《The People ’s Bible – 2 Peter》(Joseph Parker)
Commentator

Joseph Parker (9 April 1830 - 28 November 1902) was an English Congregational minister.

Parker's preaching differed widely from his contemporaries like Spurgeon and Alexander Maclaren. He did not follow outlines or list his points, but spoke extemporaneously, inspired by his view of the spirit and attitude behind his Scripture text. He expressed himself frankly, with conviction and passion. His transcriber commented that he was at his best when he strayed furthest from his loose outlines.

He did not often delve into detailed textual or critical debates. His preaching was neither systematic theology nor expository commentary, but sound more like his personal meditations. Writers of the time describe his delivery as energetic, theatrical and impressive, attracting at various times famous people and politicians such as William Gladstone.

Parker's chief legacy is not his theology but his gift for oratory. Alexander Whyte commented on Parker: "He is by far the ablest man now standing in the English-speaking pulpit. He stands in the pulpit of Thomas Goodwin, the Atlas of Independency. And Dr. Parker is a true and worthy successor to this great Apostolic Puritan." Among his biographers, Margaret Bywater called him "the most outstanding preacher of his time," and Angus Watson wrote that "no one had ever spoken like him."

Another writer and pastor, Ian Maclaren, offered the following tribute: "Dr. Parker occupies a lonely place among the preachers of our day. His position among preachers is the same as that of a poet among ordinary men of letters."

00 Introduction 

2Peter

(a.d64OR65)

[Note.—As to the contents of the Epistle, Smith"s Dictionary of the Bible says:—"The customary opening salutation is followed by an enumeration of Christian blessings and exhortation to Christian duties, with special reference to the maintenance of the truth which had been already communicated to the Church ( 2 Peter 1:1-13). Referring then to his approaching death, the Apostle assigns as grounds of assurance for believers his own personal testimony as eye-witness of the transfiguration, and the sure word of prophecy, that is the testimony of the Holy Ghost ( 2 Peter 1:14-21). The danger of being misled by false prophets is dwelt upon with great earnestness throughout the second chapter, their covetousness and gross sensuality, combined with pretences to spiritualism; in short, all the permanent and fundamental characteristics of Antinomianism are described, while the overthrow of all opponents of Christian truth is predicted ( 2 Peter 2:1-22), in connexion with prophecies touching the second advent of Christ, the destruction of the world by fire, and the promise of new heavens and a new earth wherein dwelleth righteousness. After an exhortation to attend to St. Paul"s teaching, in accordance with the less explicit admonition in the previous Epistle, and an emphatic warning, the Epistle closes with the customary ascription of glory to our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ."]

01 Chapter 1 

Verses 1-21
Holy Inspiration

2 Peter 1:21
What do you mean by "prophecy?" If you think you know, be sure about it, because in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred people do not know; you may be the hundredth instance. Probably the reply will be:—Prophecy means foretelling; prophecy may be described as a species of fortune-telling: such and such things will happen to Tyre in a hundred years, and such and such things will occur to Babylon in a hundred and fifty years. That is not prophecy; it is only one of the least and pettiest definitions of that all-enclosing term. In its highest meaning, prophecy signifies teaching, Revelation , disclosure of aspects of providence, government, and destiny. Prophecy is a word which covers the whole school of God; it is the floor and the roof and the ceiling of that sanctuary of education. A prophetic view of the future is a great reading of spiritual and moral issues,—not that the palace shall become a desert, and the banqueting-hall the rendezvous of eagles and beasts of prey; all that may be surmised and dreamed of in nightmare. The prophet was a man who read the future in its big print and its little print, its tragedies, its issues, supreme, sublime, and everlasting. Thus the prophet never ceases from the world. The prophets are not dead; they have been reincarnated, shaped in other forms, and set to other uses, and still their great function remains identical—namely, the function of reading truly, loudly, solemnly, and fearlessly the harvest when only the seed is in the hand. He is no prophet who looks upon the fields in the autumn, and says, What is in it? He is the prophet who, having seen the seed, foretells the harvest. There was no difficulty in foretelling the issue of Tyre and Babylon, and the empires of wickedness; a child in the kingdom of God could have foretold that. Wherever you see wine triumphant, self-indulgence supreme, the love of luxury carried up to the point of idolatry, then lift up your voice and cry, saying, Thou shalt perish from the earth! That is prophecy. Prophecy does not write almanacs; it publishes eternal issues.

