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PREFACE

IT is just over a decade since the volume of 1200 Notes quotes and Anecdotes was published. Since then it has undergone several reprints, an indication that it has had a good reception. This further collection of 1200 illustrations and quotations will be found to comprise many that are more up-to-date, besides a few that formed part of the stock of some of the older preachers. The purpose of this, another volume of 1200, is the same as of that previously published—to provide the preacher with quotations and historical and biographical illustrations, to convey to the reader the teaching of Scripture on a variety of themes, and to recount the experiences of some who have proved for themselves the infallibility of divine revelation and the veracity of God’s great and precious promises. While it is hoped that this collection will prove interesting to the casual reader, those who study the Scriptures diligently and preach for the spiritual welfare of their fellow-men will doubtless regard this volume as a book of reference also.

To facilitate the relation of the several items in prose and poetry to the teaching of the Bible, I have endeavoured to indicate what I consider relevant Scripture texts, and this forms one of the indexes appended. With the object of adding further to the interest, an index of the names of persons, people and places has been added. While the Scripture and general indexes have been made as complete ad possible, this added reference list will not be found to contain all the names, some of which are little known and of a very limited interest today. When the author’s name is known with certainty, this is indicated in or after the item concerned; and while some of the authors may not be so well known, their names will be found in alphabetical order in the index.

Here I wish to express my indebtedness and gratitude to all who have helped. I am indebted to the writings of the prince of preachers, C.H. Spurgeon, for a number of his illustrations. To Patricia St. John I acknowledge my indebtedness for the record of some of the unique experiences of her father, Mr. Harold St. John. The gifted evangelist, Mr. Charles McEwen of Exeter, very willing co-operated with me by sending his wide collection of illustrations and permitting me to make a selection from it. I acknowledge also my indebtedness to my friend, Mr. Alex Allan, a tireless spiritual and social worker in prisons and detention centres, who has supplied several interesting instances of lives transformed by the Gospel. I am truly grateful also to Mrs. Mrs. William Gorrie, whose beautiful little lyrical verses on various subjects appear under the author’s name, May Gorrie. My own initials are attached to the few that have had their origin in my own experience or thoughts.

                                                A. NAISMITH

1  Abandoned Obelisk—The.  Lying in its bed in the quarry of Aswam in South Egypt is an unfinished obelisk. There it has remained, in its present state, for several thousand years. It is believed to be the work of Pharaoh Thothmes III, and was to have been the tallest obelisk ever made. It measures 14 ft. by 14 ft. at its base, and the estimated weight is 1170 tons. How is it that it never graced an Egyptian temple, or adorned a modern city ? Because, after the workmen worked on it for some time and workmen worked on it for some time and shaped three of its four sides, a fault was found in it. Therefore it was abandoned as unfit for the position it was intended to have occupied. It is a beautiful piece of granite, but faulty.

The Egyptians refused to place a faulty obelisk before one of their temples. The living God has likewise decreed that nothing that defiles, nothing faulty, noting sinful, will ever enter heaven : so all men in their natural state are excluded. The preacher said, ‘There is not a just man upon earth that doeth good and sinneth not.’ But by the death and resurrection of One who is faultless and perfect in every way, sinful men can be cleansed from every sin and be accorded a place in Heaven.

(Eccl. 7.20)

2  Adoption.   I heard of some youngsters who were teasing an adopted boy at school. They said to him, ‘You aren’t the real son of your father.’

He stood it as long as he could, but at last flashed back at them, ‘All I can say is that my father chose me, and your folks couldn’t help accepting you.’

                                        Harold Wildish

 ( Eph.1.5; Rom.8.15)

3  Advent—Awaiting Christ’s.   Scripture sets down seven steps of His advent:

1 THE ARRIVAL of the Lord from heaven—‘The Lord Himself shall descend from heaven’.

2 THE ANNOUNCEMENT FROM THE AIT—‘ with a shout’.

3 THE ARCHANGEL’S VOICE—‘with the voice of the archangel’.

4 THE ALARM OF THE TRUMPET—‘with the trump of God’.

5 THE AWAKING OF THE BELIEVING DEAD—‘the dead in Christ shall rise first’.

6 THE ASCENT of the believers in the clouds—‘ we which are alive and remain shall be caught up—in the clouds’.

7 THE ASSEMBLY with the Lord for ever—‘to meet the Lord in the air, and so shall we ever be with the Lord’.

(1 Thess.4.16,17)

4  Advent—Prepared for the.   When Shackleton was driven back from his quest of the South Pole, he left his men on Elephant Island and promised to come back for them. Working his way as best he could to South Georgia, he tried to get back to his men to fulfil his promise and failed; tried again and failed. The ice was between him and the island, so he could not get near it. He had promised his men to come and, being unable to come, he could not rest. Though the season was adverse, though they told him it was impossible to get there in his little boat Yaliho because of the thick ice barrier between, he tried it again. It was the wrong time of year, but, strange to say, as he got nearer to the island, there was an open avenue between the sea and the place where he had left his men. He ran his boat in at great risk, got his men, all of them, on board and came out again before the ice crashed in. It was all done in half an hour. When the excitement was partly over he turned to one of his men and said, ‘Well, you were all packed and ready.’ In reply, the man said, ‘You see, Boss, Wild (the second in command) ever gave up hope and whenever the sea was all clear of ice he rolled up his sleeping bag and said, “ Roll up your sleeping bags, boys: the boss may come today”.’ Christians, roll up your sleeping bags: the Lord may come today.

5  Advent—Ready for Christ’s.  During his presidency of the U.S.A., Dwight Eisenhower was once vacationing in Denver. His attention was called to an open letter which told how six-year-old Paul Haley, dying of incurable cancer, had expressed a wish to see his President. Spontaneously, President Eisenhower decided to grant the boy’s request. One Sunday morning in August, a big limousine pulled up outside the Haley home, and out stepped the President. He walked to the door and knocked. Mr. Donald Haley, unshaven and wearing blue jeans and an old shirt, opened the door. Behind him stood his little son, Paul. Eisenhower said to the sick lad, ‘ Paul, I understand you want to see me. I’m glad to see you!’ Shaking hands with the boy, he led him to see the residential limousine, then took his leave. But Mr. Haley can never forget how he was dressed when he opened the door. ‘What a way to meet the President of the U.S.A.!’ he said. Will you be ready when Jesus comes?

(Matt.24.44; 1 John 2.28)

6  Advent—Second.

If He should come today and find my hands so full

Of future plans, however fair, 

In which my Saviour has no share, What would He say ?

If He should come today and find my love so cold,

My faith so weak and dim

I had not even looked for Him, What would He say ?

If He should come today and find I had not told

One soul about my heavenly Friend,

Whose blessings all my way attend, What would He say?

If He should come today, would I be glad—quite glad ?

Remembering He had died for all

And none through me had heard His call, What would He say ?

7  Advocate—Christ Our.  Christ’s work as Advocate comes into operation as soon as we sin. He is an Advocate with the Father, indicating a family relationship. We have a lovely word in Africa used to express this idea. An advocate or comforter is sometimes called a kasendo mukwashi. The first word kasendo means ‘a blood brother’, one with whom a solemn covenant sealed in blood has been made. The second word mukwashi means ‘ one who helps by laying hold’. The Lord is both to us.

                                              T. Ernest Wilson

    The twofold function of a kinsman who has sealed Hs new covenant with His blood and takes hold, not of angels but of Abraham’s seed, is expressed in Heb.2.14-16.

(1 John 2.1)

8  Affliction—Profit by.   C.H. Spurgeon said that affliction was the best bit of furniture in his house, for all the grace he got out of comfortable, easy times might almost lie on a penny, but the good received from his pains and griefs was incalculable. Great was his debt to the fire and the file, the crucible and the bellows, and the Hand that thrust him into the heat.

A young girl of twenty years was afflicted with spinal meningitis. She knew that her case was incurable, and that her life would be one of chronic invalidism. A friend, calling on her, seemed to see the dark side only, and remarked in a commiserating tone, ‘Yes, affliction colours everything in one’s life’. ‘ Yes’ the young girl replied brightly, ‘ but I choose the colours’.

9  Affliction—Profit through.   There are all kinds of hidden blessings in the trials that beset us. An American evangelist was stricken with polio, but he began at once a ministry of writing which God has blessed to thousands. Sr Joseph Parker was nearly beside himself with grief when his beloved wife was suddenly taken from him, but those who used to listen to him at the City Temple, London, said that he was quite different after the tragedy. He was more powerful, more sensitive to other people’s needs and more effective as a preacher and a pastor. Miss Corrie ten Boom could not speak as well as she does al over the world if she had not been in the fires of affliction where she suffered at the hands of men. 

                                                Francis W. Dixon

10  Affliction that Incites to Courage.  In the Greek annals there is an old story of a soldier under Antigonus who had a disease about him, an extremely painful one, likely to bring him soon to the grave. Always first in the charge was this soldier, rushing into the hottest part of the fray as the bravest of the brave. His pain prompted him to fight that he might forget it; and he feared not death, because he knew that in any case he had not long to live. Antigonus, who greatly admired the valour of his soldier, discovering his malady, had him cured by one of the most eminent physicians of the day; but alas! from that moment the warrior was absent from the front of the battle. He now sought his ease; for, as he remarked to his companions, he had something worth living for—health, home, family and other comforts, and he would not risk his life now as aforetime. So, when our troubles are many, we are often by grace made courageous in serving our God; we feel that we have nothing to live for in this world, and we are driven by hope of the world to come, to exhibit zeal, self-denial and industry. But how often is it otherwise in better times!  

                                                   C.H. Spurgeon

11  Affliction—Virtue from.  In cases of deep affliction nothing, nothing, nothing will do but to be assured in our inmost souls of the infinite wisdom of God, of the power of God. Nothing else will do but to hold fast what we read in Scripture (Ps.119.50), to believe that it is in our inmost soul to be meant literally as God our Father has told us in His Word. Then we have peace, then we look calmly and quietly at everything and are assured in our inmost soul that good, nothing but good, will come out of it all, whatever the trial, whatever the difficulty, whatever the bereavement, however great and heavy it may be. Our business is to look at the heart of our heavenly Father which is ever for us, and to look at the mighty arm of God. He brought us low and He can lift us up.

                                              George Muller

( 2 Cor.6.4; 1 Pet.1.7)

12  Affliction—Virtue from.

The Christian suffers but to gain

And every virtue springs from pain,

As aromatic plants bestow

No spicy fragrance while they grow,

But, crushed or trodden to the ground,

Diffuse their balmy sweets around.

(2 Cor.6.4; 1 Pet.1.7)

13  Age—This Present.

Age of the atom ! Power, immense, unknown

Man’s puny hand would harness, make his own;

Grim plaything of an adolescent race

Who seek a playing field in outer space!

Age of invention ! Vision, motion, sound,

Bombard the heavens and to the earth rebound,

While the inventor, man, in comfort curled,

Views in his home the horizons of the world.

Age of the cults! Like mushrooms, cancers, flies,

At home—abroad, they spread Satanic lies,

When truth, on falsehood’s trail, lags far behind 

While error’s poison taints the human mind.

Age of amusement! In abandoned glee

Man to the goddess Pleasure bows the knee,

While empty churches cry the truth abroad—

Man loves his pleasure better than his God.

Age of expectancy ! He comes at last,

King of the coming ages and the past:

The bridegroom cometh! Church of Christ, arise!

He comes to claim thee, His eternal prize!

                          William Montgomery

14  Agnosticism Answered.  On a voyage across the Atlantic, Dr Meyer was asked by the Captain to preach in the saloon at the Sunday morning service. His subject was ‘Answered Prayer’, and he gave several illustrations. An agnostic who was present was asked what he thought of the sermon and replied, ‘I don’t believe a word of it.’

That afternoon Dr Meyer was speaking to the tourist class passengers. Picking up a couple of oranges, the agnostic put them in his pocket and made his way to the meeting. On the way, as he passed an old woman with silvery hair sitting asleep in a deck chair, with her hands open on her lap, he took the two oranges from his pocket, placed them in her open hands and went on to the meeting.

When he came back the old lady was eating one of the oranges and he said to her,

‘You seem to be enjoying your orange!’

‘Yes!’ she said, ‘my Father is very good!’

‘Your father! Your father can’t be living!’

‘Oh!’ said she, ‘He is very much alive.’

‘What do you mean?’ he asked.

‘Well!’ she replied, ‘I have been seasick for five days. This morning I longed for an orange. I knew there were some in the saloon but I wondered how I could get them in the tourist class, so I asked the Lord t send me an orange. I must have fallen asleep and—would you believe it, sir?—when I opened my eyes, He had not only sent me one but two!’

‘Why,’ said the agnostic, ‘is that true?’ ‘Absolutely true,’ she said. The bottom fell out of his agnosticism there and then. God answers prayer and sometimes uses infildels to carry the answer.           

 ( Matt.6.8)

15  Alive Unto God.  Frances Willard, when a student in Northwestern College for Women, wrote in her journal: ‘Dr Foster closed the Bible after his discourse at the University Chapel yesterday with these words: “With most men life is a failure.” These words impressed me deeply; there is sorrow in the though, and tears and agony are wrapped up in it. Oh, Thou who rulest above, help me that my life may be valuable—that some human being shall thank Thee that I have lived and toiled.’ If I had a dozen lives to live, I might afford to waste one of them, but I have only one life to invest or lose.

                                                         E. J. Fry

Only one life for service, one talent to lay at His feet;

And effort and prayers are needed, and workers in every street.

 (Rom.6:11; 2 Cor.5.15)

16  Almost Home, but Lost.  In the days when the world was still on the gold standard there was a ship with a cargo of gold en route from Australia to Liverpool. The civic authorities of Liverpool had arranged a reception for the captain, officers and crew of the expected vessel. The hosts, assembled in the banqueting hall to await the arrival of their guests, wondered why they were so late. Then the news came through that the ship had been driven off its course and wrecked at Maulsperry Point, and all aboard had been drowned.

A very close friend of one of the officers who perished was in the banqueting hall when the shipwreck was announced and hastened to his friend’s home to break the sad news to the wife, now a widow. When he rang the bell, the door was hurriedly opened by a little girl who came running out with outstretched arms, crying ‘Daddy!’ When she saw the visitor, and not her Daddy, she drew back as if half ashamed of her impetuosity. The mother came to the door and apologised, saying that her little girl had been expecting her Daddy all day. Then the friend gently broke the sad news to the bereaved widow who threw up her hands, and exclaimed, ‘My God! So near home, yet lost after all.’  

(Mark 12.34; Luke 13.28)

17  Alone—Dare to Stand.  It is human to stand with the crowd: it is divine to stand alone. It is man-like to follow the people, to drift with the tide: it is God-like to follow a principle, to stem the tide. It is natural to compromise conscience and follow the social and religious fashion for the sake of gain or pleasure: it is divine to sacrifice both on the altar of truth and duty.

‘No man stood with me, but all men forsook me,’ wrote the battle-scarred apostle in describing his last appearance before Nero to answer for his life for believing and teaching contrary to the Roman world. Truth has been out of fashion since man changed his robe of light for a garment of fading leaves. Noah built and voyaged alone. His neighbours laughed at his strangeness and perished in style.

Abraham wandered and worshipped alone. Elijah sacrificed and worshipped alone. Jeremiah prophesied and wept alone. Daniel dined and prayed alone. Jesus loved and died alone.

Wanted today men and women, young and old, who will obey their convictions of truth and duty at the cost of fortune and friends, livelihood and life itself! 

                                                      Selected

Dare to be a Daniel, dare to stand alone:

Dare to have a purpose firm and dare to make it known. 

 (Dan.1.8; 2 Tim.4.10,16)

18  Alone Yet Not Alone.  About the year 1754, when war was raging between the French and the British in Canada, and when the Indians took the part of the French, one day a party of Indians surrounded the house of a poor family from Germany at a time when the mother and one of the sons were absent. The father, the eldest son, and two little girls named Barbara and Regina, were at home. The savages burst into the house, killed the men and carried off the little girls along with other children of the same age, leading them by forced marches in order to escape pursuit. At that time Barbara was ten years old, Regina nine. What became of Barbara was never known, but Regina was given to an old widow who was very cruel to the little girl. Here she remained till she was about nineteen years of age, but she did not forget her early home training. She said her prayers night and morning, often repeated verses from the Bible, and sang little hymns which she had learnt at home. One she often sang was:

Alone, yet not alone am I ,

Though in this solitude so drear.

She constantly hoped and prayed that the Lord would in His own time restore her to her friends. In 1764 the long deferred hope was realized. A British colonel discovered the Indian encampment, attacked it, and took it by storm. A condition of peace was the surrender of the prisoners, and no less than 400 captives were handed over by the Indians to the British. Many of them had quite forgotten their native language, and were so altered in appearance that their own mothers could not recognize them. They were fed and clothed, and then taken to a town named Carlisle. It was announced in the daily newspapers that all parents who had had children carried off by the Indians might come and reclaim them. Amongst those who came to Carlisle was Regina’s sorrowing mother. She searched up and down the lines of captives but nowhere could she discover her daughters. So great was her disappointment that she burst into tears. The bystanders endeavoured to console her, and the colonel, in order to help her, asked the weeping mother if she could recall anything by which her children might be discovered. She replied that there was a hymn she used to sing to them ,and at the colonel’s request she sang:

          Alone, yet not alone, am i

 Though in this solitude so drear;

I feel my Saviour always nigh.

He comes the weary hours to cheer.

I am with Him and He with me—

Even here alone I cannot be.

She had only sung a few words when Regina rushed from the crowd and began to sing it too; then she threw herself into her mother’s arms. The early training in that Christian home thus brought about that happy reunion.   

(2 Tim.3.15)

19  Always Abounding.  A woman 24 years of age was told that her husband, two years older, would soon die of an incurable disease. This was a terrible blow and it caused a night of gloom to settle about this pair. After prayerful meditation they decided they would pack every day with helpful service and joyous companionship. They were not careless of a single hour and lived every day to its full in view of his early death. But years were added to the young man’s life and the doctor attributed this to abounding in the work of the Lord’.  

(1 Cor.15.58)

20  Always Trusting.  The hymn ‘Simply trusting every day ‘first appeared as a poem in a newspaper, and someone handed it to D.L. Moody who went through it and found it sound doctrinally and helpful spiritually. At his request Ira D. Sankey set it to music.

But ‘every day’ seemed too long, so the verses of ‘I need Thee every hour’ took shape. The chorus of this beautiful hymn has often been sung as a prayer, and the writer has heard it time and again sung thus by the lads in a Borstal Institution at their Bible Class before the opening prayer by the leader.

During one World Fair in Chicago, where meethings were being held, this hymn, ‘I need Thee every hour’, was frequently sung. Henry Varley, an evangelist who was present, remarked to a friend that he felt he needed Christ not only every hour, but every moment of the day and night. Varley’s friend Major Whittle, was led by this remark to write the hymn with the chorus,

Moment by moment I’m kept in His love;

Moment by moment I’ve life from abave,

Looking to Jesus till glory doth shine;

Moment by moment, O Lord, I am Thine. 

(Job 7.18; Lam.3.22,23)

21  Ambition—A Vampire.  Ambition is like the sea which swallows all the rivers and is none the fuller; or like the grave whose insatiable maw for ever craves for the bodies of men. It is not like an amphora, which being full receives no more, but its fullness swells it till a still greater vacuum is formed. In all probability, Napoleon never longed for the scepter till he had gained the baton, nor dreamed of being Emperor of Europe till he had gained the Crown of France. Caligula, with the world at his feet, was mad with a longing for the moon, and could he have gained it the imperial lunatic would have coveted the sun. It is in vain to feed a fire which grows the more voracious the more it is supplied with fuel; he who lives to satisfy his ambition has before him the labour of Sisyphus, who rolled uphill an ever-rebounding stone, and the task of the daughters of Danaus, who are condemned for ever to attempt to fill a bottomless vessel with buckets full of holes. Could we know the secret heart-breaks and wearinesses of ambitious men, we should need no Wolsley’s voice crying, ‘I charge thee, fling away ambition’, but we should flee from it as from the most accursed blood-sucking vampire which ever uprose from the caverns of hell.

                                          C.H. Spurgeon

22  Ambition—Worldly.  Dr Joseph Parker in his great lecture on ‘Clocks and Watches’ told the following story:

    A little watch, delicately made but dissatisfied with its little sphere in a lady’s pocket, envied Big Ben as one day he passed with her ladyship over Westminster Bridge. ‘ I wish I could be up there,’ said the delicate little watch, ‘then I could serve the multitude.’ ‘You shall have your opportunity,’ said the lecturer. Then he graphically described the little chronometer being drawn up the tower by a slender thread. When it reached the top the lecturer said 

‘Where are you, little watch? I cannot see you.’ Then, after a pause, he said, ‘Its elevation has become its annihilation.’

C.S. Lewis said, ‘Aim at heaven and you will get earth thrown in. Aim at earth and you will get neither.’   

 (Jer.45.5; Luke 22.24-26)

23  Amusements—Doubtful.  A young Christian, defending her constant attendance at some rather suprising places of amusement, said, ‘I think a Christian can go anywhere.’

‘Certainly she can,’ rejoined her friend, but your words remind me of an incident last summer when ,with a party of friends, I went to explore a coal-mine. One of the young women came dressed in a dainty white dress. When her friends remonstrated with her, she appealed to the old miner acting as guide to the party. ‘Can’t I wear a white dress down into the mine? She asked. ‘Yes ma’am’, returned the old man, ‘there’s nothing to keep you from wearing a white dress down there, but there will be plenty to keep you from wearing one back.’              

 (James 1.27; Jude 23)

24  Angelic Ministry.  A wonderful story is told by a Moravian missionary in connection with angelic protection. An American missionary and his wife bravely went to their mission station where, twenty years before, two missionaries had been killed and eaten by the natives. As they took up their work, it seemed as if they were surrounded not only by hostile natives but by the very powers of darkness, which were so real that night after night they were forced to get up and strengthen their hearts by reading the Word of God and praying.

One day a man came and said, ‘ I would like to see your watchmen close at hand.’ The missionary replied. ‘I have no watchmen, only a cook and a little boy. What watchmen do you mean?’

The man asked permission to look through the missionaries’ home. After searching thoroughly every corner of the house, the man came out disappointed. When the missionary asked the man to tell him about the watchmen to whom he referred, he answered, ‘ When you and your wife came here we determined to kill you as we did the missionaries twenty years ago. Night after night we came to carry out our intention but there always stood around your house a double row of watchmen with glittering weapons, and we dared not come near. At last we hired a professional assassin who said he feared neither God nor devil. Last night he came close to your house, brandishing his spear. We followed at a distance. There stood the shining watchmen, and the killer fled in terror. So we have given up our purpose to kill you; but tell me, who are the watchmen ?’

The missionary opened the Word of God and read: ‘The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear Him and delivereth them.’   (Ps.34.7)

Of these angelic ministers the poet, Edmund Spencer wrote:

How oft do they with golden pinions cleave

The flitting skies, like flying pursuivant

Against foul fiends to aid us militant?

25  Angelic Ministry.  C.H. Spurgeon believed in the ministry of angels, and wrote: ‘Angels are the unseen attendants of the saints of God; they bear us up in their hands lest we dash our foot against a stone. Loyalty to their Lord leads them to take a deep interest in the children of His love: they rejoice over the return of the prodigal to his father’s house below and they welcome the advent of the believer to the King’s palace above.

‘To what dignity are the chosen elevated when the brilliant couriers of heaven become their willing servitors! Into what communion are we raised when we have intercourse with spotless celestials! To whom do we owe this? Let the Lord Jesus be for ever endeared to us, for through Him we are made to sit down in heavenly places far above principalities and powers. He it is whose camp is round about them that fear Him.’       

(Heb.1.14)

26  Anonymous Servants of God.

They lived and they were useful: this we know

And naught beside;

No record of their names is left to show

How soon they died;

They did their work and then they passed away, 

An unknown band,

And took their places with the Heavenly host 

In Glory land.

And were they young or were they growing old,

Or ill or well,

Or lived in poverty, or had much gold—

No one can tell.

One only thing is known of them—they were 

Faithful and true.

Disciples of the Lord and strong through prayer

To live and do.

But what avails the gift of empty fame?

They lived for God;

They loved the sweetness of another Name,

And gladly trod

The rugged ways of earth that they might be

Helper of friend,

And in the joy of this, their Ministry,

Be spent and spend.

No story clusters round their names on earth;

But in God’s heaven 

Is kept a book of names of greatest worth,

And there is given

A place for all who did the master please,

Although unknown, 

And their lost names shine out in brightest rays

Before the Throne.

O take who will the boon of fading fame,

But give to me

A place among the workers, though my name 

Forgotten be;

And if within the Book of life is found

My lowly place,

Honour and Glory unto God redound

For all His grace.    

(Phil.4.3)

27  Answer—A Soft.  When C.H. Spurgeon was still a boy preacher, he was warned that a certain lady intended to give him a tongue-lashing. ‘All right,’ he replied, ‘but that’s a game two can play.’

Not long after she met him and assailed him with a flood of abuse. He smiled and said, ‘Yes thank you, I am quite well: I hope you are the same..’ Then came another burst of vituperation pitched in a yet higher key, to which, still smiling, he replied, ‘Yes, it does look rather as if it might rain; I think I had better be going on.’

‘Bless the man!’ she exclaimed, ‘he’s as deaf as a post. What’s the use of storming at him?’ So her railings ceased and she never tried it on again with C.H. Spurgeon.

A Quaker had a troublesome neighbour whose cow often broke into the Quaker’s well-cultivated garden. One morning, having driven the cow from his premises to the owner’s, the Quaker said to him, ‘Friend I have driven thy cow home once more, and if I find her in my garden again…’ ‘ Suppose you do,’ the neighbour angrily interrupted, ‘What will you do?’ ‘Why!’ replied the Quaker, ‘I will drive her home again.’

The cow never troubled him again.

                                            The Indian Christian

(Prov.15.1)

28  Answer—Before Prayer.  When the telegraph wires were being erected in Shetland, a fellow who was considered simple, stood looking at the wires on the poles. A shrewd man of business said to the boy, ‘ What a wonderful thing! When these wires are finished, you will be able to send a message two hundred miles or more, and get an answer within an hour.’ ‘Nothing very wonderful about that,’ said the lad. ‘Why?’ asked the keen man of the world. ‘Did you ever hear of getting an answer before they send?’

God’s answer comes sometimes before He is addressed in prayer, and His help and provision is on the way long before the need occurs. On one occasion in India we had just drawn all the money to our credit in the Bank, which was just sufficient for our personal needs and the end-of-the-month payments. The Sunday had been spent preaching in a neighbouring town, and it was a fiercely hot day. That evening the wallet with all the money it contained was stolen: everything had gone. Our only resource was prayer—in homes and in the local assembly. Within a few says, and just as payments became due, the postman brought us a Money Order sent several weeks before by a Christian brother in Scotland whom we did not know and had never met. The amount sent and received by us was exactly the equivalent of the money that had been stolen, and was sufficient to meet our needs for that week. God says, Before they call I will answer; and while they are yet speaking I will hear.’

                                                    A.N.

 (Isa.65.24)

29  Answer—Christ is the.  In a college in California, U.S.A., a debate on the Bible was arranged. After preliminaries an agnostic Professor called on a Christian young man to read his paper in defence of the Bible. Then he called on a young man of outstanding ability, chosen by himself, to read his paper in refutation of the authority of the Bible. The student said, ‘I have spent many hours reading the Bible, looking for evidences of untruthfulness and contradictions. I read through the New Testament three times, and the more I read and studied the Book, the more I became convinced that it is not of human origin. Not only do I  believe that the Bible is the Word of God, but I have found Jesus Christ in it and accepted Him as my Saviour.

 (John 5.39; 2 Tim.3.16)

30  Answering Fools.  In one of Clarence Darrow’s first recorded court battles the veteran who opposed him sought repeatedly to belittle him in the eyes of the jury by referring to him a ‘my beardless adversary’. Darrow concluded his summation by remarking, ‘My honourable opponent seems to condemn me for not having a beard. Let me reply with an anecdote. The King of Spain once entrusted a youthful liege with an important message to the court of a neighbouring monarch. The latter flew into a rage and cried, ‘Does the King of Spain lack men that he sends me a beardless boy?’ The young ambassador answered, ‘Sire, had my king known you imputed wisdom to a beard, he would have sent you a goat!’ Young Darrow won the case and was launched on one of the most brilliant careers in the history of the bar.

His answer to his venerable opponent was in accordance with one of wise King Solomon’s three thousand proverbs.              

(Prov.26.5)

31  Anxiety—Its Cause and Cure.  Basic to all personal problems is anxiety. It dwells in the primal abyss of human life, the very stuff of which humanity consists.

Anxiety is a many-headed hydra. The Greek legend of Perseus narrates his encounter with one of the Gorgons, three sisters. To look upon them a man was turned to stone. Only one of them ,Medusa, was nortal. Perseus attacked and slew her by seeing her reflection on his shield. This legend illustrates our experiences. We cannot face anxiety, and when we are obsessed by it, our hearts turn to stone, petrified and reduced to some neurotic state. Yet we cannot destroy all our anxieties, else we would be deprived of life itself. Only the mortal elements we see reflected in our personal defences can we endeavour to destroy.

Medusa wears many serpents coiled around her mind. There is economic insecurity, with the concern we have for our jobs, the prospects of our careers, or even the more vital needs of food and clothing. There are bodily causes of worry in ill-health or the sickness of dear ones. Insomnia, undiagnosed symptoms we fear may be cancer, or clinical changes of the body with puberty, maturity or old age, are all causes of anxiety. Then there are social causes in our inner lives—the lack of self-confidence that displays a sense of inferiority, or fears to accept responsibility. By seeing these reflected in our personal defences we can assail and destroy them—as in the legend Perseus slew Medusa. 

    The cure for Anxiety:

Though doubt and dismay should enfold you

And hope of relief become dim,

Remember that Someone has told you

To cast all your care upon Him.

The world is unkind and friends may not mind, 

But it matters to Him.

If sorrow and trouble o’ertake you

And grief fill your cup to the brim,

There is One who will never forsake you,

So ‘cast all your care upon Him.’

He will not pass on or bid you begone,

For it natters to Him.

When mourning the loss of the dearest

And tears make your couch seem to swim,

’ Tis then that the promise is clearest

To cast all your care upon Him.

The world may not grieve, but you must believe

That it matters to Him.

If worried and worn, you’ve neglected

The lamp that He gave you to trim,

Even then by His Word you’re directed

To cast all your care upon Him.

His coming is near, though some may not care,

But it matters to Him.

                             F.W.Pitt

    (1 Pet.5.7)

The Berkeley Version renders this: Throw all your anxiety upon Him for His concern is about you.

32  Apocrypha—The.  The Apocryphal books are: Ⅰ&Ⅱ Esdras, Tobit, Judith, the rest of the Chapters of Esther, the Wisdom of Solomon, Ecclesiasticus, Baruch, a letter of Jeremiah, the Song of the Three, Daniel and Susanna, Daniel Bel and the Snake, the Prayer of Manasseh, Ⅰ&Ⅱ Maccabees.

Apocrypha means ‘hidden things’. It has been published in English as a separate volume by the Joint Committee that published The New English Bible and also along with the Scriptures of the Old and the New Testament in The New English Bible with Apocrypha.

‘When I was at Chestnut College, my colleague at that time teaching Hebrew was a great scholar, Owen Whitehouse. I had great joy in his fellowship. We were talking once about the Apocrypha. He was a man with knowledge of all the Semitic languages. I asked him what his feeling was about the Apocrypha. He replied, “ I know the Apocrypha well and this I know, that a close and intimate study of the Hebrew Scriptures and those of the Apocrypha leaves me without a doubt that there is no comparison between them. There is something about all the Hebrew Scriptures that has the very breath of God in them.” That is the Bible we have, God-breathed writings. Those are what we are called upon to teach.’

                                     Dr G. Campbell Morgan 

( 2 Pet.1.21)

33  Apology—A Duke’s.  The Duke of Wellington had rung his bell three times. At length, after immense delay, the footman, quite at his leisure, happened to appear. Wellington fired at him a perfect volley of indignant words. ‘Your grace,’ stuttered the poor fellow, ‘the bell is broken.’ ‘Broken is it? Oh, I was not aware of that. I am really very sorry, William. I beg your pardon.’ A little girl was present. ‘My dear,’ said the Duke beautifully, ‘learn something; whenever you are in the wrong, own it.’

The kindest and the happiest pair

Will find occasion to forbear,

And something every day they live

To pity and perhaps forgive. 

                   Choice Gleanings

(Acts 23.5; James 5.16)

34  Apostles—Deaths of the.  The deaths of Judas Iscariot and of James, the brother of John, are recorded in the New Testament, but for the others we are dependent entirely on tradition for what it is worth. Tradition says that:

Matthew was slain with the sword in Ethiopia. John was put into a burning cauldron in Rome but escaped death. He died a natural death in Ephesus.

James the Great, John’s brother, was beheaded in Jerusalem.

Bartholomew (Nathanael) was flayed alive at the command of a barbarous king.

Andrew was crucified; bound to his cross, he preached to the people till he died.

Thomas was run through the body with a lance in Madras, India.

Peter was crucified upside down.

Jude was shot to death with arrows.

Simon Zelotes (Called the Canaanean) was crucified in Persia.

Matthias was first stoned, then beheaded.

James the Less (of Alphaeus) was beaten to death with a club.

Philip was hanged against a pillar at Hierapolis in Phrygia.

35  Appeal for Missionaries.  Dr Alexander Duff of Calcutta, on furlough in Scotland, was giving a report before the Assembly of the Church of Scotland and had begun to appeal for workers for India when he was taken suddenly ill, collapsed and was carried off the platform unconscious. A doctor who was called bent to examine his heart. Presently Dr Duff opened his eyes. ‘Where am I ?’ he asked, ‘Where am I ?’  ‘Lie still !’ said the doctor, ‘your heart is very weak.’ ‘But,’ exclaimed the old warrior, ‘I must finish my appeal. Take me back. I haven’t finished my appeal yet.’ ‘Lie still !’ said the doctor again, ‘you are too weak to go back.’ But the aged missionary struggled to his feet, his determination overcoming his weakness; and with a doctor on one side and the moderator on the other, the old white-haired warrior was led again to the platform. As he mounted the pulpit steps, the entire Assembly rose to do him honour. Then he continued his appeal:

‘When Queen Victoria calls for volunteers for India’, he exclaimed, ‘hundreds of young men respond; but when the Lord Jesus, heaven’s King, calls, no one goes.’ Then he paused. ‘Is it true’, he asked, ‘that Scotland has no more sons to give for India?’ Again he paused ‘Very well,’ he concluded, ‘if Scotland has no more young men to send to India, then, old and decrepit though I am, I will go back, and even though I cannot preach, I can lie down to the banks of the Ganges and die in order to let the peoples of India know that at least one man in Scotland cares enough for their souls to give his life for them.’

In a moment young men sprang to their feet, crying out, ‘I’ll go! I’ll go!’ After the good missionary went home to glory, many of those young men found their way to India.

(2 Cor.4.15,16)

36  Ark of the Covenant.  The Ark of the Covenant symbolized God dwelling in the midst of His people and foreshadowed Christ in the midst of His saints.

    Israel, defeated by the Philistines, treated it as a CHARM, a mascot to bring them victory in their war against the national enemy; so they carried it from Shiloh into the field of battle. ‘Fetch the Ark: it may save us,’ they cried. The nation was out of touch with God, and vile men—the priests of Israel, Hophni and Phinehas were in charge of the sacred Ark.

It was captured by the Philistines and for Israel ICHABOD was the result. The bloodstained mercy-seat was in the hands of the enemy. Gone were the glories it symbolized, the Judicial glory of divine pardon through the blood sprinkled on and before it, the moral glory of God’s holy law, His perfect standard for His people, contained in it, and the spiritual glory of God’s visible presence in the Shekinah.

The disasters the Ark brought upon its captors compelled the Philistines to restore it to Israel, and it found for a time a new centre in the house of a godly Edomite, Obed-Edom. Of this Harold St. John has written:

‘Now it is a very serious thing to bring the Ark of the Covenant into the centre. A man was smitten to death, and the Ark was swept aside into the house of an Edomite. It stayed there for three months, and you can imagine the woman’s frars—the mother with about seven or eight children—for there was that terrible blood-stained box, and the man who touched it fell dead; and here she is shut up in her cottage with her children, and she says, ‘How can I ever prevent their touching the Ark?” But, as usually happens, all their fears turn out to be mistakes, and the blessings descended on that house, so everyone was talking about it. There is a place where Christ is absolutely central, and such a change has come over those Edomite children, they are so easy to manage, and the house runs as if on oiled wheels. What has happened? Christ has got His place.’

(1 Sam.4.5,11; 2 Sam.6.12)

37  Armour of God.  Here is a footnote from the Emphatic Diaglot: The Grecian armour consisted of two sorts—Defensive and Offensive armour. The apostle selects from these the following which he calls the panoply, or complete armour of God.

1 The Girdle, or military belt, used to brace the armour tight to the body and cover the two parts of the breastplate where they joined; and to support daggers, short swords, etc.

2 The Breastplate consisted of two parts, one reaching from the neck to the navel and the other hanging from the neck to the navel and the other hanging from thence to the knees.

3 The Greaves, made of gold, silver, brass or iron designed to defend the front of the legs and feet.

4 The Helmet, made of various metals and used to protect the head.

5 The Shield, sometimes round and sometimes square, was made of strong, thick leather or hides: sometimes of wood covered with brass or iron.

6 The sword was an offensive weapon. 

He who had all these was completely armed for combat.

The panoply of God is thus a complete equipment for the Christian in every part of his being and life. Not one of the parts of armour can be dispensed with. The Christian must put on the whole armour of God. It is called the panoply of God because it is the ‘armour of light’ (Rom.13.12), the ‘armour of right’ (2 Cor.6.7) and ‘the power of his might’ (Eph.6.10)

Paul in his prison, surrounded by the Praetorian guard and perhaps manacled to one of them, was in an excellent position to observe their armour. There was no armour for the back so no soldier was envisaged as fleeing from the enemy. The expression—the Achilles’ heel—signifying the vulnerable part of Achilles, the Greek who was supposed to be invulnerable, is applied to one who has come through battles unscathed but in the long run has been overcome through one weak spot, a defect in his defensive armour. Achilles was supposed to have been dipped in the River Styx by his mother to render him invulnerable, but in dipping him she had to hold him by the heel. That heel proved to be his vulnerable part.

(Eph.6.11-18)

38  Arms—The Everlasting.  There are many believers like Sancho Panza in Don Quixote, who is fear hung all night from the ledge of a window and found by the light of day that his toes were about an inch from the ground. Many trembling souls fall short of the rest of faith because they are afraid to ‘let go’ and simply trust Him. To the trusting soul who is standing on the definite promise of the Word, the worst that can happen is to fall into the ‘everlasting arms’. ‘ Let go and let God.’

Oh, the everlasting arms, how they hold me,

Ever hold me and enfold me !

Underneath and all around,

And whatever may surround,

Are the mighty everlasting arms.

                            Choice Gleanings

(Deut.33.27)

39  Aseptic—Making Oneself.  Dr Maltbie D. Babcock was on one occasion invited to attend a banquet on a Saturday evening but declined the invitation. Being pressed for a reason, he replied, ‘When a surgeon is about to perform an operation, he is at particular pains to make himself aseptic, that he may carry on foreign substance, no poisonous matter of any kind to his patient. On Sunday I am to preach the Word: I am to be a physician and surgeon of souls. I must do all that I can to keep myself absolutely aseptic. I must not allow even the possibility of carrying to those to whom I minister anything that might vitiate my ministry or lessen its beneficial effect.’ For this reason he was accustomed to set apart Saturday evening as a preliminary preparation for his Sunday services.

                                        The Indian Christian

(James 1.27)

40  Ashamed of Jesus.  A Hindu of high rank was disturbed in mind on the subject of a future state. He had heard of Christians and desired to converse with them about their religion and to gain information about the Lord Jesus Christ. He visited Great Britain provided with introductions to leading people. At a great banquet he said to the gentleman sitting next to him, ‘Can you tell me something about Christ?’ ‘We do not speak about such subjects at dinner parties,’ was the reply. Later he was invited to a fashionable ball and took the opportunity of asking his partner for information about Jesus Christ. Again he was told that a ball was no place for such a subject. ‘How strange these Christians in England are !’ said the Hindu, ‘They seem ashamed to speak about their religion and of Christ, its Founder.’

(Rom.1.16; 2 Tim.1.8,12,16)

41  Ashamed of Yon, Mother?  In the State of Georgia there was a widowed mother who had an only son. She was very poor, and had to work hard to support herself and her son, so took in washing. But the boy was bright; he graduated at the top of his class. He took the ‘Valedictory’, which was given only to the highest man in the class, and a gold medal for special excellence in a particular study. The graduation day came—Commencement Day as it is called in America—and he said to his mother: ‘ Mother, it is Commencement Day, and I graduate today. Why are you not getting ready for the Commencement exercises?’ ‘Oh, she said, ‘ I am not going: I have nothing fit to wear. The grandest people in the town will be there, and you will be ashamed of your old mother in her faded dress.’ His eyes just beamed with admiration as he answered, ‘What! Mother, ashamed of you! Never! I owe everything I have in the world to you and I won’t go unless you do.’

He insisted and his mother consented. He helped her to make herself as tidy looking as possible and started down the street with his mother’s hand on his arm. They entered the hall where the exercises were to take place and took her to one of the best seats among the grandest people in town; and there she sat in her faded dress among the silks and elegance. Her son took his place on the platform and when his turn came delivered his Valedictory address. He received much applause, was given his diploma and his special gold medal; and no sooner had her received it than he walked right down from the platform straight to where his mother was sitting, pinned the gold medal on her dress and said: ‘ There, Mother, that belongs to you! You earned it.’

As Dr Torrey told the story, tears were streaming down the cheeks of many, and, amidst their applause, he said, ‘You do well to applaud, but I want to tell you a better way to applaud. By imitating him. You owe everything to Jesus Christ. Stand up and confess HIM.’

(Matt.10.32)

42  Assurance of Salvation.  Many years ago in Glasgow, Major Whittle held some meetings at one of which a poor woman was saved after listering to an address on John 5.24: ‘Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that heareth my word and believeth on Him that sent me hath everlasting life, and shall not come into condemnation but is passed from death unto life.’ The evangelist wrote the verse on a little card and gave it to her. Accompanied by her little son who had been with her in the service, she took the card home, rejoicing in the knowledge of salvation.

In the morning she came down to breakfast feeling very gloomy, her face overclouded, and inwardly utterly discouraged after a night of conflicts, doubts and fears. Her little boy asked what was the matter. She burst into tears saying ‘Oh, it is all gone. I thought I was saved but I feel just as bad as ever.’ Looking puzzled, the lad said, ‘Why, Mother, has your verse changed?’ I’ll go and see.’ He ran and fetched her Bible with the little card in it and read again the message of John 5.24. ‘Why, Mother,’ he said, ‘it hasn’t changed a bit. It’s just the same as it was last night.’ His mother looked up with a smile now overspreading her face. Her son’s simple trust had dispelled her depression.

43  Assurance—Words of.

If all the SHALLS in Scripture meant PERHAPS,

And all the HATHS meant simple HOPES TO HAVE,

And all the ARES depended on an IF, 

I well might doubt;

But since our Saviour-God means what He says 

And cannot lie,

I trust His faithful Word and know that I

Shall surely dwell to all eternity

With Him Whose love led Him for me to die,

E’ en Christ Himself.

Isaac Watts wrote the hymn in which occurs the verse:

My faith looks back to see

The burden Thou didst bear

When hanging on the accursed tree,

And HOPES her guilt was there.

Charles Wesley changed one word in the last line to read—and KNOWS her guilt was there.

44 Atheism Avowed.  In the month of November, 1793, with the fall of the monarchy in France, the revolutionists decreed that God did not exist and that Reason was to be worshipped in His stead.

A veiled woman was brought into the Convention and one of the leaders said, ‘Mortals, cease to tremble before the powerless thunders of a God whom your fears have created. Henceforth acknowledge no divinity but Reason. I offer you its noblest and purest image: if you must have idols, sacrifice only to such as this.’ The veil was then removed. With open blasphemy the woman was taken in a beautiful carriage to Notre Dame and elevated upon the altar there. She then received adoration from the crowds that gathered. In this manner the France of the Revolution decreed that God did not exist.

(Ps. 14.1; Rom.1.22-25)

45  Atheism—Evil Power of.  Some years ago a man by the name of Martin Thorn was electrocuted at Sing Sing prison, thus paying the extreme penalty for murdering a man. Shortly before his death he said to the Christian worker who had been visiting him in prison: ‘ I was not always bad. I was a good boy and a good man at first. I believed in the Bible, in God and in a future life. I liked the company of Christians and good-living folks. The fatal mistake of my life was the reading of a book written by the atheist, Ingersoll. I am sorry that atheist ever lived. I am sorry I ever read a line of his. The reading of that book was the first step away from God and heaven. My courts has been downward ever since till I have come to a black crime and am now to face a shameful death.’

(Ps.53.1)

46  Atheist and a Peasant Woman.  Some years ago an atheist lecturer was traveling up and down the country pouring out his barrage against the very thought of God, and heaping ridicule on all those he deemed foolish enough to believe in God an din the Bible as the Word of God.

On one occasion he addressed a group gathered in a large hall in which his eloquence stirred them to a high pitch. Proudly considering himself master of the situation, he hurled a challenge to Almighty God to reveal Himself by smiting him to death. When nothing happened, he exclaimed, ‘See, there is no God!’

Thereupon a little peasant woman rose to her feet and addressed the lecturer: ‘Sir, I cannot answer your arguments: your learning is beyond me. You are an educated man while I am only a peasant woman. With your superior intelligence will you answer me one question?

‘I have been a believer in Christ for many years, rejoicing in His salvation and enjoying reading my Bible. His comfort has brought me immense happiness. If when I come to die I learn that there is no God, that Jesus is not the Son of Go, that the Bible is not true, and that there is no salvation or heaven, what have I lost through believing in the Lord Jesus Christ during this life?’

The room was very still as the audience now quickly grasped the logic of the woman’s question. The atheist to whom the audience now turned, answered quietly, ‘Madam, you will not stand to lose a thing.’

The peasant woman spoke again, ‘Sir, you have been kind enough to answer my question. Permit me to ask another. If, when it comes your turn to die, you discover the Bible is true, that there is a God and Jesus is His Son, and that there is a heaven and a hell, what, sir, will you stand to lose?’

The logic was so overwhelming that the crowd leaped to its feet and shouted; but the atheist was silent. He had no answer.

(Prov.27.12)

47  Audience of One.  One stormy night a servant of Christ went to preach in a remote place in one of the States of the U.S.A. The meeting had been arranged and announced beforehand, and many had promised to attend, but owing to the inclemency of the weather only one turned up. The preacher began to question in his mind if it was worth while preaching to only one man. However, remembering that God had sent him there, he spoke with all the earnestness of one with a great burden on his heart and a great work to do. As soon as the preaching was ended he endeavoured to contact the man who had composed his entire audience but found he had composed his entire audience but found he had composed his entire audience but found he had gone. Years later he was accosted by a man who asked, ‘Do you remember me?’

‘No!’ was the preacher’s reply.

‘Do you remember preaching one wet night to only one man?’

‘Yes, I do, and I tried to have a talk with him afterwards, but he went off before I could reach him.’

‘Well!’ he said, ‘I am that man. That sermon led to my conversion, and now this neighbourhood is full of the fruits of that one sermon to one man.’

(John 4.28,29,39)

48  Authenticity of the Bible.  It is said that on January 1,1863, President Lincoln set his name and seal to the proclamation which set four million slaves free. The proclamation was written on four pages of ordinary foolscap in the President’s own handwriting. A few months later this document was given to the manager of a Fair held in Chicago in the interests of the Sanitary Commission, and they sold it to a resident for a large sum. It perished in the great Chicago fire of 1871.

Suppose some slave-owner should then have seized one of his former slaves, challenged him to produce Lincoln’s proclamation as his charter of liberty, and threatened that, if he did not produce it, he would hold him still in slavery. What would the ex-slave do? He could not produce the original since it was long ago destroyed by fire; but though he could not produce that document, he could recover and produce the text of the original message. How? By copies of it in public documents, newspapers of the period, books, private letters and so forth; and also by translations of it in French, German and other languages, and quotations from it in speeches, periodicals, books, etc. By comparing and combining all these he could establish to the satisfaction of a Court of Law the original message granting him liberty.

In the case of the Bible there is a wealth of manuscripts, copies and versions such as no other ancient book can command. For every ten manuscript copies of a classic like Virgil there are a thousand manuscript copies of the Bible. We may well be satisfied, therefore, with the proof which we have of the genuineness and authenticity of the Bible.

                                                       Kemp

49  Backsliding.  Remember, brethren, that decay in grace and backsliding are usually very much like the fall of autumn leaves. You are watching the trees, for even now they are beginning to indicate the coming fall. They evidently know that their verdant robes are to be stripped from them, for they are casting off their first loose vestment. How slowly the time of the brown leaf comes on ! You notice here and there a tinge of the copper hue, and anon the gold leaf or the bronze is apparent. Week after week you observe that the general fall of the leaves is drawing nearer, but it is a matter that creeps slowly on. And so with backsliders.

God save us from falling by little and little! The devil’s little strokes have felled great oaks. Where Satan captures one man by force of strong temptation, he captures ten by the gradual process of sapping and undermining the principles which should rule within.

                                         C.H. Spurgeon

50  Backsliding—Gradual.  In Colorado, U.S.A., there is the ruin of an enormous tree, a seedling when Columbus discovered America and only half grown when the Pilgrim Fathers landed at Plymouth. Fourteen times it had been struck by lightning and had survived the storms of centuries. Age did not wither it, lightning did not blast it, nor did avalanche move it, but it fell—gradually—before an army of tiny beetles. He stood up to storms with undiminished strength but fell before the daily pressure of a woman. 

(Prov.14.14; Jer.8.5)

51  Banner—Heaven’s.  Many years ago a Swedish newspaper carried this story. On his morning ride through Copenhagen the King of Denmark, Christian X, noticed a swastika waving over a public building in violation of the agreement Hitler made with their country. ‘Take it down,’ the king commanded. The German officer refused. ‘It’s up there by new orders from Berlin,’ he said tersely. ‘That flag must be removed before 12 o’clock, otherwise I shall send a soldier up to do it,’ the monarch declared. ‘Any soldier who tries that will be shot,’ warned the Nazis at that point dare not shoot Denmark’s king.

    The Lord from heaven, the King of kings, came to earth to tear down the enemy’s banner and defeat Satan, the prince of this world, and He has done this and hoisted Heaven’s banner. 

(Heb.2.14; 1 John 3.8; Song of Solomon 2.4)

52  Barley Cakes.

The Midianite is in the land, and Israel’s hard bestead.

There’s poverty on every hand, and scarcity of bread:

But brawny Gideon beats at night the threshing of his floor,

And by the winepress, out of sight, conceals his precious store.

How well his honest heart esteems the food his God has given !

A plain unleavened cake he deems fit for a guest from Heaven.

Here is a man whom God can tell, ‘Go thou in this thy might’:

Yes, Midian’s tents shall prove how well a ‘barley cake’ can fight!

A lesson learn from Gideon’s floor: nutritious food for you

Is in the Word; abundance more than ever Canaan grew.

And if you wish to serve the Lord (for still His foes assail),

If you would learn to use the sword, first learn to use the flail.

                                      James S. Tait

(Judg.7.13; 2 Tim.3.16,17)

53  Bartimaeus.
One day I saw a blind man by the way:

He heard but could not see, the passers-by:

His time was spent in begging for his bread,

But few were they who stopped to hear his cry.

He heard one day the multitude draw nigh,

And listened as they talked of Christ the King.

He cried, ‘O Lord, be merciful to me;

My darkness take away and healing bring.’

The great Physician heard him as he cried,

While those around rebuked him in their zeal.

‘What wilt thou?’ was the question that He asked:

‘My sight, O Lord, restore, my blindness heal.’

The Saviour heard his plea and cried, ‘I will!’

He touched his eyes and forthwith gave him sight.

He saw the sun, the flowers, the face of man,

And praised the One who took away his night.

With joy untold he followed Christ that day;

For ever bound was he by love’s decree.

O matchless grace! O wondrous love divine!

The Son of God has made the blind to see. 

(Mark 10.46-52)

54  Beacon from the House of God.  Arbroath Abbey, in Angus, Scotland, high on the hill behind the town, still rears its towering seaward gable pierced by a vast circular aperture, the ‘O’ of Arbroath. On a platform behind this, centuries ago, monks lit the he bonfire which served as a beacon on stormy nights to ships passing the wild and perilous North Sea coast and the dreaded Inchcape Rock. The beacon offered at once, to native and foreigner alike, warning, guidance and cheer, and it shone from the house of God. Even so should the Church of God in every age shine in this dark world. 

(Ps.119.105; Ezek.3.17; 33.2,3)

55  Beauty from Ashes.  A handful of sand is deposited by the Lord in the heart of the earth. Great heat is applied from beneath and ponderous weight from above, until, when found by man, it has become a beautiful fiery opal. God does the same with clay and man finds a lovely amethyst. He does the same thing with black carbon, and man finds a glorious diamond. How? I don’t know. I only know He can take a life that is drab, useless and fruitless and transform it into a beautiful garden full of the sweetest graces for His glory. Now the works of the flesh are…

     But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, … Galatians 5.19-23. Is my life a factory or an orchard?

(Isa.61.3)

56  Beauty—Spiritual.  Spiritual beauty is loveliest when it is unconsciously possessed. Self-conscious virtue is lean and uncrowned. Moses had been closeted with God. The glory of the Lord had been poured upon him, bathing him in unearthly brightness, so that when he returned to the mountain base, his countenance shone like the light. The same transformation is effected every day and by the same means. Spiritual communion alters the fashion of a countenance. The power of a beautiful spirit makes many a plain face lovely. But Moses ‘wist not’ that his face shone. That is the supreme height of spiritual loveliness; to be lovely and not to know it. Surely this is a lesson we need to learn; virtue is so apt to be self-conscious and thus love its glow.

Humility is very beautiful when we see it unimpaired: it is exquisite with the loveliness of Christ. But there is a self-conscious humility which is only a very subtle species of praise. Humility takes the lowest place and does not know that her face shines. Self-consciousness always tends to sour humility and pervert it to pride.

                                               J.H. Jowett, D.D.

57  Beauty—Spiritual.

You may not have beauty

That most crave today:

But then, it is only skin deep, they say.

There are hidden beauties

That one can acquire—

More precious by far than the looks some desire.

There are priceless virtues

That you can display,

Opportunities coming with each passing day:

In being kind-hearted,

Loving and true,

Sincere and patient and humble too.

These are the beauties

That shine from within,

Lasting for ever, much deeper than skin.

                          May Gorrie

(Exod.34.29; Ps.90.17; 2 Cor.3.18)

58  Beauty Unrealised.  An old brier was growing in a ditch. A gardener came along with a spade, dug around it and lifted it out. ‘What is he doing this for? Doesn’t he know that I am an old worthless brier?’

The gardener took it and put it in his garden. ‘What a mistake he has made—planting an old brier like myself among such roses!’ But the gardener came once more and with his keen-edged knife made a slit in the brier and ‘budded’ it with a rose; and by and by when the summer came, lovely roses were blooming on the old brier. Then the gardener said: ‘Your beauty is not due to what came out of you but to what I put into you.’

The human heart is no better than the old brier, but the Heavenly Gardener can graft in the divine life, and the impossible happens. Heavenly virtues bloom where once weeds abounded. Spiritual graces are found and abound because of what He put into us.

By accident a relative of John Ruskin spilt ink over a beautiful silk handkerchief. She wept until her heart literally ached. Then Ruskin came in and smilingly took it from her. Going to his studio he set to work on that blot, drawing figures upon it; then with delicate brush movements he painted a beautiful picture and returned the handkerchief. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘this is not my handkerchief!’ ‘Yes, it is yours. I simply took the ugly blot and transformed it into a picture.’ So God does with us when we truly repent of our failures and mistakes and sins and yield ourselves to Him.

(Isa.61.3; Ezek.16.14; Col.3.9,10)

59  Before and Beside.

Before me is a future all unknown,

A path untrod;

Beside me is a Friend, well-loved and known;

That Friend is God.

Before me lies a new and unseen way

’mid shadows dim;

Beside me is my Guide, and day by day

I walk with Him.

Before me may be trials dark and strange,

And desert waste’

Beside me is the Lord, and His dear hand

My path has traced.

(Exod.33.14,15; Heb.13.5)

60  Beginning—In the.  Frank Borman, an only child born in Gary, Indiana on March 14, 1925, was sickly in childhood, plagued with sinus, mastoid, tonsil and adenoid troubles. At 15 he began taking flying lessons and, after finishing High School, entered the U.S. Military Academy at West Point. There he graduated with honours and immediately transferred to the U.S. Air Force and earned his Wings in 1951. Colonel Borman was a child of God by faith in our Lord Jesus Christ and proved himself to be a man of faith. Sustained by his faith in God, and living a disciplined life, he went on the Apollo 8 orbit round the moon. He was concerned before the take-off about sending out of space a unique message for a Christmas service for all people everywhere on earth, and there came the suggestion of the Creation story, which was typed into the flight plan. This was read, each of the three astronauts taking part, as they were making their last turn into the dark. Gen.1.1-10 was the portion they read, commencing with ‘IN THE BEGINNING GOD…’ These first four words of the Bible may be taken as the Christian’s life motto. In everything begin with God—in companionships, marriage, business partnerships, every day and always. In other words, we must get our priorities right.

(Matt.6.33)

61  Bells and Pomegranates.

With holy awe and reverent pace,

The Priest approached the Holy Place;

Attired in garments that became

The Place where God had set His Name.

His ephod shone with gold and gems,

While softly from the wreathen hems

The mellow music rose and fell

From a ‘pomegranate and a bell,

A pomegranate and a bell.’

Today there’s still a Holy Place,

An Altar, and a priestly race,

A godly order still obtains,

The ‘pattern of the House’ remains.

Shall I invade that sacred shrine

And jingle through its calm divine

With clamorous notes that plainly tell

‘No pomegranates but a bell,--

Another bell—and another bell?’

O for the grace that knows to suit 

The outward sound to inward fruit;

That knows how well the music blends,

When lips confess and life commends;

That, though with boldness coming, brings

No reckless touch to holy things;

But hems the priestly garment well,

With ‘ a pomegranate and a bell,

A pomegranate and a bell.’

                    James 2. Tait

(Exod.28.34; Heb.13.15,16)

62  Beloved—My.

What is thy Beloved more than another Beloved?

O what is thy Beloved? They oft enquire of me,

And what in my Beloved so passing fair I see?

Is it the heavenly splendour in which He shines above,

His riches and dominion, that won my heart’s best love?

O no! ‘tis not His glories. He’s worthy of them all!

’ Tis not the Throne and Sceptre, before which angels fall:

I view with heart exulting each crown His head adorns:

But O, He looks most lovely, wearing His crown of thorns.

I’m glad to see His raiment, than snow more spotless white,

Refulgent with its brightness, more dazzling than the light;

But more surpassing lovely His form appears to me

When stripp’d and scourged and bleeding,

He hung upon the tree.

With warmest adoration I see Him on the throne

And join the loud hosannas that His high virtues own;

But O, most blessed Jesus, I must confess to Thee

More than the throne of glory I love that sacred tree.

I joy to see the diadems upon Thy royal brow,

The state and power and majesty in which Thou sittest now;

But ’tis Thyself, Lord Jesus, makes Heaven seem Heaven to me,

Thyself, as first I knew Thee, uplifted on the tree.

Though higher than the highest, most mighty King Thou art,

Thy grace, and not Thy greatness, first touched my rebel heart;

Thy sword it might have slain me, Thine arrows drunk my blood,

But ’twas the cross subdued me and won my heart to God.

Thy scepter rules creation, Thy wounded hand rules me;

All bow before Thy footstool, I but the nail-prints see.

Aloud they sound Thy titles, Thou Lord of lords most high.

One thrilling thought absorbs me—this Lord for me did die.

O, this is my Beloved. There’s none so fair as He:

The chief among ten thousand, He’s all in all to me.

My heart just breaks with longing to dwell with Him above

Who wooed me first and won me by His sweet dying love.

                                 J.D. Deck

64  Beloved—My.  Reverse had befallen a prosperous merchant and he failed in business. With haggard countenance and breaking heart, he said to his wife as the family gathered round the table in his home, ‘My dear, I am ruined. The table in his home, ‘My dear, I am ruined. I have lost my all.’ ‘All?’ queried his wife, ‘No! I am left!’ ‘All!’ said his eldest son, ‘but you have me too!’ ‘And I am still with you,’ said his affectionate daughter, putting her arms round her father’s neck. ‘And you have your health left, darling!’ said his wife. ‘And your hands still strong to work!’ added his daughter. ‘And your feet, Dad, to carry you about, and your eyes to see with,’ said his youngest son.

Granny then chipped in: ‘You have also God’s promises which are exceeding great and precious.’ And mother topped the list of mercies with: --‘And a kind, good Father, and a heavenly Home before you.’

‘God forgive me!’ said the merchant, ‘I haven’t lost all. Indeed, I haven’t lost much compared with the inestimable wealth that is left to me.’

(Ps.103.2)

65  Bereavement and God’s Will.  J.D. Tippit was the policeman shot dead by Lee Oswald, the assassin of President John Kennedy. The Tippit story began in Red River County, Texas, U.S.A., in 1946, just after J.D. Tippit came home from service in the World War. He took Marie to a revival meeting, and from that first date there developed a friendship and love that culminated in marriage on December 26, 1946.

    Marie Tippit and her husband had been Christians for over a year, and they were members of, and regular attenders at, a church in Red River County until they moved to Dallas. In 1952 J.D. Tippit joined the police force to provide a livelihood for his wife and family. Though they realized they could not be effective workers for the Lord without belonging to a local church, they allowed many things to keep them out of active service. In 1962 they rededicated their lives to the Lord and became active Christian workers. About that time their son Allen and daughter Brenda were saved and baptised.

After the death of her husband God spoke again to Marie Tippit, and her response was a full committal of her life to the Lord. ‘The experiences that have come during this period of bereavement’, she said, ‘have drawn me closer to God than I have ever been before. I could never have got through the experiences of the past months without God’s presence and power. I can truly say I have been able to forgive Lee Oswald for the crime he committed in killing my husband. My desire is to live a simple normal life by raising my children and helping them to find the will of God for their lives. I have the assurance that I shall see my husband and be reunited to him in that eternal city that Jesus has gone to prepare for all who trust Him as Saviour and Lord.’

66  Best for God—THE.  One of India’s many widow had two young sons, one sturdy and robust, the other puny, sickly and not likely to live to be any stay or support to her. She took them on a long pilgrimage to the banks of the sacred River Ganges at Varanasi, and there, after hugging him lovingly to her bosom and covering his face with kisses, she flung the sturdy lad into the river, ‘a living sacrifice’. Asked later why she did not give the younger, puny boy as a sacrifice to her god, instead of the strong, sturdy elder brother, she replied, ‘My gods demand the best from me, don’t they?’

Do we give God our best?

                                      Crawford J. Tilsley

(Lev.22.20,21; Rom.12.1)

67  Bethlehem—The Babe of.

Was Jesus God, the Babe of Bethlehem

Who took upon Himself the form of man?

Was He in very deed the great I AM,

Who came to carry out the Father’s plan?

Yes, He was God, and He is God today.

No other could have paid the price of sin.

‘Twas God Who trod earth’s road so long ago,

And yet He deigns to dwell my heart within.

                        Oswald J. Smith

Even in Lowly Bethlehem where crowds all day had trod.

Some shepherds sought the Saviour and found the Lamb of God.

Even in peaceful Bethlehem with all the town asleep,

They saw in Him the shepherd who would die to save His sheep.

Even in blessed Bethlehem as sheep beneath His rod,

The shepherds returned praising and glorifying God.

Even in humble Bethlehem with all the world asleep,

They knew Him as their Shepherd and followed as His sheep.

                              C.A. Lufburrow

(Luke 2.12-15)

68  Beulah.  ‘Beulah’ is one of the names given to Israel’s land, and it occurs only once in the Bible. It is celebrated in some of our hymns as the dwelling-place of God’s heavenly people today; and it is also the name of individual homes and a personal Christian name, especially of women. Its use has given rise to an amusing story. A preacher was explaining the meaning of the names in Isaiah 62.4, and had just pointed out that ‘Hephzibah’ signifies ‘My delight is in her’. Then he went on to state, ‘and “Beulah” means “to be married”’. Just at that moment a young lady, ‘Beulah’ by name, rather late in arriving at the service, took her seat, her face all suffuses with blushes at what she thought was the announcement of her intentions which she had till then only confided to a few of her friends.

69  Bible—A Library.  George Brealey, founder and evangelist of the Blackdown Hills’ Mission, was on one occasion staying in the home of a minister of the Gospel who offered him the use of his well-stocked library. ‘Thank you,’ he replied, ‘but I carry my library with me—66 books. ‘It’s a shame to have to carry all these with you,’ said his host. ‘No1’ replied Mr. Brealey, ‘they pack quite small.’ Producing his Bible, he said, ‘Here they are! All 66 books in one volume: 39 in the Old Testament and 27 in the New.’

This wonderful library has a catalogue of its books on one of its front pages, and contains history, ethnology, law, ethics, poetry, drama, medical science, prophecy, political economy, social studies, and biographies. Every book has a main theme and they all centre round one outstanding Person, the Lord Jesus Christ, who said, ‘They testify of Me.’

When imprisoned during the years of the Second World War for his faithfulness to the Word of God, Pastor Martin Niemoller found this library a great source of consolation, and said, ‘The Word of God was simply everything to me—comfort and strength, guidance and hope, master of my days and companion of my nights, the bread of life which kept me from starvation and the water of life that refreshed my soul.’

In the darkness of solitary confinement in Marxist China, Geoffrey Bull was for a long time without his library. But what a relief he experienced when he had his Bible restored to him and could read it!

O Library of books! O Word of words!

The only Book whose title is ‘ the Lord’s’:

Thy theme—the Truth, the Light, the Life, the Way,

That leads from darkness to eternal day.

70  Bible and its Author.  The book of the Bible were written by over forty different men, but all have but one Author, God.

This Book contains the Author’s mind, His great eternal Plan,

The waywardness of human kind, the state of God-made man. 

Salvation’s way is here made plain, the sinner’s doom foretold;

The Christian’s happiness and gain its pages here unfold.

How holy its doctrinal Truth, its precepts how secure,

Its histories of age and youth, decrees so firm and sure!

True wisdom it unfolds to all who read its sacred page

And, answering the loving call, a war with sin will wage.

Their safety in belief is found, their holiness in use.

It snaps the chains that sin had bound, sheds light on themes obtuse.

Its daily food support will give to comfort and to cheer,

For if we by its precepts live our hearts need know no fear.

It is the pilgrim traveller’s guide, the staff that gives him aid,

The pilot’s compass o’er life’s tide, the soldier’s trusty blade,

The Christian’s charter in this world, his balm for every ill,

His banner glorious which, unfurled, reveals his Master’s will.

Here Paradise restored is seen and Heaven’s open gate,

And Hell disclosed in frightful mien, the sinner’s awful fate.

