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Ideals Sermon Illustrations

Andrea del  Sarto was spoken of in Italy as the "faultless painter." Yet, like every great worker, he realized that he fell far short of his ideals and ambitions. He took that falling short, that failure, however, as evidence of life to come. So Browning makes him say:

Ah, but a man's reach should exceed his grasp, 
Or what's a heaven for?


As a mother once sat by the cradle of her child, five spirits approached her and proffered her a gift for the child. The first said, "I am health, and whom I touch shall never know pain or sickness." The second said, "I am wealth, and whom I touch shall never know poverty or want." The third said, "I am fame, and whom I touch shall have immortal fame." The fourth said, "I am love, and whom I touch shall have a friend in life's darkest hour." But the fifth said, "Whom I touch shall be forever faithful to his dreams and his ideals." When the wise mother heard the fifth spirit, she laid hold upon his garment and besought him to touch her child.

But that is only a dream, a legend. There is no one, outside of ourselves, who can touch us and make us faithful to our dreams and our ideals. The only one who can do that is ourselves.



As in some old ruin you will come upon the fragments of a delicately traced capital or massive archway which proclaims the original beauty and splendor of what is now but a heap of rubbish, so in the life of the worst sinner or criminal, where now only sin and bestiality reign, you may discover the fragments of a different kind of man—a man who measured up to the best that you yourself know, a man who entertained hopes just as radiant as your own, who set before him aims just as high as your own, who hung high the golden shields of a pure and honest life and promised that he would reverence them to the end.



Brass for gold! That tells the story of the decline of Judah. It tells the story, too, of what so often happens in the kingdom of a man's life. One day the walls of the palace of his soul, like those of the House in the Wood, are hung with bright shields beaten out of the pure gold of honorable ambition and lofty principles. Then comes the struggle of life, the invasion of sordid motives, the temptations to ease and self-indulgence,

The  hardening  of  the  heart  that brings 
Irreverence for the dreams of youth.


The Danish theologian and philosopher Kierkegaard has a parable of a wild duck. With his mates this duck was flying in the springtime northward across Europe. On the flight he happened to come down in a barnyard in Denmark where there were tame ducks. He ate and enjoyed some of their corn, and stayed— first for an hour, and then for a day, and then for a week, and then for a month, and, finally, because he liked the good fare and the safety of the barnyard, stayed all summer. But one autumn day when his wild mates were winging their way southward again they passed over the barnyard, and their mate heard their cries. It stirred him with a strange thrill of joy and delight; and, flapping his wings, he rose in the air to join his old comrades in their flight to the land of summer.

But, alas, he found that his good fare had made him so soft and heavy that he could rise no higher than the eaves of the barn. So he sank back again to the barnyard, and said to himself, "Oh, well, my life is safe here and the fare is good." Every spring, and again every autumn, when the wild ducks flew over his barnyard and he heard their honking cry, his eye gleamed for a moment and he began to lift his wings and would fain have joined his mates. But at length the day came when the wild ducks flew over him and uttered their cry and he paid not the slightest attention to them.

What a parable that is of how the soul can forget its high ideals and standards and be content with lower things!



In one of the galleries of Paris there stands a notable statue. The sculptor, like so many great artists, was a very poor man, and lived and did his work in a garret. One night the beautiful statue was finished. The sculptor surveyed it in pride and affection for a time, and then lay down to sleep upon his bed. But that night a killing frost fell over Paris. The sculptor awoke in his chilly room and thought of the statue he had just finished—how the water would freeze in the pores and destroy the dream of his life. With that thought, without a moment's hesitation he got up from his bed; and, taking the bed clothes, he draped them carefully about the statue. In the morning the sculptor was dead, but the statue lives on. Some things must die if we are to be faithful to our standards and our ideals and keep our shields of gold.



Let each man think himself an act of God, 
His mind a thought, his life a breath of God; 
And let each try, by great thoughts and good deeds, 
To show the most of Heaven he hath in him.—Philip James Bailey 


The fact that his two pet bantam hens laid very small eggs troubled little Johnny. At last he was seized with an inspiration. Johnny's father, upon going to the fowl-run one morning, was surprised at seeing an ostrich egg tied to one of the beams, with this injunction chalked above it:

"Keep your eye on this and do your best."

Ideas Sermon Illustrations

The most powerful thing in this world is an idea. It may be powerful for good, it may be powerful for evil—but always it is powerful. The world has been blessed, from the standpoint of comfort and well-being, by the application to daily life and its problems of the discoveries of science. Imagine our world today without the electric light, the steam engine, the wireless, the wheel. How did all this come about? Through the power of an idea. Watt saw steam lift the lid of the kettle—and had the vision of power in industrial life through the energy of that steam. Franklin saw the play of lightning—and had the idea of its power. Marconi had the idea of a message transmitted through the air, and now wherever at sea a vessel is in distress half a hundred ships will hurry to the rescue, called by the mysterious voice of the wireless. An idea is power.



What would your reaction be if a business associate told you he knew how to make a square bubble? You will probably find you don't really want to hear about such a (preposterous) idea. Our historic past is strewn with records of men scorned or persecuted for new ideas—Jesus, Columbus, Darwin, etc. (Yet) these new ideas changed the course of civilization. .. 

The ideas that will carry us forward to lasting prosperity are to be found among us today. But to harvest such ideas, a new dimension must be added to every man's equipment—a readiness to accept ideas as startling and new as that square bubble.—Client's Service Bulletin American Appraisal Co. 


Don't let a warm idea freeze to death.—Client's Service Bulletin American Appraisal Co. 


Ideas are like beards: men do not have them until they grow up.—Voltaire 



The Greeks, who long have been concerned about how to save the ruins of the Parthenon from ultimate destruction by souvenir-seeking tourists, have hit upon a brilliant idea which is working admirably, according to reports. Every night a load of cracked marble is brought from nearby quarries and scattered about the ruins. This permits tourists to steal all the souvenir marble they want without doing any damage to the Parthenon itself! 



An American religious leader recounts the story of a businessman from this country who had been sent to China to make some contracts with Chinese businessmen for an American firm which he represented. 

After the business had been transacted, the ever polite Chinese asked the American if there was anything in particular that he would like to see while in China. The American expressed a desire to watch the coolies at the water front carrying their heavy burdens. He had heard of the tremendous loads they can carry, and he wanted to see them at work with his own eyes.

Thereupon, the American and the Chinese businessmen went down to the water front. Almost immediately the American's interest was attracted by two coolies who were engaged in a fierce quarrel. Words were being exchanged rapidly and in heated tones, fists were clenched and poised threateningly in the air, and a fight appeared imminent. 

The American waited, expecting that a tremendous fist fight would break out at any moment. But after some minutes had elapsed and neither contestant had struck a single blow, he became a bit impatient. Turning to his Chinese associate, he asked when the fight would begin.

"Oh," replied the Chinese, smiling, "I cannot say. You see, the man who strikes the first blow admits that he has run out of ideas!"—Sunshine Magazine 


Let our teaching be full of ideas. Hitherto, it has been stuffed only with facts.—Anatole France


When I got on a hunt for an idea I could not sleep until I had caught it.—Abraham Lincoln


Ideas are very much like children—your own are very wonderful. 



Every time a man puts a new idea across, he finds ten men who thought of it before he did—but they only thought of it.—Advertiser's Digest 



Some men have ideas; other men have notions. How easy it is to mistake one for the other.—W. D. Houm, Hoard's Dairyman 



A group can spark an idea, but only an individual can have one. As Pres. Griswold of Yale, has so aptly asked: "Could Hamlet have been written by a committee? Or the Mona Lisa painted by a club?"—W. JoaN Unomq addressing 3rd Annual Communications Conference, New York Art Directors Club 


Imagination . . . provides the way to new ideas, new processes and new things. If we did not have imagination, we would plod along each day, seeing the same old things, going through the same old thoughts.—York Trade Compositor 


Idea: The result of careful thought and experience, when you have it. When somebody else has it, it's a lucky hunch.—Phoenix Flame 


The more ideas a man has the fewer words he takes to ex-press them. Wise men never talk to make time; they talk to save it. 



Greater than the force of marching feet is an idea whose hour is come.—Victor Hugo 



Summer is a good time for you to go fishing—for ideas with which you can awaken the zest for learning. Remember, an idea doesn't care who has it.—M. Dale Baughman


There is a story of a certain sea captain and his chief engineer, who disputed as to which of them was the more important to the ship. Failing to agree, they resorted to the altogether unique plan of swapping places.

The Chief ascended to the bridge, and the Captain dived into the engine room. 

After a couple of hours the Captain suddenly appeared on the deck covered with oil and soot. One eye was swollen shut, and he was very much the worse for wear. "Chief!" he yelled, wildly waving aloft a monkey-wrench. "You'll have to come down here; I can't make 'er go!"

"Of course you can't," replied the Chief, "she's ashore!"—Sunshine Magazine 


Aesop's Fly, sitting on the axle of the chariot, has been much laughed at for exclaiming: What a dust I do raise!—Thomas Carlyle 
Identity Sermon Illustrations

The paying teller told mournfully of his experience with a strange woman who appeared at his wicket to have a check cashed.

"But, madam," he advised her, "you will have to get some one to introduce you before I can pay you the money on this check."

The woman stared at him disdainfully.

"Sir!" she said haughtily. "I wish you to understand that I am here strictly on business. I am not making a social call. I do not care to know you."

Idioms Sermon Illustrations

The foreigner, who prided himself on his mastery of colloquial expressions in English, was speaking of the serious illness of a distinguished statesman.

"It would be a great pity," he declared, "if such a splendid man should kick the ghost."



The old man told how his brother made a hazardous descent into a well by standing in the bucket while those above operated the windlass.

"And what happened?" one of the listeners asked as the aged narrator paused.

The old man stroked his beard, and spoke softly, in a tone of sorrowing reminiscence:

"He kicked the bucket."

Idols Sermon Illustrations

Helpless Gods

Dr. Roy L. Smith uses the Revised Standard Version of Isaiah 57:13, "Let your collection of idols deliver you," to make these wise statements:

"Military might, political power, emperors on gilded thrones, tribute, loot, booty, spoils—these were the great facts in the ancient world.

"The Hebrew governments had gone collaborationist. With a cynical disregard for the ancient faith, near-quislings had sold out to the conquerors, lived riotously, and installed pagan deities even inside the sacred precincts of the temple in Jerusalem.
"But the spirit of prophecy was not dead, and no nation is lost if that survives. At least one man of God continued to de​clare that 'our God is not through.'

"Tyrants and totalitarians have always had a way of making themselves to appear final and unbeatable. While they ride the crest of the wave they seem so completely victorious. But there has always been another day!

"With all Europe almost within his grasp, and with a hundred battlefields strewn with his enemies dead, Napoleon seemed to have conquered the world. But that was yesterday.

"For a time it appeared that Hitler would move his legions across North America, take the Suez, cut the jugular vein of the British Empire, and bring the Allies to their knees. But at Alamein he was strangled in a dust storm. And now all that was yesterday.

"Call the roll of the tyrants who have ridden roughshod over the rights of men in the image of God. Sargon, Pharaoh, Alex​ander, Genghis Khan, Caesar, Hannibal, Mussolini! Where are they now?   Entombed in yesterday!

"How helpless are our idols—political power, military might, economic resources, atomic bombs, juggernauts, invincibles!

"Just because communism is of the same essence its fate will be the same. Technological processes, scientific methods, economic determinism, impersonal materialism, the dictatorship of the proletariat. Such gods can never deliver the race. They have failed too many times and so pathetically! Our God is not through!

Ignorance Sermon Illustrations

It is sometimes said that ignorance is bliss. But ignorance due to the neglect of means is not excusing but condemning. It is inexcusable to be in darkness in the midst of light.—The Biblical Illustrator


Evidence of Ignorance

"A recent survey in Glendale, California, revealed that only 57.7 per cent of the people knew where Jesus was born. Although millions of people sing 'O, Little Town of Bethlehem,' the majority of people in that area did not know where Christ was born, as the survey revealed. Other questions asked in the door-to-door survey revealed that only 53.3 per cent gave right answers to simple Bible Questions. The survey recorded 1,200 persons as answering these interrogations, like the identification of Goliath, where are the Ten Commandments found in the Bible, and who led the Israelites out of Egypt. In nearly every case the majority of the answers were wrong.

"These simple questions and the wrong answers emphasize the need of a more thorough teaching of the Word of God. If these external facts of the Scriptures are alarmingly unknown, then we could easily construe that the deeper truths of the Bible are even more unknown. If questions were asked about great truths in the Bible—like sanctification, predestination, the Holiness and Righteousness of God, the atoning work of Christ on the cross, regen​eration, the judgments of God, and other deeper truths of the Bible, we certainly would be shocked at the answers. We want to insist to all that our greatest lack today is the teaching and preaching of scriptural truths."

Printed answers to simple Bible questions would, if published, make an amazing contribution to American knowledge. We insist to all that our greatest lack today is the teaching and preaching of scriptural truths.



Shocking Ignorance

Four paragraphs of the leading editorial in a well-known daily newspaper reveals this—as written by a secular editor:

"By giving a simple test in the knowledge of Biblical lore to 34 advanced students in Winthrop College, a history teacher in that institution learns that the 34 do not know anything at all about Holy Writ. And by examining carefully the Sunday school literature of his own church the teacher learns exactly why his senior and junior students are unable to distinguish Lot from Abraham.

"Most of the tested students have heard of Pontius Pilate. But there their knowledge ends. They are not certain who built the ark or who fashioned the golden calf or who prepared the tables of stone. Maybe it was Hiram of Tyre who built the temple, or maybe it was Jezebel. And maybe it was Goliath of Gath who was fed by the ravens.

"Such ignorance of Bible teachings fairly shocked the Win​throp teacher. He undertook to find out why it is that advanced students are unfamiliar with the Word of God. So he collected all the current Sunday school literature that is supplied by his denomination, which, incidentally, is one of the leading Protestant denominations of the world. And in that literature he found the explanation he sought.

"Those Sunday school quarterlies and bulletins and magazines do not teach the Bible. They do not teach the fact of the Bible. To some extent they teach what certain church leaders think of the Bible. And they teach to a great extent certain theories in sociology and politics that conform to Bible teachings. But none of them teach the Bible itself."

Illumination Sermon Illustrations

The sacred page
With calm attention scan. If on thy soul, 
As thou dolt read, a ray of purer light
Break in, oh, check it not; give it full scope, 
Admitted, it will break the clouds which long 
Have dimmed thy sight, and lead thee till at last, 
Convictions, like the sun's meridian beams, 
Illuminate thy mind.

(Ps. 19. 8; 119. 130; Luke 24. 45; John 16. 13)

Illusions Sermon Illustrations

A doctor came up to a patient in an insane asylum, slapped him on the back, and said: "Well, old man, you're all right. You can run along and write your folks that you'll be back home in two weeks as good as new."

The patient went off gayly to write his letter. He had it finished and sealed, but when he was licking the stamp it slipped through his fingers to the floor, lighted on the back of a cockroach that was passing, and stuck. The patient hadn't seen the cockroach—what he did see was his escaped postage stamp zig-zagging aimlessly across the floor to the baseboard, wavering up over the baseboard, and following a crooked track up the wall and across the ceiling. In depressed silence he tore up the letter he had just written and dropped the pieces on the floor.

"Two weeks! Hell!" he said. "I won't be out of here in three years."

Illustrations Sermon illustrations

These exist for the purpose of making clear the truths to be presented. Illustrations are like windows that let in the light; but these should not be too numerous, for one's sermon should not resemble a glass-house. A gospel address should not consist of an endless string of anecdotes, with a few odd texts interspersed to keep it from falling apart; but should be a setting forth of the truth of Scripture, for this alone can give authority to the message. The sermon does not exist for the sake of the illustrations but vice versa. These illustrations, though necessary, are purely incidental.

Henry Ward Beecher has pointed out that illustrations serve a sevenfold purpose.

1. They assist argument.

2. They help the hearer to remember.

3. They stimulate the imagination.

4. They rest the audience.

5. They provide for various classes of hearers.

6. They bridge difficult places.

7. They enforce the truth.—Alfred P. Gibbs
(Matt. 13. 3; Gal. 4. 24)



Let your illustrations be such as shine into your sermon, and not illustrations you drag in. You have heard men preach, and tell a story. The story has really no vital relationship with their message. They put it in, and it relieves the congregation, making them smile at the moment, perhaps, but it has no relation to the sermon. One of the most skilful in this matter that I have known was John Henry Jowett.—Dr. Jowett's illustrations always shone into his main theme. You never went away with the illustration as the supreme thing; it was there illuminating. I remember hearing him in Birmingham, when he said: `Human and Divine divisions of humanity are radically different. Divine divisions are perpendicular, human divisions are horizontal.' Well, there we were. He picked up his hymn book, held it upright, and said, `I will show you what I mean. That is perpendicular division to the right, to the left: that is Divine.' Then, holding it flat—`This is horizontal—upper, middle, lower classes: that is human.'—Dr. G. Campbell Morgan


Pat was set to work with the circular saw during his first day at the saw mill. The foreman gave careful instructions how to guard against injury, but no sooner was his back turned than he heard a howl from the novice, and, on turning, he saw that Pat had already lost a finger.

"Now, how did that happen?" the foreman demanded.

"Sure," was the explanation, "I was jist doin' like this when,—bejabers, there's another gone!"

Image Sermon Illustrations

The Lost Image

Michael Angelo lingered before a rough block of marble so long that his companion remonstrated. In reply, Michael Angelo said, 'There's an angel in that block and I'm going to liberate him.' Oh, what unbounding love would manifest itself in us towards the most unlovable—the most vile—if only we saw what they might become, and in our enthusiasm for souls we cried out, 'There's the image of Christ—marred, scarred, well-nigh obliterated—in that dear fellow, and I'm going to make that man con​scious of it.'—A. E. Richardson 

(2 Cor. 3. 18)



Image—Broken

Old events have modern meanings; 
Only that survives
Of past history which finds kindred 
In all hearts and lives.

Mahmood once, the idol-breaker, 
Spreader of the faith,
Was at Sumnat tempted sorely, 
As the legend saith.

In the great pagoda's centre, 
Monstrous and abhorred, 
Granite on a throne of granite, 
Sat the temple's Lord.

Mahmood paused a moment, silenced 
By the silent face
That, with eyes of stone unwavering, 
Awed the ancient place.

Then the Brahmins knelt before him, 
By his doubt made bold,
Pledging for their idol's ransom 
Countless gems and gold.

Gold was yellow dirt to Mahmood,
But of precious use,
Since from it the roots of power
Suck a potent juice.

`Were yon stone alone in question, 
This would please me well,'
Mahmood said; 'but with the block there 
I my truth must sell.

`Wealth and rule slip down with fortune, 
As her wheel turns round;
He who keeps his faith, he only
Cannot be discrowned.

`Little were a change of station, 
Loss of life or crown,
But the wreck were past retrieving 
If the Man fell down.'

So his iron mace he lifted,
Smote with might and main, 
And the idol on the pavement,
Tumbling, burst in twain.

Fifty times the Brahmin's offer 
Deluged on the floor.—J. Russell Lowell
The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate'er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from its throne 
And worship only Thee.

(Hos. 14. 8; 1 John 5. 21)



Nebuchadnezzar's Image

`Our God is able, mighty King, to save us from the flame;
He can prevent thee hurting us—Almighty is His name.
From thy strong hand He will us keep; and His shall be the praise
When thou, and all this throng, to Him shall humble worship raise.
`If not, what then? Why, then the flame our bodies shall consume.
Far better that brief agony than one, long, living doom,
To feel the conscience burn with shame that we should faithless prove,
And in the hour of trial deny the Holy One we love.
'He will deliver: "but if not", Thy royal will be done:
And we now cheerfully will look our last upon yon sun.
For be it known to thee, O King, thy gods we will not serve;
Thy golden image we contemn! From this we will not swerve.
'We make our choice with one accord: we serve Jehovah high,
And Him alone; and for His name we ready are to die.
And we shall choose His servants' lot and order our estate;
So do thy worst: we will not bow before thy image great.'—G. H. Lang
(Dan. 3. 16-18)

Imagination and Fear Sermon Illustrations

Fear of Death

It is recorded of a person who had been sentenced to be bled to death, that, instead of the punishment being actually inflicted, he was made to believe that it was so, merely by causing water, when his eyes were blinded, to trickle down his arm. This mimicry, however, of an operation, stopped as completely the movements of the animated machine as if an entire exhaustion had been effected of the vivifying mud. The man lost his life, although not his blood, by this imaginary venesection.



We read of another unfortunate being who had been condemned to lose his head, but the moment after it had been laid upon the block, a reprieve arrived; the victim was, however, already sacrificed. The living principle had been extinguished by the fear of the axe, as effectually as it would have been by its fall.



The Editor of the Philosophical Magazine relates a remarkable instance which came within his own knowledge many years ago in Scotland. Some silver spoons having been mislaid, were supposed to have been stolen; and an expression fell from one of the family, which was either intended, or was so understood by a young lady who acted as governess to the female children, that she had taken them. When the young lady rose next morning, her hair, which before was dark, was found to have changed to a pure white during the night. The spoons were afterwards found where the mistress of the family had herself deposited them.



Mons. Boutibonne, a man of literary attainments, a native of Paris, served in Napoleon's army, and was present at a number of engagements during the early part of the present century. At the battle of Wagram, which resulted in a treaty of peace with Austria, in November 1809, Mons. Boutibonne was actively engaged during the whole of the fray, which lasted, if I rightly remember, from soon after mid-day until dark. The ranks around him had been terribly thinned by the enemy's shot, so that his position at sunset was nearly isolated; and while in the act of 

reloading his musket, he was shot down by a cannon-ball. The impression produced upon his mind was, that the ball had passed from left to right, through his legs below the knees, separating them from his thighs, as he suddenly sank down, shortened, as he believed, to the extent of about a foot in measurement, the trunk of the body falling backwards on the ground, and the senses being completely paralysed by the shock. In this posture he lay motionless during the remainder of the night, not daring to move a muscle for fear of fatal consequences. He experienced no severe suffering; but this immunity from pain he attributed to the stunning effect produced upon the brain and nervous system. "My wounded companions," said he, "lay groaning in agony on every side, but I uttered not a word, nor ventured to move, lest the torn vessels should be roused into action, and produce fatal hæmorrhage, for I had been made acquainted with the fact that the blood-vessels, wounded in this way, did not usually bleed profusely until reaction took place. At early dawn, on the following morning, I was aroused from a troubled slumber by one of the medical staff, who came round to succour the wounded. 'What's the matter with you my good fellow?' said he. 'Ah! touch me softly, I beseech you,' I replied, 'a cannon-ball has carried off my legs.' He proceeded at once to examine my legs and thighs, and giving me a good shake, with a cry of joy he exclaimed 'Get up at once, there is nothing the matter with you.' Whereupon I sprung up in utter astonishment, and stood firmly on the legs which I believed had been lost to me for ever. I felt more thankful than I had ever done in the whole course of my life before. I had not a wound about me. I had indeed been shot down by an immense cannon-ball, but instead of passing through my legs, as I firmly believed it to have done, the ball had passed under my feet, and had ploughed away a cavity in the earth beneath, at least a foot in depth, into which my feet suddenly sank, giving me the idea that I had been thus shattered by the separation of my legs. Such is the power of imagination."

Imagination Sermon Illustrations

Imagination is the painter and the artist, the interior decorator, of homes. The fancies of the mind are the pictures on the walls. "The soul," said Marcus Aurelius, "is dyed the color of its thought." What about the color of your thought?

