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The Boiling Caldron

away and without outward expression sink together into the fellowship of helpless grief.

24:24. Thus Ezekiel is unto you a sign: according to all that he hath done shall ye do: and
when this cometh, ye shall know that | am the Lord God.— Thus the silent sorrow at Pastor Russell’s
heart was to be a sign to Christendom. The sorrowful experiences of Pastor Russell in this connection shall later
on be those of all Christendom; *“and when this cometh” they shall know that Jehovah God is supreme, and back
of all the judgments of the trouble time.

PASTOR RUSSELL DEAD, BUT SPEAKING AGAIN

24:25, 26. Also, thou son of man, shall it not be in the day when | take from them their
strength, the joy of their glory, the desire of their eyes, and that whereupon they set their
minds, their sons and their daughters. That he that escapeth in that day shall come unto thee,
to cause thee to hear it with thine ears?— Also, in the year 1918, when God destroys the churches
wholesale and the church members by millions, it shall be that any that escape shall come to the works of Pastor
Russell to learn the meaning of the downfall of “Christianity.”

24:27. In that day shall thy mouth be opened to him which is escaped, and thou shalt speak,
and be no more dumb: and thou shalt be a sign unto them; and they shall know that | am the
Lord.— Pastor Russell’s voice has been stilled in death; and his voice is, comparatively speaking, dumb to what
it will be. In the time of revolution and anarchy he shall speak, and be no more dumb to those that escape the
destruction of that day. Pastor Russell shall “be a sign unto them,” shall tell them the truth about the Divine
appointment of the trouble, as they consult his books, scattered to the number of ten million throughout
Christendom. His words shall be a sign of hope unto them, enabling them to see the bright side of the cloud and
to look forward with anticipation to the glorious Kingdom of God to be established. Then “they shall know the
Lord.”

“Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,
As the swift seasons roll!
Leave thy low vaulted past!
Let each new temple, nobler than the last,
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,
Till thou at length art free,
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting sea.”
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