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E D I T O R I A L
JAMES RAY, Editor

When God Speaks…

That ye may prove what is that good, and acceptable, and 
perfect, will of God (Romans 12:2).

It is certain from Romans 12:2 that God has a perfect will for every 
believer. But how can we know what that will is? That same verse 
declares that we can “prove or know” the will of God.

God has a place—not every place—not just any place . . . but 
a place for us to be and to serve. It has been said, “There is 
not any place like this place, anywhere near this place, so this 
must be—the place.”     

1. The Opportunity is not the call. There is plenty of 
opportunity and many open doors.

2. The Ability is not the call.
3. The Invitation is not the call. 
4. The Need of the world is not the call. The whole  

world cries out for light.
5. The Desire is not the call.

All of the above are factors and some or all of these things 
combine together to bring us to the point of decision. 
These factors weigh heavily on our hearts and the 
burden grows until one day we come to a decision—a 

conclusion—that God is leading us to do a work in a place. 
Francis Dixon, my English friend and fellow minister, 
defined the call and will of God in these words:  “The call of 
God is that deep inward conviction accompanied by peace in 
the heart and confirmed by the Word of God that God would 
have us do a certain work in a certain place.”

Isaiah put it this way: “And thine ears shall hear a word 
behind thee, saying, This is the way, walk ye in it, when ye 

turn to the right hand, and when ye turn to the left” (Isaiah 
30:21).

It was in 1840 that David Livingstone heard missionary 
Robert Moffat say: “In the vast plain to the north I have 
sometimes seen, in the morning sun, the smoke of a thousand 
villages where no missionary has ever been.” 

That seemed to have been the deciding moment when David 
Livingstone set his heart on Africa. On the other hand, 
perhaps that moment might have served as the platform on 
which the opportunity, the ability, the invitation, the need, 
the desire would bring conclusion to the call.

Sometimes the call is clear, crisp, and sudden. Usually, 
however, God uses building blocks to bring us to that 

Can We Know
     the Will of God?
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fantastic point of certainty—when we hear the Holy Spirit 
say, “This is the way . . . walk ye in it.”

Some years ago on my first trip to London, I visited 
Westminster Abbey. In the center of the Cathedral, buried 
beneath the stone floor, lies the body of David Livingstone.

It seemed impossible to me that I could actually be so near 
a man like that. Just inches away . . . just beneath my feet 
was the body of a man who was described by Florence 
Nightingale in these words:

“God has taken away the greatest man of our generation, for 
Dr. Livingstone stood alone." 

Dr. Livingstone did stand alone. He literally opened up 
dark Africa for other missionaries. He plodded more than 
29,000 miles through Africa and everywhere he went, he 
left his mark. He administered medicine (he was a medical 
doctor) and he gave out the message of Jesus Christ. David 
Livingstone spent his life exploring the Dark Continent, 
plodding deep into the interior where no white man had ever 
been and even crossing the continent. His goal was to open 
up the continent for the Gospel of Christ.

Livingstone saw much of death during his life. He witnessed 
the murder of hundreds of Africans by the slave traders. The 

trail through Africa was a trail of tears, sickness, and many 
times despair, but still he plodded on, driven by the will of 
God to open up Africa for the Gospel

Standing in the Abbey, gazing down at the inscription on 
his grave, I thought of all that he went through in Africa. I 
thought of his wife dying there and his hardships. She had 
been in Scotland for a year with the children. A set time had 
been arranged for her to return to Africa to be with David. 
In great loneliness for her husband, she pleaded with him 
to allow her to come early. After only three months of being 
back in Africa, Mary Livingstone became very ill and then 
she died. The will of God is not always without a price.

Livingstone later wrote: “I loved Mary when we married 
and the longer I lived with her, the more I loved her.” Then 
he added these words in his journal, “I am left alone in the 
world—Mary, Mary, I feel like I could die.” 

Leaving Mary’s grave, David Livingstone plodded on 
exploring for Christ. It was May 1, 1873, when he died 

in a distant village at Ilala in Zambia. In the early hours of 
the morning, his two servants, Chuma and Susi, entered his 
tent, found him on his knees—but lifeless. They buried his 
heart on the spot, dried his body in the sun, and transported 
his body over a thousand miles to the coast. That body 
was returned to Britain for burial in Westminster Abbey. 
 
That day in the Abbey, one question loomed in my 
mind: “Why?” Why would a man go through all of 
that? What could possibly motivate a life of suffering 
like that? What could generate such COURAGE? 
 