Christ is its grand eternal Theme, God’s glory its chief end

Designed to make their joy supreme who trust the sinner’s Friend.

The memory should with it be filled, the heart obeys its rule;

The rod for all who are self-willed, for ‘babes in Christ’ the school.

Peruse its sacred page with care: to it have oft recourse,

And by sincere and earnest prayer you’ll reach that blessed Source

And find within a mine of wealth, a paradise of bliss.

For souls impoverished in health the healing Water this.

How great the onus it involves on teachers of its truth

Whose precepts are their firm resolve, instructing errant youth!

What great reward is their who seek its message to impart,

And for their blessed Master speak a word to cheer the heart.

To those who trifle with the Word or apathy assume 

Will come the judgement of the Lord Who will pronounce their doom.

                                            C.R. Caie

(Ps.119.9,105,130; Heb.4.12,13)

71  Bible—Buying a.  Senor Antonio Parisi, Bible Society Colporteur in Northern Argentina, stopped at a humble hut. The woman who lived there wanted to buy a Bible but did not have sufficient money to pay for it. ‘Wait unitl my son returns from the village: he will pay for it,’ she said. Time passed but the son had not returned. ‘Just a little longer,’ pleaded the mother; but the colporteur had a long distance to travel to Quilimif and wanted to get there before nightfall. He and his wife got into their jeep but could not get it to start. Meantime the son returned from the market and a child ran out with the price of the Bible.. When the colporteur next pressed the starter, the jeep roared into life.

A few days later, at a general store beside a petrol pump, the jeep again refused to start. The colporteur, knowing what God wanted him to do, grabbed his satchel of books, entered the store and sold a Bible to the man in charge. Again the engine started up immediately and they were able to proceed.

But there is a sequel. Recounting these experiences at a course for Scripture distributors held in San Pedro do Jejuy some time later, the colporteur was thrilled when one of the students stood up and said, ‘I am the son who returned in time to buy my mother a Bible.’ That was 900 miles from San Pedro de Jejuy.

(Prov.23.23)

72  Bible—Facts about the.

1 The Bible is one of the simplest books in the world, for where is the hild who does not understand and enjoy its delightful stories?

2 The Bible is the most profound book in the world, for it contains also the deep things of God.

3 The Bible is the cheapest book in the world for its size; yet more money has been expended for a single copy than for any other book in the world. (￡100,000 was paid for the Sinaitic Version.)

4 The Bible is the most available book in the world, printed in more languages and dialects than any other book.

5 The Bible has had the greatest moral influence in the world, enlivening man’s conscience, elevating womanhood, and sanctifying family life. It condemns falsehood, covetousness, hatred, impurity and idolatry in all its forms.

6 The Bible is them most quoted book in the world—by all classes, creeds, and persuasions. Men cannot get away from its wisdom, knowledge and influence.

7 The Bible is the most hated book in the world, for men have sought to destroy it and to forbid its possession.

8 The Bible is the most loved book in the world among all nations in all lands. Some have sold their all to obtain a copy and walked long distances to obtain it and hear it read.

73  Bible Features.  The Bible contains 66 books, 39 in the Old Testament and 27 in the New Testament. The Old Testament has 929 chapters and 23,214 verses; and the New Testament has 270 chapters, and 7,931 verses. The whole Bible has 1,199 chapters and 31,145 verses. Proverbs is the middle book of the Old Testament, Job. 20 the middle chapter and 2 Chronicles 26.17 the middle verse. 2 Thessalonians is the middle book of the New Testament, Romans 13 and 14 the middle chapters, and Acts 11.17 the middle verse. The middle verse of the Bible is Psalm 117.8: the longest verse is Esther 8.9: the shortest is John 11.35. There are four verses alike in Psalm 107, viz. verses 8,15,21,31. The English Bible contains about four times as many words as are found in a book of average length. In the Authorised Version only about 6000 different words are used, which is very small compared with 20,000 in the writings of William Shakespears, and many of these short words—grace, faith, glory, Jesus—are full of the most profound meaning.

Of the Bible Sir Walter Scott, the well-known novelist and poet, wrote:

    Within this wondrous volume lies

The mystery of mysteries;

Happiest they of human race

To whom their God has given grace

To read, to fear, to hope, to pray,

To lift the latch and find the way;

And better had they ne’er been born

That read to doubt, or read t scorn.

74  Bible—Heaven’s Ledger.

O Book infinite sweetness! Let my heart

Suck every letter, and a honey gain,

Precious for any grief in any part,

To clear the breast, to mollify all pain.

Thou art all health, health-thriving till it make 

A full eternity; thou art a mass

Of strange delights, where we may wish and take.

Ladies, look here; this is the thankful glass,

That mends the looker’s eyes; this is the well

That washes what it shows. Who can endear

Thy praise too much? Thou art heaven’s ledger here,

Working against the states of death and hell.

Thou art joy’s handful: heaven lies flat in thee, 

Subject to every mounter’s bended knee.

O that I knew how all thy lights combine,

And the configurations of their glory!

Seeing not only how each verse doth shine,

But all the constellations of the story.

Stars are poor books, and oftentimes do miss;

This book of stars lights to eternal bliss.

                      A.C. Rose

(Ps.19.10; 119.89)

75  Bible—Memorising the.  Some years ago a humble villager in Eastern Poland received a Bible from a colporteur who visited his hamlet, read it, was converted and passed it on to others. Through that one Bible two hundred more people became believers. When the colporteur, Michael Billester, revisited the town, the group gathered to worship and listen to his preaching. Billester suggested that, instead of giving the customary testimonies, they all recite verses of Scripture. Thereupon a man asked, ‘Do you mean verses or chapters?’ ‘Can some of you recite chapters of the Bible?’ the colporteur asked in astonishment. The villagers had memorised whole books of the Bible. Thirteen people knew Matthew, Luke, and half of Genesis, and one had committed the Psalms to memory. Together they knew practically the whole Bible. The old book had become so worn that its pages were hardly legible.

(Ps.119.11; Acts 12.24)

76  Bible—Reading the.  A young lady, lately married to a faithful and devoted missionary, was on her way to the port from which she was soon to sail with her husband for South Africa. On the journey their stage coach changed horses early in the morning in the town where her brother was at school. Running up into his bedroom to bid him Goodbye, she said to him very earnestly, ‘Robert, read your Bible.’

About forty years later the head of a large Mission school in India who had done a great work for Christ among lads of high caste, lay dying. A fellow missionary standing by his bedside asked, ‘ Is it true that your sister’s words led you to read the Scriptures?’ ‘Yes!’ he replied, ‘she told me to read my Bible and I have done it: I’ve done it!’ Then Robert passed away.\

                                                George Everard

77 Bible Remains for Ever.  Writing on the Bible, Sir Winton Churchill said:

‘Let men of science and learning expand their knowledge and prise and probe with their researches very detail of the records which have been preserved to us from those dim ages. All they will do is to fortify the grand simplicity and essential accuracy of the recorded truths which have lighted so far the pilgrimage of men.

Captains and conquerors leave a little dust,

And kings a dubious legend of their reigns;

The swords of Caesar now are left to rust;

God’s Word, the Bible, evermore remains.’

(Ps.119.89,99)

78  Bible Solves Problems.  The Bible demands for itself our obedience, for to the degree in which we obey, to that degree the divine Author will reveal its secrets and answer the deepest problems of our enquiring minds. The Bible--

  1 gives the only reasonable explanation of the origin of the world:

  2 gives a clear simple explanation of the cause of human failure, sin and suffering:

  3 solves the problem of death and gives a sure and certain hope of eternal life:

  4 Provides a way of salvation in Christ whereby sinful men can find peace and acceptance with God:

  5 Solves the problem of the future of the race in giving promise of a new heaven and a new earth wherein dwells righteousness.

Which then will you have? Atheism and ignorance? Or God and the Bible?

79  Bible—Source of Comfort.  The Royal Albert Hall was filled some years ago with people who came in their thousands to render testimony to the value of the Bible. Here is the testimony given by the Emperor Haile Selassie, exiled then from his land, Ethiopia: ‘From early childhood I was taught to appreciate the Bible, and my love for it increases with the passage of time. All through life I have found it a cause of unfailing comfort…For myself I glory in the Bible.’

80  Bible—Suited to all Circumstances.

If thou art merry, here are airs;

If melancholy, here are prayers:

If studious, here are those things writ

Which may deserve thy ablest wit.

If hungry, here is food divine;

If thirsty, nectar, Heavenly wine.

Read then ,but first thyself prepare

To read with zeal and mark with care:

And when thou read’st what there is writ,

Let thy best practise second it.

So twice each precept writ should be,

First in the Book, and then in thee.

(Job 23.12)

81  Bible—Transforming Power of.  Vicente, the which-doctor, announced one day t his wife, ‘This town is so terrible that we shall have to move. We can’t raise our children here.’

    The little town in the mountains of Cuba where Vicente lived had indeed degenerated through drunkenness, gambling, lust and crime, so that even Vicente, whose nefarious religious traffic was largely responsible for much of this condition, feared for his family.

Soon after his decision to move, while visiting a nearby city, Vicente discovered a Bible. He did not know what it was except that it appeared to be a religious book; and, being a religious man, he bought it and took it home. A spiritualistic séance was scheduled for his home that night, but instead of the usual programme Vicente decided to read his newly acquired Bible to the people who had gathered. As he read, they were all greatly impressed and wanted more. So night after night Vicente read the Bible to those mountain people.

When some of the listeners wanted Bibles for themselves, Vicente went back to the city, bought additional copies and brought them to his followers. Soon lives began to be transformed. Drunkards stopped their drinking: gamblers began to earn honest livings. People were praying and telling their acquaintances what a wonderful thing it was to have a friend like the Jesus of the Bible.

Vicente was much surprised at what was happening and especially at what had happened in his own life through reading the Book. Hearing that there were Christian churches that used the Bible, he found the address of a missionary and invited him to come. The missionary came, found many people convicted of sin and some converted. As a result a church of born-again, committed Christians was formed and Vicente became their preacher and teacher. He began to visit nearby villages and witnessed to the people, with the result that spiritual miracles took place in many places.

The Bible always bears fruit—in Cuba or anywhere else in the world.

Christian Literature and World Crusade (Ps.119.130; Heb.4,12,13)

82  Bible Translation.  An editorial in the Bible Translator ran as follows:

Not infrequently the Editor’s postbag contains a letter from some unknown correspondent giving details of an old copy of the Bible of which he is the proud and optimistic possessor. First comes the detailed description of the book, its age and peculiar features, etc., then the inevitable question, ‘Can you tell me what this Bible is worth?’—in terms of hard cash, of course! The year 1964 marks the centenary of the translation of one of the most significant Bibles in Modern history, that of Van Dyck into classical Arabic. Scattered throughout the Arabic-speaking world, especially in Egypt, the Lebanon and the Near and Middle East, there must be many thousands of copies of this now venerable translation. One wonders if anyone could begin to offer an estimate as to their worth—in terms of spreading the Gospel of truth, transforming human lives, founding churches, challenging error, silently but eloquently witnessing in the very heart of the Islamic world to the perfect plan of God for the redemption of men by His Son, Jesus Christ.

The truth is that in terms like these no one can begin to estimate the value of any Bible, and least of all this particular translation.

                          W.J. Bradnock (October, 1964)

( 1 Sam.3.1; Ps.119.72)

83  Bible—Uniqueness of the.  A colporteur was offering the Bible to some Moslems who were sitting in a coffee shop. One of them asked, ‘Are you a preacher?’ The colporteur replied, ‘No, I am just a colporteur.; Then another man spoke up. ‘Beware, this man is worse than the preacher who speaks to you and then goes away. This man leaves with you a Book which is able to convert you to Christianity.’

Professor Max Muller knew the sacred books of the East as few scholars have known them, and he said that it only enabled him to say with a new assurance: ‘I am not ashamed of the gospel. The Bible is altogether unique in its unity, its purity, its authority and its power to uplift and bless. It means just what it says.’

  There are some who believe in the Bible,

  There are some who believe a part,

  Some who trust with a reservation

  And some with all their heart;

  But I know that every promise

  Is firm and sure always;

  It is tried as the precious silver

  And it means just what it says.

                     A.B. Simpson

(Ps.19.10; John 17.17)

84  Bitter Fruit Made Sweet.

Lokman the faithful had a lord he served

With constant zeal that never flagged nor swerved.

So closely knit were they in one accord 

You scarce could tell which slave was, which was lord.

One day the master a bitter melon gave,

Unconscious of its taste, to his dear slave,

Who ate as though’ twere something to enjoy

And gave no sign of shrinking or annoy.

But when one slice was left of that harsh fruit

His master thought that he would follow suit

And swallow it. Then, for one moment he

Was dumb; and then, his wonderment set free,

With eyes that watered, throat all burning hot,

He questioned Lokman: ‘Whence is it you got

Such patience as an eagle’s reach exceeds?’

Lokman replied, ‘My Lord, so many deeds

Of kindness hast thou shown to thy poor slave

With your dear hand, that if, for once it gave

A bitter fruit, should I then hesitate

Or, weakly querulous, bemoan my fate?’

Love makes the bitter sweet if love be real,

Trusting the purpose, though the clouds conceal.

                       A Persian Legend

(Rev.10.9,10)

85  Blessings or Mercies.  The late H.P. Barker, a master of illustration, tells of a visit to a shut-in child of God. He sat by her bedside, reading the Word and talking of the things of God. Then he asked, ‘What is your favourite hymn?’

‘There are so many, Mr. Barker: I don’t know which one I like best.’

‘Try to think of your favourite,’ said H.P. Barker.

‘Well, I am very found of “Count your many blessings.”’

They sang it together. Then he said, ‘Now, we must do it, must we not? Let us have a few of your blessings.’

‘Oh,’ she replied, ‘there are so many I couldn’t begin to count them.’

‘You are not going to wriggle out of it like that. Let me hear you begin to count a few of your blessing.’

‘Well, it’s springtime now and with the coming of the lovely sunshine, somehow the rheumatism in my knees gets a bit easier, and that’s a blessing.’

‘Let’s have another,’ said Mr. Barker.

‘You know,’ the lady went on, ‘last year the potatoes grew wonderfully in my garden. A friend of mine dug them up and there was such a stock of them that they’ve lasted all through the winter. That’s great blessing these hard times.’

‘Well, another?’

‘You know, I’ve got a son who lives in Manchester and every now and then he writes to me and he pops a ten shilling note in the letter, and in these hard times it’s a great blessing.’

‘Listen, sister,’ said H.P. Barker, ‘you’ll be surprised and shocked when I tell you that none of the things you have mentioned are blessings.’

‘Indeed they are,’ she exclaimed, ‘they are great blessings to me.’

‘No!’ he said, ‘these are not blessings. These are what God calls Mercies. God does not give His blessings to everyone, but in wondrous grace He gives His mercies to everyone. He only gives His blessings to those who are in Christ Jesus. You can share your mercies with others, but you cannot share your blessings!’

                                            Harold Wildish

(Ps.103.1,2)

86  Blind from Birth.  A preacher in Hyde Park had just finished what he had to say when a man stepped from the crowd and addressed the company thus:

‘Ladies, and gentlemen, you have been listening to this chap talking about God, heaven and Jesus Christ. He has had a lot to say about sin and death, the devil and hell. I hope you won’t believe a word of it. I don’t. I refuse to believe what I cannot see.’ In this manner he went on for some time, ridiculing faith in the invisible.

As he finished, another man elbowed his way forward and he, too, addressed the company. ‘Friends,’ he said, ‘ I hear that not very far from here suns a river. I don’t believe it. Many declare the grass hereabouts is a beautiful green. I don’t believe it. And some also say that by these walks are pretty shrubs which yearly blossom to please the yet of man and make the surroundings pleasant. Again, let me declare, I don’t believe it. Now I am sure that most of you standing here will decide that I am talking like a fool, but I am not a fool. I am really serious.

‘I have never seen a river. I have never seen the grass and never looked upon a beautiful flower, for I was born blind. The more I talked to you as I have done, the more it would appear to you that I must be blind, and unless sight is given to me, I shall never see the flowers, the grass, the river that flows silently into the sea. But—does this justify my insisting that what I cannot see I will not believe? Certainly not!’

Then, turning in the direction of the other man, the blind man went on: ‘You, sir, by your statements disprove nothing the preacher has said. What you do prove, however, is that you are blind—spiritually blind—and that is why you do not understand what many people here know to be true.’

                                    The Indian Christian

(John 9.40,41; 2 Cor.4.4)

87  Blind Once—Now I See.  A young man had suffered for many years form a direful disease which gradually rendered his limbs immovable. On who had witnessed many cases of severe bodily suffering stated that he had never seen anything to compare with that with which this dear man was afflicted for so many years. Finally his sight also completely failed. When in this state he called someone to him to write down from his lips the good matter which his heart was inditing, and he spoke as follows:

Once I could see, but ne’er again

Shall I behold the verdant plain

Jeweled with flowers of colour bright,

Bathed in a flood of golden light.

The birds, the brilliant butterflies,

These all in thought before me rise;

The shining rivulet whose song

Comes sweetly murmuring along;

The sky, the clouds, the grass, the trees,

All waving, glancing in the breeze—

I see them pictured in my mind,

But there alone, for I am mind,

Blind, did I say? How can it be

Since, I by faith, my Saviour see

Exalted on the throne above,

Beaming with mercy, grace and love?

A view like this is better far

Than sun or moon or glittering star,

Or glowing landscape, sunny skies,

Or sight that’s fair to mortal eyes.

I THANK my God that He has put

A veil before my eyes, and shut

All earthly objects from my sight

And Christ revealed in glory bright.

Henceforth my word shall ever be—

Once I was blind but now I see.

(John 9.25)

88  Blood of Christ.  An American evangelist, friend of Dr H.A. Ironside, was involved in a car accident and taken to a Roman Catholic Hospital where he lay for several months. On a nearby bed lay a young priest, evidently a sincere and earnest man, but greatly troubled in view of his possible death. An aged priest came from time to time to hear his confession and grant him absolution.

The evangelist longed to speak to him but found him very difficult to approach. One day, however, as the older priest was about to leave, he heard the young man say to him, ‘Father, it is very strange. I have done everything I know to do, I have endeavoured to carry out all the church has asked, and yet I have no peace. How can I be sure that God has put away my sins?’

The older priest looked at him compassionately and then exclaimed: ‘Surely the blood of Christ ought to count for something.’ As though a flash of divine light had entered his soul, the young man’s countenance changed. Then he looked up eagerly to exclaim, ‘Ah, yes, it counts for everything. I can trust that.’

And it was evident afterwards that his soul had entered into peace.

(Rom.3.20,24; 1 John 1.7)

89  Blue Eyes or Brown.  Amy Carmichael of Dohnanur, India, a great missionary, a poetess and the author of many interesting missionary books, was the eldest of a family of seven. While still very young, she began to notice that her godly mother’s prayers meant something, for God heard and answered them. She decided to try an experiment in prayer on her own. She greatly admired her mother’s beautiful blue eyes and was very disappointed that her own were brown. So one night, full of hope, she knelt down and asked God to change her eyes and make them blue instead of brown. Early next morning, her heart pounding with excitement, she pushed a chair over to the dressing table and clambered up to examine her new blue eyes in the mirror. She nearly fell off the chair with disappointment when she found that her eyes were still brown. It was no good; God had not answered her prayer. Then she seemed to hear a quiet voice saying to her, ‘God said “ NO!”—isn’t “NO” an answer?’ Someone has put this incident into verse:

Just a tiny little child three years old

And a mother with a heart all of gold:

Often did that mother say

Jesus hears us when we pray,

For He’s never far away,

And He always answers.

Now that tiny little child had brown eyes,

And she wanted blue instead, like the skies;

For her mother’s eyes were blue

Like forget-me-nots. She knew

All her mother said was true;

Jesus always answered.

So she prayed for two blue eyes, said ‘Goodnight!’

When to sleep in deep content and delight;

Woke up early, climbed a chair

By a mirror: where, oh where

Could the blue eyes be? Not there!

Jesus hadn’t answered;

Hadn’t answered her at all. Nevermore

Could she pray. Her eyes were brown as before.

Did a little soft wind blow?

Came a whisper sweet and low,

‘Jesus answered: He said “NO!”

Isn’t “no” an answer?’

Many years later, when as a missionary she worked among the brown-eyed Indian women and girls, she thanked the Lord that He had said ‘No’ to her prayer and had not given her blue eyes. Sometimes the Lord says ‘Not yet!’, sometimes ‘Not your way!’ Sometimes He says, ‘Yes, of courts!’ and sometimes He says Amy Carmichael proved when she went to serve Him in India.

90  Boat—Peter’s.

i owned a boat a while ago 

and sailed the morning sea without a fear;

and whither any breeze might fairly blow

I steered my little craft afar or near;

Mine was the boat and mine the air,

And mine the sea without a care.

My boat became my place of nightly toil.

I sailed at sunset for the fishing ground.

At morn the boat was freighted with the spoil

That my all-conquering work and skill had found;

Mine was the boat and mine the net,

And mine the power and skill to get.

One day there passed along the silent short,

As I my net was casting in the sea,

A man who spoke as never man before:

I followed Him: new life began in me;

Mine was the boat but His the voice,

And His the call, but mine the choice.

Oh!’ twas a fearful night out on the lake,

And all my skill availed not at the helm—

Till Him asleep I wakened, crying, ‘Take,

Take Thou command lest waters overwhelm;’

Mine was the boat but His the sea,

And His the peace o’er all and me.

Once from this boat He taught the curious throng,

Then bade me let down nets into the sea;

I murmured but obeyed: nor was it long

Before the catch amazed and humbled me.

His was the boat and His the skill,

And His the catch, and His my will.

(Matt.4.18-20; Mark 4.37-41; Luke 5.1-9)

91  Bondslave of Jesus Christ.

I’m but a slave!

I have no freedom of my own:

I cannot choose the smallest thing,

Nor e’en my way.

I am a slave!

Kept to do the bidding of my Master:

He can call me, night and day.

Were I a servant, I could claim wages,

Freedom—sometimes anyway.

But I was bought!

Blood was the price my Master paid for me,

And I am now His slave,

And evermore will be.

He takes me here, He takes me there;

He tells me what to do.

I just obey—that’s all;

I trust Him too.

              M.W. Booth

(Rom.1.; 1 Cor.6.19,20; 1 Pet.1.18,19)

92  Book—The Agnostic’s.  Lew Wallace, the author of Ben Hur, told this story to a friend. He said:

I had always been an agnostic and denied Christianity. Robert C. Ingersoll was one of my most intimate friends. It was generally known that I was an agnostic. I had been appointed Governor of Arizona, and after serving my term, was returning East together with Ingersoll. As we neared St. Louis, in conversation on ordinary things, we both noticed a forest of church spires. ‘Isn’t it a shame’, Ingersoll remarked, ‘that so many apparently intelligent people continue to believe the foolish doctrines that are being taught under these church spires? When will the time arrive that the teachings of the so-called Bible will be thrown out as foolishness?’

Suddenly Ingersoll looked me in the face and said: ‘See here, Wallace, you are a learned man and a thinker. Why don’t you gather material and write a book to prove the falsity concerning Jesus Christ, that no such man has ever lived, much less the author of the teachings found in the New Testament. Such a book would make you famous. It would be a masterpiece, and a way of putting an end to the foolishness about the so-called Christ and the Saviour of the world.’

This thought made a deep impression on me and we discussed the possibility of such a book. I said I would try to gather material and have it published as the masterpiece of my life and the crowning glory of my work.

I went to Indianapolis, my home, and told my wife my purpose. She was a member of the Methodist Church and naturally did not like my plan. But I decided to do it and began to collect material in libraries here, and in the old world. I gathered everything over that period in which Jesus Christ, according to saying, should have lived. Several years were spent in this work. When I had accumulated all possible proof I began to write the book. I had written nearly four chapters when it became clear to me that Jesus Christ was just as real a personality as Socrates, Plato, Caesar and other ancient men. The conviction became certainty. I knew that Jesus Christ had lived on earth because of the facts connected with the period in which He had lived.

I was in an uncomfortable position. I had begun to write a book to prove that no such person as Jesus Christ had ever lived on earth. Now I was face to face with the fact that He was just as historic a personage as Julius Caesar, Mark Antony, Virgil, Dante, and a host of other men who had lived in the olden days. I asked myself candidly—If He was a real person (and there was no doubt) was He not then also the Son of God and the Saviour of the world? Gradually the consciousness grew that, since Jesus Christ was a real person, He probably was the One He claimed to be. The conviction became so strong that one night it grew into certainty.

I fell on my knees to pray for the first time in my life, and I asked God to reveal Himself to me, forgive my sins and help me to become a follower of Christ. Towards morning the light broke into my soul. I went into my bedroom, woke my wife and told her that I had received Jesus Christ as my Lord and Saviour. ‘O Lew,’ she said, ‘I have prayed for this ever since you told me of your purpose to write this book—that you would find Him while you wrote it!’

                              Pilgrim Trace Society

93  Books—The Making of.  The present age is an ear of books. The world is being flooded with all kinds of literature. Solomon said, ‘Of the making of books there is no end.’ This is not to despise books or the messages they seek to convey, but there is a need to keep books in their proper place.

That man of God, J.N. Darby, said near the end of his life that it was the Scriptures that gave him authority to keep his small library. There had been a period in his life when he had thought of dispensing with all his books and concentrating only on the Bible. At that particular time God spoke to him through the words of Paul in 2 Tim.4.13.

                                               J.S. McNaught

94  Bottle in the Smoke.  ‘I am become like a bottle in the smoke.’ This is an Oriental metaphor. The Asian peasantry keep many articles, dry or liquid, in leather bottles of kid or goatskin for security, and suspend them from the roof or hang them against the walls. Hanging there, they become blak with smoke in rooms that have no chimneys. The smoke escapes through an aperture in the roof or by the door. The bottles feel the full influence of the smoke as minute particles of soot rest on them. When empty of solids or liquids, they appear shrunk and shriveled.

This is the picture that the Psalmist gives of himself in Psalm 119. His soul is faint yet he hopes in the Lord; his eyes fail, yet he finds comfort from the Lord: his days on earth are few, yet each day his strength is renewed. When he encounters trials and endures troubles, he is enriched by testing and can say, ‘I do not forget Thy commandments.’

The path of sorrow, and that path alone,

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown.

(Ps.119.83)

95  Bought with a Price.  A lady went into a hotel in Glasgow, Scotland, shut her bedroom door and turned on the gas to end her miserable life. Then she saw a book lying on the table, took it up, opened it at random and began to read. It was a Gideon New Testament. She read one sentence, then got up, went to the gas, turned it off, opening the door to let the fumes escape. The words she had read were, ‘Ye are not your own: ye are bought with a price.

( 1 Cor.6.19,20)

96  Boys—Essay on.  Boys are found everywhere—on top of, underneath, inside of, swinging from, running around or jumping to. Mothers love them, little girls hate them, older sisters and brothers tolerate hem, adults ignore them ,and heaven protects them.

A boy is Truth with dirt on its face, Beauty with a cut on its finger, Wisdom with bubble gum in its hair and the Hope of the future with a frog in its pocket.

A boy is composite. He has the appetite of a horse, the digestion of a sword swallower, the energy of a pocket-size atomic bomb, the curiosity of a cat, the lungs of a dictator, the imagination of a Bunyan, the enthusiasm of a fire-cracker; and when he makes something he has five thumbs on each hand.

A boy is a magical creature. You can lock him out of your workshop but you can’t lock him out of your heart. You can get him out of your study but you can’t get him out of your mind. Might as well give up—he is your captor, your jailer—a freckle-faced, pint-sized, cat-chasing bundle of noise. But when you come home at night with only the shattered pieces of your hopes and dreams, he can mend them like new with two magic words—‘Hi dad!’

                                             Alan Beck
(Gen.48.9)

97  Brahmin’s Testimony—A.  ‘I am Babudas Masih, son of the late Pujari Brahmin of Hamirpur, U.P. After passing intermediate examination, I went to Benares to study Hindu religious books, and to be taught in the ordinances of that religion. After I returned from there, I used to be engaged in reciting Ramayana, etc., along with my father. Later we got settled in Saugor District, my father being Priest of a temple. I was not only an orthodox Hindu but was also anti-Christian.

‘Once when I went to Bhopal in connection with my job some Christians were selling gospels and distributing tracts in the midst of a crowd. From them I bought a copy of John’s gospel and received a tract, the title of which was “Repent or Perish”, which I read through. While reading John’s gospel I happened to notice Ch.1.12 as well as 3.16. Then I said to myself that if I succeed in completing my work today, I will meet the addressee. By God’s grace my work was completed and I went to Bhopal in search of Mr K.M. Mathai. There I was given a New Testament and also the addresses of M/s Gulam Masih and T. A. Kurien at Saugor. I did in due course meet with them for acquiring knowledge of the Bible. In those days I had made a comparative study of Christianity and Hinduism. I did seek salvation but could not find it till I was taught by Brother T.A. Kurien to accept Jesus as Lord according to the Bible.

‘At last he decided to take me to Hamirpur in a train which providentially halted at a place from where I escaped and took shelter with Brother T. A. Kurien at Saugor. But as there was cause to fear, by night he took me to Indore, from where I witnessed for the Lord in those regions along with other brethren. I was then baptized at Indore.’

(Ps.119.59)

98  Brand out of the Fire.  A man with whom I spent my apprenticeship was the most blasphemous person I have ever met, though his wife and son were both active Christians. In many ways he made my life a misery during those apprenticeship years. He boasted openly that he had lived in defiance of God all his life and would never change his attitude so long as there was breath in his body. Even hardened sinners were shocked by his defiance of God and blasphemous language. Then he took ill and knew in his heart that his end was near. In fear and trembling I visited his and asked if I could read to him. To my surprise he agreed to this, and we read Psalm 103, the psalm through which God had spoken to me at my own conversion. ‘As the heaven is high above the earth, so great is His mercy toward them that fear Him. As far as the east is removed from the west, so far hath He removed our transgressions from us.’ That night the old blasphemer could not rest till he had a talk with his son and trusted the Saviour: and next day he had gone into eternity. The text at the graveside was most apt: ‘Is not this a brand plucked and faith and be urged to learn from his example that it is possible to wait too long before accepting the mercy of the Lord.

‘He rescued me, He rescued me—

A brand from the burning He rescued me.’

                           Alex  Allan

(Zech. 3.2)

99  Bread of Life.  Robert E. Speer tells the story of a boy at Yale who inherited a small fortune. Not wanting to waste it, he went to one of his old friends, a wise and successful man, and asked him for his advice. How should he invest his life and this money of his?

‘My son!’ said the old man, ‘I will tell you what to do. Attach yourself to one of the great feeding interests. Don’t manufacture things that can be dispensed with. There will come times when men will give up their luxuries, but there never will come a time when men will not have to eat. And if you want to be identified with one of the secure interests of mankind, attach yourself to one of those which feed the hunger of the world.’

That is more than good business advice: it is a Christian challenge. The world is hungry: feed it!

There is a greater hunger than the hunger for bread. It is the hunger of the soul for Christ, the living Bread; and two thirds of all the people who die, die in that hunger, and without Him. That is the greatest single need in the world today. Give your life to feeding the hunger of the world. 

                                  Samuel Hugh Moffat

(Mark 6.37; John 6.35,48,51,57,58)

100  Breastplate—The High Priest’s.  Scholars tell us the Hebrew word for ‘breastplate’ means ‘ornament.’ It certainly had twelve brilliant jewels in it. Christ first beautifies us, then wears us on His breast ‘for glory and beauty’, as He says, ‘Behold I and the children which God hath given me.’

Dr Andrew Bonar says, ‘It would almost seem as if the breastplate of the high priest pointed back to Eden, promising to Israel readmission into its glories.

  On His heart, amidst the glory,

  Bearing all our grief and care,

  Every burden ,ere we feel it,

Weighed and measured in His prayer.

As of old the Man of sorrows

Pleads before the Father’s face,

Knowing all the needed solace,

Pleading all the needed grace.

We, so faithless and so weary,

Serving with impatient will,

He, unwearied in our service,

Gladly ministering still.

(Exod.28.15; Ezek.28.13; Heb.2.13,17,18)

101  Brightness of His Glory.  ‘I should like to see your God.’ Said the Emperor Trajan to a Jewish Rabbi. ‘No mortal eye can look upon Him,’ the rabbi replied. When the Emperor insisted, the rabbi said, ‘Well, suppose we begin by looking on one of His ambassadors’; and bade the Emperor gaze at the midday sun in a cloudless sky. ‘I cannot,’ the emperor confessed, ‘the light dazzles me.’ ‘If, then,’ said the rabbi, ‘you cannot endure the glory of one of His creatures, how could you behold the unclouded glory of the Creator?’

(Acts 26.13; 2 Cor.4.6; Heb.1.3)

102  Brother—A Beloved.  Under the title Brother Beloved, Frank Holmes has beautifully portrayed the holy life of the late Robert Cleaver Chapman of Barnstaple. 

In the following brief verses, another beloved brother, now with the Lord—D. Bell of Winnipeg, Canada—has portrayed the character of an unnamed brother, greatly beloved.

A beloved brother, what a precious tite

For one who once had trod the downward road!

Rebellious, stubborn, self-willed and defiant,

Now justified and made a child of God.

A beloved brother, what a blest relation

For one who was a sinner far from God!

But now made nigh, redeemed, all sins forgiven,

Yea, reconciled and saved through Jesus’ blood.

A beloved brother, what a gracious record 

For one who laboured’ mongst the saints of God!

Who sought to build them up in things most holy,

Instructing always from the sacred Word.

A beloved brother, what a goal to aim at,

To be beloved of all who love the Lord!

Because of deep, sincere and real devotion

To Him who sits upon the throne, adored.

A beloved brother, what a commendation

From Him who sees and knows as none can know!

Lord, give us grace to have this aspiration

That we may more into Thine image grow!

(Eph.6.21; Rom.16.5,12; Col.4.9,14; Philem.16; 1 Tim.6.2)

103  Brothers—Pair of.  There were two boys in the Taylor family. The older said he must make a name for the family, so he turned to politics, and Parliament and fame. His younger brother gave his life to the service of Christ, so he became a missionary to China. Hudson Taylor, founder of the China Inland Mission, died, beloved and known in many countries. The account of the other, his brother, was summed up in the Encyclopaedia in these words, ‘the brother of J. Hudson Taylor.’

(Heb.11.5)

104  Brothers—Two.  On a motor drive near Guelph, Ontario, my host pointed to a cemetery and said, ‘David Livingstone’s brother is buried there’ I said, ‘I did not know David Livingstone died one of the richest men in Ontario. The two boys grew up together in a simple Scottish home under the same instruction. Both made decisions affecting their whole lives. John lived in luxury and died in wealth. Dr David Living stone lived for God, accomplished great things for God at great personal sacrifice, and died in a miserable hut in the heart of the dark continent. When John died, there was a brief note in the newspapers telling that he was the brother of David Livingstone, the well-known missionary in Africa.’

                                                    A.N.

In the days of Jeremiah the prophet, Baruch, his secretary, wrote down the revelations the weeping prophet received from God and went out with the scroll to publish abroad the Lord’s message to His people, sharing the prophet’s persecution and penury. His brother Seraiah, the king’s chief chamberlain, is mentioned briefly in a few verses in Jeremiah, Chapter 51; Baruch occupies a prominent place in the narrative in Chapters 32,43 and 45.


105  Brothers—Two Saved.  D. L. Moody, the great evangelist, had been deeply attached to his brother, and when he died the evangelist went to pay his last tribute. With tears streaming from the eyes, D. L. Moody said:

‘Friends and neighbours, I thank God that He ever gave me a brother. I thank Him also that He permitted me to lead him to Jesus. I thank God that I can now look down into his face and know that I shall see him again.’

Standing for a moment with hands uplifted, he suddenly shouted in triumphant tones in the hearing of the crowd gathered around him, ‘O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy victory?’

(1 Cor.15.55)

106  Brothers—Unbelievers.  The brother of Colonel Ingersoll, the great infidel orator, died; and, being greatly attached to his brother, Ingersoll went to pay his last tribute to his memory. With one hand resting on his brother’s coffin, the tears coursing down his cheeks, he said:

‘Life is a dark and barren valley between the cold ice-clad peaks of two eternities. We strive sometimes to look beyond the darkness for the light. Sometimes we cry for help, but there comes back to us nothing but the echo of our own cry.’

Then he bowed his head and sat down weeping. 

(Isa.48.22)

107  Brotherhood—The.  On his first visit to Merrion Hall, Dublin, Henry Moorhouse began his address in the following strain:

‘Beloved friends, this is the first time I have ever spoken to an audience of rich and learned people. I don’t know how to speak to you, though I am sure we are all one in the sight of our God and Father. When I was at home the other day, a rich lord went with me to the meeting, and we knelt together in prayer. I said, “Our Father”, and he said “Our Father”; and he and I were brothers. Soon after I visited a poor beggar, and he prayed and I prayed. He said, “Our Father”, and I said, “Our Father”, and the beggar and I were brother. And thus it is, rich or poor, learned or ignorant, all around the globe, every believer in the Lord Jesus Christ is united by an indissoluble bond, one to the other, to form one brotherhood in Christ.’

(Matt.23.8; John 20.17; 1 Pet.2.17)

108  Builders.  A lady standing in front of a noble cathedral heard someone behind her say, ‘Didn’t we do a fine piece of work here?’ Turning round, she saw a man in plain working clothes and said to him, ‘Pray, what did you do to help?’ ‘I mixed the mortar across the street for two years,’ was the cheerful reply.

God’s work needs cheerful, patient and diligent mortar mixers. Mixing mortar is one of the hardest and most disagreeable things to do in the rearing of a building. But what sort of a building could be made without mortar?

                                 Sunday School Times

(Neh.4.17; 1 Cor.3.10)

109  Burden-Bearing.  Henry Moorhouse was once in very trying circumstances. His little daughter, who was paralysed, was sitting in her chair as he entered the house with a package for his wife. Going up to her and kissing her, he said, ‘Where is Mother?’ ‘Mother is upstairs,’ she replied. ‘Well, I have a package for her.’ ‘Let me carry the package to mother,’ said his daughter. ‘Why, Minnie dear, how can you carry the package? You cannot carry yourself.’ With a smile on her face Minnie said, ‘Oh no, papa, but you give me the package and I will carry it, and you will carry me.’

Then the word of the Lord came to Henry Moorhouse that this was just his position in the work in which he was engaged. He was carrying the burden, but was not the Lord carrying him?

                                    Sunday School Times

110  Burden-Bearing Recompensed.

All through the desert’s sultry day a weary load to carry:

Who envied them the toilsome way of Kohath and Merari?

Now priest and ark alike find rest where God His temple raises,

And they who served with burdens pressed now only serve with praises.

How perfect are the ways of God! How just His compensation!

How low the path they humbly trod, how high the exaltation!

No needless load on thee He’ll lay, no unrequited sorrow:

The burden-bearer of today is the singer of tomorrow. 

                                        James S. Tait

(Num.4.37; 11.12; 1 Chron.6.31; 1 Pet.5.7)

111  Burial of a Saintly Leader.  William Pell, a well-known Christian leader, finished his course and went to be with Christ at his earthly home in Grand Rapids, Michigan, U.S.A., on March 30, 1972: ‘absent from the body, with the Lord at Home.’ Saved in early life, he was baptized soon after conversion, along with his brother Peter who is a very gifted evangelist. Owner and manager of the ‘Folio Press’, he produced year after year the Calendar, Choice Gleanings, with its interesting and instructive comments on, and illustrations of, the daily texts. In his life he exemplified in a marked degree the meaning of being instant in season and out of season, and always abounding in the work of the Lord. At his burial service a Scottish evangelist living in St. Catharines, Ontario, read the following lines which were found in Will Pell’s Bible:

        And, brethren, when you gather

        To lay my senseless clay

        To rest among the tombstones

        Until the break of day,

        And when you roll the green turf

        Above my lonely bed,

        And wake the slumbering echoes

        In the city of the dead:

        Then preach the grace of Jesus

        To all who gather round,

        And heave no sigh of sorrow

        As you lay me in the ground:

        But let the praise of Jesus

        Upon the winds be borne—

        An overture of blessing

        On the resurrection morn. 

        So preach the glorious gospel

        When you carry forth my bier,

        And tell them of the rapture

        That left no room for fear,

        And point them to the Saviour

        Who bore my sins away,

        And press them all to meet me

        At the breaking of the day.

(1 Thess. 4.13-18)

112  Called to Preach or?

The sun blazed down upon the cotton field,

And Sam, poor silly creature,

Said, ‘Mother, I won’t pick cotton any more

For I’m called to be a preacher.

‘Last night I watched the clouds go by

And “G.P.C.” they were forming,

Which surely stands for “Go, preach Christ”,

So I mustn’t neglect the warning.’

But his wise old mother shook her head,

Saying, ‘Son, you have forgotten

That “G.P.C.” can equally stand

For the three words, “Go pick cotton.”’

                            M. Colley

(1 Cor.7.20)

113  Calling—The High.

Child of the eternal Father,

Bride of the eternal Son,

Dwelling-place of God the Spirit,

Thus with Christ made ever one;

Dowered with joy be yond the angels,

Nearest to His throne;

They are ministers attending

His beloved one.

Granted all my heart’s desire,

All things made my own;

Feared by all the powers of evil,

Fearing God alone;

Walking with the Lord in Glory

Through the courts divine,

Queen within the royal palace,

Christ for ever mine.

Say, poor worldling, can it be

That my heart should envy thee?

                 Gerhardt Ter Steegen

(Ps.45.9)

114  Calvary.

Deepest of mystery,

Record of history,

Purposed and planned in counsels divine;

Human extremity,

Unfailing remedy,

Love evermore in fullness doth shine.

Holy and wonderful,

Excellent, beautiful,

‘Grace upon grace’ in fullest display;

‘Tis indispensable,

Incomprehensible,

Heavenly thoughts in grandest array.

Guilt inexcusable,

Wrath inescapable,

Judgement and death, decided, deserved!

Perfect the substitute,

Wonderful attribute,

Clearing for ever—forgiven, preserved.

Mercy so bountiful,

Sweetest, unchangeable,

Pardon and peace imparted, possessed;

Forgiving finally,

Blessed redemption—Accepted and blessed!

Perfect security,

Hope for eternity,

Present possession with future in view;

‘Love to the uttermost’,

Word of the heavenly host,

Ransomed, redeemed and all things made new.

                         J.H. Bathgate

(Luke 23.33)

115  Camel—The Kneeling.

The camel kneels at the close of day,

Kneel down upon the sandy plain

To have its burden lifted off

And rest again.

My soul! thou too should’st to thy knees

When daylight draweth to a close,

And let thy Master lift thy load

And grant repose.

Else how canst thou tomorrow meet

With all tomorrow’s work to do,

If thou thy burden all the night

Dost carry through?

The camel kneels at the break of day

To have its guide replace the load,

And rises up anew to take

The desert road.

O soul, thou too should’st kneel

At morning dawn,

That God may give thy daily care,

Assured that He no load too great 

Will make thee bear.

(Dan.6.10; Eph.3.14)

116  Canon of Scripture.

The Old Testament.  ‘Canon’ is derived from the Greek ‘Kanon’, a rule or measuring line. It signifies the collection of divinely-inspired writings.

The Old Testament was divided by the Jews into three parts: TORAH, the Law: NEBIIM, the Prophets: and KETHUBIM (or Hagiographa), the Holy Writings. The Prophets were in two compartments, the former prophets—Joshua, Judges, Samuel and Kings—and the latter prophets—Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel and Hosea to Malachi ( in one book). The TORAH—the Pentateuch—was the Jewish Bible until the captivity: the NEBIIM—the Prophets, were all convinced that they were Jehovah’s spokesmen, the true witnesses for Jehovah to a divine Kingdom among men, the expositors and the exponents of its laws. The prophetic writings were completed about the beginning of the third century B.C. The influx of anti-Jewish Hellenic Philosophy and literature after Alexander the Great stimulated Israel to put the Nebiim on the same footing as the Torah. Finally the Kethubim were also included among the divinely-inspired writings. ECCLESIASTICUS, an apocryphal book written about 200 to 180 B.C., refers to the Torah, the Nebiim and portions of the Hagiographa.

When the Christian era began there was already a fixed body of writings called ‘SCRIPTURE’ recognized to be of divine origin. Our Lord Jesus and His apostles frequently refer to those. Josephus recognized twenty-two sacred books of the Jews as divinely-inspired.

The New Testament.  Before  A.D. 50 Christian writings began to appear ( Luke 1.1-4). Luke’s Gospel was written about A.D. 57.

Recognition of the New Testament Scriptures was in four stages:

1 The apostles to A.D. 120. The gospels were well known by the end of the first century. Polycarp, born A.D. 69, makes reference to 18 New Testament books, Hebrews included. The first reference to Mark and Matthew was made by Papias in A.D.126. He quoted from I John and I Peter and acknowledged Revelation to be divinely-inspired. 

2  A.D. 120-170—Christian writings attacked by heretical writers were defended by Church leaders. Justin Martyr mentioned the Gospels as used on Sundays interchangeable with the prophets. Tatian, a disciple of Justin, wrote a Harmony of the four Gospels, and seems to have known Acts and some of the Epistles.

3  A.D. 170-3-3—was the rapid expansion of Chrstianity and the rise of Christian writers in Asia, Egypt and North Africa. Irenaeus alludes to every New Testament book except Philemon, James, 2 Peter, 1 John and Jude. Clement of Alexandria uses all the New Testament books except James, 2 Peter and 3 John; and Origen accepted the divine authority of the same books as Clement did and placed them on equality with the Old Testament Scriptures.

4  A.D. 303-397—The Council of Carthage acknowledged the Gospels, Acts, Paul’s Epistles, 1 Peter, 1 John and Revelation. James, 2 Peter and 2 and 3 John were disputed. Athanasius acknowledged all the New Testament books as we have them. The Council of Carthage confirmed them.

117  Captain—The Greatest.  When a sixteenth-century sailor who sailed all his life with Sir Francis Drake returned home, someone ridiculed him. ‘You haven’t much to show for all these years, have you?’ Said the sailor, ‘No, I haven’t much. I’ve been cold, hungry, desperately frightened often enough in life—l’ve been with the greatest captain that ever sailed the seas.’

                                             Sunday School Times

(Hbe.2.10;12.1,2)

118  Captive Maid—The. 

I’m only a captive Jewish maid

From the land of Israel,

But for all my humble origin

I’ve a wondrous tale to tell.

I lived in a land where God was known

Till the Syrians brought me here,

For they cruelly raided our Jewish homes

And filled our hearts with fear.

I felt lonely and strange in an unknown kind

With a strange new way of life,

But I found my work was just to learn

To wait on my master’s wife.

So although the tears would often fall

As I thought of my far-off land,

I knew the Lord was still my God

And would lead me by His hand.

Now it came to pass that this Syrian home

Was shadowed by tragedy,

For my master was suddenly stricken down

By the dreaded leprosy.

I was grieved when I saw my mistress weep,

But prayed for courage to tell

That I knew my God could work a cure

Through a prophet of Israel.

I hoped and prayed that my single words

Might be used by God that day,

And my heart was light as I watched with joy

The procession start on its way.

For my master went in his chariot grand

With horses and servants too,

And travelled to far Samaria

With his splendid retinue.

It would take too long for me to relate

The story they told to me,

But I’ll simply tell how the cure was wrought

That dispelled his leprosy.

When the chariot stopped at the prophet’s gate,

Elisha went forth his decree:

‘You must bathe in Jordan seven times

To be rid of your leprosy.’

My master had hoped for a show of power

Befitting his rank and age,

But when told to bathe in Jordan’s stream

He turned away in rage.

His servants then, in respectful tones,

The prophet’s words reviewed,

Till my master turned towards Jordan’s stream,

His anger now subdued.

Then seven times Naaman dipped himself—

A leper so defiled—

When lo! His flesh became pure and clean

As that of a little child.

Once more to the prophet he repaired

The joyful news to tell;

‘Behold I now know that there is no God 

Save here in Israel.’

My master has now returned to us

Full of health and vigour too,

And his trust in the God of Israel

Is deep and strong and true.

Yes, I’m only a captive Jewish maid

From a land so far away,

But still I can serve my father’s God

In a simple humble way.

(2 Kings 5)

119  Careful and Troubled.

Careful and troubled! Is that true of me?

Careful and troubled! Why should I be?

Faith in His wisdom my Saviour desires;

Trust in His guidance He always requires.

Careful and troubled! But that is not trust:

Trust means to leave all, happen what must:

Trust means to live free from worrying care,

Casting on Jesus my burden to bear.

‘Careful and troubled’ dishonours His love;

Will not His past dealings all faithful prove?

‘Careful and troubled’ dishonours His power:

Will not His strength hold hour after hour?

Alter your motto, then trouble no more;

Go to the book of heavenly love.

‘Careful for nothing,’ there written I see;

Saviour, I thank Thee: Make that true of me.

(Luke 10.41; John 14.1; Phil.4.6)

120  Cares—Your.

It is God’s will that I should cast

My care on Him each day.

He also asks me not to cast

My confidence away.

But oh! How stupidly I act

When taken unawares,

I cast away my confidence

And carry all my cares.

Paul’s and Peter’s advice is—‘You do all the casting: He will do all the caring.’

All your anxieties, all your care

Bring to the mercy-seat: leave it there.

(1 Pet.5.7)

121  Caring for Your Interests.

‘Prepare to leave thy trading and do my work instead:

Prepare to go my errand across the sea,’ she said.

‘Your Majesty, my fortunes will certainly decline.’

‘If you will care for my things, I shall take care of thine.’

So spake in days far distant Elizabeth the Queen;

And often, when discouraged, I contemplate the scene,

For One who is all kingly has made the promise mine—

‘If you will care for my things, I shall take care of thine.’

(Matt.6.33,34)

122  Carrying Capacity.  John Rollo tells the story of a customer who one day went into a draper’s shop and saw a small boy standing with outstretched arms, while the proprietor of the shop placed package after package form the shelves into his waiting arms. As the pile grew higher and higher and the weight increased, the customer turned to the boy and said, ‘My lad, you’ll never be able to carry all that.’ Turning round, the boy replied with a smile, ‘My father knows how much I can carry.’

(1 Cor.10.13)

123  Challenge.  At Felixstowe a sentry’s challenge resulted in the conversion of a sergeant. The fort there was jealously guarded. One day Gipsy Hawkins had been out for a walk and entered the fort by a different route. He was halted by a strange sentry who did not know him. Not having a pass, he was placed in the guard room and the sentry was summoned. The gipsy’s credentials were examined and found to be in order, so he was allowed to proceed. Before going, he said to the sergeant, ‘Have you got a pass for heaven, Sergeant?’ ‘I’m afraid not!’ was the reply. ‘Then you’d better get one at once,’ said the gipsy, ‘for if they are half as particular there as you are here, you won’t stand the ghost of a chance of getting in.’ Four days later the sergeant accepted Christ as his Saviour. He gripped the gipsy’s hand and said, ‘Thank God, ‘I’ve got my pass for heaven.’

124  Chamber—A Prophet’s.

The little chamber ‘built upon the wall’

With stool and table, candlestick and bed,

Where he might kneel in prayer and lay his head

At night or sultry noontide; this was all

A prophet’s need; but in that chamber small

What mighty prayers arose, what grace was shed!

What gifts were given, potent to wake the dead,

And from its viewless light a soul recall!

And still, what miracles of grace are wrought

In many a lonely chamber with closed door,

Where God our Father is in secret sought

And shows himself in mercy more and more.

(2 Kings4.10; Matt.6.6)

125  Changes and the Unchanging God.

Every tide has its ebb and flow,

Every sun has its spot

Every year has its winter drear,

Every copy its blot.

Every substance a shadow casts,

Every rose has its thorn;

Every bee has honey and sting,

Every eve has its morn.

So every life has its changing moods,

Its rise, its flow, its fall;

Its light, its shade, its gleam, its gloom,

But God is over all.

                         Tom Baird

(Mal.3.6)

126  Character—Its Meaning.  The word ‘character’ comes from a root which means ‘to tear, cleave, cut in, engrave, cut into furrows.’ Thus has come to mean that which is engraved or cut on anything. In life, therefore, it is that which experiences engrave in the soul. We have missed one of the greatest facts in human history if we have not seen that out of the process of pain have sprung the greatest literature, poetry, paintings and philosophies. All have blossomed into the sunlight of beauty out of the darkness of suffering. 

                                         F. Cundick

The mark of rank in nature

Is capacity for pain,

And the sddness of the singer 

Makes the sweetness of the strain.

Patience is seen in Job (James 5.11): faith in Abraham (Heb.11.17): meekness in Moses (Num.12:3): prayerfulness in Elijah (James 5.17,18): wisdom in Solomon (Matt.12.42): courage in Daniel (Dan.6.10): devotion in John (John 13.23): boldness in Peter ( Acts 2.14): goodness in Barnabas (Acts 11.24): eloquence in Apollos (Acts 18.24): zeal in Paul (Rom.10.1)

127  Charity Begins at Home.  In Texas, U.S.A., they tell the story of the days when the redoubtable Ma Ferguson first entered the political arena. Returning to her home after a succession of stump speeches all over Texas State, she reported to her husband cheerfully, ‘Looks as if I’m going to sweep Texas.’

    Pa Ferguson, casting his eyes round the room, suggested, ‘How about starting with this living room?’ ‘Beginning at Jerusalem’ (Luke 24.47), the early Christians ‘turned the world upside down’ (Acts 17.6).

128  Cheer—Everyday.

We have nothing to fear

Though the journey be long,

Though our weakness be great

And our enemies strong.

There is nothing to fear;

Perfect love claims the right

To direct us by day

And defend us by night.

He knoweth our frame,

Counts it nothing but dust,

But he calls us by name

And delights in our trust.

He sees all that’s future,

Understands all that’s past,

And knows how much longer

The journey will last.

For our comfort He’ll care 

Every step of the road,

Till His glory we share

In the house of our God.

Though some of His ways

May be past finding out,

The thought of His love

Must exclude every doubt.

These myst’ries, when solved

In His presence above,

Will but add further charms 

To the story of love.

             George Cutting

(Matt.14.27)

129  Cheque—God’s Blank.  Dr Wilbur Chapman in a time of great personal sorrow took a trip into the far West. One of his elders, a banker, came to see him, and as he was taking his leave slipped a bit of paper into Dr Chapman’s hand. It was a cheque made out in his name and signed by the banker, but there was no amount in the figures’ column. ‘Do you mean you are giving me a signed blank cheque to be filled in as I please? asked Dr Chapman. ‘Yes!’ replied the banker. ‘I did not know how much you might need and I want you to draw any amount that will meet your needs.’ Dr Chapman did not use the cheque but it gave him the happy comfortable feeling that he had millions at his disposal. God has given us a signed blank cheque in Philippians 4.19.

130  Child Training.  Year ago Lord Shaftesbury said, ‘Give me a generation of Christian mothers and I shall undertake to change the face of society in twelve months.’ The parents of Samuel were both on speaking terms with God. A little fellow was once asked why he was such a model of behaviour in the Chapel service, and answered, ‘That’s easy. My father is on speaking terms with God and my mother is on spanking terms with me.’ Sometimes the order is reversed.

    A man who attained a high position in life attributed his success to two factors. He said, ‘I was brought up at the knees of a devoted mother and across the knees of a determined father.’ It has been said that a child’s character can be improved by a pat on the back provided that pat is administered often enough, hard enough and low enough.

(1 Sam.1.20,21; Prov.13.24; Eph.6.4)

131  Christ All-Sufficient.  The Christ of the Father’s throne, the Christ of the central cross, the Christ of the empty tomb, is sufficient for all our need and meets every circumstance. We have learned by experience His eternal power and Godhead. We rely upon His intercession. We seek to follow in His steps. We learn to think His thoughts. His glory is our triumphant joy. His coming again is our hope. His everlasting kingdom is our reward.

                                             A.C. Rose

(1 Cor.1.30)

This hath He done, and shall we not adore Him?

This shall He do, and can we still despair?

Come, let us quickly fling ourselves before Him,

Cast at His feet the burden of our care;

Flash from our eyes the glow of our thanksgiving,

Glad and regretful, confident and calm.

Then through all life and what is after living,

Thrill to the tireless music of a Psalm.

Yea, through life, death, through sorrow and through sinning

He shall suffice us, for He hath sufficed;

Christ is the end, for Christ is the beginning,

Christ the beginning for the end is Christ.

                            F.W. Myers

(Jude 24)

132  Christ—Consider.

Consider Him; let Christ thy pattern be,

And know that He hath apprehended thee

To share His very life, His power divine,

And in the likeness of thy Lord to shine.

And thus transformed, illumined thou shalt be;

And Christ’s own image shall be seen in thee.

Marvel not that Christ in glory

All my inmost heart hath won—

Not a star to cheer my darkness

But a light beyond the sun.

All below lies dark and shadowed,

Nothing there to claim my heart

Save the lonely path of sorrow

Where of old He walked apart.

I have seen the face of Jesus—

Tell me naught of aught beside:

I have heard the voice of Jesus!

All my soul is satisfied

In the radiance of the glory

First I saw His blessed face,

And for ever shall that glory

Be my home, my dwelling-place.

(2 Cor.3.18; 4.6; Phil.2.15;3.12)

133  Christ—Greatness of.  Christ’s claims for Himself are of the profoundest importance. He claimed to transcend the Mosaic Law (Matt.5.21,22,27,28). He continuously preached Himself. He promised that prayer offered in His name would be answered ( John 14.13). He declared His pre-existence (John 8.58). He claimed to be Lord of the realms of death. He invited men to trust in Him as they trusted in God (John 14.1). He said that love of Him was proof that one was a child of God (John 8.42). He affirmed that no one knew God but Himself and those to whom he revealed Him (Matt.11.27). He accepted the confessions of Nathanael and Peter that He was the Son of God. He said that whoever had seen Him had seen the Father (John 14.9,10). He affirmed that He had the power to forgive sins and to give eternal life (John 10.28). He claimed absolute authority for His teaching. He declared that He had universal power (Mattt.28.18), and He asserted that God and He were one (John 10.30).

No one in history, unless blasphemously, has ever made such claims; and if they be not true He Himself was the greatest of blasphemers. 

                                     W. Graham Scroggie

He wrote on Bethlehem the story of His birth, on Nazareth the story of His Manhood, on the mountain side the story of His prayers, on the mountain side the story of His prayers, on Capernaum the story of His mighty works, on Olivet the story of His tears, on Gethsemane the story of a broken heart, on Calvary the story of a finished work, on the throne of God the story of the world’s redemption, and He writes on human hearts the story of divine love and peace.

134  Christ—Greatness of. 

Christ for sickness, Christ for health,

Christ for poverty, Christ for wealth,

Christ for joy and Christ for sorrow,

Christ today and Christ tomorrow;

Christ my life and Christ my light,

Christ for morning, noon and night,

Christ when all around gives way,

Christ my everlasting stay.

Christ my righteousness divine,

Christ supreme from shore to shore,

Christ of God, oh glorious sight!

Christ the Head in glory bright,

Christ my song, my joy shall be,

Christ the great I AM.’ Tis He

Now and through eternity. 

          Thomas Holliday (abbreviated)

(Rom.9.5)

135  Christ Only, for Salvation.  In the dark ages a man called Antonio Palerio wrote a book entitled The Benefits of the Death of Christ. He was arrested and tried for heresy. The inquisitors said, ‘We shall ask him three questions, that in his answers he may have every opportunity to say something that will exalt the Church.’ So they asked him, ‘Christ!’ And what is the second means of salvation?’ To this he gave the same answer—‘Christ.’ Once more they enquired, ‘What is the third means of salvation?’ The brave confessor answered the third time—‘Christ.’ ‘Take him away,’ they said, ‘and burn him: he is a heretic.’ But was he?

                              T.H. Lyttle

(Acts 4.12)

136  Christ—The Living.  For five or six nights in succession, a young Jew had attended Gospel meetings conducted by the Armenian preacher and hymn-writer, A. H. Ackley. One night he stayed behind for a conversation. ‘Why should I worship a dead Jew?’ he asked. Mr. Ackley replied, ‘He lives! I tell you He is not dead, but lives here and now. Jesus Christ is more alive today than ever before. I can prove it by my own experience as well as by the testimony of thousands of others.’ Later he wrote the hymn—‘He lives! He lives! Christ Jesus lives today.’

(Rev.1.18)

137  Christ—The Living.

‘So the Nazarene is dead,’

Caiaphas the high priest said.

‘His wonder-working days are o’ve:

He will trouble us no more.

May blasphemers such as He

Perish on the shameful tree,

And our holy temple law

Be kept free from every flaw!

For the temple must hold sway

Till heaven and earth shall pass away.

So the Nazarene is dead,’

Caiaphas the high priest said.

‘So the Nazarene is dead’,

In his palace Pilate said.

‘Good His words and just His life,

But the priests who stirred up strife

Said His followers will be

From Imperial Rome set free.

Vain their plotting and their care:

All—the yoke of Rome must bear,

Rome that will for ever stand

Mighty Lord of every land.

So the Nazarene is dead,’

Pilate in his place said.’

The temple now has passed away;

Ended Rome’s Imperial sway;

But the Nazarene still lives—

Peace to myriad souls He gives,

Lives in gentle words and deeds,

In all that meets the spirit’s needs.

And the Cross on which He died

By His death is sanctified.

Hosts in many lands proclaim—

Christ is risen: praise His name!

In such faithful hearts in seen

The ever-living Nazarene.

Priest and Pilate both have said

That the Nazarene is dead.

False their wisdom, false their lore—

Jesus lives for evermore.

(Rev.1.18; Heb.2.20)

138  Christian—A Committed.  Jimmy was a fine Christian lad who got an after-school job in a grocery store. One day a customer entered and, after making a purchase offruit, whispered, ‘Throw in a few extra. The boy who was here before used t give me a large portion in return for a tip from me!’ ‘ No!’ said Jimmy, ‘I can’t do that: the boss wouldn’t approve.’ ‘But,’ said Jimmy, ‘my boss is always in. You see, I’m a Christian.’

(Acts 6.3)

139  Christian—A Consistent.

Could I be called a Christian if everybody knew

My secret thoughts and failings, and everything I do?

Oh! Could they see the likeness of Christ in me each day

Or could they hear Him speaking in every word I say?

Could I be called a Christian if other folk could know

That I am found in places where Jesus would not go?

On, could they hear His echo in every song I sing?

In eating ,drinking, dressing—is Christ in everything?

Could I be called a Christian if judged by what I read,

By all my recreations, and every thought and deed?

Could I be counted Christlike as I now work and play—

Unselfish, kind, forgiving to others every day?

(Col.3.22,23; Acts 11.26; 1 Pet.2.9; 4.16)

140  Christian—A True.

He has a mind and knows it;

He has a will and shows it;

He sees the way and goes it;

He draws the line and toes it.

He ahs the chance and takes it,

A friendly hand and shakes it,

A rule and never breaks it.

He loves the truth, stands by it

Whoever may deny it

Or openly defy it.

He hears a lie and slays it;

He owes debt and pays it;

And, as I’ve heard him phrase it,

He knows the game and plays it.

He walks the path his Saviour trod

And grasps the loving hand of God.

( 1 Cor.3.23)

141  Christian Living.

Christ has no hands but our hands to do His work today;

He has no feet but our feet to lead men in the way;

He has no tongue but our tongues to tell men how He side.

We are the only Bible the careless world will read;

We are the sinner’s gospel, we are the scoffer’s creed;

We are the Lord’s last message given in deed and word.

What if the type is crooked? What if the print is blurred?

(2 Cor.3.2,3)

142  Christians in the Early Church.  In the second or third century the following was written in a letter to Diognetus: ‘They (the Christian) live, each in his native land but as though they were not really at home there. They share in all the duties like citizens and suffer all hardships like strangers. Every foreign land is for them a fatherland and every fatherland a foreign country…They dwell on earth, but they are citizens of heaven. They obey the laws men make, but their lives are better than the laws…In a word, what the soul is to the body, Christians are to the World. The soul is distributed to every member of the body, and Christians are scattered in every city of the world. The soul dwells in the body, and yet it is not the body.’

(John 17.16)

143  Christianity—True of False?  In his autobiography, Time Remembered, the late Canon Anthony Deane recalls his undergraduate days at Cambridge. For a while it seemed to him that the only wise course was to keep an open mind about Christianity. He refused to come to a decision: he would not commit himself: but, when he gave the whole matter deeper consideration, the attitude of neutrality that he proposed to adopt seemed ridiculous. Christianity was either true or false. If true, it mattered more than anything else in the world. If false, the sooner a person abandoned it the better. As a mere matter of common sense, it was essential to come to a definite decision.

    That was what the Spirit of God led him to do. He accepted Christianity by accepting Christ: he acknowledged it was true by owning Christ as Lord.

(1 John 5.20)

144  Christmas is celebrated the world over, but millions who celebrate the day are ignorant of its meaning. 

A young woman went into a bookshop in Kenya and was looking through the Christmas cards. Suddenly she threw down the one she held in her hand and said to her friend as she stamped angrily out of the shop, ‘Imagine bringing religion into Christmas!’

Two women were viewing the window of a departmental store in which there was a display of Christmas gifts and in the centre a painting of the ‘young child’, Jesus. One remarked to the other, ‘I suppose those religious fanatics are going to try to cram Christianity into Christmas and spoil our fun.’

(Luke 2.11)

145  Christmas and our Calendar.  Dr Charles S. Robinson once asked a prominent business man, ‘What does Christ mean to you?’ He replied, ‘I never think of Jesus Christ.’ ‘When were you born?’ The man gave the date. ‘B.C. or A.D.?’ The question brought him into confusion, for he had been dating his letters with dates that commemorated the first Christmas when Jesus Christ was born, yet gave no thought world those dates were calculated.

(Matt.1.18-21; 1 Tim.1.15)

146  Citizens of Heaven.

We are citizens of heaven!

And as one who has no ear

For the turmoil of the journey

When the home he loves is near,

One whose step is onward hasting

Where his heart went long before,

We are now in spirit dwelling

Where earth’s discord all is o’er.

All our longing and endeavour

Is to reach Him whom we love;

’Tis Himself our hearts are set on

Who first drew our hearts above:

What alone we count as pleasure

Is to lean on Jesus’ breast:

All things here may fade and perish;

We press onward to our rest.

’Tis the love of Christ attracts us

Like a magnet to His heart;

On the wings of faith borne upward,

Lord! We see Thee as Thou art.

All our joys and tribulation

Now are open in Thy sight;

All our life and conversation

Soon shall be declared in light.

What if men proclaim it madness

Not to seek a portion here?

We can bear it with all gladness

And endure the worldling’s jeer:

For the One soon coming for us

Died from earth to set us free.

We are the citizens of heaven

Where with Christ we soon shall be.

(Phil.3.20)

147  City Foursquare—The.

They tell me of a country beyond the starry skies

Where ‘mid celestial glories a foursquare city lies;

Its wall is built of jasper; its street is paved with gold;

Its wonder and its beauties can never half be told.

It is God’s holy City’ eternal ,pure and fair, 

Where shadows never darken and night is never there;

And nothing that defileth can ever in,

No sickness, death or sorrow, no taint or stain o sin.

No sad farewells are spoken; no heartaches, cares or fears;

And God from all our faces will wipe away all tears.

We’ll meet again our loved ones who have gone on before

And now are watching, waiting, upon that further shore.