"For the prophecy came not in old time,"—literally, The prophecy came not at any time: it never did come, by man; it was never a merely human invention. There was always more prophecy than there was vessel to hold it. The casket is not the wine, or the jewel. Man could never invent God"s meaning of prophecy. Man was not morally equal to the task. The Old Testament was full of moral sublimity. Its mere intellectual ability is nothing compared with its moral fervour. The morality of the Bible is its inspiration, and its defence. If the Bible be a bad book it is not inspired; if the Bible tend to the belittling, the dwarfing, and the retrogression of human nature, it never came from God. God never published anything but music; God never spake anything but gospels. When any other word was forced out of him—namely, the word of wrath, condemnation, and judgment—it was forced out of him because of his very love of right and music and gospel. The Old Testament is the great cleansing force in ancient history. It will have every corner looked into; it will have no drain covered up that ought to be exposed, or exposed that ought to be covered up; it will have everything right. Nothing is settled until it is settled right. The Bible will have no compromises. So long as there is one evil force in the land it must not be bribed into silence and non-resistance; it must be cut into little pieces, and be cut again into finer fractions, and the whole integer of wickedness must be cut up and destroyed and forgotten. What wonder if some should arise in the after ages and say, No prophecy ever came by man: man was but the vessel which held the rain of heaven—but the instrument through which God breathed his music.

"Holy men" are referred to. Do not let us frivolously pass over that expression. The men become new men by the epithet that is attached to them. The emphasis is not on "men," the emphasis is on "holy": and why is the emphasis on "holy" but to express the thought that God has always elected character? Men of character spake as they were moved by the Holy Ghost,—mentally substantial men, morally noble souls, minds that knew the art, the mystery, and the miracle of prayer; men who walked with God. If there were more such men there would be more prophets. Character is wanting, not genius. The Lord will have nothing to do with what we call the higher mental grade of men. He knows they are never to be trusted, they are always changing their point of view, they are continually recolouring their rainbow, they are always outwriting and outdriving themselves: the Lord, therefore, will employ children, babes, babblers, people who hardly know anything about language, but who, in their very endeavour to speak, blunder and hesitate, and say things upside down; and yet God is so interested in their incoherence that he makes it the sweetest music in the world. God never employs finished preachers, very highly certificated preachers, who know all about grammar, and nothing else. The grammarian can never translate the New Testament. Only he who has lived and moved and had his being in God can tell what Jesus meant by the Sermon on the Mount and by the death on the Cross. The Lord will employ holiness, simplicity, pureness, downright earnest, burning sincerity of heart; but as for genius he has no place for it in all his sanctuary. Yet there have been men of genius in the house of God. Yes, that is true, but the genius has been so outmatched by the simplicity that it has fallen into a secondary place, and itself has been the first to say, Unprofitable! unless thou wilt make use of me, thou condescending Christ.