Several years later, I found the answer to that question in 
Scotland. I was visiting the homeplace of Livingstone. I saw 
the bed he slept in as a boy. I looked at the tools he worked 
with in a nearby mill from early morning until after dark. I 
read the actual letters that he had written. Then I saw it—his 
motto as a young man—the theme of his life. As a young 
man Livingstone had picked up a pen and had written, "I will 
place no value on anything that I have or possess except in 
relation to the kingdom of Christ."

The trail through Africa was a trail 
of tears, sickness, and many times 
despair, but still he plodded on.

That day in the Abbey, one question 
loomed in my mind:  “WHY?” Why 
would a man go through all of that?
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Here was the answer to my question at Westminster Abbey. 
This was the reason he had gone so far and had done so 
much. It was his personal estimation of Jesus. “I will place 
no value on ANYTHING I have…except in relation to the 
Kingdom of Christ.”

His commitment to the will of God had led him from 
Scotland to Africa…to Westminster Abbey.

And the world passeth away, and the lust thereof: but he that 
doeth the will of God abideth for ever (1 John 2:17).

Emily Dickinson wrote:
“If I can stop one heart from breaking,

I shall not live in vain;
If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,
Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again,
I shall not live in vain.”

And may we add:
If I can dry one tear of sorrow
And brighten one tomorrow
And point one in darkness 

To the skies;
To hope in God before he dies,

I shall not have lived in vain.
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Some 20 years had passed since the stranger came through 
the village. No one remembered his name. The years 

had faded the memory of his physical image, but he was 
remembered. His brief visit of hours had left an indelible 
impact on at least one of the residents of the village—a man 
by the name of Don Luciano. The stranger had placed in Don Luciano’s hand a book. That book had led him to 
God and had revealed to him a Savior—Jesus Christ. As he read the book, his heart burned.  

There in the little village on the backside of the world, without a pastor, a church or any other spiritual help, the 
“Book” had opened to Don Luciano the way to God. The “Book” had given him peace and joy. The stranger had 
spent only moments in the village but those moments of earthly time had secured for Don Luciano millions and 
billions of years in a timeless eternity if eternity could be measured. The stranger never returned but his brief stay 
in a little primitive village would be remembered in the journals of Heaven forever.

Dot Rosser, a BIMI missionary, told the story of her amazing encounter with the 
“Book” that changed a village.

One day my husband, Frank, took two of our young preacher boys to a village 
called Pueblo Nuevo Vinas, which was about 45 miles from our house. From 
the main road, it was about 17 miles of rough road into the mountains where 
the village was located. When they arrived in the little mountain village, Frank 
stopped and asked a Chinese man if there were any churches there. He told 
him no. Frank asked him if there were people there that had Bibles. “Yes” he 
replied, “There is a man in our village that has a book like that. His name is 
Don Luciano.” He told Frank that this man always carried the book and talked 
to people about it. Making their way to the humble village home where Don 
Luciano lived, Frank and the two preachers heard an amazing story. 

by Dot Rosser
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Don Luciano told them that 20 years past, a missionary had come to this village and 
preached a Gospel message and he had accepted Christ as his Savior. The missionary sold 
him a Bible and the next day he left, never to return to that village again.

Don Luciano said he started reading the Bible and tried to live according to what he read. 
From the Book, he learned that believers should tithe. Without anyone to teach him, 
Don Luciano started tithing. He bought enough lumber and tin with his tithes to build 
a church and showed Frank the lot that he had bought to build it on. He told Frank and 
the two young preacher boys that he had been praying that God would send someone to 
preach to his village people and build a church. Now in Don Luciano’s very presence was 
the answer to years of prayer. 

Frank visited the village often and organized services. Other villagers attended the services 
and were converted.  When they would try to close the service, no one would move. The 
people wanted to hear more. There would be more preaching and singing for long periods 
of time. 

When baptismal services were planned for those who had accepted Christ, other villagers 
would see us going through the village and would follow us to the place of baptism.  Some 
storekeepers closed their doors to watch the baptisms. I can never forget that little village. 
There we met one of the most faithful Christians that we have ever known. From the 
fleeting moment of the stranger’s visit spanning the years until we came, this man had 
no one to lead him, no one to guide or to answer his questions. All that he had was the 
“Book” and GOD.  Somehow, however, the Book and God were enough until God sent 
him further light. His reward will be great in Heaven. Someday, too, in Heaven I look 
forward to meeting the stranger who left the Book that changed a village

—FOREVER.  