In the excavated houses of Pompeii, buried centuries ago beneath the lava, there are rooms which have most beautiful decorations. The color and form are there just as they were when first painted by the decorators. But there are other chambers where people are not permitted to go, where the decorations are not fit to behold. The chambers of imagination are not unlike those houses of Pompeii.



In an old Grecian myth, Gyges had a ring which enabled the possessor of it to be invisible to all. Many would wear the ring of Gyges if they could; and if they did, their lives would be quite different from what the world sees. In the subterranean chamber of imagination, what do you worship? Before what pictures do you bow? Do you do in the mind and imagination what you fear to do in the flesh? Are words spoken there which you dare not speak with the lips? There do you scorn and ridicule one whom you publicly praise or flatter? In this realm do you ever wish another out of your way? What are the pictures on the walls of imagination?



The earth began to take form when the Spirit brooded upon the deep. So it is with the chaos of thought. Imagination broods upon thought and the world of thought takes form—its light and darkness, its day and night, its dry land and seas. The glory of imagination is when thought takes a pure and noble form—holy aspirations, generous purposes, courageous resolves, pure desires. The shame of the imagination is when thought takes ignoble form—impure pleasures, hateful and vindictive purposes, contemptible desires.



A celebrated Italian scholar spent his days and nights in his library among his precious volumes. One morning he was found dead in his chair. The light still burned in his student's lamp. There was no wound or mark of violence, no sign of struggle. The cause of the scholar's death remained a mystery until, upon drawing back the sleeve of his robe, his friends saw on his wrist a tiny spot of red. Then they understood the cause of his death. The red mark told of the bite of an asp. The scholar had opened an old volume in which the small but venomous creature made its home, and it had stung him to death. What happened to that scholar in actual life often happens, figuratively, to those who defile the imagination with an evil book.



Through unrestrained indulgence of thought and desire men are led into wickedness and sin. Before an evil thing is done in the visible world, it is always done first in the realm of the heart. The world sees the outer fall, but not the inner fall, which long antedates the outer. Evil thoughts and imaginations, secretly indulged in, work silently, like minersi sapping a wall, and give no intimation of their approach to the fortress of the soul. When men are overthrown by a given temptation, it is not so much this particular temptation that has overwhelmed them, as the things which led up to and prepared the way for that temptation.



What a strange mystery is the mind of man! It has upper stories of the Hall of Fantasy, where we hold converse with the celestial regions, and gloomy subterranean chambers where we communicate with the regions infernal. If it is thought injurious to one's soul to visit certain places, and go with certain people, then how can it be thought harmless to visit those places in imagination and feast the eye of the soul on those scenes? The best part of you, the immortal part, the heavenly part—your mind, your soul—has gone and has looked, and has been tainted thereby.



Fancy plays like a squirrel in its circular prison, and is happy. Imagination is a pilgrim on the earth, and her home is in Heaven. Shut her from the fields of the celestial mountains, bar her from breathing their lofty, sun-warmed air; and we may as well turn upon her the last bolt of the tower of famine, and give the keys to the keeping of the wildest surge that washes Capraja and Gorgona.—John Ruskin
(1 Chron. 29. 18)



One day a mother overheard her daughter arguing with a little boy about their respective ages.

"I am older than you," he said, "'cause my birthday comes first, in May, and your's don't come till September."

"Of course your birthday comes first," she sneeringly retorted, "but that is 'cause you came down first. I remember looking at the angels when they were making you."

The mother instantly summoned her daughter. "It's breaking mother's heart to hear you tell such awful stories," she said. "Don't you remember what happened to Ananias and Sapphira?"

"Oh, yes, mamma, I know; they were struck dead for lying. I saw them carried into the corner drug store!"

Imitation Sermon Illustrations

Not long ago a company was rehearsing for an open-air performance of As You Like It near Boston. The garden wherein they were to play was overlooked by a rising brick edifice.

One afternoon, during a pause in the rehearsal, a voice from the building exclaimed with the utmost gravity:

"I prithee, malapert, pass me yon brick."

Immanuel's Land Sermon Illustrations

Anne Ross Cousins has rendered in exquisite poetic form some of the last words of Samuel Rutherford. Several of the verses are found in many of our hymn books. These are omitted here, and a selection made from the remaining stanzas.

Oh! well it is for ever,
Oh, well for evermore, 
My nest hung in no forest
Of all this death-doomed shore;
Yea, let the vain world vanish,
As from the ship the strand,
While glory—glory dwelleth
In Immanuel's land.

There the red Rose of Sharon
Unfolds its heartmost bloom, 
And fills the air of Heaven
With ravishing perfume; 
Oh! to behold it blossom,
While by its fragrance fanned, 
Where glory—glory dwelleth
In Immanuel's land.

The King there in His beauty
Without a veil is seen;
It were a well-spent journey,
Though seven deaths lay between: 
The Lamb, with His fair army, 
Doth on Mount Zion stand,
And glory—glory dwelleth
In Immanuel's land.

E'en Anwoth was not heaven—
E'en preaching was not Christ: 
And in my sea-beat prison
My Lord and I held tryst:
And aye the murkiest storm-cloud
Was by a rainbow spann'd, 
Caught from the glory dwelling
In Immanuel's land.

Fair Anwoth by the Solway, 
To me thou still art dear!
E'en on the verge of Heaven 
I drop for thee a tear.
Oh! if one soul from Anwoth 
Meet me at God's right hand,
My Heaven will be two Heavens 
In Immanuel's land.

Deep waters cross'd life's pathway,
The hedge of thorns was sharp;
Now these all lie behind me—
Oh! for a well-tuned harp!
Oh! to join Hallelujah
With yon triumphant band,
Who sing, where glory dwelleth
In Immanuel's land.

I have borne scorn and hatred,
I have borne wrong and shame;
Earth's proud ones have reproached me, 
For Christ's thrice-blessed name. 
Where God His seal set fairest
They've stamped their foulest brand; 
But judgment shines like noonday
In Immanuel's land.

They've summoned me before them, 
But there I may not come—
My Lord says, 'Come up hither!'
My Lord says, 'Welcome Home!' 
My kingly King at His white throne
My presence doth command, 
Where glory—glory dwelleth
In Immanuel's land.

(Isa. 7. 14; 8. 8)

Immortality Sermon Illustrations

Man saw the beetle emerge from his filthy bed of corruption—and in his temples he hung up the golden scarabaeus as the symbol of life to come. He saw the butterfly come out in radiant glory from her dark bed—and on his tomb he carved the butterfly as a symbol of the resurrection. When the ice and the snow began to melt, and the south winds began to blow softly, and spring blew her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, man saw the dead branches bud and put forth new leaves— and in the great change of the springtime he saw the sure token of the revirescence of man after death.

In a hundred different forms man has liked to repeat the myth of the phoenix—how that fabled bird, after subsisting for five hundred years, loads his wings with spices and, flying to the temple, is burned to ashes upon the altar; and out of the ashes there emerges the new bird, which salutes the priest and flies away. Therefore, in his temples man set up the phoenix as the symbol of life everlasting. 

These analogies, of course, prove nothing; for the beetle, the butterfly, and the tree only seem to be dead; yet the appeal of man to these processes in nature show how deep is his instinct for immortality.



In certain respects the great article of the Apostles' Creed is the last: "I believe in . . . the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting." Without that article, the other great affirmations have no meaning. Suppose one were to say, "I believe in God the Father," but not in life everlasting; or, "I believe in . . . Jesus Christ his only Son," but not in the life everlasting; or, "I believe in the Holy Ghost," but not in the life everlasting; or, "I believe in . . . the holy catholic Church, the communion of saints," but not in the life everlasting. All those affirmations would be meaningless without the great chord that is struck in the final sentence of the Creed :"I believe in . . . the life everlasting." Without that affirmation, the Creed would be like a great cathedral wrapped in gloom and the darkness of night. But with that affirmation the Creed is like a great cathedral illuminated by the sun and showing all the glory of architect, sculptor, and painter.



One day, realizing that he was not long for this world, Moody said to a friend, "Someday you will read in the papers that D. L. Moody of Northfield is dead. Don't you believe a word of it. At that moment I shall be more alive than I am now. I shall have gone up higher, that is all—out of this old clay tenement into a house that is immortal, a body that sin cannot touch, that sin cannot taint, a body fashioned like unto His glorious body. I was born of the flesh in 1837; I was born of the Spirit in 1856. That which is born of the flesh may die; that which is born of the Spirit will live forever."



After giving many reasons why death is not to be dreaded by a good man, Cicero concludes with this justly celebrated passage: "From this life I depart as from a temporary lodging, not as from a home. For nature has assigned it to us as an inn to sojourn in, not a place of habitation. Oh, glorious day! when I shall depart to that divine company and assemblage of spirits, and quit this troubled and polluted scene! For I shall go to my friend Cato, than whom never was better man born, nor more distinguished for pious affection; whose body was burned by me, whereas, on the contrary, it was fitting that mine should be burned by him. But his soul, not deserting me, but oft looking back, no doubt departed to those regions whither I saw that I myself was destined to come: Which though a distress to me, I seemed patiendy to endure: not that I bore it with indifference, but I comforted myself with the recollection that the separation and distance between us would not continue long: For these reasons, O Scipio, old age is tolerable to me, and not only not irksome, but even delightful. And if I am wrong in this, that I believe the souls of men to be immortal, I willingly delude myself: nor do I desire that this mistake, in which I take pleasure, should be wrested from me as long as I live: but if I, when dead, shall have no consciousness, as some narrow-minded philosophers imagine, I do not fear lest dead philosophers should ridicule this my delusion."



It does not follow that the breaking up of the form of life destroys life itself. When you burn a bit of coal you apparently destroy it. To the eye, only ashes remain. Yet we know that these particles of fossilized wood were not destroyed, but that they merely entered into the atmosphere in gaseous form. You might take a hammer and shatter the Venus of Milo into a thousand pieces, and then grind the pieces into the most impalpable dust; but not a single particle of the marble image upon which the hungry generations have gazed with awe and wonder has been lost. The crystal drop which flashes with beauty on the rose leaf when the sun first dawns has vanished long before the sun has reached the middle station; neither touch nor taste nor eye can detect it. Yet it has not been destroyed; it has but changed its form, and persists as vapor. If these atoms and particles—dust, iron, and lime—are indestructible, are we to think that annihilation comes only to that which we associate with spirit and with soul?



The idea of living on, forever and forever, the kind of life that we now live in the flesh is indeed very dreadful. In his famous satire Jonathan Swift brings Gulliver to the island of Luggnagg, where he has an interview with the Struldbrugs, a race of men born immortal, but not endowed with immortal youth. Gulliver is very anxious to see them and talk with them, but is sadly disappointed when they tell him of their misery. "When they came to fourscore years, which is reckoned the extremity of living in this country, they had not only all the follies and infirmities of other old men, but many more which arose from the dreadful prospect of never dying."



The same terrible idea of immortality appears in the Grecian myth of Tithonus. Tithonus, the son of the king of Troy, was beloved by Aurora, who persuaded Jupiter to confer upon him the gift of immortal life; but she forgot to have youth joined in the gift, and soon perceived that Tithonus was growing old, yet could never die. When his hair was white she left him alone in the palace, and finally she turned him into a grasshopper.



The ancient thought and hope for life to come is supposed to have reached its high-water mark in that beautiful passage of the Phaedo where Plato, after rehearsing the arguments and intimitions for immortality, makes Socrates say that from all these reasons and arguments you must select that which you think is the best, until there comes some sure word of prophecy or revelation upon which, as upon a ship, you can take your journey across the angry seas.

But when this same great man, Christ-like before Christ, came to die, he said to his friends: "And now we go our different ways, you to life and I to death. Which is better God only knows." With this farewell to life and salutation of life to come compare the words of the Christian philosopher, who declared that life and immortality had been brought to light, their secret told and revealed in the gospel. He, too, is standing where the Athenian philosopher stood, near to the gates of death. What does he say? What does he think? Does he answer, "I have a desire to depart and to be with Christ, which is very far better"? Far better! And there we leave our dead. They shall walk with him in white. "They shall hunger no more, neither thirst any more; neither shall the sun light on them, nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in the midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall lead them unto living fountains of waters: and God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes." (Rev. 7:16-17.) Far better! 

A few days before his death Thomas Jefferson told his dear daughter Martha that in a certain drawer, in an old pocketbook, she would find something for her. It was a piece of paper on which he had written eight lines, "A Death-Bed Adieu to Martha Jefferson from Thomas Jefferson." These lines had in them no classical reference or philosophical speculation, but the simple statement of his hope that on the shore "which crowns all my hopes, or which buries my care, I will find awaiting me two seraphs, long shrouded in death." The two to whom he referred were his wife and his daughter Maria.

The hope expressed by Jefferson as he was about to enter the unknown world is the hope of normal man. Just as man does his work and makes his plans with the expectation, although not the proof, that the sun will rise tomorrow, so we live in the general expectation of life beyond the grave. We hope that after the sunset here today there will be daybreak elsewhere. It would be a poor life, indeed, if through the cypress trees we could not catch a glimpse of the shining stars of hope.



The Russian novelist Dostoevski in his famous story The Brothers Karamazov makes his characters discuss the subject of the life to come. Dmitri says, "Is that really your conviction as to thee consequences of the disappearance of the faith in immortality?"

"Yes," answered Ivan, "that was my contention. There is no virtue if there is no immortality."

The same idea is expressed by Renan in his History of the People of Israel. "Let us not deceive ourselves," he says; "man is governed by nothing but his conception of the future. Any nation which en masse gives up all faith in what lies beyond the grave will become utterly degraded. An individual may do great things, and yet not believe in immortality. But those around him must believe it, for him and for themselves."



James Bryce has an impressive passage in which he describes a great American city and wonders what would be the effect upon its life and manners if all who dwell there should lose all interest in and all faith in a life to come. "Would men," he asks, "say, 'Let us eat and drink; for tomorrow we die' [I Cor. 15:32], or would custom and sympathy, and a perception of the advantages which stable government offers to citizens as a whole, and which orderly self-restraint offers to each one, replace supernatural sanctions and hold in check the violence of the masses and the self-indulgent impulses of the individual? History, if she cannot give a complete answer to this question, tells us that hitherto civilized society has rested on religion, and that free government has prospered best among religious peoples."



In the conclusion of his famous work of the seventeenth century, The Saints' Everlasting Rest, Richard Baxter, a master of English prose, has a beautiful passage in which he speaks of the influence of the heavenly mind upon man's life in the midst of the trials of this world: "Thou wilt be as one that stands on the top of an exceeding high mountain; he looks down on the world as if it were quite below him; fields and woods, cities and towns, seem to him as but little spots. Thus despicably wilt thou look on all things here below. The greatest princes will seem but as grasshoppers; the busy, contentious, covetous world, but as a heap of ants. Man's threatenings will be no terror to thee; nor the honours of this world any strong enticement; temptations will be more harmless, as having lost their strength; and afflictions less grievous, as having lost their sting; and every mercy will be better known and relished."



Huxley somewhere protests against the great words of Paul read by an English rector at the funeral of his child: "If the dead rise not? let us eat and drink; for to morrow we die" (I Cor. 15:32). He took the position that even if there is no after life, there is opportunity for nobility in this life. But as a matter of fact Paul is right, and Huxley is wrong. The very idea of nobility in this life is a by-product of the world's faith in life to come. If this life is all, then, "eat, drink, and be merry"; get the most you can out of it, in that animal, sensual way, for diat is your real existence. But if this life is the training place for another life, then the wise man will live not for time but for eternity.



Danton, a leader of the French Revolution, on his way to the guillotine, said to his companions on the scaffold, "Our heads will meet in yonder sack." That is the outlook on life if there is no resurrection of the dead. But because Christ is risen, and because the dead rise, the Christian believer as he lays the body of his beloved in the grave can say, "Our souls will meet in yonder heaven."



When Columbus was sailing toward the unknown continents of the west, he saw, floating in the sea, leaves and branches which told him he was drawing near another world; and in that faith he sailed ever on, until the sands of the Bahamas shone white in the moonlight. The tides, the winds, and the waves carry man, the "lonely and sublime Columbus of creation," across the ocean of existence. He cannot see the land toward which he is going, nor is he permitted to speak to any ship that has sailed thither; for they who have reached that land return no more. But in the affections and longing of his heart, in the instincts of his being, in the processes of nature that serve as a picture of what it might be like to live and die again, and in the too-evident brevity and incompleteness of earthly existence, he can see portents and intimations, reminding him that the sea of life washes the shores of eternity.



A woman in Germany, who had no faith in immortality, in keeping with her convictions and unbelief caused herself to be buried in a sepulcher of heavy masonry covered with a heavy stone slab, on which was inscribed her declaration that for her this was the end. But in some way a seed found lodgment in the mortar and, feeding upon her body, grew to be a tree that burst asunder her stone coffin. In like manner man's instinct bursts asunder the stone coffin of doubts and arguments with which it sought to deny the fact and hope of immortality.



Among the essays of Bacon there is one called "Of Fame." It is only a fragment. At the end of the essay one can read in brackets, "The rest was not finished." How true that is of man and his works in this world!

Thomas Chalmers said, "Man feels an interminable longing after nobler and higher things which naught but immortality and the greatness of immortality can satiate."



Toward the end of his life—on his seventieth birthday—Victor Hugo wrote: "Winter is on my head, but eternal spring is in my heart. The nearer I approach the end, the plainer I hear around me the immortal symphonies of the worlds which invite me. For half a century I have been writing my thoughts in prose, verse, history, philosophy, drama, romance, tradition, satire, ode, song—I have tried all. But I feel that I have not said the thousandth part of what is in me."

Or, to quote the words of the eloquent French preacher Saurin, "Such is my soul. But where is it lodged? It inhabits a world of vanity and nothingness. I can discover no object capable of filling my capacious desires. I ascend the thrones of sovereigns; I descend into the beggar's dust; I walk the palaces of princes, I lodge in the peasant's cabin; I retire into the closet to be wise; I avoid recollection, choose ignorance and increase the crowd of idiots; I live in solitude; I rush into the social multitude; but everywhere I find a mortifying void. In all these places there is nothing satisfactory." Since God has put eternity in man's heart, the world can never satisfy him. Only the greatness of immortality can meet the hunger of man's soul.

Sir Edwin Arnold records a legend of the East in which it is related that King Solomon sat once upon his throne on a great mountain west of the Indus. All creatures were gathered about him, and in his hand he held an emerald cup full of the water of life. The intimation had come to him that if he drank of it he would be young forever. In order to get their advice, Solomon called before him representatives of all created things. All advised him to drink of the cup, "Drink, O King! Live forever!" Then Solomon inquired if all creatures were present, and learned that the dove had not yet appeared. When he asked the dove, she said, "O King, if my mate died I should die, too. What good will immortal youth do you if you see everything to which you are attached perish around you? Taught by the voice of affection, Solomon poured out, untasted, the water of endless life for himself alone.



One of the most striking and impressive things ever said on the subject of immortality, and man's need for it, was what Hortense, daughter of Napoleon's Josephine and mother of Napoleon III, wrote to her son when he was for a brief time in America. He was seriously ill, and she did not expect to meet him again in this life. But she wrote: "Believe that certainly we shall meet again. Have faith in this consoling idea. It is too necessary not to be true."



'Tis immortality, 'tis that alone,
Amid life's pains, abasements, emptiness,
The soul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
That only, and that amply this performs.—Young


Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst live for ever? 
Is it less strange, that thou shouldst live at all? 
This is a miracle, and that no more.—Young
Impatience Sermon Illustrations

An acquaintance encountered in the village inquired of Farmer Jones concerning his wife, who was seriously ill. That worthy scowled and spat, and finally answered in a tone of fretful dejection:

"Seems like Elmiry's falin' drefful slow. Dinged if I don't wish as how she'd git well, or somethin'."

Impressions Sermon Illustrations

Youth is the impressionable age. There is a stone in the British Museum in London which is as hard as any steel, and yet there is on it the imprint of a little bird's foot. There was a time when that stone was soft and plastic, and took on that impression, and it has retained it down through the years. Youth is the plastic time in life. A Telugu proverb says, 'The sapling will bend, but—will the tree?'

(Deut. 4. 9, 10; Prov. 22. 6)

Impudence Sermon Illustrations

The ice on the river was in perfect condition. A small boy, with his skates on his arm, knocked at the door of the Civil War veteran, who had lost a leg at Antietam. When the door was opened by the old man, the boy asked:

"Are you going out today, sir?"

"Well, no, I guess not, sonny," was the answer. "Why?"

"If you ain't," the boy suggested, "I thought I might like to borrow your wooden leg to play hockey."

Impurity Sermon Illustrations

In the national gallery in Stockholm there is a remarkable, almost terrible, painting. A path winds in and out among the rocks along the side of a mountain. Just above the path there is the opening to a cave in the rocks. At the entrance stands what seems at first to be a beautiful woman. It is a woman's head and face, but the head is set on the lithe and sinewy body of a lion. Below this beast with the woman's face are torn robes, and the rocks are splashed with blood. The cold, steel eyes in the beautiful face are turned toward the path, along which may be seen approaching another victim. Whoever painted the picture preached a great sermon. Many a young man would do well to get a copy of that painting and hang it on the wall of his room; and underneath it let him write the words of Paul, "If any man defile the temple of God, him shall God destroy" (I Cor. 3:17).

Incarnation Sermon Illustrations

Sadhu Sundar Singh used to illustrate the incarnation mystery in this way. A simple countryman was being shown a red glass bottle full of milk. They asked him what was in the bottle. 'Wine? Brandy? Whisky?' he replied, questioningly. He could not believe it was filled with milk till he saw the milk poured out from it. The redness of the bottle hid the color of the milk. So, he said, it was and is with our Lord's humanity. Man saw Him tired, hungry, suffering, weeping and thought He was only man. 'He was made in the likeness of men,' yet He ever is 'God over all, blessed forever.'

(John 1. 14; Rom. 9. 5; Phil. 2. 7, 8; 1 Tim. 3. 15)



Handley Bird, for many years a missionary in India, used to illustrate the incarnation of our Lord by the following story. A father, walking-stick in hand, took his young son for a walk. The lad asked his father to let him have the stick for a little while and, when his father acceded to his request, he began to use the stick to play golf with the stones and to swipe the shrubs growing by the roadside. By and by he poked it into a nest of ants which, hurt, disturbed and terrified, began to scurry off in all directions. The lad, tender-hearted, was sorry for what he had done and, looking up into his father's face, he said, 'Oh, father, I'm sorry these poor ants have been hurt and are scurrying off in terror. I love them and am sorry for them Oh father, won't you tell them how sorry I am for them and how I love them.' The father, looking at his son with an amused smile, said, 'I am glad you have such a tender, compassionate heart toward these little 

creatures. I would gladly give them your message and tell them how you feel toward them, but I can't. In order to be able to do so, I should have to be born an ant and speak to them in their language, for they cannot understand our language.'

(John 1. 14; Rom. 5. 8)



Angelic hosts to men the mystery tell—
Th' Almighty deigns on earth with men to dwell 
As Man, the virgin's son, Immanuel,
God here with us.

`His own received Him not;' Rejected, He
Sin's bonds to break and Satan's slaves to free, 
Endures the curse and hangs upon a tree; 
Christ died for us.

Rising, He conquers Death, the monster hoary, 
Bids His redeemed proclaim on earth His story, 
Enters and fills our hearts with hopes of glory; 
Christ lives in us.

Formed in a virgin's womb, Eternal Son!
Thou becam'st dead, Thou true life-giving One! 
Live now Thy life through lives Thy death has won—
Christ formed in us.