There wind no lonely pathways or mountains steep to climb,

That foursquare city’s builded beyond the hills of Time.

Unheard the noise of battle and stilled the cannon’s roar,

Earth’s foes for ever vanquished—there shall be war no more.

But this would not be heaven if Jesus were not there,

The chiefest of ten thousand, the Fairest of the fair.

In His effulgent glory and seated on His throne.

The Lamb of God, all worthy, is worshipped by His own.

(Heb.11.10; Rev.21.10-27)

148  City—The Pilgrim’s.  God has a path for heaven-bound pilgrims. Many have found it and by faith trodden it. In Hebrews 11, where Old Testament saints have a memorial before God, their immortal names are enshrined. They would tell us that the treasure they found in divine companionship cannot be valued—no, not with the gold of Ophir. They estimated that the reproach of Christ far outweighed the world at its best. What was all earthly status to them? Their far-seeing eye had espied the city which hath the foundations whose architect and builder is God. This is our path in the land wherein we are strangers, and it leads to the ‘land that is fairer than day’.

                                 Franklin Ferguson

The dwellers in that city enjoy restfulness from labour (Rev.14.13), clearness of vision (Rev.22.4), fullness of knowledge (1 Cor.13.12), holiness of environment (Rev.21.27), painlessness of condition (Rev.21.4), busyness in service (Rev.22.3) and brightness of glory (Rev.22.5).

We’ve no abiding city as through the world we roam;

We are but pilgrims travelling on to reach our heavenly home.

We seek a city out of sight, for this is not our rest:

We long to lay our weary heads upon our Saviour’s breast.

Our city is both bright and fair: there all is joy and peace.

There no cold wintry blasts can blow: there storms for ever cease.

There billows all are hushed to rest and no more tears are shed:

There we shall never part again or weep above our dead.

149  Claims of Christ—The.  A raging fire was sweeping through a humble dwelling and the clang of the through a humble dwelling and the clang of the fire-engine mingled with the shouts and cries of the gathering crowd. At an upper window a pale, small face appeared, but no one ventured into that seething inferno of crackling flames and blinding smoke. Then a man broke from the crowd, darted past the line of safety and past the firemen, to what seemed certain death. Taking off his coat and throwing it over his head and face he plunged into the room. Clutching the little mite and sheltering her with his arms and hands from the flames, he sped down the flaming hallway, raced down the stairs and staggered out into the arms of the firemen.

Weeks elapsed. Friends and neighbours filled the courtroom of the town, and in it, near the kindly-faced judge, sat a little girl with golden curls. The judge spoke. ‘You all know the circumstances of this child’s parents’ deaths in the fire that burnt their home to the ground. Her parents were poor, and there is no one of kin to claim her. Who will take this child, give her a home and bring her up as their own?’

The little girl, with her wistful, sad eyes and blonde curls, made an appealing picture, and there were many who wanted to adopt her. Offers were made of lovely homes and happy children for her companions. Childless parents, too, offered to give her a home and a good upbringing.

From the back of the courtroom a man with face and hands swathed in bandages cried out, ‘I claim the child. I saved her from the raging fire and these burns are the evidence I submit in support of my claim.’ Pointing to the scars on his face, he held up two arms of seared flesh, wrapped in bandages.

‘Does anyone oppose this man’s claim?’ asked the judge. Not a dissenting voice was heard. The judge went on: ‘We all know Jim Brown. He does not have a wife but he has a good home, a good position and can, I feel certain, be both father and mother to this lass whom he rescued at the risk of his own life. The court therefore gives this child to Jim’s care, for him to rear, educate and love!’

(Isa.52.14; John 10.11)

150  Clean Hands.

Once in my boyhood days long dead,

I watched a supper table being spread

By busy hands, and eagerly I said,

Wishing to help, ‘Please may I bring the bread.’

Gently, reprovingly, a kind voice said,

‘Are your hands clean?’—Abashed, I hung my head.

Oft when I see the multitude unfed

And waiting, hungering for the living bread,

My heart and hands are eager to be sped

To bring the manna that they may be fed.

But a voice says, ev’n as a voice one said.

‘Are your hands clean?’—I only bow my head.

(Ps.24.4)

151  Cleansing from Sin.  In 1893, at the World’s Fair in Chicago, a great Parliament of religions was held. The apostles of the East, representatives of Confucianism, Buddhism, Hinduism, Islam, etc., had presented their arguments and spoken eloquently of their several philosophies. Edward Everett Hale had expounded Unitarianism. The plea for the Gospel of Jesus Christ was made by a Christian named Joseph Cook. In the course of his convincing address he turned to the men who had already spoken and said:

    ‘Gentlemen, I beg to introduce you to a woman who has a great sorrow. She has blood stains on her hands and do what she will, she perfumes of Arabia will never sweeten this little hand.” In her distress and desperation, and through the long hours of the night she has been crying, “Out, damned spot1 Out damned spot!” but it will not “out”, for it is the blood of one she has murdered. Is there anything in your philosophies that will tell this woman how to get rid of this great sin?’ As though expecting an answer, the speaker turned to one and another. Then he added, ‘You have said nothing that tells how the stain of sin can be washed from a human life.’ Then lifting his eyes he said, ‘ I shall put my question to another. “John, will you tell this woman how she can get rid of this awful sin?”’ Tarrying for a moment as if waiting for an answer, he continued, ‘Listen! John is speaking—“If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness,” for “the blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin.”’

(1 John 1.7,9)

152  Cleansing Power of God’s Word.  The little stone by the roadside dust from every passing wind. The showers have often cleansed it but always again it has become soiled. Another stone of the same luster lies near by, but within the brook. It is perpetually cleansed and kept clean by the flowing waters. Clouds of dust may pass over it but they do not reach it, and it away pass over it but they do not reach it, and it always reflects the clear rays of the sun. All its cleaning, all its purity is the stream itself.

Now it is the blood of Christ which saves and it is the same blood which cleanses and sanctifies; and as we had to come to Jesus to be plunged into the fountain, so we have to abide in Jesus by fellowship to grow up into Christlikeness.

The Word of God, too, read and assimilated, and applied to the conscience and life by the Holy Spirit, cleanses from sin and unrighteousness.

                                           A.E. Kittredge

(Ps.119.9; John 17.17; 1 John 1.7)

153  Climbing Heavenward.  Miss Amy W. Carmichael of the Dohnavur Fellowship wrote a little poem on ‘ Climbing’.

Like staircase in ancient homes,

Long winding and strangely dim,

It is faith that is needed for climbing—

Faith rather than length of limb.

But there’s light at the different landings 

And rest in the upper room,

And a larger range of vision

And glorious thoughts to come.

How much of our life resembles

Time lost in going upstairs!

What days and weeks seem wasted,

But we’re climbing unawares.

154  Climbing Higher.  In December, 1941, there appeared a poem written by a nineteen-year-old flyer. This youth, John Gillespie Magee, was the son of a former missionary in China. Three months before he was shot down he wrote:

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;

Sunward I’ve climbed and joined the tumbling mirth

Of sunsplit clouds and done a hundred things

You have not dreamed of—wheeled and soared and swung

High in the sunlit silence. Hov’ring there,

I’ve chased the shouting wind and flung,

My eager craft through footless falls of air.

Up, up the long delirious, burning blue

I’ve topped the wind-swept heights with eager grace,

Where never lark or even eagle flew;

And while with silent lifting mind I’ve trod

The high untrespassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand and touched the hand of God.

                      Elizabeth Andrews Houghton

(Ps.139.7,8)

155  Coals of Fire.  A hot-tempered officer in the army struck a common soldier, a young man noted for his courage. He felt the insult deeply, but military discipline forbade his returning the blow. He could only retaliate with words, and so he said, ‘I’ll make you repent.’

One day, in the heat of a furious battle, the young soldier saw an officer wounded and separated from his company, gallantly trying to force his way through the enemies surrounding him. Recognizing his former insulter, the courageous soldier rushed to his assistance, supporting the wounded man with his arm. Together they fought their way through to their own line. With emotion the officer grasped the hand of the young soldier and, stammering out his gratitude, said, ‘What a return for an insult so carelessly given!’ The young man pressed his hand in return and, with a smile, said gently, ‘ I told you that I would make you repent.’ From that time they were friends.

                                      The Indian Christian

(Rom.12.20)

156  Coincidence or Providence?  It was Christmas time 1958. In a town in Northern England was an evangelical church the Lord had greatly blessed, but many people had left the district and some had died. The building itself was dusty and unattractive and the elders and faithful saints there were distressed. 

After preparing for a special service on Christmas Day, they were grieved when a great storm blew up during the night, completely undoing all the labour they had expended on the building. A great piece of plaster had been blown down from the cracked wall, leaving a large hole in the wall. The Christians again brought their brushes and dusters, swept up the debris, and polished the tables and seats once more.

On his way home for lunch, the pastor passed an auction room, slipped in to the auction sale, bid for a 15 feet tablecloth and got it for a few shillings. It would, he felt sure, exactly cover the hole in the wall and would look beautiful as it was white with gold embroidery.

Outside at the bus stop he saw a woman standing with tears on her cheek, in seeming distress. He invited her into the building and gave her a seat in a pew. While repairs were going on, she rose and, pointing to the cloth, said, ‘That cloth is mine. My husband gave it to me, and if you look in that corner you will see three initials—mine.’

Then she narrated how she and her husband formerly lived in Vienna. During the war he was put into a concentration camp and his death there had been reported to her. Escaping to Great Britain, she answered an advertisement for a governess for children in that town. Finding the post already filled, she was about to return to the town where she lived. The pastor, touched by her story, said she could have the cloth but she declined. Then she left to go back to the town in which she resided.

The Hall was filled that evening for the service, and the congregation dispersed to \return to their homes; but one man remained. He approached the pastor and said, ‘I gave that tablecloth to my wife in Vienna. During the war we were separated and my wife was sent to a concentration camp where, I was told, she died. I crossed to my wife England and have settled as a clockmaker in this town. The Pastor, astonished, wanted to get in touch with the man’s wife as soon as possible but could only remember the name of the people to whom she had applied for the post. They were able to produce her letter with her address. That night they went by car to the town in which she was living and arrived in the early hours of morning. Husband and wife met again in a happy reunion, and she came to live with her husband. Both are devoted Christians and regularly attend ‘the church of the tablecloth’.

(Ps.86.15; 145.9)

157  Collapse and its Cause.  Nobody noticed when the first little parasite wormed its way beneath the bark of the handsome tree; nobody noticed the way the parasites multiplied, boring and drilling their way through its once-sound heart. Nobody noticed that the great tree swayed increasingly in the winter gales. Then one morning when everyone awoke it was on the ground; and they said, ‘Look! It’s down! It seemed so solid: fancy crashing like that.’ Probably nobody notices if you forget to read your daily portion of the Bible; nobody notices if you let prayer slip for a week; but if you continue, there will one day come a crash, and others will say, ‘Fancy So-and-so! Used to be so keen!’ The strength of your character, the usefulness of your life, is in direct proportion to the measure in which you know God.

(Dan.11.32)

158  Colonies of Heaven.  Paul and Barnabas visited, and evangelized in Pisidian Antioch, a Roman colony in Asia, in A.D.45 or 46. Paul, Silas and Timothy, with Luke, the beloved physician, evangelized and planted a Christian church in Philippi, a Roman colony in Europe, several years later. In each of these cities a colony of heaven on earth was established.

Antioch in Pisidia (Asia Minor), situated on a plateau 3,300 feet above sea level, was a Roman colony and a military base in the Roman Empire. A colony was a fragment of Rome transplanted in another province and at a distance from the imperial capital, a bastion of the Roman Government in an unsettled area. Latin was the official language, and a Roman tone permeated the government, recreations and festivals of the people. Paul and Barnabas, heaven’s ambassadors, revisited this colony of heaven confirming the disciples of Christ, exhorting the colonial believers, ordaining elders in the Christian church, and praying for them all.

Philippi in Macedonia, named after its founder Philip, the father of Alexander the Great, was made a Roman colony in 42 B.C. and after a century had elapsed, some of those Roman citizens became a colony of heaven when they received heaven’s messengers and submitted to heaven’s messengers and submitted to heaven’s King—‘another king, one Jesus.’ Accustomed to obedience to the laws of Rome and loyalty to the Emperor, their liege-lord, and familiar with the Latin language, they began to fulfil the law of Christ, to display a new loyalty to their Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ, and to speak to one another in the language of heaven. Their names were entered in heaven’s burgess roll, the Book of life.

In the letter to the Philippian saints, Paul, a Roman citizen, in a Roman prison, writes to the Roman citizens in Philippi from the Roman capital, and discourses on the principles that were to guide their conduct as citizens of heaven, and one their hope of entering their fatherland with the Lord from Heaven.

(Acts 13.14,48; 16.12; Phil.1.27; 3.20,21)

159  Come.

Come first to Bethlehem where Christ was born:

She Him, the heavenly King, that Christmas morn

Low in a manger laid: No pomp or show—

’Twas His eternal love that bade Him go.

Come to Gethsemane—Watch Jesus there:

Witness His agony, kneeling in prayer.

Great drops of blood He sweat neath our sin’s load:

Yet He endured it all, made peace with God.

Come to dark Calvary: look there and see

Christ Jesus crucified there, on the tree.

Cruel His sufferings, pierced hands and head,

Our sin’s tremendous load crushing Him dead.

Come to the empty tomb: Jesus is risen,

Ascended from the grave back into heaven.

One day He will return to claim His own

And reign eternally, King on His throne.

                                  May Gorrie

(Luke 2.15; 22.41,42; 23.33; 24.1,6)

160  Come—Just as you are.  Charlotte Elliott was the granddaughter of John Venn, an outstanding preacher, and was in early life light-hearted and gay. When a godly preacher form Switzerland, a friend of her parents—Dr Malan—was staying at their home, Charlotte very abruptly told him to mind his own business when he asked her if she was a Christian. He did not reply to the rude rebuff, but Charlotte was evidently troubled in conscience, and one day, when Dr Malan was strolling in the garden, she approached him, apologized for her rudeness to him and said, ‘I should like to come to Christ but I don’t know how.’ ‘Come just as you are,’ was his immediate reply. It was not long before she came to the Saviour.

    Years later, at the age of forty-five, in ill-health and great weakness of body, while all the other members were attending a service, she lay in bed overcome with the thought of her own uselessness. She then took pen and paper and wrote the hymn, ‘Just as I am without one plea’, little realizing that it would be used by God in days to come to the blessing and salvation of many souls.

(Matt.11.28)

161  Comfort from a Hymn.  Dr Oswald J. Smith’s sister, Mrs. Clifford Becker, and her husband were missionaries in Peru. Clifford Becker was killed in a motor accident just before their furlough was due. His wife thus became a widow at 26. Dr Oswald Smith wrote the lovely poem, since set to music, ‘God understands’, and sent it to her. Arriving, as it did, just before she sailed for furlough, it proved to be a great comfort to her.

God understands your sorrow,

He sees the falling tear

And whispers, ‘I am with thee.’

Then falter not, nor fear.

He understands your longing;

Your deepest grief He shares;

Then let Him bear your burden—

He understands and cares.

162  Comfort of the Scriptures.  One Sunday C.H. Spurgeon left the Bible closed when the time for the reading of the Scripture lesson came. ‘Some have found fault with me’, he said, ‘ thinking I am too old-fashioned because I am always quoting from the Bible and do not say enough about science. Well, there’s a poor widow here who has lost her only son, a fine regenerate Christian lad. She wants to know if she will ever see him again. Let’s turn to science for the answer. “Will she see him? Where is he? Does death end all?”’ There was a long pause. ‘We are waiting for an answer, said the preacher: ‘this woman is anxious to know.’ Another long pause. ‘What? Nothing to say? Then we’ll turn to the Book!’ And Spurgeon clinched the point by reading the wonderful promises concerning eternal life and heaven.

(Acts 9.31)

163  Coming Today.  A traveler chanced on a beautiful villa situated on the shores of a beautiful lake in Switzerland, far from the beaten track of tourists. He knocked at the garden track of tourists. He knocked at the garden gate and an aged gardener unlocked it and bade him enter. The old man, seemingly glad to see him, showed him round the garden. ‘How long have you been here?’, asked the traveler. ‘Twenty-four years.’ replied the gardener. ‘How often has your master been here meanwhile? When was he here last?’ ‘Twelve years ago.’ ‘He has never been here.’ ‘Who does come then?’ ‘I am almost always alone. It is very, very seldom that a stranger ever calls.’ ‘Yet you have the garden in such perfect order as if you were expecting your master’s coming tomorrow!’ ‘As if he were coming today, sir, today!’ exclaimed the old man.

(Mark 13.34,35)

164  Commandments—The Ten.

In vain we call old notions fudge 

And bend our conscience to our dealing:

The ten commandments will not budge

And stealing will continue stealing.

                        James Russell Lowell

(Exod.20.1-17; James 2.10)

165  Commission—The Great.  Daniel Crawford, late of Luanza, Garenganze, and author of Thanking Black, wrote:

Query—(on Matt.28.19,20)—How can we claim His ‘LO!’ if we ignore His ‘GO!’?

Came a vision of St. Paul:

Scene—within a Roman Hall:

Face lit up with holy gladness—

Festus twitted him with madness.

‘Noble Festus, nay, not mad,

But a heart supremely glad!’

All my soul is now aglow,

For ‘I’ve heard the Master’s “GO”

And His ‘LO!’ I’m ever with you,

Prove I daily this is true!

Caesar could not order so;

Christ said “GO” and also “LO!”’

Came the echo down the ages,

Record true of saintly sages;

Came the witness all sublime

Of those conquerors of time,

Whether living they or dying

This their shout, all time defying;

‘Men of God, the order’s so—

Ours that “GO!” and His that “LO!”’

Came the vision of the years,

Of the lonely pioneers;

Came their sob of hope forlorn

For the breaking of the morn;

Came the rugged tug of doubt,

Then, anon, the victor’s shout,

And the routing of the foe

To Christ’s tune of ‘GO!’ and ‘LO!’

Comes the warning of the Lord

To all readers of the Word;

His appeal of love and yearning

That we hasten His returning;

Warning us lest we forget

That the Christ must tarry yet

While His servants are so slow

Forth to ‘GO’ and prove His ‘LO!’

Comes a message from the throne

Answering the heathen groan.

Comes a voice from God’s right hand,

Word of hope for every land—

‘Go ye into all the world,

Let My banner be unfurled;

Widen out your ranks and GO,

And I’ll flood them with my LO!’

166  Committal—A Millionaire’s.  J. Pierpont Morgan’s greatest business transaction was”

    ‘I commit my soul into the hands of my Saviour in full confidence that, having redeemed it and washed it in His most precious blood, He will present it faultless before the throne of my heavenly Father; and I entreat my children to defend at all hazard and at any cost of personal sacrifice, the blessed doctrine of the complete atonement for sin through the blood of Jesus Christ once offered, and through that alone.’

(2 Tim.1.12)

167  Commonplaces of Life.

‘A commonplace life,’ we say as we sigh;

But why do we sigh as we say?

The commonplace sun in the commonplace sky

Make up the commonplace day;

The moon and the stars are commonplace things,

The flower that blooms and the bird that sings;

But dark were our world and sad our lot

If flowers failed and the sun shone not.

But God who well knows each separate soul

Of commonplace things makes a beautiful whole.

Ere He placed the sun in the commonplace sky

He had wonderful thoughts to bring us nigh

In image, and like to His Son so dear,

To behold His glory, and that without fear,

To gaze upon His face so fair

With gladness, without either pain or care—

God all in all, in majesty blest,

Satisfied then, in His love will rest.

168  Communion.

My beloved spake to me, and so winning was His tone,

‘O arise, my love, my fair one, come away!’

For the winter time is past: lo, the rains are overblown,

And the sward with new-bloomed flowerets all is gay.

Hark, the turtle’s voice is cooing

Gentle love-notes, softly wooing;

All the air’s athrill with gladsome song today.

Here the fig-tree yields its flavour,

There the vine gives forth its savour.

O arise, my love, my fair one, come away.(NO RESPONSE)

‘O my dove that dwellest safe, with the Clefted Rock thy seat,

Thou that shelterest in the secret of the stair;

Let me hear thy voice, my love, for thy voice indeed is sweet,

Turn thy countenance to me, divinely fair. (NO RESPONSE)

Ah, but let us, quickly hasting,

Seize the little foxes, wasting

All the tenderest grapes that grace our vineyard rare.

For alas, what fruits are sweetest,

They would rob and spoil the fleetest,

Oh then, guard thy vintage well, thou only-fair.’

Then with heart all welling o’er, to my love I answered low:

‘My beloved, I am His and He is mine.

Where He tends and feeds the flock ’mong the lilies I will go;

Where He makes them rest at noon will I recline

Till thy soft day-dawn awaking,

Through the fleeing shadows breaking,

Bring the One I love to me: for Him I’ll pine.

O that, like the young hart bounding,

Thou would’st skip those hills surrounding,

That they nevermore might sever Thee and Thine.

                         James S. Tait

(Song of Solomon 2.10-17)

169  Communion of Saints.

How sweet communion is with saints 

For soul can soul inspire;

The brand that soon goes out alone

With others makes a fire:

So ’tis our Father’s will in company.

But just as blessed ’tis to know:

Commune with one’s own heart

The hidden manna there to eat

When Jesus draws apart,

For while they lost who keep at home,

They lose much more who always roam.

But oh, ’tis truly best of all

Communing with our Lord,

To breathe our secrets in His ear

And catch each whispered word;

One hour with God is better far

Than years of toil without Him are.

Then let me prize communion dear

With loved ones on the road,

But prize as well the hours alone,

And most the hour with God.

                  J. Dickie

(Mal.3.16)

170  Commuter’s Contacts—A.  November, 1942. The Allies had commenced the invasion of North Africa—a move which was to lead to the eventual defeat of Hitler’s forces. The dining car of the Newcastle to London train was packed to capacity. Little conversation was to be heard as each passenger eagerly scanned the morning newspaper with its unexpected and exciting news. Soon, however, the silence was broken as passengers who were strangers to one another discussed the news and its possible effects on the whole course of the war.

    From the far end of the carriage one voice could be heard above all others. It came from a clergyman who had been asked by two airmen sitting opposite him, ‘What do you think will happen now?’ He had a strident voice and, although his remarks were addressed to the two airmen, all the carriage could hear the conversation that followed. ‘Well, I don’t know much about these things,’ he said. ‘I don’t know what is likely to happen next—but I do know how it is all going to end!  Would you like to know?’ He then proceeded to tell his listeners that whatever course this war took it was bound to be followed by an amazing series of events which would culminate in universal rule being set up, the power being in the hands of one man who would bring in universal peace. There would be no more war, no more poverty or hatred or injustice, but the whole world would enjoy peace and happiness! The centre of His government would not be London nor Washington and certainly not Berlin or Rome. It would be Jerusalem!

A somewhat stunned silence followed as these unexpected views were heard by all in the carriage. Then one of the airmen asked: ‘That sounds too good to be true, but how do you know that, sir?’ ‘On the very best authority of all,’ he replied, ‘on the authority of the Word of God.’ At this point he produced a Bible, saying, ‘Would you like to hear?’ He began to read, in the same penetrating voice, the whole of Daniel’s prophecy, chapter 2. verses 31-45—the description of the great image of a man having a head of gold but with feet and toes of a mixture of iron and clay. He then skillfully outlined the meaning of the passage, pointing out how the autocratic Kingdom of Babylon, of which Nebuchadnezzar was the head, would yield to another inferior kingdom ( Medo-Persian). This in turn would be followed by the Grecian Empire after which there would emerge the iron rule of Rome—an empire which itself would later be divided, the iron finally giving place to the admixture of iron and clay. This would be particularly evident in the feet and ten toes of the image; and this, said he, is already becoming apparent in the Democracy of day.

‘But’, he continued, ‘notice now what is said about this Stone “cut out without hands” which smote and destroyed the image, itself becoming a great mountain which filled all the earth.

‘Now,’ said the speaker to his fascinated hearers, ‘the whole point is—What is that stone, or rather, who is He?’ Whereupon he told them at once that the Stone is none other than the Rock of Ages, the Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of God to whom God has given all power in heaven and on earth. It is He who will be enthroned, and under His beneficent rule there will at last be universal peace. ‘And now,’ said he, ‘Listen! You men can enjoy now what the whole earth will enjoy then. If you will let Christ reign in your hearts, if you will accept Him now as your Saviour and Lord, you can enjoy now the peace of God which passes all understanding.’

The effect was apparent on all. Some smiled condescendingly, some were obviously annoyed. Two sailors sitting opposite me smiled and tapped their foreheads! But I was probably not the only one who prayed earnestly for that faithful servant of His absent Lord, truly an ‘ambassador for Christ.’

At this point the train slowed down and stopped at York. The man sitting next to the clergyman alighted. I went up the carriage and asked if I might speak to these two airmen. I told them I had heard all that had been said to them and, like them , was greatly impressed, especially at the claim that all who truly receive Christ as Lord and Saviour can experience now that inward peace and joy for which the whole world is longing today. ‘Buy’, I said, ‘you are being asked to make the biggest decision of your lives. I want to warn you that you have no proof that what this gentleman has said is true. But now I have come to offer you what is lacking: I am the proof!’

The preacher, for the moment, disconcerted, soon recovered from his surprise and urged me to take the vacant seat. What a joy it was to tell those men of a decision made in boyhood, proved in manhood and never to be regretted!

                                  A. E. Barnes

171  Companionship—Divine.  In his essay on ‘Sir Ernest Shackleton’s Text’ Dr. F. W. Boreham writes: ‘Flame or Fire: it makes no difference.’

1,2,3,4—counted King Nebuchadnezzar—at the fiery furnace in Babylon.

1,2,3,4—exclaimed the explorer amidst the snowdrifts and glaciers in the Antarctic. ‘We all felt that there were not three but four of us!’ said Sir Ernest Shackleton, speaking at the banquet in London given in his honour and describing the thrilling adventures of the Rescue Expedition as, after the sinking of the Endurance, they made their way in an open boat, crawled and clambered over dizzy peaks and slippery glaciers in South Georgia to obtain succour for their twenty comrades marooned on Elephant Island. ‘I cannot doubt that our party was divinely guided. Worsley said to me, “Boss, I had a curious feeling on the march that there was another Person with us.” Crean confessed to the same idea.’

‘The form of the fourth was like unto the Son of God!’

(Dan.3.25; Matt.28.20)

172  Companionship of Christ.  Can it be that any of you are grieving Him by waywardness and willfulness in neglecting to cultivate this holy companionship? Philip Henry, the father of the famous commentator, had fallen in love with a Miss Matthews of Worthenbury; but her people rather objected to the engagement on the ground that they did not know much about him or where he came from. ‘Yes,’ was her reply, ‘that is more or less true; but I do know where he is going and I want to go with him.’ And surely it is to our eternal advantage to enter into close and intimate fellowship with our divine Lord as we journey along the highways and by-ways of life’s pilgrimage.

                                              Harvey Farmer

(Heb.13.6)

173  Company—Bad.  A farmer, seeing a lot of crows picking up the seed he sown in one of his fields, took his gun and fired at them. All the birds flew away except one that lay wounded on the ground. Going t the wounded bird, the farmer found to his astonishment that it was his own pet parrot. It had escaped from its cage and flown out to join the crows in the fleld. Its wing was broken with the shot. Picking it up, the farmer said, ‘Ah, Polly, this is what comes of keeping bad company.’ He put the wounded parrot under his coat and returned home. 

As he neared the house, his little girl ran out to meet him. ‘Have you shot any crows, Dad?’ she asked. ‘I have shot Polly,’ replied the farmer. Before he could tell his daughter how it happened, the parrot put its head and exclaimed, ‘Bad company, bad company!’

(1 Cor.15.33)

174  Compassion in Christian Service.  Dr A. J. Gordon used to say, ‘I have long ceased to pray, “Lord, have compassion on a lost world.” I remember the day and the hour when I seemed to hear the Lord rebuking such a prayer. He seemed to say to me, “I have compassion on a lost world, and now it is for you to have compassion.”’

We can preach without compassion, sing without compassion, give without compassion. Preaching fails, singing fails, giving fails, but individual concern never fails.

When I am dying, how glad shall I be

That the lamp of my life has been blazed out for Thee.

I shall be glad in whatever I gave,

Labour or money, one sinner to save.

(Ps.112.4; Matt.14.14; 15.32)

175  Computers—The Greatest of all.  Mrs. McNamara, the wife of the U.S.A. Defence Secretary, when asked if computers will replace the human brain, answered:

‘The human brain is the most magnificent bit of miniaturization in the universe. It weighs only three pounds and contains ten billion cells, with 25,000 possible inter-connections with other nerve cells. To build an electric computer large enough to have that range of choice would require an area equal to the entire earth’s surface.’

(Ps.139.14)

176  Confession—A Humble.

Father of spirits, God of light,

Great Source of all forgiving grace,

Before whose searching, awful sight

We stand and smitten, seek Thy face!

Have mercy on Thy saints, O Lord,

And grant to us Thy pard’ning Word!

For senseless pride and godless greed

That shame us on the busy mart,

For conduct that belies our creed,

For faithless and divided heart,

O spare Thy erring children, Lord,

And speak to us Thy pard’ning Word!

For coward lips that would not speak

When silence was a shameless wrong,

For thoughtless word that drove the weak

To think that right was with the strong,

Have mercy on Thy saints, O Lord,

And grant to us Thy pard’ning Word!

For cautious age, for hasty youth,

For well-set sails to catch the breeze,

For fear that dares not face the truth

But welcomes base and trait’rous ease,

For thousand suns have mercy, Lord,

And speak to us Thy pard’ning Word!

For all that oft Thy Spirit grieved,

The petty faults of every day,

For shunning light we have received

To show the path where duty lay,

For passions that denied Thy Word

Have mercy on Thy saints, O Lord!

And while we humbly kneel to pray,

Confessing sins and wrongs we’ve done,

Grant us the grace anew to say

For love of Thy enthroned Son,

We’ll walk more closely to Thy Word

For all Thy mercies, Sovereign Lord.

A. Borland

(Ezra.9.6; Dan.9.4,5)

177  Confession of Faith.  H.J. Heinz who became world famous as the head of the great preserving and pickling firm established in Pittsburgh gave the following striking testimony in the opening paragraph of his final testament, dated January 11,1919: ‘Looking forward to the time when my earthly career shall end, I desire to set forth at the very beginning of this will, as the most important thing in it, a confession of my faith in Jesus Christ as my Lord and Saviour; I also desire to bear witness to the fact that throughout my life, in which were the usual joys and sorrows, I have been wonderfully sustained by my faith in God. To Tim I attribute any success I may have attained during my lifetime.’

(Rom.10.9)

178  Confidence in Father.   A party of scientists and botanists were exploring certain almost inaccessible regions of the Alps in search of new species of flowers. One day they spied through a field glass a flower of such rarity and beauty as would add great value to botanic science. It lay in a deep ravine with perpendicular cliffs on both sides. To obtain this rare plant someone would have to be lowered over the sheer precipice by means of a rope and this was a very dangerous undertaking. Approaching a lad nearby who was watching them with curiosity, they said, ‘We’ll give you five dollars if you’ll let us lower you down into the valley below to obtain that lovely rare flower for us.’ The youngster, taking a long look down into the dizzy depths, replied, ‘Just a minute. I’ll be back shortly.’ When he returned he was accompanied by an older man. Approaching one of the botanists, he said, ‘I’ll go over the cliff and get that flower for you if this man holds the rope. He’s my father.’

(Ps.118.8,9)

179  Confidence in Man or God.  A certain Scotsman had been converted under the preaching of Dr Andrew Bonar and blessed through his subsequent ministry. Indeed, his whole spiritual life seemed to depend on the famous preacher. When Bonar died, this man was overcome with grief and seemed dazed and helpless, with no spiritual energy. In this state, some days later, he was walking despondently in a nearby park. Close by, a nannie was wheeling two children in a little carriage, and one of them happened to have been named after the distinguished minister. The other child was lolling against this little brother at the time they were passing the Scotsman, and the nannie said sharply, ‘Sit up! You mustn’t lean on Andrew Bonar.’

    The grief-stricken Scot, hearing these words, felt that this was a message from God to him, as it made him realize that he had been leaning for spiritual succour on one of the Lord’s servants instead of on the Lord Himself.

(Ps.118.8.9 the middle verses of the Bible)

180  Conscience—A clear.  At the time when Samuel Budgett, afterwards called ‘ the Successful Merchant’, went into business, pepper was laid under a heavy tax. In consequence it was very commonly adulterated and in almost every store might be seen a cask marked ‘P.D.’—pepper dust, a dust resembling pepper with which the pepper was mixed before it was sold. This had become a recognized custom of the trade.

In Henry Budgett’s store was a cask marked ‘P.D.’ As soon as Samuel entered the firm, his conscience began to trouble him. That ‘everyone did so’ carried no weight with him. Some called it ‘only a trick of the trade’, but the more Samuel thought about it, the more he hated the sight of that cask. He felt sure he could not ask God’s blessing on the use of P.D. So one night he went into the store, rolled out the barrel of P.D. into an old quarry behind the building, broke it up and scattered the P.D. to the four winds.

Then his conscience was clear and at rest.

(1 Pet.3.6)

181  Conscience Money.  A big surprise was in store for Mr. F. Humphrey as he made his customary trek to collect his mail from the post-office in Waynesboro, Georgia. A strangesized envelope caught his attention and when he opened it, to his great surprise, he found four one-hundred-dollar bills and two fifty-dollar bills, five hundred dollars in all. Then came an even greater surprise, an enclosed unsigned letter which read, ‘This money I stole from you. I am now a Christian and I must give it back to you. The Lord forgave me: will you?’

From whom could the letter have come? He examined the postmark on the envelope but that afforded no clue as to the sender, for the postmark was illegible. Floyd Humphrey is still wondering who this former employee might be, though be does remember times when he missed some money, but not that exact amount.

Under the law of the Trespass Offering a Jew would have brought a ram without blemish as a trespass offering to obtain divine forgiveness on the ground of atonement made. The lamb would be slain by a priest, and the guilty man would have added to the amount stolen one fifth of its value.

(Lev.5.15,16; 6.4)

182  Conscience—Needle of.  An old pilot, trusted and wise, was on night many years ago taking his vessel up between the coasts of Wales and Ireland. He had been over the course innumerable times without disaster. This particular night nearing port and home, he was running full steam ahead. With his keen eye he watched compass and chart. Suddenly with a sickening crashing sound, the vessel was on the hidden rocks. Loss of life and loss of ship marked the wreck.

Later, upon entering the pilot-house which still survived, close examination revealed the fact that someone, in seeking to clean or tamper with the compass, had slipped a thin knife blade into the compass box near the needle, and the little blade had broken off. That little piece of foreign steel was sufficient to deflect, though only slightly, the needle by which the old clear-eyed pilot was steering the boat. Such a little thing—such a mighty wreck!

Ask yourself the question: what has slipped into my life that is deflecting the needle of conscience and leading me off the true course?

                                                  Selected

(Acts 24.16; Tit.1.15)

183  Consecration for Service.

No cross too hard to bear, no stoop to low,

No task too menial to undertake

For One who humbly bore for sinners’ sake the cross of woe:

No sacrifice too great, no cost too high,

No offering of love could e’er compare

With His: Oh, boundless love—none else would dare for us to die.

                                Mary C. Dunlop

(John 15.13)

184  Consecration for Success.  Someone asked General William Booth on one occasion what was the secret of his success. He replied, with tears in his eyes, ‘God has bad all there is of me to have.’

Give God thy best! In service true and willing

Pour out thy life that He may live in thee.

Though frail the vessel He will do the filling,

Make thee a blessing in the years to be.

Give God thy best! In true heart consecration

Offer to Him thy fragrant morning hours.

Think not to find His reconciliation

When darkness falls and thou hast spent thy powers

Give God thy best! In unreserved surrender

Yield Him thy life in all its youthful prime.

Wait not until thy sun hath set in splendour

And thou hast nothing but the evening time.

(Rom.12.1; 6.13; 2 Cor.12.15; Phil.2.17)

185  Consecration—Full.  ‘Lord, I give up my own purposes and plans, all my own desires and hopes and ambitions (whether they be fleshly or soulish), and accept Thy will for my life. I give myself, my life, my all utterly to Thee, to be Thine for ever. I hand over to Thy keeping all of my friendships; all the people whom I love are to take a second place in my heart. Fill me and seal me with Thy Holy Spirit. Work out Thy whole will in my life, at any cost, now and for ever. To me to live is Christ. Amen!’

    Nine years later, on December 8,1934, Betty Scott Stam and her husband calmly and bravely laid down their lives for Christ when they were martyred by Chinese Communists. As Mrs Scott spoke of lessons of trust and faithfulness from the lives of John and Betty, she said that Betty’s victory over the power of the enemy in that dark hour in 1934 had been won at Keswick in 1925. Betty was victor in the crisis because, years before, she had utterly yielded herself to the Lord Jesus Christ and trusted Him to be her Victor.

                                        The Prairie Overcomer

(Ps.143.10; Phil.1.20,21)

186  Consecration—More.

Bye and bye, when I look on His face,

Beautiful face, thorn-shadowed face,

Bye and bye, when I look on his face,

I’ll wish I had given Him more.

Bye and bye, when He holds out His hands,

Welcoming hands, nail-riven hands

Bye and bye, when He hold out His hands,

I’ll wish I had given Him more.

Bye and bye, when I kneel at His feet,

Wonderful feet, nail-pierced feet;

Bye and bye, when I kneel at His feet,

I’ll wish I had given Him more.

In the awe of that heavenly place,

Light from His face, beautiful face,

In the awe of that heavenly place,

I’ll wish I had given Him more;--

More, so much more,

Treasures unbounded for Him I adore.

(Rom.12.1)

187  Consecration of the Home.

Take our home and let it be

Consecrated, Lord, to Thee.

Take thy servants here who dwell:

May they do Thy bidding well!

Take our books: let them impart

Wisdom to each seeking heart!

Take the door and let it be

Ever open, Lord, for Thee.

Take the food and, every day,

Bless; accept our thanks, we pray.

Take the table: at each meal

Thy sweet Presence may we feel!

Take our pictures: may they be

Pure and pleasing, Lord, to Thee!

Take the ivories and raise

Music always to Thy praise!

Take the garden: always there

Nature’s beauties may we share!

Take the telephone and use

Every call as Thou shalt choose.

Take control at dawn of day—

In our lives, Lord, have Thy sway:

Take, and nail to Calvary’s tree

All that dims our sight of Thee.  

                            E.H.

(2 Kings 20.15; Prov.31.27; Luke 10.38)

188  Consistency.  After the death of Robert Murray McCheyne, a letter to him was found in his locked desk, a letter he had showed to no one while he lived. It was from one who wrote to tell him that he had been the means of leading the writer to Christ, and contained these words: ‘It was nothing you said that made me wish to be a Christian; it was the beauty of holiness which I saw in your very face.’ His deportment was consistent with his doctrine, his conduct with his creed.

(1 Cor.11.1)

189  Consistent Life.  An American teacher was employed in Japan with the understanding that during school hours he should not utter a word on the subject of Christianity. His word was kept, but so beautiful was his life, so blameless his character, and so Christ-like his example, that forty of those students, unknown to him, met secretly in a grove and signed a covenant to abandon idolatry.

Pray, who is my neighbour who reads me day by day

To learn if I am living right and walking as I pray?

Oh, he is with me always to criticize or blame,

So worldly-wise in his own eyes, and ‘sinner’ is his name.

(1 Pet.2.9)

190  Constrained by Christ’s Love.  To Henry Martyn, after he had completed a brilliant course as a student, came the Lord’s call to serve him abroad. Though several attractive, lucrative vocations were open to him, he said, ‘Here I am, Lord: send me to the ends of the earth. Send me even to death itself if it but be in Thy service and in Thy kingdom!’

When he fell deeply in love with a girl named Lydia, he told her of his call from God to live and minister in India. Was this agreeable to her? He asked, and pleaded that it might be. But it was not. If he would stay in England, he could have her as his bride. If he went to India, he must do without her. The question came like a drum-beat in his brain—India or Lydia? Lydia or India?

Henry Martyn was a mastered man, mastered by love and love’s Master, constrained by the love of Christ. The mastery was his in a crisis involving a crucial choice. ‘My dear Lydia and my duty call me different ways, yet God has not forsaken me. I am born for God only, and Christ is nearer to me than father or mother or sister. So he went to India to “burn out for God”.’

(2 Cor.5.14)

191  Contentment.  William C. Burns wrote, ‘The happiest state of a Christian on earth seems to be this—that he should have few wants. If a man have Christ in his heart and heaven before his eyes, and only as much of temporal blessings as is needful to carry him safely through life, then pain and sorrow have little to shoot at; such a man has little to lose. To be in union with Him who is the Shepherd of Israel, and to walk very near to Him who is a sun and a shield, that comprehends all that a poor sinner requires to make him happy between this and heaven.

I am content. In trumpet tones my song let people know;

And many a mighty man with thrones and scepters is not so.

And if he is, I joyful cry,

‘Why, then he’s just the same as I.’

Not many today are like the coloured boy the late Charles M. Alexander tells about. He was helping him to pack his case and said to him, ‘Mister Charlie, would you have any old clothes you aint makin’ use of?’

‘Well, Sam,’ said Mr. Alexander, ‘now what about shoes, and what size do you wear?’

‘Well,’ sam replied, ‘that mostly ‘pends on who gives ’em. Sometimes I wear sixes and sometimes elevens.’

He had learned what a lot of Christians haven’t. He had learned ‘In whatsoever shoes I am, therewith to be content.’

                                        Tom. A. Taylor

(Phil.4.11)

192  Contentment.

I’ll take what Thou art pleased to send

And yield if Thou no longer lend;

I’ll come if Thou the way wilt show

And flee where Thou forbid’st to go.

Come joy or grief, content I’ll rest

And feel myself supremely blest,

Since nought in earth or heaven can part

The Saviour from the loving heart.

            Alfred Edersheim

( Phil.4.11; 1 Tim.6.8; Heb.13.5)

193  Contentment a Treasure.

There is a jewel which no Indian mine can buy,

No chemist’s art can counterfeit;

It makes water wine, turns wooden cups to gold,

The homely whistle to sweet music’s strain;

Seldom it comes—to few from heaven sent—

That ‘much in little’, ‘all in nought,’ CONTENT.

194  Continuance.

I must go on: my hand is put upon the plough

The wind turns cold; the sluggard leaves the sod unturned

Nor care that in the time of harvest he must beg!

But I have seen a ploughman, spite the wind and snow,

Plough an unbending furrow to the end

And, ceaseless in his toil, break up the fallow ground,

And through the mist and murk of unpropitious days

Lay up in store the summer’s golden harvest joy.

That ploughman is the master of my soul;

Therefore, in spite of storm and stress, like Him I must go on.

I must fight on: I have in conscience drawn the sword.

The fight is hard: the armed Ephraimites may flee

And fill the streets of Gath and Askelon with mirth:

But I have seen a Warrior take the field alone,

Unsheathe the sword against infernal foes

And, I must Love: my heart is longer not my own.

The world allures and fickle hearts may turn aside,

No care that ashes mark the place of yester’s flame.

But I have seen a Lover, spite the scorn and hate,

Love through an agony of blood and tears

And, ceaseless in His love for ev’n His enemies,

Lay down His life, forsaken of earth and skies,

And rising, win a bride and ring the marriage bells.

That Lover is the Lover of my soul

And I, unto the endless end, like Him—I too must love.

                            Dr. J. T. Shields

(John 21.18,19; Phil.3.14)

195  Continuance with the Lord.  In a notice of a Bible Study Convention held in March, 1963, the following mild, but tasty, Printer’s Pie appeared:

Our prayer is that the Lord’s people may continue to continue to value this tremendous privilege of Bible study.

Very emphatic, isn’t it? But we cannot sufficiently emphasize the need for persevering prayer and continuous Bible study.

Some of us stay at the Cross,

Some of us wait at the tomb—

Quickened and raised together with Christ

Yet lingering still in the gloom.

Some of us bide at the Passover feast

With Pentecost all unknown;

The triumphs of grace in the heavenly place

That our Lord has made our own.

If the Christ who died had stopped at the Cross

His work had been incomplete;

If the Christ who was buried had stayed in the tomb,

He had only known defeat;

But the way of the Cross never stops at the Cross,

And the way of the tomb leads on

To victorious grace in the heavenly place

Where the risen Lord has gone.

So let us go on with our Lord

To the fullness of God He has brought,

Unsearchable riches of glory and good

Exceeding our utmost thought.

Let us grow up into Christ,

Claiming His Life and its powers,

The triumphs of grace in the heavenly place

That our conquering Lord has made ours.

                 Annie Johnson Flint

(John 15.9; Acts 2.42; 26.22; Heb.6.1)

196  Controlled Life—The.  The story is told of that great preacher and writer of the last century, Professor Henry Drummond. He used to spend his summer holidays with some friends in Scotland. On one such occasion, as he was just leaving, his hostess said to him, ‘Oh, we’ve just remembered something we were going to ask you to do for us. We’re very troubled about John, our coachman. He’s drinking heavily. We’ve warned him again and again, and he’s on his last chance now. Could you speak to him and try to help him?’ When the coachman brought round the carriage to take him to the station, Henry Drummond got up beside him. He began to talk to the man about his horses, and as they came round a very dangerous bend in the road he said, ‘John, what would happen if you lost control of these two horses and they ran away with us here?’ ‘It’d be a bad job for both of us!’ said the man. But if, when you found that they were out of your control,’ said Henry Drummond, ‘you knew that I could control any horse,’ what would you do?’ ‘ That’s easy to answer,’ said Henry Drummond, ‘do you ever feel as though there was something in you like a pair of wild horses that threatens to run away with you again and again?’ John hung his head with shame, for he knew only too well what a defeated man he was. Then the professor said, ‘I know of One who can control all these wild passions if you will only let Him into your life to do it for you.’ As he parted from him at the station he said, ‘John, will you give Him the reins?’ A year later the professor met the coachman again, and as Henry Drummond came along the platform of the station his face lit up as John touched his hat and said, ‘I’ve given Him the reins, sir.’

197  Controversies—An Allegory.  In the days when knights wore armour and challenged one another to mortal combat on the slightest pretext, a certain Baron Veritas was said to have suspended a gigantic shield over the path which ran past the frawbridge of his castle. One day a Black Knight, riding up from the South, stopped to gaze at the shield as it shone brightly in the sun. A white Knight, just then approaching from the other direction, saw the other man gazing up at the shield and reined in his horse so that he too could have a look at it. Thus halted on their way, the Black Knight hailed the White Knight and loudly praised the magnificence of Baron Veritas who had placed golden shield in their path.

‘Truly Veritas is a great lord!’ shouted back the White Knight, ‘But you are mistaken in saying that the shield is golden: any churl could tell you it is black, ‘look again. Those northern mists must have dulled your sight. If you had the advantage of living in our southern climes, you would have known at a glance that the shield is golden!’ At this the White Knight retorted in a rage, that, whether a man came from the North or the South, he ought to know silver when he saw it. With rising anger the Black Knight thundered out, ‘Not silver but gold! Gold! Gold!’

After hurling insults at one another the gauntlet was thrown down, and each drew back his horse and lowered his lance, ready for the charge. They galloped furiously at each other and met with a terrific crash right under the shield. Neither was badly hurt, though the White Knight was unseated and fell to the ground. At this the Black Knight wheeled his hours round so that he could return and demand submission from his routed adversary; but happening to raise his eyes to the shield, discovered, to his surprise, that it was not gold after all, but silver.

Being fair-minded as well as hot-headed, he apologized to his opponent. ‘Forgive me!’ he said, ‘I was wrong. The shield is made of silver after all.’ Meanwhile the White Knight had picked himself up and was leading back his house. Raising his head he saw from his position in the South the shield gleaming golden in the sunlight. Again mad with rage, the White Knight bellowed, ‘You have defeated me in fair combat, but don’t insult me by trying to humour me as if I was a child. You pretend you were mistaken. It was I who was wrong. The shield is, after all, not silver but golden.’ ‘Not silver!’ cried the Black Knight, greatly offended. ‘Of course it is silver, man!’ So once again they began to hurl insults at one another, the one crying ‘Silver! Silver!’ and the other ‘God! Gold!’ until it was clear that they both must have another tilt at each other.

Just at that moment Baron Veritas came walking over the drawbridge to enquire about the quarrel. Calling the Black Knight to the South side where the White Knight was standing, he bade them both look up. The shield was gleaming gold. Then Lord Veritas requested them to pass to the North and look again. This they did and saw then that the shield was made of silver.

‘What a pity you had all that argument and fighting,’ he said to them, ‘for the shield is gold on the South side and silver on the North. You were wrong because you only knew in part. You needed me to give you all the truth.’

Having said this, Baron Veritas withdrew to his castle to wait for the next travelers who would quarrel over his famous shield.

In the history of the Church, different leaders have seen the same doctrine from different viewpoints and, like those knights, have quarreled and denounced each other because they only knew in part. How much better to look to the Spirit of truth to lead us into all truth!

(John 16.13; Tit.3.9)

198  Conversion.  
In his essay on ‘Hugh Ogilvy’s Solioquy,’ Dr F. W. Boreham tells the conversion story of Samuel Kane, for which a former poet-laureate, John Masefield, was awarded the Edmond De Poignac prize of ￡100 by the Academic Committee of the Royal Society of Literature. The title of the poem is ‘The Everlasting Mercy’, and it is narrated by Samuel Kane, a desperate and abandoned profligate, in the convert’s own wild, eloquent speech.

    Dr Boreham goes on to say that conversion is like the love of a maiden answering to the love of a man, like the petals of a rose unfolding to the kiss of the sun. He describes it as the natural response of an internal impulse to an external appeal, as the most sublime, the most mysterious, the most majestically miraculous operation that our world ever witnesses, and as ‘the mighty ministry of God the Father, God the Son and God the Holy Spirit in the theatre of the human soul’.

(Luke 18.10-14)

199  Conversion—A Brahmin’s.  In the early years of the twentieth century a party of Brahmins set out on a pilgrimage to Kasi (Benares). One of the families had a boy, an only child, born after the mother had performed many rites at various temples because of her barrenness. The parents had named him Sanjeevi, wishing long life for him. At the time of the pilgrimage Sanjeevi was about eleven.

Great was the rejoicing of the pilgrims on reaching the holy city, Kasi, one of India’s ‘punyakshetrams’. Someone met the Pondicherry party and told them there was in the city a certain Swami whom all the pilgrims visited before going down to the river to bathe. The Swami, attired in yellow robes, had long hair and a beard. What arrested the lad’s attention was his long, claw-like finger nails. The older folks in the party had some conversation with him which was unintelligible to the youngster. The Swami then took a large bitter gourd and with his claws tore off chips from it, and with his claws tore off chips from it, and gave one to each pilgrim, saying, ‘Bind this on your hand and go through the ceremonies without taking it off. After your holy bath come back and see me.’

The party proceeded through the crowd of pilgrims to the waterside. Sanjeevi’s group sought out one of the priests repeating ‘mantras’, received instructions, went down into the water repeating prayers and bathed without removing the gourds from their hands. Then they went back to the Swami who bade them taste the vegetable on their hands. ‘How does it taste now?’ he asked each, and all replied, ‘It is still bitter.’ Then the Swami asked, ‘If the Ganges water cannot wash away that bitter taste, how can it wash away your sins?’ He then began to preach to them about the blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, that cleanses from all sin. The party went straight to find a ‘Christian’ priest and were baptized in a Roman Catholic church. They then returned to Pondicherry.

Sanjeevi was a thoroughly spoilt boy, disobedient to his parents, and a truant at school, and went about collecting and selling for a few annas all the empty bottles he could find. The priests in Pondicherry would buy liquor in the bazaar, drain the entire contents and throw away the empty bottles, which Sanjeevi would pick up and sell.

Sanjeevi knew nothing of the Bible. When in his middle teens he went to hear the preacher, Tamil David, the preacher took a fancy to Sanjeevi, adopted and educated him with the consent of Sanjeevi’s mother and called him Sanjeevi David. Tamil David enrolled him as a boarder in a Mission School. There, night after night he would break the rules, jump over the wall into the next street and run around the town. To escape detection when the warden made his nightly visit, he would bribe a fellow from the sick-room to come and occupy his bed till he returned. During those nights he often attended dramas in the town.

One night on his way to the theatre, he saw a crowd assembled in an open space under a gas light and joined the crowd out of curiosity, keeping himself out of sight. A missionary was preaching and said, ‘Here, you compound-wall jumper!’ Sanjeevi felt his head beginning t swim and his knees giving way, for he thought he had been recognized and would be reported; but being afraid to run away, he stood transfixed.

The preacher, Walker of Tinnevelli, did not know Sanjeevi and was not aware of anyone present who had broken hostel rules, but was familiar with the escapades of boarding-school boys, and his sermon brought conviction to Sanjeevi who that night yielded to the claims of the Lord Jesus Christ and became a new creature in Christ Jesus. He soon began to preach the Gospel, though persecuted by fanatical Roman Catholics, and thus Tamil David left a successor to continue his work.

                                H. Kaveri Bai (abridged)

200  Conversion—A British Journalist’s.  Mr. Mrlcolm Muggeridge, a journalist and TV personality with a ready wit and an acid tongue, and an acknowledged master of English, resigned on moral grounds from the Rectorship of Edinburgh University. In his address delivered at St. Giles Cathedral after his resignation, he took as his text ‘Another King, Jesus’, and told of his conversion. Referring to the incident of the two disciples on their journey to Emmaus and their realization that the person who joined them was not a stranger but their Saviour, he added, ‘As my friend and I walked along, like Cleopas and his friend, we recalled, as they did, the events of the Crucifixion and its aftermath in the light of our utterly different and yet similar world. Nor was it a fancy that we two were joined by a third presence.’

In the course of his sermon, he said, ‘I should like my light to shine even if only very fitfully, like a match struck in a dark cavernous night…I came back to where I began, to that other King, one Jesus; to the Christian notion that man’s efforts to make himself personally and collectively happy in earthly terms are doomed to failure. He must indeed, as Christ said, be born again. As far as I am concerned, it is Christ or nothing.

‘I am more convinced than I am of my own existence that the view of life Christ came into the world to preach and died to sanctify, remains as true and as valid as ever, and that all who care to, young and old, healthy and infirm. Wise and foolish, with or without A or O levels, may live thereby finding in our troubled, confused world, as in all other circumstances, an enlightenment and a serenity not otherwise attainable.’

(Acts 17.7)

201  Conversion—A Hit Song-Writer’s.  Scott Lawrence was a born musician. From childhood he composed melodies with beautiful chords and words to suit. In youth, drink took its toll and King Alcohol ruled his life. The enormous sums of money he earned by his musical compositions were soon spent on drink, dope and gambling. 

    One day he wrote a hit song, ‘I’ll never be good enough’, in twenty minutes and gave the premier performance of it in the saloon in which he had just composed it. What most of his mates did not know was that there was a girl, Victoria Barnes, connected with the song. She liked Scotty and he almost worshipped her, but Victoria was a Christian. One day, when he asked her why she was so cold to him, and why she would not change her ways, she asked him if he really wanted her to live the ungodly, wild life he was living. He admitted he did not. Then he tried to convince her that she could marry him and change him. ‘No!’ she told him, ‘I can’t marry you, though I love you and see so many talents in you, for I cannot change you.’ At this he became furious and shouted, ‘God doesn’t love me and I don’t need Him or anyone else—not even you.’

The song—‘I’ll never be good enough’—grew to popular hit proportions and Victoria knew it had been written for her. She waited and prayed, and for ten years wrote to various rescue missions asking prayer for this wayward soul. During that time Scotty was arrested for stealing and jailed. After his release he took to sleeping on two broken boxes in an alley. One morning at 1 a.m. he stumbled into the Pacific Garden Mission where Mrs. Taylor, the composer of the hymn ‘Calvary covers it all’, took his name, sat down prayerfully beside him and read John 1.12 ‘To as many as received Him to them gave He power to become the children of God even to them that believe on His name’. There and then Scott Lawrence received the Lord Jesus Christ as his Saviour.

After a few falls and failures he began to live for Christ and wrote hymns instead of pop songs. From one State to another he traveled, giving his testimony, and wrote the chorus, ‘Whisper a prayer!’ One day, when it was introduced in a large New York auditorium, the composer was asked to come forward. Victoria was in the audience and as he moved down the aisle she went to meet him and together they mounted the platform. Soon afterwards they were married and had five wonderful years of married life and service among the under-privileged children of New York city.

Scott went to an early grave because of his previous dissipation. The scars of sin took their toll. Before he died he wrote the beautiful hymn, ‘He loves even me!’

    When I think of the Saviour’s great love

    In coming from heaven above

    To die on the tree for a sinner like me,

    I am sure that He loves even me.

                    Orella Sabre Shafer (abridged)

202  Conversion—A  Preacher’s. In the Banner of Truth, F. W. Krummacher told how a preacher was converted in an unusual way. His preaching was usually the plain ‘word of the cross’, so he had his share of enemies. One opponent, a learned man, did not attend his services, but one Sunday night thought he would go once more to hear the stern minister. The subject was ‘The Narrow Way’, which he made neither smaller nor wider than our Lord made it.

    The opponent went to him and said, ‘I was in your audience when you preached on the only way of salvation, and I want to know if you can prove your assertions. The minister replied with assurance that he had spoken God’s Word which was the infallible truth. ‘O my God!’ the man exclaimed, ‘is it so? If it is, what will become of us?’ The word US startled the preacher, but overcoming his momentary disquietude, he began to expound the doctrine of redemption and to exhort him to repentance and faith. Interrupting, his questioner repeated anxiously, ‘My dear sir, if it is the truth, what shall we do?’ The preacher really staggered by the plural personal pronoun, thought, ‘Whatt does this WE mean?’ Again he resorted to explanation and exhortation till his visitor, with tears in his eyes and in a voice that might have moved the very stones, desperately exclaimed, ‘My dear man, if it is the truth, we’re lost.’ The preacher, pale and trembling, cried with a sob in his departure: the preacher locked himself in his study. For two Sundays he was unable to preach. On the third Sunday he appeared before his congregation a new man, pale from the experience he had had alone with God, yet filled with heavenly joy and peace, and commenced his sermon by telling his audience that he himself had only recently entered through the narrow gate into life eternal .The Holy Spirit had used the WE and US to convict and convert the preacher. 

(Matt.7.13,14)

203  Conversion—A Robber’s.  Only the clipclop of the horse’s shoes touched the deep silence of the forest as the lonely traveler wended his homeward way upon the night road. Suddenly it was broken by the leaping of a figure from a nearby covert and the hoarse cry of ‘Halt! Halt!’ A rough hand seized the bridle. ‘Quick now! Your money, or your life!’

The traveler emptied his pockets of the few coins he carried. Then to the highwayman’s surprise, he invited a search of the saddlebags. After a suspicious pause, there was the eager stripping.

‘Bah! Nothing but books! What good are they?’

Then the traveler leaned over and whispered, ‘But I do have something of value to give you: of great value….’ There was a pause. ‘You may not think so now. But the time will come when you will bitterly regret this kind of living. When it comes, then remember this: “The blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, cleanseth us from all sin.” Remember it, for then it will serve as your only hope.’

With an ugly snarl the highwayman turned and fled. The other sat for a long moment as if in deep thought.

The years passed. The traveler went about his work of preaching the gospel from place to place. And then one day he came to a particular town. At the close of a meeting one of the leading townsmen begged a word. Tears filled his eyes as he spoke.

‘God bless you, sir, God bless you indeed! And your text! “ The blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son cleanseth us from all sin”. Why, it was the very word you whispered in my wild, young ears those many years ago.’ He paused as the other eyed him with quick interest. ‘Yes, I was that highwayman who robbed you in the forest. And that word you gave me just kept after me like a hound, dogging me everywhere I went, until at last it led me to Christ in confession and faith! And all that I am now, I owe to the blessed Lord and to you, Sir. So I say, “God bless you indeed, sir!”’

The man on horseback was John Wesley, and the highwayman was one of thousands he led to Christ.

(1 John 1.7)

204  Convictions.  Opinions, wrote A. T. Pierson, are like spider webs, beautifully spun but easily broken. Convictions are the forces that move the world. The world will never be moved by flabby Christians who believe their doubts and doubt their beliefs.

Man is unsure of himself and feels the deep need of help and supernatural guidance to navigate the deceptive and ever-changing river of life. Sin has put the compass out of order! Man must get right with God first and then the Supreme Guide will take over the direction of the life put under His control.

When God comes into our lives He undertakes to guide and direct us, but not necessarily by supernatural means. Having created us intelligent beings and redeemed us, He is not going to by-pass either our intelligence or the convictions produced within us by the Holy Spirit. 

                                           Neville J. Taylor

205  Corn of Wheat.  In the Encyclopaedia Britannica there is the account of a notable experiment at Wolverhampton, England. One grain of wheat was planted and produced several distinct stalks with ears of wheat. Each grain was transplanted. The grains produced by each were again separated and transplanted. In two years 32,500 grains of wheat were produced from one single ‘corn of wheat’.—It bringeth forth much fruit.

(John 12.24)

206  Creator—The Great.

      The spacious firmament on high

With all the blue ethereal sky

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim.

The unwearied sun, from day to day.,

Does his Creator’s power display,

And publishes to every land

The work of an Almighty hand.

Soon as the evening shades prevail

The moon takes up the wondrous tale,

And nightly to the listening earth

Repeats the story of her birth;

While all the stars that round her burn,

And all the planets in their turn

Confirm the tidings, as they roll

And spread the truth from pole to pole.

What though in solemn silence all

Move round this dark terrestrial ball?

What though no real voice now sound

Amidst their radiant orbs be found?

In Reason’s ears they all rejoice

And utter forth their glorious voice,

For ever singing as they shine,

‘The hand that made us is Divine!’

                       Joseph Addison

(Job 38.7; Ps.19.1-3)

207  Credulity and Incredibility.  The story is told of an age lady taking her first journey in a railway train. She was very interested in everything she saw and very loquacious. Two young men in the same compartment were greatly amused by her exclamations and questions. She enquired the use of the wires strung along the posts beside the railway track. The young men kidded her by saying they were put there by the railway company so that passengers could hang their washing out to dry as they went along their journey. ‘How thoughtful!’ said the lady. A gentleman in the same compartment, overhearing the conversation, could stand it no longer, and explained that the telegraph wires were there to convey messages from one city or town to another. ‘Now,’ said the old lady, ‘and do you think I’d be for believing that?’

208  Creed—A Simple.  In the north of Ireland recently, before the terrible outbreaks of violence and assassinations, a taxi-driver, waiting to be hired, was found reading a book by the person who engaged him. As they drove along, the passenger asked, ‘What book was that I saw you reading?’ ‘The Bible, sir!’ was the reply. ‘Why do you read that book?’ he was asked. ‘I love it, sir, and the Saviour of whom it tells,’ replied the taxi-driver. ‘To what denomination do you belong?’ ‘To none, sir! I love all who love Christ!’ ‘But haven’t you any creed?’ the passenger persisted. ‘Yes, a very simple one of three articles: Believe all that God has said: obey all that Christ has commanded: and expect all that He has promised!’

(Deut.29.29)

209  ‘Crimond’—The Tune.  Our gracious Queen Elizabeth and Prince Philip celebrated their Silver Wedding anniversary in 1972. On the evening of November 19, 1947, a telephone rang at Westminster Abbey and a voice asked for Canon Elliott. He was called to the ’phone and heard the following: ‘This is Buckingham Palace and I am ringing on behalf of Princess Elizabeth. She would like to speak to Canon Elliott.’

It turned out that the Princess, who was to be married on the following day, had, with her mother and sister, visited the Abbey to listen to the rehearsal of the music. Talking over things afterwards, the three royal ladies agreed that the setting of ‘Crimond’ to the twenty-third Psalm was very different from the setting to which they were accustomed. The bride-elect therefore determined to ring the Abbey.

‘When we are in Scotland,’ she explained to the Canon on the ’phone, ‘Mother, Margaret and I often sing the twenty-third Psalm but the setting of “Crimond” as it was rendered in the Abbey this afternoon doesn’t seem quite the same as that with which we are familiar. We wondered if it could possibly be altered.’

Consternation in the Abbey! Then, with the Canon, organist and precentor listening intently, the ladies at the Palace sang the Psalm over the ’phone. At length the gentlemen at the Abbey requested that they might be permitted to come to the Palace and practice with the ladies the amended setting of ‘Crimond’ and next day the Abbey resounded to the music that the bride, now our gracious queen, had so often enjoyed in Scotland.

(Ps.98 4,5)

210  Cross and Crown.  ‘We want to begin a High School magazine, and we need first to have a school motto: can you suggest one?’ asked the Mission High School Principal. ‘Not at the moment,’ replied the missionary, ‘but we shall pray about it and think about it.’ Come again to me in a day or two and I may have thought of one by that time.’ Within a week the missionary had found a motto: ‘Bear the Cross: wear the crown.’

                                                     A.N.

(Luke 18.28-30)

211  Cross of Christ—The.  The sacrifice of the cross is the wonder of all wonders, the theme of all themes, the mystery of all mysteries, the song of all songs.

O mystery of mysteries! of life and death the tree,

Centre of two eternities

Which look with rapt, adoring eyes, onward and back to Thee—

O Cross of Christ where all His pain

And death is our eternal gain!

     On the South coast of China, on a hill overlooking the harbour of Macao, Portuguese settlers built a massive cathedral. But a typhoon proved stronger than the work of man’s hands, and some centuries ago the building fell in ruins, except for the front wall. High on the top of that jutting wall, challenging the elements down through the years is a great bronze cross. In 1825 Sir John Bowring was shipwrecked near that place. Clinging to the wreckage of his ship, he at last caught sight of that great cross which showed him where he could find safety. The dramatic rescue moved him to write the words that are familiar to millions:

In the Cross of Christ I glory;

Towering o’er the wrecks of time;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

(Gal.6.14)

212  Cross—Sign of the.  A crowd of University students were coming home from an evening of pleasure. Their drunken leader noticed on the steeple of a church a cross illuminated by the moonlight, and shouted.

‘Ye mathematicians, look at God’s plus sign.’

One of the students could not sleep that night. Toward morning he stepped into the leader’s room and told him that the vision of the Cross as God’s plus sign had made him decide to uphold that cross as the symbol of God’s abundant love for mankind. Seven other university men very soon took the same step.

                                       The Watchman Examiner

Someone bought a house in Scotland. The previous owner had laid out the front garden in the form of a large cross. As the weeks passed, he noticed that the outline of the cross began to fade and soon was difficult to trace. Nothing had happened, but weeds and tufts of grass were springing up and obliterating the cross. 

                                H.P. Barker

(Gal.2.20; 5.24,25)

213  Cross—Splendour of the.

The cross that Christ would have us bear is not a cross of wood:

It is the suffering of a heart that seeks another’s good;

It is the tender heart that bleeds o’er pilgrims on the road;

It is the gracious heart that bends to lift another’s load.

The tomb that He would have us seek is not a tomb of rock:

’Tis one where we can bury self with all its evil stock,

From which we rise in newest life to live for Him alone,

To count ourselves as dead to sin, for which He did atone.

The crown that He would have us seek does not belong to earth:

The potentates of time know not its vast and peerless worth.

It is no gain of skilful arms, no gift of scheming choice:

Its splendour has no place in speech: no word its worth can voice.