"Holy men were moved by the Holy Ghost." Observe, the one "holy" is balanced by the other "Holy,"—like to like: so have I seen two dewdrops roll into one. "Moved by": the literal figure is that of a ship in full sail, heaven"s breezes filling the throbbing canvas, and the vessel moving under these great natural impulses. It is not leaves blown by the wind; that would have been a poor figure: it is not sand tossed by the storm; that would have been a bewildering metaphor: but a ship, well-built, well-rigged, well-manned, set to heaven"s breeze, and moving to an appointed haven. The figure is clear, vivid, simple, perfect. Understand, therefore, that prophets are not absolutely unconscious. If the figure is to be applied practically, then we shall have the idea of a ship set so as to catch the wind. He is a poor navigator who, having ship and sails, does not know how to spread the canvas, and who may bunglingly spread it the wrong way, so that the very wind of heaven meant to help him shall fight against his purpose. Men must put themselves into the way of inspiration. If men want water they must not go to the wilderness, but to the fountain, the river, the well-head: it men want to grow in religious impulse, they must go to church, they must go to the altar, they must frequent the sanctuary, they must put themselves in the way. Business men will support this theory. Who would open a business establishment on the centre of a boundless plain, and expect to drive a thriving trade in the desolation of the wilderness? Who would put himself to the trouble of carrying up his warehouse to the top of Mount Sinai? Men of commercial instinct and habit would say, You must get amongst the people; you must put yourself in the way of doing trade; you have falsely environed yourself, you are out of place; nothing can come of this but disappointment, alienation,—away to the market-place, to the thoroughfare, to the place where merchants most do congregate. This is precisely the teaching of the figure that is now before us: we must so set our sails as to catch the heavenly wind, we must be in the places where God"s name is recorded. Men have a right in coming to church to expect to be inspired: but they must come in the right state of mind. No man ever went into the humblest sanctuary and fell down before God, saying, Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth, who did not hear all heaven talking to him. When men go to church in the right spirit, with broken-heartedness, penitence, self-misgiving, they have a right to expect that the sails of the soul will be filled with heavenly gales, and the soul borne on to its desired haven. Oh, wasteful are they who have had the chance to be inspired, and have set their sails in the wrong way!

What we have to do is to wait upon God. Why tarriest thou at the King"s door? I tarry for the King"s presence. Why not fly abroad and say what is in thy mind to the age? Because there is nothing in my mind, and the age does not want any man; I am waiting for my message, when I receive my message from the King I will be off; I will salute no man by the way, I will hasten to my assigned sphere. The reason why we are making so little headway in the Church is that we are making so many sentences. We are not talking out of God, but out of ourselves, and the age cannot drink out of so empty a vessel. When a man sits down to write a sentence, calling it part of a sermon, he may easily be guilty of blasphemy. We do not want any of thy sentences, poor scribe: come to the house in the right tone of mind, set thy sails in the inspirational direction, say to God,—Lord, I am ready, by thy grace, do with me what thou wilt; and the sentences will come, and if they do not come the silence will be better than the speech. Here is the ruin of the ministry. It has become a profession, it has become a sermon-making machine; it is no longer the instrument through which God breathes the blast of fire, or the melody of peace and love. The inspiration must be that of the heart. We must look more to the heart and less to the tongue. The true preacher is as much a hearer as he is a speaker. He does not know what he is going to say; if he did he would be a thief in the house of God, a manufacturer, an artist, a mechanic.

Holy men of God spake as the sails of their souls were filled by the Holy Ghost. This is inspiration; this is power. The music is not in the instrument, it is in the man who uses it; the song is in the soul. It is possible so to utter words as to have no connection with them. A man may have written something and may read it to me, and yet it may not be the man who is reading; he is only uttering with his tongue words which he himself had arranged and forgotten. It is possible so to play music as to lose the music and have nothing but sound, yea, every note may be correct, but there may be no soul. There are perfect skeletons; that is to say, there are skeletons that are perfect; every bone there, the whole anatomy complete: what is wanting? The fire.