Soon shall the Savior to our longing eyes 
Appear. The dead in Christ shall rise:
With them caught up, we'll meet Him in the skies—
Christ come for us.—A.N.
(John 1. 14; 1 Tim. 3. 15; Gal. 2. 20)

Inconsistencies Sermon Illustrations

The Editor of the Fort Mill Times recently wrote this: "It seems that life in the world today is made up of one long string of inconsistencies. The day following President Kennedy's television tirade against U.S. Steel for the small price increase they sought, there was a substantial rent increase in all the property in the Chicago Mart. A bit of investigation revealed that this property belonged to the Kennedy family, headed by the president's father. To date we have heard of no political pressure to force the owners to rescind the increase, nor grand jury investigations."

We thought The Columbia State had a one-paragraph gem last week when it said editorially that that newspaper would like just once to see President Kennedy get as mad at Castro or some other international communist leader as he did with the American steel companies over the small increase they wanted and needed.

That makes us think of what William Channing Gannett wrote in "The Hand of Ethelberta": "Like the British Constitution, she owes her success in practice to her inconsistency in principle."

And of what Daniel Webster said: "Inconsistencies of opinion, arising from change of circumstances, are often justifiable."

And of what Edward Young wrote: "Ah, how unjust to Nature and himself, is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man."

And Benjamin Disraeli accused Gladstone of being "gifted with an egotistical imagination that can at all times command an interminable and inconsistent series of arguments to malign an opponent and to glorify himself."

Indifference Sermon Illustrations

Napoleon's soldiers often used to sleep on the march. They were moving onward, yet asleep and indifferent to all around them. Thousands are like them in spiritual matters. They are 'passing onward, quickly passing' in the journey of life, yet indifferent to their need of eternal life in Christ and to the claims of God upon their lives.

(Jonah 1. 6; Eph. 5. 14)

Indirection Sermon Illustrations

The bashful suitor finally nerved himself to the supreme effort:

"Er—Jenny, do you—think—er—your mother might—er—seriously consider—er—becoming my—er-mother-in-law?"

Individuality Sermon Illustrations

The people who have contributed most to our lives and well being of our country have been the individualists, and you can start the list with Samuel Adams, who was considered somewhat of a crackpot by his countrymen . . . There will always be leaders— and the led. What this country can use—or in fact needs desperately —is more individualists, more characters in every level of endeavor. Bring on the characters, we say—and the more the better!—Louis E. Ball, Farmington Valley Herald


On developing individuality . . . Elementary teachers, especially, can appreciate what Goethe said: "Let none be like another; yet each be like the Highest, How can that be? Let each be perfectly himself." 

Infants Sermon Illustrations

A wife after the divorce, said to her husband: "I am willing to let you have the baby half the time."

"Good!" said he, rubbing his hands. "Splendid!"

"Yes," she resumed, "you may have him nights."



"Is the baby strong?"

"Well, rather! You know what a tremendous voice he has?"

"Yes."

"Well, he lifts that five or six times an hour!"—Comic Cuts.



Recipe for a baby:

Clean and dress a wriggle, add a pint of nearly milk,
Smother with a pillow any sneeze;
Baste with talcum powder and mark upon its back—
"Don't forget that you were one of these."—Life.
Infidelity Sermon Illustrations

There is a story that Voltaire when in the midst of an atheistic discussion with some of his friends got up from his chair and closed the door into the room where his valet was, saying as he did so that he did not want his valet to cut his throat. If all the declarations of avowed atheists and infidels, and their more dangerous allies who wear the garb of religion, were taken seriously, there would be a vast amount of throat cutting among men.



D. L. Moody on one occasion met a man in the enquiry room after one of his powerful gospel messages and asked him, 'Are you a Christian?' The man replied, 'I'm, a practical Christian.' 'Ah!' said Mr. Moody, `when were you converted?' I never was converted. I don't believe the Bible,' was the reply. 'Do you believe Webster's Dictionary?' asked D. L. Moody. 'Yes!' said the man. `Well! Webster says that one who doesn't believe the Bible is an infidel. Call yourself by your right name,' said Mr. Moody. 

(John 8. 24; 1 John 5. 10)



No more subtle praise of an institution could be imagined than the scandal which immediately attaches to any sin in it. To a young infidel scoffing at Christianity because of the misconduct of its professors, Dr. Mason said, 'Did you ever know of an uproar made because an infidel went astray from the paths of morality?' The infidel admitted that he had not.

`Then don't you see,' said Dr. Mason, 'that by expecting those who profess Christianity to be holy, you admit it to be a holy religion, and thus pay it the highest compliment in your power.'

(2 Tim. 2. 19; 1 Pet. 1. 16)



nfamous Infidelity

The following was printed many years ago by the late W. W. Hamilton, once president of the Southern Baptist Convention. It was found in the Biblical Encyclopedia, Volume 4, page 197—and certified before a justice of the peace in New York.

"Infidelity prevalent in New York after the reign of terror in France. Newburg, New York, had a society led by Bline Palmer called The Druidicial Society. It had a High Priest and met to ridicule and destroy religion. Infamous and blasphemous acts were performed. At a meeting they burned a Bible, baptized a cat, and partook of a mock sacred meal, and administered sacrament to a dog. In the evening he who administered the sacrament was attacked with a violent inflammatory disease and died before morning in great bodily and mental agony, his inflamed eyeballs protruding and his tongue swollen. Another was found dead the next morning. A third died in a fit a few days later.

"In five years of the organization of the society, all thirty-six of the original members had met strange and premature deaths—one of horrible swelling, one found dead in bed, one died in convulsions, one froze to death, three died in accidents, five were suicides, two were stoned to death, seven died on the gallows, and eight were shot.

Think on this!

Infirmities Sermon Illustrations

Wilberforce did not like himself. He was a diminutive edition of a man and never enjoyed good health. For twenty years he was under doctor's orders and had to take drugs to keep body and soul together. Yet he stopped the British slave trade. Boswell once went to hear him speak and said afterwards: `I saw what seemed a mere shrimp mounted upon the platform, but, as I listened, he grew and grew till the shrimp became a whale.'

The most stimulating successes in history have come from persons who, facing some kind of limitations and handicaps, succeeded splendidly in spite of all. Once, when Ole Bull, the great violinist, was giving a concert in Paris, his A string snapped and he transformed the composition immediately and finished magnificently on three strings.

The Apostle Paul who was one of those that `turned the world upside down' as a missionary, and who has given the Christian Church, under the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, such a wealth of doctrine in his Epistles, said of himself that his bodily presence was weak and his speech contemptible: and he suffered with `a thorn in the flesh'.

(Rom. 8. 26; 2 Cor. 12. 7, 10)

Influence Sermon Illustrations

The word "influence" occurs only once in the whole Bible, and that is in a sublime passage from the book of Job in which the Almighty asks Job unanswerable questions. Among the questions is this one (Job 38:31): "Canst thou bind the sweet influences of Pleiades, or loose the bands of Orion?" The Pleiades are a cluster of stars in Taurus, one of the constellations of the heavens. People today know a good deal about refrigerators and radios and automobiles, but the ancients knew more about the stars. Little is known about the Pleiades; but the intimation here is that they exert an influence—perhaps on other celestial bodies, perhaps upon the world, its life, and its climate. Whatever that influence is, it was thought of by this inspired author as benign, powerful, silent, irresistible. "Canst thou bind the sweet influences of Pleiades?" A beautiful idea that, for the influence, not only of the heavenly bodies, but of the lives of men one upon another. There is an influence and a power which goes forth from one life to another.



A man once dreamed that he was in hell. When asked to give an account of what he had seen—if there were flames there, and suffering there, and wrecked and malign creatures with whom he had to associate, and if the place resounded with oaths of blasphemy—he said, "Yes, but there was something far worse than that: I was compelled to face my influence. I knew that I deserved punishment, for I had scorned and rejected Jesus Christ; but my sorest pain was to see what the effect of my life had been upon others."



He was a young man who undoubtedly belonged to Christ. But only in the last part of his life had he given himself to Christ. When he came to die, he was filled with regret that he had done so little for Christ, and with remorse that he had done so much against him. His dying request was this, "Bury my influence with me."



There is a story that Alexander the Great once sent to a certain province a beautiful maiden whose breath was like the perfume of richest flowers. All her life, however, she had lived amid poison, inhaling it until her body was full of poison. Flowers presented to her withered on her breast, and if she breathed on a bird it fell dead.

The legend embodies the truth that there are lives in whose presence nothing pure or beautiful can thrive, and whose moral breath is corruption and death.



Thomas Hughes in the introduction to Tom Brown's School Days describes the character of the famous master of Rugby, Thomas Arnold, and tells how the great teacher took pains to remind the boys under his care of the effect of their influence. "He taught that in this wonderful world no boy or man can tell which of his actions is indifferent and which not; that by a thoughtless word or look we may lead a brother astray!" How easily, alas, this can be done!



One of the most gifted preachers and poets of the early seventeenth century was John Donne, who at his death was dean of St. Paul's. His last sermon, "Death's Duel," preached shortly before his death, is a remarkable discourse in which with beautiful and moving sentences he points the sinner to Christ on the cross. The sermons of this great preacher, of whom Walton said, "He was a preacher in earnest, weeping sometimes for his auditory and sometimes with them; always preaching to himself, like an angel in the clouds," are always published in the same volume with his poems. Those who have patience to go through much dross and elaborated obscurity will find in the book real gems of poetry to reward them. There is much, however, in the verses written in the early manhood of Donne which seem a very strange accompaniment to the sermons in the close of the volume. One wonders how the man who wrote these earnest sermons and delivered them with such sincerity and eloquence could be the same man who wrote the erotic poems.

Men who heard Donne preach always noted in him a vein of sadness and melancholy; in truth, as Walton said, "like an angel out of the cloud" he preached unto himself, for he was shadowed and haunted by the recollection of the licentious poems which he had written with all the great talent which God had bestowed upon him, poems calculated to sow the seeds of licentiousness and immorality in other lives, and which he could never recall. Henceforth he had to face the fact that he must influence the world not only as a preacher of the everlasting gospel but as the author of amatory and lust-filled verses. 



Samuel Morris was a black boy, son of an African king, who escaped from the neighboring tribe which captured him and, making his way to the coast, came to a Christian mission, where he heard the gospel and gave his heart to Christ. He stowed away on a sailing vessel bound for America, and after great hardships and cruelties reached New York, where a man whose name had been given him sent him across the country to Indiana college. Soon after he arrived, and under his influence, the college was swept by a revival.

The boy planned to go back to his African country and tell his people the story of the gospel. He would describe to his fellow students how he planned to gather his people about him on the sand and tell them of the way of salvation. But God had another plan for him.

The severe American winter was too much for this black boy—he was stricken with consumption, and after a brief illness died. It was a strange providence to those who had followed his marvelous career, but a providence which was soon vindicated. Three young men who stood at his grave gave themselves then and there to the work of Christ in foreign lands, to do what this boy had planned to do. Thus the power of his spirit-filled life was carried in every direction. His influence and his death became the chief endowment of that university. Students came from all parts of the world, drawn by his story. The grave of that black boy in the cemetery at Fort Wayne, Indiana, is the most visited grave in all that city; and when a monument recently was erected there, almost forty years after the boy's death, hundreds of citizens came from far and near to wonder at his grave and to give thanks to God.



After Bishop Simpson, the great Methodist preacher, returned from college he attended a camp meeting in Cadiz, Ohio. There he took an interest in a group of young men, and was anxious that they should be preserved from the temptations to which they were exposed. At the evening meeting he observed some of these young men go forward to the altar. Deeply moved, he was regretting that he, whose life had been so guarded by Christian influences, should not experience the same emotions that they were undergoing. He saw standing near the railing a young man who was not a professed Christian. The thought occurred to Simpson that while he himself was not being benefited, this young man might be. He laid his hand on his shoulder and asked him if he would like to go forward for prayer. The young man said he would go if Simpson would go with him, and together they went to the altar and knelt down. It was after this that Simpson became a member of the Church and dedicated himself to Christ.

Left motherless at a tender age, Beecher had for a companion an old Negro, Charles Simms, who used to saw the wood for his father and do odd chores about the place. Beecher makes frequent allusion to this Negro and the influence he exerted upon his life. They occupied the same room, and Beecher pays a beautiful tribute to the Negro's character and piety: "Every night he would set the candle at the head of his bed, and pray and sing and laugh, and I bear record that his praying made a profound impression upon my mind. I never thought whether it was right or wrong—I only thought, How that man does enjoy it! What enjoyment there must be in such prayer as his. I gained more from that man of the idea of the desirableness of prayer than I ever did from my father or mother. My father was never an ascetic. He had no sympathy with anything of a mawkish tendency. Yet this poor man, more than he, led me to see that there should be real overflowing gladness and thanksgiving in prayer."



When Charles Dickens was passing one day through the streets of York an unknown woman accosted him saying, "Mr. Dickens, will you let me touch the hand that has filled my house with many friends?"



One of the most successful preachers of Scotland, Ambrose Shepherd, writes thus of his youth: "I have already alluded to my experience in a hard school. Indulge me if I return to it for a moment. My earlier years were spent in a Lancashire cloth mill. In it I wrought from morning to night side by side with youths of my own age and men who were older. For the most part, young and old, they were practiced in almost every conceivable coarse and brutal way of casting their existence as rubbish to the void. But I think I can truthfully say that, while I tried to be loyal to the conditions of contract, and as a comrade in the ranks was not unpopular, yet they knew that neither within those grim walls nor without them was I of their world."

Have your own world! Have the courage to stay in diat world and breathe its pure air.



Dr. William Paxton, in the closing stage of his career as a professor, told of an incident which many of his students never forgot:

On Sabbath evenings in his Pittsburgh church he had noted a young man of fine appearance sitting in one of the galleries and giving careful and reverent attention to the preacher. Shortly before a Communion season this man called at Dr. Paxton's home and said he wished to make a confession of his faith and unite with the Church. After the conversation was over and the arrangement had been made, just as the man was leaving, Dr. Paxton asked, not out of curiosity, but as a matter of courtesy, what his business was. He was surprised when the man told him that he was a liquor dealer, and gave the name of one of the best-known liquor firms in Pittsburgh. Dr. Paxton asked him to sit down again, and expressed his sorrow that such was the case, explaining to him that with the convictions he held he could not conscientiously receive him into the membership of the Church. But he told him that there was then no church law on the subject, that it was his own personal judgment in the matter, and that there were other ministers, whose opinions he did not judge, who took a different view of the matter. The young man replied heatedly that he considered the minister's attitude a personal affront. His father and his grandfather before him had been in the liquor business, and he had always regarded it as an honorable calling. With an air that told plainly that he was through with churches and ministers, he took his hat and walked out.

Dr. Paxton never expected to see the man again. He was therefore much surprised when one morning several months afterward the same man came to his study and said, "Dr. Paxton, when you refused to receive me as a member of your church I felt angry and outraged, and resolved in my heart to have nothing more to do with churches. But when I was leaving you told me that it would be a good thing if I would see what my business was doing in the city. The other day I took your advice. I followed one of our wagons about over the city. I watched it as it went into the private home, the mansion of the rich, the hovel and the tenement of the poor, the rich man's club, the dance hall, and places of amusement and of crime. Now I know what you meant. You were right and I was wrong. I honor and respect you, sir, for refusing to receive me into the membership of your church. But now that I have seen the evils of this business, I have given it up and, confessing my sins, I desire to be received into the Church."



A Pittsburgh lawyer, desperately ill, was sent as a last resort to a sanatorium. He was so weak that he had to be carried to the train on a stretcher. On the night of his arrival the physician who examined him, alarmed at his condition, told him that he must have a stimulant at once, and prescribed whisky. The lawyer, who had been a total abstainer all his life, said he would not take it. The physician then had a private interview with the man's wife, saying that unless her husband took the stimulant he could not answer for his being alive on the morrow. The wife answered, "You might as well try something else; you will carry him out of the hospital dead before he will take a drink of whisky." Another kind of stimulant was prescribed, and in the course of a week or ten days the sick lawyer was on his feet and on the road to recovery.

The physician who was attending him was the brilliant son of a brilliant father, also a physician. The son had been highly educated and had started in his profession with great promise; but, disappointed in a love affair, he had taken to drink, and had gone to the very depths. After some years of this sort of life he had a meeting with his former fiancee, who held out hopes of marriage if he could prove to her that he was free from the dominion of strong drink. With this as an animating and inspiring motive, the man pulled himself together and reestablished himself as a reputable and highly regarded physician.

In one of his visits to his now convalescent patient, he said to him, "Sir, I owe you a great debt of gratitude. At intervals the old appetite for drink comes back upon me with terrible power and threat. It just happened that I was in one of those dangerous periods when I was first called in to see you. I was on the point of surrendering again to my old enemy; but after I heard your steadfast refusal to take the whisky I had prescribed, even though I told you your life was in danger if you did not take it, I said to myself, 'If that man at the very point of death can hold to such a resolution, certainly I can resist the craving for drink that is now upon me.' The crisis soon passed, and I was myself again. I thank you, sir. You did not know it, but when you refused to take that whisky you were holding me back from another fall and disaster. Your refusal saved me."

A striking and dramatic illustration of the power of unconscious influence!



President Wilson's Tribute

President Woodrow Wilson told this story: 

"I was in a very plebeian place. I was in a barber shop, sitting in a chair, when I became aware that a personality had entered the room. A man had come quietly in upon the same errand as myself, and sat in the chair next to me. Every word he uttered, though it was not in the least didactic, showed a personal interest in the man who was serving him; and before I got through with what was being done for me, I was aware that I had attended an evangelistic service, because Mr. Moody was in the next chair. I purposely lingered in the room after he had left and noted the singular effect his visit had upon the barbers in that shop. They talked in undertones. They did not know his name, but they knew that something had elevated their thoughts. And I felt that I left that place as I should have left a place of worship." 

Asked to verify the truth of that in​cident, President Wilson did so, and added: 

"My admiration and esteem for Mr. Moody were very deep indeed."—Sunday School Times.
Niemoller and the Atheist

Here is an interesting item about the conscientious German pastor who would not bow to Hitler, and for that reason was confined in a concentration camp. 
"It is reported that the concentration camp commander at Sachenhausen, where Martin Niemoller is being held, is determined to make an atheist of his famous prisoner, and to this end placed a communist atheist in the cell next to him, with permission for them to talk. He also arranged for these two men to take their daily half hour walk at the same time and in the same yard. The atheist was a very intellectual person, skilled in argument. He had been promised all sorts of `favors' if he could make Niemoller lose his faith. Each prisoner enjoyed presenting his own viewpoint. This lasted four days. On the fifth day, the atheist begged Niemoller to lend him his Bible, a Book that now assumed a new meaning to him. The very same day the atheist was moved to another cell."—The News Chronicle. 



You Tell on Yourself

You tell on yourself by the friends you seek, 
By the very manner in which you speak, 
By the way you employ your leisure time, 
By the use you make of dollar and dime.

You tell what you are by the things you wear, 
By the spirit in which your burdens bear, 
By the kind of things at which you laugh, 
By the records you play on the phonograph. 

You tell what you are by the way you walk, 
By the things of which you delight to talk, 
By the manner in which you bear defeat, 
By so simple a thing as how you eat. 

By the books you choose from the well​filled shelf:
In these ways and more, you tell on yourself;
So there's really no particle of sense
In an effort to keep up false pretense.—The Lighted Pathway. 



Life More Than Words

A man's life is always more forcible than his speech; when men take stock of him they reckon his deeds as pounds and his words as pence. If his life and his doctrine disagree the mass of lookers-on accept his practice and reject his preaching.—C. H. Spurgeon, in the Keswick Calendar. 


Influence Is the Effluence of Affluence

There came over the air a few nights ago a radio voice telling the story of a young woman who went to the superintendent of her Sunday School and said: "I can't do a thing with my class of boys. I don't seem to have a bit of influence over them." And what could a mere man do in face of a determined young woman? He let her resign. Later one of her boys was in a group where the discussion turned upon the credibility of the story of Jonah and the big fish. With challenge burning in his speech he said: "I'll bet if you heard my Sunday School teacher tell it, you would have believed!" Someone who was present caught fire from that declaration and told the young woman. She called up her superintendent and said: "I want my class of boys back; I did not know until now what influence I have over them." And what could a mere man do in face of a determined young woman? She got her class back! Influence is the effluence of affluence—the outflow of the wealth of a convinced personality intensely in earnest.—John R. Riebe. 



The Light of the World

A high-caste Hindu in Jamaica watched a lady missionary living on the opposite side of the road for twelve months, unknown to her. At the end of the year he became a Christian, and is now an elder in the Friends' Meeting of his town, for, as he said, if Christianity can make anyone live as that lady lives it must be the true religion. One slip or one word amiss, he added, would have left him a Hindu. The ter​rible thing is that if our light be hid, it is hid "in them that are perishing."—W. P. Clark. 


A Servant Like His Master

That is a beautiful testimony which a Glasgow blacksmith gave concerning the saintly Dr. Norman McLeod: "He never came into my shop without talking to me as if he had been a blacksmith all his life; but he never went away without leaving Christ in my heart."—United Presbyterian. 



An Obstacle Removed

The story is told of a well-known Welsh preacher who went to deliver the address at the funeral of a pious and venerable village minister in South Wales. Hundreds of miners assembled in silence around the grave, and these were the first words that fell upon their ears: "My brethren, the greatest obstacle on your road to hell has been removed."—Sunday School Times. 



How an Indian Saw Christ 
A Navajo Indian woman who had been healed of a terrible ailment by a missionary doctor, was so impressed by the love he manifested that she said, "If Jesus is anything like the doctor, 1 can trust Him forever." There is no danger of loving too much, for Christ has set the limit.— "As I have loved you."—Sunday School Chronicle. 



To Be Near
There is a story of a young artist in the studio of a great painter at Rome many years ago. He had much talent, and his friends urged him to establish an independent studio of his own, and predicted for him wealth, success and fame. But he said: "No, I have found my master. I want to paint like Raphael, and to do that I must be near him so that I may study his method and catch his spirit and listen to his instructions. I have no other ambition than to be like him." 

This is the Christian ideal also, to be near Christ that we may be like Him, finding greatness in service with Him who came not to be ministered unto but to minister.—Homiletic Review.


The Gospel of the Face

It is said of Fenelon that his communion with God was such that his face shone. Lord Peterborough, a skeptic, was once compelled to spend a night with him at an inn. In the morning he hurried away saying, "If I spend another night with that man, I shall be a Christian in spite of myself." 

Fenelon's manner, voice, and face reflected so perfectly the glory of Christ that he was irresistibly attractive to even the worldliest men and women.—Earnest Worker.
The Light Carries Far

Lady Hasie tells how she came one night to a Chinese village without a decent inn, and how her muleteer went out to find a house for her. Christian homes are always cleaner than others, and Christians always willing to help. Then a village elder came, "I understand you are asking for a Christian in this village. We have none. I am very sorry." "Where does the nearest Christian live?" `The nearest Christian lives five days' journey from here." My father said when I told him this story, "Yes, and they knew where he was." Five days' journey and his light shone. How far this little light throws its beams!—Sunday School Times. 



Deteriorating Influences

Munkacsy, the great Hungarian painter, had a mania for using bitumen in his paints, a thing that other artists use with caution. It accounts for the richness of his dark tones. But his old age saw with sorrow the sad effects of the excessive use of bitumen in his mixture. It now appears that his great picture, Milton Dictating Paradise Lost, hanging in the Public Library in New York City, is gradually to fade into obscurity. 

Men who are lacking in moral vision often learn too late the sad influences of inferior ingredients in character.—William Chalmers Covert, in Westminster Teacher. 



