
I Knew Sister White
By Elder Harold Williams

I’d like to have all the little boys and girls stand up, all the little boys and girls.  Isn't that beautiful?  Here’s some not standing up.  What’s the matter?  Come on, stand up. [Laughter]
Dear heavenly Father, bless these dear little boys and girls, and help them to realize that the hour of worship in church is for them, as well as for daddy and mother and grandpa and grandma.

Bless us each during this hour, and we pray for the Holy Spirit to be in our midst, and especially to bless these lambs of the flock.

This I ask in Jesus’ name.  Amen.

Thank you.  I love the boys and girls, and I love the young people.  I love everybody.

When Eve and Adam sinned, God did not abandon the human race.  Aren't you thankful?  During the Old Testament times and before, God the Son used to appear to the patriarchs in disguise, because sin or sinners cannot abide the presence of deity.  He appeared sometimes in the appearance of a man, sometimes as the angel in whose name was Jehovah.

In your King James Version where you see the word “LORD” all in capital letters, that’s speaking of Christ in the Old Testament, Jehovah.
He appeared to them as the “I am,” the self-existent One.  He was the God of Abraham, Isaac, Jacob, Moses and others.  Then, angels assisted Him in His ministry, and the mighty angel who took Lucifer’s place, Gabriel, became the angel of prophecy.  He was the one you remember who appeared to Daniel and other prophets in the Old Testament.

Many people, other than Seventh-day Adventists, realize that the gift of prophecy was just as prominent in the New Testament as it was in the Old Testament.  It was the second in the list of spiritual gifts that Christ put in His church.

Now, with all due respect to men and women of giant intellect, as well as earnest Christians in the great churches, why is it that in the great denominations at the present time we have over 1,000 religious organizations filed with our federal government so they won't have to pay taxes?

And when we think of all these great denominations and the proliferation of sex professing Christianity, why are they not all teaching the same truth?  Why are they not all teaching the same doctrines?  Something is lacking. 

John in vision, beloved John, the disciple whom Jesus loved (God is no respecter of persons but love begets love).  There when he was an old man suffering persecution under Rome, he saw in vision a beautiful woman, a pure woman clothed with the light of the Gospel represented by the sun, standing on the moon, the reflection of the work of Christ our High Priest in the sanctuary.

And as he looked at that woman, he saw on her head a crown of twelve stars, representing the twelve apostles.  And she was about to give birth to a man child, whom the dragon standing before her was about to destroy as soon as he was born.  And remember, that was fulfilled through Herod, who had all the male babies in Bethlehem slain.  And that child was to be caught up to God and to His throne.
He saw that woman persecuted especially for 1260 years, and then he saw something else.  He saw the descendants, not only God the Son to whom the Old Testament church gave birth.  Mary didn't belong to New Testament.  Some people overlook that.  The woman that he saw was the true church of all ages.  And he saw the closing scenes of earth’s history.  He saw the seed, the descendants, of that woman—what was left, the remnant of the seed.

And they were the people, just as God’s people have been in all ages, who did not lose out in the falling away that came in the Christian church.  They kept God’s commandments, just as Jesus and His apostles did.  But they had something.  They had something that the rest of the world did not have.  And you know what it is or you would not be here this morning.

They kept God’s commandments and had what?  The testimony of Jesus Christ, and that’s the Spirit of Prophecy.

Now, if you study the first three verses of Revelation, it tells us how it operates.  From the Father, the Son, the Son to the angel, the angel to the prophet.  And in those verses it tells you that the testimony of Jesus is also the Word of God.  Even after it was written out for the church, it was still God’s Word.  It was the Word of the Father given to His Son, and then the Son took charge and that’s why it’s called the testimony of Jesus.

Now, in your own mind, bring back in your memory the work of the angel, Gabriel, as he appeared to Daniel.  And think of the angel of prophecy all through the ages working in very close connection with the Holy Spirit.