"But there were false prophets also among the people." We cannot get rid of this "But." We have often met it, notably in the Acts of the Apostles, early in the history of the first Church. We were reading musically and easily, flowing down the history like a river between green banks, when we came to chapter five of the Acts of the Apostles—"But": after that torrent and cascade, rushing, tumultuous, broken, shattered water, the old liquid, mirror-looking river was dead. So we come here upon this same "But," written in significant capitals, standing at the very forefront of the second chapter. This division of verses is of course mechanical and clerical, but there would seem now and then to be something more than human in the arrangement; the words are so picked out and set before the eyes as to be their own annotation. "But there were false prophets also among the people,"—always amongst the people, promising them impossibilities, selling them painted heavens, offering them paradises in gilt. Why do not the people dismiss such prophets? You can know when a man is a false prophet by the size of his scheme. False prophets always have little schemes, petty ends, selfish policies. Falsehood is known by ignobleness. Where-ever a man is telling you to look out for yourself, he is a false prophet; wherever a man is urging you to save your life, he is a false teacher,—he that saveth his life shall lose it: whoever says unto you, "As ye would that others should do unto you, do ye also unto them," is a prophet from heaven; whoever says, "What doth the Lord require of thee, but to do justly, and to love mercy, and to walk humbly with thy God," came from heaven, and the fragrance of heaven"s summer is in his very clothing. There are prophecies that look as if they were full of benevolent and immediate progress, something that can be taken home now; and there are prophecies so big, so grand, that they must be lived a line at a time, before we can really appreciate their magnitude and appropriate their goodness. Such are the prophecies of Christ. O thou Christ, why dost thou not come to-day? That is the inquiry of impatience. Why dost thou permit little kings and queens to be lording it over us? That is the cry of impatience. The Lord is fast dethroning all monarchies and popedoms, the Lord is against them all. The monarchy which he will set up is the monarchy of the Son of Prayer of Manasseh , crowned Immanuel, in the person of Jesus Christ, the infinite Saviour of the world. And as for those of us who hold temporarily little dignities and small offices, we are being used for a purpose, and if we use our office humbly, and carry it as a burden rather than as a pride, we shall not be harshly treated at the last; but if we set up our little functions as if they were of any consequence to the universe he will dash them in pieces like a potter"s vessel. I will hasten to the school of the prophets, I will not linger in the dame-school of imbecility; I will seek but the man who is most holy, and he shall be my teacher, and he shall pray for me, and show me how to pray; and whether I find that prophet in the Episcopal Church, or in the Papal Church, or in the poorest little conventicle that is roofed in with debt and walled round with difficulty, I will find out that man of the over-soul, that wondrous man that carries fire that does not burn him, and I will abide with him to the end of my days.