Connected lives

An interesting study would be that of connected lives. Pick up a few links from a certain chain. Dr. Chambers attributed the prompting of his grand career to William Wilberforce! Wilberforce confessed his similar indebtedness to Philip Doddridge; Doddridge was the reverent disciple of Richard Baxter; Baxter of Dr. Bunney. Or this: Adoniram Judson credited Claudius Buchanan with being his missionary prompter; Buchanan thanked the Lord for the influence upon him of John Newton; and Newton was converted by the thought of "mother's God."—James M. Ludlow. 



I would be true, for there are those who trust me; 
I would be pure, for there are those who care; 
I would be strong, for there is much to suffer; 
I would be brave, for there is much to dare. 
I would be friend of all—the foe, the friendless; 
I would be giving, and forget the gift;
I would be humble, for I know my weakness;
I would look up, and laugh, and love, and lift. Amen.—Howard A. Walter.


A Holy Countenance

Mr. R. M. McCheyne was one of those saints, in the last century, whose face was sometimes lit up with such a hallowed expression that souls were saved, so attracted were they to the indescribable beauty of holiness manifested on his countenance.—Gospel Herald. 


Bible Faces
Mr. George Goodman tells of an old woman who, while riding in a tramcar one day, got into conversation with a gentleman passenger. After some minutes she asked him: 

"Sir, are you a Minister of Religion?"

"No," was the reply, "but why do you ask?" 

"Because, sir, you have a Bible face."—Happy Greetings, 1941. 



Christ Himself Had Been There 

Thomas Cook, the great English evangelist, was about to conduct a mission in a certain town. Great preparations were being made in the home where he was to be the honored guest. One of the maids of this home came into the butcher's shop to make a purchase. The clerk noticing she was a bit put out, asked the reason. "Oh, you would think that the Lord Jesus Christ Himself was coming to stay with us there is such a fuss being made." Mr. Cook came stayed, and went. A day or two after he had gone she found herself once more in the same shop. Looking at the clerk she said, "You remember I told you about the fuss being made and that you might think the Lord Jesus Christ was coming to our house." "I do," said the salesman. "Well," said the girl, "He's been."—The Threshold.


Why They Wanted to Touch Stevens

A ship was going into action in the Jutland battle. Aboard that ship worked one, Stevens by name, a real true Christian, whom all loved and revered for himself alone. Now it happened, that to get to his appointed place, each man had to pass the spot where Stevens stood, and, as they realized this, the men passed the word softly down from one to another, "Touch Stevens, touch Stevens." And so with ready response every man and every lad as he passed along touched the man whom they felt and knew to be in touch with God and Christ and things eternal. How much Stevens counted in that time of need because his life rang true!—United Methodist. 



Minus People and Plus People

An English essayist once divided the human race into two classes — "minus people" and "plus people." "The minus people," he said, "are those who leave us poorer, and the plus those who leave us richer." The one group is characterized by selfishness and fault-finding and other traits that detract from human happiness; the other group by generosity and appreciation and love. In such a classification there can be but one choice for the Christian who would follow his Master's example. We can give no more effective witness for Him than to live in such a way that others shall be richer in spirit because their lives have been touched by ours.—Christian Observer. 



Unknown Influence 

A story is told of a young woman who was a great lover of flowers. She set out a rare vine at the base of a stone wall. It grew vigorously but did not blossom. Day after day she cultivated and watered it and tried in every way to coax it to bloom. One morning as, disappointed, she stood before the plant, her invalid neighbor, whose lot adjoined her own, called to her and said; 

"You cannot imagine how I have been enjoying the blooms on that vine you planted." 

The owner looked on the other side of the wall and there was a mass of bloom. The vine had crept through the crevices and bloomed on the other side. Poor girl! She thought that her plant was a failure when all the time it was proving a blessing to one who sorely needed it. The invalid was enriched and blessed in every way because of the faithful efforts of that girl in cultivating a single vine, even though she could not see results. 

How important it is, then, that we seek to create the right kind of influence. The way we live, worship, act and play, may count for more than we think. A mother whose sons all became sailors, attributed their decision to a picture of a great sailing vessel which hung over the fireplace where they spent their childhood.—The Pentecostal Testimony.
Babe Ruth's Tribute

The following testimony to the useful life of an old minister was given by "Babe" Ruth, the famous baseball player: "Most of the people who have really counted in my life were not famous. Nobody ever heard of them, except those who knew and loved them. I knew an old minister once. His hair was white, his face shone. I have written my name on thousands and thousands of baseballs in my life. The old minister wrote his name on just a few simple hearts. How I envy him! He was not trying to please his own immortal soul. So fame never came to him. I am listed as a famous home-runner, yet beside that obscure minister, who was so good and so wise, I never got to first base."—Sunday School Times. 



A Walking Sermon

St. Francis of Assisi once said to a brother monk, "Let us go to town and preach." They went to town. They walked out one street, walked back another street, and returned. Then the brother said to St. Francis, "I thought you said we were going to town to preach." Said St. Francis, "We were preaching. As we walked along the street people saw us, noted our demeanor, thought of our lives. Some impulse from our souls touched them. We were preaching all the way." It was a wise answer. Christian people cannot guard too well the sermons that they preach as they go about town. These are the only sermons that many people hear.—Gospel Herald. 



She Magnified Jesus

On a recent Sunday, Henry Burnett, of Macon, Georgia, was a guest in the home of a friend whose little girl had just come in from her first Sunday School lesson. On seeing the enthusiasm of the child for the Sunday School Mr. Burnett asked, "What did you do at Sunday School this morning?" "We sang a song," she said, "in a big room and then we went into a small room where a lady talked." "Who was she?" asked Mr. Burnett. "I don't know her name," she said, "but she must be the mother of Jesus, for she talked about Him all the time." A little child leads us here. The teacher's name meant little or nothing to the little girl, but what she said about Jesus so impressed her that she saw a close kinship between the teacher and Jesus.—Christian Index. 



Influence of a Christlike Life

After finding David Livingstone at Ujiji, Central Africa, and spending four months with him there, Henry M. Stanley said: "I went to Africa as prejudiced as the biggest atheist in London. But there came a long time for reflection. I saw this solitary old man there and asked myself, 'How on earth does he stay here? What is it that inspires him?' For months after we met I found myself wondering at the old man carrying out all that was said in the Bible—'Leave all things and follow Me.' But little by little my sympathy was aroused; seeing his piety, his gentleness, his zeal, his earnestness, and how he went about his business, I was converted by him, although he had not tried to do it."—J. R. R. 



Pervasive
Once in the Bureau of Standards in Washington, a tiny tube containing less than two-thousandths of an ounce of radium was accidentally dropped on a hardwood floor and broken. With a camel's hair brush they swept up the radium. Then they washed the floor to get the rest of it. But enough remained to render another washing necessary, this time with acidulated water, and still another with soda water, and a fourth time with hydrant water. Each washing yielded about four hundred dollars worth of radium. Finally a carpenter came and scraped the floor. Three years later the shavings were burned, and the ashes found to be strong in radium. It is almost impossible to get rid of human influence for good or bad exerted.—Forward. 



The Gospel They Could Read
Some years ago a young American student named Wray was accepted as a foreign missionary. He was thoroughly good, but of small intellectual capacities, and found it more than difficult to master the language. The native people found it impossible to understand him when he spoke to them. But though they could not understand his talk, they could his walk. One day when, according to their custom, they were seated on the ground around one of their teachers, the question was asked, "What is it to be a Christian?" Not one of them could answer, but finally one of them pointed to where the young missionary was seated, and replied, "It is to live as Mr. Wray lives!" They could not read the Gospel according to Matthew or Mark or Luke or John, but they could read the Gospel according to Wray.—Methodist Recorder. 



World Knows Us

Our lives must be incarnations of the Gospel, epistles of life and truth and love. The highest evidence of Christianity, and its strongest recommendation to the world, are lives that are unmistakably Christ-like. A serious condemnation of Christian living was expressed by a Buddhist, who was in search of truth and light, when he said, "I want to believe in Christ, but I have never seen Him in those who profess to follow Him." Dr. J. Stuart Holden once expressed his opinion that "the reason why the world does not know God is because it knows us so well."—Selected.


You are writing a gospel, a chapter each day, 
Fay deeds that you do, by words that you say,
Men read what you write, whetner faithless or true, 
Say, what is the gospel according to you?—Selected. 



Andrew Murray's Own Family

Andrew Murray evidently lived a holy life before his children. Eleven of his children grew to adult life. Five of the six sons became ministers of the Gospel, and four of the daughters became minister's wives. Even the second generation made a good showing! Ten grandsons became ministers and thirteen became missionaries! That gave evidence of an unusual prayer power and devotion of life to the Lord, on the part of Andrew Murray.—Christian Victory.


"One rotten apple spoils a whole barrel," may be acceptable counsel for a fruit-vendor. But if one bad child can spoil a group of children, then that one child has been better schooled in badness than the others have been tutored in goodness. And that is a pretty serious indictment of us adults, both individually and collectively.—George St. George, addressing a PTA meeting in Pittsburgh, Pa. 


No sale is ever made until a buyer believes in the integrity of a seller. 

No pupil is taught until the teacher has won the confidence of the prospective learner. 

I rejoice, now that our beloved brother, Harold St. John, has been called into the Lord's presence, to recount an incident that could happen only to a man who 'walked with God'.

He was staying in an hotel in Rome and when an English lady approached him, and said, 'May I presume to speak to you without an introduction on the basis that we are both British people in a foreign country?"Why, madam, certainly,' he replied, to which she responded, 'I wish to ask you a personal question. Will you please tell me the secret of your serenity? I have been watching you for two days and I perceive you live in a different world from mine.' This led to a conversation which ended in her kneeling in a secluded corner of the hotel lounge and accepting his Lord as hers.—R. A. Laidlaw
(1 Pet. 2. 9)



Spiritual Influence

When I was saved, during a mighty movement of the Spirit of God in Glasgow, Scotland, a young lady was also saved. Her name was Helen Ewing. She was just a slip of a girl, but at the very threshold of her new life in Christ, she crowned Him as absolute Lord and was filled with the Spirit. The rivers of living water just simply flowed from that young girl's life. Although she died at the age of twenty-two, all Scotland wept. I know hundreds of missionaries all over the world wept and mourned for her.

She had mastered the Russian language and was expecting to labor for God in Europe. She had no outstanding personality; she never wrote a book, nor composed a hymn; she was not a preacher, and never travelled more than two hundred miles, so far as I know, from her home. But when she died people wrote about her life story. Although she died so early in life, she had led a great multitude to Jesus Christ. She arose early each morning about five o'clock to study God's Word, to commune, and to pray. She prayed for hundreds of missionaries. Her mother showed me her diary—one of her diaries—and there were at least three hundred different missionaries for whom she was praying. It showed how God had burdened that young heart with a ministry of prayer. She had the date when she started to pray for a request and then the date when God answered her petition. She had a dynamic prayer life that moved God and moved man.

I was talking one day with two university professors in London City. We were talking about dynamic Christianity, when one of them suddenly said, 'Brother Stewart, I want to tell you a story.' And he told me that in Glasgow University there was a remarkable young lady who, wherever she went on that campus, left a fragrance of Christ behind her. For example, if the students were telling dirty stories, someone would say, `Sh—Helen is coming—quiet,' and then she passed by and unconsciously left the power behind her.—James Stewart 
(Gal. 2. 20; Eph. 5. 18; Phil. 1. 21)



One sickly sheep infects the flock, 
And weakens all the rest.—Unknown


The deeds we do, the words we say— 
Into still air they seem to fleet, 
We count them ever past; 
But they shall last— 
In the dread judgment they 
And we shall meet!

I charge thee by the years gone by, 
For the love's sake of brethren dear, 
Keep thou the one true way, 
In work and play, 
Lest in that world their cry 
Of woe thou hear.—John Keble


Do not say your influence is confined to a narrow sphere. Yon little candle is not a sun; yet observe how bright it shines, how far it spreads its rays in the dark night! Hide not then your light, whatever it be, under a bushel; nor keep your talent, because it is a single one, wrapped up in a napkin. Of this I can assure you, that if you adorn the Gospel by a holy conversation, you will give light to some who sit in darkness, and prove a blessing to your relations, friends, and neighbors. You will preach to the eyes what we preach to the ears. You will be living epistles known and read of all men.—E. Ward
Ingratitude Sermon Illustrations

In Gulliver's Travels Jonathan Swift gives us his opinion of ingratitude to friends and benefactors when he thus describes the laws of the Lilliputians: "Ingratitude is reckoned among them a capital crime; for they reason thus, that whoever makes ill return to his benefactors must needs be a common enemy to the rest of mankind, from whom he hath received no obligation. And, therefore, such a man is not fit to live." Though severe, the reasoning is sound: If a man does ill to one who has helped him, how much more will he do to those who have not helped him in any way?



On one occasion Talleyrand, being told that a certain public officer was saying evil things against him, exclaimed, "That surprises me; I have never done him a favor."



When the ministry of Robert Walpole fell, and a hostile vote was being taken in the House of Commons, Walpole, watching those who voted against him, said to the one who sat near him, "Young man, I will tell you the history of all these men as they come in: That fellow I saved from the gallows. And that one, from starvation. This other one's son I promoted."



Even the Saviour himself was hurt and wounded by ingratitude; and if he, who then can be insensitive to its wounds? Some think that Shakespeare sounded the depths of mortal sorrow and suffering in that tremendous scene in King Lear, where the aged king and father, cast out by his unnatural daughters, wanders on the gloomy heath at night and utters his apostrophe to wind and rain, thunder and lightning. He had learned

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child!

Ingratitude in all its degrees is an ugly thing, but most loathsome it is when it shows itself in a child.

Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous when thou show'st thee in a child 
Than the sea-monster!


When Colonel Gardiner, whose remarkable conversion is related by Philip Doddridge, was suddenly arrested on his path of evil and turned to God, he felt himself doomed to eternal punishment. But the thing which troubled him most of all, he said, was not the thought of that punishment, but the realization that he had been such a monster of ingratitude to the God of holiness, who had loved him and given his Son to die for him. Those two elements, then, fear of the judgments of God and fear of that self-judgment which is even more severe, if that be possible, act as restraining influences upon man's conduct. That was what Joseph meant when in his hour of temptation he cried out, "How then can I do this great wickedness, and sin against God?" (Gen. 39:9).

Inheritance Sermon Illustrations

A lawyer made his way to the edge of the excavation where a gang was working, and called the name of Timothy O'Toole.

"Who's wantin' me?" inquired a heavy voice.

"Mr. O'Toole," the lawyer asked, "did you come from Castlebar, County Mayo?"

"I did that."

"And your mother was named Bridget and your father Michael?"

"They was."

"It is my duty, then," said the lawyer, "to inform you, Mr. O'Toole, that your Aunt Mary has died in Iowa, leaving you an estate of sixty thousand dollars."

There was a short silence below, and then a lively commotion.

"Are you coming, Mr. O'Toole?" the lawyer called down.

"In wan minute," was bellowed in answer. "I've just stopped to lick the foreman."

It required just six months of extremely riotous living for O'Toole to expend all of the sixty thousand dollars. His chief endeavor was to satisfy a huge inherited thirst.

Then he went back to his job. And there, presently, the lawyer sought him out again.

"It's your Uncle Patrick, this time, Mr. O'Toole," the lawyer explained. "He has died in Texas, and left you forty thousand dollars."

O'Toole leaned heavily on his pick, and shook his head in great weariness.

"I don't think I can take it," he declared. "I'm not as strong as I wance was, and I misdoubt me that I could go through all that money and live."



In a London theatre, a tragedy was being played. The aged king tottered to and fro on the stage as he declaimed:

"On which one of my two sons shall I bestow the crown?"

A voice came down from the gallery:

"Hi saye, guv'nor, myke it 'arf a crown apiece."



Said one Tommy to another: "That's a snortin' pipe, Bill. Where'd you happen on it?"

"It was pussonal property of a Boche what tried to take me prisoner," was the answer. "Inherited it from him."

Iniquity Sermon Illustrations

Iniquity of the holy things

There is forgiveness, not only for our omissions of duty but for our duties themselves, not only for our prayerlessness but for our prayers; not only for our long rejection but for our sins in coming to Him; not only for our unbelief but for our faith; not only for our past enmity but for our present, cold-hearted love; not only for the sins we bring to Christ but for our way of bringing them; for the impure motives that defiled our service, and also for the sin mingling with our worship, when standing within the veil, in the sanctuary where the Majesty of the Holy One has its abode.—Dr. Bonar
(Exod. 28. 38)

Initiative Sermon Illustrations

The English essayist and divine of the 19th century, Sydney Smith, had this to say about initiative and courage: "A great deal of talent is lost in the world for want of a little courage. Every day sends to their graves obscure men who timidity prevented from making a first effort; who, if they could have been induced to begin, would, in all probability, have gone great lengths in the career of fame. The fact is, that to do anything in the world worth doing, we must not stand back shivering and thinking of the cold danger, but we must jump in and scramble through as well as we can.

"A man waits, and doubts, and consults his brother, and his particular friends, till one day he finds that he is sixty years old, and that he has lost so much time in consulting that he has no time to follow their advice." 



One story which illustrates the kind of talent we like to have is about General MacArthur who called in one of his Army engineers during the war and asked: "How long will it take to throw a bridge across this stream?"

"Three days," the engineer told him. 

"Good," snapped General MacArthur. "Have your draftsmen make drawings right away." 

Three days later the General sent for the engineer and asked how the bridge was coming along.

"It's all ready. You can send the troops across right now if you don't have to wait for the pictures. They ain't done yet."—B. F. Coggin, Vice President of Convair 



Do we know how to use our information and knowledge? Once upon a rime there was a ticket agent on a railroad in India. He knew all about selling tickets. He knew all about when the engine was coming and when it was not. But one day, he sent a telegram to New York to the people who owned the railroad, and it went something like this: "There is a tiger on the platform eating a customer. Please wire instructions."—Roger G. Imhoff, Clergyman 



Thomas A. Edison, the great inventor, was talking one day with the governor of North Carolina, and the governor complimented him on his inventive genius. "I am not a great inventor," said Edison.

"But you have over a thousand patents to your credit, haven't you?" queried the governor. 

"Yes, but about the only invention I can really claim as absolutely original is the phonograph," was the reply.

"Why, I'm afraid I don't understand what you mean," said the governor.

"Well," explained Edison, "I guess I'm an awfully good sponge. I absorb ideas from every source I can and put them to practical use. Then I improve them until they become of some value. The ideas which I use are mostly the ideas of other people who don't develop them themselves,"—Adapted from Just a Moment 


The sweet little girl had a violent tussle with her particular chum. Her mother reprimanded her, and concluded by saying:

"It was Satan who suggested to you the pulling of Jenny's hair."

"I shouldn't be surprised," the child replied musingly. "But," she added proudly, "kicking her in the shins was entirely my own idea."

Injustice Sermon Illustrations

The child sat by the road bawling loudly. A passer-by asked him what was the matter.

"My ma, she's gone and drowned the kittens," the boy wailed.

"Oh, isn't that too bad!" was the sympathetic response.

The child bawled the louder.

"An' ma she promised me that I could drown 'em."

Innocence Sermon Illustrations

A little girl four years old was alone in the nursery with the door closed and fastened when her little brother arrived and expressed a desire to come in. The following was the dialogue:

"I wants to tum in, Sissy."

"But you tan't tum in, Tom."

"But I wants to."

"Well, I'se in my nightie gown an' nurse says little boys mus'n't see little girls in their nightie gowns."

There was a period of silence during which the astonished little boy reflected on the mystery. It was ended by Sissy's calling out:

"You tan tum in now, Tom—I tooked it off."



The very young clergyman made his first parochial call. He tried to admire the baby, and asked how old it was.

"Just ten weeks old," the proud mother replied.

And the very young clergyman inquired interestedly:

"And is it your youngest?"

Innoculation Sermon Illustrations

Iniquitous innoculation or Religious Varioloid

I do not know the name of the man who wrote the following editorial. But I praise him for it. And I am sure he would not object to my passing on to those who have not read these weighty words of wisdom:

"America is being innoculated with a mild form of Christianity which is making us immune to the real thing. There are several types of this religious varioloid:

"Psychological Christianity—an obsession that makes God a good 'pepper-upper' and religion a comforting thought. Its devotees see theology as a waste of time; shudder at the mention of sin; go to church to seek psycho-religious adjustment for tension and frustration. Their heaven is health and wealth. 

"Social Christianity—a 'good time' religion with special appeal to those who cannot get into lodges, clubs, or the society column. It expresses itself in a round of socials, banquets, or—in its more liberal manifestations—theater parties, dances and bridge.

"Political Christianity—a reform movement with a social gospel, which is so busy with surveys, committee meetings, projects, campaigns, etc., to clean up society that individuals are starving to death for spiritual food.

"Emotional Christianity—a type of innoculation which gives the patient divine thrills and mystical exaltations, but often leaves him spiritually dead.

"Atavistic Christianity—a sort of religious loyalty to the be​liefs of our dead forebears. The Chinese have it in a bit different form and call it ancestor worship.

"Sacramental Christianity—a blind loyalty to certain rites or ceremonies, the faithful performance of which is supposed to give one a 'pass' to glory. Its devotees have a 'form of godliness,' but 'deny the power thereof.'

"Theological Christianity—an intellectual and coldly scientific acceptance of the abstract truth in the New Testament Scriptures. Those who have been immunized by this serum can split hairs with the same finesse that Nero played his fiddle while Rome burned.

"On every hand we have the ghosts of what might have been great Christians. A very large proportion of the American people are professedly religious, but their religion is not deep, vital, real! It does not grip the whole man and change and transform him into a new creature in Jesus Christ. The time has come to restore the pure Christianity of die first century."

Inquisitiveness Sermon Illustrations

In the smoking car, one of the passengers had an empty coatsleeve. The sharer of his seat was of an inquisitive turn, and after a vain effort to restrain his curiosity, finally hemmed and hawed, and said:

"I beg pardon, sir, but I see you've lost an arm."

The one-armed man picked up the empty sleeve in his remaining hand, and felt of it with every evidence of astonishment.

"Bless my soul!" he exclaimed. "I do believe you're right."



The curiosity of the passenger was excited by the fact that his seatmate had his right arm in a sling, and the following dialogue occurred:

"You broke your arm, didn't you?"

"Well, yes, I did."

"Had an accident, I suppose?"

"Not exactly. I did it in trying to pat myself on the back."

"My land! On the back! Now, whatever did you want to pat yourself on the back for?"

"Just for minding my own business."

In-Service Education Sermon Illustrations

Many factors aid in the production of a good institute. One of the greatest of these factors is the instructor. He can make the best organized institute worthless. He can make a poorly planned institute very good. His attitude is a matter of supreme importance. 

The instructor may be a man of great scholarship well known as a college president or professor. If he comes to the teachers with an attitude of superior wisdom, he places between himself and them an impassable gulf. They soon feel that his heavy cargo of knowledge is entirely beyond their reach.... His subjects look well in print and are intended to imply great wisdom. No one can guess from the title what the lecture will be about. These lectures fail to touch in a remote way either the course of study or the simple pedagogy of the common schools. The destructive power of such an instructor is great. Time and money given to him are worse than lost. It is stolen. An occasional instructor assumes that the institute exists for the sole purpose of amusement. He feels that his period of forty-five minutes is a failure unless in it he produces forty-five laughs. He has no respect for age, and uses freely alleged funny things that smell of the bilge water of the ark.... This type of instructor is never so happy as when the fame of his jokes goes outside the institute room and the men of the town crowd in to hear him This sort of work sometimes produces a noisy interest that is mistaken for enthusiasm. That its value is below zero needs no argument. It is a hopeful sign that in many counties the teachers rebuke the amusement instructor by silent contempt and a refusal to laugh. 

