WINNING A SOUL TO CHRIST

Jesse M. Hendley

Have you ever had the thrill of winning a soul to Christ in an airplane 5,000 feet up in the air and traveling 250 miles per hour? Have you had an experience so definite and clear-cut that you had to cry out in the depths of your soul, "This is God?" Such an experience was granted me yesterday, the Lord's Day, July 15, 1951. I can never forget that date.

I was flying to Richmond to open a Union Evangelistic Tent Campaign Sunday afternoon. My plane, a large DC 4, took off from the Atlanta airport at 7:40 A. M. and arrived in Richmond at 11:40 A. M. just in time for lunch and ample preparation for the afternoon service.

The plane made two stops en route--- at Charlotte and at Raleigh. The seat beside me was unoccupied from Atlanta to Charlotte, and when we landed, I left the plane to get a little exercise before reboarding.

When the flight was called, I started back toward the plane and a gentleman in front of me, a total stranger, said, "Go on in ahead of me." I received definite information (via the sense of smell) that the man had been drinking and because he was bold and loud I thought he might be drunk. I entered the plane, found my seat, and picked up the book I had brought along and resumed reading. I hoped earnestly that he would find a seat elsewhere, for I do not like to waste time listening to nonsense and noise pouring from the mouth of a drunkard. Don't misunderstand me, I will do anything possible to help a drunkard or anyone else to find the Lord and live a better life. But my experience has been that it is impossible to get the Truth through the liquor‑crazed mind of a man while he is drunk. So I was relieved to see him go forward in search for a seat.

To my consternation, he returned down the aisle, found the seat beside me and sat down, buckling on his safety belt! I immediately went back to my reading, hoping he would not disturb me, but he soon broke in and said, "Are you a preacher?"

I said, "Yes,” reluctantly and without looking up, trying to discourage him.

He said, "I have a cousin who is a preacher---out west."

I said nothing, continued my reading, hoping he would direct his attention elsewhere and let me be. But he broke in again. "Say, pardon me, but may I ask you a question? I am in trouble and I need help."

That settled it for me. I knew he meant business, that he was not drunk although he had liquor on his breath. So I closed my book and placed it in the pocket of the seat in front of me. I turned to him and said, "All right, brother, tell me your story. I'll be glad to help you all I can." Then this poor fellow poured out a tragic story of a broken home, divorced wife, two fine boys he loved but had to leave, a godly mother and a no‑good dad. He had just gotten out of jail and was now on his way to North Africa to do some construction work for the government.

He said, "I have been through hell for four years, and if I don't soon get some help, I'll soon be in the penitentiary." He pulled out his billfold and showed me his wife's picture---a beautiful woman--‑then pictures of his two boys, one nine and one seven, then a picture of his father and mother. He said, "If there is a real Christian on the face of this earth, it is my Mother. She prays for me all the time and reads the Bible. My Dad is like me---no good. When I left Mother yesterday to go to North Africa, she said, `Son, I may be dead when you come back.' She's seventy-six. I told her, `No, Mother, I'll see you again'."

Then he choked up. "Then she said, 'Son, promise me before you go that you will never drink again.' I promised her, `Mother, after I drink this in my pocket, I promise you I'll never touch another drop, if it kills me.' "

He said, "Preacher, I'm in Hell. I've been in Hell. I'd give anything if I could be the Christian man I ought to be and raise my boys for the Lord." Tears were in his eyes.

I said, "Let's pray." We leaned our heads together to be able to hear above the roar of the motors. We were bowed in the Presence of God. HE WAS THERE. You could feel His Presence. You knew it was all of Him! There were tears in my eyes and a lump in my throat. It is a solemn thing to be in the very Presence of God and know it.

I prayed first, asking God to bless him, and show him the Way, and save his soul. Then he prayed. There is nothing on earth like a sinner at the end of his way, broken, weeping, groping for God in holy prayer! When he had confessed his sins and told Jesus that he would trust Him as his Saviour, he fell forward with his face in his hands, his shoulders heaving again and again with his sobs.

As soon as his emotions were spent and he regained his composure, I told him how to go on with God and cinch the victory that God had for him, by constant, daily reading of the Bible, by prayer, by searching out God's people among godly business men and in true churches, by witnessing for Christ! We talked till the lights said; "Fasten Seat Belts" and we were soon on the ground at the Richmond airport. The last thing he said was, "This conversation has done me more good than all the sermons I ever heard in--‑my‑--life. Please write my Mother and tell her about it."

Friends, will you please pray, RIGHT NOW, for this man? Ask God to send him back home to raise his boys for Christ.

There were several lessons that came home to me from that experience and made me think. First, the sense of condemnation that this man had, that made him almost run me down to get me to talk to him about HIS SOUL. We ought to be ALERT FOR EVERY OPPORTUNITY to speak to people ABOUT CHRIST.

Second, the wonderful, awe‑inspiring sense of God's guidance and Presence through it all. HE was there, directing our meeting, thoughts, words, guiding, overshadowing, blessing, bringing together a needy sinner and His servant to direct him.

Third, the glorious thrill of winning a soul to Christ and a deep and wonderful thankfulness for this high privilege that angels would like to have!

May God stir us all to DO this work, to SPEAK to people we meet about Christ and their soul's relation to Him, to WITNESS for HIM! THIS IS OUR WORK---YOURS---MINE.

One thing this friend said (and I am afraid it is all too true) was, "I've wanted someone to show me the way, but no one ever has. Preacher, there are few people who can tell people THE WAY TO GOD."

I am afraid he told the truth! But I do thank God that we have many converts and friends who do love Christ and lost souls and are witnessing day and night and winning the lost to Jesus.
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