Prayer

O thou giver of all good, thou hast said unto each of us, what is now thy petition, and what is now thy request? and it shall be granted unto thee. These are the challenges of thy love, these are the inquiries of thine omniscience, for thou knowest the answer ere the question is put: yet it hath pleased thee to permit us to speak in our own words, and to tell our own little tale of need and weariness, that we may be comforted somewhat by hearing our own voice. Thou dost work thus mysteriously; whilst we talk of our misery we forget it, when we speak confidingly to thee of all our sorrow we wonder at the end what we have been talking about: thus dost thou displace sorrow by joy; thus dost thou feed our hunger, and we do not see the hand that supplies the bread. Verily it is a mysterious life! sometimes we think we know it, and then we feel that we know nothing whatever respecting it; now and again a light strikes us, and we say, This is the morning we have waited for,—and, behold, the light goes as it came and we are left in deeper gloom. Sometimes we think we see right beyond the grave; if we cannot see the flowers that are growing on the farther land we think we detect their sweet odours in the winds that blow from thence; then again death seizes us, and we have no hope, and we lie down in the pit of despair, and cover ourselves with darkness as with a garment. Yet amidst all tumult and unrest and trouble, we hear that same voice of music saying, What is now thy petition? and what is now thy request? and it shall be granted unto thee,—as if we could hold all heaven, as if we could find room for thyself. How thou dost bless us, and we know it not; how we forget because of our familiarity that every dewdrop comes from God, and every blade of grass is part of our Father"s treasure. Thou has taken all things into thy keeping and not a sparrow falleth to the ground without thee. The very hairs of our head are all numbered; in all the lap of the summer there is not one little flower that thou knowest not, the least of these is thine; thou didst make it, we can but pluck and destroy it. We thank thee for all days that remind us of heaven, days of the Son of Man upon the earth, beautiful in their dawning, grand in their zenith, and tender even in their setting glory. For the sabbath days that open Paradise, how can we thank thee? we know they are thy making, they bear the image and superscription of God our Father; they are gifts of rest, they are pledges of love, they are hints of heaven; we thank thee for great sanctuary calls and visions and privileges; we bless thee for every Tabor of transfiguration, for every Horeb, every mount of God; for all the holy words we have heard which have put us to shame, and then have created great hope in us, we bless the Lord. Be with all whom we love and for whom we should pray; be with those who have come home from school and college and other engagement to complete the household circle; and make every family a joy and a blessing to itself and to others. The Lord look upon those to whom there is no time of joy, burden-bearers, men and women who know the mystery of heartache and daily disappointment; who lift up their head to an empty sky, and look down to the earth and behold it is all winter. Be with those whom thou hast appointed to be teachers of patience, quiet resignation, and domestic heroism; may they not fail in the furnace, may they glorify God in sorrow. Be with every man who meant this year to be the best of his life: he dare not open some of the pages of the record, yet here and there we see some line which gives him heart again, and he says that, God helping him, next year shall be better than the past. We thank thee for every holy vow, for every radiant hope, for everything that makes the soul cleaner, and better, and stronger. Be with those who are looking forward to new engagements, and new relationships, and new responsibilities; honest men who are struggling with daily difficulties, souls that could do more if they had the opportunity: answer thou every lawful and noble aspiration, and crown young hopes with rich benediction. The Lord look upon all the earth: is it not a little one, the Zoar of the skies, a tiny place? Yet it held the Cross. Beside that Cross, our sin so great becomes a departing shadow. O Son of Prayer of Manasseh , Son of God, dying, rising, triumphing Priest of the universe, wash us, cleanse us from all our sin. Amen.

02 Chapter 2 
03 Chapter 3 
Verses 1-18
The Longsuffering of God

2 Peter 3:9
We wanted some one to say this. It does seem that the Lord is very slow. It is like us to attach small meanings to things. Water cannot rise above its own level: how can the mind get above its own imagination? We needed, therefore, some one to come down as it were with the key to correct us, to take away the little word and put in its place the greater word, saying to us, You ought not to say Slow, you ought to say Longsuffering, patient, forbearing, kind; anything but slow. Apostles who bring us words like these prove their own inspiration. They never take away great words and put little shallow words in their places; then should they disprove their own pretences in the matter of the Apostleship. Whenever the Apostles would take a candle away from us it is that we may open our eyes upon a sun. The gifts of God are descending, expanding, multiplying; they are not dwindling and dwarfing and diminishing, and falling away into an invisible, because infinitesimal, point. Here is a whole heavenful of light. We are liberated from false interpretations, from narrow and ever self-impoverishing constructions, and are made to see that what we thought was slow was beneficent, calculated; that slowness is longsuffering, patience, restraint, hopefulness, the multiplication of chances to men that seem intent upon ruining their lives. We might as well stop here, for we have reaped the whole acreage of Divine love. We may now pull down our barns and build greater, and say to our souls, Fret no more, chafe no more: we thought the Lord was slow, laggardly, tardy, indifferent; and behold, all the while he was patient, forbearing, hopeful, generous, infinite in love: we cannot build storehouses enough to hold such a harvest.