A rather large number of instructors spend much time in destroying straw men. This is especially true of some of the men who come to us from beyond the borders of our state. They become greatly distressed as they vividly describe a horrible state of educational affairs. They grow eloquent as they tell how these pedagogical wrongs are to be righted. We listen, and restrain ourselves, for the matter under discussion is ancient history. 

The ground was fought over and the issue settled twenty years ago. Of course, bowling things over is a fascinating exercise. The straw-man killer is harmless and his work, is almost, if not entirely, useless. 

Occasionally, a man appears in an institute with an attitude of indifference to everything except his pay. He has no aim and cares nothing for results. He works wholly for money and tries to get that with as little effort as possible ... He is a disorganizer. By the end of the second day he brings chaos into the institute and produces indifference in every teacher. He spells failure in letters so large that he ought to be prohibited by law. 

There are instructors that really hardly have time to attend the institute. The representative of this class impresses upon the people at his hotel that he must have very prompt service as his time is valuable. He appears at the meeting place just at the time for his lecture to begin. At its close he rushes from the stage and hastens to the hotel.... He never gets into the spirit of the meeting and has no conception of what his co-workers are trying to do. He is generally a high priced man, getting for his services a sum out of all proportion to his worth. 

It occasionally happens that clergymen or professional lecturers break into the institute field. These men attempt to play upon the emotions of their hearers by a cheap sentimentalism. They tearfully proclaim the beauties of the sacrificial life of the teacher. They touch the heart with beautiful stories of the innocence of childhood. ... They treat their hearers with condescension and disgust them with trivialities.—Professor Robert J. Aley, Indiana University, speech at the Indiana State Teachers Association Convention, 1908 
Inside Sermon Illustrations

'Is it getting night?' said an old Scottish woman ninety-seven years of age. And her aged Scottish husband by her side, realizing that she was dying, bent down close to her and said, 'Yes, Janet, it is getting night.' She was wandering a bit and was back in the olden days with her loved ones, but she knew that the end was near. She was still a moment, and then said, 'Are the boys all in?' Yes,' he said, 'the boys are all in, Janet.' (The last one had come home three years before).

She was again still a moment more, then she said, 'I will soon be in."Yes, Janet, you will soon be in.' And you will soon come too,' she asked. 'Yes!' he said, 'by the grace of God I will soon come too.' She reached out her thin hands in order that she might clasp them round his neck and draw him down to her side, as she said, 'And He will then shut us all in.' `All in!'

I wonder if you can say it, with the boys all in, the girls all in. It is a sad thing to have a boy that is a wanderer and a girl that is lost.—J. Wilbur Chapman
Soon Thy saints shall all be gather'd—Inside the veil,
All at home—no more be scatter'd—Inside the veil.

(Gen. 7. 1; Rev. 21. 27)

Insomia Sermon Illustrations

The man suffering from insomnia quite often makes a mistake in calling the doctor, when what he needs is the preacher.

Inspiration Sermon Illustrations

Inspiration should be as the green of a fertile meadow on a warm evening after rain: a rich soil from which a breathtaking fragrance rises in a spiral of color. Inspiration can be chiseled like an antique dagger, or rough as a block of prime matter in the mind of a philosopher. It can caress you like a woman or hit you with the punch of a prizefighter. Inspiration is the certitude that, out of nothing, something is going to happen.—Serge de Gastyne, "Inspiration," Music Journal 


Bruce, with eyes growing wider, watched a persevering spider, then rose and swiped the English army on the nose. 

Newton, sitting on a wall, watched an autumn apple fall, and found that gravity brought apples to the ground. 

Watt, observing someones kettle boiling near the chimney settle, designed a patent engine that amazed mankind.

I have looked at spiders toiling, apples falling, kettles boiling. My hat! If I could only think like that!—Sunshine Magazine 


Good teachers have the ability to arouse interest of pupils in subject matter and to shape wholesome attitudes while imparting facts and interpreting these facts. This ability to inspire includes a sense of the dramatic, even on a mild scale, such as might be used in approaching the solution of a geometry problem. The use of the dramatic, however, should not involve misinterpretation of fact.—Homer T. Rosenberger, Bulletin, NASSP 


It is rather widely known that Mark Twain was somewhat profane at times. On the other hand his wife was quite refined. She devised a scheme which she thought might change his habits. She met him at the door once and immediately uttered a string of oaths. Mark was momentarily stunned but quickly recovered and saw through the ruse. He waited in silence while she finished her tirade and then said softly, "My dear, you have the words but not the music." 



A young artist, who was studying under a great master, came one day to the studio to beg for permission to use his master's brush. The request was granted, and with a singing heart the young man went away to his own painting, thinking that now his work would be much better. 

A short while later he returned with the brush, complaining that he could do no better with it than he could with his own brush. An assistant in the studio, hearing the young man's complaint, said to him: "Friend, it is not the master's brush you need, but the master's devotion, the master's spirit."—Sunshine Magazine 


Henry Ford once said that the ability to encourage others is one of life's finest assets. The auto inventor and manufacturer knew the power of encouragement. He had learned of it as a young man.

Memorable to him was the time, at the beginning of his career, when he made a drawing of his newly built engine for Thomas A. Edison. Young Ford had endured criticism and ridicule. Most mechanical experts of that day were convinced that electric carriages would be the popular passenger cars of the future. 

But attending a dinner one evening at which Edison was present, Ford began explaining his engine to men nearest him at table. He noticed that Edison, seated several chairs away, was listening. Finally the great man moved closer and asked the young inventor to make a drawing. 

When the crude sketch was completed, Edison studied it intently, then suddenly banged his fist on the table. "Young man," he said, "that's the thing! You have it!" 

Years later, Ford recalled, "The thump of that fist upon the table was worth worlds to me."—Jack Kytle, Partners 


I once had a conversation with a group of young men on the subject of the inspiration of the Bible. Most of them opposed me. I reminded them of the numerous prophecies in the Old Testament concerning the Messiah, which were literally fulfilled in Christ. One of them was sharp enough to see the force of the argument, and he admitted that these prophecies were undoubtedly written hundreds of years before Christ was born, and that He fulfilled them in every detail, but he endeavored to parry its force by advancing the theory that Christ had intentionally planned his actions in accordance with the Messianic programme, in order to establish His religion, so that there was, after all, nothing very wonderful in the fact that these prophecies were fulfilled.

This sounded very neat and ingenious, but I asked my friend to explain to us how Christ, in accordance with this theory, was able to arrange to be born in the very village—one of the smallest in Judaea—where the prophet Micah foretold that the Eternal One should be born on earth. I asked him what precautions He had taken, if a man as we are, to ensure being born at the very time and in the very family that the Scriptures had forecast. My friend was not inclined to surrender his position without a struggle, so he contended that Jesus, seeing that He happened to be born in this particular village, at this particular time, had been seized with the idea of carrying out the remaining details requisite to establish His Messianic claims.

My reply, in substance, was as follows: Well and good. In accordance with this, you will now perhaps tell us why Jesus was allowed to make arrangements for two thieves to be crucified with Him in order to fulfill Isaiah's predictions in his 53rd Chapter. You must tell us whether Judas arranged with the chief priests to betray Jesus in order to fulfill the word of the prophet; and, after Judas had hanged himself, who it was that arranged for a potter's field to be bought with the money which the betrayer flung down in the Temple, and whether it was done in order to fulfill the prophecy to that effect! You will also doubtless show us how, while hanging on the Cross, Jesus persuaded the four Roman soldiers who crucified Him to divide His outer garments into four parts and to cast lots for His inner robe, as the 22nd Psalm had accurately described! You will also need to explain whether His enemies gave Him vinegar to drink in His agony in order to fulfill the 69th Psalm. If your theory is to hold good, you must explain to us how it was that, after Jesus was dead, the soldiers decided not to break His legs, as they did to the two thieves by His side. Did they desire to make Him fulfil the type of the Passover lamb in the twelfth chapter of Exodus, and the ninth of Numbers, or the reference in the 34th Psalm?—How did Jesus arrange all these details should be fulfilled in Himself?

My friend had nothing more to say.—Arthur Gook
(Luke 24. 27, 44; John 5. 39; 2 Pet. 1. 21)



She was from Boston, and he was not.

He had spent a harrowing evening discussing authors of whom he knew nothing, and their books, of which he knew less.

Presently the maiden asked archly: "Of course, you've read 'Romeo and Juliet?'"

He floundered helplessly for a moment and then, having a brilliant thought, blurted out, happily:

"I've—I've read Romeo!"

Instructions Sermon Illustrations

A lively looking porter stood on the rear platform of a sleeping-car in the Pennsylvania station when a fussy and choleric old man clambered up the steps. He stopped at the door, puffed for a moment, and then turned to the young man in uniform.

"Porter," he said. "I'm going to St. Louis, to the Fair. I want to be well taken care of. I pay for it. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir, but—"

"Never mind any 'buts.' You listen to what I say. Keep the train boys away from me. Dust me off whenever I want you to. Give me an extra blanket, and if there is any one in the berth over me slide him into another. I want you to—"

"But, say, boss, I—"

"Young man, when I'm giving instructions I prefer to do the talking myself. You do as I say. Here is a two-dollar bill. I want to get the good of it. Not a word, sir."

The train was starting. The porter pocketed the bill with a grin and swung himself to the ground. "All right, boss!" he shouted. "You can do the talking if you want to. I'm powerful sorry you wouldn't let me tell you—but I ain't going out on that train."

Insult Sermon Illustrations

The young wife greeted her husband tearfully on his return from the day's work.

"Oh, Willie, darling," she gasped, "I have been so insulted!"

"Insulted!" Willie exclaimed wrathfully. "Insulted by whom?"

"By your mother!" the wife declared, and sobbed aloud.

The husband was aghast, but inclined to be skeptical.

"By my mother, Ella? Why, dearest, that's nonsense. She's a hundred miles away."

"But she did," the wife insisted. "A letter came to you this morning, and it was addressed in your mother's writing, so, of course, I opened it."

"Oh, yes, of course," Willie agreed, without any enthusiasm.

"And it was written to you all the whole way through, every word of it, except——"

"Except what?"

"Except the postscript," the wife flared. "That was the insult—that was to me." The tears flowed again. "It said: 'P. S.—Dear Ella, don't fail to give this letter to Willie. I want him to read it.'"



Tom Corwin was remarkable for the size of his mouth. He claimed that he had been insulted by a deacon of his church.

"When I stood up in the class meeting, to relate my experience," Corwin explained, "and opened my mouth, the Deacon rose up in front and said, 'Will some brother please close that window, and keep it closed!'"

Insurance Sermon Illustrations

A man went to an insurance office to have his life insured the other day.

"Do you cycle?" the insurance agent asked.

"No," said the man.

"Do you motor?"

"No."

"Do you, then, perhaps, fly?"

"No, no," said the applicant, laughing; "I have no dangerous—"

But the agent interrupted him curtly.

"Sorry, sir," he said, "but we no longer insure pedestrians."



The woman at the insurance office inquired as to the costs, amounts paid, etc.

"So," she concluded, "if I pay five dollars, you pay me a thousand if my house burns down. But do you ask questions about how the fire came to start?"

"We make careful investigation, of course," the agent replied.

The woman flounced toward the door disgustedly.

"Just as I thought," she called over her shoulder. "I knew there was a catch in it."

Insurgents Sermon Illustrations

"And what," asked a visitor to the North Dakota State Fair, "do you call that kind of cucumber?"

"That," replied a Fargo politician, "is the Insurgent cucumber. It doesn't always agree with a party."

Intelligence Sermon Illustrations

Intelligence has been defined by the psychologists as the capacity to learn. That is nonsense. Intelligence is the capacity to wonder.—Hy Sherman, Flying 



It is a mark of intelligence, no matter what you are doing, to have a good time doing it. —V. W. Cochran 


If a ship sinks, an intelligent rat gets off but a wise rat doesn't get on in the first place. 



Like the X-ray, intelligence tests can bless or burn. 



Not all gifted children are bookworms. Some may be found among the black-leather jacket and hot-rod set, says Dr. Elizabeth M. Drews, Michigan State University education professor. She groups gifted students in four categories: studious "A" scholars who are conformists and know how to work for good grades; social leaders who "choose to make their impact felt in the realm of people" and grow up to become executives and club women; "intellectuals," whom teachers do not always like, but who are the future scientists, artists and writers; and rebels, who may have high IQ's but low grades.—Quote 

Intercession Sermon Illustrations

When the question, "What is intercession?" was asked in a Sunday School, one of the children aptly replied, "Speaking a word to God for us, sir."—The Biblical Illustrator
Interest Sermon Illustrations

Interest is like a kite. Under proper conditions it soars upward and is difficult to pull down. 



Just as there is an attention span there is an attention-interest boundary line which the speaker or writer must cross to get to pay-dirt.—M. Dale Baughman
Intermission Sermon Illustrations

During a lecture, Artemas Ward once startled the crowd of listeners by announcing a fifteen-minute intermission. After contemplating the audience for a few minutes, he relieved their bewilderment by saying:

"Meanwhile, in order to pass the time, we will proceed with the lecture."

Interviews Sermon Illustrations

"Haven't your opinions on this subject undergone a change?"

"No," replied Senator Soghum.

"But your views, as you expressed them some time ago?"

"Those were not my views. Those were my interviews."

Intolerance Sermon Illustrations

There is an old legend of Abraham which teaches its lesson of toleration. Sitting one day at the door of his tent, he was visited by a stranger. Abraham asked him within and they sat down to break bread together. Unlike Abraham, the stranger did not pause to ask a blessing. Abraham inquired the reason why, and he told him that he worshiped the sun. Angry with him, Abraham drove him out of the tent.

Afterward the Lord called and asked where the stranger was. Abraham replied, "I thrust him out because he did not worship thee."

Then said the Lord: "I have suffered him and his ancestors for hundreds of years, and couldst not thou endure him for one hour?"



When James and John wished to bring down fire and lightning upon a Samaritan village which had been inhospitable to Jesus, Christ rebuked the sons of thunder, and said, "Ye know not what manner of spirit ye are of." (Luke 9:55.) 



There are few hymns which we like to sing more than "Rock of Ages," by Toplady, and "Jesus, Lover of My Soul," by Charles Wesley. John Wesley had a most bitter dispute with Toplady, the author of "Rock of Ages." 

Wesley grossly caricatured Toplady's Calvinism as amounting to this: "One in twenty of mankind are elected; nineteen in twenty are reprobated. The elect shall be saved, do what they will: the reprobate shall be damned, do what they can. Reader, believe this, or be damned. Witness my hand, A—T—"

To this stinging satire Toplady responded with a pamphlet calling Wesley a perverter of the truth and saying that under different circumstances a similar forgery would have landed him in Virginia or Maryland.

Of the same nature was a dispute between Newman Smith and Robert Hall. Smith was the author of a widely read and useful pamphlet, "Come to Jesus." In his controversy with Hall, Smith wrote a bitter pamphlet, and unable to think of an appropriate title, he submitted the article to a friend on whose judgment he relied and asked him to suggest a title. His friend read the fierce pamphlet, and then said to Smith, "I would name it 'Go to Hell,' by the author of 'Come to Jesus.'"

Inventors Sermon Illustrations

The profiteer, skimming over the advertisements in his morning paper, looked across the damask and silver and cut glass at his wife, and remarked enviously:

"These inventors make the money. Take cleaners, now, I'll bet that feller Vacuum has cleared millions."

Invitation Sermon Illustrations

I was in residence at the London Hospital as house-physician when Moody and Sankey were holding their services in a large building erected for the purpose at Stratford. Sitting in the crowded hall one afternoon, I found at the close of the service that immediately in front of me was a disguissed-looking man who did not move when the rest went out. The choir was softly singing on the platform what I fear I must describe as doggerel, being an endless repetition of the words:

Come to Jesus! come to Jesus! come to Jesus just now!
Just now, come to Jesus! come to Jesus just now!

I leaned over and asked my neighbor how he liked the address. He turned round and said, 'Excuse me, sir, it was very powerful; but as my feelings are slightly agitated I would rather not say any more. I don't wish to speak at present'. And there he sat a little longer, while the choir still kept crooning the same endless invitation.

How little we really see with our eyes! All the greatest things elude us, or are only dimly perceived by the finer vision of the spirit. Anyhow, I was quite unconscious of the divine drama which was being enacted on that wooden form in front of me in that somewhat squalid building that afternoon. 'Well!' I replied, 'here is my address, and if at any time you would care for a chat, come and see me at the hospital.'

Three days after, the card of a city solicitor was brought up to my room, and as he entered I recognized my neighbor at Moody and Sankey's, though he was completely changed. His face had wholly lost its heavy and dull look, and was animated and sparkling with joy.

'Dr. Schofield,' he exclaimed, as he held out his hand, 'I cannot stop away. I must tell you my joy. Do you know, sir, my sins are all forgiven? Do you know that I, a respectable lawyer, have the greatest difficulty in not telling every one of the great change come over me?'

'I suppose it was at Moody and Sankey's service,' I asked.

'It was,' he replied, 'but it wasn't the address.' I looked surprised. 'Nor it wasn't what you said to me,' he added. 'The fact is, I am very fond of choral singing and am a member of the Temple Church where I hear some of the finest singing in the world.'

'I'm afraid Moody and Sankey's choir was hardly up to your standard.'

'Well, no, it wasn't,' he replied, 'but it has done more for me than any other choir in the world.'

'Tell me,' I said.

'While you were talking, I was listening to that choir. You know how it kept at it—"Come to Jesus! Come to Jesus!" Well, the first fifty times I didn't mind, but when it kept on unceasingly, and after I had heard it about a hundred times, I began to think. And as it still went on I realized the truth of the Savior's words, "Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden and I will give you rest" (Matt. 11. 28). I thought I had better come. So I took the Lord Jesus as my Savior there and then, and went home rejoicing, and ever since my joy has been growing and growing; I don't know how to contain it. You see, I'm a prosy city lawyer, and this is the last thing on earth I ever thought would happen to me. But, Oh I praise God it has.'—Dr. A. T. Schofield 
(Matt. 11. 28; John 6. 37)



Miss Ada Habershon in her 'memoirs' tells how, at one of D. L. Moody's services, in a tent, right in the very front sat Deacon Abraham's daughter-in-law and her baby. The little one's eyes were fixed on Moody as he spoke. The Lord's loving invitation—'Come!' he repeated again and again with outstretched arms. And the baby responded, with its little arms stretched out as if to go to him.

(Matt. 11. 28)



If you come to God as a braggart comes 
In the pride of your own way,
Then the God of grace will hide His face 
And send you empty away.

If you come to God as a beggar comes
With the plea of your bitter need,
Then the King of kings will give good things
And make you rich indeed.

(Luke 18. 10-14; John 7. 37; Rev. 22. 17)



"Recently," says a Richmond man, "I received an invitation to the marriage of a young colored couple formerly in my employ. I am quite sure that all persons similarly favored were left in little doubt as to the attitude of the couple. The invitation ran as follows:

"You are invited to the marriage of Mr. Henry Clay Barker and Miss Josephine Mortimer Dixon at the house of the bride's mother. All who cannot come may send."—Howard Morse.


One day a Chinese poor man met the head of his family in the street.

"Come and dine with us tonight," the mandarin said graciously.

"Thank you," said the poor relation. "But wouldn't tomorrow night do just as well?"

"Yes, certainly. But where are you dining tonight?" asked the mandarin curiously.

"At your house. You see, your estimable wife was good enough to give me tonight's invitation."



MARION (just from the telephone)—"He wanted to know if we would go to the theater with him, and I said we would."

MADELINE—"Who was speaking?"

MARION—"Oh, gracious! I forgot to ask."



Little Willie wanted a birthday party, to which his mother consented, provided he ask his little friend Tommy. The boys had had trouble, but, rather than not have the party, Willie promised his mother to invite Tommy.

On the evening of the party, when all the small guests had arrived except Tommy, the mother became suspicious and sought her son.

"Willie," she said, "did you invite Tommy to your party tonight?"

"Yes, Mother."

"And did he say he would not come?"

"No," explained Willie. "I invited him all right, but I dared him to come."

Irish Bulls Sermon Illustrations

Two Irishmen were among a class that was being drilled in marching tactics. One was new at the business, and, turning to his companion, asked him the meaning of the command "Halt!" "Why," said Mike, "when he says 'Halt,' you just bring the foot that's on the ground to the side av the foot that's in the air, an' remain motionless."



"Dear teacher," wrote little Johnny's mother, "kindly excuse John's absence from school yesterday afternoon, as he fell in the mud. By doing the same you will greatly oblige his mother."



An Irishman once was mounted on a mule which was kicking its legs rather freely. The mule finally got its hoof caught in the stirrup, when the Irishman excitedly remarked: "Well, begorra, if you're goin' to git on I'll git off."



"The doctor says if 'e lasts till moring 'e'll 'ave some 'ope, but if 'e don't, the doctor says 'e give 'im up."



For rent—A room for a gentleman with all conveniences.



A servant of an English nobleman died and her relatives telegraphed him: "Jane died last night, and wishes to know if your lordship will pay her funeral expenses."



A pretty school teacher, noticing one of her little charges idle, said sharply: "John, the devil always finds something for idle hands to do. Come up here and let me give you some work."



A college professor, noted for strict discipline, entered the classroom one day and noticed a girl student sitting with her feet in the aisle and chewing gum.

"Mary," exclaimed the indignant professor, "take that gum out of your mouth and put your feet in."



MAGISTRATE—"You admit you stole the pig?"

PRISONER—"I 'ave to."

MAGISTRATE—"Very well, then. There has been a lot of pig-stealing going on lately, and I am going to make an example of you, or none of us will be safe."—M.L. Hayward.


"In choosing his men," said the Sabbath-school superintendent, "Gideon did not select those who laid aside their arms and threw themselves down to drink; but he took those who watched with one eye and drank with the other."—Joe King.


"If you want to put that song over you must sing louder."

"I'm singing as loud as I can. What more can I do?"

"Be more enthusiastic. Open your mouth, and throw yourself into it."



A little old Irishman was trying to see the Hudson-Fulton procession from Grant's Tomb. He stood up on a bench, but was jerked down by a policeman. Then he tried the stone balustrade and being removed from that vantage point, climbed the railing of Li Hung Chang's gingko-tree. Pulled off that, he remarked: "Ye can't look at annything frum where ye can see it frum."



MRS. JENKINS—"Mrs. Smith, we shall be neighbors now. I have bought a house next you, with a water frontage."

MRS. SMITH—"So glad! I hope you will drop in some time."



In the hall of a Philharmonic society the following notice was posted:

"The seats in this hall are for the use of the ladies. Gentlemen are requested to make use of them only after the former are seated."



Sir Boyle Roche is credited with saying that "no man can be in two places at the same time, barring he is a bird."



A certain high-school professor, who at times is rather blunt in speech, remarked to his class of boys at the beginning of a lesson. "I don't know why it is—every time I get up to speak, some fool talks." Then he wondered why the boys burst out into a roar of laughter.—Grub S. Arts.


Once, at a criminal court, a young chap from Connemara was being tried for an agrarian murder. Needless to say, he had the gallery on his side, and the men and women began to express their admiration by stamping, not loudly, but like muffled drums. A big policeman came up to the gallery, scowled at the disturbers then, when that had no effect, called out in a stage whisper:

"Wud ye howld yer tongues there! Howld yer tongues wid yer feet!"