The glory He would have us prize is not the praise of man

Which fills the heart with subtle pride and evil passions fan.

Befriending those who have no friend—’tis here true glory lies

Unseen, unknown, yet serving all—this glory never dies.

                                    F.H. Oakley

(Matt.16.24)

214  Crosses—Cheap.  A Filipino Christian tells of an experience on Good Friday in Manila. As he passed a large Roman Catholic church, he noticed that the area around the church was crowded, not only with worshippers, but with many vendors selling incense, candles, veils and rosaries. Among the busy merchants were small boys running about selling crosses, and calling, ‘Cheap crosses for sale! Buy a cheap cross!’

This struck me as having a meaning beyond what was intended. Some people like an easy religion, one that is all sweetness and light, one that makes no demand on their interests, no claim on their time and strength. As if the cross could be cheap!

The cross of Calvary was no cheap cross. Christ gave up His throne in glory to come and live in this world of sin, and give His life as a ransom on the cross in order to redeem us. There was nothing cheap about what He did for us. He calls us to take up our cross and follow Him. It is not a cheap, easy way, but it is a way filled with the light of His presence and blessed with opportunities to serve. One day the cross will be exchanged for a crown.

(GAL.6.14; Mark 8.34)

215  Crowd is often Wrong.  Adam Thompson of Cincinnati, Ohio, filled the first bath tub in the U.S.A. in the year 1842. Doctors predicted rheumatism and inflammation of the lungs from such a newfangled idea. The city of Philadelphia put a ban on baths between November and March. Other towns imposed extra heavy water rates. All these facts are right, and off the records. But the crowd was wrong!

Dr Samuel Johnson said in the eighteenth century that no one could travel at more than ten miles an hour and live. In 1986 Britain still had a law prohibiting any power-driven vehicle from traveling at more than four miles an hour on the public highways. Furthermore it required that such a vehicle should be preceded by a man bearing a red flag. Yet the crowd was wrong again.

Samuel Morse had adverse criticism from Press and Government; but today the click of the telegraph, heard the world over, proved the crowd was wrong.

Alexander Bell was called a fool when he exhibited his telephone. Today we talk around the world as a result of his invention. Once more the crowd was wrong.

The first reaper and binder was derided as a cross between a chariot, a wheelbarrow and a flying machine. Yet the inventor was right and again the crowd was wrong.

When Westinghouse proposed to stop a railway train with wind (the Westinghouse air-brake) he also was called a fool, but very soon the crowd was proved wrong.

Goodyear was ‘booed’ by everyone but his wife working eleven years on vulcanizing rubber. Today every motor car uses his invention. The crowd was wrong.

Jenner was jeered when he discovered vaccination. Some serious-minded men went so far as to say that all the animal diseases would be transferred to the human race. Some said horns had actually grown out of the foreheads of innocent people. Yet Jenner eliminated the smallpox scare by using his vaccine. The majority was mistaken.

Robert Fulton had only words of discouragement from the crowd as the watched him work on his steamboat. They called it in derision ‘Fulton’s Folly’. Steamboats in large numbers cross the seas daily and displace the sailing ship. The crowd is daily proved to have been wrong.

Madame Curie sorted through tons of waste material in search of radium. The crowd laughingly asked, ‘What is radium?’ It is today a valuable asset in fighting disease, and many have owed their lives to its beneficent powers. Again the crowd was mistaken.

Have you ever thought that the majority may be wrong about their attitude to the Lord Jesus Christ? Are you part of that crowd that ignores His claims?

(Num.13.30,31)

216  Crown of Righteousness.  At a Farewell meeting in New York, at the conclusion of Andrew Bonar’s only visit to America, several speakers eulogized him, and in closing one man said, ‘Think of the crown of righteousness which the Lord, the righteous judge, will give to Andrew Bonar in that day.’ The dear man walked to the front of the platform, held up his hand toward heaven and completed Paul’s words to Timothy: ‘and not to me only, but unto all them that love His appearing.’

                                           Sunday School Times

(2 Tim.4.8)

217  Crucified.  Head down, hands in pockets, feet lagging, he was on his way to the waterfront when a startling word sounded out into the night. A man’s voice exclaimed, ‘Crucified! They crucified Him!’

The young man stopped in his tracks and glanced up. There, quite near, he saw light streaming from the open door of a little Mission Hall, and the speaker on the platform, beginning his evening’s discourse. Churches and preachers had never meant much in John Scott’s life; but tonight that brutal word had hit him where he lived, for he had seen man’s inhumanity to man. He stepped inside and sat down.

A year before, the lad had gone to war, had suffered serious wounds and illness. Discharged from the British army, unfit for war or work, he had walked the streets of Bristol. ‘Nobody cares,’ he thought, ‘nobody!’ And he planned to end his life that night.

But now the preacher’s words held his attention. ‘A few months ago,’ he was saying, ‘the British were engaging the Germans on a certain sector in France. One British soldier, badly wounded, lay helpless in a shell hole between the lines; his friend shouted to the officer, “My buddy’s out there! I’m going out to get him!”

“So Bill dropped to the ground and crawled out toward Jack—nearer and nearer until he was almost there. Then an enemy patrol spotted him ,clubbed him over the head and dragged him back to their lines. They stretched him out against the wall of a wooden shed, and because of the hatred in their hearts they crucified him and left him there to die.’

At the repetition of that word ‘crucified’ a shadow crossed Scott’s face.

‘They thought Jack was dead, and so didn’t touch him. He lay there in a shell hole and saw it all—the brutality, the suffering ,the lingering death. As long as he lives the wounded man will never forget that sight. He will never forget how his buddy died for him.

‘Friends,’ the preacher continued, ‘Have you forgotten that once a Man died in agony for you? Have you received Him? Have you done anything to show Him your love?’

As the service closed and young Scott moved toward the door, the preacher met him with outstretched hand, ‘My lad,’ he said, ‘have you received the Lord?’

‘No, sir,’ he answered, ‘but I want to. I never knew before what the Gospel was all about. But tonight I begin to understand. You see, I was the man in the shell hole. I saw my buddy die for me!’

The two knelt in prayer, while Jack Scott, led by the preacher, accepted the Lord Jesus as his Saviour and thanked Him for all He had done. Jack understood and believed the truth presented in Roman 5.6, ‘For when we were yet without strength, in due time Christ died for the ungodly.’

218  Crucified Life—The.  I remember how, on one occasion, in South America, some engineering works had begun, but owing to malaria had to be abandoned. The ground was thickly wooded forest land, and before leaving, the engineers set light to a broad belt of land, hoping thus to cleanse the infected area, and for months the brushwood was smouldering. About two yeas after, the workmen returned to resume operations and were surprised to find the blackened ground covered with a new and unknown type of plant with an exquisite bleu flower. Specimens were gathered and forwarded to the Botanical Gardens at Washington and elsewhere, but no one could indentify this apparent produce of the action of fire. How many times have I seen in the realm of the soul, a crucified, cauterized life giving birth to new flowers and fruit of the Spirit!

                                                  H. St. John

(Gal.2.20; 5.19-23)

219  Crucified with Christ.  Here is a news clipping! Turning for a final glimpse of Gordon’s Calvary, you recall the recent experience, of a member of your party. While visiting that place, Dr R. G. Lee, a beloved Baptist pastor, had turned to his Arab guide with an unusual request: ‘I’d like to go up there,’ he said, pointing to the crest of the hill. ‘You can’t,’ said the guide. But Dr Lee was not to be refused. ‘I’m going,’ he insisted. ‘Then I’ll go with you,’ the guide answered, and together the two made their way to the top of the hill. Once on the crest, Dr Lee removed his hat to stand with bowed head, greatly moved. ‘Sir,’ the guide asked abruptly, ‘have you been here before?’ ‘Yes!’ replied Dr Lee without hesitation, ‘two thousand years ago.’ When Christ died, he died: ‘crucified with Christ.’

                                                        Silas Fox

(Gal.2.20; 2 Cor.5.17; Rom.13.14)

220  Custodianship.  Seen on a Wayside Pulpit: ‘The Church is not the custodian of things that are ageing but of things that are ageless.’

( 2 Tim.1.14; Jude 3)

221  Dancing.  A fluffy young girl about sixteen years of age asked the late Harold St. John, ‘Do you think a young Christian should dance?’ He replied, ‘first of all, I’m glad you say a young Christian. An old Christian doesn’t want to; his bones are too stiff. Now you’ve asked me a very great question much too hard for me to answer. If you had asked me something simple, like the meaning of Ezekiel’s wheels, or the wings of the seraphim, I could have told you at once; but to a question as deep as that I must say I cannot answer you.’ And there were fifteen disappointed faces.

Then, by way of helping them to answer the question themselves, he got a piece of paper, drew a line down the centre, and put a cross on the centre, writing on one side of the cross B.C. and on the other A.D. ‘Now!’ he said, ‘everything on the left will be what is suitable to the days before you knew Christ, and everything on the right hand suitable to the days after you knew Christ.’ He then began to name quickly a number of activities, bringing dancing in about twelfth place, and like a flash it went down on the left-hand side.

(2 Cor.5.17)

222  Dancing.  C.H. Spurgeon wrote: ‘When I hear of a dancing party I feel an uneasy sensation about the throat, remembering that a far greater preacher had his head danced off in the days of our Lord. However pleasing the polkas of our Lord. However pleasing the polkas of Herodias might be to Herod, they were death to John the Baptist. The caperings and wantonings of the ballroom are death to the solemn influences of our ministry, and many an ill-ended life first received its bent for evil amid the flippancies of gay assemblies met to trip away the hours.’

(Matt.14.6-8)

223  Dancing—Is it wrong?  After a meeting three girls came to Montague Goodman. They wore the Crusader badge and he knew they were professing Christians. They said, ‘Mr. Goodman, we want to ask you why you say it is wrong to dance.’

He answered, ‘I never said such a thing.’ ‘Oh, well, you implied it,’ said one. ‘We’ll leave that alone for the present,’ he replied. ‘But do you mind my asking you a question? Do you mind telling me, do you want to be holy?’

One after the other, the girls answered, ‘Yes, I do!’ ‘Well!’ he said, ‘I have only one other question to put to you. In your experience, do you find dancing help in that direction?’

They opened their eyes with a look of astonishment and said, ‘No!’ ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I don’t think we need to discuss the merits of dancing, for if you are determined to be holy and you find that dancing doesn’t help you, you won’t dance, will you?’

(Eph.1.4)

224  Dangerous Amusements.  J. Wilbur Chapman, the evangelist, frequently told the story of a young lady who grasped an electric wire in front of her father’s house and amused herself by pulling it along and watching the sparks fly. Suddenly, as her hand moved to a bare spot on the wire, a tremendous sweep of electricity surged through her body. She screamed in agony but was unable to let go because the current contracted the muscles of her hand. Her mother appeared on the scene and the girl cried out in anguish, ‘Mother, save me! My hands are burning up.’ The mother tried but was hurled to the ground as if she had been coshed. Finally a man with an axe severed the wire and the girl’s life was saved: but she was fearfully burned and disfigured.

    In the spiritual realm similar tragedies are daily taking place. Many tamper with sin and enjoy the sparks and kicks and thrills of sinful pleasures. The devil’s enticing ‘wires’ lure them along the path of danger until they are unable to let go and so perish in their sin.

( 1 Kings 13.34)

225  Daybreak.  A man whose youth and early manhood had been spent in evil ways was converted and one night was giving his testimony. During the week he had met an old former drinking pal who had chaffed him about turning pious. ‘I’ll tell you what I said to him. “Bill,” I says, “you know what I am” (he was a lamp-lighter). “When I goes round turning out the lights, I looks back, and all the road over which I’ve been waling is all blackness, and that’s what my past life is like. I looks on in front and there’s a long row of twinkling lights to guide me, and that’s what my future is like since I found Jesus.” “Yes,” says my friend, “but by and by you gets to the last light and turns it out, and where are you?”

    ‘“ Then,” says, I, “Why! when the last light goes out it’s dawn, and there ain’t no need for lamps when the morning comes”’

                                         George Jackson

(Prov.4.18)

226  Death—A Ship.

When men go down to the sea in ships,

’Tis not to the sea they go;

Some isle or pole the mariner’s goal,

And thither they sail

Through calm and gale

When down to the ship they go.

When souls go down to the sea by ship,

And the dark ship’s name is Death,

Why mourn and wail at the vanishing sail?

Though outward bound, God’s world is round,

And only a ship is Death.

                    Robert Freeman

227  Death—A Sleep.  Sir Winston Churchill, in his radio tribute to King George VI, said: ‘During these last months the king walked with death, as if death were a companion, an acquaintance whom he recognized and did not fear. In the end death came as a friend, and after a happy day of sunshine and sport, he fell asleep, as every man who strives to fear God and nothing else in the world may do.’

    Prince Albert, Queen Victoria’s husband, who died aged forty-two, left this testimony just before his death: ‘I have had wealth, rank and power. But if this were all I had, how wretched I should be now!’ He too fell asleep, with the words of his favourite hymn filling his mind: Rock of ages, cleft for me, Let me hide myself in Thee.

(John 11.11,14)

228  Death Abolished.  In 2 Timothy 4.6, behold Paul standing there on the high deck of a great ocean liner (and the name of the good ship is ‘Death’) awaiting the moment of unmooring when the hawser will be slipped from the mooring post. The moment arrives and slowly, gradually feeling her freedom, the great ship drifts with the tides away from the dock; those on the shore wave it off with tears of affection; slowly those loved faces fade from the vision; the ship catches her stride and sails off beyond the horizon.

                                               Jesse H. Baird

229  Death Behind Us.  ‘I do not expect to die,’ said the old lady to Mr Needham, when he had asked her, ‘You are not afraid to die?’ ‘You mean,’ answered he, ‘you are trusting the Lord and he has taken away the fear.’ ‘No, I’m not going to die.’ Thinking that her mental balance was disturbed, and that her mental balance was disturbed, and that he would humour her, he said, ‘Why should you be exempt?’ ‘I have died already,’ said she. Seeing the puzzled look on his face, she continued, ‘You do not seem to understand. When Jesus died, I died: when He was crucified, I was crucified; when He rose, I rose. I am a child of the resurrection. Deaht is behind me: I shall only “sleep in Jesus”.’

(2 Tim.1.10)

230  Death Ends All.  I was talking to an atheist one day, and he said, ‘I do not believe, Dr Wilson, what you are preaching.’

‘You have not told me what you do not believe,’ I said and then I asked: ‘Perhaps you will tell me what you do believe.’

‘I believe that death ends all,’ was the reply.

‘So do I’, I said. ‘What! You believe that death ends all?’

‘I certainly do,’ I answered. ‘Death ends all your chances for doing evil; death ends all your joy, all your projects, all your friendships, all your ambitions. Death ends it all for you, and you will go out into outer darkness.

‘As for myself, death ends all my wanderings, all my tears, all my perplexities, all my disappointments, all my aches and pains. Death ends it all, and I go to be with my Lord in glory.’

‘I never thought of it in that way,’ he said. The outcome was that I led that man to Christ by agreeing that death ends all.

                                    Walter Lewis Wilson

(John 14.10,14; Rev.14.13)

231  Death in the Pot.  A story is told of an ancient who made a wonderful cup. When filled with wine, it appeared like other cups. When drained to the dregs there lay a serpent curled upon the bottom, with gleaming eyes and extended fangs.

When the prophet Elisha was dining with the prophets at Gilgal, they cried out after tasting the meal, ‘O man of God, there is death in the pot.’

Beware of the fatal cup. There is a serpent coiled amid the flowers of worldly pleasure, lurking in the bowers of worldly pleasure, lurking in the bowers of fleshly lust, hidden in the cup on sensual pleasure. The serpent lies low but poisons every drop. There is death in the ‘pot’ of drugs; at the bottom of the alcoholic cup lies the serpent ready to bite and sting. Here noble men bury their greatness and soil their honour and glory. Beware of the serpent in the cup: beware of the death in the pot.

( 2 King 4.40; Prov.23.31,32)

232  Death of a Martyr.  In the days of the Scottish Covenanters—1660-1688—many men, women and even children, loyal to the Lord Jesus, were slaughtered for their faith in the Saviour. Those were the ‘Killing Times.’ One wee laddie, on his way to a Conventicle, was taken prisoner by the ‘dragoons’ of John Graham of Claverhouse. He refused to give the soldiers any information as to where the meeting was being held. His name was Jamie Douglas. The troops led him to the edge of a ravine, bade him to look down and see how deep it was, and threatened to drop him over into the ravine if he did not give them the information they demanded. He looked down, shuddered, and refused to tell them where the Lord’s faithful followers were meeting they day, adding, ‘Sae drap me doon there if ye will: it’s nae sae deep as hell.’ And they did.

233  Deaths of Jesus and Alexander.  With three centuries intervening, these two outstanding men died at approximately the age of thirty-three, one in Babylon and the other outside Jerusalem. Jesus, the Son of God, was called great before His birth in Bethlehem: Alexander, the son of Philip of Macedonia, was given the title ‘the Great’ by historians after his death.

Jesus and Alexander died at thirty-three:

One lived and died for self, One died for you and me.

The Greek died on a throne, Jesus died on a Cross:

One’s life a triumph seemed, the other’s but a loss.

One led vast armies forth, the other walked alone:

One shed a whole world’s blood, the other gave His own.

One won the world in life and lost it all in death,

But Jesus gave His life to win our love and faith.

Jesus and Alexander died at thirty-three:

One died in Babylon and One at Calvary.

One gained all for himself; Jesus Himself He gave:

One conquered every throne, the other every grace.

One made himself a god: true God made Himself less:

The one lived but to blast: the other lived to bless.

When died the Greek, for ever fell his throne of swords,

But Jesus died and lives for ever, Lord of lords.

Jesus and Alexander died at thirty-three:

The Greek made all men slaves, but Jesus makes men free.

One built a throne on blood, the other built on love:

The one was born of earth, Jesus came from above.

One won the whole of earth to lost both earth and heaven:

The Greek for ever died: Jesus for ever lives.

He loses all who gets and wins all things who gives.

(John 5.25,26)

234  Deathbeds.  The French nurse who was present at the deathbed of Voltaire the infidel, being asked to attend an Englishman whose case was critical, said, ‘Is he a Christian?’ ‘Yes!’ was the reply, ‘he is a Christian in the highest and best sense of the word, a man who lives in the fear of God; but why do you ask?’ ‘Sir,’ she answered, ‘I was the nurse who attended Voltaire in his last illness, and for all the wealth of Europe I would never see another infidel die.’

                                          The Sunday School Times

    Two men died in the same year in America, Colonel Ingersoll, the acknowledged leader of American infidelity; and D. L. Moody, the leader of Christian activity. The death of Ingersoll was sudden and without a ray of cheer or brightness, and his funeral utterly pitiful. His wife and daughter despairingly clung to his decaying body: it was all they had. The scene at the crematorium, as described in the daily newspaper, was enough to make the heart of anyone ache.

On the other hand, the death and funeral of Mr. Moody were triumphant in every detail. On the morning of his departure his eldest son, sitting beside his bed, heard his father say in a low tone of voice, ‘Earth is receding, heaven is opening, God is calling.’ The family, summoned to his bedside, heard him say, ‘Is this death? There is no valley. This is bliss: that is glorious!’ He rallied, rose from his bed and walked to the window, the, feeling faint, again was helped back into bed. His daughter Emma began to pray for his recovery, but he said, ‘No, no, Emma, God is calling. This is my coronation day. I have been looking forward to it.’ The heroic warrior then entered the presence of the King. 

All was triumphant at the funeral. There was nothing of sadness is the service.

235  Debt Cancelled.  Lord Congleton devised a plan for teaching his tenants how by faith they could receive the forgiveness of sins, but be shut out from the promises of the Gospel through unbelief.

    His tenants, some of them years behind in their payment of rent, had reason to be apprehensive that their landlord might take action against them through the ‘Land Court’. To their astonishment, a notice was posted up all over the estate promising remission of rent to any tenant who would meet Lord Congleton in his office at certain stated hours on a certain day. The tenants, suspicious, spent the intervening days trying to find out what plan Lord Congleton had to trick them.

   On the appointed day Lord Congleton sat in his office awaiting his tenants’ response to his offer, while they, on their part discussed their landlord’s offer. The hours fixed were the morning hours, ten to twelve o’clock, but it was not till nearly midday that one of the tenants, unavoidably delayed, rushed into the office and claimed the promised remission.

‘Do you really expect your debt to be forgiven?’ asked Lord Congleton.

‘Indeed I do, my lord,’ was the reply.

‘And why do you?’ asked his landlord.

‘Because your lordship has promised.’

‘Of course I do, my lord.’

‘Why?’

‘Because your lordship would not deceive a poor man.’

‘But you are a good man, are you, industrious and hard-wording?’

‘Oh, my lord, your notice said nothing about that.’

‘And so, believing the notice and finding no condition attached, you have come for your receipt?’

‘Yes, my lord.’

Lord Congleton wrote the receipt and handed it to the tenant who waved the paper above his head and shouted, ‘I knew you wouldn’t deceive us. God bless your lordship.’

He was making for the door to show it to his fellow-tenants but Lord Congleton asked him to wait a few minutes till the hour struck, since the promise of remission was to faith, and only to faith, and the specified time ended at twelve noon.

At twelve o’clock he rushed out with the receipt, shouting, ‘I’ve got it. My debt is cancelled.’

Other tenants then rushed to the office but found the door shut. Unbelief had kept them from obtaining cancellation of their debt.

(Acts 13.38,39; Heb.3.19; 2 Cor.6.2)

236  Debt—Christian’s to Christ.  All who were present at the annual Missionary meetings held in the Central Hall, Westminster, on the occasion when the late J. B. Watson gave the closing message on the Lord’s parable of the unjust steward will never forget the emphasis he laid on the question, ‘How much owest thou unto my lord?’ He said:

    ‘The issue has been stated strikingly thus. The voice of truth enquires of you, “How much owest thou unto my lord?” The answer is plain, “An hundred measures of oil.” And then the spirit of the unjust steward whispers within, “ Sit down quickly and write fifty.” “No, no, it will not do. Acknowledge your debt, and be ready as much as in you is to discharge it. Sit down quietly and deliberately and write ‘One hundred!’ And then, having given your note of hand, go forth and honour it by diligent and conscientious labour till the end of the day.”’

(Luke 16.6,7)

O what a debt we owe to Him who shed His blood,

And cleansed our souls and gave us power

To stand before His God!

Saviour and Lord! We own the riches of Thy grace;

For we can call Thy God our God—

Can bow before His face.

Thy Father, too, above, we worship as our own,

Who gave with Thee the Spirit’s cry,

To us His sons foreknown.

                      G. V. Wigram

237  Debt Paid.  It is a happy custom in some Jewish quarters of great cities of great cities for a wealthy Jew to seek out needy compatriots and try to help them. Up and down the streets of the ghetto he goes, scanning each door for a tell-tale white paper fluttering in the breeze. At last he sees one. It is a bill which the tenant of the cottage cannot pay, and by pinning it to his door declares the fact to any interested neighbour or inquisitive passer-by.

    Going softly to the door, the would-be benefactor withdraws it, takes it to the creditor and pays the bill in full. Then, folding the receipted bill in half, with fine delicacy he again tiptoes to the door and pins it where he found it. Whit what happiness the poor bankrupt discovers next morning that his debt is fully paid, righteously discharged, and he holds in his hand the legal receipt.

                                                Ransome W. Cooper

(Col.2.14)

238  Debt Paid and Receipted.  It was the Monday of Easter week and a ring at the bell brought me to the door to find two young men who smilingly introduced themselves: ‘We are two from a party of fourteen, sponsored by a Commonwealth organization, whose assignment is to interview anyone kind enough to talk to us. That way we gain confidence in ourselves and learn what other people think.’

I soon learned that one was from Newcastle and had some three or four years’ hotel training to his credit. The other was from Edinburgh where he had learned engineering: but being fond of figures he had decided to join his friend in running a hotel. Both felt confident that they could make money in the hotel business. Tactfully I reminded them that a great deal of hard work lay behind the successful hotelier, and that the most capable and courteous hotel proprietor I knew in England had spent some years learning the business in Switzerland, starting with scrubbing the kitchen floors.

‘Which of you will look after the financial side of things?’ I enquired. It was an unnecessary question, for the Scot at once asserted his intention of doing so.

We each asked and answered many more questions until I felt that I had a more important topic to discuss with them. Rather bluntly I said, ‘Have you fellows ever realized that you owe a great debt to God which you can never pay?’

Sudden shocked silence.

‘You and I are sinners, adding every day to our sin-debt, never able to reduce it. All we can ever do it tell God we are sorry; but that does not remove a single sin and the debt mounts higher daily.’

Turning to the would-be hotel proprietor, I said, ‘Suppose a man comes along to your hotel—when you have one—and stays a few days with you. In the usual run of things you present your bill for, shall we say, fifteen pounds. He comes along to the office and says, rather shamefacedly, “I’m very sorry, but can express yourself forcefully he says: “But I’ll tell you what—I promise I won’t run into debt any more with you!”

‘Now,’ said I to them both, ‘would that promise satisfy you? Would that clear your books of the fifteen pounds he owes you? No, I agree with you, it wouldn’t wipe out the debt he owes. Nor will our repentance or promises to reform put away the sin-debt we owe to God.

‘But now the man on the mat says, “Do you mind if I ring up a friend of mine?” You hand him the telephone and there in your office he talks to his friend. “I’ve got myself into trouble; I’ve run up a bill I cannot meet. Can you come round to the hotel and help me?”

‘The friend comes round, takes out his wallet and produces three five-pound notes. Would that satisfy you? Yes, I’m sure it would. But it doesn’t satisfy the friend who tenders the money. ‘Will you kindly give me a receipt?” he asks, and Mr Accountant, you are glad enough to do so. “Received cash with thanks, signature and date.”

‘Why does he need the receipt? Because the debtor wants legal proof that the debt was paid, though he himself did not pay it.

‘This is Easter week, and next Friday is Good Friday. It was then that my Saviour went to the cross to pay a debt which I owed to God’s righteousness and could never pay. When death cleared for ever my sin-debt and satisfied every claim which God had against me. But next Sunday is Easter Sunday, and that is the day when my Saviour rose again. That is my receipt. I see Him at God’s right hand and I say, “There is the One Who paid my debt.” He was delivered for our offences and raised again for our justification’ ( Romans 4.25)

The two young men shook hands and departed; perhaps they carried with them some thoughts which may prove of eternal benefit to them.

                                Ransome W. Cooper

239  Debt to Mother.  Tommy made out a bill for his widowed mother, which read something like this:

MOTHER OWES TOMMY

For chopping sticks ... … … … … ...20 cents

For fetching water … … … … … …20 cents

For odd jobs … … … … … … … …10 cents

               Total  … … … … .50 cents

    Placing the bill on the table, he awaited developments and was thrilled when he found a bright half-dollar from mother’s tattered old purse on his plate.

‘Whoopee!,’ he cried, ‘now I’ve something to spend with the boys.’

Then he noticed his mother also had made out a bill and put it on his plate. It read like this:

    TOMMY OWES MOTHER

For clothing … … … … … …    0

For food  … … … … … … …   0

For love and care  … … … …  0

             Total  … … … … 0

Tommy rushed into the kitchen and flung himself into his mother’s arms and cried:

‘O mum, I’ll do anything for you.’ Mother got her fifty cents back.

                                                Harold Wildish

(James 1.17)

240  Debtors.  Katar Singh, a Tibetan, for professing his faith in Christ, was sentenced to be sewn up in a yak skin and exposed to the heat of the sun. The slow process of contraction of this death trap is the most awful means of torture ever devised by human cruelty. At the close of the day the dying man asked to be allowed to write a parting message. It was as follows:

I give to Him who gave to me

My life, my all, His all to be.

My debt to Him how can I pay,

Though I may live to endless day?

I ask not one, but a thousand lives,

For Him and His own sacrifice.

Oh, will I then not gladly die

For Jesus’ sake, and ask not why.

(Heb.11.35,36)

241  Deceit.  Abraham Lincoln said, ‘We may deceive all the people sometimes: we may deceive some of the people all the time, but not all the people all the time, and not God at any time.’

(Jer.9.5)

242  Deceivers.  The expression ‘face the music’ is said to have originated in Japan. In the Imperial Orchestra was a person of great wealth and influence who had demanded a place in the group that played before the emperor, though he didn’t know music and could not play a note. The couductor agreed to let him sit in the second row of the orchestra. When the music began he would raise the flute to his mouth, pucker his lips and go through all the motions of playing but never made a sound. This deception continued for two years, and apparently he had fooled everyone.

    Then a new leader of the orchestra took over who required a personal audition on the part of each player. One by one each readered a solo before the conductor. Then came the flautist’s turn. Frantic with worry, he acted sick when the time came. A doctor was called and declared him perfectly well, so he had to appear and prove his ability to play the flute. Shamefacedly he had to confess himself a fake, so he was unable to face the music.

243  Decision for Christ.  In the year 1879 a young student at Yale University attended one of D. L. Moody’s meetings and was counseled after the service by a man who accompanied him to the gate of his house, urging him to accept Christ as his Saviour. As they reached the house, the young man said, ‘Now I must decide this question tonight. If I cross this line, my life shall be for Christ; If I go round it, it will be for the world.’ For half an hour he stood with the line at his feet, uncertain and undecided. Then, praying, ‘O God, help me to decide aright!’ he stepped over the line and went straight to his father’s room to tell him of his decision. The next night, the young man’s father, who was a preacher, told the story at Moody’s meeting.

    The hymn ‘Over the line, it is only a step!’, commencing ‘O tender and sweet was the Master’s voice!’ was written by Ellen K. Bedford when she heard of the incident.

(Josh.24.15)

244  Decision—The Wrong.  George Gould and another evangelist were conducting a gospel campaign in a village in Northern Ireland. One day a farmer who lived in the vicinity met him and said, ‘I want you to come to my house to meet my family, and to get my wife and daughter to attend your meetings.’

‘And why not come to the meetings yourself?’ asked Mr. Gould.

‘It would not help me any’, said the farmer, decisively.

On being asked to explain why, the farmer said, ‘There was an evangelist, named David Rea, preaching in the same schoolhouse about forty years ago. I went to hear him preach every night, and I was really anxious to be saved at that time. In the neighbourhood there was some opposition. My uncle knew that I was attending the meetings and he did not like it at all, so one day he said to me.

‘“ Look here, John, this one hundred acre farm of mine is one of the finest farms around here, and I am going to leave it to you if you quit going to those meetings in the schoolhouse. Now understand me, keep on going if you like, and we shall still be friends, but you will never get this farm unless you quit going.’

‘You can be sure I didn’t sleep a wink that night. I was anxious to be saved but I wanted the farm too. The struggle that night and all the next day was terrific. Finally I decide to quit attending the meetings and take the farm, thinking there was plenty of time and there would be other meetings in the schoolhouse some day. I reckoned I could go then and be saved. So I left off attending the meetings and inherited my uncle’s farm. I shall show you the very spot where I made this tragic decision.’

The farmer led Mr Gould across the yard and pointed out the very spot on which he had stood when he decided to take the farm and refuse the Saviour.

‘Now,’ said the farmer, ‘it would be useless for me to come to the meetings because I am not anxious to be saved any more. I have come back to this spot with tears in my eyes and pleaded with God to let me reverse my decision, but in vain. It is too late for me now to change it, but ask my wife and daughter to come to the meetings. Perhaps they will decide for Christ and be saved, but for me it is too late.’

(Gen.6.3; Mark 8.36)

245  Decisions—Making.  Trust in God to help you make the right decisions. The Psalmist said, ‘Thou wilt guide me with Thy counsel and afterward receive me to glory.’ The Psalmist believed that God’s wisdom is available to people and that, if we will avail ourselves of His guidance, He will see to it that everything works out all right.

    A friend of mine told me that when he has a decision to make, he prays, ‘Lord, I want to do the right thing and if Thou wilt show me what the right thing  is, I promise Thee I shall do it regardless of what the cost may be.’ He says he usually has very little trouble in reaching a decision after that.

                               Charles Allen in Reader’s Digest

(Ps.27.11; 86.11)

246  Dedication—A Covenant of.  A servant of Christ, who for many years served her Lord in the Congo, wrote what she called her COVENANT OF DEDICATION, and signed it with her blood. It was worded:

    ‘Lord Jesus, I belong to Thee from head to foot, and will always be Thine, for Thou hast redeemed me. Thou art the King of my life and hast absolute and undivided rule over all my affections and will and desire. My chief aim in life shall be to please Thee, so do Thou change me and cleanse me and use me as Thou wilt. I ask Thee to help me loyally to keep this covenant which I seal with my own blood because I am willing to lay down my life for Thy sake, if Thou should’st ask me.’

( Rom.12.1; Phil.1.21)

247  Deity and Divinity.  The word ‘Divinity’ is sometimes confounded with ‘Godhead’ and ‘Deity’. Godhead and Deity are faithful translations of the Greek word ‘theotees’ which occurs only in Colossians 2.9. The word means ‘Godhead in the absolute sense’ (J.N.D.) and is distinct in meaning from ‘theiotees’, occurring in Romans 1.20, which signifies the character of God rather than God Himself.

The word in Romans is applied by the apostle to what may be observed of God in the works of nature—His creative majesty, might and wisdom. These attributes are included in His Godhead, but are not His essential Being. On the other hand, all the fullness of the Godhead dwells in Christ bodily.

To make this important distinction between the two words, ‘Godhead’ in Romans 1.20 is replaced by ‘divinity’ in the R.V., in the New Translation and in other translations. ‘Godhead’ is reserved for the rendering of ‘theotees’ in Colossians 2.9, where Deity in the fullest, most absolute sense is required both by the word and its context.

It is always wise to note the inspired values of Scriptural words, particularly of those relating to the Person of our adorable Lord. In view of the prevailing denials of the ever-blessed Son, it is specially important to mark the distinction between the terms ‘Deity’ and ‘Godhead’ on the one hand, and ‘divinity’ on the other, and to remember that the latter should never be regarded as a synonym or as the equivalent of the former two.

                                                  W. J. Hocking

( Acts 17.29)

248  Deity of Christ.

The king? If King of Heaven, had He no power

To stay the surging evil of that hour?

He had—but out He went, and there He died

That sinners might be cleansed and justified,

Brought back to God. The wonder of this thing—

A pauper’s pardon purchased by a King!

The King. Today mankind still turns Him down,

Still scourges, spits and plaits a thorny crown,

Still mocks His precious Name, still treads roughshod

Upon His claims—We have no time for God!

And so the royal Saviour is denied

The souls for whom He once was crucified.

The king. Creator of all living things;

The Lord of Hosts; the mighty King of kings;

The conqueror of Death; the perfect One;

The Judge of all the earth, God’s only Son;

The Christ of God is King! No power is known

To match in majesty His heavenly throne.

The King. Today this question comes anew—

Will you have Jesus to reign over you?

His hands and feet are pierced, His brow is scarred,

But there is glory in that face once marred.

He reigns! His claim outrivals everything.

Will you have Jesus Christ to be your King?

                           Maurice Cox

( Matt.2.2; John 19.1; Rev.19.16)

249  Deliverer—The Great.  In the middle of the seventeenth century, when Dr Doddridge lived at Northampton, there was a poor Irishman sentenced to be executed for sheep-stealing. The cruelty of this decree stirred the sympathetic doctor to the depths of his heart.

He felt there was insufficient proof of the man’s guilt and so he traveled many miles, and toiled and tried hard to get that man a reprieve. But his efforts, his eloquence and his earnestness were all unavailing. The man was hanged. It also broke the good doctor’s heart.

The road to the execution led the convict past Dr Doddridge’s house, but the doctor who could not bear to see the sad procession stayed in his room, pouring his grief into the ear of God. On reaching the place, the prisoner persuaded the sheriff to stop the cart at Dr Doddridge’s residence and, kneeling down, exclaimed, ‘God bless you, Dr Doddridge. Every vein in my heart loves you, every drop of my blood loves you, for you tried to save every drop of it.’

J. T. Mawson tells of a native of East Africa who summed up the story of the impotent, helpless man in John  in two sentences: The man said, ‘I have no man.’ And Jesus said, ‘I am your man!’ He had learnt the wonderful and soul-emancipating truth that, where all others fail, power and deliverance lie in Christ alone. For the disappointed seeker, the soul condemned to eternal death, Jesus is the Man mighty to save, the great Deliverer.

(John 5.7; Rom.7.24)

250  Denominations of Christendom.  Harold St. John loved to look back to the origin of the great denominations and claim his own share in the doctrines for which their founders lived and died. He maintained that the great blunder of the Corinthian church and the cause of all their party spirit was that they said, ‘I belong to Paul or Apollos’ instead of ‘Paul, Apollos, belongs to us’. ‘They were putting the cart before the horse,’ said Mr. St. John. They didn’t belong to Paul; Paul belonged to them. If we understand that, all the sectarianism in the church would disappear tomorrow. You would not say, ‘I belong to Martin Luther’ but ‘He belongs to me’. Look at Chapter 3 of 1 Corinthians—‘All things are yours; whether Paul, or Apollos, or Cephas—all are yours!’ What did he mean? He means that all the great spiritual men and ministers of the past belong to us, everyone. I have a share in—Martin Luther, John Bunyan, C.H. Spurgeon. Everyone belongs to me but I belong to none of them.

                                          Patricia St. John

(1 Cor.3.4, 21-23)

251  Denunciation of Sin.  One of the chaplains of King Charles II was wont to denounce sin very sternly. Warned by the king to alter his message and manner of preaching, he replied courageously, ‘I will, your Majesty, when you alter your manner of living.

(Ezek.33.11)

252  Depression and its Remedy.  Dr Martyn Lloyd-Jones writes:

    ‘I am always very distrustful of any Christian who tells me he or she knows nothing about depression. There is a chorus which says, “And now I am happy all the day”. I do not believe that. There will be times when you are unhappy. There are these states and conditions of the soul, and the sooner you learn to deal with them and how to handle them, the better it will be for you and for those with whom you live and work.’

    Experience confirms the words of Dr Martyn Lloyd-Jones, for there are very few people indeed who never feel out of sorts, who are always ‘on top of the world’ and never ‘under the weather’; who never have ‘a touch of the blues’ because they are always ‘in the pink’.

    Dr Martyn Lloyd-Jones found an unfailing remedy in a book by Dr Sibbes entitled—The Bruised Reed, The Soul’s Conflict. He says, ‘It was balm to my soul at a period in my life when I was overworked and badly overtired, and therefore subject to the onslaughts of the devil in an unusual manner. That book quietened, soothed, comforted, encouraged and healed.’

(Ps.42.5,11)

253  Depths of the Sea.  When Nansen, the Norwegian explorer, tried to measure the depth of the ocean in the far North, he used a long measuring line, and when he discovered it had not reached the bottom he wrote in his record: ‘Deeper than that’. The next day he tried a longer line only to have to write again, ‘Deeper than that’. Several times he tried until finally he fastened all his lines together and let them down, but his last record was like the first, ‘Deeper than that’. He left without being able to ascertain the depth of the ocean at that point.

    Billy Bray, the Cornishman, was alone in a friend’s house. He looked round for a Bible but could only find a Geography book. Opening it, he read that in certain parts of the great oceans the depth is measured in miles. Then he shouted, ‘Praise the Lord!’ and quoted Micah 5.19:

I will cast in the depths of the fathomless sea

All thy sins and transgressions, whatever they be 

Though they mount up to heaven, though they sink down to hell,

They shall sink in the depths and above them shall swell

All the waves of My mercy, so mighty and free.

‘I will cast all thy sins in the depths of the sea.’

254  Desires.  I asked a student what three things he most wished for. He said, ‘Give me books, health and quiet and I care for nothing more.’

    I asked a miser and he said, ‘Money, money, money.’

I asked a pauper and he faintly said, ‘Food, clothes and warmth.’

I asked a drunkard and he loudly called for strong drink.

I asked the crowd around me and they clamoured for wealth, pleasure and fame.

I asked a workman and he replied, ‘More wages, more leisure and more amusement.’

I asked a poor man who had long borne the character of a consistent Christian. He replied that all his desires could be met in Christ. He continued: “I greatly long for three things: that I may be found in Christ, that I may be like Christ, that I may be with Christ.’

(Phil.3.8,9)

255  Despair to Joy.  ‘Hell could be no worse’, I thought as I turned toward the bathroom. I hated my stubborn, good-looking husband. I didn’t like being a mother. I couldn’t stand washing dishes and house cleaning. Life was just one horrible day after another. Our marriage was on the rocks and I decided that suicide was the only way out.

    Reaching into the medicine chest, I deliberately got a razor blade. As I lowered the sharp blade to my wrist, the telephone rang. I let it ring. No one had any answers for me. But the caller was insistent.

Now beyond the place of being hurt or helped, I picked up the telephone and said, ‘Hello.’ That call, in May, 1958, saved my life.

I was born in a parsonage. My parents prayed that God would give them a girl—was born they rejoiced and named me Joyce.

I loved music and before reaching my eighth year I knew I wanted to be a concert pianist. I wasn’t leaving God out—and yet I was! I song and played in church, but I was living on my folk’s salvation. My Christianity consisted of the too common list of ‘do’s and ‘don’ts’.

At the age of fifteen I told my mother, ‘Let me love God in my own way; I don’t want to be a Christian fanatic.’ I could run my own life. If things really got beyond me I would, I thought, have enough sense to call for His help. In emergencies, God could bail me out, but I must not be hindered from reaching the bright lights.

I put my career at the top of the list. Then I found a man I could love. When he asked me to be his wife I was ready with the answer. We started our home, we thought, on the premise of loving God. We both became active in the church. Eighteen months later we welcomed blue-eyed Ricky. Two years after that, lovely Laurie joined our family.

A handsome husband, two lovely children, and a singing career should be enough to make any woman happy. But I was neurotic and miserable. Our marriage, only five years old, was on the rocks.

I couldn’t get it through Dick’s stubborn head that I was talented, creative, sensitive and musical, and that I was meant to be vivacious, charming and appreciated. He insisted that I should care for the children, wash dishes and clean the house. By this time neither of us was talking with God. As a matter of fact we talked very little one another. We simply retreated into our own private worlds and never discussed the real issues of life. Soon there was no hope and I knew it. There was no love—only hate. I was filled with disgust for living. I was through.

And then that telephone rang! A Christian I had met when singing for Youth for Christ answered my ‘Hello’ with, ‘I don’t know what you are doing, Joyce, but whatever it is, stop and listen to me!’

Instantly I knew he was going to quote the Bible—and I was furious. I knew the Bible, and felt it had no answers for me. But I listened as he quoted Ephesians 5.17, ‘Firmly grasp what you know to be the will of God’ (Philips). Sensing I was in no mood to listen, he shouted, ‘Joyce, the Bible says, “Having done all to stand”.’

He was still talking as I slammed down the receiver. I walked back to the bathroom and picked up the razor. As I did so, the enormity of what had just happened startled me. I put down the blade and asked, ‘God, do you care about me?’ The Lord answered me with a verse I had learned as a child, ‘The son of man is come to seek and to save that which was lost’ (Luke 9.10)

In the living room I dropped to my knees by a chair. During the next hours the Lord showed me that I had rebelled against God, parents, husband, home and children. Tenderly He spoke to me, assuring me that if I confessed my rebellion, He would forgive me, and cleanse me as well.

A miracle took place as the rebellious Joyce Landorf became the rejoicing Joyce Landorf. I jumped to my feet a new girl with a new song. My joy was interrupted with the disturbing question, ‘But what about Dick? Can love one dead live again?’

I was cooking supper when Dick came in. I turned off the over and shared my story with him. He moved closer and put his arm round me. I knew he was trying to hide wet eyes.

‘Joyce,’ he said, ‘ I want to tell you my side of the miracle. Perhaps we should call it Chapter Two. Today I gave up. I locked my office door and wrote you a hateful letter filled with the words of a defeated man. On the envelope I wrote, “To Joyce. When you find this I will be dead.”’

‘But, Joyce, as I sealed that letter the Lord said, “Dick, suicide is not the answer: I am the answer. I am all you need. I will give you abundant life.”’ As Dick told his chapter I reached for the Kleenex box and we wept together, and in that unforgettable moment, we stepped into the sunlight of a brand new life.

Has that been your experience? Have you found the sunlight of that new life? In the midst of all the cares and pressures of life—in the face of those trying circumstances that inflict fear and discouragement and sometimes despair—God offers the victory of true joy. Turn your despair into joy.

                   Joyce Landorf in Concerning Himself

256  Devil—Deliverance from the.  A Christian negro slave in America was overheard by his master, groaning, weeping and praying to God for deliverance from the devil. ‘Pompey,’ said his master, ‘you seem to have a good deal of trouble with the devil, and he never bothers me at all. Yet you are a good praying man, and I am not a Christian. How comes that, Pompey?’

To this slave replied, ‘Ah, Massa, I will soon explain that. When you are out shooting ducks, which do you send the dog after first? The ones that fall dead or the ones that are wounded a little and are trying to get away?’

‘Why, Pompey, the wounded ones, of course. The dead ones we are sure of, and can take our time to pick them up.’

‘Just so, Massa. And so it is with Satan. He has got all those that are not born again, fast and sure. But those that know the Lord he always sets his dogs after. He knows he can pick up the others by and by.’

‘We are not ignorant of his devices’ (2 Cor.2.11)

257  Devil—Works of the.  At a church conference in the early 1960s the delegates decided to give the devil seven more years, but not in jail—in a more respectable place, the Catechism. The conference had before it a suggestion that, in these modern times, the section requiring the church members to ‘renounce the works of the devil’ should be removed. 

Men don’t believe in a devil now,

As their fathers used to do.

They have opened their door to the broadest creed

To let his majesty through.

The conference decided that the devil must stay in the catechism for at least another seven years. 

‘The whole world lies in the wicked one’, wrote the apostle John. He also wrote, ‘The Son of God was manifested that He might destroy the works of the devil.’

John Selfridge writes, ‘The syncopation of “Rock ‘in’ Roll” and “The Twist” and the bodily contortions which they produce are similar to what the missionary can hear and see day by day in heathen villages’—and he might have added, ‘all through the night’, where numbers of them are demon-possessed.’ 

(1 John 3.8; 5.19)

258  Devil Worship.  The ‘spirit of divination’ from which Paul the apostle, in the name of Jesus Christ, delivered the girl possessed by it, as recorded in Acts 16,16-18, was a spirit of Python, a snake god. They regarded the god they worshipped by the name Apollo as embodied in a snake. In the Old Testament version the same word is used of the witch of Endor who had ‘a familiar spirit’, ( 1 Sam.28.7) and it is also employed by Plutarch to indicate ‘ventriloquists’. That spirit made the witch of Endor and the girl in Philippi do and say things beyond their own control, because it was under the control of the devil.

A Sunday School teacher in London recently discovered that some of the boys were going directly after morning Sunday School to some mysterious place of meeting. He learned where the meeting was held and went one morning to the place, a large room formed by enclosing a railway arch. Knocking at the door, he was admitted by one of his own Sunday School boys and found within several boys and girls from his own Sunday School. Asking what they were doing, he was told they were going to have Sunday School. Presently a woman, their leader and teacher, came in, formed them into a ring after telling them to put all their Bibles on a shelf, and led the children in singing hymns.

One of the songs was addressed to ‘Mother Lotus’. The children next circled round a gilt serpent hanging from the roof, all holding up hands and pointing with their forefingers to this serpent, while they called out repeatedly, ‘O glorious Apollo!’ Some of the girls had rings on their fingers in the form of a serpent with its tail in its mouth.

Later, the teacher who found this out called a meeting of the other teachers and related what he had seen. On making further enquiries, they found that many of their scholars attended that place and were quite aware that they were being taught to worship the devil. One girl of thirteen or fourteen, warned by her Sunday School teacher said quite seriously, ‘Oh, miss, the devil’s very kind: he’ll give me whatever I want.’ It was further discovered that this was only one of a considerable number of similar ‘Sunday Schools’ in England.

(1 John 5.19)

259  Devilish Drugs.  LSD used to signify a value in sterling, pounds, shillings and pence. Now these three initials identify a tincture with terrifying effects. By this new weapon hell is invading the very minds of men.

LSD is described as a ‘psychedelic drug’, that is, a ‘consciousness expanding’ drug. Compared with this, the well-known narcotics are like a walk in the park on a Sunday afternoon. One ounce of this drug can make 300,000 doses, each one dropped on a sugar cube being potent enough to derange the mind of the taker for ten hours and dangerous enough to make permanent the mental deterioration it produces.

The disciples of this devilish drug say, ‘No one has really lived until he has taken a trip via LSD.’ It is estimated by some that this year one million doses will be swallowed by people who just as eagerly swallowed the lie.

The users of this drug have developed into a cult with strong religious overtones. They speak of using ‘altars’ and of ‘officiating priests’, and of administering a ‘host’ to the communicants.

If ever there was a ‘table of devils’ this surely is one. One user, describing his sensations while on a ‘trip’, said he felt as though there was a serpent writhing within him. Another saw within himself ‘hideous shapes…horrible,…a flood of bogeymen’.

The hellish origin of this latest craze is undeniable and its dangers terrifying. A few pounds of it dumped into the water supply of a city would be sufficient to disorientate mentally a multitude of its inhabitants, men, women and children.

It is not only the young set, but many who feel the limitations of the stiffened muscle, the grey hair and the not-so-elastic artery who are experimenting with the drug.

                                        Food for the Flock

(1 Cor.10.21)

260  Disaster.  November 28, 1942, was a gala Saturday night and about eight hundred merrymakers were packed in the Coconut Grove. Some were boys about to return to service in the Army camps and some were members of a wedding party. Many more were there to celebrate a Holy Cross football victory over Boston College that afternoon.

In the Melody Lounge downstairs a pianist was banging out jazz tunes. The war being on, young women in evening gowns were dancing in the main floor dining-room with men in uniform.

The bridegroom had planned to take his bride to their lingered on a few fateful minutes. The floor show was scheduled to start at 10.15 p.m. so the dance floor upstairs had been cleared and the band leader stood poised to lead the crowd in the singing of the ‘Star Spangled Banner’.

Suddenly a girl rushed across the room screaming ‘Fire!’ Panic followed. At the downstairs bar, a bus boy apparently had struck a match to see how to screw a light bulb into its socket. The flame touched one of the artificial palm trees that gave the Coconut Grove its atmosphere. The fire quickly devoured the palm tree and racing along silk draperies was sucked upward through the stairway, leaping along ceilings and walls.

The flimsy hangings turned to balloons of flame, falling on tables, people and floor. But it was the hysteria and panic of the screaming, clawing crowds, more than the flames and the stifling smoke, which added the tool of death in this terrible catastrophe. Men and women, maddened with fear, fought their way toward the revolving door. The push of bodies jammed the exit.

Nearby was another door but it was locked tight. Then the lights went out. Now there was nothing to be seen but flames, smoke and moving torches that were men and women with clothing and hair afire. The people pushed, fought, fell and were trampled upon.

Firemen breaking down the revolving door found it blacked by the bodies of the dead, six deep. The final count showed that 501 people lost their lives. It was the worst U.S. disaster of its kind since the 1903 Iroquois Theatre fire in Chicago when 572 persons perished.

Our hearts are heavy at the reminder of this horrible holocaust, but there is a soul-searching lesson for all in this story. We are living in a world that is doomed for destruction under the righteous judgement of God. The wise will seek the door that leads to salvation and eternal security before the way of escape is removed. The Lord Jesus says, ‘I am the Door; by me if any man enter in he shall be saved.’

(John 10.9)

261  Discontent.  One day Abraham Lincoln was walking along a street in his home town, Springfield, Illinois, with his two small sons, both of whom were crying lustily. A neighbour stopped and enquired, ‘What’s the matter with the boys?’ ‘Just the same as what’s the matter with the whole world,’ replied Lincoln. ‘I’ve got three walnuts and each of the boys wants two.’

(Heb.13.5)

262  Divided Interests.  Michael Faraday, the great scientist, was in his youth a newsboy in England. A big iron gate to the paper offices was locked one morning when he waited for his papers. He sat on the rod that was part of the gate and put his hands and his head through the palings. The trunk of his body was on the outside, his hands and head on the inside. As a youthful philosopher he began to reason: ‘While he was debating, somebody opened the gate, and the wrench that he received taught him a lesson. For effective service in any sphere the head, hand and heart must be on the same side. A divided house, or kingdom, or person, is a misfit.

                                         Sunday School Times

(Matt.12.25)

263  Division because of Christ.  In his splendid historical account of the ‘Killing Times’ in Scotland, Dr Alexander Smellie in Men of the Covenant tells of two men who died within a few hours of each other on July 26,1681. They were the Earl of Rothes and Donald Cargill. Companions in youth and fellow-students at St Andrews University, they made in early manhood different decisions that divided them and influenced the course of their lives. Donald Cargill, after a life devoted to the cause of the Lord Jesus Christ, died as a martyr at Mercat Cross, Edinburgh. After a life of sinful pleasure and dissipation the Earl of Rothes died of disease in his own stately home. Nearing the end of his life, the Earl said, ‘We all thought little of what Cargill did in excommunicating us, but I find that sentence binding and it will be binding to eternity.’

    High up in the Alps are two lakes, Lago Nero (the Black Lake) and Lago Blanco (the White Lake), about a stone’s throw apart, on two sides of a watershed. The overflow of Logo the overflow of the other to the calm waters of the Adriatic, ‘one to darkness and the frozen tide, one to the peaceful sea.’ ‘There was a division among the people because of Him.’

(John 7.43; 9.16; 10.19)

264  Doctor’s Bible—The.  W. P. Mackay left home to attend college and medical school at the age of seventeen. His mother was a very godly Christian, and upon his departure she gave him a Bible, writing her name and his, and a verse of Scripture upon the fly-leaf. He had no use for his mother’s God, or the Bible she had given him. He did not consult its pages; and soon after, while drunk, he pawned it to purchase whisky.

His studies engrossed him and the Bible was forgotten. Eventually he graduated with high honours and became the head of large hospital. He also took the lead in an infidel club where they practiced everything that was licentious and vile.

The only thing that seemed to give him any thrill at all was when an ambulance would unload a dying victim of an accident; or a patient came under his care whose condition was so critical that the chances of survival were slim. This nerved him to pit his skill against what his colleagues would term the impossible.

One day an accident victim was brought to the hospital, the lower part of whose body was crushed and horribly mangled. In spite of this condition, on his face was a serene look of peaceful calm, so unusual that it amazed Dr Mackay, who accustomed to seeing people suffer.

‘What’s the diagnosis?’ asked the patient with a smile.

‘Oh, I guess we’ll pull you through,’ replied Dr Mackay.

‘No, doctor, I don’t want any guess,’ the man said, ‘I want to know if it is life or death. Just lay me down anywhere, doctor. I am ready. I am not afraid to die, because my trust is in the precious shed blood of the Lord Jesus Christ. But I would like to know the truth: just what is my condition?’

The patient’s face was radiant with Christ’s love and joy.

‘You have at the most three hours to live.’ Hardened as he was, Dr Mackay could not but feel sympathy for the dying man. ‘Is there anything special you would like us to do for you ?’ he asked.

‘Thank you’, said the man. ‘In one of my pockets is a two weeks’ pay cheque. I wish you would send it at once to my landlady and ask her to send me the book.’

‘What book is that?’ asked the doctor. ‘Oh, just the book,’ the man answered.

Dr Mackay arranged for the man’s request to be carried out, and then started on his rounds through the hospital; but those words kept ringing in his ears—‘I am ready, doctor, Just lay me down easy, anywhere. I am ready.’

Dr Mackay had never been known to inquire about a patient for any personal motive, but for the first time in his life, he wanted to know how this one was getting along.

He returned to the ward where the injured man had been placed, and seeing the nurse whom he had assigned to the case, he asked her how the man was.

‘He died a few minutes ago,’ the nurse informed him.

‘Did he get the book?’ asked the doctor.

‘Yes, it arrived shortly before he died.’

‘What was it, his bank book?’

‘No, it wasn’t his bank book,’ said the nurse. ‘It’s still there, though, if you want to look at it. He died with it under his pillow.’

Dr Mackay went to the bedside, reached under the pillow, and pulled out the man’s book. It was a Bible. As he picked it up, the Bible opened, and the pages turned over to the fly-leaf. There in his mother’s handwriting was his own name, his mother’s name and a verse of Scripture. It was the Bible given him by his mother when he had left home to attend college—the one he remembered pawning, while drunk, to buy more whisky. He slipped the Bible under his coat, blushing with shame to think that he had despised it so, and rushed upstairs to his private office. There he fell upon his knees and asked God to have mercy on his soul. In repentance he accepted Christ as his Saviour and came into the realization that God was his Father, the Lord Jesus Christ his Saviour, and Heaven his home.

265  Drug Addict Won for Christ.  A Christian preacher, Stephen Brown, spoke of the Lord Jesus Christ to a girl of fourteen who was already, at that early age, a drug addict, and suggested that she should find some Christian friends at once. He introduced her to a group that met regularly for Bible study and prayer. Among the members were some who had formerly been drug users. Her experience, as related by herself, was: ‘I was good enough; but they accepted to use dope, I know those Christians would be disappointed if I did.’

This girl’s experience emphasizes the Christian’s responsibility to love others who have fallen, to be compassionate and kind to such and to share our faith with them.

(Jude 22.23)

266  Drug Addict’s Conversion.  Visiting one of the lads who had been converted in prison through my Bible Class lessons and who, on his return to his home, had persuaded fifteen of his neighbours to study Bible Lessons, I met this young woman who was a drug addict. The area in which this Christian young man of nineteen lived with his wife was one of indescribable squalor and filth, but his own home was showing signs of practical Christianity in the removal of some of the layers of filth that had accumulated over years, and he had been moving around among his neighbours telling them of the Saviour he had found in prison.

He had given the young woman (the drug addict) a course of lessons, which she had returned to me, requesting that I should call upon her. She told me a fascinating story. She was twenty-eight years of age: her husband was in prison: and she had been left to bring up three young children. She showed the puncture wounds on both arms and said she had been on drugs for twelve years. On one particular day, she had decided that when she had put the children to bed in the evening, she would take an overdose of tablets and be finished with her unbearable life. When evening came she still intended to go through with this, but the young man I had come to see, Robert by name, had knocked at her door, told her of the change in his life since her door, told her of the change in his life since he had accepted Jesus Christ as his Saviour, and persuaded her to accept the Bible Lessons he had brought. So she put off the suicide attempt for an hour or two while she looked through the book. As the did so, she became fascinated with its teaching which seemed to hold out for her a new and happy life. It was a great joy to point her to the Saviour, and it is an added joy to know that she goes on well after five years, with the drug habit completely broken.

The fruitfulness of Robert’s work for his Lord can be gathered from this excerpt from the Chuch of the Nazarene magazine: ‘Over the past year the church at……….has increased its membership by fifteen, all of these directly due to the witness of a young man who returned from prison, having found the Saviour there.’

                                                  Alex Allan

267  Drug Addiction a Tragedy.   The following was found in a telephone box in Sunderland: King Heroin is my shepherd, I shall always want;

He maketh me to lie down in the gutters.

He leadeth me beside the troubled waters: he destroyeth my soul.

He leadeth me in the paths of wickedness for the effort’s sake.

Yea, I shall walk through the valley of poverty and fear all evil, or thou, Heroin, art with me.

They stripped the table of groceries in the presence of my family; thou robbest my head of reason, my cup of sorrow runneth over.

Surely heroin addiction will stalk me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the damned for ever.

On the back of the card on which this was typed, there was the following postscript:

‘I am a young woman, twenty years of age and for the past year and a half I have been wandering down the nightmare alley of the junkie. I want to quit taking dope and I try, but I can’t. Prison didn’t help me, nor did the hospital for long. It would have been better and indeed kinder if the person who first got me hooked on dope would have taken an gun and blown my brains out, and I wish she had. How I wish she had!’

How sad! How tragic! There are thousands of our young people in a similar plight, beyond human or medical or psychiatric skill, but ‘there is nothing too hard for the Lord’. The poor girl who wrote the above parody on the grand twenty-third Psalm was evidently familiar with the Scriptures, but alas! had no experience of the saving power of the Lord Jesus Christ.

(2 Tim.2.26)

268  Duty to God and to the State.  Professor Ferenc Kiss of Hungary was an outstanding example of ‘Render unto Caesar the things which are Caesar’s and unto God the things which are Caesar’s and unto God the things that are God’s in his life and ministry. Mr Ransome Cooper visited him in the company of Mr E. H. Broadbent, and stayed with the Professor and his wife in the spacious flat provided by the University, stating plainly that if it were put at his disposal he intended to use it for the preaching of the gospel. The Rector, a Roman Catholic, allocated it to him and it became the home of the young assembly in that city. He preached the gospel so effectively that soon there was a large local church of over one hundred consisting mainly of professional men—doctors and dentists—and of converted Jews. His lounge was so large that there was ample room for all who attended the meetings on Sundays.

When the hall in which the assembly met was closed, in the difficult days of Hitler’s dictatorship, the told the Christians, ‘We use all the liberty the law allows us. We shall all meet outside the hall at the usual time on Sunday morning and go for a walk in the field.’ They walked round the fields in little groups, the saved ones explaining the gospel to the unsaved. Until the hall was again opened for their use they followed this pattern.

Professor Kiss was an acknowledged authority on his subject, anatomy, and his books commanded international respect. In the lectures he boldly testified to his faith in Christ before atheistic and materialistic colleagues, and he was respected for his transparent honesty. In the assembly he taught the Christians their duty to God and to the State, and led his flock into the green pastures. 

(Matt.22.21)

269  Dying Daily.  In his book The Sky is Red, Geoffrey Bull tells of how he was impressed by the words written in an autograph book, ‘When Christ calls a man, He says to him, “Come and die”.’ Paul could say, ‘I die daily.’

    In the city of Hamilton, Ontario, there used to be a sign over the entrance to a small Dyer’s and Cleaners’ establishment:

        We live to dye, we dye to live;

        the more we live, the more we dye:

        the more we dye, the more we live.

    The pun, appropriate to the tradesmen who displayed it, is as appropriate to the Christian who responds whole-heartedly to Christ’s call. It needs but the change of one letter in the word ‘dye’.

( 2 Cor.5.14,15)

270  Dying is Gain.  We are told that on one occasion Moody said to a friend of his: ‘One day you’ll see in the paper “Moody is dead.” Don’t you believe it! I’ll be more alive than ever.’

C.H. Spurgeon tells of a child who once found some beautiful eggs in a bird’s nest. A week later he went back again and then returned to his mother crying, ‘Mother, I had some beautiful eggs in this nest, and now they’re destroyed! There’s nothing left but a few pieces of broken shell.’ But his mother said, ‘The eggs weren’t destroyed. There were little birds inside those eggs, and they’ve flown away and are singing in the branches of the trees.’

‘And,’ said Spurgeon, ‘so it is that when we look at our departed loved ones we are apt to say, “Is this all thou hast left us, ruthless spoiler?” But faith whispers, “No, the shell is broken, but among the birds of paradise, singing amid unwithering bowers, you shall find the spirits of your beloved ones; their true manhood is not here, but has ascended to its Father, God.” You see, it is not a loss to die; it is gain, a lasting, a perpetual and an unlimited gain!’

When Richard Baxter lay dying, racked with pain and disease, a friend asked him, ‘Dear Mr Baxter, how are you?’ ‘Almost well!’ replied Baxter—and he was right.

(Phil.1.21)

271  Dying Words of the Impenitent.

T. Hobbes—I am taking a fearful leap in the dark.

Mirabeau—Give me laudanum that I may not think of eternity.

Voltaire—I am abandoned by God and man! I shall go to hell! O Christ O Jesus Christ.

Charles IX of France—What blood, what murders, what evil counsels have I followed! I am lost!

Tome Paine—I would give worlds if I had them, if the Age of Reason had never been published. Stay with me! It is hell to be left alone.

Trances Newport—Millions and millions of years will bring me no nearer to the end of torments than one poor hour. O eternity, eternity!

272  Dying Words of Saved Sinners.

D. L. Moody—This is glorious! Earth recedes: heaven is opening. God is calling me.

Margaret Prior—Eternity rolls before me like a sea of glory.

Dr Cullen—I wish I had the power of writing. I would describe how pleasant it is to die.

S. Bangs—the sun is setting: mine is rising. I go from this bed to a crown.

Johh Arthur Lyth—Can this be death? Why, it is better than living. Tell them I die happy in Jesus.

Samuel Rutherford—Amid the shades of evening, while sinks life’s lingering sand, I hail the glory dawning in Immanuel’s land.

Lord Shaftesbury—I am touching the hem of His garment.

John Newton—I am still in the land of the dying. I shall be in the land of the living soon.

(Num.23.10)

273  Eagles’ Wings.  The eagle’s flight is majestic, effortless, without the flicker of a feather, swift and graceful. Professor Aggrey, the great educator of Africans, tells this story.

A young eagle, caught by a farmer, was so tame that it fed with the chickens in the poultry yard. One day, some time later, a stranger visited the farmer.

‘Why, that’s an eagle,’ he said.

‘Yes, but it behaves like a chicken,’ replied the farmer.

It greedily swallowed scraps of food thrown to it by the farmer.

The stranger suggested an experiment. Early next morning before sunrise, he took the eagle and, with the farmer, climbed a mountain facing the east. The stranger took the eagle and said, ‘You are no chicken: you are an eagle.’ Then he tossed it into the air. It fell down to the ground and began to eat some scraps the farmer threw to it. ‘It’s a mere chicken,’ said the farmer.

A second time the stranger threw it up, but again without success. Then he turned the eagle toward the east, and the glorious sun shone on it. The eagle began to raise its wings gave a piercing cry, spread out its wings and flew straight into the sunlight. It never returned to the poultry yard.

The eagle builds his eyrie on inaccessible crag, high above the surrounding landscape. The mother bird uses twigs and tough long thorns which form an elastic, comfortable bed for the young as they grow into sturdy young birds. But her mother instinct teaches her unerringly that it is not good for them to have such comfortable quarters indefinitely; they will never learn to fly unless compelled. So she stirs up the nest until the sharp points of the thorns and sticks make further rest impossible. Then, one by one, she pushes each young eaglet out into space to make it use its wings. As it falls it screams with terror and flutters madly; then at the right moment the mother bird swoops underneath the struggling eaglet and bears it safely back into the security of the nest again.

There is probably not one child of God who does not pass through this experience at some time of his life.

                                   Ransome W. Cooper

(Exod.19.4; Isa.40.31; Deut.32.11,12)

274  Earnest of the Spirit.  In early times when land was sold, the owner cut a turf from the greensward and cast it into the cap of the purchaser as a token that it was his; or he tore off the branch of a tree and put in into the new owner’s hand to show that he was entitled to all the products of the soil; and when the purchaser of a house received seizing or possession, the key of the door, or a bundle of thatch plucked from the roof, signified that the building was yielded to him.

    The God of all grace has given to His people all the perfections of heaven to be their heritage for ever, and the earnest of His Spirit is to them the blessed token that all things are theirs. The Spirit’s work of sanctification and comfort is a part of heaven’s covenant blessings, a turf from the soil of Canaan, a twig from the tree of life, the key to mansions in the sky.

                                     C. H. Spurgeon 

(Eph.1.13,14)

275  Earth and Heaven.

There is a land that to the eye seems fair;

Yet, strange to say, a poison haunts the air.