No one remembered the stranger’s name but he left 
an indelible impression upon many lives.
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Dr. Sidlow Baxter told the story of an event in 1934, 
recorded in a British magazine and later in the New 
York Times.  He recounted the story of young Prince 
Edward and a visit he made to a small hospital where 
36 hopelessly injured and disfigured veterans of the 
First World War were tended. He stopped at each cot, 
shook hands with each veteran, and spoke words of 
encouragement. He was conducted to the exit but 
observed that he had only met 29 men. At that point 
he questioned those present, “I understood you had 
36 patients here. I have only seen 29.” 

The head nurse explained that the other seven were so 
shockingly disfigured that for the sake of his own feelings, he had not been taken to see them. The 
prince insisted that he must see them. He spoke to each of them and thanked them for the great 
sacrifice they had made and assured each that it would never be forgotten.

Then he turned to the head nurse and said, “There are only six men. Where is the seventh?” He was 
informed that no one was allowed to see him. Blind, maimed, dismembered, the most hideously 
disfigured of them all, he was isolated in a room where he would never leave alive. The nurse said 
to the prince, “Please don’t ask to see him.” But the prince insisted. The nurse reluctantly led him 
into a darkened room. The royal visitor stood there with white face and drawn lips, looking down 
at what had once been a fine man but now was a horror. Then the tears broke out, and the prince 
bent down and reverently kissed the cheeks of the broken war hero.1

There is one who has stooped far, far lower, to kiss a far, far worse ugliness—not the physical 
disfigurement of a broken hero whose brokenness called forth reverent gratitude but the leprous, 
evil ugliness of corrupt sinners and hard rebels against infinite love!

Submitted by Bill Prater

1 J. Sidlow Baxter, Awake, My Heart: Daily Devotional Studies for the Year (Grand Rapids: Kregel Publications, 1994), 369. 

Kiss
Prince

of a

The
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Dr. Ray: 

I hope and pray you are doing well! We cannot thank you enough for 
sending these New Testaments our way. We have passed out about half so 
far and are working on calling back at the doors of those who have received 
them. We have had several good Gospel conversations last Saturday, and I 
believe two so far have trusted Christ! Attached is a picture of us and the 
men in our church passing out New Testaments. Thank you again. 
In Christ,
ANDREW & SHAWN CANAVAN
Church-Planting in Ireland

Missionary Andrew Canavan and the Bible 
Distribution Team of Hope Baptist Church
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We are grateful for churches and friends
who are partnering with us to provide 

Bibles for the United Kingdom. No gift is 
too small. Please use the enclosed envelope 

and write #1261 on your check.

THE INTERNATIONAL BIBLE 
MINISTRY

For information contact DR. JAMES RAY
423-802-5198 

BIMI • PO Box 9
Harrison, Tennessee 37341

The Team

Robert Zemeski
REP. OF IRELAND



Kyrgyzstan is a poor country with 90% of the people living in poverty. The country is located in Central Asia. It is a country of high 
mountains. The nation gained independence from Russia in 1991. 
The population is less than 5 million people. The main religion is Muslim but the people do not fully understand Islam. The population at 
large has very little concern for ethics or the building of character. Corruption is rampant. 
Three languages are spoken in Kyrgyzstan and the whole Bible has been translated into one of those languages. It is estimated that there 
are approximately 3,000 believers in the country. The people are slow to become Christians for family reasons.

Pray for Kyrgyzstan. Pray that somehow the Gospel will make inroads into their hearts. For more information, contact 
David Harris, BIMI Far East Director.

David Harris • Far East Director
dharris@bimi.org • 423-344-5050

12



Dr. Ray, 
This is David Flood at Pleasant Valley Baptist Church. I received 
The Nations Magazine the other day. I must say this is a tremendous 
one. Thank you for all of your hard work and writing that you put 
into it. Every article is just great. Thanks.
Pastor David Flood
Pleasant Valley Baptist Church, Ringgold, Georgia

Dr. Ray,
Praise the Lord; great things He has done! Thank you and Mrs. 
Mary for coming to our 2022 Missions Revival. You two are a 
blessing. Thank you for your friendship through the years. May 
God bless each of you and your service to our Lord!
Richard Dorley
Westside Baptist Church, Tallassee, Alabama