The ways in which application forms for insurance are filled up are often more amusing than enlightening, as The British Medical Journal shows in the following excellent selection of examples:

Mother died in infancy.

Father went to bed feeling well, and the next morning woke up dead.

Grandmother died suddenly at the age of 103. Up to this time she bade fair to reach a ripe old age.



Applicant does not know anything about maternal posterity, except that they died at an advanced age.

Applicant does not know cause of mother's death, but states that she fully recovered from her last illness.

Applicant has never been fatally sick.

Applicant's brother who was an infant died when he was a mere child.

Mother's last illness was caused from chronic rheumatism, but she was cured before death.

Irishmen Sermon Illustrations

A Peoria merchant deals in "Irish confetti." We take it that he runs a brick-yard.—Chicago Tribune.


Here are some words, concerning the Hibernian spoken by a New England preacher, Nathaniel Ward, in the sober year of sixteen hundred—a spark of humor struck from flint. "These Irish, anciently called 'Anthropophagi,' man-eaters, have a tradition among them that when the devil showed Our Savior all the kingdoms of the earth and their glory, he would not show Him Ireland, but reserved it for himself; it is probably true, for he hath kept it ever since for his own peculiar."



An Irishman once lined up his family of seven giant-like sons and invited his caller to take a look at them.

"Ain't they fine boys?" inquired the father.

"They are," agreed the visitor.

"The finest in the world!" exclaimed the father. "An' I nivver laid violent hands on any one of 'em except in silf-difince."—Popular Magazine.
Iron Sermon Illustrations

Nails of Iron

Gold is for the mistress, silver for the maid, 
Copper for the craftsman cunning at his trade. 
`Good!' said the Baron, sitting in his hall,
`But iron, cold iron, is master of men all.'

So he made rebellion 'gainst the king, his liege, 
Camped against his citadel and summoned it to siege;
Ray,' said the cannoneer on the castle wall, 
`But iron, cold iron, shall be master of you all.'

Woe for the Baron and his knights so strong, 
When the cruel cannon balls laid 'em all along! 
He was taken prisoner, he was cast in thrall, 
iron, cold iron, was master of it all.

Yet the king spake kindly (Ah! how kind a lord!) 
`What if I release thee now and give thee back thy sword?'
`Nay,' said the Baron, 'mock not at my fall, 
For iron, cold iron, is master of men all.'

`Tears are for the craven, prayers are for the clown,
Halters for the silly neck that cannot keep a crown.

As my loss is grievous, so my hope is small, 
For iron, cold iron, must be master of men all.'

He took the wine and blessed it: He blessed and brake the bread:
With His own hands He served them, and presently He said,
`See! these hands they pierced with nails outside my city wall
Show iron, cold iron, to be master of men all.

`Wounds are for the desperate, blows are for the strong,
Balm and oil for weary hearts all cut and bruised with wrong.
I forgive thy treason, I redeem thy fall,
For iron, cold iron, must be master of men all.

`Crowns are for the valiant, scepters for the bold! 
Thrones and powers for mighty men who dare to take and hold!'
Ray!' said the Baron, kneeling in his hall, 
But iron, cold iron, is master of men all; 
Iron out of Calvary is master of men all.'—Rudyard Kipling
(Col. 2. 14, 15; Gal. 6. 14)

Irreverence Sermon Illustrations

There were three young women of Birmingham,
And I know a sad story concerning 'em:
They stuck needles and pins
In the reverend shins
Of the Bishop engaged in confirming 'em.—Gilbert K. Chesterton.


A few years ago Henry James reviewed a new novel by Gertrude Atherton. After reading the review Mrs. Atherton wrote to Mr. James as follows:

"Dear Mr. James: I have read with much pleasure your review of my novel. Will you kindly let me know whether you liked it or not?"

Sincerely,

"GERTRUDE ATHERTON."

Israel Sermon Illustrations

God Who in Israel's bondage and bewailing 
Heard them and granted them their heart's desire,
Clave them the deep with power and with pre​vailing,
Gloomed in the cloud and glowed into the fire,
Fed them with manna, furnished with a fountain, 
Followed with waves the rising of the rod,
Drew them and drove, till Moses on the mountain 
Died of the kisses of the lips of God.—F. W. H. Myer—St. Paul
(Ps. 77. 20; 78. 13-25; 106. 9-23)



They and they only, amongst all mankind, 
Received the transcript of the Eternal Mind, 
Were trusted with His own engraven laws 
And constituted guardian of His cause.—William Cowper
(Rom. 9. 4, 5)

Ittai Sermon Illustrations

`Wherefore goest thou with me?' said the king disowned—
Said the king despised, rejected, disenthroned.

`Go, return unto thy place, to thy king of yore—
Here a pilgrim and a stranger, nothing more.

`Not for thee the cities fair, hills of corn and wine—
All was portioned ere thou camest, Nought is thine.

`Wandering forth where'er I may, exiled from mine own,
Shame, rejection I can grant thee; that alone.'

Then unto the crownless king on the Kedron's shore,
All the wilderness before him, Ittai swore,

`As the Lord lives and the king, ever lord to me, 
Where in death or life he dwelleth I will be.'

`Go—pass over ;' spake the king; then passed Ittai o'er;
Passed into the place of exile from the shore.

He and all his little ones, granted by that word, 
Shame, rejection, homeless wandering with their lord.

`Go pass over;' words of grace spoken, Lord, to me,
That, in death or life, where Thou art I might be.

`He who serves Me,' spake his lips, 'let him follow Me,
And where I am shall My servant ever be.'

Follow, where His steps lead on, through the golden street;
Far into the depths of glory, track His feet.

Till unto the throne of God, of the Lamb I come; 
There to share the blessed welcome—Welcome home!—P.G. in Hymns of Ter Stegen and others 
(2 Sam. 15. 19-22; John 12. 26)

Jacob Sermon Illustrations

Jacob lifted up his feet—Gen. 29. 1—(Marginal Reading)—After Bethel, the House of God.—Jacob the pilgrim.

Jacob lifted up his eyes—Gen. 33. 1—After Peniel, the Face of God.—Jacob the priest.

Listen! Listen! Jacob, the schemer! 
You, who with your fiery glance, 
Made and molded circumstance, 
You, whose restless, roving brain,
Planned, contrived, and planned again. 
Wrestling, grappling, striving then, 
And manipulating men—
You were once a dreamer.

Poor homeless head, with stony pillows under, 
Say, have you quite forgotten all the wonder? 
Frail, earth-bound man, whose faculties divining 
The heavenly ladder shining,
Looked upon God, and, looking, chose the good: 
Have you forgotten His similitude?

`All these things are against me!' Yet those things,
Those very things, were God's machinery 
For working out your heart's imaginings, 
For turning hope to blessed certainty.
Oh, man who walked by sight,
You should have known the darkest hour of night 
Is just before the earliest streak of grey.
Your wagons, all the time, were on their way! 
Faith? Yes, but with a flaw,
Here was a man who trusted when he saw! 
And yet,
The Holy One has set
His name beside two men of saintly will, 
And calls Himself the `God of Jacob' still,

That you and I,
Lacking in Faith, maybe, or Gentleness,
May yet stretch out weak hands of hopefulness, 
And find the God of Jacob very nigh.—Fay Inchfawn
(Ps. 46. 7, 11)

Jargons Sermon Illustrations

Medical Jargons Clarified

Dr. Walter C. Alvarez says that he receives one thousand letters a year from people who are mystified about the names of diseases given to them by physicians.

People who write Dr. Alvarez say the doctors told them that they have Addison's Disease, or Marie Strumpell's diease, or Osgood Schlatter's Disease. According to each correspondent, their doctor said he was too busy to stop and explain any further. This lowered the respect of his patient for him; it left the patient worried and dissatisfied, and it caused him (or her) to wonder if all doctors are equally unkind.

One particularly disturbed doctor's patient wrote that the doctor said he had a "CVA," which meant that the patient had a "cerebro vascular accident"—in other words a stroke! Why did not the doctor say "stroke"?

The distinguished Dr. William Bennett Bean, of the University of Iowa, a most brilliant and delightful medical writer, hates medical gobbledegook. In a recent article, he said he suspected that some doctors write in a hard-to-understand jargon so as to conceal from themselves the fact that they do not know much about what they are trying to say!

This all leads up to the fact that recently Dr. Robert E. Rothenberg compiled a New American Medical Dictionary and Health Manual, which is designed to help those laymen who wish they could understand what the doctor just told them they
have.

For instance, I open the book and see "Krukenberg Tumor." This is a cancer of the ovaries which results from a dropping-down upon them of cancer cells that have come away from a cancerous stomach. The book is well illustrated, to show where the different organs are and what they look like. The book lists the several important bones of the body, also the many organs of the body. There is an excellent list of the abbreviations that are so commonly used as shorthand and slang by doctors and interns and nurses working in hospitals. For instance, no intern would be caught dead saying a "basal metabolic rate"; he would say a B.M.R.

Once one of America's most distinguished physicians said to a poor farmer, "The trouble with you is that your N.P.N. (non-protein nitrogen) is too high." What he should have said was, "Your kidneys are failing."

Dr. Rothenberg's book can be so helpful. Certainly every public library ought to have one handy in the reference room. But more silly gobbledegook are the statements some make about sin, the quintessence of all horrors in our world—such statements as these:

"Sin is the upward stumble in man's progress."
"Sin is the disagreeable hindrance to the smooth ongoing of the social machinery."
"Sin is goodness in the making—just the backward pull of outworn good."
"Sin is psychic rebellion—nothing more nor less than egotistic abnormality."
"Sin is youthful indiscretion."
"Sin is a nightmare caused by too much appetite and too little digestion."

Of sin and its devilish destructions we can say what Shakespeare wrote: "I could a tale unfold whose lightest word would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood, Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres, Thy knotted and com​bined locks to part, and each particular hair to stand on end, Like quills upon the fretful porcupine."

Jealousy Sermon Illustrations

Hawthorne was a man well qualified to take hold of that great study in psychology, the character of King Saul. We regret that he never did so. But in his tale "The Bosom Serpent" he illustrates the power of jealousy to destroy a soul. The man, who had been separated from his wife because of jealous suspicions, would sometimes hold his hand to his bosom and exclaim, "It gnaws! It gnaws!" For this reason he was known to the people in the town as the man with the snake in his breast. Sometimes he would create great consternation and alarm when he stopped other men on the street and asked them how their serpent was. At length, after all kinds of remedies had been tried, his wife appeared and pleaded with him to forget himself and show his love for her. At that the man fell on the ground, and there was the sound like the passing of a serpent through the grass, and a tinkle was heard as if it had dropped into the fountain. Thus the man was cured of the bosom serpent of jealousy.

What about the serpent in thy breast? Oh, beware of the bosom serpent of jealousy!



The counselors of Florence asked Leonardo da Vinci, then Italy's most celebrated artist, to submit sketches for the decorations for the grand hall at Florence. One of the counselors had heard of a young and little-known artist who had done good work, Michelangelo, and asked him to submit sketches also. The sketches of Leonardo were superb, in keeping with his genius, but when the counselors saw the sketches of Michelangelo there was a spontaneous expression of wonder and enthusiasm. News of this reached Leonardo. He also heard that one of the counselors had said "Leonardo is getting old." He was never able to get over the eclipse of his fame by Michelangelo, and the remaining years of his life were clouded with gloom and sorrow.



The quarrels and bitternesses among men of ability and education—statesmen, artists, musicians, scholars, and even clergyman—are too notorious to call for more than passing comment. Jealousy is the spur with which the devil will ride the noblest tempers. There are men of the finest parts, of splendid disposition and character in other areas of their life, who cannot bear to hear another man praised, especially if the man's activities lie in the same field of endeavor.

One of the great artists stood one day before the work of a greater contemporary, one whose talents were far superior to his own. But, instead of being depressed, or filled with envy or bitterness, he exclaimed, as he surveyed the beautiful work which expressed so fully ideas which he himself had not been able to realize, "I, too, am a painter!"

But there are few like him.



Overcoming Jealousy

Have you gained the victory over the foes within you? There is jealousy. Would you overcome that? If you are jealous of anyone, do him some good turn. There is a fable of an eagle that was jealous of another that could out fly him. He saw a sportsman one day, and said to him, "I wish you would bring down that eagle." The sportsman replied that he would if he only had some feathers to put into his arrow. So the eagle pulled one out of his wing. The arrow was shot, but didn't quite reach the rival eagle; it was flying too high. The envious eagle kept pulling out more feathers until he lost so many that he couldn't fly, and then the sportsman turned around and killed him. My friend, if you are jealous, the only man you can hurt is yourself.—D. L. Moody. 
Jehovah Sermon Illustrations

I'll follow Thee, and step by step along the track I'll walk;
Believing that Thy promises shall never come to nought;
Jehovah-Shantmah, blessed Name, whate'er the danger be,
Thy promise is salvation sure, and Thine the victory.
The Lord of hosts my refuge is, Jehovah-nissi too.
Jehovah-jireh as my God provides the journey through;
I trust Thee, simply trust Thee, lay my troubled fears to rest:
I follow where Thou leadest, for my Father knoweth best.—E. Rowat
Jesus Sermon Illustrations

A Plain Question

Many years ago when Lord Tennyson was Poet Laureate, he was walking one day with a friend in his garden talking on subjects of public interest of that time. The poet's friend was a believer in the Lord Jesus, and sought as opportunities offered to testify for Him. Pausing for a moment in their conversation, he took the poet by the arm and quietly asked, "What do you think of Jesus Christ?" Tennyson pointed to a flower blooming in all its beauty by the pathway and said, "As the sun is to that flower, so Jesus Christ is to me."—Gospel Herald. 


A Description of Christ

During the public ministry of Jesus Christ upon the earth, the following description of His person was sent by Publius Lentulus, President of Judaea, to the Senate of Rome. It is from an ancient manuscript: 

"There lives a man of singular character, whose name is Jesus Christ, in Jud2ea. The barbarians esteem Him as a prophet, but His own followers adore Him as the immediate offspring of the immortal God. He is endowed with such unparalleled virtue as to call the dead from their graves, and to heal every kind of disease with a word or touch. This Person is tall and elegantly shaped; His aspect is amiable and reverent; His hair flows into those beautiful shades which no united color can match, falling into graceful curves below His ears, agreeably couching upon His shoulders, and parting on His head like the head of a Nazarite. His forehead is smooth and large; His cheeks without either spot, save that of a lovely red; His nose is smooth and formed with exquisite symmetry; His beard is thick and of a color suitable to the hair of His head, reaching a little below the chin, and parted in the middle like a fork. He rebukes with majesty, commands with mildness, and invites with the most tender and persuasive language; His whole address, indeed or word being elegantly graceful and characteristic of so exalted a being. No man has ever seen Him laugh, but many have seen Him weep, and so persuasive are His tears that the multitude cannot withhold theirs from joining in sympathy with His. He is very temperate, modest and wise, and in short, whatever this phenomenon may turn out in the end, He seems at present from His excellent bearing and Divine perfection, in every way surpassing the children of men."—The Sword and the Trowel. 



How He Shared Our Infirmities

He who is the Bread of Life began His ministry hungering. He who is the Water of Life ended His ministry thirsting. Christ hungered as man, and fed the hungry as God. He was weary, and yet He is our rest. He paid tribute, and yet He is the King. He was called a devil, and cast out devils.... He prayed, and yet He hears prayer. He wept, and He dries our tears. He was sold for thirty nieces of silver, and redeems the world. He was led as a lamb to the slaughter, and is the Good Shepherd. He died, and gave His life, and by dying destroys death.—The Christian. 



What Jesus Is to These

To the artist He is the One Altogether Lovely. 
To the architect He is the Chief Corner Stone. 
To the baker He is the Living Bread. 
To the banker He is the Hidden Treasure. 
To the biologist He is the Life.
To the builder He is the Sure Foundation. 
To the doctor He is the Great Physician. 
To the educator He is the Great Teacher. 
To the farmer He is the Lord of the Harvest. 
To the florist He is the Rose of Sharon and the Lily of the Valley. 
To the geologist He is the Rock of Ages. 
To the jurist He is the Righteous Judge, the Judge of all men. 
To the jeweler He is the Pearl of Great Price. 
To the lawyer He is the Counselor, the Lawgiver, the Advocate.
To the horticulturist He is the True Vine. 
To the newspaper man He is the Good Tidings of Great Joy.
To the oculist He is the Light of the World. 
To the philanthropist He is the unspeakable Gift. 
To the philosopher He is the Wisdom of God. 
To the preacher He is the Word of God.
To the sculptor He is the Living Stone. 
To the servant He is the Good Master.
To the statesman He is the Desire of All Nations. 
To the student He is the Incarnate Truth. 
To the theologian He is the Author and Finisher of Our Faith. 
To the traveler He is the New and Living Way. 
To the toiler He is the Giver of Rest.
To the sinner He is the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world. 
To the Christian He is the Son of the Living God, the Saviour, the Redeemer and Lord.—Selected. 



"What Manner of Man?"

When the first missionaries went to Japan, a young Japanese who wanted to learn English was given the Gospel of John to translate into his native tongue. In a short time he became very restless and agitated. At last he burst out with the question, "Who is this Man about whom I have been reading, this Jesus? You call him a man, but He must be God."—Arnold's Commentary. 



The Name That Comforts

About forty years ago a Mrs. L— was visiting a place in New Zealand called Kuripapanga. One day a cart drove up to the door of the accomodation house, being driven by a Maori woman who was taking an invalid son to the hospital some forty miles away. She had not gone far before she turned and drove quickly back to the house. The people found that her son had died and the woman was so overcome with grief that they could not prevail upon her to leave the body. Mrs. L— came in from a walk soon after and was told about the woman. She went up into the cart and almost at once the woman came down and went into the house and sat talking quietly for some time, and then got up and getting up into her cart took up the reins and drove off with her eyes dried and her face calm and restful. When asked how it was that she had been able to get the woman to come away from her son, Mrs. L— said that she had asked her, "Do you know Jesus?" The woman looked into her face and smiled and at once came away. It was the power of the Name comforting the woman's soul. And she came away to talk about that name and its sweetness. "In the name of Jesus."—Sunday School Times. 



What Christ Is to the World

1. The world's Creator (John 1:1-3).

2. The world's Example (Matt. 16:24).

3. The world's Teacher (Matt. 7:28, 29). 

4. The world's Master (John 13:13).

5. The world's Saviour (Luke 19:10).

6. The world's Lord (Rom. 10:12).

7. The world's King (Rev. 11:15).

8. The world's Light (John 8:12).

9. The world's Life (John 14).

10. The world's Love (John 3:16).—Selected.
The Divine and Human Nature of Jesus

In my earlier days—and yet I was old enough to be a lecturer in the Andover Theological Seminary—I wanted a new way of teaching my students the doctrine of Christ. I thought I would tell them to get a sheet of paper and divide it into three columns. In the first column they were to write every passage where Christ is spoken of as God-man; in the second column all the passages where Christ is spoken of as God alone; and in the third, all the passages where He is spoken of as man alone. I went to work. I think I have the paper now. It is badly balanced. The first column and the second column filled right up, but as to the third column, I never found a passage speaking of Christ as man alone. Do you remember any such passage?—Alexander McKenzie. 


Why She Claimed Christ

A good old Swedish woman took her pastor severely to task one morning because he had declared in his sermon that Jesus was a Jew and spoke Aramaic. She said he was wrong, that Jesus was a Swede and spoke Swedish! The pastor condescendingly said, "My dear sister, you may have some difficulty proving that." "None at all; I have the proof right here," said the woman as she produced her Swedish Bible and showed him that the words of Jesus were all in Swedish! How glad I am that she thought Jesus was a member of her race, and that I think of Him as a member of my race! It is a compliment to the Son of God.—Dr. William Ward Ayer, in Moody Monthly.


Trial of Jesus—From a Lawyer's Standpoint 

No other literature bears the historic scrutiny as well as the New Testament biographies. If the Gospel historians be not worthy of belief we are without rational faith in secular annals of the human race. 

All the forms of law were outraged and trampled underfoot in the proceedings, errors so monstrous and proceedings so flagrant, many have doubted the existence of a trial. The arrest was illegal—his private examination illegal—before Annas or Caiaphas—his indictment illegal, in form, proceedings of the Sanhedrin against him illegal—because conducted at night before offering of sacrifice and on a day preceding Jewish Sabbath, trial illegal because within one day, the execution of condemnation illegal because founded on uncorroborated confession of Himself.—The Lamp. 



Leonardo da Vinci took a friend to criticize his masterpiece of the "Last Supper," and the remark of the friend was, "The most striking thing in the picture is the cup!" The artist took his brush and wiped out the cup, as he said, "Nothing in my painting shall attract more attention than the face of my Master!"—Selected. 



The Changeless Rock

There is an old saying of Samuel Rutherford's, "Believe God's love and pow​er more than you believe your own feelings and experiences. Your Rock is Christ, and it is not the Rock which ebbs and flows, but your sea."—The Dawn.


Hopelessly Handicapped?

Some years ago the late Mr. Gokhals, in conversation with Dr. Hume, after speaking of Christ with the deepest reverence, remarked: "But the Lord Jesus Christ is hopelessly handicapped by His connection with the West." To which Dr. Hume replied, "For nineteen centuries the Lord Jesus Christ has been handicapped by His connection with His followers; but hopelessly, never!"—Sunday School Times. 


Resident
Near the royal residence at Osborne, in the Isle of Wight, were some alms. houses. While visiting an old lady in one of these, a gentleman asked her, "Does Queen Victoria ever visit you here?" "Oh, yes," was the answer, "Her Majesty comes to see me." "And does the King of kings visit you here?" asked the visitor. "No, sir," said the old lady. "He doesn't visit, He lives here."—Christian Herald. 



All Blessings in Christ

Every blessing you need is treasured up in Christ. Young or old, rich or poor, may now obtain the blessings of forgiveness, justification, and eternal life "without money and without price, without groans and sighs, "good works," or religious observances.—Alexander Marshall. 



Without Beginning or End

One day a six-year-old lad came to his mother with this question: "Mother, who made God?" Instantly the mother's face expressed astonishment and chagrin. Presently she said curtly, "What an awful question to ask. You had better run along and play." In that same country community another lad approached his mother, and asked, "Did God make Himself?" His mother presently left her work and breathed a silent prayer. Taking off her wedding ring, she gave it to her son and asked, "Where does this ring begin and where does it end?" Before long the boy answered, "There is no starting place and stopping place to a ring." The mother remarked, "Just so is God. There is no beginning and no end to God. He always has been and always will be."—Gospel Herald. 



She Saw Only Mozart's Physique

The young lady to whom Mozart was first engaged to be married became discontented with her choice when she saw more of the world, and gave up the composer. She thought him too small in stature. When the world had begun to recognize his greatness, she explained her refusal of him by saying: "I knew nothing of the greatness of his genius. I saw only a little man." Isaiah speaks of the rejection of Christ by the world in much the same way. These are his words: "He hath no form nor comeliness; and when we shall see him, there is no beauty that we should desire him. He is despised and rejected of men." But oh! How disappointed will those same men be, when they shall see him in His beauty!—The Expositor. 



