saw the modest, confiding look,
Give place to a hardened, suspicious glance,
Sweet childish innocent trust forsook,
And mistrust was seen in her look askance.
And instead of pure nature's matchless hue,
On her cheek was the deathly paste and paint,
And her white robes, once like the morning dew;
Showed a life of shame with its sins and taint.
And her laughter, once like the sunbeam's cheer,
Had turned to a sickly, carnal leer.
And the world that had ruined her shunned her now,
Like a leper abhorred, or a vile outcast,
Till weary of life and the world's vain show,
She emptied the poisonous cup at last.
And the old man looked on his ruined child,
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As she lay on the stretcher
s~ stiH and cold,
With hair disheveled
and streaming
wild,
That still had the tint of burnished
gold;
With her poor face drawn by the poison pain,
. - And angelic eyes with a glassy look,
His only child-and
his tears like rain,
Poured down his cheeks, while his body shook,
And with pain and anguish no tongue can tell,
He sobbed and wept for his little Nell.
Then he opened his Bible for solace there,
As he sat by the candle's
feeble light,
And he read of. a church, like a virgin fair,
Arrayed in a robe of spotless white,
As she walked on the moonlight
so calm and mild,
And the sun like a halo around her smiled;
Sending out the rays of warmth and light
Into a world that was dark as night.
(Rev. 12).
And the Father in- heaven looked down and smiled
On his only daughter-His
lovely child;
And she touched in the Father's heart above
A chord that nothing in space so vast
Had ever stirred to such tender love
In all the limitless cycles past.
(I j no. 3:6; 4:1°)
But alas! she fell from her purity,
(2 Thess. 2)
And in a wilderness dark and drear, (Rev. 12 & Ch.I7)
By worldly, dragonic sophistry,
(1 Tim. 7),
She lost her virtue and godly fear.
(2 Cor. II: 1-5)
And she married the heartless Pagan world,
And she sought its praise and its lucre hoard ; (Titus r:II; Matt. 5:44).

The Mystery of Godliness
Once to every man and nation
Comes the moment to decide,
In the strife twixt truth and error
For the good or evil side.
Some great cause-God's
new Messiah,
Offers each the bloom or blightSets the goats upon the left hand,
And the sheep upon the right;
And the choice goes by forever
Twix that darkness and that light.
Then the side with truth is noble
When you share her wretched crust;
Ere her cause brings fame and profit,
And 'tis prosperous to be just;
Then it is the brave man chooses,
While the coward stands aside,
Doubting in his object spirit
Till his Lord is crucified;
And the multitude makes virtue
Of thefaith they have denied.
Tho the cause of evil prosper,
Yet 'tis Truth alone is strong;
Tho her portion be a scaffold,
And upon the throne be vVrong,Careless seems the great avenger,
History's pages but record
One death grapple in the darkness
Twixt false systems and the word;
Truth forever on" the scaffold,
Wrong forever on the throne,-Yet that scaffold sways the future, .
And behind the dim unknown,
Standeth God within the shadow,
Keeping watch above His own.
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An old man sat in his cot alone,
As the evening shades were creepirrgeori,
And before his mind, like a vision, shone
The scenes of a life that was past and gone.
He saw the death of his lovely wife
Who just two summers had been his bride,
And a sweet little bud in its opening life,
Became his care, and his JOY and pride.
Sweet little Nellie, as years went by,
Her marvelous beauty attracted all,
The light that shone from her deep blue eye
Reflected her pure angelic soul.
Her golden hair like the sunbeams fell
Arpund her shoulders so lily white,
And her voice, like some charming fairy bell,
Was like sunrise after a gloomy night.
And the old man thot of his past career,
With actor and orator's magic spell,
As ~ business manager, financierAnd the world's applause, he once loved so well;
But the wee toddling lassie, with flying hair,
And with cheeks of the tint of 'the pink sea shell,
With her childish prattle, so free from care,
Sweet spotless,innocent
little Nell,
With red puckered lips upturned to kiss,
As she whisperedvv- Papa, I love you well,"
The tenderest chord of his heart that slept

And instead of the banner of love unfurled,
She turned to hatred and force and sword. (Rev 17:6)
And she rode the beast and controlled the state,
And covered her shame with pearls and gold;
While "Mystery, Babylon the Great,"
vVas written upon her forehead bold.
And she held a cu p full of heathen froth,
And caused all nations of earth to fall, (Rev. I7:2.6)
By Pagan lies, from the Serpent's mouth; (Gen. 3:4')
Both Rome and Protestant
"harlots" all-(Cor. 14;33)
Diseased and polluted beyond al1 cure,
Befouled and rotten from flesh to core;
Unfit to touch by the good and pure,
Must sink in the sea to rise no more.
(Rev. 18;
Matt. 12:? 5).
And sadly the old man closed the Book,
He had felt the sharpest of daggers hurled,
And the greatest trial a heart can brook,
A child debauched by the carnal world.
But alas from the pol ished pulpits bright,
Where hirelings prate on the world's defects,
The greatest sin in the Father's sight,
!I Cor. 3:4),
The sin of building up harlot sects,
(Gal. 5:19-2 I;
2 Peter 2),
Is left untouched and their mouths are mute,
On the virgin turned to a prostitute.
(Jas. 4:4)·
And the saddest picture to Providence,
The violation of innocence.
(Gen. 6:5,6,12).
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The Serpent's Lie.
ANONYMOUS.

The soul
A nd dare
And thus
As he the

that sins will surely die,
you give to God the lie,
blaspheme his holy name,
Serpent did the same?

I

1 Tim .. 1:19,20.
Gen. 3:4.
2 Cor. 11: 1 5.
John 8:44·
1 John 3:12
. Gen. 3: 13,

Because you have. a pagan creed
Which from a liar did proceed,
Why will you be a serpentite
Arid suffer all his deadly bite,
And set your Bible all at nought
For such a creed, so dearly bought?
A creed unknown to saints of yore,
Yes, quite unknown to Seth or Noah,
For if the soul don't surely die
The resurrection is a lie;
And all who sleep in Christ are lost
In error steeped at so much cost.'

Ezek. 18:4,
5 :10--':'13·

J no.

Matt. IS :6-10.
Luke 6:39·
Job 14:14:15.
Heb. II:I3·

[o shua 11: 1l'
Dan. 12:2.
I Cor. 15:13-19,32,58
2 John 9·

The judgment day is null and void
2 Tim. 4: 1.
1
If men at death get their reward. Ll • 14:14; Mat. 16:27.
Such is the cost of serpentism;
2 Thess.
2:II:12.
From God and sense frail man is driven Rom. 1:21-26.
To perish in a hope of heaven,
Above the stars, where none is given,
For thus the scriptures do declare,
That no man hath ascended there.

Heb·9:7·
. John 13:33·
Acts 2:34.
John 3:13.

READ

-,

'I
j

I

ti

;;

r;

r

The subscription
price of PRESENT TRUTH is 50 cents
per year, but if you are not now a subscriber
we are
anxious to have you try the paper for just one year at
half. this price.
Send us 25 cents, stamps or coin, and
we will send you this splendid paper for one whole year.
PREJENT TRUTH contains from 8 to I2 pages and is
published monthly. Besides articles on doctrine, prophecy, and practical Christianity it contains valuable health
secrets in every issue worth many times the subscription
price.
Send 25 cents to-day.
If you are already a subscriber we want you to get us
a few new subscribers, or send the paper to your friends
and relatives, at this special 25 cent rate.
All should
be willing and able to do a little missionary work among
their own frien ds and relatives, and all should be willing
and anxious to help circulate and bring into new fields
the blessed truths which we all love so well.
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