Dear Dr. Ray:
My name is Peggy Dunstan and my husband is Richard.  We are 
active members at People’s Baptist Church in Penn Laird, Virginia, 
outside of Harrisonburg. Pastor Forsythe shared your magazine 
with me. He shared the one titled “What Shall We Do with the 
Children?” Could I start receiving your magazine at my home to 
read? I am a public high school Spanish teacher. Thank you.
Peggy Dunstan
Penn Laird, Virginia

Dear James and Mary Ray,
May God continue to use you both in a mighty way. I can’t thank 
you enough for the magazine. It’s a huge blessing to see God’s 
hand working through various missionaries to reach a myriad of 
countries and to see the need of that country. It helps me to know 
specifically how to pray.
Belinda Miller
Lancaster, CA 

Dear Brother and Mrs. Ray,
We had a good morning at church. Every year on this day, we put up 
a large tent and have services there where we feed everyone hot dogs, 
chips, cupcakes, homemade ice cream and sodas. The reason I tell 
you all of this is because of your magazine article. We are still trying 
to reach the children and adults of Williamsport just as James Black 
did. Thank you for the article. It makes us more eager to go to reach 
the children of Williamsport. I eagerly read the whole magazine. It 
is very interesting. I love the Cadbury chocolate story too.
Debbie Bixler
Emmanuel Baptist Church, Williamsport, PA

Books
Darling Come Home — $3.00

Incredible Journey in the Steps of Greatness — $10.95 
(available in 3 audio CD set)—$10.95

Journey to Eternity — $9.95
(sets forth the credibility of Christianity and answers

questions about death, Heaven, and the hereafter)
Embracing the World – $10.95

(the history of BIMI and missions stories)
Incredible Stories Along the Journey — $10.95

(Please add $2.50 for shipping.
Add $3.50 for 2 or more items.)

For credit card orders go to www.bimi.org
(click on Resources/DVDs).

If paying by check, use the attached
envelope in this magazine.



Left to right: J. R. Faulkner, Lee Roberson, Bob Jones Sr., John R. Rice. Four great men—but they never knew they were 
great. They considered themselves servants of the most High God reaching their generation for Jesus Christ.

“I believe that in each generation God has called 
enough men and women to evangelize all the yet 
unreached tribes of the earth. It is not God who 
does not call. It is man who will not respond!”

— Isobel Kuhn, Missionary to China
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The sound of someone banging on the side door awakened me out of a deep sleep. 
Startled! I sat up in bed and wondered who it could be.  Then, I remembered that 
it was Monday and oh, yes, it would be Harry, the landlord. I never understood 

why he had to come so early, but every Monday morning he was there with his hand outstretched waiting for the 
rent money. My husband, James, would place the cash in his hand and he would be on his way. He never said a 
word: no “good morning,” no “thank you,” no “goodbye.” 

I sleepily made my way into the kitchen to try to 
light the burners on what must have been the first gas 
cooking stove that was ever invented. I looked at my 
surroundings and concluded that Harry, the landlord, 
must surely own the ugliest “flat” in Australia. Instead 
of doors, the bedrooms had some old threadbare 
curtains that provided no privacy. There was no sink in 
the bathroom which meant we had to go to the laundry 
room to wash our hands. There were no screens on the 
windows so the flies and mosquitoes came and went 
as they pleased. The mattresses and beds were ancient.  
Our four-year-old son fell off his bed every night for 
two weeks until he discovered the art of “holding on.” 
Then, of course, there was that gas cooker!

I tried to be grateful by saying, “There are probably some 
missionaries in Africa who would love to have a place 

like this to live.” No matter how many conversations I 
had with myself about being content, I always ended up 
with the same thoughts about the apartment. It was just 
ugly and inconvenient.

We had just arrived as missionaries to Australia. During 
our deputation, we had presented our ministry in a 
hundred churches in nine months. In every church we 
had been described as Sacrificial Servants of the Lord 
and Heroes of the Faith. With those words still ringing 
in my ears, I realized that my life was not going to be 
quite as adventurous as I had anticipated, and I certainly 
did not feel like a Hero of the Faith. Everything was 
different. The seasons are reversed, so Christmas is in 
the middle of summer.  When going north, it gets hotter 
and when going south, it gets colder. Australians drive 
on the other side of the road. They speak English, but 

Mary Ray Singing in Australia

by Mary Ray
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after hearing a few sentences like “He 
is a fair dinkum bloke and he lost a stone 
in a fortnight,” I realized it definitely 
was not American English. 

The only place we could find to rent to 
start a church was a place called Mt. 