Again and again, as we have seen, the inspired writers come in with the larger meanings. We have seen an instance of this in the words, "It is Christ that died"; scarcely had the Apostle said so when, as if in self-correction, he added, "yea, rather, that is risen again." Examine the Scriptures in the light of this suggestion, and you will find them ablaze with morning light; look upon your own lives in the light of this suggestion, and the whole outlook is changed as a landscape is changed when the sun burns upon it. No doubt, if we look simply at the surface, things do move slowly: but what do we mean by slowness? Slowness is a term of time; terms of time are unknown in the thought of God. He has given us time as we give a child a watch; he has allowed us to break up the profound flow of his eternity into dates and periods and terms. We have thus been led into false religious reasoning by the tick of our own clock; we have made a pendulum for convenience, for to that use God limited it, and behold we have turned the pendulum itself into an argument in support of atheism. We cannot be trusted with anything. We turn every gift of God into an edged instrument and cut our own fingers with it. The clock is ruining some men. In the hush of eternity there is no tick of time. Whatever else you forget, remember this, that one day, so called by men, is with the Lord as a thousand years, and a thousand years is with the Lord as one day. We must take the Lord"s standard before we can judge the Lord"s providence. We cannot understand eternity through the medium of time. We must stand at God"s right hand, and there the devil and his smoking perdition fall into the right perspective. Here is a key; with the use of this key we should be no longer sad; having this key and permission to use it, we should have in our spirits the bound and the joy, the sacred exultancy of eternal youth. The atheist writes his commentary upon the Bible, upon time, upon life, and upon what is called the providential plan. All atheistic comments are little, narrow, shallow; obvious, because superficial; important, because near: with one little speck of dust you could shut out the sun. The atheist refers us to what he calls facts, but his facts are lies; he has nothing to go by but a clock, a watch of his own making, and judging by that he says, How slowly all things go on! If the Lord God be omnipotent why does he not hasten things? Whereas, the true interpretation Isaiah , because he is omnipotent he need not be precipitant.

"Not slow... but longsuffering." He wants men to be saved. He says, Mayhap in another five years they may turn to me and live. Alway there is a priestly voice in the universe saying, Let it alone this year also, and I will try again, and exhaust all my skill upon it, and if I can save this life, well,—but give it twelvemonths more, and if at the end of that time it be no better, then thou shalt cut it down. Yet at the end of the twelvemonths that same voice says, Let it alone this year also. Is such reasoning to be debased by the suggestion that the agent is slow? The axe is in his hand, he stands in a threatening attitude, the axe is lifted up on high, but one moment more and the tree is down, and because the priestly voice says, Give it another chance! the atheist says, The Lord is slack concerning his promises and threatenings: if he is going to save the world, he is a long time about it; if he is going to crush the world, he seems to be hesitating a long time. Thus the atheist chatters his frivolity in the very presence of the redeeming beneficence of God. In all things get the right word.

Thus we might say in looking upon the preservation of sinful lives and construing the providence of God in the light of this suggestion, The Lord is not morally indifferent, but longsuffering. The Lord does not look upon the earth saying, Let them do what they please, it is of no consequence to me; my ineffable peace can never be disturbed, riot as they may, slay one another and break the commandments as they may; all the waves of their tumult cannot dash even against the foot of my throne. No such speech does divine love make. The Lord spares the sinner because he wants to save him. "Longsuffering," simple as it may appear to be, means suffering long: he will suffer another day, if thereby he may save the soul; he will suffer another century, if thereby he can move the earth but one inch nearer heaven. Where do we ever give one another credit for great motives? what wonder then that we should withhold the ascription of great motives to God? If one amongst ourselves does anything great we instantly ascribe a little motive to him: we say, He is ostentatious, he is giving that he may be seen to give, he is praying that he may be heard to pray; he is his own trumpeter; depend upon it his purpose in doing this deed is—and then comes some foul suggestion, marked by the selfishness of its own originator. What wonder then that men who thus ascribe poor, shallow, vicious motives to one another, even in the matter of prayer, should treat the court of heaven with contempt, and tell God to his face that he is slow? Whereas the true meaning Isaiah , not that he is slow in the sense of moral indifference, but that he is longsuffering in the sense of fatherly patience. Ignorance is hasteful; incompleteness is precipitant. All incompleteness is wanting in repose.

