Rivers of Living Water

before the presence of his glory witl ex-
ceeding joy” (Jude 24).

This truth was unfolded to me with fresh
meaning four vears ago, when I was called
upon to dispose of the personal belongings of
a dearly loved sister whom God had called
Home. Among the things she especially treas-
ured was found a letter written to her when
I was seven years of age. She had gone on 2
visit; I loved her and missed her, and that letter
was the love of my heart expressed in words.
The letter was by no means “faultless,” for the
penmanship was poor, the grammar was incor-
rect and the spelling was imperfect; but it was
“blameless” in the sight of my sister, for it
came out of a heart of love and was the best
letter I could write. For me, a grown woman,
to write the same letter today would not be
“blameless,” for my experience in penmanship
and my knowledge of grammar and of spelling
are far greater.

Holiness is, then, a heart of pure love for
God. It is Christ, our Sanctification, enthroned
as Life of our life. It is Christ, the Holy One,
in us, living, speaking, walking.

Such holiness is winsome, for it spells the
holy calm of God mirrored in the face, the
holy quietness of God manifested in the voice,
the holy graciousness of God expressed in the
manner, and the holy fragrance of God eman-
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