The authors of the Bible, holy men of God, spake and wrote as they were moved how?  By the Holy Ghost.  Some have thought erroneously that the Holy Ghost and Gabriel are the same person.  That’s not true, but they work very, very closely together.

Now, Mrs. E.G. White who was just a little girl, Ellen Harmon, frail, humble, was picked out by the Lord after prominent men were afraid people would ridicule them if they carried out what God wanted them to do.  She did not want to do it.  She felt too humble.  I knew her personally as a child, and many years later used to see her almost every day in California.

And when I was just a baby in my baby carriage, she and my mother were pushing me in the baby carriage.
Sister White stopped my mother and said, “Ettie, I’ve been shown that your baby is going to grow up to be an ordained Seventh-day Adventist minister.”

Offered a short prayer, placed her hand on that baby’s head and dedicated the baby to the ministry, and he’s with you today.

Sister White saw more than that.  If you’ll be at the five o’clock meeting, I’ll tell you in detail what she saw about that baby before he was even born.

As you have read Sister White’s writings, especially the testimonies and special messages that she was given, you will have noticed over and over again that although at times Christ spoke to her personally, usually it was an angel.  She often speaks of that, that the angel told her something, or told her what to write, sometimes word by word.

But other times, she was like prophets in the Old Testament who were called “seers.”  You’ve read that.  The ancient prophets were called “seers” because they saw something.  They saw things in visions and dreams.  And then, an angel was sent to explain what they meant.

And you’ll remember that the Captain of the Lord’s host, God the Son, came and even assisted the angel of prophecy in making people understand.

I used to wonder as I was growing up about the angel appearing to Mrs. E.G. White.
Now, I want to stop right here for something else, and then I’ll go on.
I knew Canright; I knew A.T. Jones; I knew Dr. J.H. Kellogg.  I knew nearly all of our Adventist ministers and doctors when I was a boy.  And I was old enough, too, and did understand what was going on in the Alpha apostasy—pantheism, and what nearly wrecked our church.

And through most of my 92 years, I have watched and have taken part in this advent movement.  And from time to time from those days to this, I have seen bright lights go out, fall off the path.  And I’ve watched the reason for it.

Would you like to know some of the reasons that I have noticed?  Those bright lights—one of the things that ruined them first, they began to admire their own light.  And like selfish, spoiled little children (of course that’s not like our little boys and girls), but you know, these spoiled little brats that if they can't be “it,” they won't play.
Well, that was the trouble with some that went out from us.  They wanted to be “it.”  Some of them even wanted to be president of the general conference and because they weren’t elected they got peeved.  Too much “I.”  

Something Theodore Roosevelt said about his father just comes to my mind right now.

He said, “The trouble with dad was he wanted to be the bride at the wedding and the corpse at the funeral.:

“I”—wanted to be “it.”

That has been the trouble with those who have gone out from us, and the reason they have fought against the testimonies to the church and the writings of the Spirit of Prophecy in every instance has been because something in their life was touched.  And they were not humble enough to take counsel.  They rebelled.  They became angry.  And they got so they had to scratch their head way out here. [Laughter from the audience]
And that’s right up to the present time.  And I mean that.  God wants humble men and women, and He wants to use humble little boys and girls, not proud people.
Now, to come back to what I was going to tell you.  In 1911, I was working as surgical nurse in a hospital, St. Helena, California.  Dr. Rand and Dr. Kliggerman were the surgeons, and I often assisted them in the surgery.  And for a time, I was on special duty from eleven o’clock at night until two o’clock in the morning, and by two o’clock I was tired and anxious to get to bed.

We had so many patients that year that they had hundreds of tents all over the mountain.  And we nurses and workers had to find a place to sleep any old place we could.  I had a bedroom, a backside of a little cottage around that moon-shaped hedge—by the way, how many have been to St. Helena and Elmshaven?  Let me see the hands.  I’m always glad when some people are present that know what I’m talking about.
Well, from the old sanitarium building, they go around that—we called it the hogsback.  Halfway around was the hospital at that time, and way around at the end, down a little bit, I had a room in the backside of that cottage, and I could look right over the top of the church school and see Sister White’s bedroom, the window on the left, her writing room on the right.