Gravatt Show Ground Hall, and my description of it 
was the same as my description of the “flat” where we 
lived.  UGLY, UGLY! Also, we had to share it with a 
men’s group called the Royal Order of the Buffaloes. 
They were there on Sunday afternoons and obviously 
spent a lot of time consuming huge kegs of beer. When 
we arrived for our Sunday evening service, the building 
“reeked” with the smell of cigarettes and beer.

We prayed, witnessed, passed out literature, and 
knocked on doors and within a short time, we had a small 
congregation. In the back room of the Show Ground 
Hall, which of course, had no air conditioning, I had the 
challenge of trying to teach a dozen unruly children who 
had never been to Sunday school before and who had no 
concept of how to sit still or how to behave. 

Day by day, the heat, the culture 
shock, and the homesickness 
began to affect me physically, 
emotionally, and spiritually. My 
days became filled with thoughts 
of what we had left behind, our 
family, our friends, our church 
that my husband had pastored, and 
our country. I could feel all the 
happiness that I had ever known 
gradually seep away until one day 
it was completely gone. I dutifully 
did all the things I was supposed 
to do, but I felt like a robot. I had 
no joy, no laughter, and no beauty 
in my life.

One day, James asked if I 
would sing a solo in church 

the following Sunday. I consented 
to do it. However, deep in my heart 
I did not want to because I felt like the 
Israelites who hanged their harps on the willows 
and said, How can we sing the Lord’s song in a 
strange land? During the week, I flipped through 
the pages of songbooks, looking for a song. To me, 
it did not matter because I was only doing what I 
was asked to do. Finally, I decided which song I 
would sing and put it out of my mind until it was 
time to do my duty.

Life Gate Baptist, Brisbane
1st Anniversary
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Born among cattle, in poverty sore, Living in meekness by Galilee’s shore, 

Dying in shame as the wicked ones swore: Jesus, wonderful Lord! 

Chorus

Wonderful, wonderful Jesus! He is my friend, true to the end;

He gave Himself to redeem me–Jesus, wonderful Lord!

Weary–yet He is the world’s only rest, Hungry and thirsty–with plenty has 
blest, Tempted–He promises grace for each test: Jesus, wonderful Lord!

Friend of the friendless–betrayed and denied, Help of the weak–in Gethsemane 
cried, Light of the world–in gross darkness He died: Jesus, wonderful Lord!    

Something precious happened as I was singing. The 
Holy Spirit whispered to my heart and said, “Mary, I 
know everything is different, but Jesus is the same 
wonderful Jesus here as He was in America because He 
is the same yesterday, today, and forever.” Suddenly, my 
eyes were lifted above my circumstances. The shabby 
old show ground hall became a palace. God was there. 
His presence was real. Before I had finished the song, 
the joy of my salvation had been restored.   

In time, the Lord provided a more suitable home for 
our family, and the congregation was able to purchase 
their own property. We were blessed to be able to win 
people to the Lord whose memory we still cherish, and 
the light of the Gospel has been shining from Life Gate 
Baptist Church in Brisbane, Queensland

                                  —for over 50 years. 

Sunday came and I stood before the congregation in that old dilapidated community 
center. The accompanist played the introduction and I began to sing.
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I am 23 years old and I have a fatal disease. According to 
everything that I have been able to read about this disease, 
I have reason to believe that I will die within the next two 
years.

I suppose that I should be filled with fear at the very thought 
of DYING, but I am not afraid. However, I cannot give 
up hope because I am trusting Jesus Christ. Since the very 
beginning, I have been confident that God has His reasons 
for my illness. In some ways, this has been a wonderful 
blessing because I feel that through this . . . I have found 
Jesus my Lord.

I pray that God will continue to bless me in this very special 
way of His. He had made me realize how much I love my 
family and how much they love me. He has given me a 
husband whom I love dearly and who has helped me over 
the few bad times. God has blessed me in many ways. Most 
of all He has given the courage to face this disease, to not be 
afraid, and to not fear death.

No, I cannot complain, for I am happy with this life on earth, and I know that I shall 
be even happier in the life beyond the grave.

— Billie Justine Ray

A beautiful young girl with....
When God Speaks Through Tears!