Within its borders sin and sorrow reign,

And death grasps all within its massive chain,

AND THAT IS EARTH.

But there’s a land where sorrow is unknown,

Where seeds of pain and death have not been sown.

Its atmosphere is always bright and clear;

No soul is ever faint and weary there,

BUT THAT IS HEAVEN.

There is a land where hearts are often broken

And parting words—alas! too oft are spoken;

Where briny tears are very often shed

By mourners as they gaze upon their dead,

AND THAT IS EARTH.

But there’s a land where tears will never fall,

Where peace and joy sit smiling upon all.

Within its gates no dead are ever found;

No warrior’s grave is marked by grassy mound,

AND THAT IS HEAVEN.

                            S. Britton

276  Earth and Heaven—Knowledge in.  Dr Schulyer English’s little leaflet, The Pilgrim, carries this story. A local minister delivered a most effective sermon on the subject: ‘Shall we know each other in heaven?’ He showed from the Scriptures definite clues proving that we shall know each other there. In the course of a day or two he received a letter which ran:

‘Dear Sir, I wonder if you would preach next Sunday on the subject, “Do we know each other on earth?” I have attended your church for the past twelve months and to date no one has taken any notice of me whatsoever.’

It would be well if all of us were more friendly toward strangers and other Christians who attend our church services.

                                            J. B. W.

(1 Cor.13.12; Heb.13.1,2)

277  Easter Flowers.  A florist joined an evangelist in his garden a few days before Easter. The preacher said, ‘Have you noticed that most of the flowers that bloom at Easter time have a cross somewhere in the blossom?’

    The florist had not noticed this and questioned its veracity. They went to see. The florist examined one blossom after another and found that, due to the arrangement of the stamens, a cross did appear.

(Acts 2.23,24)

278  Easter Meditation—An.

And so hate mailed Him to the tree,

Nor would His grace and mercy see;

While love, which laid Him in the tomb,

Saw naught therein but hopeless gloom.

Shall we as thoughtless be today?

Shall we be blinded as were they?

Death and the grave—

The sealed grave

Wherein the Saviour lay;

Doubting and fear,

But needless fear—

‘Who’ll roll the stone away?’

And so they came their tears to shed,

To minister unto the dead;

Amazed, they found an empty tomb.

And grief to joy and hope gave room.

Shall we in doubt and fear remain

Or sing, with them, ‘He lives again!’

                            Fred Shepard

(1 Cor.15.3,4,20)

279  Election and Free Choice.  A brother of Arminian principles, about to pay a Cornish miner who was a Calvinist a sum of money, addressed him thus: ‘Malachi, is it decreed that I should pay thee this money?’ The miner promptly replied, ‘Put it into my hand and I will tell you.’

(2 Thess. 2.13)

280  Encouragement.  One Monday morning, after a  barren Sunday,  D. L. Moody sat weeping in his study, depressed with the thought that there was no pleasure in working for God I there was no fruit. A Sunday School teacher visited him and on enquiring about the previous day’s meetings got the reply from Moody, ‘It was as dark a Sunday as ever I had!’ By way of contrast the Sunday School teacher said, ‘But I had one of the best times I ever had in my life! I was preaching no Noah. If you think you are doing noting, you read about Noah!; Moody turned to his Bible and began to study the life of the great patriarch. Here was a preacher who laboured and talked for over one hundred years without a convert but he did not get discouraged. He never led even one soul to the Lord except from his own family. Moody put down his Bible and went out to the meeting with his head held high and all thoughts of darkness and depression gone. As he sat in his chair in the meeting a man came forward trembling and said, ‘My friend, I am lost. Would you please pray for my soul?’ Moody thought to himself, ‘What would Noah think of that?’

(Gen.6.8; Heb.11.7)

281  Enemies—Loving our.  During the Armenian atrocities a young woman and her brother were pursued down a street by a Turkish soldier. Finally they were cornered and the brother was brutally slaughtered. The young woman escaped down an alley. Later as a nurse, she was forced to labour in a hospital. One day the Turkish soldier who had murdered her brother was brought into the hospital ward where she was on duty. He was desperately ill and the slightest inattention would have ensured his death; and nobody would ever have known. But she did all in her power to restore him to health. The Turkish soldier, recognizing her, asked her why she did not let him die. She replied, ‘Because I am a follower of Him who said, “Love your enemies and do good to them that hate you”.’ The soldier was silent, pondering over her words, then said, ‘I never knew there was such a religion. If that is your religion, I want to embrace it. Tell me more about it.’

                                              Sunday School Times

(Matt.5.44)

282  Envy.  In the Arena Chapel, in Padua, the pioneer of fresco painting, Giotto, has given allegorical representations of the Deadly Vices and their opposing Virtues, facing each other in pairs on opposite walls. Envy is a female figure who has long wide ears to catch every breath of rumour that may hurt a neighbour’s reputation; out of her mouth issues a serpent’s tongue, swift to poison all things sweet and tender. This serpent coils back on itself and stings the eyes of the envious one to blindness; and the figure stands in flames, representing the fierce fire that consumes the heart that takes pleasure in others’ injuries and is made bitter by their prosperity.

(1 Pet.2.1)

283  Estimate of Worth—Man’s or God’s.  For more than twenty years Olive Davies had served the people in a small Welsh mining community, and Dr A. J. Cronin resented the inadequate salary with which her selfless work was rewarded. After a particularly strenuous case he ventured to protest to her. ‘Nurse,’ he said, ‘why don’t you make them pay you more? It is ridiculous that you should work for so little. God know you’re worth it.’ There was a pause. She smiled, but her gaze held a gravity, and intensity, that startled him. ‘Doctor,’ she said, ‘if God knows I’m worth it, that’s all that matters.’

(2 Tim.2.15)

284  Eternal Punishment.  A venerable preacher preached a sermon on eternal punishment. Next day some thoughtless young men who had been present agreed to draw him into an argument on the subject in order to make a fool of him and his doctrine.

    One of them, whom they appointed to introduce the argument, commenced his talk by saying, ‘I believe there is a dispute between you and me, sir, and I would like to settle it.’

‘Oh!’ said the preacher, ‘What is it?’

‘Why,’ the young man replied, ‘you say that the unregenerate and the wicked will go into eternal punishment and I do not think they will.’

‘Oh!’ said he minister, ‘if that is all, there is no dispute between you and me. If you will read Matthew 25.46 you will find the words, “And these shall go into eternal punishment but the righteous into life eternal.” The dispute is between you and the Lord Jesus, and I advise you to go immediately and settle it with Him.’

285  Eternity.  In Uncle Tom’s Cabin, a book by Harriet Beecher Stowe, there is a chapter that gives a vivid picture of the cruelty of slave owners and the sufferings of their poor slaves.

Uncle Tom, having fallen into the hands of the brutal Legree, had been thrashed within an inch of his life and lay bleeding and writhing in anguish in the old slave shed. But his soul was not in the shed. Without shuddering or trembling he heard the voice of his persecutor saying, ‘How would you like to be tied to a tree and have a slow fire lit around ye? Wouldn’t that be pleasant, Tom?’ ‘Mas’r, I know ye can do dreadful things but after ye’ve killed the body, there ain’t no more ye can do. And oh! there’s all eternity to come after that!’

‘Gentlemen,’ exclaimed old Rabbi Duncan to his students, as he dismissed them at the end of the year, ‘Many will be wishing you a Happy New Year. Your old tutor wishes you a Happy Eternity.’

286  Eternity—Where?

Time has run long—moments! Minutes! Hours!

Days! Weeks! Months! Nigh six thousand years

Await thy dawn—ETERNITY!

Moments! Brief space draw time apace,

As link by link to thy dread brink

They come, they sink—ETERNITY!

Days quickly pass, too soon alas!

Stormy or bright, how swift their flight

From morn to night—ETERNITY!

Eternity! What will it be

For you and me, when o’er life’s sea

Our barque shall be?

When wrath foretold all lands enfold,

When rocks shall rend, when time shall end;

Where will you spend ETERNITY!

With Christ to reign, His bliss to gain?

Or—endless pain from sin’s deep stain,

With sad refrain—ETERNITY!

287  Ethiopian Eunuch—The.  It is a remarkable fact that in the public reading of the Scripture in the Synagogue on the Sabbath day, the selection for one Sabbath reading ends at Isaiah 52.12, but on the following week the Book of the Roll is opened at Isaiah 54, thus omitting the whole of Isaiah 53.

A question may be raised as to what share Gentiles can have in Jehovah’s suffering Servant, but a full answer to this is given in the picture Luke paints in Acts 8. We are shown a maimed and nameless negro, shut out from God’s temple by a pitiless law, reading the story of Messiah’s woes. To him comes a true evangelist who, ‘beginning at the same Scripture, preached unto him Jesus’; and when the two have parted, may we not imagine the Ethiopian picking up the Roll again and reading, a few verses further on, these cheering words:

Neither let the son of the stranger that hath joined himself to the Lord speak, saying, The Lord hath utterly separated me from His people: neither let the eunuch say, Behold, I am a dry tree.

                                        Harold St. John

(Isa.56.3-7)

288  Evangelism.  The chief business of ever y Christian in the world today is to evangelize. No consideration of age or sex, poverty or rank, allows you to escape. May I say that your first thought is not your wife, nor your baby, nor yet your business; these are side issues only. The one controlling thing that lies before you is that your business in the world is to preach the gospel to every creature, if you bear the name of Christian at all. When you meet Jesus face to face, the first thing He will ask you will not be, ‘How did you conduct your business in the world?’ but ‘How did you preach the Gospel? How did you care for my interests?’

    It is the responsibility of the Church of God to wipe out the stain that rests upon her, that half the world has as yet heard nothing of Christ, and yet it is 1900 years since our Lord stood in Galilee and said, ‘Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature.’

                                      Harold St. John

(Mark 16.15; 1 Cor.9.16)s

289  Evangelism among Savages.  Dr. H. C. Mabie tells the story of Edward Payson Scott who served the Lord many years ago among the Nagas, a hill tribe in India. Before setting out on his trip to the Naga country he managed to master their language. The venture was considered very dangerous, and friends tried earnestly to dissuade Scott from his perilous undertaking, The British official offered him a military escort which he declined as incompatible with the Gospel of peace.

Being a musician and a gifted violinist, he carried his fiddle with him on the three or four days’ journey up the mountains into the Naga country. Hearing of his approach, the natives came out and surrounded him, with their spears leveled at his heart. Any moment threatened to be his last.

Led by the Spirit of God, he took out his violin and began to play and sing in the Naga tongue, a hymn he had previously translated, 

    Alas and did not Saviour bleed,

    And did my Sovereign die?

    Would He devote that sacred head

    For such a worm as I ?

By the time he had completed that verse the spears were lowered and all the savages were listening to the words Scott was singing. It was the first word of the Gospel that they had ever heard. He went on, singing the hymn through to the end. When he had finished, some were shedding tears and all sings of hostility had disappeared. Scott was welcomed by them and spent the rest of his life ministering to them.

(John 19.17,18)

290  Evangelist’s Aim and Influence—The.  Lord Beaverbrook once said, ‘The evangelist is the man who has the greatest capacity for doing good and, therefore, if I was in the position to influence the life of a sincere young man today, I would say to him, “Rather choose to be an evangelist than a Cabinet Minister or be an evangelist than a Cabinet Minister or a millionaire! When I was a young man I pitied my father for being a poor man and humble preacher of the Word. Now that I am older I envy him his life and his career”.’

    This will be the aim of the true evangelist:

I do not ask that crowds may throng the temple,

That even standing room be highly priced:

I only ask that, as I voice the message,

They may see Christ.

I do not ask for churchy pomp or pageant,

Or music such as wealth alone can buy:

I only ask that, as I preach the Gospel,

He may be nigh.

I do not ask that men may sound my praises,

Or praiseful headlines spread my name abroad;

I only pray that, as I speak of Jesus,

Hearts may find God.

I do not ask for earthly place or laurel,

Or of the world’s distinction any part;

I only ask, when I have voiced the message,

My Saviour’s heart.

(Gal.1.10.11)

291  Ever-ready.  Admiral Porter, when he was at the head of the United States Navy, had a young staff officer whom he could never catch napping. No matter what day or what hour of the day or night he was wanted by the admiral, the young officer promptly turned up, dressed correctly, a smile on his lips and ready for duty. One day the admiral said to him, half jocosely, that he would recommend him for promotion if he would tell him the secret of his always being ready for service. To this the youngster replied, ‘Waking or sleeping, I have trained myself to be ready, no matter what the emergency. When awake, I plan what I must do it called when I am asleep. When I am asleep, I do not need to worry: I am drilled for the call. There’s no secret about it, sir!’

                                             The Sunday School Times

(Matt.24.44; 25.10)

292  Evidence Brought to Light.  Suppose 30 Bible students with 500 copies of the original texts examine them one by one. In some a number of leaves are found to be missing. In others there are found to be missing. In others there are disagreements in the text itself. How can they secure a reliable text? Their method is simple. By careful comparison they find 400 out of the 500 in essential agreement. The missing leaves are supplied from complete documents. By consulting the many ancient documents they can detect, and correct by the accumulated evidence of correct readings, any mistake or omission found.

The three earliest and most important manuscripts of the Bible are:

1  The Vatican Ms.  The oldest, dating from the fourth century, kept in the Vatican in Rome for over 500 years. It is written in beautiful style but is not quite perfect.

      2 The Sinaitic MS. Said to be the second oldest in existence, dating also from the fourth century. It was found in a monastery on Mount Sinai in Arabia by Dr Tischendorf. The New Testament is complete.

      3 The Alexandrian MS. Dates from the fifth century and is kept in the British Museum in London. Ten leaves are missing from the Old testament and several from the New Testament.

    Translators have taken and carefully compared these three manuscripts. From them they have obtained the correct and entire set of the original writings.

Another exceedingly important source of evidence is found in the writings of the early fathers.

                                            R. F. Bayles

A Professor of Secular History recently said to a colleague who was a Professor of Theology, ‘If we treated our historical sources as some theologians treat your Biblical sources, there would be no history at all, for there is far less evidence for our sources than for yours.’

(Luke 1.1,4; Acts 1.3)

293  Evidence from Bible Morality.  The Scriptures possess a moral power that transforms and elevates human life. The morality of the gospel is not of man.

The Bible’s attitude to sin.—In the Bible, sin is everywhere spoken of as an evil against God, but men view sin in respect to its effect on individuals and society. Sin is represented in the Bible as evil because it is dishonouring to God. The great object of all the writers in the Bible is to lead men to estimate all things according to the will and thoughts of holy God. In the Bible man is seen as sinful, and God alone is exalted.

     No evidence for the Bible and Christianity could possibly be stronger than the moral and spiritual transformation of men once polluted by sin and the vilest practices.

                                                      R. F. Bayles

(Ps.19.11; Heb.4.12)

294 Evil.  Edmund Burke, the great eighteenth-century British statesman, once said, ‘All that is necessary for the triumph of evil is that good men do nothing.’

295  Evil Overcome with Good.  Dr Stuart J. Holden asked a British sergeant who was a Christian how be was led to the Lord Jesus Christ. ‘Before we were drafted here to Egypt,’ he replied, ‘we were in Malta. A private in my company there was converted and was not ashamed to witness to the Lord. We gave that chap an awful time, but it did not seem to matter to him.

‘One night we all came to the barracks very wet and very tired. Before getting into his bed, this man got down on his knees and began to pray. I sure let him have it ! My boots were heavy with damp mud, and I hit him on one side of his face with one boot and on the other side with the other; but he kept on praying.

‘Next morning,’ the sergeant continued, ‘I found these very boots lying by the side of my bed beautifully polished. That was the private’s reaction to my cruelty, and it broke my heart. That very day I was saved.’

296  Evil overcome with Good.  A Salvation Army officer tells of an old Maori woman who had earned the name of ‘Warrior Brown’ by her fighting prowess when drunk or enraged. She was wonderfully converted and spiritually transformed by the grace of God. When giving her testimony one evening at an open-air meeting, someone hit her a nasty blow with a potato. Had this happened a week before, the cowardly insulter would have had to make himself scarce in double quick time, or take what he got from Warrior Brown; but ‘Warrior’ without a word picked up the potato and put it in her pocket. Nothing further was heard of the incident until harvest festival, when Warrior brought a small bag of potatoes and explained that she had cut up and planted the potato that had been thrown at her, and was presenting to the Lord the entire crop that had sprung from it.

(Rom.12.20,21)

297  Evolution.  Henry Drummond lived when Darwin’s theories were all the rage. In one of his books—The Ascent of Man—he propounded evolutionary theories which he thought were a part of divine revelation, but that book is the least enduring of his works. He mistook the theories of his day for eternal verities and so built much on the sand.

He had great influence over young men and his great gifts were not all misspent, for he pointed very many to the Saviour.

Let us take warning and refuse to be moved by fashionable theories which conflict with the Bible. Use historic sense and remember how the ‘assured results’ of yesterday are on the scrap heap today. Be sure that, as men like Newton science, so our Lord and his apostles laid the foundations of truth on which we may safely build.

(Rom.3.3,4)

298  Example—A Bad.  One Saturday night a young couple were involved in a car crash. The young man was killed and his sweetheart, a popular High School girl of seventeen, seriously injured. They were taken to hospital and the parents of the girl were called. The mother had been unable to sleep that night, for she thought she had seen a bottle in the young man’s pocket as the couple left home. At the hospital the parents learned that both had been intoxicated at the time of the accident, and a half-empty bottle had been found in the car. The girl’s father flew into a rage and exclaimed, ‘If I can find the person who sold these children that whisky, I’ll kill him.’ On returning home, the father felt he must have a drink to steady his shattered nerves, so he went to his secret cache of liquor. Instead he found a note in his daughter’s handwriting, ‘Dad, we hope you won’t mind our taking your whisky with us tonight.’ It had been the father’s own liquor that had intoxicated the young couple, resulting in the critical injury of his daughter and the death of her boy-friend.

( Gal.6.7)

299  Example—Christ our.  An example is a pattern by which persons model their behaviour. There is no pattern so perfect as the Lord Jesus. It would be well if His people modeled their behaviour in accord with His in all tings. He is the perfect Pattern in suffering ( 1Pet.2.21), in gracious forgiveness (Col.1.14), and the great Example of divine affection ( John 13.34).

Some years ago in our newspapers there was published a picture of Prince Charles now the Prince of Wales. During an inspection of the armed forces, he followed his father, the Duke of Edinburgh. He adopted the same gait, held his arms in the same manner, and cocked his hat at the same angle. In fact he looked like Prince Philip, Duke of Edinburgh, in miniature.

Peter and John, close followers of the Lord Jesus in his three and a half years of ministry, both speak of Him as our Example, but use different Greek words. Peter speaks of Him as leaving us the perfect Headline of a copy book to follow, and John tells us that the Lord, in washing His disciple’s feet, told them He had given them a demonstration of what they should do for one another (John 13.15). May we so follow the example of Christ that those who watch us may see Christ in our behaviour!

      Ye who look for great examples

      Over the historic page—

      Teachers who with good ensamples

      Would the thoughts of youth engage!

To the sacred record turning,

There behold the perfect Man!

There, the light for ever burning!

Match its luster if you can.

Imitate the great Example

Humbly as a Christian should

Ever, like that bright Ensample,

Speaking well and doing good.

(Col.2.6,7)

300  Example—Good.  A chaplain on a battlefield cam to a man who was lying in a shell hole, desperately wounded.

‘Would you like me to read you something from this Book, the Bible?’ he asked.

‘I’m so thirsty, I’d rather have a drink of water,’ the soldier said. Hurrying away, the chaplain soon brought the water. Then the wounded man said, ‘Could you put something under my head?’

The chaplain took off his raincoat, rolled it up, and gently placed it under the man’s head for a pillow. ‘Now,’ said the suffering man, ‘if I just had something over me—I’m cold.’

There was just one way to meet that need, and the chaplain took off his coat and spread it over the man.

The wounded soldier looked up into his face then and said, ‘If there is anything in that Book in your hand that makes a man do for another what you have just done for me, please read it to me.’

                                                 The Gideon 

(Matt.5.42)

301  Expansion.  Some year ago on a visit to Roman, I stood gazing at some superb paintings by Italy’s famous sculptor and artist, Michelangelo; they were in the dome of St. Peter’s and other churches. Someone present told the story of how Michelangelo one day entered his studio to appraise the productions of a group of his pupils. He stood for some time contemplating the painting of a favourite pupil. Then, to the amazement of all present, he saized a brush and marred the painting by writing something across it—Amplius, meaning ‘larger’. The master was in one sense pleased with his pupil’s work. It showed skill and was commendable as far as it went, but it did not go far enough: the picture was cramped, its design too limited.

    I believe God is writing Amplius across all our missionary vision and effort.

                                          Robert Hall Glover

(2 Cor.10.16; Col.1.28,29)

302  Expectation.  Queen Victoria was much loved. She made unexpected calls on the farm folks who lived in cottages. Any day might be a royal day, and the Scots had a chair prepared for her visit. Their house were kept spotless. They were a clean and wholesome people but her unannounced visits added to the joy of keeping their homes lovely. The old people who remembered her visits in their youth charmed visitors by the expression used in the residences on Deeside. They would say, ‘Perhaps today, she’ll come my way.’

Perhaps today the clouds will part asunder,

Reveal a glory brighter than the sun;

And we shall view, with transport, joy and wonder,

The hope of earth and heaven’s beloved one.

(Tit. 2.13; Phil.3.20)

303  Experience.

All experience is an arch where through

Gleams that untravell’d world whose margin fades

For ever and forever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end;

To rust unburnished, not to shine in use!

As if to breathe were life. Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one of me

Little remains.

                      Alfred, Lord Tennyson

304  Experience—Varied.  A Christian’s experience is like a rainbow, made up of drops of the grief of earth and beams of the bliss of heaven.

    John Ruskin says: ‘Break off an elm bough three feet long, in full leaf, and lay it on the table before you, and try to draw it, leaf for leaf. It is ten to oen if in the whole bough (provided you do not twist it about as you work) you find one form of a leaf exactly like another; perhaps you will not even have one complete. Every leaf will be oblique, or foreshortened, or curled, or crossed by another, or shaded by another, or have something or other the matter with it; and though the whole bough will look graceful and symmetrical, you will scarcely be able to tell why or how it does so, since there is not one line of it like another.’

    There is this infinite variety in creation, and we may expect to find it in the experience of the saints. Uniformity is not a rule of the spiritual life. All the saints, like ourselves, are led in the right way, but no two in exactly the same way. If we reject al believers who have infirmities or are marred with faults our fellowship will be extremely limited. Experiences of each individual differ in the course of his or her life: some are pleasant, some sorrowful; some are bright with the sunshine of the divine smile; others are dark under the chastening hand of our Father in heaven.

305  Extravagance—Love’s.  Love is not love if it merely calculates the cost. Love gives its all, and love’s only regret is that it has not still more to give.

    O. Henry, the master of the short story, has a moving story called The Gift of the Magi. This was a young American couple, Della and Jim, who were very poor but very much in love. Each had one unique possession. Della’s hair was her glory. When she let it down it almost served her as a robe. Jim had a gold watch which had come to him from his father and which was his pride. It was the day before Christmas, and Della had exactly one dollar eighty-seven cents to buy Jim a present. She did the only thing she could do: she went out and sold her hair for twenty dollars. And with the proceeds she bought a platinum fob for Jim’s precious watch. Jim came home at night. When he saw Della’s shorn head he stopped as if stupefied. It was not that he did not like it or love her any less. She was lovelier than ever. Slowly he handed her his gift: his gift was a set of expensive tortoiseshell combs with jeweled edges for her lovely hair—and he had sold his watch to buy them for her. Each had given the other all he or she had to give. Real love cannot think of any other way to give.

                                       Dr William Barclay

( John 12.1-3; 2 Cor.8.2-5)

306  Extravagance or Content.

Oh! Extravagance saileth in climes bright and warm!

She is built for the sunlight and not for the storm;

Her anchor is gold, and her mainmast is pride—

Every sheet in the wind doth she dashingly ride!

But content is a vessel not built for display,

Though she’s ready and steady, come storm when it may;

So give us Content as life’s channel we steer—

If our pilot be Caution, we’ve little to fear.

307  Facts—Insist on.  One day a committee called on Abraham Lincoln to discuss a matter of public concern. Their case was built largely on suppositions. After listening for a while, Mr. Lincoln asked, ‘How many legs would a sheep have if you called its tail a leg?’ As he expected, they promptly answered ‘Five!’ ‘No!’ he said, ‘it wouldn’t; it would only have four. Calling a tail a leg does not make it one.’

    Lincoln was right. Giving something a new name does not change its character. Yet we are often guilty of trying to do that very thing. We seem to think that by calling a falsehood ‘a white lie’, it ceases to be a prevarication. When we repeat a juicy bit of information about someone, we ensure that it is not really ‘gossip’ if we present the facts without any embellishment or exaggeration. When a person falls into a bad habit, calling it a ‘shortcoming’ does not make it any different for the sin that it is.

( 1 Pet.3.10)

308  Faith.  Faith is the brightest star in the firmament of grace. It treads down seeming impossibilities, and it strides to victory over mountains of stupendous hindrances. It enthrones Jesus as King of the inner man. It kindles and fans the flame of love and it opens the lips of praise and prayer.

                                                Henry Law

Faith is the grasping of Almighty power,

The hand of man laid on the hand of God—

The grand and blessed hour

In which the thing impossible to me

Become the possible, O Lord, through Thee.

Based on this is the exhortation:

Put thy trust in God; in duty’s path go on;

Walk in His strength with faith and hope, so shall thy work be done.

Commit thy ways to Him, thy works into His hands,

And rest on His unchanging word who heaven and earth commands.

( Heb. 11.33; 1 John 5.4)

309  Faith, Hope and Love.

Faith will outlast the bitter hour;

Hope will outshine the darkest fear:

Love will outmatch the strongest power

That threatens all the soul holds dear.

For faith will conquer, Hope abide,

And Love will reign, the throne beside,

Where sin and fear and death have died.

Give me the love that leads the way,

The faith that nothing can dismay,

The hope no disappointments tire,

The passions that will burn like fire.

Let me not sink to be a clod:

Make me thy fuel, Flame of God!

                  Amy Wilson Carmichael

( 1 Cor.13.13; 1 Tim.1.5)

310  Faith in Christ.  The late Dr Harry Rimmer was once traveling in Egypt, and while negotiating with the Secretary of State at that time, a refined and cultured Egyptian, engaged him in conversation concerning religion and revelation.

‘We believe that God has given to man three revelations of Himself,’ said Dr Rimmer.

‘We too believe that,’ said the Secretary of State, a Moslem.

‘We believe that God has revealed Himself in a book, the Bible.’

‘We Moslems believe that God has revealed Himself in a man, and that man is Jesus Christ’.

‘We too believe that God has revealed Himself in man, and that man is the prophet Muhammad.’

‘We believe that Jesus died to save His followers,’ said Dr Rimmer.

‘And we believe that Muhammad died for his people,’ was the Moslem’s reply.

‘We believe,’ said Dr Rimmer, ‘that Jesus is able to substantiate His claims because He rose from the dead.’

The Egyptian hesitated, then his eyes fell, and finally her replied, ‘We have no information concerning our prophet after his death.’

The Lord Jesus Christ is the only one who conquered death and triumphed over the grave. He is alive and able to save all who call upon His name in faith.

( 1 Cor.15.17)

311  Faith in God.  A city Missioner records the conversation he had with Communists.

‘I don’t believe in God but I do believe in the teaching of Jesus Christ: you see, I’m a Communist!’ These words were spoken to me by a young man in his mid-twenties. ‘If you believe in Jesus Christ,’ I replied, ‘you must believe in God, because He taught us about God. Jesus said, “ I am the Way, the Truth and the Life; no man comes to the Father but by Me.” Jesus taught us the prayer which begins—“Our Father” Jesus told us to have faith in God.’ I went on to testify to my faith in God through knowing Jesus Christ as my personal Saviour. The young man was interested and said he had never seen it like that before, but admitted it did make sense. I was invited into his home and met his wife who asked me if I had read the works of Voltaire and Thomas Paine, particularly the latter author’s book, The Age of Reason. I replied that I had not, and asked her if she knew that each of those writers, when dying, cried to God to have mercy on his soul, and that Thomas Paine regretted having written The Age of Reason. I gave the lady a booklet entitled The Impossibility of Atheism, which recorded the facts I had told her, and she promised to read it.

                                         Oscar Penhearow

( Mark 11.22; Heb.11.6)

    ‘Lord, I believe.’ Many fail because they miss the most important part. This man did not say to Jesus, ‘I believe’: He said, ‘Lord, I believe.’ There is a tremendous difference.

    This is where psychology or psychiatry alone fall down. You cannot do it by yourself. The Christian faith has in it all the principles and techniques of psychology and psychiatry, and it has so much more. At the very centre of the Christian faith is an eternal, all-powerful God. When one starts with God, putting first in Him, it makes the major difference. You cannot do it by yourself, but with His help you can eventually really know what Paul meant when he said, ‘I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me.’

                                                  Reader’s Digest

(Mark 9.24)

312  Faith—Justified by.  Dr A. J. Gordon, while traveling on a train, fell into debate with a fellow passenger on the subject of justification by faith. Said the man, ‘I tell you, God deals with men, not with a little bit of theological scrip called faith: and when the Almighty admits one to heaven, He makes rigid inquiry about his character and not about his faith.’ Dr Gordon said, ‘Did you notice how the conductor always flashes his light on the ticket and takes no pains to inspect the passenger?’

    Faith alone entitles a man to the saving grace that is able to produce a character, ‘Without faith it is impossible to please God.’

                                                L. A. Bands

( Rom. 4.16; Heb.11.6)

313  Faith—Little.  ‘Ah!’ said the convert to the missionary, ‘I used to treat the Lord as if He were a poor man and had very little to give. I prayed, “Lord, give me a little more faith!” or ‘Oh, I beseech Thee, Lord, bestow on Pompey rather more grace.” Then a man came to preach at Lagos and he described how great the Lord was and what His riches in glory must be. That night I said to myself, Pompey, you have been praying as if his heart were as hard as the shell of a dry coconut, when all the time every best in the forest is His! and I just acted on what I found out.’

                                                Choice Gleanings

(Matt.6.30; Luke 17.5)

314  Faith of a Mother.  In the far North of Argentina, attracted by the sound of singing, a soldier entered a little mission hall and heard the Gospel preached. He stayed behind and spoke to the preacher, who asked him if he were a Christian.

‘Yes, I am’ he replied.

‘Where did you hear the Gospel?’

‘From my mother.’

‘Where does she live?’

‘She lives a long way from here and she has never heard a preacher, and would be glad to see you.’

The missionary went, and away on a distant farm, where no missionary had ever bee, he found this Christian woman. She told him that years before a colporteur who passed that way had left a copy of the Word. She had read it and had come to know Jesus Christ as her Saviour. That old woman was the mother of fourteen children, the youngest twelve years old, each of whom she had led to Christ through reading them the message from the Scriptures.

                                          Workers Together

(Ps.119.130)

315  Faith—Saving.  A skeptical doctor said to a Christian patient, ‘I believe in God and I suppose I believe in Jesus Christ. I am not conscious of any doubts. I believe that Jesus Christ was the Son of God, and I believe the Bible, yet I am not saved. What is the matter with me?’

‘Well!’ said the patient, ‘a week ago I believed in you as a very skilful doctor. I believe that if I come to you when I am sick you can help me. In other words I trusted you. For two days I have been taking some mysterious stuff out of a bottle. I don’t know what it is. I don’t understand it, but I trust you. Now, when you turn to the Lord Jesus and say, “Lord Jesus, Christianity seems to be full of mysteries—I do not understand them, but I believe Thee to be trustworthy and I trust Thee and commit myself to Thee,” that is faith.’

Very simple, is it not? The faith of the patient did not heal him; it was the remedy that healed him. But faith took the remedy.

(Mark 9.23,24)

316  Faith—Simple.  Huxley, the great agnostic, was a member of a house party at a country house. Sunday came round and most of the members of the party prepared to go to church; but very naturally Huxley did not prepare to go. He approached a man known to have a simple and radiant faith and said to him, ‘Suppose you don’t go to church. Suppose you stay at home and you tell me quite simply what your Christian faith means to you, and why you are a Christian.’

‘But,’ said the man, ‘you could demolish all my arguments in an instant. I’m not clever enough to argue with you.’

Huxley said quietly, ‘I don’t want you to argue with me. I just want you to tell me simply what Christ means to you.’

The man stayed and told Huxley very simply of his faith. When he had finished there tears in Huxley’s eyes. ‘I would give my right hand,’ he said, ‘if I could believe that.’

( 1 Pet.3.15)

317  Faith Tested.  Vast crowds watched the brilliant performance of Blondin, the tightrope artist at Niagara Falls. Balancing a rod in his mouth, he pushed a wheelbarrow across the rope over the Falls. Seeing among the cheering people a small lad, Blondin said to him, ‘Sonny, do you think I could push the barrow back again?’ ‘yes, sir!’ was the lad’s unhesitating reply. ‘Do you think I could take you across?’ ‘Yes, sir!’ ‘Good! Jump in and I will take you.’ ‘No, sir!’

(Matt.9.28,29)

318  Faith that Prevailed.  Many years ago when Hudson Taylor first went to China, he went on a sailing vessel. Of necessity the boat was routed very close to the shores of a cannibal island. Suddenly the wind died down. The becalmed vessel began to drift toward the nearby beach. The evil-looking savages quickly gathered, eagerly anticipating making a feast of the passengers. The captain, in much distress, came to Mr. Taylor and asked him to pray for the help of God. ‘I will,’ said Taylor. ‘provided you set your sails to catch a breeze.’ The captain declined to make himself a laughing stock by unfurling the canvas in a dead calm. Taylor said, ‘I will not undertake to pray for the vessel unless you unfurl the sails.’ So, reluctantly, the old sailor yielded to the missionary’s wishes. Later, while engaged in prayer, there came a knock on the door of the stateroom of the man of God. ‘Who is there?’ he called. The captain’s voice responded, ‘Are you still praying for wind, Taylor?’ ‘Yes!’ ‘Well, you’d better stop, for we have more wind now than we can manage.’ The magnet of Hudson Taylor’s faith had brought down the power of God! The cannibals who at one time were less than one hundred yards from the ship, were thus cheated out of their human prey.

                                            Sunday School Times

(Matt.17.20)

319  Faith the Title-Deeds.  Moulton & Milligan, in their book, The Vocabulary of the Greek New Testament, maintain that in all cases of the use of the word translated in the A.V. (King James Version) ‘substance’, in the papyri there is the same central idea of something that underlies visible conditions and guarantees a future possession, and suggest that the meaning of Hebrews 11.1 is ‘Faith is the title-deeds of things hoped for’. The possession of the title-deeds of realities should prove an effective power in the believer’s life.

In a certain region of South India it is common to find each house standing in its own compound where the owner grows tapioca, rice and fruit for his household’s needs. In many cases the house has mud walls and a table, often form the entire furnishings. But there is one article of furniture that the owner values above all others. It is a strong box, perhaps two or three feet long and eighteen inches broad, constructed of durable wood. If he has treasures to preserve they are kept there. Even in the absence of any other things of value, one possession may be seen safely secured within the box, namely the title-deeds of his homestead. It is of supreme importance that the title-deeds should be secure, for this precious document proves that the property is his very own.

Faith is the title-deeds of the inheritance of the saints, and the Lord Jesus prays for us, as He did for Peter, that our faith may be preserved intact.

320  Faith—Turning from the.  In the centre of Detroit, Michigan, U.S.A., a beginning has been made to establish a great Islamic centre. It is planned to have educational facilities there, and it is hoped that many Americans will embrace Islam. We are living in days when we may see another upsurge of Islam. Churches that have lost the vital life that is in Christ Jesus may be swept away before the onroads of Muhammadanism, as those in North Africa were swept away by the Moslem armies in the seventh century A.D.

    In Luke 18.8 the Lord Jesus raises the question, ‘When the Son of man comes will He find faith on the earth?’ As modern heresies and false cults spread and increase, true faith will decrease.

(1 Tim.1.19; 2 Tim.2.18)

321  Faith—Venture of.  The following item appeared in a Scottish daily newspaper:

John Berkeley is a young Scottish doctor with a love of climbing. This week he leaves to begin an assault on a very different kind of mountain. He is going to West Bengal as a medical missionary. There he will help in the fight against the mountain of fear, suspicion and doubt surrounding one of the world’s oldest diseases—leprosy.

John Berkeley at thirty-tine is throwing up his house and his job to work in a leper hospital. In terms of family and finance it doesn’t make sense. He will leave behind a wife and three teenage children. He hopes Mrs Berkeley will be able to join him sometime next year but this is not certain.

The basic pay of a missionary is ￡400 a year, though Dr Berkeley will earn a bit more because of family commitments, bringing him to about a quarter of what he would earn as a G. P. in this country.

He leaned back in the chair of his Edinburgh home, a tanned, athletic-looking man, and smiled: ‘You could say that no one does it for the money.’

So why is he going?

‘On a human level you might put it that I have come to know the work and the problems of the work among lepers. My wife has been on the North of Scotland Committee of the Leprosy Mission. I became very interested and wanted to help. But that is not the reason I am going.

‘I am going to India because I believe it is God’s will that I should. My whole family believes this, even the children. You could argue that Indian doctors should do this work for their own country—many of them do. You could say that there was plenty for me, as a Christian, to do here.

‘Of course it will be an awful wrench leaving the children, but we believe that this is part of a plan for us all. Yes, it is a question of faith. There is so much to do for people with leprosy. Drugs and modern methods of surgery have helped tremendously, but there is a need to rehabilitate these people, to help them to regain a place in the community.’

What is this but a venture of faith?

(Heb.11.8)

322  Faith versus Fear.  A party of friends was visiting the Niagara Falls. At a place called the ‘Cave of the Winds’, a marvelous view of the mighty waterfall can be obtained. Led by the guide, they passed down through the rocks out to the edge of the river. Then by winding paths, across narrow bridges and through the flying spray that drenched them, the tourists emerged upon a rather shaky footbridge in front of the American Fall. The plank be crossed in order to reach the ‘Cave of the Winds’.

The party followed the guide across, but one lady lost her nerve midway and stood still, clinging to the handrail. The guide, sensing the situation, stepped back quickly and said calmly in a kind voice, ‘Your hand in the guide’s hand, please.’ With an effort the lady transferred one hand to the guide’s hand but clung more tightly to the guide’s hand but clung more tightly to the rail with the other, and no progress was made.

Then the guide, with an understanding smile, said, ‘Both hands in mine, please!’ For a moment there was a struggle, fear defying faith. Then faith won; she ventured, trusting both hands and her safety to the guide, and in a moment stood safely on a ledge of rock in the ‘Cave of the Winds’.

( Ps. 56.3)

323  Faith—Walking by.

When we the way can understand

It needs no faith to take His hand,

And walk along the way we see is best:

But when the path ahead is veiled

And we, by doubts and fears assailed, 

Lean hard on Him and in His Word find rest;

When in His strength we are made strong

And in His joy we find a song,

That is the faith by which our souls are blest.

That faith can wait His blessed will

And at His bidding can stand still

When we in zeal would like to interfere.

He knows the time, He knows the way;

His to command, ours to obey—

He always speaks into the listening ear:

And He who, sovereign over all,

Still notes the lonely sparrow’s fall,

Will guide His child through every passing year.

At last He’ll call us to the air

And take us to His home so fair,

Where sorrow and where sin shall never be.

He then shall wipe all tears away,

And through an endless, cloudless day

We’ll dwell with Him through all eternity.

But till He comes He in His love

Would guide us in our every move.

And lead us still by paths we cannot see.

                           Mrs Alex C. Murray

( 2 Cor.5.7)

324  Faith—Warmth of.  The Golden Age of Nestorian Missions in Central Asia was from the end of the fourth till about the end of the ninth centuries, and thereafter till the thirteenth century they extended their activities to Mongolia, China and Southern Siberia.

They pitched their tents in the camps of the wandering Tartar: they stood in the rice fields of the Punjab: they taught the fishermen at the Sea of Aral. They struggled through the vast deserts of Mongolia, and the memorable inscription of Has an fu attests their victories in China.

They braved alike pagan and fire worshipper, the burning suns o Tiflis and the feverish swamps of Imeretia; and they planted a colony halfway up the great mountain of Ararat. Merchant and physician traveled and made it their task to win souls. Sailors with the same object in view manned vessels and sailed the seas. Jerome speaks of Huns as having learnt the Psalms from Syrian merchants ‘who burn by the very warmth of their faith.’

Vanbery speaks of the feverish activity of the Nestorians in spreading abroad their faith. A passion gripped them. They said, ‘He love me and gave Himself for me’, therefore ‘we glory in tribulation’ was the language of life and lip. It was this self-abnegation that gave them the secret of the multiplied life and, having drunk of the living water themselves, from them flowed rivers of living water.

Christ was very real to those early Christians, and they practiced the teaching of the Word of God amongst the people and won them by their sheer reality. Every believer was a missionary. They served as secretaries and physicians to Turks, Mongols and others; in fact, they did everything in their power to help, even inventing alphabets for them. Such zeal in order to win men for the Lord had a wonderful harvest.

                                             The Treasury

( Heb.11.38,39)

325  Faithfulness—God’s.

Praise the Lord and leave tomorrow in thy loving Father’s hands;

Burden not thyself with sorrow, for secure the promise stands.

He is faithful! Leave thy troubles in His hands.

Trust today and leave tomorrow; each day has enough of care,

Therefore, whatsoe’er thy burden, God will give thee strength to bear.

He is faithful! Cast on Him thy every care.

Pray today and let tomorrow bring with it whate’er it may;

Hear thy loving Father promise strength according to thy day.

He is faithful! Trust Him, therefore, come what way.

Watch today and leave tomorrow, for tomorrow may not com.

For today the loving Saviour may appear to take thee home.

He is faithful! Look for Him, the coming One.

Thus, by trusting, watching, praying each day, as our time rolls on,

We shall find the promised blessing, strength restored when strength is gone.

He is faithful! He will come to take us home.

(1 Cor.1.9; Heb.10.23)

326  Fall of an Empire.  The historian Gibbon listed in 1787 five reasons for the fall of the Roman Empire, which certainly present a remarkable forecast of present-day conditions. These were:

    1 The rapid increase of divorce; the undermining of the home, which is the basis of human society.

2 Ever increasing taxes and the spending of public monies for tree bread and entertainments for the people.

3 The mad craze for pleasure, sports becoming every year more riotous and more brutal.

4 The building of gigantic armaments when the real enemy was the decadence of the people.

5 The decay of religion, faith fading into mere formalism, losing touch with life and impotent to guide the people.

( 2 Tim.3.1-9,13)

327  False Doctrine.  ‘What is a false doctrine?’ asked the teacher. ‘False doctoring,’ answered one little boy in the class, ‘is when a doctor gives the wrong stuff to sick folks.’ False doctrine is giving the wrong medicine to those who are sick with the disease of sin. There is but one remedy for that disease, and it is found in the Gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ. Nothing a sinner can do will save his soul. The only thing that can save is what the Lord Jesus has already done.

                                           Vivian D. Gunderwon

( Heb.13.9)

328  Family—Basis of Society.  ‘Our Western civilization is sunk,’ exclaimed one of the lawyers from our town. We had been comparing present moral conditions with those of Rome just before the collapse of that World Empire.

A great American leader has also said, so it is rumoured, ‘Our own moral laxity will soon destroy us, even if the Communists don’t.’

The family is that basic unit of society, the home the corner-stone of the community. If these basic units deteriorate, what hope is there for the Western Nations, or for the world at large? None whatever!

Quotations from the Press at various sources confirm these statements, and indicate the extent of this deterioration in many, many homes. ‘Home is they empty house to which junior returns from school, the place where the only sound he hears is the echo of his own voice when he cries in vain for his mommie.’

Marital breakdown is the break for which some persons wait, but what kind of a break is it? Broken vows, broken laws, broken hearts, broken homes, broken and fragmented minds, and broken and split personalities!

                                           James Gunn

( Ps.68.6)

329  Family Life.  In one of the early Christmas broadcasts by the monarch of Great Britain, King George VI said, ‘The foundations of national glory are set in the homes of the people. They will only remain unshaken while the family life of our nation is strong and simple and pure.’

    Had there been time, he might have added that the foundations of such homes and such families are set in what W. E. Gladstone called ‘The Impregnable Rock of Holy Scripture’.

330  Family Training—Lack of.  Mr Harold St. John would never speak a disrespectful word about anybody. On one occaslon he was having supper with a Christian family in whose home he was visiting when one of the young daughters began to criticize and sneer at some godly old evangelist, and another member for the house made some withering remark about another body of believers. Mr St. John turned quietly to his host and, rising from the table, said, ‘You won’t mind if I go now, will you?’ ‘But’, said his host in surprise, ‘We’re only just starting supper.’ ‘Well!’ replied Mr St. John, I’ve made it a rule never to sit in the company of people who are speaking disparagingly of God’s servants. I must ask you either to excuse me or change the subject.’

    The subject was changed and the meal proceeded, but the next morning, when the family had gone off, the hostess came to Mr St. John in tears and said, ‘I could not sleep last night for thinking of what happened. We’ve got into the habit of criticizing other Christians, and my boys have grown up to despise preachers. Neither of them was at the meeting last night; if only we could start again and have things different!’

(1 Pet.3.9,10)

331  Far above all.

The kings of earth in festooned glory rise,

Bedecked in pompous robes, the scepter, crown and rings;

Yet in a day soon hence, beyond the skies,

Their knees will bow before the King of kings.

The lords of land, of wealth, of might and slave,

Who sprawl in goods and mock the God who gives,

Will stand before the one who died to save

And worship at the throne of one who lives.

The crofter of the hidden hill and plain

Who loves the Lord of glory as his own,

Will sing the song of Him, the Lamb once slain,

And at the spike-pierced feet lay down his crown.

The sum of life held dear this side of Heav’n, 

Consisteth not in things, in money, land,

But in the blood of Christ, our sins forgiv’n,

And Him, in majesty at God’s right hand. 

What is the price set by the heedless throng

Upon the blood that ransoms from the fall?

He is rejected as they move along,

And, in their path, the trampled Life for all’.

But for above the wheeling galaxies,

Beyond the realm of cramping time and space,

There, far above all principalities,

My Saviour sits and holds the highest place.

                               J. B. N. Jr.

( Eph.1.12)

332  Fate Fixed.  In reply to the question by a reader of The Harvester, a monthly magazine, ‘Is it true that everything we do, and everything that happens to us, is fixed unchangeably in advance long before our birth?’ Professor F. F. Bruce wrote:

    No! This idea is bound up with pagan notions of fate, and has nothing to do with the Biblical teaching about God’s foreordaining grace and Fatherly providence. For example, when I start to deal with a question like this, I decide in my own mind how to answer it. I am well aware that many antecedent factors in my life, and very probably in my heritage, influence the way in which I answer lies within my free choice. If everything were fixed unchangeably in advance, our personal responsibility for our actions would be dissolved; but nothing is taught more clearly in the Bible, than that each of us shall give account of himself to God. In fact, this needs to be specially stressed today, when so many schools of thought minimize personal accountability, so that people plead that their actions are the result of parentage or their environment, or just of ‘something that came over them’.

( Rom.14.12)

333  Favours Divinely Bestowed.

        Grace, knowing my every sin,

Grace, dying to make me clean,

Grace that ran to bring me in

Suits a heart like mine.

Love proved on the cross of shame,

Love worthy of God’s great name,

Love eternally the same 

Wins a heart like mine.

Joy, fruit of the Father’s kiss,

Joy, foretaste of heavenly bliss,

Joy that springs from love like this

Fills a heart like mine.

Peace, sea of glass still and vast,

Peace, knowing the judgement’s past,

Peace that will for ever last

Calms a heart like mine.

Lord, while in this world below,

Still more of Thy love I’d know,

So shall sweeter praises flow

From a heart like mine.

                            George Cutting

334  Fear of God.  The great British Statesman and Prime Minister between 1868 and 1894, W. E. Gladstone, on his last visit to Oxford, sat in the senior common room of Christ Church College and talked at some length about the happy changes he had witnessed in his lifetime in the lot of the British people. His outlook was so radiantly optimistic that it aroused a challenge. One of the students said, ‘Sir, are we to understand that you have no anxieties for the future? Are there no adverse sings?’ The grand old man answered slowly, ‘Yes, there is one thing that frightens me—the fear of God seems to be dying out in the minds of man.’

(Prov. 9.10; Rom.3.18)

335  Fears Dispelled.  The road was long and lonely, and the night so dark as they were homeward bound after the mid-week prayer meeting. Ominous shadows and weird songs came from the trees and bushes as the wind blew through the branches. It was enough to send shivers up the spine. The two little girls sitting in the back seat of the horse-drawn vehicle were asked, ‘Are you not frightened?’ ‘Oh, no!’ they replied, ‘You see, Father is with us, and we are never afraid when he holds the reins.’

( Isa.43.2; Acts 18.9,10)

336  Feast of Tabernacles ( sometimes called the Feast of Booths). Professor F. F. Bruce answers a question in The Harvester as to which was the ‘great day’, the last day of the feast:

    Our principal source of information is the tractate ‘Sukkah’ in the Babylonian Talmud, from which we gather that the ceremony of the water-pouring was enacted on the first seven days of the feast, but not on the eighth day (although prayer for rain was offered on the day). If our lord’s proclamation was made on the day when there was no water-pouring, His point would be that while no material water was poured on that morning, yet spiritual and life-giving water was available to all who would come to Him. His announcement was essentially a repetition of that in Isaiah 55. 1-3, whereas there it is Jehovah through His prophet who says, ‘come unto me’ (verse 3); here it is the Son who says so in person. (It has indeed been held that ‘the last day, the great day of the feast’ was the seventh day, on which the feast proper came to an end, the eighth day being an additional festival; but on the whole it is probable that the eighth day is intended.)

( John 7.37-39)

337  Feet—Beautiful.  ‘What ugly feet!’ exclaimed a little girl, pointing to another girl who was walking along the street outside the window where she was seated. To her surprise her mother replied, ‘I think Caroline ( the girl in the street) has more beautiful feet than any girl in the village.’

‘ Why Mother, just look at them!’ her daughter said, pointing with her finger. Then her mother answered,

‘ Beautiful feet are they that go

Swiftly to lighten another’s woe

Through summer’s heat and winter’s snow.’

    Caroline’s feet are carrying her on errands of mercy, sometimes to read to blind Peggy, sometimes to amuse poor lame Eddy West, sometimes to hunt up new Sunday School scholars among neglected children.

338  Feet—Dear.  In 1868 in Stuttgart, Samuel Hebich, a fearless witness for God, was summoned into the presence of the One he had served with great singleness of purpose. A day or two before he died Dr Gundert visited him. One can well imagine how much he would be cheered by this visit of a much-loved colleague. After Dr Gundert left, the dying saint said, ‘That is very diligent with his pen. Compared with him I am a lazy fellow!’ A day or two before, when his friends were washing his feet, he smiled and said, ‘These are dear feet. They have carried peace far and wide. They have made many long walks for the Lord.’

    Elise Revington, missionary from Dublin to India, served the Lord faithfully in the jungle areas of the Reddiseema for many years. She took little thought for her personal comfort or health, so engrossed was she in winning souls and so constrained by the love of Christ. On her feet she wore the kind of leather sandals worn by the Indian people, that exposed the instep and ankle to the fierce rays of the tropical sun. As she lay dying from chronic malaria in the Mission Hospital, from chronic malaria in the Mission Hospital, Narsapur, she pointed to her sun-browned feet and said, ‘Aren’t they beautiful?’ Truly they had been shod with the preparation of the Gospel of peace.

( Song of Solomon 7.1; Rom.10.15)                         

339  Feet—Hind’s.  The gazelle’s footprints—those of the ‘hind’ of the Bible—are very dainty. The hind has a clean, polished foot, tiny yet strong, delicate yet powerful. The hind’s feet are:

Smooth feet, and so they are very beautiful and even,

Strong feet, enabling it to travel great distances day after day; stronger than a man’s, yet only 45 square inches to bear 100 lbs. weight,

Sure feet, soaring sometimes 20 to 30 feet, yet never slipping or sliding,

Swift feet, that travel faster than hunters when anger is near,

Steady on high ground when crops fail and everything around is breaking down.

Well might we pray, ‘Lord, plant my feet on higher ground!’

( Ps.18.33; Habak.3.19)

340  Fellowship.  In classical and secular Greek the New Testament word translated ‘fellowship’ is found in three main associations: 

i. In the Commercial sphere. In a Papyrus a man speaks of his ‘brothers with whom I have no fellowship.’ He did not mean that they were not on speaking terms or that there was no coming and going with them in the social realm, but that they had no business connection: they were not business partners. In the Gospel two pairs of brothers—Andrew and Peter, and James and John—were partners in the fishing business.

ii. In the sphere of Matrimony. Two people just married were said to have entered upon a ‘fellowship of life’, in which everything was supposed to be shared by husband and wife. The New Testament sums up this marital partnership for the Christian household in the words—‘Heirs together of the grace of life.’

iii. In Experience. Sharing an action, an opinion or a course, whether good or bad. In one papyrus it is stated that the authorities were unable to trace a criminal and therefore concluded that those in fellowship with him, that is, those who had a share in his misdeeds, were sheltering him. ‘Have no fellowship with him, that is, those who had a share in his misdeeds, were sheltering him. ‘Have no fellowship with the unfruitful works of darkness but rather reprove them.’

( Luke 5.7; 1 Pet.3.7; Eph.5.11)

341  Fellowship of Suffering.

The vessel must be shapen for the joys of Paradise;

The soul must have her training for the service of the skies;

And if the great Refiner in furnaces of pain,

Would do His work more truly, count all His dealing gain;

For He Himself hath told thee of tribulation here.

Be still and let Him mould thee for the changeless glory there.

From vintages of sorrow are deepest joys distilled,

And the cup outstretched for healing is oft at Marah filled;

God leads to joy through weeping, to quietness through strife,

Through yielding unto conquest, through death to endless life!

Be still! He hath enrolled thee for the Kingdom and the Crown.

Be silent! Let Him mould thee who calleth thee His own.

Such silence is communion, such stillness is a shrine;

The fellowship of suffering an ordinance divine.

And the secrets of abiding most fully are declared

To those who, with the Master, Gethsemane have shared.

Then trust Him to uphold thee ’mid the shadows and the gloom.

Be still! And He shall mould thee for His presence and for home.

( Phil.3.10)

342  Fellowship with God.  ‘Truly our fellow. Ship is with the Father and with His Son, Jesus Christ’.

To walk with God—is this some dreamer’s dream

Reserved for ancient men of different caste

Than me? For men of slowly moving years?

And must I think such holy joy is past?

And can it be that as from distant Ur

There is a path that leads from idol shrine,

Marked out by tent, by altar and by fire,

Yet points me to the glory that is Thine?

And is it so, that I may walk with Thee?

May hear Thy voice above earth’s din below?

And like old Sinai’s sage and warrior saint

May find Thy ways and see Thine afterglow?

How can I see invisibility?

Or how with finite mind reach to confide

Transcendent thoughts: or how with halting thigh

Draw near, and keep apace Thy mighty stride?

A Mystery? There is a way for all

Who thirst for God, and trod by feet but heart;

An eye, not needing man’s external aids,

A mind the schools of earth cannot impart.

‘The Way’ to reach the inaccessible,

‘The Truth’ the great Inscrutable to know,

‘The Life’, and thus it opens up the eye

To see, the mind to grasp, the way to go.

To walk with God—’tis not too late to join

That holy band who soared above the sod

Of transient things, of weights, besetting sins,

And feel the mighty pulse of Life with God.

                               J. B. N.

( Gen.5.24; 6.9; 1 John 1.3)

343  Fervour of Love.

O pardon us, Lord, that our love to Thy name

Is so faint, with so much our affections to move!

Our coldness might fill us with grief and with shame

So much to be loved, and so little to love.

O kindle within us a holy desire,

Like that which was found in Thy people of old

Who tasted Thy love, and whose hearts were on fire

While they waited, in patience, Thy face to behold.

It was with tearful eyes and mingled shame and sorrow that, some time ago, we sang those verses in company with others. How we longed for the fire of a holy enthusiasm, for the burning zeal of a holy enthusiasm, for the burning zeal of a Paul, the fervour of a Peter, and the all-absorbing love to Christ of a John! Power was the distinguishing feature of the apostolic age. Under Pagan and Papal Rome, love to Christ was the prominent characteristic of the beloved saints who, for His sake, counted not their lives dear unto them. In our day and generation an all-consuming personal devotedness to Christ and His interests is but lightly valued, and intelligence in the things and Word of God is rated at a high degree. This may be our last appeal to our beloved fellow-members of one body united to Christ in glory, and in the deepening sense that we are about to pass into His presence we would say to one and all, give yourselves wholly, heartily and freely to Christ. Let ‘Christ for me! Christ for me!’ be the aim and object of life.

                                             Walter Scott

( Rom.12.11)

344  Fight of Faith—The Good.

Great is the facile conqueror,

Yet haply he who, wounded sore,

Breathless, unhorsed, all covered o’er

With blood and sweat,

Sinks foiled, but fighting evermore,

Is greater yet.

( 1 Tim.6.12; 2 Tim.2.3; 4.7)

345  Filled with the Spirit.  Paul tells us that to live victoriously and to avoid excesses of the flesh, we should be sure that we are filled with the Spirit. Moody once illustrated the truth as follows: ‘Tell me,’ he said to his audience, ‘how can I get air out of this glass?’ One man said, ‘Suck it out with a pump.’ Moody replied, ‘That would create a vacuum and shatter the glass.’ After many impossible suggestions, Moody smiled, picked up a pitcher of water, and filled the glass. ‘There,’ he said, ‘all the air is removed.’ He then went on to show that victory in the Christian life is not by ‘sucking out a sin here and there,’ but rather by being filled with the spirit.

                                           Sunday School Times

( Eph. 3.19; 5.18)

346  Finding Men for Christ.  Captain James Haldane, a swearing young naval officer in command of the battleship Melville Castle, was converted through the words of a young Christian sailor on his ship whose name has been forgotten. Abandoning his career in the Navy, Captain Haldane became an evangelist and served the Lord in this capacity for over half a century. He led his brother Robert to Christ, and Robert in turn was used by the Lord to the conversion of Felix Neff, a philanthropic, Swiss Protestant leader; of Merle D’Aubigne, the famous historian of the Reformation; and of Fredrick Monod, an eloquent preacher. These four or five men, and hundreds of others, will be the joy and crown of rejoicing of that anonymous Christian seaman in the day of rewards at the Judgement Seat of Christ.

( John 1.41; Acts 2.41; 1 Thess.2.19)

347  Finest Christian in the Prison.  George came to us in prison, convicted of the double murder of a teenage girl and her father who came on the scene and tried to defend her. At the age of seventeen he was a powerful lad, with strong hands and muscular arms. He had strangled both his victims.

Although he had protested his innocence right through the Courts, he confessed to me after Bible Class one Sunday that he was guilty of the crime. He said that God was dealing with him now, and he could not lie or pretend to God; and he added, ‘You tell us that God is a God of love and forgiveness, but He could never forgive the kind of thing I have done: I am lost for ever.’ We pointed out to him mercy offered forgiveness even to the murderers of His own Son if only they would repent and seek His mercy. I shall never forget how George wrung his hands in real anguish, then clasped them together in prayer as he asked the Lord for forgiveness and salvation. Within a week he was transferred to another prison to which I had no access, and I lost touch with him for four years. Then, asked to speak in another prison entirely, I was delighted to find George sitting in the front seat, radiating the peace of Christ.

He told me of his having been transferred to the first prison just after his conversion and of doubt having been sown in his mind about the reality of his experience with God, which had been described as ‘hallucination and emotion’. But he kept on reading his Gideon Bible, presented to him before he left us, and receiving assurance from the Word of God. With the joy of salvation evident in his life, he became a real power for good and was described openly by the Governor as ‘the finest Christian in the Bible Class this evening’.

    George in still in prison and will be there for a long time to come, but his witness for the Lord is bright and clear, and he is maturing steadily in his knowledge of the Lord Jesus Christ.

                                            Alex Allan

348  Finished.

The sculptor laid his tools aside;

Unfinished, though he was, he died.

The artist, with his work undone,

Laid down his brush at set of sun.

The writer, with his tale half told,

No longer to his life could hold.

The farmer put away his plough.

Sod still unturned, he’s resting now.

God’s Son alone, triumphant, died,

For ‘It is finished!’ Jesus cried.

The price is paid, the battle’s won,

The great work of salvation done.

Because He finished all for me,

Complete in Him, I know I’ll be.

                      Edih Selindh Bergman

( John 19.30; Col.2.10)

349  Fire in the Church.  Samuel Chadwick used it say, ‘Men ablaze are invincible: Hell trembles when men kindle: the strongholds of Satan are proof against everything was burning and all hands in the village were busy helping to put out the flames. In the bucket line the minister came face to face with the village infidel, and he could not help saying, ‘This is the first time I have ever seen you at my church’. There came the instant rejoinder, ‘Yes, sir, but this is the first time I have seen your church on fire.’

( Jer.20.9)

350  Fishers of Men.  Much patience is needed in man-fishing. Though we have toiled all night and caught nothing, we are to continue steadfast and unmovable in His blessed service. Carey, Moffat, and Morrison worked seven years before they saw fruit. Dr Chalmers called on an infidel twenty-four times, and on each occasion was repelled. Then the door opened, for the dying man wanted to see the man who loved his soul so much as to stand twenty-four rebuffs.

                                                   A. Marshall

( 1 Cor.15.58)

351  Fitted for Service.

Balanced and shaped the arrow must be

Hid in His quiver, God’s armoury.

Polished and oiled the sword must stand

Waiting the grip of the owner’s hand.

Silent, inactive, ready to use,

Rustless, not restless, for Him to choose.

One smooth stone in a shepherd’s sling

A giant to his end will bring.
simple trumpets joyfully blown

And a mighty army is overthrown.

Trumpet or stone, Lord, let me be

In the battle for right, some use to Thee.

In Thy great house there are vessels indeed

For every purpose and every need;

Clean and empty, and ready today;

Lord, here I am, use me, I pray,

To bring life-draught to some thirsty soul,

Or word of comfort, to make men whole.

Thou canst take a Saul and make him be

A chosen vessel unto Thee;

The past forgiv’n, new theme, new power,

To bear Thy name till his latest hour.

In some small measure I would be 

Chosen, fitted and used of Thee.

            Ransome W. Cooper

( Isa.49.2; Acts 9.15)

352  Five of Spades.  A preacher returning from the West of England was traveling by train to Paddington. Into his compartment came five men who immediately began to play cards. After a while they invited the preacher to join them. This he steadfastly refused to do, but after a time he offered to tell their fortune from the pack. To this they all readily agreed.

The preacher then said, ‘I shall need one special card, the five of spades.. The men handed him the card, and he then got out his Bible and read from Revelation 1.7, ‘Behold He cometh with clouds, and every eye shall see Him.’ Then from Philippians 2.8-11, stressing the words, ‘Every knee shall bow and every tongue shall confess that Jesus Christ is Lord to the glory of God the Father.’ Holding up the card, the five of spades, he pointed to the two black spots at the top. ‘These’, he said, ‘represent your two eyes; the two spots at the bottom are your two knees, and the one in the middle is your tongue. “Behold He cometh.” Your two eyes will see Him, your two knees will be forced to bow to Him, your two knees will be forced to bow to Him, and all your tongues will confess that Jesus Christ is Lord.’

By this time the card players had packed up their cards and had begun to look uncomfortable. The preacher then went on to say, ‘This card tells me something else about you. These five spades represent five real spades existing at this very moment, waiting to dig, your own five graces when the time comes.’

At this moment the train stopped at Didcot Junction, and the five men all bundled out of the door as fast as they could.

Some years later the preacher went out for an evening walk in a London suburb. As the walked someone came behind and touched him on the shoulder. ‘Do you remember me, sir?’ ‘No, I don’t think I have seen you before.’ ‘Do you remember telling five men their fortune in a railway carriage?’ ‘Yes, of course I remember! They all bundled out at Didcot and didn’t even stop to pay the fortune teller his fee.’

Then the stranger said, ‘I was one of the five men and this is my story. On that very day I had been to see my old mother. She was desperately ill and passed away soon after. While I was there she read to me the very same words that you read to us on the train. Some time later, when I was out for a walk, I came upon an open-air meeting and stopped to listen. A young man stepped on to the rostrum and read out the same words from his Bible. He then preached and urged people to respond.

‘I was greatly moved and went back to my lodgings and there at my bedside I confessed my need of a Saviour and accepted Christ.’

The preacher then asked, ‘What about the rest of the men?’ The stranger’s face grew sad. ‘I am sorry to say, sir, that the gravedigger’s spade has already dug the graves of the other four men; yet I by God’s grace have bowed my knees and confessed Christ to be my Lord and Saviour, and am alive to bear witness to His salvation.’

353  Flag—The Faded.  It was very mysterious. The matter was discussed and debated but no satisfactory solution could be arrived at. The signalman’s statement, corroborated as it was by others, was positively contradicted by the engine-driver’s. Who was speaking the truth?

Terrible Accident in U.S.A.—Excursion train from Kingston, North Carolina had run on to the drawbridge which crosses the Elizabeth River.

Driver’s Account. Signal directed him to proceed—hung from the signal box—but one of the sections of the bridge was open and before the brakes could be applied, the engine and two front coaches plunged into the river. Many lives lost. Farm labourer on bank helped to save thirty-five of the passengers.

Why had the train been allowed to proceed on to the bridge while a section was still open?

Signalman’s Account. He said he had displayed the red flag in time for the train to be stopped. This was confirmed by other employees.

The driver, severely injured, maintained that it was a white flag that was shown, indicating that the way was clear.

The flag was then produced and the mystery solved. The flag, in use so long, was once red but the colour had faded from it, and it might easily have been mistaken for a white one.

The faded red flag is a picture of the doctrine of redemption by blood left out of the message. Well-meaning hands are still waving such flags, saying ‘Peace, peace, when there is no peace.’

                                               H. P. Barker

354  Flame—The Unfed.

Are you on fire for God?

Or does the flame burn low?

Are the red embers burning out 

Till there is no more glow?

Why has the fire burnt down?

Why is the flame all gone?

Simply because there’s no more fuel

To keep it burning on.

If you would blaze for God,

Your soul must ever be

Fed daily from His holy Word,

Praying continually.

Then will the flame burn bright

As you live close to Him.

This is the fuel that feeds the fire.

The flame won’t then grow dim.

                   May Gorrie

( Ps.39.2,3)

355  Food and Colour.  Many different plants will furnish daily food an insect needs; but it always takes the colour from the leaf on which it feeds. Christians often from the Bread of heaven turn to earthly fare, but a little change of colour—to their shame—they always wear. If on Christ, the Lamb, but the tastes of earthly follies change us to another hue.

(John 6.56,57)

356  Forget it.

If you see a tall fellow ahead of the crowd,

A leader of men, marching fearless and proud,

And you know of a tale whose mere telling aloud

Would cause his proud head in anguish to be bowed,

It’s a pretty good plan to forget it.

If you know of a skeleton hidden away

In a closet and guarded, and kept from day

In the dark, whose showing and sudden display

Would cause grief and sorrow and lifelong dismay,

It’s a pretty good plan to forget it.