A Rabbi Silenced 

A Jewish soldier had been attending services where he heard much of the character and teaching of the Lord Jesus Christ. He went to his Rabbi and said, "Rabbi, the Christians say that the Christ has already come, while we claim He is yet to come." "Yes," assented the Rabbi. "Well," asked the young soldier, "When our Christ comes, what will he have on Jesus Christ?" What could the Rabbi say?—Selected.
Who It Was They "Pierced"

Dr. A. J. Gordon relates the comments of the Hebrew Christian scholar, Rabinowitz, on the first and last letters of the Hebrew alphabet. "Do you know what questioning and controversies the Jews have kept up over Zechariah 12:10, `They shall look upon me whom they have pierced'? They will not admit that it is Jehovah whom they have pierced. Hence the dispute about the `whom.' But this word `whom' is in the original simply the first and last letters of the Hebrew alphabet, aleph and tar. Do you wonder that I was filled with awe and astonishment when I opened to Revelation 1:7, 8, and there read, 'Behold, he cometh with clouds; and every eye shall see him, and they also which pierced him'; and then read on and heard the glorified Lord saying, 'I am Alpha and Omega.' The Lord Jesus seemed to say to me, `Do you doubt who it is "whom" you pierced? I am the Aleph and Tav of Zechariah 12:10, the Alpha and Omega, Jehovah the Almighty.'" The One who was "pierced" is in both passages Alpha and Omega or Aleph and Tav.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 



The Shamrock Heckler

A street preacher in London was preaching to a crowd that had gathered around him. It was at the time of the Shamrock races, and everyone was talking of the event. A ruffian on the edge of the crowd thought he would have a little fun, so he called in, "Mr. Preacher! What do you know about the Shamrock?" The preacher never paused, but went right on. A second time the disturber called in, "I say, Mr. Preacher, what do you know about the Shamrock?" Still the preacher paid no heed, but preached right on. Finally the third time, not to be silenced, the ruffian called again, "Mr. Preacher! I'm asking you what you know about the Shamrock!" This time the preacher paused. The crowd became very still. Pointing upward with one hand, he said, so clearly and distinctly that everyone could hear him, "On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; all other rocks are—sham rocks!"—Young People's Delight. 



Text and Sermon

In the World War a chaplain was ready to preach to a regiment just back from the front trenches. As they drew up in the field under the open sky which was the church for that day, rain began to fall on the weary men. The chaplain stepped forward to preach. "My text," he began, "is: 'What think ye of Christ?"' He paused. "My sermon," he continued, "is: `What think ye of Christ?' The parade is dismissed."—Henry and Tertius Van Dyke, in the Syracuse Post-Standard. 


Channing Wasn't Sure

Many years ago at an assemblage of ministers, the late Drs. Mason and Channing were present. The latter was strongly suspected—rather more than suspected—of Unitarian tendencies, and some degree of confident challenging had already taken place. "Dr. C.," said Dr. M. to him, "may I ask how long you have been in the ministry?" "Eleven years," was the reply. "May I ask you once again, sir, what are your views of the Lord Jesus Christ?" There was a little hesitation and flush, and the reply, "I have pondered the subject deeply, but have not exactly made up my mind." Lifting up both hands in holy amazement, and with deep emotion, Dr. M. ejaculated: "What! eleven years a preacher of the Gospel, and not to know what to think of Jesus Christ!"—Sunday School Times. 


Our Need of a Mediator

I remember vividly an experience with Mr. Moody, that brought rich blessing to me, and many others, when I was but a lad, 11 years old. Moody was visiting my father. He had left his satchel and umbrella at the home of the elder Mr. McCormick, and he asked me if I would walk over and get them for him. I was more than glad to go. On the way home, while carrying the satchel on the end of the umbrella (and I had the umbrella poised over my shoulder) I stumbled and broke the umbrella! I was greatly disturbed by the accident, and felt so guilty I knew not what to do. I was afraid. Finally I thought, "I will tell mother; she can tell father, and father can tell Mr. Moody." Crushed with the burden, I hurried home and told mother. She, of course, was sympathetic, and told father; and father broke the news to Mr. Moody. "So you broke my umbrella," said Mr. Moody (rather sternly, I thought); "come here a minute." Fearfully I went to him. He said, "When you broke my umbrella, you became frightened and ashamed, didn't you? Then you thought. if I tell mother or father, they can go between me and Mr. Moody and straighten things up. Now that your father has straightened things up, you can come to me. Now, my lad, that is the way it is with all of us; we are sinners—afraid of God. But God has provided a Mediator—Someone to go between us and Him—and it is Jesus. You must come to God through Jesus. He died for us, and is the Way to God. I am glad this happened; I am going to tell my audiences about this, and turn them to Christ, our Mediator!" And he did.—Gospel Herald. 



Can We Believe in the Virgin Birth?

A Christian Jew and a non-Christian Jew were conversing about the Virgin Birth. "If I should tell you that a child had been born in this city without a father, would you believe it?" said the non-Christian. "Yes," replied the Christian, "if he should live as Jesus lived."—Anon. 



A Chinese Christian Explains

A Chinese Christian was explaining to those around him that "Jesus is the invisible God, and God is the visible Jesus." This was a unique way of saying, "He that bath seen me bath seen the Father," and "I and the Father are one." God is unseeable, unhearable, unknowable, and untouchable, except in Christ.—Sunday School Times.


I believe in God the Father, Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth. And in Jesus Christ, His only begotten Son, our Lord; Who was conceived by the Holy Spirit, born of the virgin Mary; suffered under Pontius Pilate; was crucified, dead, and buried; He descended into hell; the third day He arose again from the dead; He ascended into heaven, and sitteth at the right hand of God the Father Almighty; from thence He shall come to judge the quick and the dead.—Apostles' Creed


We believe that Jesus Christ according to His divine nature is the only begotten Son of God, begotten from eternity, not made, nor created (for then He would be a creature), but co-essential and co-eternal with the Father.—Belgic Confession


I believe in . . . one Lord Jesus Christ, the only-begotten Son of God, begotten of the Father before all the worlds; God of God, Light of Light, very God of very God; begotten, not made, being of one substance with the Father, by whom all things were made.—Nicene Creed


In his life Christ is an example showing us how to live; in his death he is a sacrifice satisfying for our sins; in his resurrection, a conqueror; in his ascension, a king; in his intercession, a high priest.—Luther
Tho' Christ a hundred times in Bethlehem be born, 
If He's not born in thee, thy soul is still forlorn.—Scheffler


All hail the power of Jesus' name!
Let angels prostrate fall; 
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown Him Lord of all.—Perronet


O Christ, our hope, our heart's desire,
Redemption's only spring! 
Creator of the world art Thou,
Its Savior and its King.—Latin Hymn


The great artist, Leonardo da Vinci, once took a friend to view his greatest masterpiece. "The Last Supper." His friend remarked, "The most striking thing in the picture is the cup." The famous artist took his brush, and with one stroke wiped out the cup, as he said, "Nothing in my painting shall attract more attention than the face of my Master!"—Selected


A Christian and an unbeliever were discussing the Virgin Birth. "If I should tell you that a child had been born in this city without a father, would you believe it?" said the one. "Yes," answered the Christian, "if he should live as Jesus lived."—Selected
Jets Sermon Illustrations

Jet Sets

Jet sets what? Fifty records. Here is the printed statement of the records set between New Orleans and West Germany:

Flying a four-engine jet called Scarlett O'Hara, American aviatrix Jacqueline Cochrane streaked from New Orleans to West Germany and promptly claimed nearly half a hundred flight records.

Miss Cochrane, first woman to break the sound barrier, landed Sunday night after a flight that averaged 489 miles per hour. Her top speed in the Lockheed Jetstar plane—made in Marietta, Georgia—was 620 m.p.h. The flyer, wife of American pen manufacturer, Floyd Odium, took off from New Orleans with three companions at 1:20 a.m., Eastern Standard Time. They made fueling stops at Gander and Shannon, Ireland, and landed at 3 p.m. est.

A Lockheed spokesman said at a news conference that Miss Cochrane set twenty-four new records. In Washington, the National Aeronautic Association said she had submitted claims to twenty-four women's records and in addition claimed twenty-five other world marks for a total of forty-nine. The NAA called this the largest number ever submitted for a single flight. Miss Cochrane previously had thirty-three national and international flight records, and sixteen of these still are in effect.

The major record claimed was an international mark for distance in a straight line, for a jet plane piloted by a woman. That was for the 2,279 miles between New Orleans and Gander, over which she averaged 479.8 miles an hour. 

The NAA said this would be submitted to the International Aeronautic Federation at Paris as a straight line record for jets. Yet in the face of this marvelous covering of distances, some of these silly question-mark-placers deny what we read in II Kings 2:11:

And it came to pass, as they still went on, and talked, that, behold, there appeared a chariot of fire, and horses of fire,  and parted them both asunder; and Elijah went up by a whirlwind into heaven  (II  Kings 2:11). And such find little joy in these words:

Bless the Lord, O my soul. O Lord my God, thou art very great; thou art clothed with honour and majesty. Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment: who stretchest out the heavens like a curtain: who layeth the beams of his chambers in the waters: who maketh the clouds his chariot: who walketh upon the wings of the wind (Psalm 104:1-3). 

Jews Sermon Illustrations

Count Zinzendorf

It is told of Count Zinzendorf that one morning he met a Jew, Rabbi Abraham. The pious Count stretched out his hand and said, "Gray hairs are a crown of glory. I can see from your head and the expression of your eyes that you have much experience both of heart and life. In the Name of the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, let us be friends." 

The old man had never heard such words from a Christian before. He had usually been saluted by the words, "Be gone, Jew!" He was struck dumb with wonder. His lips trembled, his voice failed, tears ran down his wrinkled cheeks upon his flowing beard. 

"Enough, father," said the Count, "we understand each other.' And from that moment on the two were friends. The count went to see him in his dirty home and ate black bread at his table. One morning before dawn, as the two walked out, old Abraham said, "My heart is longing for the dawn. I am sick, and yet I know not what is the matter with me. I am looking for something and yet I know not what I seek. 1 am like one who is chased, yet I see no enemy except the one within me, my old evil heart." And then Count Zinzendorf opened his lips and declared the Gospel of Christ. He painted a picture of love on the Cross, and how that love came down from Heaven. He painted in glowing colors how Christ met and died for corrupted humanity that men might become like God. 

As the old man wept and wrung his hands, the two were ascending a hill where stood a lonely church. As the sun rose, and its rays fell on the golden cross on the church spire, the cross glittered brightly in the light of Heaven. 

"See there, Abraham," said Zinzendorf, "a sign from Heaven for you! Believe on Him whose blood was shed by your fathers, that God's purpose of mercy might be fulfilled, that you might be free from all sin and find in Him all your salvation." 

"So be it," said old Abraham, as a new light flashed on his soul. 

O God, give us Zinzendorfs today—men who will love the Jews and love them into the Christian faith!—The Women's Missionary Magazine. 


Proof of Faith

Frederick the Great once asked a clergyman for a proof of his faith and the forthcoming reply was well placed and well spoken, "The Jew, Your Majesty." The Jew is the great monument to the truth of God's Word.—Gospel Herald. 



Awakenings Among the Jews

Are the Jews really showing increased interest in the Gospel? Their acute suffering in the last few years has forced them to realize their own helplessness and the uncertainty of worldly possessions, and many are turning with more sympathy toward Jesus of Nazareth and the New Testament. George T. B. Davis, who is conducting a campaign to supply Testaments to Jews in America, Europe, and Palestine, writes of his work among Jews in Florida: "Mrs. Davis and I have been giving Palestine lectures in Florida. In one city the rabbi invited me to show the pictures of Palestine in the synagogue, and he was the first to re​quest a copy of the Prophecy New Testament. In Miami Beach, which teems with Jewish people during the winter season, we gave three lectures on Palestine. About 900 Jews attended the meet​ing and, to our amazement and delight, some 500 Jews—over fifty per cent of those present—requested copies of the once-despised New Testament. Reports from abroad indicate the same unprecedented interest in the Word of God and the Gospel. In Shanghai six Jewish refugees accepted Christ at one service. In the Argentine crowds of Jews listen to the Gospel, and not a few are openly confessing their faith in Jesus as their Saviour and Messiah." This is encouraging news. Like a ray of light in an angry sky at dawn, it may be one more herald of the rising of the Sun of Righteousness. At least, as Mr. Davis himself often says, we can "thank God and take courage."—Sunday School Times. 



A People Who Have Lost God

Wrote Rabbi Freehof, in American Hebrew: "Today, throughout the world, many noble thinkers, philosophers, psychologists, and scientists are groping their way through darkness toward some vision of the infinite Presence. Who shall perform this function of guiding the perplexed in modern Jewish life? Who shall rediscover our lost God?" 

Centuries ago Jehovah said "I will go and return to My place, till they acknowledge their offence, and seek My face." Nineteen hundred years ago Jesus came to be the Light of the world. Israel rejected Him, and how shall they see God except in His face?—Pentecostal Evangel. 



The Jew and the Word

Mr. Reichart, a missionary to the Jews in Cairo, undertook to be the depository of the Bible Society. In his depot one day he had a visit from a small party of Arabian Jews. They had heard somehow of the shop in Cairo and they came for Hebrew Old Testaments. Mr. Reichart very gladly supplied them, but before he fastened down the box, with earnest prayer and without a word to man, he put in a Hebrew New Testament, hidden with the old. They went away, like Joseph's brethren, and then in a year or two there came the same or like men back again, and they brought a letter. This letter declared how highly they valued the beautiful copies of the Law, Prophets, and Psalms, and also how surprised they were to find another book in holy tongue, about which they had never known. The Person of whom it spoke had never crossed their knowledge before, and as they read of Him in the holy words of the book, enclosed with their Scriptures, with one mind they had come to the conclusion that He was Israel's Messiah.—New Century Leader. 



Lord Rothschild's Unfinished House

Some years ago a writer said: "People who pass Lord Rothschild's mansion in Piccadilly often notice that the end of one of the cornices is unfinished. One is likely to ask, `Could not the richest man in the world afford to pay for that cornice? Or is the lack simply due to carelessness?' The explanation is very simple, yet suggestive. Lord Rothschild is an orthodox Jew, and every pious Jew's house, tradition says, must have some part unfinished to bear testimony to the world that its occupant is only, like Abraham, a pilgrim and stranger on the earth. The incomplete cornice on the mansion seems to say to all who hurry by in the streets, bent on amassing worldly wealth, or going with the crowd in the paths of folly: `This is not Lord Rothschild's home; he is traveling to eternity.'"—Christiana Herald (London).
Disavowing the Jew

Pity the Jew hater! ...One who has heart disease must not use digitalis, the medical use of which was discovered by the Jew, Ludwig Traube. If he has a toothache he will not use cocaine, or he will be benefiting by the work of a Jew. Carl Koller. Typhoid must not be treated, or he will have to benefit by the discoveries of the Jews, Widal and Weil. If he has diabetes he must not use insulin, because its invention was made possible by the research work of the Jew, Minkowsky. If he has a headache he must shun pyramidon and antipyrin (Spiro and Filehne). Anti-Semites who have convulsions must put up with them, for it was a Jew, Oscar Liebreich, who thought of chloralhydrate. . . . Anti-Semitic doctors must jettison all discoveries and improvements by the Nobel prizemen, Pulitzer, Barany, and Otto Warburg; the dermatologists, Jadassohn, Bruno Block, Unna; the neurologists Mendel, Oppenheim, Kronecker, Benedikt; the lung specialist Fraenkel, the surgeon Israel; and the anatomist Henle; and others."—Sunday School Times. 



When Jews Are Persecuted

Pobjendonostow, a persecutor of the Jews in Russia, once asked a Jew what he thought would be the result of the persecutions if they continued. The answer was: "The result will be a feast." The Jew illustrated it from history. Pharaoh desired to destroy the Jews, but the result was the Passover. Haman desired to destroy the Jews, but the result was the Purim. Antiochus Epiphanes desired to destroy the Jews, but the result was the feast of the Dedication of the Temple. Shall the present trial of the Jews be a feast of reconciliation between Israel and their Eternal King Jesus, the Son of David, and the Son of God?—Dansk Missionblad. 



Israel may be blind, but Israel still believes. And he who believes shall some day see. Listen to "The Cry of the Jew": 

"There is no Face in pity bent 
When by the way I fall, 
No anxious, loving Shepherd comes
In answer to my call;
There are no tender eyes to seek,
No gentle arms to hold,
No nail-pierced hands to take me up 
And bring me to the fold. 

"And when on naked, bleeding feet 
To Calvary I go, 
And stagger, crush'd, beneath the cross,
There's none to heed or know; 
There's none to lift the cruel weight, 
There's none to even share—
O Thou who climbed the Hill before, 
Look down and help me bear!"—"A JEW."


A Changed Attitude

"What a wonderful change has come in the attitude of the Jew toward the Lord Jesus! One can hardly believe it when one remembers their former contempt and hatred," says Joseph Lewek in the Alliance Weekly. `And this has taken place within a very few years, gradually and almost imperceptibly. Now, instead of as formerly, when a Jew heard the name of Jesus he would spit and pronounce the curse, `May His name and memory be blotted out,' he may be heard to speak of our Lord Jesus very respectfully. Jesus is admired of them; he is called by many of them `the greatest teacher,' `the greatest prophet' Israel ever had. Rabbis use His words as texts for their sermons, and the New Testament, formerly a forbidden book, is eagerly read by them. It is even used as a textbook in some of their seminaries and teachers' institutes."—Gospel Herald. 


Nothing Jewish Wanted

"Nothing Jewish in my house!" These were the words of a wealthy gentleman who was entertaining a well-known clergyman. Said he, "I have such a hatred for the Jew that I will have nothing Jewish in my house." 

The clergyman guest quietly arose and took a beautifully bound Bible from the table and a New Testament from the bookcase and placed them before the fireplace. He then proceeded to take down some paintings from the wall. He removed one picture of Paul preaching at Athens and another of the crucifixion.

The gentleman was greatly surprised and asked, "What are you doing? Why such liberties in my house?" 

To this the clergyman replied, "You just said that you would not have anything Jewish in your house. I was beginning to help you to take away the many Jewish things you happen to have in this room. Shall I throw them into the fire?" 

"Stop! Stop!" cried the gentleman. "May God forgive me. I have never thought of it in that light. Little did I know how greatly indebted I was to things Jewish."—Jewish Missionary Intelligeneer.


A Modern Jew's Prayer

Recently in one of the orthodox synagogues of Brooklyn during certain days of repentance and prayer, Jews were seen lying on their faces before God, crying to Him for protection upon their persecuted brethren, especially in Russia. One elderly Jew lifted up his hands toward heaven and in an agony of soul, cried out: "Oh that Thou wouldst rend the heavens and come down.... Lord," he said, "send Messiah, and should Jesus of the Gentiles be the one, grant us a sign that we may be sure that it is really so, and forgive our guilt toward Him."—The Watchman Examiner (Baptist). 


Stick Out Your Tongue, Please

Leon Tucker tells of traveling on a train in the West and of speaking to a Jewish man about the homeland. The Jew went on to say that he was perfectly satisfied here in the United States. His home was here, his business was here, his family had been born here. He was not interested in Jerusalem. Tucker said to him: "Stretch out your right hand, will you, please?" The Jew stuck out his right hand and Tucker looked at it and then said: "Stick out your tongue, please." 

The Jew said, "Are you trying to make a fool out of me?"

Tucker said: "No, but I would like to see your tongue." The Jew stuck out his tongue. Tucker looked at it, and quoted from Psalm 137:5, 6: "If I forget thee, 0 Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning. If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth; if I prefer not Jerusalem above my chief joy." 

That Jew bowed his head and, with tears on his cheek, said: "My God, I was never so rebuked in my life."—The Prophetic News and Israel's Watchman
Israel's "Annihilation"

I was looking at an inscription in the museum in Cairo, one of the most beautiful museums in the world. In it is a stone about ten or twelve feet high, and five to six feet wide, polished on both sides, with an inscription on one side made in the days of Rameses the Second. That carries us back about 1,400 years B.C., and on the stone in a very proud way, his victories are related. The inscription ends with these words, "Israel is annihilated: Israel will have no posterity." But that proud Pharaoh did not know Jehovah, and did not know the everlasting command of Jehovah that His people were to remain and be His witnesses throughout the ages; witnesses of His sovereignty and mercy.—Jewish Era. 



A Rabbi's Opinion

Said Rabbi Gross, a Jewish teacher of Brooklyn, to his people: "I, Rabbi of Israel, think we should accept Jesus. I think we should teach Jesus to children much as we teach them about Abraham, Moses, Jeremiah and the rest of the great teachers and prophets. Jesus, as we all know, was a Jew. He preached divine love. He was a gift of love."—Selected. 



An Arab Dislike

The Courier publishes an interesting comment from a Palestine missionary to the effect that the Arab dislikes to buy the Bible because it promises to give their land to the Jew, and they say the promise to Abraham still holds good. They are right concerning the promise, but their refusal to buy and read the Bible will not prevent the fulfillment of its prophecies.—Prophecy. 



The Repository of Faith—Israel Survives 

There is a bit of the old temple wall still left to the Jews in Jerusalem. Thither the grief-worn sons of sorrow have made pilgrimage week after week, year after year, generation after generation, thankful to "the Eternal" for even the privilege of bending their weary bodies toward the wall, washing the cold gray stones with their tears and kissing them with fervent lips. Over and over, they sob the prayer that their fathers before them have prayed: 

"Have pity, O Eternal! upon Thy people and do not let Thine inheritance become a reproach or the nations hold sway over them.... Do not forsake us, O Eternal our God, be not far from us, for our lives are oppressed by reason of the sword and captivity, pestilence and plague. Oh, do Thou deliver us from all kinds of sorrow and grief, for in Thee we hope!"—Gospel Herald. 



The Dead Sea
So fabulous as to be almost unbelievable is the value of the mineral salts in and about the Dead Sea, as that value is being estimated by chemists that are supposed to know. As soon as Jerusalem was captured in 1917 by General Allenby, a British geologist began to investigate the riches of the Dead Sea. Scientists have in hand a detailed report of the various minerals, and also the extent and the value of them. We are now informed that in that desolate spot there lies embedded from twelve hundred billions to thirteen hundred billions of dollars worth of recoverable salts. We are told that there is two hundred and sixty million dollars worth of bromine, so useful for medical purposes; of potash there is seventy billions of dollars worth; and of magnesium chloride eight hundred and twenty-five billions of dollars worth, and vast values of other minerals. We are told that the wealth that lies embossed on the earth at that point is worth more than all the known gold that has been dug from the bowels of all the earth. What these minerals may mean to the world, especially in that prophetic day when we are told that the deserts are to blossom as a rose, is indicated in the fact that they are already making the gardens in the neighborhood of the sea itself productive almost beyond the wildest dreams of men. 

In a recent editorial in the Los Angeles Times we were assured that "gardens of workers on the banks (of the Dead Sea) grow beans two feet long and radishes as big as a policeman's shillalah—and oranges that weigh a pound." Little wonder that the most recent edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica assures us that "the future of this, the most in​teresting of all seas, will be watched with interest whilst modern enterprise takes a hesitating step towards the fulfillment of Ezekiel's prophetic vision."—Sunday School Times.


The Heritage of the Jews—a law defied, a land defiled, a Lord denied:

The Hatred of the Jews—for his peculiarity and prosperity, and as his punishment:

The Hope of the Jews—not legislation, or segregation, or assimilation, or annihilation, but the Salvation of Jehovah (Jesus).—Hyman J. Appleman
(Esther 3. 8; John 4. 22; Rom. 9. 4, 5)



Jewish Months:

1. Abib—April (Called Nisan in Esth. 3. 7)—Sprouting, budding, resurrection (Exod. 13. 4; Deut. 16. 1)

2. Zif—May—Blossom, or flower month: fruit. In the 4th year of his reign Solomon began to build the house of the Lord, and the Foundations were laid in the month Zif (1 Kings 6. 1, 37)

3. Sivan—June—Their covering (from Siv—the Moon, to which the Assyrians dedicated it). On the 23rd day of Sivan, in the 12th year of his reign, Ahasuerus the Persian king decreed war (Esther 8. 9)

4. Tammuz—July—sacred to the idol, Tammuz (Ezek. 8. 14)

5. Ab—August, the twelfth month of the Syrian year, from which it was doubtless borrowed

6. Elul—September—the gleaning month. On the 25th day of Elul the wall of Jerusalem was completed (Neh. 6. 15)

7. Ethanim—October—the perennial, never-ending. The Talmud calls this month Tisri. In this month Solomon brought up the ark (1 Kings 8. 2).