Now, my tiny little sister was a playmate of Grace, who was Sister White’s little granddaughter.  And Elder Arthur White, who’s now an old man (I had a nice visit with him the other day in Washington, D.C.), he was just a little boy about like that then.  I loved all of them.

But because of that, I knew her bedroom was on the left, her writing room on the right.  

I got back to my room one night, turned the electric light on, and started to undress, when I jumped.  What do you suppose made me jump?  It was a dark night, and I had my light on and was undressing.  How would you feel if you were undressing if your light got as light as noonday all at once?  You wonder I’d jump?  I wondered where that light was coming from.  It was the most beautiful light.  I have not any words to express it.  It was nothing that man had made.

And when that light came on, I whirled around to see where it was coming from, and it was coming from Sister White’s writing room.  And that light in that room was so bright at that distance I could see everything as clearly as I can see you people right here in front of me.  And someone was standing there, not facing me.  The person standing there was looking toward the door of the writing room.
And I could see half of the person’s back and the side, but I couldn't see any features.  And whoever that was, was not wearing clothes like we do.  That person was clothed with that beautiful, beautiful light.

I was astounded, and I watched very closely.  And as I watched, here I saw Sister White’s bed.  Well, how in the world could I see her bed through the window to her writing room, when the room on the other side was her bedroom?  That puzzled me.
Well, it was some years afterward when I was reading some accounts of Sister White’s life, private matter, that that problem was solved.  She was so feeble that they moved her bed from her bedroom around to the entrance to her writing room.  So, I was not seeing errors, I was seeing the truth, things just as they were.

I saw that dear old saint of God get up out of bed and throw something over her shoulders (looked like a bedroom robe, or dressing robe), and went to her chair.  That was that comfortable chair.  They had taken the legs off of a little sewing table and hinged it to her chair.

She went and sat down in that chair and turned that thing over and took her pencil, and she’d look up at that person and then write, and look up.  I couldn't hear anything but somebody was talking to her.  I could see that, you see.  She’d look up, write some more, look up, write some more.  And the light went out.

Well, the next night I just started to undress, same thing all over again.  I watched very closely.  And the third night, the same thing again.

The next morning, I went for a walk from the old sanitarium building down that steep hill toward Elmshaven, and halfway down there I met Herbert and Henry coming up the hill.  One of our brethren this morning told me he learned his printer’s trade from one of the twins.

Sister White’s twin grandsons, Herbert and Henry, they were about 16 years old at that time.  They had a little print shop up at the sanitarium where they had a job press.  And PUC and St. Helena and so on furnished them a lot of the job but they took private jobs, too.

Well, we stopped and visited a little bit because I thought so much of those boys, and then I said, “Boys, what is your grandma doing at the present time nights?”

“Hm,” they shrugged their shoulders, and one of them said, “Well, I hope grandma is sleeping.”

So, we went on visiting, then.  I didn't tell them why I asked.

And pretty soon, one of them said, “Well, Mr. Williams, I remember something now.  The other morning we were late, and we were expecting some customers at the print shop and we were eating just as fast as we could eat, and not paying attention to what was going on around us when all at once I noticed that grandma leaned over and said something to daddy.
“So,” he said, “I stopped and listened, and I heard grandma tell daddy that the angel Gabriel, was helping her with manuscript.”

“Manuscript?”

“Yes.”

“What manuscript?”
“A book.”

“Well, what’s the book going to be?”

“Acts of the Apostles.”

I said, “Will you boys try to get me the first one off the press?”

Well, they said they’d try.  I don't know whether I got the first one or not, but a few months later after the book was out and printed, they brought me one they said was the first.  Whether it was or not, I cherish that book very, very much.
Now, if you will look in your copy of Acts of the Apostles, you will see that it was copyrighted in 1911.  And that same time, 1911, Great Controversy was being revised, not because of anything that Sister White had seen in vision in it.  I wish I could tell you a lot of those things.