Change the point and view and say, The Lord spares the sinner, not for want of resources, but through longsuffering. He could crush him and throw the refuse away: but this is not the way of God. The Lord is very pitiful and kind, plenteous in mercy and in patience, yea, his mercy endureth for ever, and he continually says, I have no pleasure in the death of the sinner: I would that the wicked might turn from his way. The Living One has pleasure in life: in death he finds no pleasure. We think that sin should be met by instantaneous punishment. That is our little cleverness. The Lord says, I will meet it with longsuffering. The Lord says, I will delay the stroke in the hope that the offender may begin to pray. His very mercy is turned against him; his love is charged with false motives. Yet this is not wonderful let us repeat, because we are always charging one another in the same way, never saying, How noble!—always adding the little thought, the mean desire. Truly God is not without resources. The Apostle tells us that he has overflowed the world with water, and he is reserving it for fire, and that all visible things shall be dissolved, shall melt away like wax: but the Lord is keeping up the heavens and the earth that he may save the lost sinner. He keeps the firmament in its place, and all the stars in their courses for another century, that the last obstinate heart may be touched, may surrender its arms, and may turn its rebellion into praise.

This gives us the higher meaning of providence. Providence is not a question of letters and grammatical interpretations: we can only understand God"s Bible, God"s nature, and God"s providence by the larger terms, the fuller, deeper, tenderer suggestions. Let us take this text home with us, and our houses will be furnished from heaven; all things will become new; we shall get rid of the old words, and put new Words, which are yet older, in their places. Thus: the sick man shall say when he is told that he has had many afflictions to bear, No, not afflicted, but chastened. The sick man shall thus become the reprover of his consoler. The consoler thinks he helps the sick man by telling him how deeply he has been afflicted, but the afflicted man who has seen the way of God says, We must drop that word afflicted, we must get rid of it, it is a narrow, superficial word, and in its place we must put the music,—chastened, refined, mellowed, ripened. Hand the word afflicted over to the atheists, let them wear that black drapery: the white garment of chastening, sanctification, ripening, belongs to the saints of God. Thus the man who has been pitied as limited and dwarfed, "cribbed, cabined, and confined," will say, You must take all these words away now; I have outlived them; I am not limited in the sense of being humbled and snubbed, I am adapted; now I see the fitness of things; I have had my ambitions, they have befooled me, they have led me into many excesses and irrational extravagances, and I have always thought that I was about to seize the reins and drive my own chariot: I do not call God"s way towards me a way of limitation, but a way of adaptation; he has told me that I am not fit for the things I once thought myself highly qualified to undertake; he has told me just what he meant when he made me; his purpose has been so revealed to my soul that I see it, and now I can be larger than I ever dreamed of being, but I have to seize that idea of largeness in God"s meaning and use it in God"s way, and now I can do all things through the Christ strengthening idea, through the divine revelation that if I act according to God"s appointment I shall never tire: I tired in an hour when I walked my own way, I came home and complained of weariness; I said, I am growing old, I cannot do what I used to do; whereas all the while I was walking along the wrong road; but the moment I got into the right path I heard a voice from heaven saying, Even the youths shall faint and be weary, and the young men shall utterly fail, but they that wait upon the Lord, they that swing in the rhythm of heaven, shall walk and run and leap and fly like eagles, and no sense of weariness shall ever oppress their consciousness. Blessed be God that we soon get tired on the wrong road. A man soon gets tired of opposing gravitation; we soon want to take down the arm that is lifted against the sun. So we shall go into the sick-chamber at home and have a new view; the window will no longer look northward, but southward, with a point of west in it. When our friends are dying, and we say to them, You are quickly disappearing, you are being crushed by the great wheel, the friend will look up and say, Not killed, we must get rid of that word, but liberated: not slow, but longsuffering: not morally indifferent,—longsuffering: not without resources, but longsuffering: not afflicted,—chastened: not limited,—adapted: not killed,—released, released!