If you know of a spot in the life of a friend

( We all have spots hidden, world without end)

Whose touching, his heartstrings would sadden or rend,

It’s a pretty good plan to forget it.

If you know of a thing that will darken the joy

Of a man or a woman, a girl or a boy,

That will wipe out a smile or the least way annoy

A fellow, or cause any gladness to cloy,

It’s a pretty good plan to forget it.

                      Claude A. Ries

357  Forgiven.

Not far from New York, in a cemet’ry lone,

Close guarding its grave stands a simple headstone,

And on it is graven this one word alone—FORGIVEN!

No sculptor’s fine art has embellished its form,

But constantly there, through the calm and the storm,

It bears this one word from a poor fallen worm, FORGIVEN!

It shows not the place of the silent one’s birth,

Reveals not his frailties nor lies of his worth,

But tells out its tale from those few feet of earth, FORGIVEN!

The name is unmentioned, the date is untold;

Beneath lies the body, corrupted and cold;

Above rests the spirit, at home in the fold—FORGIVEN!

And when from the skies the Lord shall descend,

This stranger will rise and to glory ascend,

Well-known and befriended, to sing without end—FORGIVEN!

(Luke 7.48)

358  Forgiven by the King.  During King George Ill’s visits to the royal stables, one of the stable boys attracted his attention. Something about the boy won his master’s favour, and the king treated him kindly in many ways.

But a time of temptation came, and the poor lad feel into disgrace. He had stolen some oats from the royal bins and, being detected, he was disgraced by the head groom. There seemed to be no idea of speaking to the poor lad about the sin of stealing the oats and abusing the confidence of his master, but only a determination to treat him as he deserved and dismiss him.

Not long afterward, when the king again visited his stables, he noticed that the boy was absent and asked one of the men what had become of him. The man, fearing to tell the truth, yet not liking to tell a falsehood, said he had left. His Majesty was not satisfied with the groom’s reply and, suspecting something wrong, called the head groom to him and made the inquiry again.

‘I have discharged the boy, sir,’ answered he. 

‘Why?’ asked the king.

‘He was discovered stealing the oats from one of the bins,’ was his reply, ‘and I sent him away.’

The king felt very sorry for the poor boy who had thus disgraced himself, and gave the order for him to be sent for immediately. The order was obeyed, and without loss of time the boy was brought to the king. What a scene that was! Face to face with Britain’s king stood the boy, a convicted thief!

‘Well, my boy’, said his Majesty when the lad, not knowing what awaited him, stood before him, trembling and looking very pale: ‘is this true that I hear of you?’ The lad could not look up into the king’s face but, with head bent down, his only answer was a flood of tears. He knew he was guilty: he stood condemned and without excuse.

The king, seeing the stable boy was truly sorry for his sin, spoke to him of the evil, showing him that he had not only taken what was not his own but had abused the confidence reposed in him.

‘Well, my lad,’ said his Majesty, putting his hand kindly on the boy’s head, ‘I forgive you.’ Then, turning to the head groom, he said, ‘Let the boy have his former place and let him be cared for.’

What a thrill of joy filled the lad’s heart when the king uttered those three words, ‘I forgive you!’ Instead of being punished and disgraced, he was restored to favour and place he had lost.

Indian Christian

( Ps. 103.3,4,10)

359  Forgiven Sincerely.  Prince Bismarck was once asked by Count Enzenberg to write something in his album. The page on which he was to write contained the autographs of Guizot and Thiers. The former had written, ‘I have learned in my long life two rules of prudence. The first is, to forgive much; the second is, never to forget.’ Under this Thiers had written: ‘A little forgetting would not detract from the sincerity of the forgiveness.’ Bismarck added, ‘As for me, I have learned to forget much and ask to be forgiven much.’

                          Sunday School Times

(Matt. 18.21,22)

360  Forgiveness for the Worst Sinners.

Brownlow North, one of the great preachers of his time, was to speak in one of the largest churches in the city of Aberdeen and it was thronged  with people who had come to hear him. In the vestry00before the service—he had a note handed to him from an old companion of his unregenerate days, challenging him to enter the pulpit, and saying, ‘I know your past history. I furrowed you to Paris years ago and I know all your career of vice. I have a record of your life at Liverpool also, and I know how you carried on a Manchester. I challenge you to stand in a Christian pulpit and preach: I dare you to do it.’

Brownlow North went into the pulpit and commenced the service by reading the letter, omitting nothing, and, having read out the long list of vile sins, he said, ‘My friends, it is all true, and a good deal more than my companion has written here. But I want to tell you there came a day in my life when I heard the Saviour’s voice saying, “Brownlow North, go in peace: thy sins are forgiven thee”; and if there was mercy for me, there is mercy for all of you there.’

The service did not continue as arranged, for men and women were broken down there and then. Many hundreds, weeping, decided for Christ that night, and a mighty work began in the granite city where they still speak of it.

361  Forward!  Dr David Livingstone, great missionary and explorer, said, ‘I shall go anywhere provided it is forward.’ He did go forward as a pioneer in a strange land, an explorer, a pathfinder, an evangelist, a healer of the sick, and a builder of bridges of faith and courage.

Pioneers who go exploring into unknown lands

Have to span the foaming torrents, making bridges with their hands,

Bridges over roaring streams and rivers deep and wide.

Or they would never reach the goal upon the other side.

When difficulties bar the way and obstacles appear,

Do not shrink from facing them through hopelessness and fear;

But dare to build a bridge across the cataracts of fate,

A bridge of faith, a bridge of courage that will take your weight.

                                              Patience Strong

( Exod.14.15)

362  Foundations of Faith  Someone said to C. H. Spurgeon, ‘I hear you are opposed to works.’ ‘No’ he replied, ‘I am not, nor to chimney-pots; but I would not put them at the foundation.’

( Rom.4.4,5)

363  Founders of Empires.  Founders of world-empires there have been; great as the world counts greatness. But where are Egypt, Babylon, Medo-Persia, Greece, Rome, and their founders? The names of Simon and Andrew, of James and John, however, are hewn in the rock foundations of that church against which the very gates of hades shall not prevail. Nay, when earth kingdoms shall all have perished, and Messiah reigns gloriously, then shall these righteous ones shine forth in the kingdom of their Father. When the holy city Jerusalem descends from heaven to be the seat of government of the kingdom of heaven, manifested in all the glories of fulfilled prophecies, earth shall read the Galilean names again. In the dazzling vision of the prophet of Patmos, where all is glory and perfection and brilliance, amid the blazonry of heaven itself, brought down for terrestrial view, we can see twelve names only (Rev.21.14), and they include these four, once scored as proof of ownership, on a couple of fishing cobles on the Galilean lake. This is a marvelous record, and where shall we match it?

                                                       W. J. Hocking

364  Found Out.  The missionary, returning before midday to his bungalow after a morning of travel and preaching, found a visitor awaiting his coming. Observant by nature, he noticed that his little traveling alarum was missing from its usual place on the shelf. Suspecting that his visitor had stolen it, he said nothing but managed to keep his visitor until the hour set for the alarum to go off. Then, to the dismay of the thief, the clock made its presence known and revealed the visitor’s guilt. ‘Be sure your sin will find you out.’

( Num.32.23)

365  Friend—The Sinner’s.  When in Canada in 1970 we visited and photographed the tomb and Memorial of Joseph Scriven, the writer of the beautiful familiar hymn, ‘What a friend we have in Jesus!’ A young Irishman, Joseph Scriven, emigrated in 1845 to Canada where he died in 1886 at the age of 66. He consecrated his life to the Lord after the accidental death by drowning of his fiancée on the eve of their wedding day. His fiancee’s death brought him indescribable grief. Shortly before his death a neighbour who came in to help him during his illness round some lines in manuscript in his room and asked him how he came to write them. He replied that he had written them to comfort his mother in her sorrow, and had intended them only for her. As to the composition of the poem, he declared, ‘The Lord and I did it between us.’ The poem, set to music and now sung to several different tunes, became the well-known hymn, ‘What a friend we have in Jesus!’ Two lines in the hymn as we know it are different from the poet’s original words. These are:

Are we cold and unbelieving, 

cumbered with a load of care?

Here the Lord is still our refuge: 

Take it to the Lord in prayer.

His tomb, with the verses of the hymn engraved on the headstone, and his memorial can be seen not from the city of Peterborough, Ontario.

( Prov. 17.17; 18.24)

366  Fruit pf the Spirit.  ‘The fruit of the Spirit is love.’ Love in action. Joy is love rejoicing, peace is love resting, longsuffering is love’s patience: gentleness is love’s touch, goodness is love’s character, faith is love’s trust: meekness is love’s humility, and temperance is love’s strength. In newspaper English, the words of Galatians 5.22, 23 have been rendered:

    ‘The fruit of the Spirit is an affectionate lovable disposition, a radiant spirit and a cheerful temper, a tranquil mind and a quiet manner, a forebearing patience in provoking circumstances and with trying people, a sympathetic insight and tactful helpfulness, generous judgement and big-souled charity, loyalty and reliableness under all circumstances, humility that forgets self in the joy of others, in all things self-mastered and self-controlled, which is the final mark of perfection.

367  Fruit out of Martyrdom.  It has been said that the blood of the martyrs is the seed of the Church, and this has been constantly proved true.

    Five young missionaries were martyred in the uncharted jungle of Eastern Ecuador. The father of one—Mr Elliot—on hearing of his son, Jim’s, death, said, ‘Oh, may God bring those very Aucas who threw the lances to slay our loved ones to stand by our boys in Glory and praise the Saviour for ever!’ Not only have all the five Auca men who killed the missionaries become become baptized believers, but one of them and three other Christian Aucas have announced their desire to visit the only other tribe of Aucas known to exist, and to tell them about the Lord Jesus Christ. This second tribe, several days’ journey through the jungle from the first tribe, is as isolated and as savage as the first tribe of Aucas was years ago. Those Auca missionaries go forth, armed with copies of the Gospel of Mark in the Auca language. This edition, translated by Miss Rachel Saint, sister of one of the martyred missionaries, was printed in Mexico, and is the result of ten years of painstaking labour.

                                                     Indian 
Christian

368  Funeral—A Royal.  I was idly listening to the B.B.C. programme when I realized that a commentary was being broadcast on the funeral of ex-Queen Wilhelmia of the Netherlands in December, 1962. It will be recalled that it was an unusual funeral in one respect. It was a white funeral. The family mourners were dressed in white, and the horses which drew the hearse were white, at the special request of the ex-Queen herself.

But the greatest surprise came when a hymn was sung in the Cathedral: what was the hymn? The hymn selected was No. 872 in Sankey’s Sacred Songs and Solos:

There is sunshine in my soul today

More glorious and bright

Than glows in any earthly sky,

For Jesus is the Light.

Oh there’s sunshine, blessed sunshine

When the peaceful, happy moments roll;

When Jesus show His smiling face

There is sunshine in my soul.

If I heard aright, the listeners were told by the commentator that the ex-Queen had first heard the hymn in Norway and had asked that it should be sung at her funeral. She had been strangely moved by it and attracted to it, and Queen Juliana had translated in into her mother’s language and mother tongue. One envisaged the great congregation being introduced to it and singing it with the royal mourners.

                            L. R. Plover in Life of Faith

(2 Cor. 4.6)

369  Garden of Delight—A.   In the garden of the poet Tennyson in Freshwater, Isle of Wight, now the grounds of a fashionable hotel, stands a sundial on the edge of the goldfish pond, bearing the Latin inscription—HORAS NON NUMERO NISI SEREN AS—and the names Alfred, Emily and Hallam. A short verse of poetry, expressive of the poet’s feelings when the three met, is also inscribed:

And unto greeting when we meet

Delights a hundredfold accrue:

For every grain of sand that runs

And every space of shade that seals,

And every kiss of toothed reels

And all the courses of the suns.

    Before sin entered this earth, a garden—Eden—was the meeting place of God and man, the Creator and the creature, and that converse was a delight until ‘man’s first disobedience’. Jehovah of hosts found delight Israel, brought forth wild grapes.

( Gen.2.8; Isa.5.7)

370  Garden of Flowers—A.

Only a cottage garden, but it fills my heart with pleasure

As I muse on the Creator who made each floral treasure.

These flowers are truly wondrous, dressed by the Master-hand.

Look on each bloom so perfect, and you will understand

That only God can form them, those lovely blossoms rare,

With colours that delight the eye, fragrance that scents the air.

And they are filled with sweetness: there’s nectar in each bloom.

Fair flowers full of goodness as well as sweet perfume.

Oh God! I pray that my life may be full of sweetness for Thee,

Shedding a fragrance on life’s road

To draw men heavenward to God.

                         May Gorrie

( Song of Solomon 4.12-15)

371  Garment of Love.  ‘Put on love, the bond of perfection.’ The picture in the apostle’s mind is that of one who is putting around his body the loose and flowing robe, the garment of antiquity. It occurs to him that these loose garments, no matter how fine or beautiful they may be, can never be worn with comfort or grace until they are clasped with a girdle. And Paul says this uniting band is love, which is the girdle of every grace, the final touch that beautifies the whole, that turns the task into delight and perfects every relationship.

                                                G. H. Morrison

It is not the deed we do,

Though that deed be never so fair—

But love that is always the priceless thing,

Hidden with holy care

In the heart of the deed so fair.

( Col.3.14)

372  Gentleness.  An elderly Christian who in youth had had a violent temper became remarkable for his gentleness. When asked how he had managed to overcome his temper, he replied very briefly and very wisely, ‘By praying to God and speaking low.’ When people are angry and ill-tempered, they naturally raise their voices and speak loudly. That elderly gentleman had learnt the lesson of gentleness.

    ‘He shall not cry, nor life up, nor cause His voice to be heard in the streets,’ was said prophetically of Jehovah’s servant, our Lord Jesus who could declare, ‘I am meek and lowly in heart.’

( Isa.42.2; James 2.17)

373  Gift of God—The.  A friend of mine whose face always seems to radiate the love of God defies convention, and by his genial and pleasant manner breaks down prejudice wherever he goes. He is a personal worker, and his methods of approach are varied. Here is one of them.

Entering a large shop whose windows are advertising a sale currently proceeding, he asks an assistant in the Men’s Department, ‘Have you a free-gift department in this shop?’

‘No, sir,’ replies the salesman, ‘but there are splendid bargains while our sale is on.’

‘Yes, I have no doubt there are,’ says my friend, ‘but I’m not looking for bargains: it’s something for nothing I want. So there’s no free-gift department?’

‘I’m sorry there’s none here, and I don’t think you’ll find one in any shop in this town.’

‘Thank you! I believe you’re right,’ says the enquirer, ‘but, you see, what man hasn’t got, God has. Have you ever been to His free-gift department? This is it—The gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord.’

So the Word is left with the salesman, and a free booklet, too, if he will accept it.

One day, however, my friend met his match. When he asked for the free-gift department in a Canadian store, the salesman said, ‘Oh yes, we have! Would you like to visit it?’ ‘Certainly I would,’ was my friend’s reply.

‘O.K. I’ll come with you.’ The assistant took him to the very top floor where there was a wide balcony, and led him out to it.

‘There you are, sir,’ he said, ‘You are now in the free-gift department and may enjoy God’s free fresh air.’

Twenty-seven centuries ago, through the Prophet Isaiah, God extended a wonderful invitation to His free-gift department, and His words have re-echoed down through the centuries ever since: ‘Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he that hath no money; come ye, buy and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk without money and without price.’ ‘The gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord,’ wrote Paul in the first century A. D.

                                                         A.N.

( Isa. 55.1; Rom.6.23)

374  Gifts—Spiritual.  Dr  A. T. Pierson has stated seven great principles of spiritual gifts. These are:

1  Every believer has some gift, therefore all should be encouraged.

2  No one has all the gifts, therefore all should be humble.

3  A!! gifts are for the Body, therefore all should be harmonious.

4  All gifts are for the Lord, therefore all should be contented.

5  All gifts are needful and mutually helpful, therefore all should be faithful.

6  All gifts promote the whole Body’s health therefore none can be dispensed with.

7  All gifts depend on the Holy Spirit’s fullness and power, therefore none should be out of fellowship with Him.

    The leading of the Spirit in the public exercise of gifts operates in close connection with the believer’s spiritual judgement.

375  Gifts—Variety of.  Mr Fearing, who often despaired that his labour was in vain, said to John Wesley, ‘If I could preach like you, I should be happy.’ ‘Sir,’ said Mr Wesley, ‘we are building God’s temple. Go now, read the third chapter of Nehemiah and learn that he who repaired the dung gate was counted of as much honour as he who touched the gate of the fountain. All did their bit; you and I can do no more.’

(Neh. 4.17; Mark 14.8)

376  Giving all to Christ.

God does not ask for much.

He does not ask that I

Should yield great gifts and high,

Things I do not possess,

Character, nobleness,

Riches and strength and such;

God does not ask for much:

But—howsoever small—

He asks for all.

                         M. E. Procter

In Rabindranath Tagore’s ‘Gitanjali’ the following story is told:

I had gone a—begging from door to door in the village path, when thy golden chariot appeared in the distance like a gorgeous dream, and I wondered who was this King of all kings! My hopes rose high and methought my evil days were at an end, and I stood waiting for alms to be given unasked and for wealth scattered on all sides as the dust.

The chariot stopped where I stood. Thy glance fell on me and thou camest down with a smile. Then of a sudden thou did’st hold out thy right hand and say: ‘What hast thou to give to me?’

Ah, what a kingly jest was it to open thy palm to a beggar to beg! I was confused and stood undecided, and then from my wallet I slowly took out the least little grain of corn and gave it to thee.

But how great my surprise when at the day’s end I emptied my bag on the floor to find a least little grain of gold among the poor heap. I bitterly wept and wished that I had the heart to give thee MY ALL.

                                                 William Walker

Jesus says, ‘My all I gave for thee! What hast thou given to me?’

377  Giving and Getting.

Give, though your gifts be small,

Still be a giver!

Out of the little fount

Proceeds the river.

Out of the river’s gifts

Gifts soon will be

Pouring their waters out,

Making a sea.

Out of the sea again

Heaven draws its showers,

And to the fount imparts

All its new powers.

Thus in a cycle borne

Gifts roll around,

And in the blessing given

Blessing is found.

( Prov.3.9,10; 19.6)

378  Giving—Blessedness of.  How little can I spare for God and satisfy His claims and my conscience? We should invert the terms and ask, How little can I expend upon myself and yet satisfy my actual needs, and how much can I thus spare for God? The missionary age affords new opportunity and incentive for the culture of this supreme grace. Giving will bring its true blessing, its greater blessing only when systematic and self-denying.

One of the foremost incentives to missions is found in the blessdness of giving. Christ spake a new beatitude, recorded and preserved by Paul who said to the Ephesian elders:

‘Remember the words of the Lord Jesus how he said, It is more blessed to give than to receive!’ The full meaning and truth of the last beatitude is yet to be known, and can be known only as this work of missions is done as He meant it to be done.

                                                    A. T. Pierson

379  Giving brings Blessing.

It’s a funny thing with giving that it spreads out far and wide,

As a stone that drops into a pond sends ripples to the side;

If one person meets another and gives a cheerful smile,

That can spread’ mong other people till it’s traveled many a mile;

One kindly word that’s spoken to a stranger on the way

Can multiply and multiply before the end of day.

And I think you’ll know the story of five thousand people fed

When a boy gave just two fishes and five tiny loaves of bread:

So, when you give your money, just think what it might do,

How many people might be blessed by the gift that comes from you.

( Esth. 9.22; Acts 20.35)

380  Giving for Others.  Dr Donald Barnhouse explains the lesson of our Lord’s parable of the unjust steward in this way:

    If by our giving to missions souls may be saved on the other side of the world, if by our giving in the church at home young people may be saved who shall carry on the torch of truth at home and abroad in the next generation, then when our control of money fails, when death relaxes our hold upon the possessions to which we have so tightly held, we shall find on the other side in the presence of God those whom we have blessed with our gifts, the souls who have been reached through the money we have expended for the Lord, those who have been blessed through the teaching of the Word because we have ‘communicated unto him that teacheth in all good things’—these will be there to welcome us, in our reception, to our reward.

( Luke 16.9,10; Gal.6.6)

381  Giving—Greatest Illustration of.  None of us like to be told what to do with our money and yet, if we turn a deaf ear to the great spiritual principle of stewardship, we shall miss the blessing of the Lord, and the eternal reward that the Lord Jesus called treasure in heaven.

    Jesus stood by the treasury and noticed a widow cast in two mites ( a farthing) and from this gave the greatest illustration on true giving. This, the greatest illustration on giving in the Bible, was about the smallest amount ever given. The crowd gave out of their abundance but she gave her all. The real test is not what we give out of our pockets but what we have left.

( Luke 21.24)

382  Giving is more Blessed.

More blessed it is to give than receive:

I wonder how many this great truth believe,

For, in this big selfish world today

People keep grabbing but don’t give away.

You have heard of the man whom some folks thought mad,

The more he gave, the more he had!

I, like that ‘madman’, have proved it true;

What is willingly giv’n comes back double to you.

So don’t be a grabber, but scatter abroad:

There’s real joy in giving as unto the Lord.

                        May Gorrie

( Acts 20.35)

383  Giving—Keep on.

Withhold not the gospel from souls needing bread,

For giving is living, the bright angel said.

‘But must I be giving and giving again

And empty my storehouse for ungrateful men?’

‘Oh no!’ said the angel whose glance pierced me through,

‘Just give till the Master stops giving to you.’

( Prov.3.9,10)

384 Giving Liberally.  John Wesley had a friend Samuel Bradburn who was in straitened circumstances. Mr Wesley sent him the following letter:

‘Dear Sammy,

            Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land and verily thou shalt be fed.

                     Yours affectionately,

                             John Wesley’

With the letter he enclosed two ￡5 notes.

The reply was prompt:

‘Rev. and Dear Sir,

                I have often been struck with the beauty of the passage of Scripture quoted in your good letter, but I must confess that I never saw such useful expository notes on it before.

I am, reverend and dear sir,

  Your obedient and grateful servant,

                          S. Bradburn’

    John Wesley was througbout his life a liberal giver. He lived economically and simply, and gave half and often more than half of his income to the Lord.

( Heb.13.15,16)

385  Giving Methodically.  William Ewart Gladstone kept a careful account of his giving. Later this showed that his gifts aggregated fully half a million. In a letter which he wrote to one of his sons at Oxford he offered the following suggestions as to the use of money.

    ‘In regard to money, there is a great advantage in its methodical use. Especially is it wise to dedicate a certain portion of our means to purposes of charity and religion, and this is more easily begun in youth than in after life. The greatest advantage of making a little fund of this kind is that when we are asked to give, competition is not between self on the one hand and any charity on the other, but between the different purposes of religion and charity between which we ought to make the most careful choice. It is desirable that the tenth of our means be dedicated to God, and it tends to bring a blessing on the rest. No one can tell the richness of blessing that comes to those who thus honour the Lord with their substance.’

( 1 Tim.6.18)

386  Giving One’s Best.

Then to the branching of the way I came

And paused to see which way the path should lead,

And while I stood He called me by my name

And said, ‘Seek not a life of fame—

For I have many lambs for you to feed.’

And though I lacked the perfect Shepherd heart

I gave out knowledge and I sought to live

As He, the Shepherd, lived, from sin apart,

And when I fell, He lifted me again to start,

And whispered, ‘Walk with me, and give, and give, and give.’

And so I gave, and as I gave my best,

I found that I had more than all

Which I had previously possessed:

For I had God’s own peace and rest,

And maybe some young lambs had heard His call.

                                 Mona Laird

    The above was found among Miss M. R. Laird’s papers in a handwritten book of poems.

387  Giving or Only Singing?  The late Dr Peter Marshall once selected for use in a service the familiar hymn of consecration, ‘Take my life and let it be.’ He requested the congregation to give particular thought to the words:

Take my silver and my gold—

Not a mite would I withhold.

Explaining the practical sense of the words, ‘Not a mite would I withhold,.’ He asked all who could not sing the line with literal sincerity to refrain from singing it at all.

The effect was a dramatic commentary on the glib, thoughtless manner in which we all too often sing the hymn. Hundreds of voices, with the organ accompaniment, sang vigorously up to the designated point. Then suddenly there was only the sound of the organ music. Not a single voice ventured to so challenging a height.

                                           Sunday School Times

( Mark 12.41-44)

388  Giving Sacrificially.  Sitting over against the treasury of the temple, the Lord detected that day the difference between the ostentatious gifts of the rich and the humble two mites of the widow. Wuest’s translation of Mark 12.41 is, ‘He was viewing with a discerning eye how the crowd throws money into the treasury.’

The world sees what a man gives: Christ sees how he gives.

The world looks at the amount: Christ looks at the motive.

The rich gave of their abundance: the widow gave all that she had.

There was no sacrifice in the one: there was no reserve in the other.

    The fable is told of a pig and a hen walking together along the road when they saw a large notice directing them to an ‘Egg and Bacon Barbecue.’ ‘How about going along?’ asked the hen. ‘Not I,’ replied the pig, ‘You can go if you wish, for you only give a contribution. For me it is a sacrifice.’

( Mark 12.44)

389  Giving—Standard of.  I said to a rich orthodox Jew whom I knew, who lived in the East of London, ‘What is your method of giving to God? Do you give a tenth of your income?’ He replied, ‘If I gave a tenth of my income, that would not be giving at all. The tenth is Jehovah’s. What I give above a tenth, that, I reckon, is my giving.’ If all Christians gave like that, there would be no lack of funds for the foreign mission field. But the Christian’s standard of giving should be much higher if we read I Corinthians 16 aright.

                                             Mark Kagan

( 1 Cor.16.2)

390  Giving While You’re Living.

      Do your giving while you’re living,

      Then you’re knowing where it’s going.

    A man once said to a servant of God, ‘Why is it that everybody is always criticizing me for being miserly when they know that I have made provision to give everything to charity when I die?’ ‘Well,’ said the other, ‘let me tell you about the pig and the cow. Said the pig to the cow, “ Everybody likes you yet you give only milk and cream, while I give much more. I give bacon and ham, I give bristles, and they even pickle my feet! Still nobody likes me. Why is this?” The cow thought for a minute and then said, ‘Well, maybe it’s because I give while I’m still living.”’

391  Giving While you’re Living.

Use your money while you’re living,

Do not hoard it to be proud;

You can never take it with you,

There’s no pocket in a shroud.

Gold can help you on no further

Than the graveyard where you lie;

Even though you’re rich while living,

You’re a pauper when you die.

Use it, then some lives to brighten,

Those who ever weary plod;

Place your bank account in heaven

And grow richer toward God.

Use it wisely, use it freely,

Do not hoard it to be proud

You can hoard it to be proud

You can never take it with you—

There’s no pocket in a shroud.

                         John Alexander Joyce

( Luke 13.33,34)

392  Glamour.  We live in an age of glamour: people love it, and desire it. Something within them seems satisfied if they can bring some glamour into their everyday lives. With some it is expressed by the glittering in the brilliant illuminations that help them to escape from reality. With others it is pin-up pictures on the wall (most of them probably quite harmless ones)—photographs of famous footballers or leading sportsmen or of some film star.

We went into a room once that had some pictures on the wall, all taken from magazines. There was nothing improper about any of them, but they seemed all to be summed up by the central one, which was a head and shoulders of some ‘glamour girl’. The story beside the picture was of her success in her career and her ambition to remain at the top, whatever might come along. And it told of the steps she took with great care to remain among the stars of the film world.

Most people like some glamour brought into life. Fun and games—or films—or sports—or something else that breaks the monotony of life is what so many are seeking. Experience proves the transient nature of these things, but people mostly learn the hard way, and have to find out for themselves the shallowness of worldly glamour. There is undoubtedly an enchantment about many of the things that we encounter, a ‘magic’ whereby the mind can be taken up with a desire for something—an experience, a possession, a sense of ownership or of realization…and it is only in the end that we awaken to the futility of these things to satisfy life’s deepest longings.

                                       Touchstone in The Witness

393  Glorifying God.  The chief end of man is to glorify God and to enjoy Him for ever, says the Shorter Catechism one taught in Scottish schools: and it speaks truly. God is a God of infinite variety, and it is given to His own to bring glory to Him in an infinite variety of ways: some through sickness and through death, some through life and health; some through joy and some through sorrow; some in bonds and imprisonment, some in labours more abundant; some in poverty, some in wealth; some in ill-repute, some in good repute. What matters the circumstances so long as in them we bring glory to God and in them bear testimony to God’s faithfulness.

                                                  R. Sgekdraje

( 1 Cor.10.31)

394  Glory—Aftermath of.

The Cross looked like the victory of evil over good,

The cruel crucifixion of a Man misunderstood.

It seemed that death had conquered love when in the grave He lay.

But after came the glory of the resurrection day.

While the night still wrapped the garden in a shroud of gloom,

Mary, weeping, stood aghast before the empty tomb;

But after came a voice she knew upon the morning air,

Saying, ‘Mary!’ Then she turned to see the Master there.

And with a heart that sang for joy, by certainty made bold,

She ran to tell the greatest tidings that was ever told.

                                               Patience Strong

( 1 Peter 1.11)

395  Glory—Reflected.  God does not reveal Himself hurriedly to the man on the jump. He does not unveil His heart to the one who wants only a curious casual glance. He does not manifest His glory to the spiritual tourist, but to the one who comes up to Him on the Mount. The reflected glory on Moses’ face as he came forth from his forty days of communion with God was not produced by a snapshot, buy by a time exposure.

                                       Choice Gleanings

( Exod.34.28,29; 2 Cor.3.18)

396  Goal—The Christian’s.

God give you strength to view the heights sublime

And count the cost, nor hesitate to climb!

May you achieve that to which you aspire

And, gaining, set your standard ever higher;

Content, like Him we follow, to endure

Because the goal is set, the prize is sure,

Content because, although He leads the way,

He walks Himself with you from day to day—

Himself the goal, Himself the Prize again,

Himself the strength by which you will attain.

( Phil.3.8)

397  Goal—Travelling to a. 

From the day we were born

Till the day that we die

We are traveling toward a goal;

And—whether we face the fact or no—

To the destiny of the soul.

These bodies will perish,

For mortals are we,

But everyone has a soul

Which will still live on in eternity,

And heaven or hell is the goal.

It is good to be ready,

For there is no lease

Of our life in this world here below;

And sometimes the call comes suddenly—

Without notice we must go.

There is only one way

To the heavenly land:

The blood of the Lamb is the sign.

If I come as a sinner and trust in that blood,

Then heavenly bliss will be mine.

                           May Gorrie

398  God.  What is God? The telescope by which we hold converse with the stars, the microscope which unveils the secrets of nature, the crucible of the chemist, the knife of the anatomist, the reflective faculties of the philosopher, all the common instruments of science, avail not here. On the threshold of that impenetrable mystery, a voice arrests our steps. From out of the clouds and darkness that are round about God’s throne, the question comes, ‘Canst thou by searching find out God? Cants thou find the Almighty to perfection?’

                                                Thomas Guthrie

    Running like a Gulf-stream through the sea of time, comes the affirmation that God has manifested Himself to man, and the best men have affirmed it most persistently. Where-ever this affirmation has made its way, the icebergs of skepticism have disappeared, the temperature of virtue has risen, and the sweet fruits of charity have ripened. If the belief be false, then a lie has blessed the world, and the soul is so organized that it reaches the highest state of development in an atmosphere of deception; for it is a fact that man is purest and woman most virtuous where belief in God’s manifestation is most intense and real.

                                                 O. P. Gifford

( Gen.1.1)

399 God for us.  Philip Melancton, the most lovable of all the Reformers, and a great friend of Martin Luther, was outstanding for his moderation, love of order and profound scholarship. He often quoted the words ‘If God be for us, who can be against us?’ in his correspondence, and found great comfort from them when his life was threatened by powerful foes.

    On his deathbed Paul Eber was with him and read those words, and Melancton said, ‘Read these words again. That’s it! That’s it!” He passed away peacefully on April 19, 1560.

    When John Bunyan, the Bedford tinker, was on the horns of dilemma, he read the words and said, ‘Just the words I needed.’ William of Orange, too, was encouraged by the words as, at the Battle of the Boyne, he faced the armies arrayed against him.

( Rom.8.31)

400  God—Heart-knowing.  The precise meaning of the divine epithet ‘Shaddai’ has been a matter of etymological speculation for a long time. In a recent article Norman Walker suggests a new etymology and meaning for ‘Sadday’ (Shaddai) which seems worth considering. He takes as his starting-point the divine name SHA (G)-ZU, which appears in the seventh Babylonian Creation Tablet. In this context the title of the Deity means ‘One who knows the heart ( or inward parts) of man.’ Walker then shows how an etymological development to Hebrew Sadday ( Shaddai) could be possible. Thus the meaning ‘Heart-know’ seems assured.

    There are several considerations to support the idea. First, the self-revelation of God to Abraham who lived much of his life in the Akkadian sphere of influence is by His name El- Shaddai; and this is a title with which he was probably familiar. Second, it seems characteristic that the initial appearances of divine epithets occur in contexts in which the meaning of that epithet is a key factor. As a divine epithet, Shaddai occurs in connection with Abraham’s great desire to have a son and heir. The meaning ‘Heart-knower’ for Shaddai seems particularly appropriate in other occurrences in Genesis; and the term ‘kardiognosta’ used by the apostles as a vocative of Deity seems to echo this meaning of the divine title ‘Shaddai’.

                                                  Henry R. Moeller

( Gen. 17.1; Ps.139.2,4,6)

401  God—Immeasurable.  Colonel Glenn, the first American astronaut, said, ‘Although you cannot measure God in scientific terms, of feel, smell or touch Him, yet you can know Him.’ This may seen unreasonable, but when you come t think of it, many of the greatest forces of life are beyond reason.

The only true guide to life comes from God Himself by revelation in the Bible, for the Bible tells us first of all that life is a gift of 
God and owes its existence to the sustaining power of God. Little wonder that the great Jewish Rabbi who became the great Christian missionary, the apostle Paul, exclaimed in an ecstasy of wonder: ‘O the depth of the riches, both of the wisdom and knowledge of God! How unsearchable are His judgements, and His ways past finding out!’

God’s wealth is incomputable, His wisdom incomparable, His ways incomprehensible.

( Rom.11.33)

402  God—Is He Dead.  ‘Is God dead?’ That would seem to be a question occupying many minds these days, and it would almost seem as if some of our modern theologians find it hard to give a satisfactory answer. Our Dominican Christians would have no difficulty answering the question, as they have abundant proof in these days that God is not dead and that even in these modern days in which we hear so much, it is still no vain thing to trust in the Lord.

    At the end of July we commenced an extension to our chapel. No appeals have been made for money, and the Lord has supplied very need in a wonderful way. The Christians have been putting the needs before the Lord in prayer, and so have received ample evidence that God hears and answers prayer, so, how could God be dead? It has been an experience of great value for them and for us.

                                                  Duncan M. Reid

( Heb.11.6)

403  God of the Stars.  
How good it is that we are able to put our lives into His hands in the knowledge that we have a relationship infinite and eternal! Above the things and the physical bodies which hold too many men prisoners we can find everlasting meaning in the One who made the stars. Amy Carmichael wrote:

I am the God of the stars;

They do not lost their way;

Not one do I mislay.

Their times are in My hand:

They move at My command.

I am the God of the stars,

Today as yesterday,

The God of thee and thine,

Less thine they are than Mine:

And shall Mine go astray?

I am the God of the stars.

Life up thine eyes and see

As far as mortals may

Into eternity,

And stay thy heart on Me.

( Isa.57.15)

404  God’s Delight.

A well-kept heart is God’s delight:

Then let thy heart be clean,

For out of it life’s issues flow,

The mighty and the mean.

A well-stored mind is God’s delight;

Then fill thy mind in youth,

Draw deeply from the hidden springs

Of God’s eternal truth.

A well-drilled ear is God’s delight;

Then guard thy tongue right well;

’Tis full of poison, full of strife,

’Tis set on fire by hell.

A well-ruled tongue is God’s delight,

Then bring thy foot straight down;

Stand on the solid rock of right,

Ignore the proud world’s frown.

A well-placed foot is God’s delight,

Then bring thy foot straight down;

Stand on the solid rock of right,

Ignore the proud world’s frown.

A well-shaped course is God’s delight;

Then have thy course defined:

Pursue it with blood earnestness,

Nor cast one glance behind.

                      Thomas Barid

405  God’s Majesty.

Thou God all transcending,

Of life never ending

The source, in whose hand is the key:

The only Inscrutable,

Even Immutable;

Broken hearts mending,

To feeblest cry bending,

In love Thy Son sending

To save a poor sinner like me.

O God all pervading,

Of glory unfading,

Who art Thine own vast Dwelling Place;

Thou God of antiquity,

Far-flung ubiquity;

Hell’s host invading,

Their prisoners aiding,

In Secret Place shading

The weary who rest in Thy grace.

O God, praise is blending

And worship ascending;

Thy Majesty burns as a flame

Of Light unapproachable;

Rights unencroachable;

Yet condescending,

The wanderer tending,

The Comforter sending

To all who have called on Thy name.

                           J.B.N.

( 1 Tim.6.13-16)

406  God’s Manuscripts.

And Nature, the old nurse, took

The child upon her knee,

Saying, ‘Here is a story-book

Thy Father hath written for thee.’

‘Come, wander with me,’ she said,

‘Into regions yet untrod,

And read what is still unread

In the manuscripts of God.’

              Henry W. Longfellow

( Rom.1.20)

407  God’s Names.  ‘God’ is our most important word, and one of the most difficult. In many languages there is a common usage: e.g. ‘Allah’ in about 50 languages; ‘God’ in nearly 40 ( Gott, etc.); ‘Ishwar’—in India in about 40, ‘Parameshwar’ in 10, ‘Deva’ in about 20 ( and the kindred words ‘Dieu’, ‘Dios’ in various European ones), ‘Khuda’ in some 25, ‘Mulungu’ in about 30 East African languages, ‘Nyambe’ in about 30 in Zaire.

Our difficulty as translators is always with what lies behind a word. Very rarely do we have to invent a word for ‘God’; the word is there already, but along with it are all sorts of imperfect, sub-Christian ideas of God. There is a belief in a Supreme Being, or at any rate in minor deities, a belief in the supernatural, but it does not come up to the Christian belief.

In India ‘Deva’ and its forms really imply only minor deities. Carey prefers ‘Ishwar’, Lord, Ruler. Others have added ‘Param’, Suppreme, to which objection is taken that it might imply ‘supreme among many deities’.

It may well be considered whether the Sanskrit language might not aim at uniformity, and whether ‘Ishwar’ is not, taking everything into consideration, the most satisfactory term.

     H. K. Moulton in The Bible Translator

408  Godliness.  ‘There is,’ said Dr F. B. Meyer, ‘a street in London, near St Pauls’, which I never traverse without very peculiar feelings. It is Godliman Street. Evidently the name is a corruption of godly man. Did some saint of God once live here, whose life was so holy as to give a sweet savour to the very street in which he dwelt? Were the neighbours, who knew him best, the most sure of his godliness?’

So let our lips and lives express the holy Gospel we profess;

So let our works and virtues shine, to prove the doctrine all divine.

                                             Choice Gleanings

(Ps.4.3; Tit.2.12)

409  Gold.  Men adopt as their motto—‘Win gold.’ The vain man adds—‘and wear it’: the generous man adds—‘and share it’: the miserly man adds—‘and spare it’: the prodigal adds--‘and spend it’: the usurer adds—‘and lent it’: the gambler adds—‘and lose it’: the wise man adds—‘and use it’.

    The Pope’s ambassador, sent to bribe Martin Luther to return to the corrupt church, exclaimed in disappointment and disgust, ‘That German beast does not care for gold.’ 

( Job 28.12-17)

410  Gold Standard.  Devaluation is an expression used in commerce when for one reason or another it becomes necessary to lower the standard. The classical example of this was seen when Britain found it necessary to go off the gold standard. Prior to that time the sterling currency had been supported by gold reserves. For each pound note there was in reserve its equivalent in gold. At the time of the great depression it was found that such a standard was no longer feasible and so it was lowered and put on a basis that was related to trade and productivity. Briefly, the standard was what the nation could produce. Later debts, and adverse trade balances caused a further devaluation. By following created of prosperity within the nation.

While devaluation may be politically expedient, it should never be spiritually expedient. But we are living in days when the standards are slowly but surely being removed. This has happened before. The prophet Isaiah had to cry to the people that the gold had become dim and the silver had turned to dross. The high spiritual aims of the law had gone and expediency coupled with material prosperity was the standard. This devaluation points to a serious spiritual decline, and generally precedes the judgement of God. It was so in the days before  the flood: it was so at the time of the Exile: and it is so today,

This spiritual devaluation characterized the church at Laodicea. They were rich and prosperous, but the Lord had to tell them that it was necessary to buy gold that had been tried in the fire. 

                                        J. S. McNaught

( Rev. 3.17,18)

411  Golgotha.

Nailed upon Golgotha’s tree—

Faint and bleeding. Who is He?

Hands and feet so rudely torn,

Wreathed with crown of twisted thorn;

Once He lived in heaven above,

Happy in His Father’s love,

Son of God, ’tis He, ‘tis He

On the Cross at Calvary.

Nailed upon Golgotha’s tree—

Mocked and taunted. Who is He?

Scorners tell Him to come down,

Claim His kingdom and His crown.

He it was who came to bless,

Full of love and tenderness.

Son of Man, ’tis He, ’tis He

On the cross at Calvary.

Nailed upon Golgotha’s tree—

As a Victim. Who is He?

Bearing sin, but not His own,

Suff’ring agony unknown.

He, the promised Sacrifice,

For our sins has paid the price.

Lamb of God, ’tis He, ’tis He

On the cross at Calvary.

Throned in glorious majesty,

Lord triumphant. Who came to die,

Now in heav’n exalted high.

With adoring hearts we now

At His blessed feet would bow.

Lord of all, ’tis He, ’tis He,

Throned in glorious majesty,

(John 19,17,18)

412  Goodness of God.  In a town on the coast of Kent there lived a sailor who had spent over thirty years at sea. Like many others, he had no thought of God or eternity. He passed through the horrors of Dunkirk and was wounded in the battle for Crete, but he still remained careless and indifferent to his eternal welfare. Some months later the vessel on which he served was torpedoed, dive-bombed, and sunk in the Southern seas. All the lifeboats except two were destroyed before they could be launched. One of the two boats which did get away was bombed and sank with al its occupants. The sailor of whom I write was in the other boat. The sailor of whom I write was in the other boat. They were in a shark-infested sea and expected to be blasted at any moment by dive bombers. Yet nothing seemed to touch the sailor’s heart or conscience.

    Suddenly something strange happened. A sea mist completely enveloped the boat, coming, it seemed, form the mercy of God. They went down on their knees and thanked God for His deliverance. Thus the sailor who had till then been an atheist came to believe that God was good and merciful. So touched was he by the goodness of God that when he returned to his home town he listened with avid interest to a preacher on the street proclaiming the story of God’s love in giving His Son to die for sinners, believed the gospel message and accepted Christ as his Saviour.

( Rom.2.4)

413  Gospel of Christ—The.  Archibald G. Brown once said: ‘The gospel is a fact, therefore tell it simply; it is a joyful fact, therefore tell it simply; it is an entrusted fact, therefore tell it faithfully; it is a fact of infinite moment, therefore tell it earnestly; it is a fact about a Person, therefore preach Christ.’

    After 41 years of service for the Lord in one place, Dr Baldwin said: ‘I testify that at one place, Dr Baldwin said: ‘I testify that at 30, after examining as best I could the philosophies and religions of the world, I said, “Nothing is better than the gospel of Christ.” At 40m when burdens began to press and years seemed to hasten ,I said, “Nothing is as good as the gospel.” At 50, when there were empty chairs in the home, and the mound builders had done me service, I said, “There is nothing to be compared with the gospel.” At 60, when my second sight saw through the when my second sight saw through the delusions and vanities of earthly things, I said, “There is nothing but the gospel.” At 70, amid many limitations, I sing,

Should all the forms that men devise

Attack my faith with treacherous art,

And bind the gospel to my heart.’

(Rom.1.1,9,16)

414  Gospel—The Life Plant.  E. L. Langston in one of his books says: ‘There is a strange plant in Jamaica called the life-plant. It is called this because it is almost impossible to kill or destroy any portion of it. When a leaf is cut off and hung by a string, instead of shriveling up and dying like any other leaf, it sends out white, threadlike roots and thus gathers moisture from the air and begins to grow new leaves. The gospel is the Life Plant of the moral and spiritual world. Circulate the gospel anywhere, and it will soon take root in the affections and hearts of mankind.’

( Rom.1.16)

415  Gospel—The World’s Only Hope.  The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, three times Prime Minister of Britain, declared:

    ‘If I am asked what is the remedy for the deeper sorrows of the human heart, what a man should chiefly look to in progress through life as the power that is to sustain him under trials and enable him manfully to confront his afflictions, I must point to something which in a well-known hymn is called “the Old, Old Story”, told in an old, old book and taught with an old, old teaching, which is the greatest and best gift ever given to mankind… Talk bout questions of the day, there is but one question and that is the gospel. It will correct everything that needs correction. My only hope for the world is in bringing the human mind into contact with divine revelation.’

( 1 Cor.9.16)

416  Gospels—The.

Holy writing of the Person of the Blessed Son of God,

Precious records of the pathway which the feet of Jesus trod:

Treasured pages of His doings, rich reminders of His days,

Skilful touches, by the Spirit, of His ever perfect ways.

Scenes whose rich delineations are the work of heaven’s art,

Words whose wonderful unfoldings meet the longing of the heart,

Here we trace the Man of Sorrows, here we see the Holy One

On the earth amongst His creatures in the person of the Son.

By the Galilean waters, in the busy city street, 

Oh the highways, in the deserts, or where congregations meet;

In the house of Simon Peter; sitting wearied at the well;

’Mid disciples on the hillside with the truth of God to tell.

Sharing Levi’s entertainment with the outcast and the lost,

Or asleep upon a pillow in a vessel tempest-tossed;

Healing multitudes at sunset, praying through the night alone,

As the Lord of Sabbath walking through the cornfields with His own.

Cleansing here the pleading leper, opening there the darkened eye

Of the beggar by the wayside—He a stranger passing by;

Standing radiant on the mountain, meeting unbelief below,

Bearing grief, sustaining sorrow, calming fear, dispelling woe;

Bowed in sorrow in the garden, standing silent in the hall,

Crowned with thorns upon the pavement and rejected there by all;

Cast away by men as worthless, He, Jehovah’s Holy One,

Walking meekly to Golgotha, there for sinners to atone.

Wrapped in linen with the spices, lying fragrant in the grave,

Rising from the tomb triumphant and omnipotent to save;

Stretching out to loved disciples hands of blessing and of grace,

Carried upward into heaven, there to have the Victor’s place;

Down the ages comes the impress of His Person and His ways;

Not a myth of man’s devising, but the theme of heaven’s praise;

Breathings of the Holy Spirit whom the Father hath sent forth.

Bringing blessed declarations of the Son’s surpassing worth.

                                     H. J. Miles

417  Gospels—The.  Archilbald Rutledge wrote: ‘For more than 30 years it was my business to study and try to teach literature. To anyone earnestly engaged in this there naturally comes a certain ability to distinguish the genuine from the spurious, the authentic from the invented. Every time I read the Gospels I am impressed more deeply with the conviction that the narratives concerning Christ do not belong to the realm of fancy or tradition or folklore. There is about them the ingenuous reality of life itself. The incidents are such that they could never have been invented; and their effect on the world for nearly 2000 years has been such as no inventions could have produced. These stories possess the transparent validity that belongs to truth.’

Everywhere in the Gospel narratives Jesus is in the midst:

    A mocking crowd who taunt and jeer,

    A few whom grace has taught to fear,

    The priests and rulers filled with pride,

    A dying thief on either side

    And Jesus in the midst.

    Now, owning Christ alone as Lord

    And cleaving firmly to His word,

    In faith the saints the promise claim

    That they who gather in His name

    Have Jesus in the midst.

418  Gossip.  ‘Can you guess who I am?’ was the query at the head of a magazine article. Then followed the description that provided the clue and answer:

    I have o respect for justice and no mercy for defenceless humanity. I ruin without killing: I tear down homes: I break hearts and wreck lives. You will find me in the pews of the pious as well as in the haunts of the unholy. I gather strength with age. I have made my way where greed, distrust and dishonour are unknown; yet my victims are as numerous as the sands of the sea, and often as innocent.

MY NAME IS GOSSIP.

(Ps.101.5; Prov.20.19)

419  Grace—Amazing.  In a corner of the churchyard of Only Parish Church, of fourteenth-century architecture, there is a large tombstone on which the inscription is as follows:

    ‘John Newton, clerk, once an infidel and libertine, a servant of slaves in Africa, was by the rich mercy of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ preserved, restored and appointed to preach the faith he had long laboured to destroy.’

Newton was the son of a sea captain engaged in Mediterranean trade. His mother died when he was 6, and after two years at school he joined his father’s ship at the age of 11. Immorality, debauchery and failure followed. Rejected by his father and finally jailed and degraded, he later served on slave ships where he so incurred the hatred of his employer’s negro wife that he became a ‘slave of slaves’.

He was brought to his senses by reading the Imitation of Christ by Thomas a Kempis. His conversion was the result of a violent storm in which he almost lost his life. At 39 he became a minister of the Gospel and was Pastor at Olney for 15 years. He wrote many hymns and, with William Cowper, his friend, he published a hymnal. His personal experience is recounted in the hymn.

      Amazing grace! How sweet the sound

      That saved a wretch like me.

      I once was lost but now am found,

      Was blind but now I see.

                      Dr Billy Graham

By a strange providence that hymn has become the top of the pop songs of today. Young people sing it without, perhaps, realizing its truth or experiencing the power of God’s matchless grace.

Dr J. H. Jowett has said: ‘Grace is more than mercy. It is more than tender mercy. It is more than a multitude of mercies. Grace is more than love. It is more than innocent love. Grace is holy love in spontaneous movement going out in eager quest toward the unholy and unlovely.’

420  Grace and Glory.  The grace of God undertakes our salvation, supervises our education, guarantees our glorification, demands our sanctification, and deserves our attention.

D. L. Moody said, ‘Grace is glory in the bud; glory is grace in the flower.

Thomas Spurgeon wrote:

‘Grace for grace,’ and ‘grace sufficient’—

‘Grace abounding,’ grace that reigns:

Grace the guarantee of glory:

Grace, not law,--How sweet the strains!

421  Grace of God.  Two or three years before the death of John Newton, when his sight was so dim that he was no longer able to read, a friend and colleague in the ministry called to have breakfast with him. Their custom was to read the Word of God following mealtime, after which Newton would make a prayer would be offered. That day there was silence after the words of Scripture—‘By the grace of God I am what I am.’ Several minutes passed, then John Newton said:

    I’m not what I ought to be. How imperfect and deficient I am!

I am not what I wish to be, although I abhor that which is evil and would cleave to that which is good:

I am not what I hope to be. Soon I shall put off mortality, and with it all sin and imperfection.

Though I am not what I ought to be, nor what I wish to be, nor yet what I hope to be, I can truly say I am not what I once was, a slave to sin and Satan. I can heartily join with the apostle and say that by the grace of God I am what I am.

( 1 Cor.15.10)

422  Grace Sufficient.  I like that dream of Josephine Butler’s when her life passed into deep shadow: ‘I thought I was lying flat, with a restful feeling, in a smooth, still sea, a boundless ocean with no limit or shore on any side. It was strong and held me up and there was light and sunshine all around me. And I heard a voice say, “ Such is the grace of God.”’

                                           J. H. Jowett

( Gen.6.8)

423  Grace Sufficient Always.  Bishop Handley Moule has attested the authenticity of the account that has often been told of an esteemed servant of Christ who , in an hour of deep trial, was agonizing before the Lord, praying, ‘Let thy grace be sufficient for me.’ Momentarily lifting his tear-filled eyes, a newly hung wall plaque met his gaze, which bore the words, ‘My grace is sufficient for thee.’ The ‘IS’ was brightly and conspicuously painted, and the text came home to his heart with such freshness and blessing that he rose to a new life of peace and power in Christ.

My Lord never said that He would give

Another’s grace without another’s thorn.

Sufficient grace for me comes with the morn.

And though the future brings some heavier cross

I need not crowd the present with my fears:

I know the grace that is enough today

Will be sufficient still through all the years.

( 2 Cor.12.9)

424  Graduation Prayer.

Beside life’s ocean, vast, untried,

We stand; the young, the strong, the brave;

And know tomorrow’s rolling tide

Must bear us out across its wave:

O Father God, we look to Thee!

Guide Thou our course o’er life’s wide sea.

We know not what may lie before,

Or shoal or shallow, reef or bar;

We know not how we’ll come to shore—

Or harbour near or wreck afar:

O Pilot, trusted, true and tried,

Be Thou with us our course to guide!

Come deepest darkness, Thou art light;

Come tide and tempest, Thou art peace;

Come wrong and warring, 
Thou art right;

Come fear and failure, Thou—release!

Almighty God, be Thine to keep

Our souls from peril on the deep!

O Pilot of our souls, with Thee

We fear no fierce or stormy gale;

We fear no restless, rolling sea,

For Thine is skill that will not fail;

O Father God! We trust in Thee

To guide our course o’er life’s wide sea!

                  E. Margaret Clarkson

(Ps.77.19)

425  Gratitide of Love.  In January, 1858, Frances Ridley Havergal was staying in the home of a German Christian minister and, as Count Zinzendorf had done many years before, stood spellbound before Steinberg’s picture of Christ crucified, which hung in her host’s study. ‘All this I did for thee!’ The words came home with a strong appeal to her heart, so she took a piece of paper and wrote the poem, ‘All this I did for thee!’ The words came home with a strong appeal to her heart, so she took a piece of paper and wrote the poem, ‘All this I did for thee: what hast thou done for me?’ She was later visiting an elderly woman and quoted the words to her. The old lady was delighted and spoke in appreciation of the words. She then copied them out and showed them to her father who wrote the tune ‘Baca’ to them.

( Gal.2.20)

426  Grave—Born in a .  Take an oak of a hundred years’ growth. How was that oak born? In a grave! The acorn was planted in the ground; a grave was made for it that the acorn might die. It died and disappeared, and it cast roots downward and it cast shoots upward, and now that tree has been standing for one hundred years. Where is it standing? In its grave—all the time in the very grave where it had died, it has been growing higher and stronger and broader and more beautiful. And all the fruit it bore, and all the foliage that adorned it year by year, it owed to that grave in which its roots are cast and kept.

                                              Dr A. Bonar

( Bom.6.4; Col.2.12)

427  Grave—The Opened.  In a cemetery at Hanover, Germany, there is a grave on which great slabs of granite and marble are piled, cemented together, and fastened with steel clasps. It is the grave of a woman who did not believe that Jesus rose from the dead, nor that she nor anyone else would live again after death. In her will she ordered her grave to be made so secure that if there were a resurrection of the dead it could not reach her. On the stone these words were engraved:

    ‘This burial place must never be opened.’

A little seed, however, chanced to be covered over by the stones and, beginning to grow, it tried to find its way to the light, You would not think a little growing plant could wrench those steel clasps from their sockets and burst the cemented stone slabs, but it did. That little seed has become a full grown tree and the great stones have fallen over to give it room.

Caiaphas and other enemies of Jesus thought when the tomb in which His body had been laid was made secure, it could not be opened; but the power of God that worked through a little seed in Hanover worked in a more marvelous way to open that tomb near Jerusalem.

                                              Aquila Webb

( Matt. 28.2)

428  Great Men Need God.  General Grant had just professed faith in Christ. The minister who spoke to him ventured to say, ‘God’s kingdom has gained a great acquisition in your conversion, General.’ General Grant replied, ‘God does not need great men, but great men need God.’

                                         Choice Gleanings

( 1 Cor.1.26)

429  Greatness of Christ.  The first Napoleon said to those around him, ‘I am doing now what will fill thousands of volumes in this generation. In the next, one volume will contain all; in the third, a paragraph; and in the fourth a single line.’

    How different with Christ! Beginning with ‘the seed of the woman shall bruise the head of the serpent’ the record increases, till we are told of the things that He did, that should they be written every one, even the world itself could not contain the books that should be written.

                                                 Andrew Miller

( Luke 24.27; John 21.25)

430  Greatness of God.  As we have sung it on many occasions, all of us have been impressed with the theme of Boberg’s song. ‘How great Thou art’ the majesty and greatness of our God. Two and a half to three thousand years ago another writer, one of the great literary masters of all time, took up his pen. His name was Isaiah, and his subject that of Boberg’s song, ‘How great Thou art!’ Isaiah declares in wonderful language the glory and the immensity, the greatness and the majesty of God. In Isaiah 40.12 it is contrasted with the physical creation and in this wonderful verse the prophet uses the analogy of four of God’s measurements.

The first of these is the measurement of volume. ‘He hath measured the waters in the hollow of His hand.’ How much water can you measure in the hollow of your hand? I tried it one day recently. Do you know how many gallons I put in the palm of my hand? I put two teaspoonfuls in it, but when I put in the third teaspoonful I had great difficulty in keeping the first two teaspoonfuls from leaking out of the hollow of my hand. What about the hollow of God’s hand? In it He has measured the waters of Lake Ontario, of Lake Erie, of the St Lawrence River, of the Mississippi, the Amazon and the Nile, and the waters of the Atlantic, Pacific, Indian and the other great oceans. Four hundred million cubic miles of waters God has measured in the hollow of His hand! What a great God is ours!

We note also that God has a measurement for distance. We read that He meted out the heavens with His span. What is your span? I measured mine that same night and found it to be about eight or nine inches. But God measures out the heavens with His span—all those starry heavens that we look out upon on a lovely night. In that heaven in the brightness of day there is a glorious sun which by human calculation is so large that one and a quarter million earths could go into it. I am told that if you took an express train tonight in the direction of the nearest star, it would take you sixty million years to reach it. Men go faster than express trains nowadays. They go at fast rocket speed: but if men were to start for a star in a rocket it would take 25,000 miles in a second (around the world seven times in one second) you would require four years or more to reach the nearest star and two million years to the nearest galaxy. Our minds stagger at the enormity of these figures: they are too great for us to comprehend: but that is the measure of God’s span. ‘How great Thou art!’

God has a measure, too, of dry capacity. He comprehends the dust of the earth in His measure—not a truck load of dust, or a few truck loads, but the dust of all the earth. It is reckoned that all of the earth’s surface that men have worked on, to make buildings, ships, house and cars, would occupy less than a hundred cubic miles, but the dust of the earth that God takes in His measure occupies 260,000 million cubic miles.

The fourth measure of God is weight. How does God measure weight? He weighs the hills in scales and the mountains in a balance, Everest, Kunchenjunga, all the mountains of the Himalayas, the Alps, the Rockies and the Andes. Put them all together and they all can go into God’s scales. That is how God measures weight. How great, how infinite, how majestic, is our God!

Read down a few verses in Isaiah 40 to verse 15. Here we read of the creature, the great nations of men, evidencing God’s greatness: China who over 600 million people. India with 500 million, Russia and the U. S. A., each with over 200 million, Canada with nearly 20 million people. These great and populous nations, and all the lesser peoples—they are nothing to God, just like a drop in a bucket. Have you ever filled a bucket with water at the tap and carried it along the road full? Perhaps, as you filled it, there was a little spilled over the side, a little drop hanging from the bucket. As you walked along the road with your bucket full of water, that little drop fell off the bucket. Did you notice how much lighter the bucket was after that drop fell off? Of course you didn’t: you didn’t notice the drop falling to the ground and it did not make the slightest difference to the weight. There is another picture of these nations in the same verse: they are counted as the small dust of the balance. We use in our home, but it is not because the dust adds anything to the weight of what we put in the balance. No! the fine dust on the balance does not make the slightest difference to the weight. The nations of the world, great and small, are together like the fine dust of the balance.

God takes up the Isles of the earth, large and small, and all the great continents of men, with their teeming millions—for the continents are but islands surrounded by water in God’s eyes—and He counts them a very small thing, a speck of dust, a flake of powder. What an evidence of God’s greatness in contrast to the nations of men. ‘How great Thou art!’ beasts of the fields and there realizing the power and glory of God, spoke these words, ‘All the inhabitants of the earth are reputed as nothing before God.’

                                                Dr J. T. Naismith

( Isa.40.12-16)

431  Greatness of God’s Creation.  Astronomers say that our Milky Way has no less than 100 billion stars, and also that there are 50 million other galaxies, some larger, some smaller than our own. One star—called Beteleguese—is 215,000,000 miles in diameter. All this is almost beyond our imagination. Our great God created the stars, all of them.

The Heavens declare Thy glory,

The firmament Thy power;

Day unto day the story

Repeats from hour to hour.

So let my whole behaviour,

Thoughts, words and actions be,

O Lord, my strength, my Saviour,

One ceaseless song to Thee.

                                 Choice Gleanings

( Neh. 9.6)

432  Grieving the Lord.  In seeking revival it is essential that we avoid doing things that will dishonour God or grieve Him. How can we grieve God? There are two major ways in which we can do this. There is unrestrained passion, and there is a lack of concern for others, i.e. self-assertion and selfishness. These sins are most common in our day.

    We tend to overlook the weakness of human nature and excuse the passionate outburst as due to provocation. We should never forget that for this very sin Moses was excluded from the promised land. Moses was not unconcerned with God’s honour; in fact, he was grieved because the people were dishonouring God. He allowed his personal feelings to overrule his obedience to the Word of God, and God said that he had failed to honour Him before the people. If it was thus with Moses, how much more have we grieved God in our day!

( Num.20.12; Eph.4.30)

433  Growth—Spiritual.  ‘Growth is the evidence of spirituality’, said the undersized preacher, ‘but don’t look at me.’ Yet that preacher, though short in physical stature, was a spiritual giant.

It is good to note in Ephesians 4 that if we are well grown we shall not be tossed to and fro by every wind of doctrine. The higher we go, the safer we are; hence Satan tries to prevent us from going to the top.

Spiritual growth is a mystery. It is more evident is some than in others. It is common for us to think that when we enjoy most of God in the way of manifestation, then we grow most in the divine life: whereas it is when we are in our own view in the lowest case and frame of soul that we have the quickest perception and insight into the deadly nature of inherent sin and pollution, and this leads us to look wholly and immediately to Christ for life and salvation. That is a certain sign of spiritual growth, for it makes us see more and more our need of depending continually on the Person, work, intercession and words of the Lord Jesus. We then become more spiritual in worship, esteeming ordinances more by divine quickening, and by God-glorifying and Christ-exalting thoughts created in us by the eternal Spirit.

( Eph.4.15; 2 Pet.3.18)

                                                  A. N. Groves

434  Grumbling.  There is a proverb in Arabic that reads: ‘I had no shoes and I grumbled till I saw a man with no feet.’

Today upon the bus I saw a lovely girl with golden hair:

I envied her, she seemed so gay, and wished I were as fair.

When suddenly she rose to leave, I saw her hobble down the aisle;

She had one leg and wore a crutch, and as she passed—a smile.

O God, forgive me when I whine.

I have tow legs. The world is mine.

And then I stopped to buy some sweets. The lad who sold them had such a charm:

I talked with him—he seemed so glad—if I were late ’t would do no harm:

And as I left he said to me, ‘I thank you: you have been so kind.

It’s nice to talk with folks like you. You see,’ he said, ‘I’m blind.’

O God, forgive me when I whine.

I have two eyes. The world is mine.

Later walking down the street I saw a child with eyes of blue.

He stood and watched the others play: it seemed he knew not what to do.

I stopped a moment, then I said, ‘Why don’t you join the others, dear?’

He looked ahead without a word, and then I knew—he could not hear.

O God, forgive me when I whine.

I have two ears. The world it mine.

With legs to take me where I go,

With eyes to see the sunset’s glow.

With ears to hear what I would know—

O God, forgive me when I whine.

I’m blessed indeed. The world is mine.

                             Not Aaron

(Ps.107.1,2)

435  Guidance.

Lead Thou me on! I am content to follow:

Thou only, Lord, Thou only art my Guide.

Be it by lotus pools of tranquil beauty,

Earth’s bliss is sweeter with Thee by my side.

Be it up cliffs that sheer in steep gradation,

At thy command they shall become a plain:

The loss that seems too great for compensation

With Thee, Lord, is immeasurable gain.

Lead Thou me on! I would not choose the pathway;

I know it leads but to the journey’s end.

I cannot wander if Thou walk beside me:

I cannot falter if Thou be my Friend.

                            F.C.D.

( Deut.32.10)

436  Guidance by Curious Methods.

1  The Lucky Dip Method. Rowland Hogben tells of a young prospective missionary who hoped for some oracular confirmation concerning his missionary career. He turned to the Scriptures in a haphazard fashion and was rewarded with the words, ‘ the eyes of a fool are in the ends of the earth.’ Though his method of seeking guidance was rebuked, his call was not revoked.

2  The Sudden Impulse Method. A man read in Deuteronomy 2.3, ‘Ye have compassed this mountain long enough; turn you northward!’ On the strength of it he sold his farm at the foot of the mountains and went to reside in the north, becoming a burden to the believers there.

3  The Hunch Method. For every hunch that is right nine are wrong. One can neither solve life’s problems nor walk in the paths of righteousness by guess-work.

4  The ‘Feeling led’ Method. This hackneyed expression covers everything from an excuse for unspiritual ministry to justification for thoughtless actions. According to the Scripture we do not ‘feel!’ led: we are led by the Spirit of God.

5  Natural Preference is a basically dishonest method and often consists in an unadmitted decision to go in a certain direction irrespective of the Word and will of God.

6  The Majority Vote Method. One does not find guidance by consulting many friends usually favourably disposed, and accepting the counsel of the majority.

                                                  Neville J. Taylor

( Ps.25.9,10)

437  Guidance—Means of.  Guidance is for everyday life in Christian experience. God gives guidance to His people by His Word, by His Spirit using His Word, and by circumstances He makes to work together in the lives of His people.

In the wilderness, as Israel journeyed to Canaan, the could and the fire, and thereafter until the captivity, indicated to the nation the leading of Jehovah. Shadow in the day and light in the night, the ‘Shekinah’ was the visible manifestation of the presence of God among His people, leading and protecting them.

The Urim and Thummim in the breastplate of the High Priest indicated in some way the mind of the Lord for those who asked counsel of Him. To those who earnestly seek the mind of the Lord today, guidance will surely be vouchsafed, so that we can say, ‘All the way my Saviour leads me.’

The silver trumpets also indicated when, and for what purpose, Israel’s armies and families had to bestir themselves and be active in progress, warfare or service. The advice of godly elders co-operating with Moses in counseling the people when advice was needed, was a recognized way of guidance among Israel’s tribes.

In the early Church the voice of the Spirit was frequently heard by God’s servants, Philip the evangelist, Barnabas and Saul, and the responsible ministers in the church at Antioch are examples of this. To Paul visions also were granted, and by him voices were heard. Spiritual  discernment was required to determine when the Lord was speaking, and to recognize the voice of the Lord and His leading.

( Ps.32.8)

438  Hand of God.  In his Christmas broadcast in 1939 King George VI said: ‘And I said to the man who stood at the gate of the year, “Give me a light that I may tread safely into the unknown”, and he replied, “Go out into the darkness and put your hand better than light, and safer than a known way.”’

    That part of his speech was a quotation from M. Louise Haskins, who wrote:

So I went forth and found the hand of God,

Trod gladly into the light.