Two Years to Live

Editor’s Note:

The death of my sister Billie had a profound influence on my life. Even though many 
years have found their way between her death and today, her faith still influences me. 
During those years as a young man when I witnessed her great faith in facing death with 
God and now—my faith has grown. The tears of that time were the voice of God speaking. 
Those tears told me that life was short and that I must use every day for HIM! 
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Towering six feet seven inches, Ed Beck was a 
basketball natural. At the University of Kentucky, 
he captained the varsity and played on the 1958 
NCAA championship team. –Sports Editor

Early in 1957, I was a junior at the University of Kentucky, playing 
center on the Wildcat basketball team. Hundreds of miles away, 
in a Macon, Georgia, hospital, my wife lay dying of an incurable 
disease. I had wanted to stay at her side those months, but she 
insisted I continue my education and my basketball. She wouldn’t 
have me sitting around, waiting for her to die.
One Saturday night as I was flying to Macon after a game, 
questions churned in my mind. Why did Billie have to die? Would 
I find her better this time? Worse? Or would I arrive too late?
Early the next morning I knelt by her bed. “Billie,” I asked, “is 
there anything you want to tell me?” She looked me full in the 
eyes. “Yes, Ed,” she said softly, “one thing. Always remember 
I’m all of God’s and He is all of me.”
Scarcely a month later we buried her pain-wasted body. Only 
God knows why Billie had to die so young. But I know this: her 
attitude through months of suffering showed me and countless 
others how to live. 
Faith—that was her secret strength. Not the vague kind we so 
glibly talk about, but the kind one lives.
Billie was a nurse and intended to become a doctor. Then, 
after I had finished college, we planned to marry and go to the 
mission field together—me as an evangelist, Billie as a doctor. 
But fate had other plans. Billie was bothered by a slight pain in 
her upper chest. Doctors diagnosed the trouble as Hodgkin’s 
disease, for which, then, no cure was known. Five years they 
gave her; maybe only three.

August 1955—Ed Beck and 
Billie Ray are married.

Billie accepted this news calmly. I couldn’t. How could a loving 
God permit such a thing for one who had dedicated her life to 
healing others? But, praying together, we found strength to face 
the future. I wanted to be married right away; Billie was strictly 
against it. Finally, she agreed—on one condition. “Ed,” she said, 
“no matter what happens to me, you’ll finish your education 
and keep on playing basketball.” It was a hard bargain, but I 
gave my word.
Just three weeks after we married in August 1955, Billie became 
ill again. This time doctors offered no hope; death might come 
any time. Now I fiercely rebelled. I demanded in prayers that she 
be spared. But Billie gently rebuked: “Ed, don’t pray for healing. 
Just pray that God will give me complete understanding.”
Though in almost constant pain for over a year, Billie rarely 
talked about death. Instead, she did all she could to cheer others. 
The head doctor at the incurable cancer clinic said her attitude 
changed the outlook of nearly every other patient there. And 
letters from all over the United States testify that she inspired 
fresh faith for thousands who had lost all hope.
As the end drew near, Billie’s spirit never faltered. I stayed at her 
bedside those last five days. The final afternoon she reached for 
my hand, smiled faintly, and whispered, “Ed, don’t ever forget 
that I love you.” Those were her last words.
A few weeks later, I stopped for lunch in a small Kentucky 
town. My waitress stared, then asked, “Are you Ed Beck?” 
When I said yes, tears formed in her eyes. “My husband has 
Hodgkin’s disease,” she said simply. “All he does is sit around 
and feel sorry for himself. How can I help him?”
We sat down and I told her about Billie’s complete trust in God. I 
suggested that she and her husband read the Scriptures and pray 
together, as Billie and I had done. And as we talked, I realized 
that Billie’s death had not been in vain. Her demonstration of 
faith always would live as an inspiration to others.
    –Ed Beck

Lesson for the Living
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Death is not usually an inviting subject. We associate death with tears, sorrow, broken homes, 
and orphan children. We think of death as the end of plans, the close of a vigorous life, or the 
changing of an estate or business. Death to the average person means emptiness, bereavement, and 
heartaches.
The author of this book, Journey to Eternity, gives a different touch to a somber subject. Every page 
of this book leads to the climatic chapters based securely on God’s infallible Word. Read with care 
the chapters on “The Loneliest Man in the World,” “Keys That Fit No Locks,” “The Grave’s Only 
Key,” and “The Dying Experience of the Redeemed.”
I assure you that Dr. Ray’s book will lead to a better understanding of the subject of death and 
will give an assured peace to sincere but troubled hearts. Read thoughtfully and then share with 
others the message of Christ who said, “I am the Resurrection, and the Life.”
Sincerely, 

Lee Roberson
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