I’d like, Elder.  I wish I could have at least three full hours to talk with you about these things.

But in any book that is written, you pick up any of our denominational books and there will be things in there and dates will be given.  In a few years they’re out of date and they need to be brought up to date.  Well, that’s what was going on the same year, 1911.

Now, whether the angel was helping Sister White with her final checkup on Acts of the Apostles, or whether it was on Great Controversy, or both of them I do not know.  But both of those books have meant a great deal more to me.  None of her writings are so precious to me as Great Controversy.  No other book that I’ve ever read in my life has drawn me so close to Jesus, outside of the Bible, as Desire of Ages.  What a wonderful book that is!
Hereafter, when you pick up either one of those books, and especially Acts of the Apostles, remember what I have told you.  No one ever better tell me that Mrs. E.G. White was not inspired of God.  I know too much about her personally, and I know what I saw with my own eyes three nights in succession as the angel was helping her with her manuscript.

I think we have just enough time for one other personal experience, not directly with Sister White, but it bears on it.  I think you all know about it.

Because of sickness, I had missed a year’s work in school, and being busy in medical work I’d never made up those subjects.  And when my wife and I were nurses in Oakland, in the Bay cities 1912, I wanted to make up those subjects.

So, I went to the principal of the Chauncey Freemont High School in Melrose.  Melrose is now way inside the city of Oakland.  It was a separate city at that time.  And I enrolled in a class of advanced English, which I had missed.  And when I talked with the teacher, a Miss E. McMillan, she agreed with me.

I was looking forward to becoming a medical missionary and ordained minister.  And when I told her that I didn't want to waste a lot of time with a lot of filth, she agreed with me.

She said when the class is reading and enacting a lot of that stuff from Shakespeare and Chaucer, you don't have to listen to that.

She said, “I’ll bring books from the university in Berkeley (that’s where she lived), and assign you extra reading in that.  And while they’re going through all that trash, you can have my private office, and then I’ll call you out when you’re needed.”

When it came to the close of the year, Miss McMillan announced that she was going to give an oral test to the class.  She was going to have some students read a quotation from their favorite author.  And then, from the style of the language, they were to tell who the author was.

Well, that would be an interesting test, wouldn't it?

There were only—well, she said she was going to pick out three who had never had any grades below 95 percent.  And it so happened that your speaker was one of them.  And the next morning, she called on me first.  And who do you suppose the author was that I quoted?  Yes.  I gave a quotation from the pen of Mrs. E.G. White and took it from Desire of Ages.

And she said, “Now class, who was the author?”

Just one hand went up.  The brightest member of the class, a beautiful young woman, and she said, “Well, Miss McMillan, I’m just not positive.  There’s something about this that seems inspired.  She said the style of the language is very much like that of General Lew Wallace, who wrote Ben-Hur.”

How many of you have ever read that, Ben-Hur?  Oh, yes, some of you.  It’s a beautiful book.  And it is a fact that the style of his authorship is much like that of Mrs. E.G. White.

Well, Miss McMillan said it was not General Lew Wallace.  It was from a lady by the name of Mrs. E.G. White.

She said, “Now, I don't know anything about the religion of Mrs. E.G. White.  I’ve never been to the church that she attends.  I don't know anything about her religion.”

But then, she went on in a humble way to tell us of the degrees that she had in English, not only in the United States but in Europe.  And she simply told that, that the class would know she knew what she was talking about. 
She said “Now, open your notebooks. “

We had special notebooks in that class.

“And I want you to write down, every one of you write down in that book what I’m going to tell you.”

And this is what she had us write.

“Of all literature written, ancient, medieval, and modern, the most perfect and the most beautiful aside from the Bible itself are the writings of Mrs. E.G. White.”

She was not an Adventist or connected with any Adventist.  And yet, she recognized and that young lady recognized that there was something more than beauty.  They felt that it was inspired.

God bless you each.  I wish every one of you could be here at five o’clock because I’ve got some other things to tell you I think you’ll be interested in.
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