He led me toward the hills

And the breaking of the day in the East.

So, heart, be still!

What need our little life to know

If God hath comprehension?

In all the dizzy strife of things both high and low

God hideth His intention.

439  Hands of Christ.

We’re in His hand, that mighty Hand

That flung a universe in space,

That guides the sun and moon and stars

And holds the planets in their place.

We’re in his hand, that skilful hand

That made the blinded eyes to see,

That touched the leper, cleansed and healed,

And set the palsied sufferer free.

We’re in His hand, that loving Hand

That lifted children to His breast,

That fed the hungry multitudes

And beckoned weary hearts to rest.

We’re in His hands, those pierced Hands

Once nailed to Calvary’s cruel tree

When there, in agony and blood,

He paid the price to set us free.

And none shall pluck us from that hand.

Eternally we are secure.

Though heaven and earth shall pass away,

His word for ever shall endure.

Those hands are still outstretched to bless,

His people’s wayworn feet to guide,

Till dawn shall break and shadows flee

When He will come to claim His bride.

                       Mrs. M. E. Rae

( Deut.33.3; John 10.28)

440  Hands of God.  The Christian life is like the dial of a clock. The hands are God’s hands, passing over and over again. The short hand is the hand of discipline, the long hand the hand of mercy. Slowly and surely the hand of discipline must pass, and God speaks at each stroke. But over and over passes the hand of mercy, showering down a twelvefold blessing for each stroke of discipline and trial. Both hands are fastened to one secure pivot, the great unchanging heart of our loving God: for

Every joy or trial cometh from above,

Traced upon our dial by God’s hand of love.

( Ps.101.1)

441  Hands Pierced.  A Christian young man, shown over a lace works in an industrial town in Great Britain, turned to thank the manager who had guided him round, and graterfully to shake his hand. He was surprised to find his guide’s hand soft, limp and flabby. Seeing his look of surprise, the manager said, ‘You must excuse my hand. When I was an apprentice I had an accident: a nail was driven through it and I have never been able to close it since.’ Immediately expressing, as well as showing sympathy, the young Christian said, ‘May I shake hands with you again, sir? And may I tell you something? Nearly 2000 years ago one left the glory of heaven and came as a child to earth. His people crucified Him, and nails were driven through His hands. Like you, He has never closed them since but stretches them out to a needy world.’

             Oh! the wounded hands of Jesus,

             Bearing nail scars for men’s sins,

             Still extend salvation’s blessings

             Where true penitence begins.

( Ps.22.16)

442  Hands Uplifted.

     No fiery chariot was sent:

     The Lord, in right divine alone,

Up to the heav’n of heavens went,

Ascending to the Father’s throne—

From Bethany, by Zion set;

How blest thy memories, Olivet!

The parting benediction said,

O glorious attitude of love!

His pierced hands o’er every head

He raised, and slowly rose above.

That blessing lingers with us yet;

How bright thy memories, Olivet!

With lifted hands, as from that hill,

Light, mercy, from a loftier sphere,

From the high throne, He showers still

On every waiting pilgrim here;

All fears allayed, all sorrows met

As when He rose from Olivet.

Lord! Give us to receive of Thee

(Should e’er our fainting spirits fail)

Fresh power, fresh grace and energy,

That Amalek may not prevail.

O give us never to forget

That blest return from Olivet.

                  E. L. Bevir

( Luke 24.50,51)

443  Harmony in our Lives.  We once saw a man draw some black dots. We looked and could make nothing of them but an irregular assemblage of black dots. Then he drew a few lines, put in a few rests, then a Clef at the beginning, and we saw that these black dots were musical notes. On sounding them we were singing, PRAISE GOD FROM WHOM ALL BLESSINGS FLOW.

   There are many black dots and black spots in our lives, and we cannot understand why they are there. But if we let God some into our lives, He will make a glorious harmony.

                                                 Prophetic News

( Eph. 5.19,20)

444  Heart—Slow of.  

How burdened, sad and lonely

Were two sad hearts that day;

Bewildered in their sorrow,

They journeyed on their way,

Too hopeless to remember

That step they knew so well,

Too cumbered by their trouble

His blessed voice to tell.

O tireless love that found them

All faithless as they went,

And drew forth all the sadness

That in their hearts was pent—

The doubts, the fears, the reasonings

That pressed upon the soul,

The yearnings for their Master!—

He made them tell the whole.

Then showed the wondrous meaning

Of what o’erwhelmed their faith,

Sin and the devil vanquished,

His victory over death.

O wonderful expounding!

Well might their hearts then burn.

He spoke but one reproachful word—

‘Oh! slow of heart to learn.’

Those lips had often taught them

And told that tale before;

They might have known Him better,

They might have trusted more.

We readthe gracious history

And worship and rejoice,

But are we quick to know His step,

To worship and rejoice.

And do we tell our questionings,

Unveiling every part—

The loneliness, the faithlessness,

The secret of our heart?

‘Fools,’ ‘slow of heart,’ Oh, Master,

Well may’st Thou say it still!

Our hearts that miss Thy purposes,

That stagger at Thy will.

Too slow to understand Thee,

Thy tireless love and true

That waits upon our willfulness

To win our hearts anew,

Those wayward hearts too faithless

To comprehend the grace

That chastens but to bring us

Back to Thy blessed face;

That face that knows no changing,

No shading to its love,

That shine down still to meet the eyes

Upturned to Thee above.

Yes, hearts are slow to know Thee

In heaven, O Lord, today,

As were those eyes by sorrow dimmed 

Beside Thee in the way.

              Ora Rowan

( Luke 24.25)

445  Heart Touched by Contrition.  When King Henry Ⅱ, in centuries gone by, was provoked to take up arms against his ungrateful and rebellious son, he besieged him in one of the French towns, and the son, being near to death, desired to see his father and to confess his wrongdoing; but the stern old sire refused to look the rebel in the face. The young man, being sorely troubled in his conscience, said to those around him, ‘I am dying; take me from my bed and let me lie is sackcloth and ashes, in token of my sorrow and ingratitude to my father.’ Thus he died, and when the news was reported to the old man outside the walls that his son had died repentant for his rebellion, he threw himself on the ground, and like another David said, ‘Would God I had died for him!’ The thought of the boy’s broken heart touched the heart of the father. God our Father delights to see the broken heart and the contrite spirit.

( Ps.51.17)

446  Heart Unfolded to Christ.

To Thee, Lord, my heart unfoldeth

As the rose to the golden sun;

To Thee, Lord, mine arms are clinging,

The eternal joy begun.

For ever through endless ages

Thy cross and Thy sorrow shall be

The glory, the song and the sweetness

That makes heaven heaven to me.

Let one in his innocence glory,

Another in works he has done:

Thy blood is my claim and my title—

Beside it, O Lord, I have none.

The scorned, the despised, the rejected,

Thou hast won Thee this heart of mine:

In Thy robes of eternal glory

Thou welcomest me to Thine.

( 1 Cor.1.31)

447  Heathen—What about the.  The question is often asked, ‘If a heathen lives up to the light he has, will he be saved?’ The fact is—there are none living up to the light they have. Dan Crawford said of the Africans he knew thorough years of intimate touch with them: ‘The pagans in the heart of Africa are sinning against a flood of light.’

    When Charles E. Scott was asked if he believed the heathen would be saved by living up to the light they had, he replied that he had never met one in China who was living up to his light. More than that, they know they are not living up to the light they have: so they are ‘without excuse’.

( Rom.1.19,20)

448  Heaven—Admission to.  ‘I cannot understand why a man who has tried to lead a good moral life should not stand a better chance of heaven than a wicked one,’ said a lady. The answer? ‘Simply for this reason! Suppose you and I wanted to go to a concert where the admission was a dollar. You had half a dollar: I had nothing. Which of us would stand the better chance of admission?’ ‘Neither of us.’

   ‘Just so! Therefore the moral man stands no better chance than the terrible sinner. But suppose a kind person presented a ticket of admission to each of us at his own expense, what then?’ ‘Well, then, we would both alike go in.’

    ‘The Lord Jesus saw our perplexity: He came, died on the Cross and obtained eternal redemption for us, and now offers to each of us a free ticket to heaven. Only take care your “half-dollar” does not make you too proud to accept His free ticket, and so be refused admittance.’

( Rom.3.23; 10.12)

499  Heaven—A Place in.  Matthew Henry said:

‘To Christians heaven is a house, a dwelling-place, a resting place, their everlasting home, their Father’s house where there are many mansions. It is a house in the heavens that as far excels the palaces of this earth as the heavens are high above the earth. It is a city whose builder and maker is God, and it is eternal in the heavens. The most marvelous thing about it is that God has prepared it for those who love Him.’

At one time Frederick the Great had as his guest the infidel philosopher, Voltaire, who, when dinner was served to those attending the banquet in Cleve’s Palace, began to cast aspersions on the many Christians present. Finally he said: ‘Why, I would sell my seat in heaven for a Prussian dollar.’ One of the guests at banquet, a distinguished counselor and a devout believer in the Lord Jesus Christ, shocked at Voltaire’s words rose from his seat and rebuked the blasphemer with the words, ‘Sir, you are in Prussia where we have a law which requires that one who wishes to sell anything must first prove ownership. Are you prepared to establish the fact that you have a seat in heaven?’ Surprised and rather embarrassed, Voltaire had little more to say for the rest of the evening.

( 1 Pet.1.4,5)

450  Heaven—A Song of. 

Let me sing you a song of heaven,

Of the golden land on high

Where the heart shall find no sorrow,

And the breast shall know no sigh;

Where no wasting grief or sickness

Can assail those forms we love,

Where the blood-washed dwell for ever

In their royal home above.

Oh! home of the loved and loving

Where the heavenly praises ring,

I would that my lips could utter,

I would that my voice could sing’

Of  the bliss, the rapturous glory,

The rest and the joyful song,

That rolls like the sound of the ocean

From the glorious ‘white-robed’ throng.

Home where the Bride in her glory,

The Bridegroom’s joys shall share,

But deepest joy of her joying—

The Bridegroom Himself is there.

Glory! O glory of glories—

To gaze on His loving face,

And sing, till the wide hall echo

The marvels of matchless grace.

                           S. Trevor Francis

( Rev.4.1)

451  Hebrew Verb—Conjugation.  A lecturer was addressing a school, giving the young people sound advice, and he said the them, ‘All of you know the verb which says, “ I am, thou art, he is”, and you all know that verbs in English, French, German, Italian and Latin run in the same way—“I love, thou lovest, he loves”; or “I walk, thou walkest, he walks”. But how many of you know that this is a very bad way for a verb to run? How many of you know that the Old Hebrew people arranged their verbs the other way round—He is, thou art, I am?’

Then he told them, ‘That is the way to look at life. Say to yourself, looking up to God, “He is”, then look at your neighbour and say, “you are”, and last of all think of yourself and say, “I am”. First God, then your neigh-bour, then yourself. That is the best way to think and to live.’

A friend was so struck by this discovery that he could not get it out of his mind, so he made it his business to find a Hebrew scholar to ask him if it was really true that Hebrew verbs are conjugated in this manner. ‘Yes’, said the scholar, ‘that is the way the Hebrew verb is conjugated; but why do you ask?’ The friend then told of the lecturer’s words to the school children.

‘Well!’ cried the scholar, ‘I have been studying Hebrew all my life and never once has it occurred to me that Hebrew verbs can have that beautiful significance.’ He sat for some moments, saying, ‘He is; thou art; I am. How beautiful! Yes, to be sure—He is; you are; I am! It is wonderful, wonderful!’

452  Hell.  A profane man, who was being taken down a coal mine by a Christian miner, said as they descended the shaft and the air grew hotter and hotter. ‘It’s terribly hot. I wonder how far it is to hell.’

    The miner solemnly replied, ‘I cannot tell you the distance in terms of metres or miles, but if one link of that chain were to give way, you might be there in minute, and you and I would be separated for ever.’

453  Hell—Doctrine of.  A. W. Rainsbury wrote: ‘Time was when the doctrine of hell caused men to tremble, but it no longer does so, for the doctrine of hell has been relegated to the rubbish heap by the Modernists. They think they are wiser than the Lord Jesus. They do not believe in hell any more; indeed most are more concerned with the dangers of nuclear war than the dangers of hell. I tell you in the name of God that the danger of hell is far more real, far more certain, infinitely more terrible, and for some far more imminent than the danger of nuclear war.

    ‘Religious leaders say that when Jesus talked about hell He did not really mean what He said. He meant something else; or if He did mean what He said, He did not know what He was talking about.

    ‘The king of Hades, the father of lies and the enemy of souls, does all in his power to keep our minds off the subject. He does not like people to discuss hell unless they mention it now and again, of course, as a joke. We are not likely to lose much sleep when we have a good laugh over it.’

(Luke 16.22.23)

454  Hell—Torments of.  In reply to a sceptic who, when asked to trust Christ for salvation, said, ‘I’m not afraid to hell: all the hell we have is here on earth,’ the preacher said, ‘I’ll give you three reasons why this cannot be hell. First, I am a Christian and there are no Christian in hell. Secondly, there is a place round the corner where you can slake your thirst, and there is no water in hell. Thirdly, I have been preaching Christ and His gospel to you, and there is no gospel in hell.’

John Wesley, powerful evangelist of the eighteenth century who turned many to righteousness, preached often on ‘hell’. When he was a lad of six, he was rescued from his home when it was destroyed by fire, and all his life he spoke of himself as ‘a brand plucked out of the life’. Some of his messages on eternal punishment contained these words:

‘Settle it in your heart, and let it be ever uppermost in your thoughts, that if you are on the broad way, you are in the way that on the broad way, you are in the way that leadeth to destruction. If many go with you, as sure as God is true, both they and you are going to hell!

‘The moment a soul drops the body and stands naked before God, it cannot but know what its portion will be to all eternity. It will have full in its view, either everlasting joy or everlasting torment.

‘All the torments of hell without intermission. They have no respite from pain, but “the smoke of their torment ascendeth up day and night”. No sleep accompanies that darkness. And be their suffering ever so intense, there is no possibility of fainting away, no, not for a moment.;

( Matt. 7.13; Rev.14.11)

455  Helpers.  When St Paul’s Cathedral was being built, the architect, Sir Christopher Wren, used to go round talking to the workmen. ‘What are you doing?’ he asked one, who replied, ‘I am earning my daily wage.’ The next man to whom he put the question replied, ‘I am breaking these stones.’ The third man whom he approached with the same question, answered, ‘Why, I am helping build this Cathedral.’ The third man was evidently enjoying his work because he was conscious of its purpose.

    The owner of a beautifully kept farm was asked by a friend who was admiring the magnificent sheep how he had been able to rear such fine flocks. The owner’s answer was, ‘I take care of my lambs.’

( Neh.4.17,18)

456  Helpfulness.  Sir Bartle Freer, a governor of Cape Colony prior to the Boer War, was a very devoted Christian and a great philanthropist, given to helping folk around him. While he was absent for some time form his home in London, in those days before motor cars, his coachman resigned and his wife engaged a new coachman; and on the day of her husband’s expected return by rail called the new coachman and told him to take the carriage to meet her husband at the station in London at which he was due to arrive. ‘But,’ said the coachman, ‘I have never met Sir Bartle: how shall I identify him?’ Lady Freer thought for a moment, then said with a smile, ‘When the train comes in, look for a great big man helping somebody: you cannot mistake him.’

The coachman went off; the train arrived on time; and the people in large numbers emerged from their compartments. Looking up and down the platform, he saw a woman trying to get out of a compartment with a lot of luggage, a big case, a small case, a hat box, a bandbox, and a bundle. No porter went anywhere near her to help, but presently a gentleman stopped beside the compartment and said politely, ‘Madam, allow me to assist you.’ Loading himself up with her baggage, he helped her out of the compartment and asked her where she wanted to go. Then he called a cab, saw her into it and piled her luggage on top, raised his hat, and faced the station entrance as the cabby drove off.

As Sir Bartle turned, he was met by a man in the uniform of a coachman, who asked, ‘Are you Sir Bartle Freer, sir?’ and received the reply, ‘Yes, who are you?’ ‘I am your coachman, sir?’ ‘Oh yes! I had forgotten. My wife did tell me the other man had left. I am glad to see you.’ Then he asked, ‘But how did you know me?’

The coachman replied, ‘Lady Bartle said I was to look for a great big man helping somebody, and you were the only person in the crowd that answered that description.’

( Isa. 41.6)

457  Helps.  A devoted, aged missionary, widow of a faithful servant of the Lord but with no great gift for instructing the Indian women, used to say. ‘I’m glad that HELPS is mentioned among the Spirit’s gifts. I’m just one of these.’ One sister like that missionary, but who never heard the call to serve the Lord in other lands, wrote the following:

God has not called me, so I cannot go.

I cannot preach—my lips are too slow:

I cannot teach—my knowledge is too small;

I cannot heal—I have no power at all:

BUT I CAN HELP.

Yes! I can help: full well I know the way.

I surely can, for I can always pray,

And I can give, and this to Him, I know,

Is service precious in this world below.

YES, I CAN HELP.

And with this help some other one may go

And preach the Word as I could never do;

And when, one day, we’ve left this world behind,

Up there in glory I shall some souls find

BECAUSE I HELPED.

                      G. W. Marsh

( 1 Cor.12.28)

458  Hereafter.

I know not now why schemes were spoiled

And lofty aspirations foiled;

I know not now why briar and thorn

Should mar ambitions nobly born.

Hereafter, I shall know, shall see

These very things were best for me.

I know not now why—needing aid—

It did not come or was delayed;

I know not now why burning tears

Should fall so often through the years.

Hereafter, I shall know, shall see

These very things were best for me.

I know not now why friends should fail,

And enemies my faith assail;

I know not now why clouds should burst

And flood and tempest do their worst.

Hereafter, I shall know, shall see

These very things were best for me.

I know not now why sorrow’s dart

Should penetrate and wound my heart;

I know not now why death drew near

And led away my loved ones dear.

Hereafter, I shall know, shall see

These very things were best for me.

O Master, I believe Thy Word—

Hereafter, I shall know, O Lord,

Shall fully see Thy plan, Thy care,

Thy skill, Thy love beyond compare.

Hereafter, I shall know, shall see

These very things were best for me.

                                 A.G. 

( John 13.7)

459  Highbrow Talk.  Every Christian speaker and writer should have a copy of Thorndike’s English Dictionary which is exceptional among dictionaries in that it gives an indication of word frequency. In many an address and article, expressions are used which occur on an average but once in one or two million words of written or printed English.

One of the underlying causes of this highbrow rash is the almost universal obsession with academic learning in the world today and this tendency has invaded the Church.

It is essential to get a balanced view on this matter. Everyone instructed in the Scriptures knows that the Authorised Version is misleading in Acts, chapter 4, verse 13, when it used the terms ‘unlearned and ignorant men’ in relation to Peter and John. The plain sense, of course, is that they were not ‘professionals’ and as such were held in contempt. Actually they were fully literate. No one would for a moment suggest that the task of communication in the local church should be entrusted to men who are ignorant in the current sense of the word, though it is noteworthy that many a great work of God has been pioneered by men of no special educational qualification. The growth of this highbrow is certainly in part the cause of the middle-class character of much of our church activity, and the failure to reach out to what in an older notation were called ‘the masses’.

                                                 Herbert Dennett

( Neh.8.8)

460  Himself.

       Once it was the blessing—

         Now it is the Lord;

Once it was the feeling—

Now it is His Word;

Once His gifts I wanted—

Now the Giver own;

Once I sought for healing—

Now Himself alone;

Once ’twas painful trying—

Now ’tis perfect trust;

Once a half salvation—

Now the uttermost;

Once ’twas ceaseless holding—

Now He holds me fast;

Once ’twas constant drifting—

Now my anchor’s cast;

Once ’twas busy planning—

Now ’tis trusting prayer;

Once ’twas anxious caring—

Now He has the care.

Once ’twas what I wanted—

Now what Jesus says;

Once ’twas constant asking—

Now ’tis ceaseless praise.

Once it was my working—

His it hence shall be.

Once I tried to use Him—

Now He uses me;

Once the power I wanted—

Now the Mighty One;

Once for self I laboured—

Now for Him alone.

Once I hoped in Jesus—

Now I know He’s mine;

Once my lamps were dying—

Now they brightly shine.

Once for death I waited—

Now His coming hail;

Any my hopes are anchored—

Safe within the veil.

                A. B. Simpson

( Luke 24.15)

461  Hitherto and Henceforth.  Away in a little mission within view of the mighty Himalayas, Mary Reid, the lady missionary, watched a visitor start on his homeward way down a steep, zig-zag path. At each turn he looked back and saw Miss Reid watching; he might be her last visitor for months. At last he reached the turn which would take her out of his sight, and with a shout he sent a message up to the lonely listener—‘HITHERTO!’ A wave of her white handkerchief showed that the word had been received. In a moment, as he waited, there came down faintly yet clearly the brave response—‘HENCEFORTH!’

Hitherto the Lord hath blessed us, guiding all the way;

Henceforth let us trust Him fully, trust Him all they day.

Hitherto the Lord hath loved us, caring for His own;

Henceforth let us love Him better, live for Him alone.

                                          Choice Gleanings

( 1 Sam.7.12; 2 Cor.5.15)

462  Holding Forth the Word.  The word used for ‘holding forth’ is suggestive of offering food and drink to others. During the very hot months in South India we have often witnessed Hindus at the railway stations with a bucket of water and a small metal container offering a drink of water to any thirsty passengers. They do it as a deed of merit. But the believer individually and the assembly collectively is to hold out the Water of life and minister the Bread of life to their fellow-travellers to eternity.

                                            J. M. Davies

( Phil.2.12,13)

463  Holding the Rope.  During the holiday season some years ago, at a fishing village in Cornwall, a crowd had gathered to watch the turbulent waves of a rough sea pounding against the harbour wall. Suddenly there was a cry; a boy had been in the water, and the waves tossed him up as though he were a cork and carried him away. Suddenly a man ran forward and forced his way through the crowd with a coil of rope.’ Tying one end of the rope round his waist, he shouted, ‘Someone take hold of the rope.’ Then, quickly diving into the sea, he battled with the waves and slowly reached the boy. Grasping him safely in his arms, he shouted to the crowd on the harbour wall, ‘Pull on the rope.’ But alas! in their excitement, no one had bothered to take hold of the rope, which had slipped into the sea and was drifting out of reach. Two lives were lost because no one bothered to hold the end of the rope.

464  Holiest—Way into the.  The blood of our ‘brothers’, like that of Abel, keeps us out, for it calls for punishment and cries out for vengeance. We can enter only by the ‘blood of Jesus’ shed for rebels, shed for sinners.

Our own way, that is, the way we followed, took us in the wrong direction. Jesus said, ‘I am the Way’; He is the newly-slain’ yet living way to God.

The veil of blue, purple, scarlet and fine twined linen that signifies the perfections and glories of Christ’s own Person and character barred the way and shut us out, until Christ rent the veil of the temple when His body was torn in His death on the cross, for our approach is now through another veil, ‘that is to say, His flesh’.

The high priest of Israel, and He alone, could enter into the most holy place in the tabernacle where the Shekinah glory was, and only once a year, and not without blood, the blood of a victim slain. That meant that all others were forbidden to enter. Our great High Priest, Jesus the Son of God, has entered, and it is He who bids us now draw near.

‘The gate is open wide: the new and living Way

Is clear and free and bright with love and peace and day.

Into the holiest we may come,

Our present and our endless home.

( Heb.10.19-22)

465  Holiness.  Holiness is not human life brought up to the highest possible development, but it is divine life brought down to the lowest possible level of condescension. First, the recipient of God’s life of holiness must be brought down to the lowest level of contriteness before the Lord.

                                         Dr Stuart Holden

    We must distinguish between cleansing and holiness. You cannot be holy without being cleansed, but you can be cleansed without being holy. The Book of Leviticus is divided into two parts: the first part is about cleansing and the second part is about holiness. Cleansing is never progressive: holiness always is, and they are intimately related.

                           Dr. W. Graham Scroggie

( 1 Pet.1.15)

466  Holy Communion Service—A.  Some of us will never forget a communion service a number of years ago in Sacramento, California, when an unconverted Japanese was present. We had barely replaced the bread and cup upon the table before this heathen man rose to his feet in great emotion and burst out in prayer, as follows:

‘O God! I all broke to pieces. I a poor sinner. For long time, for one whole year, I fight you hard; but here I see your people eat the bread and drink the wine that show how Jesus He die for sinners. O God, I can fight no more—I all break down. I take Jesus; He be my Saviour now.’

And that very day, at his earnest request, he was baptized as owning his personal faith in Christ. For years he has been in fellowship as simply gathered to the name of the Lord. Alas, that such scenes are not more common!

                                                    Dr. H. A. Ironside

( 1 Cor.11.26)

467  Home Above—The.  A year or two before Queen Victoria’s death she visited a poor, aged woman who had reached the age of 104. The elderly Christian lady, pleased that her Sovereign had come to visit her, heartily expressed her deep gratitude. As she was a fearless witness for the Lord, she said to her royal visitor in a trembling voice, ‘May I ask your Majesty one question?’ ‘You may ask me anything you like,’ answered the queen. Slowly and earnestly the centenarian asked, ‘Shall we meet again in the home above?’

    Bending her head, the queen with tears replied, ‘Yes, we shall greet each other again in heaven by the grace of God and through the blood of our Lord Jesus Christ who is my Saviour too.’

( John 14.2,3)

468  Home on Earth, Home in Heaven.

One less at home:

The charmed circle broken—a dear face

Missed day by day from its accustomed place,

But cleaned and saved and perfected by grace;

One more in heaven.

One less at home:

One voice of welcome hushed, and evermore

One farewell word unspoken. On the shore

Where parting comes not, one soul landed more—

One more in heaven.

One less at home, where, cramped in earthly mould,

The sight of Christ is dim, our love is cold;

But there, where face to face we shall behold,

Is home and heaven.

One less on earth—

Its pain, its sorrow and its toil to share,

One less the pilgrim’s daily cross to bear;

One more the crown of ransomed saints to wear,

At home in heaven.

One more in heaven:

Another thought to brighten cloudy days,

Another theme of thankfulness and praise,

Another link on high our soul to raise

To home and heaven.

One more at home,

That home where separation cannot be,

That home where none are missed eternally!

Lord Jesus, grant us all a place with Thee

At home in heaven.

                    Sarah Geraldine Stock

( 2 Cor.5.6,8)

469  Home—The Christian.

       When Jesus came to our home,

Praise God, He came to stay.

We hadn’t even washed the hearth

Nor cleared the cups away.

We didn’t see Him enter

But knew that He was there;

The sunshine of His presence

Spread radiance everywhere,

’Twas in a time of trouble;

Our hearts were sore, opprest:

He didn’t seem to notice

How poorly we were dressed.

He drew us sweetly to Him

And gazed so tenderly,

Our children gathered near us

And grouped around His knee.

He took us as He found us,

All stained with sin within,

And told us how He loved us

And made us all love Him.

He spoke of heaven’s treasures

And joy that ours should be

When gathered in the glory

Beside the crystal sea.

He didn’t seem to notice

The things He knew were wrong.

He knew that His dear presence

Would give us a new song.

He looked at our piano

And all the hymnbooks there;

It pleased Him that our Bible

Spoke of His love and care.

We’re glad now He lives with us

To guard and guide each act,

And know His grace is given

To furnish all we lack.

With His name on our doorpost

As Head, not merely Guest,

We find new strength to battle

Yet know a perfect rest.

  Theresa Meachen, Prophetic News 

( Mark 2.1)

470  Home—The Eternal.

The Home beyond the shadows has neither pain nor tears;

But, through its cloudless regions, the Light of life appears

Dispelling ev’ry sorrow, removing ev’ry care,

And giving rest eternal to all who enter there.

Far beyond the shadows through gates that never close

The King Himself will lead us where the living water flows.

( Rev.21.4)

471  Home—The Welcome.

What will it be when our eyes behold

The lamb on His kingly throne,

When He welcomes us to the heavenly fold

And the joy of the Father’s home?

As we bow at His blessed nail-pierced feet 

To worship and adore,

Ah, that will be ecstasy full, complete,

Abiding for evermore.

Then let us with patience carry on

To the end of our pilgrim way,

For glory waits at the setting sun

And joy at the close of day;

And the Saviour stands at the gates ajar,

With His arms outstretched in love

To welcome His own who have journeyed far,

To the warmth of His home above.

472  Homeward Bound.

Enough, thus far His hand has led!

The promised blessings from His hand have flowed;

The water sure and daily bread

In constant faithfulness have been bestowed.

Enough, my soul! Approve His will!

He doeth all things well! Be still!

Nor fear, though dark the future be!

Though Satan’s host in dread array assail;

His power the vict’ry will assure,

Nor evil touch thee, nor shall foe prevail.

Be strong, my soul! It will not last!

The conflict soon shall cease: stand fast!

Rejoice, the glorious dawn appears!

The Morning Star already gilds the gloom;

His hand shall wipe away all tears,

And wrench the vict’ry from the vanquished tomb.

Rejoice, my soul! forget the past:

Haste homeward; Lo, He comes! At last!

                         L. W. G. A.

( Ps.4.4; Rev.22.20)

473  Honoured by His Sovereign.  In the Crimean War the British sustained tremendous loss of men. After the termination of that disastrous war, a State function was held in order to give away the rewards to all those who had faithfully fought in it. Queen Victoria herself was present and the great men of the realm were also there. The queen confronted an ocean of faces. Many received rewards from the hands of the sovereign. A soldier who had gallantly fought in the war was brought before the queen on a little. He had lost his legs and arms, and was almost just a lump of flesh. The heart of the gracious queen was melted at that pathetic sight and tears began to trickle down the royal cheeks. Many of those present also wept. The weeping queen bent down and pinned a badge on the breast of the mutilated soldier, then placed an affectionate kiss on his brow. Rising with all imperial gravity, she exclaimed, ‘Well done, good and faithful servant!’

    What an approbation for that battle-scarred, mutilated warrior!

( Matt.25.21,23)

474  Hope Amid Fears.  John Calvin wrote: ‘Fear and hope may seem opposite and incompatible affections; yet it is proved by observation that the latter never comes into full sway unless there exists some measure of the former. In a tranquil state of mind there is no scope for the exercise of hope. David feared, and yet trusted; was sensible of the greatness of his danger, and yet quieted his mind with the confident hope of the divine deliverance.’

    C. H. Spurgeon commented on the same theme: ‘As though he were two men the psalmist talks to himself—‘Why art thou cast down, O my soul…hope thou in God.” His faith reasons with his fears, his hope argues with his sorrows. These present troubles, are they to last for ever? The rejoicings of my foes, are they more than empty talk? Why this deep depression, this faithless fainting, this chickenhearted melancholy? As Trapp says, “David chideth David out of the dumps.” And herein he is an example for all desponding ones. To search out the cause of our sorrow is often the best surgery for grief. A clearer view will make monsters dwindle into trifles.’

( Ps.42.11)

475  Hope—Door of.

I will fling open wide a door of hope,

And I will give you back

Years that the locusts have devoured;

No good thing shall you lack.

Lift up your head and trust me to fulfil

My utmost word,

That never erred.

                    Nancy Hansen

( Hos.2.15; Joel 2.25)

476  Hope of Our Heart.  The following verses were written by Daniel Otsing, a Russian Christian:

O Lord, with our ears and heart open,

Awaiting Thy shout would we be,

The summons that calls us to heaven

For ever to be, Lord, with Thee.

Thy Word and Thy Spirit, blest Lover,

The earnest, are giv’n to Thy bride;

Thou’rt near to faith’s vision, O Saviour,

But soon she will we be at Thy side.

O come then, Lord Jesus, we’re watching,

And take now Thy spouse home to Thee!

Thine absence awakens deep yearning,

The bride her loved Bridegroom to see.

Thy heart, O Lord Jesus, is throbbing

With love deep, eternal, we know;

Our hearts in response, with love’s burning,

Await Thee, with lamps all aglow.

The Spirit and bride are united

In saying, ‘Come, Lord, yea, come soon!’

Throughout the long night she has waited

To see Thee, her faithful Bridegroom.

Gross darkness the earth doth now cover,

And night, like a pall, shrouds the land;

The flock is still here, Shepherd Lover,

The sheep Thou hast kept by Thy hand.

Midst darkness faith clearly sees beaming

The light of Thy coming afar;

We watch for the dawn of the morning

And hail Thee, the bright Morning Star.

The Word of Thy patience we’re keeping;

Thy radiancy draws us apart,

A beacon us homeward attracting

To meet Thee, the Hope of our heart.

( Rev.22.20)

477  Hope—The Blessed.  The Christian has a hope that the man of the world has not. It is:

A better hope than the Law could devise,

A bigger hope than man’s biggest prize,

A brighter hope than the world can afford,

A blessed hope, the return of the Lord.

( Cor.1.5; Tit.2.13; Heb.7.19)

478  Hope—The Christian’s.  The following ‘Quote’ appeared in the Reader’s Digest:

    ‘No mariner ever enters upon a more uncharted sea than does the average human being in the twentieth century. Our ancestors knew their way from birth through to eternity; we are puzzled about the day after tomorrow.’

                                               Walter Lippman

But the ‘committed Christian’ is NOT the average human being in the twentieth century, for he has a hope.

    Hope, said H.W. Webb-People, is a greater grace than faith. Faith deals with details; hope with the largeness of faith. Faith has definite objects: ‘All things, whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, believing, ye shall receive.’ But hope is content to leave large scope to the Lord. It does not wish to fix on any one boon, but prays with Abraham, ‘Lord God, what wilt Thou give me?’ Hope is ready to say, ‘I will leave all choice to Him; I cannot ask for this or that; I only know He is greater than I can think, richer than I can conceive.’

479  Horizon of Love.  Dr John MacBeath tells a beautiful story of two little girls who stood on the deck of a liner in mid-ocean, looking out on the sea. The elder of the two exclaimed, ‘What a wonderful day! Look at the horizon!’ What is the horizon? Where is it?’ asked the younger girl. ‘See,’ answered the other, pointing with her finger, ‘where the sea seems to meet the sky, and the sky seems to meet the sea, that is the horizon; and when you get there, there is another one, and then another, and then another. You never really reach it. It’s always further on.’

    That, he said, is like the love of God in Christ. There is no end to it: it is always further on.

                                                R. B. Owen

Note: the Greek word ‘horizo’, of which ‘horizon’ is a derivative, occurs in Acts 2.23; 17.26; 17.31; Romans 1.4

480  Hospitality—Given to.  The late A. C. Rose, who held an important and responsible post on the Madras and Southern Mahratti Railway and Mrs. Rose, his wife, while in Madras had an open house for the Lord’s people. Their gracious hospitality was well known in Southern India. On the desk of their guestroom was a card with the following lines: One of the joys of our life is to welcome to our hose the friends of our love and choice. It is good to have you with us. May your visit be restful and happy! And when the time comes for you to leave us, we hope you will carry away with you fragrant thoughts and happy memories.

    On the other side of the card were these beautiful lines in verse:

Sleep sweetly in this quiet room, o thou whoe’er thou art!

And let no mournful yesterdays disturb thy questing heart,

Nor let tomorrow mar thy rest with dreams of coming ill!

Thy Master is Thy changeless friend: His love surrounds thee still.

Forget thyself and all the world: put out each glaring light.

The stars are waking overhead—Sleep sweetly then: Goodnight!

481  Hospitality Offered.  Brethren in an assembly in a bilingual city met to discuss arrangements to be made for the visit of a ministering brother who had been invited for two months’ meetings. Where was the preacher to stay? Who was going to entertain him during the campaign? One French brother, whose knowledge of English was very good but not just perfect, said, ‘Well! We have talked it over and shall be delighted to hospitalize him.’

    We do not ‘make a man an offender for a word’.

( Isa.29.21)

482  Host—Choosing Your.  John Nelson Darby, an eminent servant of God, arrived on one of his preaching tours at the railway station and was met by a number of brethren. One of them, a wealthy brother with a carriage and pair, came forward to claim the distinguished minister as his guest. Mr Darby, grasping the situation in a moment, hastily enquired, ‘Who generally receives the Lord’s servants?’ A humble brother, with no means of conveyance, was pointed out to him. ‘Then,’ said Mr. Darby, ‘I shall stay with him.’ The rich brother went home alone in his carriage. Perhaps, if he cared for some of God’s humble servants, he would have had J. N. Darby as his guest on that occasion.

( Rom.16.23)

483  House in Heaven.  ‘In My Father’s house are many mansions,’ said Jesus. The true home life is in the Father’s house in heaven, with the Father’s heart the spring of all the affection there and the Saviour’s presence the pledge of its permanence.

    A young girl, taking a walk with her father, was very quiet for a long time. When her father asked what she was thinking about, she replied, ‘I was just thinking if heaven with its stars is so beautiful wrong side out, how wonderful it must be on the right side.’

Soon the journey will be over; His own voice will bid us come;

Rest and welcome will enfold us, once within the realms of home.

Home! Where loved ones fast are gath’ring,

Home! Where all is joy and light:

Home! Where doors are barred for ever’ gainst earth’s sorrows and its night:

Home! Where love that never ceases has for us a ‘place prepared’’

Where the angels wait to serve us, there shall joys with Him be shared.

                                                  Eleanor M. Tucker

( John 14.2,3)

484  House—The Earthly.  A Christian lady of 94 wrote the following lines:

I hail once more my natal day,

Still in my tenement of clay

With every favour blest;

And He who placed the structure here

Can prop it up another year

If He should think it best.

Long has it stood through snows and rains

And braved life’s fearful hurricanes

While many a stronger fell;

The reason why I cannot see,

And what to us seems mystery

The Builder know full well.

But now it’s weather worn and old:

The summer’s heat, the winter’s cold

Pierce through the walls and roof;

’Tis like a garment so worn out—

To mend there seems no whereabout.

But now it’s weather worn and old,

So gone is warp and woof.

Its tottering pillars now are weak;

The poor old rusty hinges creak;

Its windows too are dim:

But let defects, discomforts pass,

For, looking darkly through the glass,

I catch a hopeful gleam.

Nature and scripture tell us all

This withered frame at last must fall,

Though when or how’s unknown;

I leave that to the architect,

And trust his wisdom to direct 

The taking of it down.

But when you see it prostrate lie,

Let not sad tears bedim your eye;

The tenant is not here:

For just beyond time’s little space

She finds with Christ a resting-place

No more to date her year.

And when she walks with you no more

The world will move just as before.

Let each his house in order set

That he may leave without regret 

Whenever called to go.

( 2 
Cor.5.2)

485  House—This Earthly.

You tell me I am getting old, but that’s not really so;

The house I live in may be worn and that, of course, I know.

It’s been in use a good long while and weathered many a gale;

I’m therefore not surprised to find it’s getting somewhat frail.

You tell me I am getting old, you mix my house with me;

You’re looking at the outside—that’s all that most folks see.

The dweller I the little house is young and bright and gay,

Just starting on a life that lasts through long, eternal day.

The colour changing of the roof, the windows looking dim,

The walls a bit transparent and getting rather thin,

The foundations not so steady as once it used to be,

And that is all that you observe, but that’s not really me.

I patch the old house up a bit to make it last the night,

But soon I shall be flitting to my home of endless light;

I’m going to live for ever there; my life goes on—it’s grand:

How can you say I’m getting old? You do not understand.

These few short years can’t make me old;

I feel I’m in my youth.

Eternity lies just ahead, full life and joy and truth.

We shall not fret to see this house grow shabby day by day,

But look ahead to our new home which never will decay.

I know that I have been made fit for that blest land above,

Cleansed in the precious blood of Christ and growing still in love.

The beauty of that glorious home to words can ever say;

’Tis hidden from these mortal eyes but kept for me some day.

My house has been made ready in the land beyond the sky:

Its architect and builder is my Saviour now on high;

But I rather think he’s leaving the furnishing to me,

So it’s ‘treasure up in heaven’ I must store each day, you see.

( 2 Cor.4.16; 5.1)

486  Humanism.  This cult, represented by the Peace Corps and other such organizations, says: ‘We don’t worry about your soul, but we do care about your body, and we do care about your mind, we do care about your home, we do care about your country:’ And to these secondary needs they are giving themselves. Jesus said, ‘What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world and lost his own soul? Or what shall a man give in exchange for his soul?’

( Mark 8.36,37; Isa.38.17)

487  Humanity and Deity of Christ.

Our blessed Lord combined in one

Two natures, both complete—

In perfect manhood all sublime,

In Godhead all replete.

As man He entered Cana’s fest,

A humble guest to dine;

As God He moved the water there

And changed it into wine.

As man He suffered weariness,

And rested on a well;

As God He pierced a sinner’s heart

And saved her soul from hell.

As man He climbed the mountain’s height

A suppliant to be;

As God He left the place of prayer

And walked upon the sea.

As man He wept in heartfelt grief

Beside a loved one’s grave;

As God, He burst the bands of death,

Almighty still to save. 

As man He lay within a boat,

O’erpowered by needful sleep;

As God, He rose, rebuked the wind,

And stilled the angry deep.

As man he yielded to His foes,

Submitting to be bound;

As God, His presence overawed

And threw them to the ground.

Such was our Lord in life on earth,

In dual nature one;

The woman’s seed in very truth

And God’s eternal Son.

O Child! O Son! O Word made flesh!

May Thy high praise increase;

Thou wonderful, Thou mighty God,

Eternal Prince of peace!

                       Thomas Baird

( Rom.9.5)

488  Humble Prince—A.  An American traveling in Norway made much ado one day because he was given an upper berth on a train. ‘I’ll change with you,’ offered a young man. The offer accepted, the two men sat together for a pleasant talk. The next morning the young man had to change to another train. ‘Goodbye,’ he said, shaking hands with the American. ‘I hope sometime you will think of Prince Bernadotte. I am on my way to preach the gospel to the Laplanders.’ Shame flushed the face of the American, for he knew then that the better place had been given him by the son of Sweden’s king, the son who had given up his succession to the throne to become a missionary. ‘For ye know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ that, though He was rich, yet for your sakes He became poor, that ye through His poverty might be rich.’ The servant is not greater than his lord. That missionary servant of God was like his Lord.

                                              Sunday School Times

( 2 Cor.8.9)

489  Humble Walk With God—A.

Lord, help me thus to walk with Thee

Each day in true humility,

Nor ever from Thee stray.

Do Thou all needful strength impart,

And by Thy grace incline my heart

Thy precepts to obey!

Lord, help me thus to walk with Thee

And make me ever quick to see

The leading of Thy will;

For I would lose my will in Thine,

Nor ever murmur or repine,

But in Thy love be still.

Lord, help me thus to walk with Thee,

So that where’er my lot may be

I may be unafraid;

For thou wilt hold my trembling hand

And in Thy strength I strong shall stand,

Nor ever be dismayed.

Lord, help me over life’s rough road

To share my brother’s heavy load,

Since Christ born mine for me.

So shall my pathway all along

Become one glad, triumphant song:

And thus I walk with Thee.

                       S. E. Burrow

( Micah 6.8)

490  Humble Work Preferred.  An 
Irish king who came into the banquet hall and sat down in the lowest place was entreated by his courtiers and nobles to o and take his place at the head of the table. ‘Where the king sits, there is the head of the table,’ was his answer.

He who is in closest fellowship with his Master in service in the lowest place, and even in suffering and reproach, asks no other place. In man’s estimate it may be very low, but it is still the head place.

    Door-keeping is humble work,

    Yet through heavenly grace,

    He who takes the lowest task

    Finds the highest place.

(Ps. 84.10; Luke 14.10)

491  Humbler Days Remembered.  There is a Persian story of one who had been raised from a lowly station in life to a high position in royal favour. In his palace one room was dedicated as a ‘Chamber of Memory’. There he kept the memorials of his early days when he was a poor shepherd. In it was his crook, and his wallet, a water cruse and a coarse dress. Every day he spent an hour in this room. Here he lived again with the memories of his youth. These recollections not only kept him humble, but contributed to his gratitude and happiness and also gave him a warm and sympathetic heart for the common people.

( Deut.24.18)

492  Humility.  If you want to be high, stoop low; if you want to go up, go down; but go as low as e’er you will, the Highest has been lower still.

    William Carey, missionary to India, was one of the humblest men that ever ministered to the welfare of the world, and one of the greatest too. He was never ashamed of the position he once occupied, for in it he had conscientiously ministered to his fellow-men. On one occasion, when at the table of the Governor-General of India, he overheard an officer asking another in a voice loud enough for all the guests to hear, whether Carey had not once been a shoemaker. ‘No, sir!’ said William Carey who had translated the Bible into several Indian languages, ‘only a cobbler.’

J. Hudson Taylor, founder of the China Inland Mission, was to address a crowded meeting in Melbourne, Australia. The chairman, introducing him, referred to him as our ‘illustrious guest’. Quietly Mr Taylor stood for a moment, the light of God on his face, and in a way that won all hearts said, ‘Dear friends, I am only the little servant of an illustrious Master.’

On one occasion Hudson Taylor was traveling with a young missionary not so used to roughing it as Dr Taylor, his companion, now grey-headed in the service of the Lord Jesus, The first night the young man put his boots outside his bedroom door, forgetting that he was no longer at home where a servant would clean and polish them. Next morning, however, he found them cleaned and polished. Hudson Taylor had got up early before his young companion was awake, and brushed his boots.

( Phil.2.5)

493  Humility—Clothed with.  Moses, Gideon and David were great men, each with no knowledge of the fact that he was great. Peter wrote in his first letter: ‘Be clothed with humility: humble yourselves…that ye may be exalted in due season, casting all your care upon Him for He careth for you.’ It is impossible with a proud spirit to cast our burden on the Lord.

   During William Carey’s last illness in 1834 he was visited by the Scottish missionary, Dr Alexander Duff, who, in prayer with him, referred to him as ‘Dr Carey’. As Mr Duff was leaving, the aged missionary said, ‘Mr Duff, you have been speaking of Dr Carey. When I am gone, say nothing of Dr Carey; speak about Dr Carey’s Saviour.’

( 1 Pet.5.5-7)

494  Humility of Christ.

Lord, I must not, cannot rest

Till I Thy mind obtain,

Chase presumption from my breast

And all Thy meekness gain.

Give me, Lord, Thy gentle heart,

Thy lowly mind my portion be.

Meek Redeemer, now impart

Thine own humility!

Let Thy cross my will control;

Conform me to my Guide!

In the manger lay my soul

And crucify my pride.

Give me, Lord, a contrite heart,

A heart that always looks to Thee!

Meek Redeemer, now impart

Thine own humility!

                    Augustus Toplady

( Phil.2.5)

495  Hurricane Warning.  Some years ago a man who lived on Long Island, U.S.A., bought himself a very fine barometer. When it arrived at his home he was extremely disappointed to find that the indicating needly appeared to be stuck, pointing to the sector marked ‘HURRICANE’. After shaking the barometer vigorously several times, its new owner sat down and wrote a scorching letter to the store from which he had bought the barometer, and posted it the following morning form his office in New York. That evening he returned to Long Island to find not only the barometer missing, but his house also. The barometer’s needle had been right after all: there was a hurricane.

    How many are there who disregard the warnings of the Bible, not realizing that those warnings mean what they say and are given to lead us to escape from the wrath to come and to find a refuge in Jesus Christ, the only Saviour.

( Heb.3.12)

496  Hurry and Bustle.  ‘Slow down and stay alive!’ says the sign on the highway. The admonition is much needed in this day of frantic rushing about. Lives by the thousand are lost for lack of taking it seriously. Year by year the carnage increases while speeds are stepped up still further. But speed is not confined to the highways. In every department of our life the pace is being accelerated. So many things clamour for our attention! And we feel that we must somehow keep in touch with all that goes on, and participate actively in as much of it as is humanly possible. We busy ourselves doing four or five things at once, or at least desperately trying to. If nerves protest, as they surely will, we soothe (?) them with more noise and still more bustle. We badly need to escape from the mad scramble, but then we might ‘miss something’! Or we might be looked upon as eccentric, and dare we risk that?

    ‘There is too much hurry and bustle…to allow the calm working of the Spirit on the heart.’ So, wrote Robert Murray McCheyne, not yesterday but before 1840. If he felt it then, what would he say if he could witness the scene today? The mortality on our highways would surely shock him. But much more staggering to his sensitive soul would be the defeat being suffered by so many Christians for the simple reason that they will not learn to ‘let the world go by’.

                                                F. W. Schwartz 

497  Husband’s Lament—A.

I never knew how much she was to me;

I never knew how patient she could be;

I never realized until she went away

How much a woman helps a man each day.

And Oh! I never knew how thoughtless I 

Had been at times, until I saw her die.

I never knew the crosses that she bore

With smiling patience, or the griefs that tore

Upon her heart-strings as she toiled away;

I only saw her smiles and thought her gay.

I took for granted joys that were not so;

I might have helped her then but didn’t know.

I thought she worried needlessly, and yet

I see her life was bounded by regret;

I might have done much more for her had I 

But known her sorrows, or had thought to try;

But now that I’m alone, at last I see

How much of pain her smiling hid from me.

I never knew how much I leaned upon

That little woman till I found her gone,

How much her patience, gentleness and cheers

Had meant to me through all those early years,

How many little things she used to do

To smooth my path. Alas, I never knew!

                            Edgar A. Guest

Some day many of us will wake up and wish we had ‘spread a little honey’ to our loved ones—‘a little balm and a little honey.’

( Gen.43.11)

498  Hymn-Writer Isaac Watts.  Isaac Watts who has been called the ‘father of English hymnody’, was a versifier from a very early age. One morning, while at family prayers, his laughter interrupted his father’s prayer and brought down the godly minister’s wrath on his frivolous son. When he was asked to explain why he had laughed, he replied:

‘There was a rat for want of stairs

Climbed up the rope to say its prayers.’

When his father was about to chastise him, he cried,

      ‘Oh father, do some pity take

       And I shall no more verses make.’

    In those days only the Psalms were sung in public worship, and at the age of fifteen young Isaac said to his father, ‘The singing of God’s praise is the part of worship nighest to heaven, and its performance among us is the worst on earth.’ His father replied, ‘Young man, give us something better.’ He did so in over 600 hymns. One of the finest and best known has as its theme ‘The Cross of Christ’ and commences—‘When I survey the wondrous cross on which the Prince of glory died.’

( Eph.5.19)

499  Hypocrite’s Hope—The.  Some time ago there came to Los Angeles a so-called human fly. He announced that on a given day he would climb up the face of one of the large department store buildings. Long before the time thousands of eager spectators gathered. Slowly and carefully he mounted aloft. Up and up he went against great difficulties. At last he was nearing the top. He was seen to be looking for something to support his weight and to carry him further. Soon he seemed to spy what looked to the spectators like a piece of grey stone protruding form the smooth wall. He reached for it but it was beyond his reach. He ventured all on a cat-like spring, grasped the grey-like object, fell to the ground and was dashed to pieces. In his dead hand was clutched a spider’s web.

                                           Dr H. A. Ironside

The hypocrite’s hope shall perish…whose trust shall be a spider’s web.

( Job 8.13,14)

500  Hypocrite’s Marks—The.  The late R.T. Archibald, for many years a S. U. evangelist in India, used to narrate the following fable which made a very great impression on our High School students in Narsapur. The allegory has since been recounted by an Indian Christian, R. R. Rajamani, in his book Monsoon Daybreak as follows:

This crow was lazy and instead of foraging for himself he planned to benefit from the food put out for some tame pigeons. So he rolled in a heap of ashes to disguise himself. This done, he joined them, decked in his pale grey plumage; but in his eagerness to reach the food he quickly forgot to walk like a pigeon, and hopped along. The housewife recognized him as a fraud and drove him away, So he went off and practiced diligently, and by next day he had mastered the pigeon’s gait and walked bravely around with them. But this time temptation was his undoing: he became diverted by a piece of rotting meat, and so revealed to them his appalling taste in food. Now it was the pigeons’ turn to chase him off. At length by the third morning he had perfected his disguise and was quite at ease feeding among the pigeons: but not, alas, for long. By chance an old friend flying overhead, recognized and greeted him. ‘Caw! Caw!’ the ‘pigeon’ replied vigorously, and again the secret was out.

Three times, and by three things—his walk, his taste and his talk—his true nature was revealed: it could not be changed.

The word for ‘hypocrite’ in the New Testament means a play-actor, one who acts a part to deceive others.

                                             A. N.

501  Hypocritical Conduct and  Confessions. Great swarms of beggars make their way to all the big Hindu Festivals held in the sacred places in India. Here is a man with one leg tied up skillfully by interested friends or relatives, moaning that he has only one leg. Here are others with their faces and hands covered with ugly coloured stuff to simulate loathsome ulcers. Others again have their eyes treated in order to counterfeit blindness in a more impressive way so that the pious pilgrims passing to bathe in the sacred rivers or worship in the temples of their gods may commiserate them and bestow upon them pity and alms. In one of his sermons John Berridge, using a similar illustration, says, ‘Why, this is just your case, sir, when you go to the church a-praying, which is begging, you tie your righteous heart up, and then make woeful outcry for mercy on us miserable sinners!’ Such hypocrites will be found out and due retribution meted out. Some of the severest woes pronounced by our Lord were against hypocrites.

                                                        A. N. 

( Matt.23.13-33)

502  Idle—The Violinist.  In January, 1962 a newspaper in Pembroke, Wales, reported:

    One hundred and sixteen violins, four of them ‘Strads’ worth thousands of pounds, were today discovered in a deserted house owned by a hermit who was buried five months ago, without a single mourner. Neighbours said they often heard the oddly-dressed recluse, Mr. Herman Idle, playing a violin but never believed him when he told them he had a valuable collection. Although devoted to the violins, the recluse had deprived the world of their music. Many Christians, like Mr. Idle, treasure their salvation, the gift of God, but keep it to themselves.

( Rom.12.11)

503  Idols Destroyed.  In the year A. D. 627 Edwin, the Saxon king of Northumbria, was in council with his nobles discussing a subject of great importance, fraught with immense consequences for our land.

    At that time our Saxon forefathers were mostly idolators. A Christian missionary had come to Northern England and told the king and his men of the true God and of His Son who died for us that we might have a hope beyond the grave, the hope of life eternal. Even the heathen priest had been impressed and spoke in favour of the gospel. Then one of the nobles said that during supper he had seen a swallow enter the hall in which a fire was burning. The swallow enjoyed the warmth for a few moments, then flew out into the raging storm and the cold outside. ‘Such,’ said the noble, ‘is the life of man. But if this new doctrine can really teach us anything more certain, it deserves to be followed.’ Others agreed.

    The pagan priest wanted to hear more, and at the king’s bidding the evangelist was called in to preach to them. The priest and the king embraced and truth and were converted, and many of their followers followed suit.

    ‘Who will be the first to profane the idol temple?’ said the king. ‘I will,’ said the priest. ‘I who worshipped those idols in folly shall give an example to others in destroying them, by the wisdom given me by the true God.’ The idolatrous shrine was burned to the ground, and Bede, the Saxon historian, who records this story, says the place where this happened was still shown in his time, not far from the city of York.

( 1 Thess.1.9,10)

504  If.  (with apologies to Rudyard Kipling)

If you can keep the ‘faith’ when those about you

Are losing it and seeking something new;

If you can stand the firmer though they flout you

As being simple and old-fashioned too;

If you can put your hand in Christ’s and, feeling

The marks of Calvary’s scars upon your palm,

Can gladly say ‘Amen’ to all His dealing

Or change the sigh into a joyous psalm;

If you can laugh when human hopes are banished,

When castles fall and cherished prospects die,

And just keep on though earthly props have vanished,

Content to see the pattern by and by;

If you can meet abuse without complaining

And greet your unkind critic with a smile;

If, conscious that your human love is waning,

You claim a Calvary love that knows no guile;

If you can bear the unjust imputation

Without a murmur of revengeful thought,

And even forfeit rights and reputation

Because HIS glory is the one thing sought;

If you can give an honest commendation

To him whose work looms larger than your own,

Or scorn to speak the word of condemnation

To him who falls or reaps what he has sown;

If you can claim the victory, not by trying,

But resting in His triumph every hour;

If you can be content with his provision

Though others seem to prosper and succeed,

Nor let repining mar the heavenly vision

And simply trust in God for every need;

If you can let the mind of Christ possess you,

To think on ‘things of good report’, and true,

And ever let the love of Christ obsess you,

Constraining everything you say and do;

If you can find in Him your highest treasure,

Let Him hold sway o’er heart and soul and limb,

Then LIFE is your, and blessing without measure,

And—what is more—YOU’ LL LIVE AND REIGN WITH HIM.

                                        Reginald Wallis

( Phil.4.15)

505  If for Thy Glory.

If for Thy glory, Lord, this life of mine

Could in some measure help Thy work divine,

If in some humble task my heart could ache,

My very self could suffer for Thy sake,

For Thee, dear Lord, they would be used,

They would be bruised.

If these two feet could walk some rugged hill

Of sacrifice for Thy most holy will,

If these two hands could minister for Thee

In loving toil where’er Thou’dst have me be,

Use them, O Lord, they are Thine own,

For Thee alone.

If any intellect or gift Thou hast bestowed

Could in Thy service help to bear the load,

If Thou dost need the treasures of my heart

In Thy great plan to play a little part,

Take them, dear Lord, they are for Thee

Wholeheartedly.

                      P. Dunning

506  Ifs.  How much depends on that little word ‘If’! Philip of Macedon sent a threatening message to the Lacedaemonians, ‘If I enter Laconia, I will level Lacedaemon to the ground.’ Their answer is well worth remembering. It was to send back the little word ‘IF’. That tiny word told the proud ruler that their brave men would be able to resist his invasion. There are two grand ‘IFS’ in the letters of Paul the apostle, which are not conditional, but assuring: ‘If God be for us, who is against us?’ Romans 8.31. The meaning is—‘Since God is for us.’ ‘If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things which are above.’ Again this meaning is ‘Since’—Because God is for us, no enemy that opposes us can prosper; and because we are risen with Christ, our mind is to be occupied with heavenly things.

507  Image of His Son.

A block of hardest marble stood

Before the sculptor; where he would

He smote with hand well skilled,

And thus with blow fulfilled

The image of his mind.

At first with chisel coarse and stroke

Unspared, the corners off he broke,

And soon the form appeared;

But then with finer tools he wrought,

And finer yet, until he brought

The perfect image forth

So with unerring skillfulness,

With cunning hand and sure,

’Tis as the marble growth less,

The likeness growth more.

So God divinely works with those

He in eternal ages chose

To show His works of grace,

And thus with blow on blow to trace

The image of His Son.

Though sharp the blows, yet skilled the hand:

If we but feebly understand

The reason of each stroke,

How blest to know that He who holds

The tools—before His eye beholds

His own beloved One!

The cares and troubles day by day,

The sorrows that o’er shade the way,

Together work for good.

For nothing e’er by chance befalls

The one whom God in purpose calls,

In whom His love is found.

And when we have the glory gain’d,

And Christ’s full image have attain’d,

We’ll praise His wondrous skill,

And bless the hand that dealt each blow

Upon the marble here below

In working out His will.

                      A. J. H. Brown

( Rom.8.29)

508  Image Projected  The Brand image is a factor of great importance in the field of modern advertising. It is the composite of the many characteristics that goes to identify a product or service. The operation is largely by implication, and a whole aura of subjective meanings concerning persons or things is registered on the subconscious mind, ready to flash on the inner eye through the stimulation of any of the senses. The Brand image seeks to convey through imaginative symbols and forms an overall impression of which there is a constant build up. For instance, the symbol of a bird gliding in the sky intuitively reminds us of air travel. Every individual, society and nation has its own peculiar brand image. Each nation wants to project the best possible image of herself to the world outside, and this explains the existence of Information Wings attached to most Foreign Missions.

    We as Christians have an image for projection to the world. That Image is the Christ of God. 1 Peter 2.9 tells what we are through God’s wondrous grace. Christ is as great and glorious on earth as His people make Him.

509  Imitation or Real?  A professor, demonstrating to his friends among whom were many magnificently dressed ladies wearing rare and costly jewellery, the wonders of the Rontgen or X-ray, said, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, the effect of these rays upon diamonds is really marvelous!’ Lowering the lights in the room, he turned the X-rays on the sparkling gems worn by the ladies. Immediately the real diamonds sparkled in all their brilliancy, but the beautiful paste diamonds—only imitations—had lost all their luster. The X-rays discovered which were real and which were imitation, much to the annoyance of some of the ladies.

( John 3.20,21)

510  Incarnation.

From His unmeasured, yearless state He came,

Of the eternal God the timeless Son,

Choosing a moment to be part of time,

To have beginning, who had ne’er begun.

An hour of birth was His; an infant hour

When to the beating pulse was added breath,

Sight, hearing, touch and every human sense,

The joy of living and the fear of death.

Now the Infinite binds Himself in days,

The hours of mortal life His heart beats out.

He knows the irretrievable past of man,

The fleeting present and the future doubt.

I AM can say, ‘I was’ and ‘I will be’,

Confined within the scope of day and night,

Setting aside an hour to pray, to teach,

Knowing a moment’s sorrow or delight.

How great the purpose was that made Him man

And brought Him to restriction and restraint!

How unrestricted, unrestrained the love

That had no time for hesitant complaint!

Our Saviour came in wondrous willingness,

Binding Himself in time to set us free,

Slowly enduring hours that brought Him death

That We with Him might live eternally.

Time is the measure of our shadowy days,

But yet within that measure must we choose.

Within the little limits of our span,

A deathless life is ours to take or lose.

                          J. A. Nye

( Matt.1.23)

511  Incarnation and the Cross.

God gave His only Son to know

The darkness of a virgin’s womb,

The sweetness of a virgin’s love,

The sorrow of her tears which bathed

The Baby face, as she foreviewed

The sword-thrust that would pierce her heart,

When cruel men would wreak their hate

On Innocence—her Son—and God’s.

Her agony our hearts can feel;

But what of His—the Father’s heart?

Such agony the perfect gauge

Of God’s great love for humankind,

The burning and eternal proof

Redemption was not cheaply bought,

Nor could be bought but at the price

Of Incarnation and the Cross;

The end to justify the means.

The bringing sons to glory can

Alone appease and justify

Unprecedented agony,

That found its first expression in

The manger, and its last—the Cross.

Oh glorious manger, halo crowned,

The cradle of incarnate God!

Oh Cross of Christ, my glorying

By which the world to me is dead,

And I in Christ am crucified:

God’s justice in it satisfied,

God’s love eternally expressed.

                            F. C. D.

( Luke 2.35)

512  Incarnation—Assurance from the.  
Like other truths, the Word made flesh can speak both to comfort and strengthen, and also to warn of the danger of disregarding what is true and just. Mary E. Coleridge has written:

I saw a stable, low and very bare,

A little child in a manger.

The oxen knew Him, and Him in their care.

To men He was a stranger.

The safety of the world was lying there,

And the world’s danger.

Because the Word is truth, it throws into sharp relief the hypocrisies and prejudices with which men so often buttress their lives. At first sight it may seem that to stress the darker side of man’s nature spoils the simple joy of Christmas; but what man is without God must be set alongside of what man can be with God. Man needs an assurance that life has a meaning and purpose, and that the things of the Spirit are true and lasting. That is the assurance given us in the Word made flesh.

513  Incarnation—Miracle of the.

O the miracle of redeeming Love,

God’s blessed Son, wrapped in our mortal clay:

Down laid His sceptre in the courts above,

Forsook the realms of heaven’s perpetual day,

Bend low: a lower stoop He needs must take;

Peer where the guttering flame sheds light so mild;

Witness in quiet wonder—for man’s sake—

God and His creature framed within a child.

From earth’s far distant climes, behold them come—

The seeking magi hastening to His birth,

Laden with costly presents, yet with some

Strangely symbolic meaning of His worth.

The shepherd’s ceaseless watch upon bleak hills,

Clustered around the wood fire’s leaping flame,

When light and voice celestial the sky fills,

Heav’n’s sign and psalm, to magnify His name.

For down the avenue of yester-year

To Bethlehem thy willing journey ply;

Now wing thy thoughts: faith’s chariot draws near

To bear its precious burden up on high.

            Edward Freestone in The Witness

( Matt.2.1; Luke 2.13-15)

514  Incarnation of Christ.  
How painfully and wearily 1000 years of the world’s history rolled on, and no Christ: 2000 years and no Christ: 3000 years and no Christ: 4000 years and no Christ. ‘Give us a Christ,’ had cried Assyrian and Persian and Chaldean and Egyptian civilizations, but the lips of the earth and the lips of the sky made no answer. Then Christ came, Son of Mary, Son of God, Child of a day, Monarch of eternity. Omnipotence was sheathed in that Babe’s arm; omniscience resided in the optic nerve of that Child’s eye.

                                                    Dr Talmage

( Gal.4.4,5)

515  Incarnation of Heaven’s King.

My Lord, how strange, Thou cam’st to earth

In infant form, through human birth.

And though Thou couldst have chosen other,

Yet didst Thou, in wisdom choose

A Hebrew maid, as mother.

My Lord, how strange that Thou shouldst scorn

All hint of splendour when wert born

Thou, Who with splendour decked this sphere,

Elected for Thyself no cour

Whilst on Thy sojourn here.

My Lord, how strange Thou hadst no home,

Nor for Thy head soft, pillowed foam;

No resting place was ever found

For Thee whose hands had shaped this world:

No bed, but stony ground!

My Lord, how strange Thou wert so poor

To live behind a stable door:

Thou who placed gold in the hills

And precious stones, to make us rich:

No wealth Thy pocket fills.

And yet, my Lord, what other king

Can cause the heavenly choirs to sing?

Or cause a star, with blinding light

To broadcast news in distant lands

And sleeping shepherds fright?

What other king could heretofore

Fulfil the prophecies of yore?

What king can lay claim as Son of God

Or talk about His heavenly home

As earthly paths He trod?

What other king could wield such power

Within a stable’s makeshift bower?

Behold three wise men on their knees:

Their gifts true recognition of

A greater King than these.

Nor did those shepherds think it odd

That here was born the Son of God

In poverty; and midst the oxen smell

They saw within that infant form

The holy Godhead dwell.

Do I then see an infant stranger

Lying in a humble manger?

Can I not see, as those of old

That with this wondrous birth took place

The greatest story told?

Those kings were rich, the shepherds poor

Yet both knelt down on stable floor;

This new-born King had power to reach

And draw all men and listen to

The lessons He would teach.

Those lessons teach to me, I pray,

And guide my steps, Lord, day by day.

With kings and shepherds now I stand

To give my heart—a gift to Thee—

And touch Thy blessed hand.

Those hands outstretched through all the years

To take my hands and dry my tears!

Oh, Saviour Christ, I yield Thee all

And seek Thy Christmas blessing now

Whilst kneeling at Thy stall!

                    Elizabeth M. Bell

516  India.  Verses of a lady missionary in India

We live in a land where such delights

As prickly heat and blistering nights

And smallpox, and mosquito bites

Are free to all;

Where drinking water must be boiled

That dread diseases may be foiled;

Where ox-cart wheels are never oiled

But squeak and squall;

Where white ants eat your books in holes

And red ants tackle sugar bowls,

And black ants harrow up your souls

And look for more;

Where brown ants, biting like a vice,

And big ants, little, middle-size,

Have held the land since Adam’s rise,

Maybe before;

Where mildew sits upon your shoes

And rust your precious cycle chews,

And from your pores the sweat drops ooze

Through half the year;

Where spots come in your China silk

And water mingles with the milk,

And centipedes and all their ilk

Drop in to cheer;

Where serpents add their charm to spring,

Where jackals make the welkin ring

And insects myriad-minded sting

And leave their mark;

While jackals rest, the dogs take on

And whoop it up from morn till dawn,

When crows their horrid cacophone

Keep up till dark;

Where spiders spread expansive legs

And hens lay microscopic eggs,

And rain, by bucketfuls and kegs,

Falls from the sky;

Creating on the earth morass

So thick and deep that none may pass

Until the shifty gummy mass

At last can dry.

Goats scale your compound wall’s defence

And squirm beneath your barbed wire fence,

And munch your hedge, however dense,

And ruin all

The precious plants you strove to save

From cochineal and clownish knave,

And other pests that, wave on wave,

Would work their fall.

Where dust lies on your table tops

In drifts, howe’er one dusts and mops,

And fish moths are perennial crops

Always on hand.

Nor have I yet begun to tell

The sweet delights of those who dwell

Within the lotus-charmed spell

Of this fair land.

517  Indifference to Others’ Needs.

       What if your own were starving,

       Fainting with famine pain,

       And you should know

       Rich fruits and ripened grain;

       Would you hear the wail

       As a thrice told tale

       And turn to your feast again?

       What if your own were thirsting 

       And never a drop could gain,

       And you could tell

       Where a sparkling well

       Poured forth melodious rain,

       Would you turn aside

       While they gasped and died,

       And leave them to their pain?

       What if your own were darkened

       Without a cheering ray,

       And you alone

       Could show where shone

       The pure, sweet light of day;

       Would you leave them there

       In their dark despair,

       And sing on your sunlit way?

                            Indian Christian 

( 1 Cor.9.22)

518  Indolence.  There once lived in Ghent a beggar who was accustomed to collect alms upon the pretence that he had a secret disease lying in his bones and weakening his whole body, and that he dare not for shame mention the name of it. This appeal was exceedingly successful until a person in authority, more curious than the rest, insisted upon following him and examining him at home. At last the beggar confessed—‘That which pains me you see not; but I have a shameful disease in my bones, so that I cannot work; some call it sloth, and others term it idleness.’ Alas! that so many in our churches should be so far gone with this same sickness.

                                         C. H. Spurgeon

( Prov.6.9-11)

519  Infidel and Editor.  An infidel farmer in Illinois wrote to the editor of a newspaper as follows: ‘I have a field of corn which I ploughed on Sunday; I planted it also on Sunday; I did all the cultivating it received on Sunday; I gathered the crop on Sunday; and on Sunday I hauled it into the barn: and I find I have more corn than has been gathered by my neighbours during this October.’

The editor of the newspaper was not a professor of religion, and the farmer evidently counted on obtaining his sympathy. He did not get it, however, for the editor simply added these words at the bottom:

‘God does not always settle His accounts in October:’

520  Infidel Notions Banished.  Some years ago the well-known infidel lecturer, Charles Bradlaugh, after an address to pitmen and others in a colliery district, invited discussion should any of his audience have anything to say about the arguments he had brought forward and the inferences he had drawn. He waited some time, probably congratulating himself that he had carried his hearers to his own conclusions, when one of the colliers, rising to his feet, quietly addressed the lecturer as follows:

    ‘Mr Bradlaugh, a while ago there was a man working in the pit along wi’ me, and he was a very bad man, as all of us knew. After a while he became converted and was a very good man. But he got along wi’a set of you infidel chaps, and they did him a lot of harm, they did, Mr Bradlaugh; and he went on very bad again something like what he had been before, when one day a great big coal fell on the top of his head, and what did it do but knock him right down on his knees in the pit, Mr Bradlaugh, and he began crying to the Lord with all the strength he’d got to have mercy on him. Well, we got him out very quickly and that great big coal did his head a power of good, for it just knocked out of him those infidel notions of yours for good and all. And I think how a great big coal like that might do you a lot of good, too, Mr Bradlaugh.’

                                               W. Rickard

521  Infidelity Tested.  A professed infidel on board a ship was troubling all around him with his peculiar belief, broaching the subject whenever he could get anyone to listen to him. But a terrible storm arose, and it seemed as if all must be drowned. No one was as greatly frightened as the infidel. In his extremity he sought out a Christian on board. ‘Oh, Dr Witherspoon,’ he said, ‘we’re all going; we have only a short time to stay.’ The doctor turned solemnly to him and replied: ‘No doubt we are going, but you and I don’t go the same way.’ There is nothing like the brink of eternity for testing a man’s infidelity.

( Job.8.13)

522  Influence of Preachers.  Three centuries have not dimmed the bright light light Samuel Rutherford held aloft for Christ in Scotland. The Person of Christ became everything to him. Multitudes of lives were influenced by this Christ-impassioned man. An English minister who visited Scotland and heard several outstanding preachers reported: ‘I came to Irvine and heard a well-favoured proper old man with a long beard ( David Dickson) who showed me all my heart. Then I went to St Andrews where I heard a sweet majestic-looking man ( R. Blair) and he showed me the majesty of God. After him I heard a little fair man ( Samuel Rutherford) and he showed me the Loveliness of Christ.’

( Song of Solomon 5.15)

523  Inheritance in Christ.  Ingratitude.  Years ago there was a shipwreck in Lake Michigan. A powerful swimmer who was then a student at Northwestern University rescued twenty-three persons before he finally collapsed. Some years after in Los Angeles, Dr R. A. Torrey told the story about this young man’s concern and his heroic deed. To his astonishment he found out that the young man, now an old man, was in the audience. In talking with the rescuer he asked him what was the most significant thing about the rescue, the thing that stood out most in his memory after all the intervening years. The rescuer dropped his eyes and in a low voice said, ‘Not one said, Thanks!’

( Luke 17.15-18)

524  Ingratitude.  E. P. Hammond once visited a man in Detroit, Michigan, who had a large scar on his face. During his visit he noticed that this gentleman was constantly looking out of the window, and one day, when he visited him, he got him to explain why he did so. The man said, ‘Nine years ago, standing at my window, I saw one day a carriage run past with a little girl in it. Seeing her great danger, I ran out, stopped the carriage and succeeded in saving her from what would have been certain death; but I was carried into the house seriously injured, and the doctors told me I should never recover my health, as the injury was extremely severe. When I first regained consciousness after the accident, I asked, “Is the little girl safe?” “Yes!” they said, “she is safe and unhurt.” “ And she has never come to thank me for saving her life?” “No!” they replied, “Nor her father, nor any of her relatives?” I asked. “No! neither the girl nor her parents, nor any of her people have ever looked near to thank you or to enquire how you are.” For these nine years I have waited for some expression of thanks, but I have been disappointed. I did not want payment for what I did, only gratitude.’ Then, with tears streaming from his eyes, he said, ‘Oh, if she had just come to thank me!’

525  Ingratitude for Salvaion.  A fisherman told Mark Guy Pearce that once when he was lying aboard his boat in Plymouth Sound, he heard a splash in the water. He knew there was another fishing boat not far off, and the man on board was a drinking man. Finding the man in the water and praying to God for help, he managed to pull him out and worked over him for more than an hour. Then he made him as comfortable as possible and left. Next morning he pulled over to see how the man was, and found him leaning over the side of his craft. ‘How are you this morning?’ he asked; and the man replied gruffly, ‘What’s that to you?’ ‘Why!’ said his rescuer, ‘I can’t help taking an interest in you. I saved your life last night.’ With a curse the rescued man yelled, ‘Get out of here, liar.’ The fisherman at this point said to Pearce, ‘My heart was like a thing broke. I looked up to heaven and said, “My blessed Lord Jesus, I am sorry for Thee. That is how the world is always treating Thee.’

( Isa.53.3)

526  Inheritance in Christ.  A man took one of his friends to the top of his house to show him the extent of his possessions. Waving his hands about, he said, ‘There, that is my estate.’ Then, pointing to a great distance on one side, he continued, ‘Do you see that house? That belongs to me.’ Then his friend said to him, ‘Do you see that village over yonder?’ ‘Yes!’ ‘Well, there lives a poor woman in that village who can claim that she has a bigger estate than this.’ ‘How’s that? What can she claim?’ ‘Why, she can say, “ Christ is mine.”’ The wealthy gentleman looked confounded but said not another word.

( 1 Cor.3.22,23)

527  Inquiry Room Surprise.  Dr G. Campbell Morgan told of a unique meeting in the inquiry room after a Gospel service. Into the inquiry room came a gaunt old man, hoary in the service of sin and Satan, but realizing his need of Christ. Dr Campbell Morgan knelt down at his side and spoke to him of the blood of Christ that cleanses from all sin. Just as he was speaking, someone touched him on the shoulder and said, ‘Won’t you speak to this man?’ Turning toward the person indicated he saw the Mayor of the city kneeling by his side. The Mayor was about the same age as the other man, but had all the marks of culture and refinement; and he had all the marks of culture and refinement; and he had sentenced the other man to hard labour. That sentence had just expired. They were side by side, and Dr Campbell Morgan had to turn from one to talk to the other. The light dawned in the hearts of both as each realized that his need was met by the blood of Christ.

    The Mayor rose and went to the other man, and said, ‘Well, we didn’t meet here the last time.’ Then the old fellow looked up and said, ‘No! and we shall never meet again as we did the last time, praise God.’

( 2 Cor.5.17)

528  Instrument of Ten Strings.  At a prayer meeting one of those present addressed the Lord as follows: ‘Lord, we praise Thee. We will praise Thee with an instrument of ten strings.’ As he continued his prayer, the people present learnt what he meant by ‘an instrument of ten strings’. ‘We will praise Thee with our eyes as we look only to Thee, with our ears as we listen to Thy voice, with our hands as we employ them in Thy service, and with our feet by walking in the way of Thy statutes. We will praise Thee with our tongue, bearing testimony to Thy loving-kindness, and our heart will send up its note of praise in love for Thee, our loving God. We thank Thee, Lord, for this instrument. Lord, keep it in tune and ring out on it the melodies of Thy grace; keep it in perfect harmony, and may its music tell the world of Thy Glory.’

( Ps.33.2; 92.1-3; 144.9)

529  Intercession.  The late C. E. Stokes, for many years a missionary in Africa, used to tell years had been paralysed from the waist down and suffering intense pain. She was very poor and had no near relatives. Expecting to see a face that was drawn in sorrow and bitterness, he was surprised to see one radiant with joy. Soon he discovered the reason. On the little table beside her bed was an open book, and a note-book which had been ruled into four columns. The first column contained the names of the persons for whom she was praying, the second column their special needs, and the third column the date she began to pray for each. In the fourth column she entered the date when she believed God answered her prayers. In the eyes of the world she was a useless burden. In the eyes of God she was a greatly used servant of her Lord Jesus Christ. Though unable to understand her affliction, she had accepted it as coming from the hands of a loving Father in heaven, and God was using her in a wonderful way in the service of intercession.

( Ps.119.50)

530  Intercession of Judah.  Judah’s intercessory utterance in Genesis, Chapter 44, is one of the great orations of Scripture. Sir Walter Scott said it was the most complete pattern of genuine, natural eloquence extant in any language. Sir Walter continues, ‘When we read this generous speech, we forgive Judah all the past and cannot refrain saying, “Thou art he whom thy brethren shall praise.”’

Judah the intercessor raised his voice with telling effect in 
Egypt. Simeon was released, Benjamin wad delivered, and aged Jacob was preserved. He whole family was set on the way to promised greatness. Therefore Moses prays, ‘Hear, O Lord, the voice of Judah’. Human ears had heard it with amazing results. Then let the Lord hear it, for the divine ear would surely hear and heed its call, and yield heaven’s treasures to its pleadings.

                                                 A. Soutter

( Gen. 44.33; Deut.33.7)

531  Interest—Lost.  Mr Bingham used to tell of a young couple who left Toronto years ago to go out to Nigeria as missionaries. They had splendid success in learning the language. They had tremendous joy as they reported that a church had been established soon after they began to preach. But, after a few years, a child that had been born to them died. Then the woman became sic and another baby died. Finally the wife herself died. The man came home broken and unannounced. He came into Toronto late in the afternoon, had supper, and went to his home church. He came into the prayer meeting and sat there though the entire service. The pastor said, ‘Is there anything else before we dismiss?’ Just about the time he was about to pronounce the benediction the missionary began to sob convulsively: he could not control himself. Somebody reached over and said, ‘Friend, what’s the matter?’ And as he caught a glimpse of the missionary’s face, he said, ‘Why, it’s our missionary! Our missionary has come back! Don’t you have something to say to us?’

    When he could control himself, the missionary said, ‘I wasn’t going to say anything, but I am now. The last time I saw you, you stood at the railway station: and you ran down the platform as the train started, waving and shouting, “We’ll pray for you until the Lord comes.”’ The missionary continued, ‘I wondered why we learned the language so well. It’s because you prayed for us. I wondered why the Lord blessed in the church so much, but I know it’s because you prayed. Then, after two and a half years, you lost interest in praying. I searched my heart, thinking that it was sin in my life. I’ve nearly driven myself crazy trying to find out where I’ve sinned against God to bring this judgement on me. But now,’ he said, ‘I know. I’ve sat through this entire prayer service, and you’ve not once mentioned the name of your missionary.’

( 1 Sam.12.23)

532  Interest—With Compound.  The farmer sat humped over the book on the table, his face matching the weather outside where the heavy grey clouds were dropping rain faster every moment. In the book were his accounts, and when he had done arithmetic and checked it with more arithmetic, he knew he was not mistaken.

His farm was doing badly. But what could you expect, with weather like this? It was all very well having a harvest thanksgiving service last Sunday, but the Almighty governed the weather, and just look at it!

Then the farmer found himself thinking about the reading from the Bible at that service. ‘All the tithe of the land, whether of the seed of the land, or of the fruit of the tree, is the Lord’s: it is holy unto the Lord’ (Lev.27.30) He’d never thought that. He couldn’t really grumble about the Lord sending bad weather if he didn’t do his share.

The farmer stood up and banging the table with his fist, said aloud: I’ll do it, that I will. I’ll give Thee a tenth, Lord, of every harvest of corn for ten years.’

It was a small patch of only a few square yards in his garden where the farmer sowed his small bag of corn. He cut the harvest by hand one morning; ground some by hand and made some bread. One loaf of bread went to the pastor of the local church. The remainder of the corn went into half a small field behind his house. In the fall he cut the second harvest by hand in a day, and gave a tenth to the harvest thanksgiving service. With the remainder he sowed a complete large field. He harvested it with a tractor and cutter; sold a tenth and gave the money to the Lord. With the remainder he was able to sow three large fields.

For the fourth harvest he employed a helper; the fifth year he needed two; the following summer he had six men with three machines—and no more land. His sowing had reached the boundaries of his farm. But after a tenth of his money had gone to the Lord’s work, he had plenty with which to purchase more land.

Seventh year…eighth year…ninth year.

‘What an odd advertisement!” said Farmer Brigg to his wife over breakfast. ‘It says here, “Farmer wishes neighbouring farmers to join him in large-scale test of Bible promise—to give over portion of farmland for sowing of corn provided by advertiser, to harvest same for own use with exception of one-tenth to go into the work of the church.” I’ll do it! Where’s my pen to write?’

‘Sounds an interesting advertisement,’ Farmer Capon was saying. ‘I’m going in on this!’

‘It’s an original idea—but all of us could do with more trust in God,’ said Farmer Driver as he slipped his reply into the letter box.

And in the tenth summer after the farmer’s promise, he and ten others were reaping corn off many acres of land with many machines and hired men. His face was serene and smiling now, though ten years older. At harvest thanksgiving the pastor read: ‘The earth is the Lord’s and the fullness thereof…’ and the farmer nodded, murmuring to himself, ‘Aye; and the Lord never lets us down. Praise the Lord!’

( 2 Cor.9.6,7)

533  Interpretation—Laws of.  David L. Cooper often repeated the time-tested rule of interpretation: ‘When the plain sense of Scripture makes common sense, seek no other; therefore takes common sense, seek no other; therefore take every word at its ordinary, usual, literal meaning unless the facts of the context indicate clearly otherwise.’

    This rule has never been controverted, and when applied, the Word of God unfolds as a consistent whole. By ignoring it we meet with confusion or resort to conjecture.

( Neh.8.8)

534  Invisible—Seeing The.

With my eyes upon the Saviour

I can walk the sea of life

With its waves and billows round me,

With its tempests, storms and strife.

Should I look upon another,

Look at self or turn my gaze

On life’s problems and temptations,

I would sink beneath the waves.

Saviour, let me walk beside Thee,

Let me feel my hand in Thine!

Let me know the joy of walking

In Thy strength and not in mine!

                        John Sidebotham

( Heb.11.27)

535  Inward Man—The.

It is not clothes that make the man

Though dandy he may be;

It’s something more important than his dress

For all the world to see

It is a radiant beauty from within

That fills a man with power,

And permeates and glows and floods the life

Each day, and every hour.

But this is something money cannot buy,

For priceless is its worth:

It only comes from God Himself on high

Who sends it down to earth.

Through Jesus Christ alone these beauties come

To captivate the heart:

No earthly dress or pomp or show of any kind

Can in this have a part.

Sincerity, simplicity and love divine,

A contrite humble soul,

Are gifts the Holy Spirit gives to those

Whom Christ makes whole.

He then transforms the life and makes it glow

With virtuous gifts, God-given,

To shine for Him while here on earth below

And take right up to heaven.

                    May Gorrie

( 1 Pet.3.3,4)

536  Israel and the Bible.  Mr David Ben Gurion in his Independence Day broadcast to the nation of Israel said, ‘The profound and growing attachment to the Bible that we are witnessing in Israel in unequalled by anything known during the Dispersion. The study of the Scriptures which, for the last two hundred years, was almost monopolized by the Gentiles, is becoming a characteristically Israeli subject, and it is no longer possible to study and understand the books of the Bible without the fruits of Bible research in Israel. And yet we are only at the beginning of our work in this field.

                                                Sunday School Times

( John 5.39)

537  Israel’s Lost Tribes.  Ezekiel prophesied during the exile period to Israel (Ch.37). Jeremiah the prophet links Judah and Israel. So does Daniel the prophet. 1800 families during the exile, made up of Levites, Nethinims and the children of Israel, went up to Jerusalem. The Dispersion consisted of ‘twelve tribes scattered abroad’ (James 1.1). Jew and Israelite became synonymous terms from about the time of the captivity. In the book of Ezra the remnant is only eight times called Jews, and forty times ‘Israel’. In the book of Nehemiah, the remnant is only eleven times called Jews, and twenty-two times ‘Israel’.

In the New Testament Anna was a Jewess living in Jerusalem, but of the tribe of Aser (Luke 2.36). At the dedication of the temple in Ezra’s day the offering were ‘according to the number of the tribes of Israel’.

At Pentecost in Jerusalem Peter addressed his audience—‘Ye men of Israel’ (Acts 2.22). In Pisidian Antioch Paul addressed his audience—‘Ye men of Israel’ (Acts 13.16,17). In his defence before Agrippa Paul recognizes the existence of the twelve tribes of Israel ( Acts 26.6,7).

                                             David Baron

Therefore we conclude that there are no lost tribes.

538  Jealousy Overcome.  In Henry Varley’s life story mention is made of a neighbouring pastor whose ministry was attracting some of Varley’s congregation who were frequently missing from his own audience. To his intense loathing the green-eyed monster set its claws on his soul, followed by a strong sense of guilt and sin. ‘Was I really showing inability to rejoice in another worker’s service?’ he thought. The grace of God then gave him the victory over the foul image of jealousy.

    Dr. F. B. Meyer used to say he found it easier to pray for Dr Campbell Morgan when the latter was in America than when he returned to England and took Westminster Chapel, not far from Christ Church ( Dr Meyer’s place) and got larger audiences than he himself had. He found this jealousy eating away the joy of his life and set out to overcome it. He prayed about it; then, calling together the elders of his church, he suggested that they should officially invite Campbell Morgan and his family to their church and give them a reception. To this they all agreed. At the reception he told his congregation of his love for Campbell Morgan, of his daily remembrance of them in prayer, and of the conflict within his heart arising form jealousy. Then he told them how he prayed often for Campbell Morgan and his ministry and for C. H. Spurgeon, and found that the more he prayed for them and their ministry, the less he needed to wrestle in prayer for himself and his ministry. The result was that God filled the Chapel and the Tabernacle so full that they overflowed, and his own congregation was bigger than ever before.

( Ezek.8.5)

539  Jehovah’s Titles.  Our problem is not to know how the Lord will make His presence real to us, only to know whohas made the promise; He is faithful to fulfil it. Thus we learn that Jehovah-jireh ( Gen.22.14) is our hope, our Provider. Jehovah-rapha (Exod.15.26) is our Healer. Jehovah-nissi ( Exod.17.15) is our hope, our Provider. Jehovah-Shalom (Judg.6.23,24) is our Haven of Rest, our peace in the midst of perplexity and impossibility. Jehovah-ra-ah (Ps.23.1) is our unfailing Helper, our Protector. Jehovah-tsidkenu (Jer. 23.5,6) is our Holiness, our Purity. Jehovah-shammah (Ezek.48.35) is our Home, our unfailing Presence made real to us by the ever-present, indwelling Holy Spirit.

                                                     G. R. Erdman

540  Jerusalem Besieged.  It was nearing Christmas day in December, 1917. The ancient city of Jerusalem was besieged by a section of the British army under the command of General Allenby. The Turks, possessors and occupiers of the city, refused to surrender. Allenby could have bombed and captured it by force, but, being a Christian general with a desire to preserve the lives of the residents and to keep Jerusalem intact, if possible, he cabled to the British Premier for instructions.

    The reply to his cable—from the King—was ‘Consult your Master!’—which meant, ‘Pray about it.’ Just then the Turks ran up the white flag and surrendered. General Allenby, bare-headed and leading his horse, entered Jerusalem at the head of his troops, almost nineteen centuries after the Lord Jesus, Jerusalem’s King entered it in triumph, seated on an ass’s colt.

( Zech.9.9)

541  Jesus Himself.

     A dusty road, a setting sun,

     Two hearts weighed down with fear,

A present grief, a future blank,

Then—Jesus Himself drew near.

A little group and close-shut doors,

(No ray of hope is here)

A voice they heard, ‘Peace unto you’,

And Jesus Himself drew near.

Just two or three, together met,

In that blest name so dear,

Agreed on earth, a thing to ask,

And Jesus Himself is near.

The blackest day, the dullest hour,

When clouds ne’er seem to clear;

Our hearts can sing, for this we know

That Jesus Himself is near.

                       Ray Guyatt

( Matt.18.20)

542  Jesus Himself.

There is an eye that sees, an ear that hears,

And close at hand is One whose presence cheers

When faded hopes have left us in despair

And disappointment meets us ev’ry where.        

Jesus Himself drew near in gracious form

And resurrection might—Hushed was the storm

That round Him raged and in its fury fell.

Had He not said that He dread death would quell?

And of Himself he spoke—Oh, mighty theme!

Longed not their hearts for Him who would redeem

Not Israel only but creation vast,

O’er which rebellious powers their spell had cast?

Perchance they saw the nail-prints in His hands!

The burning heart, enlightened, understands.

The Christ who suffered is the Christ who lives:

What solace to the aching heart He gives!

Jesus Himself amidst His own appears;

His charming word of peace dispels their fears,

And overwhelming joy fills ev’ry heart;

Yes! Blessedness immortal is their part.

To Olivet the Saviour leads His own,

From thence ascends to grace the eternal throne;

His servants true, with never-failing zest,

 Will make the souls of men their life-long quest.

The Lord Himself from heaven will return;

Till then our hearts can only for Him yearn;

And He the travail of His soul shall see,

And ‘satisfied’ our loving Lord will be!

                             A. H. Storrie

( Luke 24.15)

543  Jesus Our Lord.  A big lump of something like stone lay for a long time in a shallow limpid brook in North Carolina. People passing that way saw only an ugly lump and passed on. A poor man passing one day saw the heavy lump—a good thing to hold his door ajar—and took it home. A geologist who stopped at the poor man’s door saw a lump of gold, the biggest lump of gold ever found east of the Rockies.

    Many people looked upon Jesus. Some saw only a Galilean peasant and turned away. Some saw a prophet and stopped to listen. Some saw the Messiah and worshipped. Some saw the Lamb of God and looked to Him to save them from their sins. There are people today who see in Jesus only a perfect man, and they get nothing more from Him than the example of His life. Others see the Lamb of God, the divinely chosen sacrifice and Saviour—and, realizing that their greatest need is to be saved, they go to Him for Salvation.

                                              Sunday School Times

( Matt.16.13,15)

544  Jesus Slept: Jesus Wept.

When the storm was fiercely blowing

While the sea was wildly flowing,

Angry wind and angry billow

Only rocked the Saviour’s pillow—

JESUS SLEPT.

But when sudden grief was rending

Human hearts in sorrow bending,

When He saw the sister weeping

Where the brother’s form was sleeping,

JESUS WEPT.

( Matt.8.24; John 11.35)

545  Jesus—Sovereign Lord.  Jean Paul Richter described the Lord Jesus as the Holiest among the mighty, and the Mightiest among the holy, who has lifted with His pierced hands empires off their hinges, turned the stream of centuries out of its channel, and still governs the ages.

    Canon Rock wrote of Him:

       He is the lonely Greatness of the world

        ( His eyes are dim):

       His power it is holds up the Cross

       That holds up Him.

( Luke 1.32)

546  Jewels All Dedicated.  France Ridley Havergal wrote her famous consecration hymn ‘Take my life and let it be’ in 1874, but it was not till 1878 that the lines appeared in print—‘Take my silver and my gold; not a mite would I withhold’—she was suddenly convicted of her own failure to do just that, for she had an amazing collection of exquisite jewellery, most of which came by gift or inheritance; and among them an unusually fine jewel cabinet.

    Miss Havergal immediately packed the jewel box full ( except for half a dozen pieces which were special memorials of her parents and relatives) and sent it to her church missionary society. Then, just to be sure, she included a cheque to cover the monetary value of the jewels she had chosen to keep. ‘I don’t think I need to tell you that I have never packed a box with such pleasure,’ she exclaimed.

547  Jewry on the Move.  There are great movements in Jewry today, and they are undoubtedly an indication that the Lord is about to come. The Jew in the synagogue still recites at the morning prayer his faith in the coming of the Messiah when he says,

‘I believe with all my heart, with all faith, in the coming of the Messiah, and though He tarry yet will I wait for Him daily.’

The former Prime Minister of Israel, David Ben Gurion, made an appeal to the Jews of the world when he told them that the only country where they would be welcomed was the land of Israel. The last sovereign State existed in Judaea in the days of Zedekiah, approximately 500 B.C., Jeremiah’s predictions being literally fulfilled.

The Jews are returning to Palestine from over one hundred different countries. It is true that they are going back in unbelief, but the regathering must come first and their conversion afterwards.

The Jews can bring a criminal to justice today because they have their own courts. It will be remembered that Eichmann was charged and condemned before a Jewish court; and the whole world admired the dignity with which the proceedings were conducted, because barristers and judges of the High Court were all trained in Oxford and Cambridge.

( Isa.1.26; Jer.31.8)

548  Jews in Russia.  Emmanuel Litvinoff, author of Crown for Cain and Lost European, writing in The Listener for January, 1963, recounts the following incident:

‘With a companion I got into a train in the Moscow subway. We were talking in English, and people stared at us with avid curiosity. A young man followed when we alighted, and his close scrutiny of my features made me a little uncomfortable. ‘You are Jewish?’ he asked in English with an uncertain accent. I nodded. He stood on the escalator at my side, with a curiously irresolute smile, then suddenly bent close and whispered ‘SHEMA ISRAEL’; and hurried away as if afraid to be detained in conversation. These are the opening words of the familiar Jewish prayer, ‘Hear, O Israel, the Lord thy God; the Lord is one’—a strange thing to have murmured in one’s ear in the capital of the Marxist world. Many Jews visiting Russia have had such tentative encounters. It was 1956, the year Khrushchev first spoke out against Stalin, and I have often wondered if that young man would feel it necessary to be so cryptic now. Perhaps not, but he would still have to think before speaking, and there are some things he would prefer to leave unsaid.’

Among Soviet intellectuals one of the hallmarks of quality is to be outspokenly opposed to anti-Semitism. Consider the poem ‘Balu-Yar’ by the young Russian poet Yentushenko, in which he declared:

‘Let the Internationale ring out

When the last anti-Semite on earth is buried.’

This poem was a manifesto, a declaration of faith, endorsed by these Soviet humanists. Many poems on similar themes are written in other countries, but they would scarcely make news. It is some indication of conditions in Russia that the young people of Moscow went wild with enthusiasm over the poet who wrote ‘Balu Yar’, and that in Soviet synagogues the poem is read.

( Deut.6.4,5)

549  John Chapter 5, Verse 24.  John 5.24 is the middle verse of the fifth chapter of John’s Gospel. In it there are five verbs, that connote—attention, reception, possession, exemption and transition (hear, believe, have, shall not come—into judgement, passed from—unto--). Here are five-finger exercises in the melody of heaven, five pillars in the House of Salvation, five links in the chain of life, five strands in the lifeline of grace, five spans in the bridge from sin to God; and it has been used by the Spirit of salvation by faith in the Lord Jesus Christ.

Rejoice with me, and praise the Lord

Both now and evermore

For that blest portion of His word,

John five and twenty-four.

I trusted in Christ’s finished work:

My soul could ask no more.

This banishes all doubts that lurk—

John five and twenty-four.

No condemnation now for me:

No judgement lies before:

Exemption in Christ’s words I see—

John five and twenty-four.

I know eternal life is mine

Since Christ my judgement bore:

In Him I have the life divine—

John five and twenty-four.

Until I see Christ face to face

I’ll preach the whole world o’er

To men of every clime and race

John five and twenty-four.

                   A. N.

550  Journey Through Life.  What a blessed word is this word ‘through’! Are you in the valley of sorrow, disappointment, trial or darkness? Are the dark shadows falling depressingly across your path? Listen—you are traveling THROUGH! There is radiant brightness and perfect joy for you at the end of the journey, if the Lord is your Shepherd.

    In Damascus there is a long, dark lane which ends in a tunnel. The traveler descends and passes through the tunnel, and on the other side he emerges into the courtyard of a beautiful oriental palace, flashing with colour and sunlight. We are now in the valley, the tunnel, but we are going throughto the sunlight of our heavenly home. What a prospect!

                                       Francis W. Dixon

( Ps.23.4; 84.6)

551  Journey Through Life.  Life’s journey has been described under various similitudes. It has been likened to a voyage of which Dean Alford writes:

My barque is wafted to the strand 

By breath divine;

And on the helm there rests a hand 

Other than mine.

One who is known in storms to sail

I have on board,

Safe to the land, safe to the land,

The end is this;

And then with Him go hand in hand

Far into bliss.

It is well known that the New Testament likens life to an athletic contest or to a conflict in the arena. The going may be hard, and the real enemy is the devil who, using well tested tools, goes about seeking whom he may devour. Such an enemy demands watchfulness on the part of those whom he singles out for attack.

Arthur Hugh Clough writes of life as a long struggle during which one is apt to succumb, but his advice is:

Say not, the struggle naught availeth;

The labour and the wounds are vain,

The enemy faints not nor faileth,

And as things have been they remain.

However, it is to John Bunyan, the ‘tinker out of Bedford’, that the world of literature in general and the Christian fraternity in particular, are indebted for the fascinating description of spiritual experience as a journey from the doomed City of Destruction to the Celestial City on Mount Zion. A thousand pities it is that The Pilgrim’s Progress is not better known today. The rising generation has lost its taste for that remarkable allegory.

                                              A. Borland

552  Joy.  

You can be blessed and have joy to the full

If you will follow this simple, wise rule—

Give Jesus first place in all that you do;

Let others come next and finally you.

This surely spells Joy, Joy, Joy, lasting and true.

                                   May Gorrie

( Phil.1.25)

553  Joy in doing God’s Will.

‘Grant me the secret of Thy joy’, I prayed.

He pointed me a path of thorns and snares

Which I must tread alone; forsaken there

By those I loved and trusted. Dark the way;

Wet with the dew of heaven and drenched by spray

Of mountain torrent; slippery the stones,

And sharp the rock beneath my feet. ‘And must

I joy in this?’ I asked Him. ‘Yes!’ He said

‘This is the way the Father’s will appoints,

And in an instant His strong loving arm

Was round me, and we journeyed side by side,

He lifting me over the rough places,

I thrilling in His love felt no more pain,

Or weariness, or loneliness. With Him

The cost was far too small to count, --engulfed

In something wonderful, ineffable.

And in a moment of revealing light

I knew that He had granted my request—

The secret of His joy—the Father’s will.

                                  F. C. D.

( Neh.8.10)

554  Joy in the Morning.

The dream had ended; hope had fled.

There in that tomb their Lord lay—dead.

The night was filled with weeping,

But in the morning—joy!

Without the presence of their Lord 

The seven toiled at Peter’s word

All night—no harvest reaping;

But in the morning—joy!

Have high hopes tumbled to the ground?

Is life beset with trials round?

Christ lives! We’re in His keeping.

Watch for the morning joy.

The Spirit’s leading let us learn

While we await our Lord’s return;

There’s just this night of weeping

And in the morning—JO Y!

( Ps.30.5)

555  Joy Restored.  In 1895, writes Dr G. Campbell Morgan, I went to Douglas, in the Isle of Man, and in one of my afternoon meetings there came to me a young lady who said that all the joy had gone out of her life four years ago.

‘Praise God!’ I said. ‘What about?’ she asked. ‘That you know when it went, because if you know when it went, you know how it went.’

She said, ‘I do not think I do.’ ‘Yes, you do. You are very definite about the time; now go back four years and tell me what happened.’

She hung her head for a while, and I knew that something had happened. ‘What was it?’ I asked. She replied, ‘I disagreed with my oldest friend. We were both Christians, and I wanted to tell her that I was wrong but I did not; and she has left the country.’

‘Well!’ I said, ‘it is at least evident that you know the reason of your failure.’ ‘What am I to do?’ she asked. ‘Write to her and tell her that you were wrong. That is what the Master wanted you to do then.’ ‘I cannot do that,’ she said. ‘Well, you will never get back your joy until you do.’

She came all through the series of meetings and fought against God. She had all the knowledge of the blessed life that had come to her from her past experience, and yet was in darkness and distress because she would not go back to the point of disobedience, and be obedient.

The next year I went back to Douglas, and my first meeting was a meeting for workers. One of the first persons I spoke to was that young woman. I said, ‘You have sent that letter!’ She said, ‘Yes!’ Every line on her face convinced me that the joy had returned. She said, ‘I wrote it last night. I have been fighting God for twelve months about that letter, and all last week, as I looked forward to this mission, I have been in anguish, and at last I said, “Oh, God, I cannot bear this any longer. I shall give in!” I wrote that letter, sealed it, carried it at midnight and dropped it in the letter box, and as that letter went into the box, heaven came back into my heart.’

( Ps.51.12)

556  Judgement Day.

When all the great plants of our cities

Have turned out their last finished work;

When our merchants have sold their last yard of silk

And dismissed the last tired clerk;

When our banks have raked in their last dollar

And paid out the last dividend;

When the Judge of the earth says, ‘Close for the night!’

And asks for a balance, what then?

When the choirs have all sung their last anthem

And the preacher has prayed his last prayer,

When the people have heard their last sermon

And the sound has died out in the air;

When the Bible has closed on the lectern

And the pews are all empty of men,

And each one stands facing his record

And the great books are opened, what then?

When the actors have played their last drama,

The comedian has made his last pun,

And the talkie has flashed its last picture;

And the bill-board displayed the last run;

When the crowds seeking pleasure have vanished

And gone out in the darkness again;

When the trumpet of ages has sounded

And we stand up before Him, what when?

( Rev.20.11-15)

557  Justice and Mercy.

The perfect righteousness of God

Is witnessed by the Saviour’s blood:

’Tis in the cross of Christ we trace

His righteousness and wondrous grace.

God could not pass the sinner by;

Justice demanded he should die;

But in the Cross of Christ we see

How God can save, yet righteous be.

The judgement fell on Jesus’ head.

And by His death sin’s debt was paid.

Stern justice could demand no more

And Mercy can dispense her store.

( Rom.3.26)

558  Justice Satisfied.  Schimel was the leader of a Caucasian people that had long resisted the Russian advance in lands between the Black and Caspian Seas. Among his people bribery and corruption were on the increase, so Schimel passed a severe law that after a certain date any person convicted of bribery should be brought to the whipping post and receive one hundred lashes on the bare back.

The first offender was Schimel’s own mother. Would he spare her? Or would the one hundred lashes be inflicted on his mother’s back? Love said, ‘Release her!’ Justice said, ‘Punish her!’ The people, appealing to him for a final decision, waited to see what he would do. Then came the sentence, ‘Take her to the whipping post.’ Schimel attended personally. After five strokes had descended on her bare back, Schimel said, ‘Stop! Release her!’

Then, stripping off his uniform and shirt, he said, ‘I shall take the rest.’ As his mother looked on ninety-five strokes fell on his bare back. Justice was satisfied, and love bore the brunt of the penalty. But the love of God goes beyond that: ‘Jesus paid it all’; and the sinner may go free, for justice has been completely satisfied.

559  Justified Legally and Absolutely.  Some years ago Captain Dreyfus, a French military officer, was charged with betraying secrets to Germany. After an unfair trial and in spite of strong evidence in his favour, he was convicted of treason and sentenced to life imprisonment. His friends, knowing him to life imprisonment. His friends, knowing him to be innocent, appealed on his hehalf and a fresh trial was granted, but again he was pronounced guilty. Public opinion in his favour was so strong that the French President pardoned him and he was freed.

    Captain Dreyfus, however, was not satisfied. He was pardoned, it is true, but not absolved from the charge of treason. Very soon the whole world, realizing that injustice had been done, brought pressure to bear on the French Government, and a third trial was granted at which Dreyfus was absolutely and unequivocally justified, and his innocence established.

( Acts 13.38,39)

560  Key—The Master’s.  One day a mechanic, who questioned the wisdom of God’s ways in governing the universe, was marveling at an intricate piece of machinery. He was told that all the movements were controlled from the centre which was in a chest. When he expressed a desire to see it he was informed that the master had the key. The words—‘the master has the key’—came to him as the answer to his perplexities about the control of the universe.

Life is a mystery; here the tangled skein Unravelled cannot be.

The threads are too knotted, and ’tis vain To try and get them free.

Yes! Life is strange and tangled here below; There seems but scant design.

In heaven a living, loving God will show ’Twas wrought with skill divine.

                                                     S. T. F.

( John 13.7)

561  Kindness for Christ’s Sake.  The night was cold and the wind was blowing up a storm. Conrad Cotta, an esteemed citizen of a little town in Germany, was playing his flute while his wife Ursula was preparing supper. Suddenly they heard a sweet but weak voice singing outside, ‘Foxes to their holes have gone, every bird into its nest; but I have wandered here alone, and for me there is no rest.’

Hearing a knock at the door, they opened it and saw a half-frozen, ragged lad who asked for charity in the name of Christ. ‘Come in, young man,’ said Mr Cotta, ‘we’ll give you some food and a place to stay tonight.’ Ursula immediately began to prepare a meal, but before it was ready the lad fainted from weariness and hunger. They tenderly cared for him, gave him a nourishing broth, and put him to bed. He seemed such a worthy teenager that, after praying about it, they decided to treat him as their own son. They sent him to school and the later entered a monastery where he found a Bible and he eagerly read it. From it he learned the way of salvation.

Unable to keep the good news to himself, he spread abroad the message of Roman, Chapter 5—‘Being justified by faith we an have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.’ Little did Conrad and Ursula know when they took that young singer into their home in the name of Christ that they were nourishing the one who was to become the great champion of the Reformation, for the lad was none other than Martin Luther.

( Matt.25.40)

562  Kindness—Human.  When John Huss of Bohemia was going to his death for his faith in Christ, an old friend stood out from the crowd and gave the martyr a powerful grip of his hand. It was a brave act, as it was dangerous to show sympathy for Huss. ‘Only God and he himself,’ said Huss, ‘knew what that handshake meant to him in that time of supreme test.’

                                               J.E.Harris

Did you give him a life?

He’s a brother of man,

And bearing about

All the burden he can.

Did you give him a smile?

He was downcast and blue,

And the smile would have helped him

To battle it through.

Did you give him a hand?

He was slipping downhill,

And the world, so I fancied,

Was using him ill.

Did you give him a word?

Did you show him the road

To the heart of the Lord,

To the heavenly abode?

( Luke 10.31,32)

563  Kindness of God.  The measurement of God’s kindness is beyond calculation. His kindness is heavens high and worlds wide; that is its measurement in terms of space. In terms of charity, He heals our sicknesses and crowns us with loving-kindness; in terms of life He renews our youth like the eagles; in terms of sympathy He is better than the best of fathers to His children. Language sinks exhausted in its attempt to express at all adequately the kindness of our God.

                                            John MacBeath

( Ps.103.3-5,11)

564  Kindness to all Creatures.  President Lincoln, walking one day with his secretary, stopped at a little shrub and looked into it; then he put his hand down through the twigs and leaves as if to take something out. His secretary said to him, ‘What do you find there, Mr Lincoln?’ ‘Why,’ said he, ‘here is a little bird fallen from its nest, and I am trying to put it back again.’

                                                Choice Gleanings

( Luke 6.35)

565  King—Born To Be.

Some humble shepherds awestruck stood

Before a manger-cradle tude;

They gazed upon Emmanuel,

But did not know—How could they tell?

That Child enwrapt in swaddling bands,

Enwrapt in tender mother hands,

Was heaven’s answer to man’s need,

The Saviour of the world indeed.

Behold that child to manhood grown

Crowned on a cross and not a throne,

Dying accursed upon a tree

That guilty man might ransomed be.

By God’s immutable decree

King over all destined to be,

Why should I not my tribute bring

And gladly own Him Lord and King?

                             Andrew Borland

566  King—No Place for the.

He had no place to lay His head,

He who was born a King;

Yet foxes had their resting-place

And birds their sheltering.

He had no place to lay His head;

While others calmly slept,

He on the darksome mountainside

A lonely vigil kept.

He had no place to lay His had

Except upon a tree

Erected by unwitting hands

On shameful Calvary.

But I’ve a place to lay my head,

Thanks to the Cross He bore;

And to the platted painful crown

Of thorn He quietly bore.

I lay my head upon His breast,

And hear Him sweetly say—

‘Thy many sins are all forgiven;

Peace shall be your always.’

                   J. S. Borland

( Luke 2.15,16; Matt.8.20)

567  King of Kings.

A king? They call him King! Is homage due

To such a one? A King? Can it be true?

The lowly Jew, horn in far Bethlehem?

Men from all nations say He died for them

And rose from death, to hold a heavenly sway

To which all men must bow the knee some day.

‘The king? He’s not our king!’ the Jews once cried—

‘Away with Him! Let Him be crucified!

His claim is false. He is no king of Jews.

Away with Him! Kill! Crucify! We choose

Barabbas.’ So a robber goes out free,

While Jesus Christ is led to Calvary.

568  King’s Son—A.  When Cyrus the Great was a baby, his grandfather, out of jealousy and fear that Cyrus would one day take the Persian throne from him, called a servant and charged him to take the baby away and destroy him. Instead of killing the baby, the servant gave him to a childless shepherd living in a distant province. Cyrus grew up supposing he was only a shepherd’s son. One day he learned that he was a prince of the royal blood and an heir to the throne of Persia. After that there was no minding the sheep for him, for he immediately began to fit himself to rule the kingdom, and eventually became King of Persia. The turning point in his life was when he realized whose child he was, and that was the first great step toward the fulfillment of God’s purposes for him.

    Have we who have been born by regeneration into God’s kingdom and are heirs of God and joint-heirs with Jesus Christ realized that God has a purpose for us to fulfil in His Kingdom?

( Isa.45.1-3; Rom.8.16,17)

569  Kingdom of Christ.  Napoleon Bonaparte said, ‘I have inspired multitudes with such affection for me that they would die for me. God forbid that I should compare the soldiers’ enthusiasm with Christian charity which are as unlike as their cause. But, after all, my presence was necessary—the lightning of my eye, my voice, a word from me; then the sacred fire was kindled in their hearts. I do indeed possess the secret of the magical power which lifets the soul, but I could never impart it to anyone. None of my generals ever learnt it from me, nor have I the secret of perpetuating my name and love for me in the hearts of men, and to affect these things without physical means.

    ‘Now that I am at St Helena, now that I am alone, chained to this rock, who fights and wins empires for me? Where are any to share my misfortune, any to think of me? Who bestirs himself for me in Europe? Who remains faithful to me? Where are my friends? Yes, two or three of you who are immortalized by this fidelity, ye share, ye alleviate my exile. Such is the fate of great men. So it was with Caesar and Alexander, and I, too, am forgotten. The name of a conqueror and an emperor is a college theme; our exploits are forgotten, and are tasks given to pupils by their tutors, who sit in judgement upon us, according us censure or praise. Such is soon to be the great Napoleon.

    ‘What a wide abyss between my deep misery and the eternal kingdom of Christ, which is proclaimed, loved, adored, and which is extended over all the earth!’

( Luke. 1.33)

570  Kingdom Song

Break forth, O earth in praises!

Dwell on His wondrous story;

The Saviour’s name and love proclaim—

The King who reigns in glory.

See on the throne beside Him,

O’er all her foes victorious,

His royal bride, for whom He died,

Like Him for ever glorious.

Ye of the seed of Jacob!

Behold the royal Lion

Of Judah’s line in glory shine,

And fill his throne in Zion.

Blest with Messiah’s favour,

A ransomed, holy nation,

Your offerings bring to Christ your King,

The God of your salvation

Come, O ye kings! Ye nations!

With songs of gladness hail Him!

Ye Gentiles all, before Him fall,

The royal Priest in Salem.

O’er death and hell triumphant

Your conquering Lord hath risen,

His praises sound, whose power hath bound

Your ruthless foe in prison.

Hail to the King of glory!

Head of the new creation—

Thy ways of grace we love to trace,

And praise Thy great salvation.

Thy heart was pressed with sorrow,

The bonds of death to sever,

To make us free that we might be

Thy crown of joy for ever.

                              E. Denney

( Rev.15.3)

571  Kinsman-Redeemer.

‘Sold under sin!’ What a pitiful fate!

Where can we find a Redeemer?

Earning full wages both early and late—

Oh, for a Kinsman-Redeemer!

‘Wisest of men, can you help us?’ we cry,

‘Seraphim holy, archangels on high,

Unfallen angels?’—they mournfully sigh,

‘We cannot be your Redeemer!’

Hark! From the bound of eternity swells—

‘Lo, I will be your Redeemer!’

Type, shadow, off’ ring successively tells

Promise of coming Redeemer.

Author of life, yet in Bethlehem’s stall

Born of a virgin—but God over all.

Low at his feet we adoringly fall,

Jesus, long-promised Redeemer.

See Him ascending up Calvary’s hill,

Jesus, our Kinsman-Redeemer.

Come is the Surety to settle the bill,

Come is our blessed Redeemer,

Payment is made to the very last mite;

Signed is the contract and finished the fight;

‘Settled’ is writ o’er the bill in God’s sight—

‘Finished!’ O glorious Redeemer.

See on the third day triumphant He stands;

Death cannot hold our Redeemer.

Marks of His passion in feet, side and hands,

Risen ascended Redeemer!

Soon will He gather His blood-purchased Bride,

Freed, furnished, fitted to sit at His side,

Reign then as Monarch where meekly He died;

Hail to Thee, Kinsman-Redeemer!

                           Ransome W. Cooper

( Heb.2.14,15; Job.19.25)

572  Knit Together.  The interesting expression ‘knit together’ occurs twice in the Epistle to the Colossians, and these occurrences picture two separate pictures of God’s people; the first, the phalanx as formed by the ancient Macedonian army; the second, the human body.

It is not difficult to envisage these, and this we shall do, but in an inverted order, the body first and then the phalanx.

The body suggests an organic union; the phalanx an operative unity. The body suggests a union in Christ; the phalanx a unity for Christ. The body emphasizes the union of life in Christ; the phalanx the unity of love through Christ.

The Spirit of God uses the picture of the body correctly to rectify what was wrong at Colosse, and He uses the picture of the phalanx defensively to protect the saints from further danger.

( Col.2.9,19)

573  Knowledge—Excellency of the.  ‘We are living in a more highly educated world than ever before and hence the servant of the Lord needs more education.’ That’s what the ad. Said. Nor would I for a moment put a premium on academic ignorance, However, there is apparently a difference between education and wisdom.

In those days in which there was less emphasis on academic attainment we produced more young people who were wise enough to count the service of Jesus Christ as the happiest, holiest, highest goal of life. Today with all our vaunted preparation and our hard-earned accreditation, we are producing fewer missionaries proportionately than before. And who is there to say that those we are producing are doing a better job than the faithful servant of yore whose only claim to fame was a working knowledge of the Bible and a passion to reach souls for Christ?

Perhaps we have taken ‘the excellency of the knowledge’ out of its context. Perhaps we should rethink it in the light of Paul’s full statement: ‘Yea doubtless, and I count all things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus my Lord: for whom I have suffered the loss of all things, and do count them but dung, that I may win Christ.’

                                           Dr Don. W. Hillis

( Phil.3.8)

574  Knowledge of God.  Mrs Cobley of Leicester, England, was a devoted hospital visitor. One day in the wards a young doctor accosted her with the words: ‘Well, Mrs Cobley, I suppose you have been telling these people that God answers prayer.’ ‘Yes!’ ‘I am very glad to hear it, for I am very hard up. Do you think if I asked God for a five-pound note that he would give it me?’

The group around awaited her answer with some curiosity. She replied: ‘Suppose you were introduced to the Prince of Wales today, Doctor, do you think that you could at once ask him for a five-pound note?’

The doctor haltingly responded, ‘No I suppose I should need to wait till I got to know him better.’

‘Yes, and you will have to know my Father better before you can ask Him for a five-pound note.’

575  Knowledge of God’s Ways.

I know not how that Bethlehem’s Babe

Could in the Godhead be;

I only know the Manger Child

Has brought God’s life to me.

I know not how that Calvary’s Cross

A world from sin could free;

I only know its matchless love

Has brought God’s love to me.

I know not how that Joseph’s Tomb

Could solve death’s mystery;

I only know a living Christ,

Our Immortality.

                Major Henry Webb Farrington

( 1 John 5.13)

576  Knowledge of God’s Ways.

Now know we not the meaning of life’s sorrow;

Now know we not the pattern God has planned;

But comes the dawning of his glorious morrow—

Then shall we know—then shall we understand.

Now know we but in part our life’s long story;

Now see we through a darkened glass and dim;

Then shall we see our God in all His glory,

Then shall we know as we are known of Him.

Then shall we know the love that passeth measure,

Then shall we read the mysteries of grace;

Then shall we know eternal truth and treasure,

Then shall we see our Saviour face to face!

                              E. Margaret Clarkson

( 1
Cor.13.12)

577  Knowledge of Self.

         ‘Go to your bosom,

         Knock there and ask your heart

What it doth know?’

  are the words pf William Shakespeare.

Wise is the counsel of the poet, George Herbert:

‘By all means use sometimes to be alone;

Salute thyself, see what thy soul doth wear!

Dare to look in thy chest, for ’tis thine own,

And tumble up and down what thou find’st there.

  The great Apostle Paul said, ‘I know that in me, that is, in my flesh, dwelleth no good thing.’

( Rom.7.18.)
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Christians                797,981

Christian’s mind, the           983

Christian’s walk and talk       976

Christ in Colossians          1003

Christ in John, Chapter 1       705

Christ in Leviticus             102

Christ in the home             644

Christ in the midst        364,1191

Christ in the Psalms           352

Christ, legacies of             749

Christlike conduct in 4 spheres  977

Christ, Lord of all          794,873

Christ, mind of                991

Christ, Moses a type of         778

Christ, our life                1014

Christ, Pre-eminence of        616

Christ’s sacrifice, perfection of  1097

Christ, the true One            708

Christ, to me to live is          988

Christ, unchanging in a changing world                       1116

Christ, what He is            1170

Christ, What think ye of?       631

Church and divine revelation, the  1127

Church, Christ and His         980

Church, citizens of Heaven    1060

Church, the Model            1018

Cities of refuge            175,176

Citizens of Heaven       990,1060

City, the great, holy Jerusalem  1198

Classes of men, three          885

Classes, three at the cross      639

Cleansing the leper            116

Cleansing, what follows?       117

Comeliness                   461

Comforter, the                753

Coming, Christ’s second  695,752,1021,1029

Coming, waiting for His        658

Command, a divine            159

Commands, Positive and negative  975

Commands, three to three companies                   310

Commission, the divine          57

Communicated by the Spirit of God  724

Communion with God           99

Companions                  416

Companions of Paul          1015

Compassions, His fail not       534

Complacent church of Laodicea  1186

Condescending God, a         355

Conduct, Christlike            977

Confession, a threefold        445

Confessions, two contrasted    230

Confession, words of          560

Confidence, the believer’s  848,1049

Conflict and crucifixion         948

Conformation                   3

Conquering hosts, God’s       167

Conscience in seven stages    735

Consecration, Challenge to full  304

Consecration, full              870

Consecration, Ruth’s vow of    195

Consecration of the priests   91,112

Considerations in our service   454

Consider how great this man was  1086

Consider your ways            582

Constraining love of Christ      923

Contentment, Christian       1043

Contrast in Acts 21, remarkable  826

Contrast oft repeated today, a   327

Conversions 713,789,790,811,812,813

Conviction, how wrought      1121

Corinth, the saints at       833,899

Council at Jerusalem, the       809

Counsel                      441

Counsel to the elect day       1172

Counterfeits, some            259

Couples, two who lost Jesus    660

Course of every believer      1005

Creation study, A                3

Credentials of royalty, the king’s  601

Credentials of the minister of Christ  926

Cripple, the king and the       241

Crisis, a cosmic               350

Cross, central cry on the        655

Cross, central in Galatian epistle  937

Cross, four views by the believer  945

Cross in Heaven, the          1187

Cross of Christ, the        773, 855

Cross, sevenfold presentation of 744

Cross, three classes at the     639

Cross to the glory             922

Cross, triumphs of the        1011

Cross, why glory in the?       952

Crowns as rewards           1145

Crowns, Christ’s               764

D

Danger, deliverance from great  565

Danger signals               1076

Daniel, Dare to be a           544

Daniel in prayer               553

Daniel’s God                  545

Daniel, the man greatly beloved  543

Daniel, the man of prayer       552

David, attracted to             225

David, four things he did        381

David, God’s servant           426

David, send me               220

David’s eyes                  243

David’s men                  228

David’s mighty men        252,303

David’s prayer                235

David’s throne                234

David’s weapons              222

Day of atonement             118

Day of good tidings            293

Days of the Messiah, three     408

Days when God’s Word was precious                     209

Dead child, the problem, of the  282

Dead, how to raise the         281

Dead people restored to life, three  670

Death of His saints             411

Death, outlooks in face of       741

Death, sentence of               9

Deborah                     181

Debt and how it was settled     278

Debts, the Christian’s          837

Decalogue, the                 77

Declension among God’s people  179

Degrees, the saint’s Song of    424

Degrees of faith               646

Degrees, the saint’s Song of    418

Deliverance, a threefold        374

Denunciation of Elymas the sorcerer  802

Departed glory, the tragedy of the  212

Departure and Deliverance     277

Depressed servant, God’s      267

Depths to heights, from         244

Desertion, spiritual            469

Desires granted               692

Despised, things which may be  840

Destinies, two                  46

Destitution, man’s             845

Development of the Spirit in Galatians                     942

Diligence in Peter’s second epistle  1151

Diotrephes                  1174

Discipleship, candidates for    673

Discipleship, seven proofs of   682

Discipleship, true              351

Discipline in the assembly      890

Discipline of avoidance, the     878

Disobedience, man’s first         8

Disobedience, punishment of   219

Distance to nearness, from     196

Distressed, greatly—but—      231

Divide, the great               733

Divine principles              168

Doctrine                        1

Doctrine enunciated by Peter  1123

Doctrine, exhortations based on  1126

Doctrine, sound              1033

Door, a barred                469

Doors of the Shepherd and the sheep                        738

Double portion, the            274

Dove, the                      16

Downfall of pride, the          174

Dreamers, two                 46

Drink offering, the             131

Dust and ashes                28

E

Ear, our Lord’s in prophecy     503

Early stages in the Christian life 853

Ecclesiastes, the look of       447

Edification                   904

Edom, concerning             568

Effect of receiving the Spirit     860

Elder brother, the              687

Elders and their work          823

Election, divine                 4

Elijah and Elisha, lesson of     272

Elijah and John the Baptist      600

Elijah, God’s word to           262

Elisjah, marks of divine power in  264

Elishan, call of                268

Elisha’s prescription           285

Elymas the sorcerer, denunciation of  802

Encouraged                  231

Enduring mercy, the Lord’s     406

Enemies of God’s work and their tactics                       323

Enjoyment, places of          149

Enlargement                  289

Enoch                        12

Ephesian epistle, themes of the  956

Ephesus, Paul’s ministry at     822

Epistles of Peter, compared    1148

Epistles of the New Testament  832

Era, a new                   204

Error, truth and               1165

Essentials for all               729

Essentials for an evangelist     788

Esther, divine Providence in    328

Eternal four banquets in        329

Eternal God, the               154

Eternal verities               1082

Ethiopian eunuch’s conversion  789

Evangelist, essentials for an    788

Evangelist, Philip the           787

Evangelist’s priestly service     875

Even so                      614

Events, four pairs of          1029

Every whit—altogether         737

Eve, type of the Church           6

Evil days            191,206,1037

Evil, five negatives concerning  1142

Exalted One, the             1068

Example, Christ our       750,1136

Exceeding greatness of His power  962

Excuses for not accepting God’s invitation                     681

Excuses of the unwilling servant  59

Exhortations based on doctrine  1126

Exhortations, four             452

Exhortations neglected        1027

Exhortations, three important  1099

Exhortations to the Christian in First Timothy                     1032

Experiences of Habakkuk      577

Eyes, David’s                 243

Ezekiel and his book           535

Ezekiel’s roll                  538

Ezra, Divisions of the Book of   313

Ezra, the prepared priest       314

F

Families, the God of all Israel’s  527

Family of God, the            1154

Famine in the land             193

Fare, Heaven’s for earth’s wayfarers  72

Farmer’s four great mistakes, the  678

Farther, He went a little         637

Fasts changed to feasts        589

Fate of the scoffer             295

Fear and trust                388

Fear, love that casts out      1166

‘Fear nots’ in Luke’s Gospel    656

Fear of the Lord               341

Feast of Belshazzar           551

Feasts of Jehovah            120

Feeding of the five thousand    651

Feet of Jesus, at the           677

Fellow-heirs, Gentile           161

Fellowship               986,1157

Fellowship in service           470

Fellowship, links of            969

Fellowship. Place of           200

Festival, let us keep           891

Figures, four in Ezekiel’s vision  537

Figures, four of Christ’s people  409

Figures of the Word of God     525

Finger of God                  95

Fire, three kinds of             113

Firstfruits, the                 142

First superseded by the second  1096

First works, doing the          166

Fishers and followers          664

Five chapters, a story of        288

Five steps down               286

Flock of God, the              824

Flock, one and one Shepherd  740

Flocks, three and their shepherds  649

Foe, a wily                    171

Followers and fishers          664

Followers, names of Christ’s    784

Following fully—Caleb         130

Fool—as a fool dieth          236

Forget, lest we               1114

Forgiveness                  666

Forgiveness of sins    372,803,804

Forsaken salve, the           232

Forward—go                   70

Foundation of the world, before and from                         763

Four leprous men             291

Four pairs in Ruth             192

Fragrance, fourfold            913

Freedoms, four in Romans     849

Free man, the Lord’s          895

Friend, Jesus the sinner’s      440

Friend of God—Abraham        28

Fruit sweet to taste            462

Full assurance               1100

Fulness for the believer        971

Fulness of the Godhead       970

Furnace, the fiery             549

G

Garden, a barred              468

Gardens of the Lord           467

Gates                        346

Gates of Jerusalem            319

Genealogy, women in Christ’s   603

Generations in Genesis          4

Gentile fellow-heirs            161

Gentile nations, the            697

Gethsemane, the Lord Jesus in  699

Gideon, call of                182

Gift, a great                   505

Gift, Free                     852

Gifts, Receiving God’s         327

Gifts, spiritual                 901

Gifts on Church from ascended Lord  973

Gifts to the Son from the Father  760

Gift to the Lord’s servant, precious  999

Girdles that may be marred     518

Giving to the Lord         927,928

Glorious Vision               556

Glory, all my                  49

Glory, give God the           375

Glory of God the Father      1112

Glory of the Lord         861,1007

Glory of young men, the       442

God all sufficient               26

God and man                 343

God, Behold your              492

God, chosen workmen of        96

God-fearing remnant, the record of  599

God, finger of                  95

God for us                    862

God in history                  44

God—Jehovah’s titles           32

Godliness in I Timothy        1039

God loves the whole world     722

Godly in evil days, the         206

Godly man, the               348

God of Bethel, the             43

God, our                    145

God, perfections of            144

God’s earthly people and purpose  865

God seen as—                 68

God’s faithfulness             400

God’s family            1154,1162

God’s good pleasure          1118

God—Sovereign Ruler         146

God’s people                 575

God, the eternal              154

God the Father, glory of       1112

God the Giver, Rejecting       327

Going, growing, gathering       37

Golden bowl, the              587

Golden jubilee year            121

Goodness and severity of God, the  866

Good pleasure of God        1118

Good tidings, a day of         293

Good tidings, reception of the  294

Good—What is?              574

Good works in evil days       1037

Gospel facts unfolded          834

Gospel in the ‘Good Samaritan’ story  676

Gospel, mystery of the         879

Gospel Paul preached, the    1035

Gospel preached to Abraham, the  944

Gospel, the transforming power of  1065

Gospel, why preach the?       838

Grace and its concomitants      14

Grace, a picture of             297

Grace of life, Heirs together of  1141

Grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, the  929

Grace, the Word of His         825

Grades in God’s family        1162

Graves, three in Canaan       178

Great king who transgressed, a  308

Greatness of God, the         867

Greatness, witnesses to the King’s  602

Great things and greater       419

Great woman, a              279

Guest chamber, the           698

Guidance                    513

Guides, the                  1115

Guiding pillar, the               69

H

Habakkuk’s four experiences   577

Habakkuk’s prayer            579

Habitations of God              71

Haggai, the Lord’s message through  583

Hand of God in history, the      528

Hands, the Lord’s             365

Hand—What is that in thine?     60

Handwriting of God, the        734

Hannah’s paean of praise      207

Harden your hearts of hear Him  1077

Harvest field, in the            199

Hate, Love and—in Psalm 119  413

Headships, Christ’s            961

Hear His voice or harden your heart  1077

Heart, a man after God’s own   217

Heart experiences in Luke 24   703

Heart in Hebrews, the         1078

Heart-to-heart talks with God    557

Heart, the burning             703

Heart, the Word of God in the   415

Heavenlies in Ephesians, the   955

Heavenlies, in the             139

Heavenly worshippers        1188

Heaven’s Fare for earth’s wayfarers  72

Heaven, the Cross in         1187

Heed, take                   140

Heifer, the red                132

Heights, from depths to        244

Heirs together of the grace of life  1141

Helper, the Divine             383

Helping others                495

Heresy, inroads of            1008

Heroes of faith               1104

Hezekiah, King                310

Hidden man, Moses            53

Hiding place,a secure         490

High Priestly blessing           25

High Priest, our Great         1081

High Priest’s service, the        92

Hind let loose, a               151

Hitherto                      215

Hold fast                     997

Holiness, personal             114

Holiness unto the Lord     104,592

Holy, holy, holy is the Lord      480

Holy, Spirit in Acts, the         769

Holy Spirit clothing Himself with men  301

Holy Spirit in five realms, the    858

Holy Spirit of God, the          754

Holy Spirit, the Comforter       753

Holy Christ in the              644

Hope of Israel, Jesus the Messiah  520

Hope of the world               50

Hope set before us, the       1084

Hope, that blessed           1062

Horizon, God’s                815

Hosea, Indictments in          559

Hours, four in John’s Gospel    759

House, a spiritual             1133

House of God, blessing in the   422

House of God, laws of the      541

House of God, revival and the  316

How are the mighty fallen?     189

How long?—three questions    250

How to approach the throne     331

How to pray                  266

How to raise the dead          281

Husbands, wives and         1140

Hymns of salvation in Luke     657

Hypocrite, the                 337

I

‘I AM’s, seven spoken by Christ  732

Ichabod                      212

If Christ did not rise again       907

Ignorant, don’t be              836

Illumination                     3

Image in Nebuchadnezzar’s dream  546

Immanuel, God with us         483

Immeasurable blessings, three  405

Impartation                     3

Impeccability of our Lord Jesus  857

Impotent, power for the         727

Imprecatory Psalms, the        387

Impressive manifestation, an    481

Improvement in tribe of Issachar  302

Indictments in Hosea          559

Inheritance, Believer’s        1070

Inheritance, good land for an    138 

Intercession, first record of       27

Invitation, the great—‘Come’    615

Isaac                          4

Isaiah Chapter 5, six Woes in   478

Isaiah Chapter 53, subject of   507

Isaiah, two sections in         472

Israel, all the families of        527

Israel, children of               52

Israel of God, the              953

Israel represented by four trees  476

Israel’s camp with God in the midst  122

Issachar, the tribe of           302

‘I will’—                       58

J

Jacob                          4

Jacob, pilgrim and priest         40

Jacob, the mighty God of        51

Jailor, conversion of the Philippian  813

Jehoshaphat, King            306

Jehovah                     359

Jehovah in relationship with men  403

Jehovah’s appeal and the response  101

Jehovah titles                  32

Jehovah-Tsidkenu             529

Jehovah, What He does        208

Jeopardy of their lives          253

Jeremiah—a study            522

Jeremiah’s questions          512

Jeremiah’s times and ours      510

Jerusalem, the council at       809

Jerusalem, the gates of        319

Jesus, the Man of prayer       663

Jesus, then name of           777

Jesus, we see               1074

Joash, King                  307

Job, Book of                  333

Job; four mistakes recorded in  334

Job, God’s servant            335

Job’s three friends            336

Joel, three great themes in     562

John the Baptist              642

John the Baptist and Elijah    600

Jonah in four states           570

Jonah’s four attitudes         572

Jonah the man                569

Joshua, three miracles in       164

Joseph, divine purpose through  48

Joseph, type of Christ           45

Josiah, good King             311

Jotham’s parable              185

Joy of salvation, the           384

Jubilee year                  121

Judah                          4

Judah prevailed               299

Judgment Seat of Christ        919

Judgment, saven forms of      888

Justification               841,842

Just shall live by faith, the      578

K

Keeper, the Lord is my         417

Kind king, a                  229

Kindness of God              240

Kindness shown              239

King and the cripple, the        241

Kingdom set up by God        547

King if the Jews               604

King’s credentials of royalty, the  601

Kings, qualified to stand before  443

King’s son, the                629

King’s table, at the             242

King, with the                 298

Kinsman-Redeemer, the       201

Knowing, things worth         960

Knowledge of God in 2 Peter  1149

Know, things to               780