8. Bul—November—Rain-god. In the eleventh year of his reign Solomon finished the house (1 Kings 6. 38).

9. Chisleu—December—Hunter, from Orion, Mars. In this month Nehemiah enquired about Jerusalem (Neh. 1. 1), and God spoke to Zechariah the prophet, censuring the people (Zech. 7. 1).

10. Tebeth—January—Winter. In the 7th year of the reign of the Persian monarch, Ahasuerus, Esther was taken to his house (Esther 2. 16).

11. Sebat—February—Smite thou. Zechariah the prophet saw judgement impending in his first vision in this month (Zech. 1. 7).

12. Adar—March—Fire-god. Many things happened in this month in Israel's history:

The House of God was completed (Ezra 6. 15)
The Jews cast Pur (Esther 3. 7, 13)
The Jews had to fight for their lives on the 13th day of Adar (Esther 8. 12)
The Jews observed the 14th and 15th days (Esther 9. 15, 21), in the 12th year of Ahasuerus' reign.

Frederick the Great of Prussia asked his chaplain to prove the authenticity of the Bible in two words, and the chaplain immediately replied, 'The Jews, your Majesty!'

(Num. 23. 9; Deut. 4. 25-27)



Amazing race! deprived of land and laws, 
A general language and a public cause; 
With a religion none can now obey,
With a reproach that none can take away: 
A people still whose common ties are gone, 
Who, mixed in every race, are lost in none.—George Crabbe 
(Num. 23. 9; Deut. 4. 25-27)



The poet, Lord Byron, wrote concerning the Jews:

Oh! weep for those that wept by Babel's stream, 
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a dream; 
Weep for the harp of Judah's broken shell; 
Mourn—where their God had dwelt, the godless dwell.

Tribes of the wandering feet and weary breast, 
How shall ye flee away and be at rest?
The wild dove hath her nest, the fox his cave; 
Mankind their country, Israel but the grave!

Israel is a miracle. She became a self-governing State in 1948. Right before our eyes now, prophecy concerning them is being fulfilled on every hand.

(Isa. 18. 2, 7; Hos. 3. 4, 5; Matt. 24. 32)



Pride and humiliation hand in hand
Walked with them through the world where'er they went;
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand, 
And yet unshaken as the continent.—H. W. Longfellow 
(Deut. 28. 37; Isa, 18. 7)



A Rabbi Speaks 

Recently, I saw a statement by Rabbi Wise which read, "For eighteen hundred years, certainly most of the time, Jews have not been given an opportunity to know what Christianity is, least of all to understand who Jesus was and what the Christ means. The very ignorance of the Jew, touching Jesus, condemns not the Jew but Christendom."—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


What is the difference between a banana and a Jew? You can skin the banana.



He was quite evidently from the country and he was also quite evidently a Yankee, and from behind his bowed spectacles he peered inquisitively at the little oily Jew who occupied the other half of the car seat with him.

The little Jew looked at him deprecatingly. "Nice day," he began politely.

"You're a Jew, ain't you?" queried the Yankee.

"Yes, sir, I'm a clothing salesman," handing him a card.

"But you're a Jew?"

"Yes, yes, I'm a Jew," came the answer.

"Well," continued the Yankee, "I'm a Yankee, and in the little village in Maine where I come from I'm proud to say there ain't a Jew."

"Dot's why it's a village," replied the little Jew quietly.



The men were arguing as to who was the greatest inventor. One said Stephenson, who invented the locomotive. Another declared it was the man who invented the compass. Another contended for Edison. Still another for the Wrights,

Finally one of them turned to a little man who had remained silent:

"Who do you think?"

"Vell," he said, with a hopeful smile, "the man who invented interest was no slouch."



Levinsky, despairing of his life, made an appointment with a famous specialist. He was surprised to find fifteen or twenty people in the waiting-room.

After a few minutes he leaned over to a gentleman near him and whispered, "Say, mine frient, this must be a pretty goot doctor, ain't he?"

"One of the best," the gentleman told him.

Levinsky seemed to be worrying over something.

"Vell, say," he whispered again, "he must be pretty exbensive, then, ain't he? Vat does he charge?"

The stranger was annoyed by Levinsky's questions and answered rather shortly: "Fifty dollars for the first consultation and twenty-five dollars for each visit thereafter."

"Mine Gott!" gasped Levinsky—"Fifty tollars the first time und twenty-five tollars each time afterwards!"

For several minutes he seemed undecided whether to go or to wait. "Und twenty-five tollars each time afterwards," he kept muttering. Finally, just as he was called into the office, he was seized with a brilliant inspiration. He rushed toward the doctor with outstretched hands.

"Hello, doctor," he said effusively. "Vell, here I am again."



The Jews are among the aristocracy of every land; if a literature is called rich in the possession of a few classic tragedies what shall we say to a national tragedy lasting for fifteen hundred years, in which the poets and the actors were also the heroes.—George Eliot.
Jewels Sermon Illustrations

The girl with the ruby lips we like,
The lass with teeth of pearl,
The maid with the eyes like diamonds,
The cheek-like-coral girl;
The girl with the alabaster brow,
The lass from the Emerald Isle.
All these we like, but not the jade
With the sardonyx smile.

Job Sermon Illustrations

Everybody ought to read at least one great book before he dies and enters in the presence of the Truth himself. The are many great books, but the consensus of human opinion seems to be that the book of Job is the greatest of all. When you take up Job, you have no need of Shakespeare, Milton, Plato, Homer. In Carlyle's beautiful tribute in "Here in this book sublime sorrow, sublime reconciliatio oldest choral melody, as of the heart mankind, so soft and great as the summer midnight, as the world with its seas and stars."



I call this book, apart from all theories about it, one of the grandest things ever written with pen. One feels, indeed, as if it were not Hebrew; such a noble universality, different from noble patriotism or sectarianism, reigns in it. A noble book, all men's book.—There is nothing written in the Bible, I think, of equal literary merit.—Thomas Carlyle
The greatest poem of ancient and modern times.—Alfred, Lord Tennyson
It is magnificent and sublime as no other book in the Bible.—Martin Luther
John Sermon Illustrations

John, the Apostle

I'm growing very old. The weary head
That hath so often leaned on Jesus' breast 
In days long past that seem almost a dream, 
Is bent and weary with its weight of years. 
I'm old—so old I cannot recollect
The faces that I meet in daily life:
But that dear Face and every word He spoke 
Grow more distinct as others fade away,
So that I live with Him and the holy dead 
More than the living.

(John 21. 20; Rev. 1. 9)

Joined Sermon Illustrations

The apostle Paul speaks of our being joined to the Lord. Our union with Him can never be broken and therefore we are eternally secure. The story is told of a shipwreck in the Georgian Bay of Canada. The mate of the ship leaped into a boat with six or seven strong men and a timid girl. One by one the strong men lost their hold as the boat was turned over and over by the raging billows. Every one perished except the girl, the reason being that the mate had taken the precaution to bind her with ropes to the prow of the boat. She drifted to the shore where she was rescued and she lived for many years to relate her way of deliverance. How thankful we should be that we are joined to the Lord!—Indian Christian
(1 Cor. 6. 17; Eph. 2. 21)

Jokes Sermon Illustrations

A nut and a joke are alike in that they can both be cracked, and different in that the joke can be cracked again.—William J. Burtscher.


JOKELY—"I got a batch of aeroplane jokes ready and sent them out last week."
BOGGS—"What luck did you have with them?"
JOKELY—"Oh, they all came flying back."—Will S. Gidley.


"I ne'er forget a joke I have
Once heard!" Augustus cried.
"And neither do you let your friends
Forget it!" Jane replied.—Childe Harold.


A negro bricklayer in Macon, Georgia, was lying down during the noon hour, sleeping in the hot sun. The clock struck one, the time to pick up his hod again. He rose, stretched, and grumbled: "I wish I wuz daid. 'Tain' nothin' but wuk, wuk from mawnin' tell night."

Another negro, a story above, heard the complaint and dropped a brick on the grumbler's head.

Dazed he looked up and said:

"De Lawd can' stan' no jokes. He jes' takes ev'ything in yearnist."



The late H.C. Bunner, when editor of Puck, once received a letter accompanying a number of would-be jokes in which the writer asked: "What will you give me for these?"

"Ten yards start," was Bunner's generous offer, written beneath the query.



NEW CONGRESSMAN—"What can I do for you, sir?"

SALESMAN (of Statesmen's Anecdote Manufacturing Company)—"I shall be delighted if you'll place an order for a dozen of real, live, snappy, humorous anecdotes as told by yourself, sir."



Jokes were first imported to this country several hundred years ago from Egypt, Babylon and Assyria, and have since then grown and multiplied. They are in extensive use in all parts of the country and as an antidote for thought are indispensable at all dinner parties.

There were originally twenty-five jokes, but when this country was formed they added a constitution, which increased the number to twenty-six. These jokes have married and inter-married among themselves and their children travel from press to press.

Frequently in one week a joke will travel from New York to San Francisco.
The joke is no respecter of persons. Shameless and unconcerned, he tells the story of his life over and over again. Outside of the ballot-box he is the greatest repeater that we have.

Jokes are of three kinds—plain, illustrated and pointless. Frequently they are all three.

No joke is without honor, except in its own country. Jokes form one of our staples and employ an army of workers who toil night and day to turn out the often neatly finished product. The importation of jokes while considerable is not as great as it might be, as the flavor is lost in transit.

Jokes are used in the household as an antiseptic. As scenebreakers they have no equal.—Life.


Here's to the joke, the good old joke,
The joke that our fathers told;
It is ready tonight and is jolly and bright
As it was in the days of old.
When Adam was young it was on his tongue,
And Noah got in the swim
By telling the jest as the brightest and best
That ever happened to him.
So here's to the joke, the good old joke—
We'll hear it again tonight.
It's health we will quaff; that will help us to laugh,
And to treat it in manner polite.—Lew Dockstader.


A jest's prosperity lies in the ear
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue
Of him that makes it.—Shakespeare.


The joke maker's association had a feast. They exploited their humorous abilities, and all made merry, save one glum guest. At last, they insisted that this melancholy person should contribute to the entertainment. He consented, in response to much urging, to offer a conundrum:

"What is the difference between me and a turkey?"

When none could guess the answer, the glum individual explained:

"I am alive. They stuff turkeys with chestnuts after they are dead."

Jordan Sermon Illustrations

Christ is a sure help to the children of Zion, 
But if thou hast any false props to rely on, 
Thy soul is deluded; think what thou art doing! 
Oh, cast them away ere they sink thee in ruin! 
For none but Jehovah has power to deliver 
And bear up thy soul in the midst of the river.

The clouds gather blackness, the night is fast coming:
The river swells high and the billows are foaming. 
On what wilt thou lean when thy strength is all wasted?
The reeds will all fail and thy hopes will be blasted.
O cry unto Jesus thy soul to deliver
And bear up thy spirit when crossing the river.

But in thy true character am I mistaken? 
Hast thou in thy folly thy Savior forsaken?
O come again to Him for peace and for pardon, 
Or soon thou must sink in the swellings of Jordan!
Thy soul from all danger He then will deliver, 
And nothing will harm thee when crossing the river.
But if on His mercy thy soul is relying,
Thou hast nothing to fear, either living or dying. 
The footmen and horses shall fall down before thee,

And Jordan shall open thy passage to glory: 
And when thou art landed safe over the river, 
We'll sing of salvation forever and ever.

(Jer. 12. 5)



The Swellings of Jordan

'If thou hast run with the footmen, and they have wearied thee, how canst thou contend with horses?' Surely the meaning is clear. God is telling Jeremiah that if he has had difficulties in his service, that is not the end, there are more to follow. Worse things are to befall him; greater dangers he must meet. Already he has run with footmen, but now he must contend with horsemen. 'And if in a land of peace thou thinkest thyself in security, how wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan?' (J.N.D.) What does this mean? Certainly it has no reference to the death that awaits the sinner. Many a time has this verse been hurled at the unsaved at the street corner, but it has no reference to them. Jeremiah's condition under Josiah was comparatively one of peace. Under the godless kings to come how would he get on? His future difficulties would be like 'the swellings of Jordan' or 'the jungles of Jordan'. It would be hard to run there. His first sufferings were like a stream; his coming trials would be like a river in flood. Surely this was a discouraging prospect to God's servant. True, but God's servant must learn and learn again that his resource is in God alone.—A. L. Goold
(Jer. 12. 5)

Joseph Sermon Illustrations

God's purpose for Joseph

Heaven's favorite down a darksome pit they cast,
His rich-hued robe and lofty dreams deriding; 
Then, from his tears their ruthless faces hiding, 
Sell him to merchants, who with spicery passed. 
The changeful years o'er that fair slave fled fast: 
Behold him now in glorious chariot riding, 
Arrayed in shining vesture, and presiding
O'er Egypt's councils—owned by Heaven at last. 
In pit or palace, God's own hand was weaving 
The 'many-colored' texture of his days,
The brightest tints till last in wisdom leaving. 
So when in dismal paths our feet are sinking, 
Let us be looking soon for lightsome rays,
For our wise Father 'thoughts of peace' is thinking.—Richard Wilton 
(Gen. 37. 3, 31, 32; 45. 13)

Journalism Sermon Illustrations

A Louisville journalist was excessively proud of his little boy. Turning to the old black nurse, "Aunty," said he, stroking the little pate, "this boy seems to have a journalistic head." "Oh," cried the untutored old aunty, soothingly, "never you mind 'bout dat; dat'll come right in time."



John R. McLean, owner of the Cincinnati Enquirer and the Washington Post, tells this story of the days when he was actively in charge of the Cincinnati newspaper: An Enquirer reporter was sent to a town in southwestern Ohio to get the story of a woman evangelist who had been greatly talked about. The reporter attended one of her meetings and occupied a front seat. When those who wished to be saved were asked to arise, he kept his seat and used his notebook. The evangelist approached, and, taking him by the hand, said, "Come to Jesus."

"Madam," said the newspaper man, "I'm here solely on business—to report your work."

"Brother," said she, "there is no business so important as God's."

"Well, maybe not," said the reporter; "but you don't know John R. McLean."



A newspaper man named Fling
Could make "copy" from any old thing.
But the copy he wrote
Of a five dollar note
Was so good he is now in Sing Sing.—Columbia Jester.


"Come in," called the magazine editor.

"Sir, I have called to see about that article of mine that you bought two years ago. My name is Pensnink—Percival Perrhyn Pensnink. My composition was called 'The Behavior of Chipmunks in Thunderstorms,' and I should like to know how much longer I must watch and wait before I shall see it in print."

"I remember," the editor replied. "We are saving your little essay to use at the time of your death. When public attention is drawn to an author we like to have something of his on hand."



Hear, land o' cakes, and brither Scots,
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat's;
If there's a hole in a' your coats,
I rede you tent it:
A chiel's amang you taking notes,
And, faith, he'll prent it.—Burns.
Joy Sermon Illustrations

In one of the Reformed churches in France, in the chancel back of the pulpit there are three panels. The first is for the law, and the inscription on it is, "Thou shall love the Lord thy God" (Matt. 22:37). The second is for the gospel, and the inscription upon it is the great verse from John (3:16): "God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life." The third panel is for the psalms, and the verse written upon it is that from Psalm 118 (14): "The Lord is my strength and song, and is become my salvation."



The Jews have a tradition that when Lucifer was cast out of heaven he was asked in hell what he missed most out of his former life, and replied, "I miss most the sound of the trumpets in the morning." Does anyone miss the note of the trumpet? Is the old spirit ebbing and the strong purpose declining? Then, dauntless, put the trumpet to the lips and answer all your doubts and all your wavering and nil your fears with a magnificent "Thou!"



Cheerfulness

"Cheerfulness is something that can be cultivated and it is the duty of all Christians to show to the world by their happy, cheerful lives that Christianity is the most worthwhile thing in the whole world!"—Selected. 


R. L. Stevenson said, "When a happy man comes into a room it is as if another candle had been lighted!" When the spirit of gladness and thankfulness rules the heart, light springs up to dispel the darkness and gloom. 



"Mr. Glory-Face" 

Adoniram Judson went as a missionary to Burma. He so burned with the desire to preach the gospel before he had learned the language that he walked up to a Burman and embraced him. The man went home and reported that he had seen an angel. The living Christ was so radiant in Mr. Judson's countenance that men called him "Mr. Glory-Face." When Christian workers really come to know the love God has given unto them, the Christian gospel will become irresistible.—Westminster Teacher 



Do We Glorify God?
One day recently, a lady was crossing a certain London station, when an old man stopped her, and said: "Excuse me, ma'am, but I want to thank you for something." "Thank me!" exclaimed the lady. "Yes'm. I used to be ticket collector at, and whenever you used to go by you allays give me a cheerful smile and a 'good mornin',' and you don't know what a difference it made to me. Wet or fine, it was allays the same, and I thinks to meself, `Wonder where she gets her smile from; one cannot be allays happy, yet she seems to,' and I know'd that there smile must come from inside somehow. Then one mornin' you comes by and you had a little Bible in yer hand, and I says to meself, `P'r'aps that's where she got her smile from.' So as I went home that night I bought a Bible, and I've been readin' it, and I've found Christ, and now I can smile too, and I want to thank yer."—The Way of Faith. 



The Heavenly Joy 

Some years ago my husband was conducting a series of meetings in a large country church in Virginia. He preached a sermon on the Prodigal Son, and I never saw so many young men accept the Lord in one service. They did not look as if they were prodigals, but fine, clean young men. However, God had used the sermon to help them to realize their need of a Saviour. As each one came forward, his mother would give a little shout of joy. I had heard shouting before, but never shouting that seemed to well up from the joy in the heart of each mother over the son who had been lost but was found again. This was the only shouting that ever moved me to tears, and I think I saw that day a faint picture of the joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth.—Selected. 



Singing in the Rain

A saintly woman suffering for weary months in painful illness said to her pastor: "I have such a lovely robin that sings outside my window. In the early morning, as I lie here, he serenades me." Then, as a smile brightened her thin features, she added, "I love him, because he sings in the rain." That is the most beautiful thing about the robin. When the storm has silenced almost every other songbird, the robin sings on—sings in the rain. That is the way the Christian who is with Christ may do. Anybody can sing in the sunshine; you and I should sing on when clouds pour out their rains, for Christ is with us. We should sing in the rain.—J. R. Miller, D.D. 



A Question Never Asked 

A Brahman of distinction in Western India embraced the Gospel and was baptized. By this act he lost possession of his houses, his fields, his wells, his wife, and his children. Such was the inexorable law of caste. On being asked how he bore his sorrows, he replied, "Ay, I am often asked that, but I am never asked how I bear my joys, for I have joys within with which a stranger intermeddles not. The Lord Jesus sought me and found me, a poor strayed sheep in the jungles, and He brought me to His fold and He will never leave me.''—Journal of Missions. 



Show Your Joy
Joyfulness is characteristic of the soul that lives in communion with God, and that soul unconsciously will persuade others to "taste and see that the Lord is good," and that "blessed is the man that trusteth in Him." 

Parents sometimes make the mistake of talking too much to their children about salvation, and showing too little joy and pleasantness around them. 

No grouty, sullen Christian has any influence in the home, or in the church. How can the world that is bent on seeking pleasure be persuaded to accept anything that will not add to their happiness?—Gospel Herald. 



A Smile

A smile costs nothing, but gives much. It enriches those who receive, without making poorer those who give. It takes but a moment, but the memory of it sometimes lasts forever. None is so rich or mighty that he can get along without it, and none is so poor but that he can be made rich by it. A smile creates happiness in the home, fosters good will in business, and is the countersign of friendship. It brings rest to the weary, cheer to the discouraged, sunshine to the sad, and it is nature's antidote for trouble. Yet it cannot be bought, begged, borrowed, or stolen, for it is something that is of no value to anyone until it is given away. Some people are too tired to give you a smile. Give them one of yours, as none needs a smile so much as he who has no more to give.—Selected. 


Father's Preference 

Bishop William Burt when asked how he acquired the habit of good cheer is said to have stated that the remark of a child he once overheard taught him to grumble and complain as little as possible. "While I was studying at Wilbraham Academy I spent a few days with this child's father, a good man but a chronic growler. We were all sitting in the front room when the question of food arose. The little girl told cleverly what each member of the family liked best. Finally it came to the father's turn to be described 'What do I like, Nancy?' he asked laughingly. 'You?' said the little one slowly. `Well, you like mostly everything we haven't got."' Grumbling is one of the hardest things for the wife to bear and causes great unhappiness.—Selected. 

Why Their Singing Was Beautiful

I remember once visiting a mission station in Egypt, and we were asked to listen to the singing of the converts. It is true they sang "tremendously," but seeing that, as a people, they had no ear for music and each seemed to sing a different discord, the effect was appalling! Yet after they had finished, the missionary came to me with shining eyes and said, "Didn't they sing beautifully!" And in spite of the tingling in my ears I said, "Yes, they sang beautifully!" You see, that missionary had given her life for those precious converts. And up in Heaven is One who gave his life for me and for you, and so He delights in our singing, however unmusical and quavering.—Dr. Northcote Deck. 


The Cheerful Heart

Whether the world be bright or dark 
Depends on how we take it. 
Much of the misery we know
Is just because we make it.
If on the windows of the soul
We let self's cobwebs gather,
We may be sure all through our lives
We'll see much cloudy weather.
A cheerful heart and willing hands
To do kind deeds for others
Will make the people whom we meet
All seem like friends and brothers.
Just try it, you who think the world 
By joy and hope forsaken,
And I am sure that you will find 
That you have been mistaken.—Selected.


Something—or Someone—to Sing About

In a log church in the hills of West Virginia, I have heard the singing of a congregation of men and women, poorly clad, overworked, and perhaps undernourished. Tears flowed and shouts interfered with the singing as they sang such songs as: "Oh, happy day, that fixed my choice on Thee my Saviour and my God." They had a preacher but once a month, and it seemed that God loaned them enough Heaven to fill them to overflowing. I rejoiced with them and thanked God that people who had no paper on their walls or carpet on their floors could have ninety minutes of ecstasy once a month, which is far more than some churchgoers have in a lifetime.—B. H. Shadduck, in The Sunday School Times. 


"Let It Be Praise"

A friend of mine was recently summoned to the bedside of his aged mother. More than eighty years of age, she was stricken with what they feared would prove her fatal illness. While her children were gathered in the room her pastor came; and as he was about to lead them in prayer, he turned to the aged saint and asked her what selection of Scripture he should read. She said: "Make your own selection, but let it be of praise." The weakness of old age was on her, and the pain of sickness, but there was no gloom. It was light at eventide. "Let it be of praise."—James I. Vance, in Earnest Worker. 


The Great Face-Changer

It takes more than food and clothes to put joy in the heart and a smile upon the face. Our Lord Jesus Christ is the great face-changer of the ages.

Marcus Dodds, the famous globe trotter, once said as nearly as we can quote from memory: 

"I have been in every land on which the sun shines and never have I anywhere seen a single happy hopeful face among women where the Gospel of Jesus Christ has not been preached."—The Brethren Missionary Herald. 



Is Your Flag Flying?

Principal Rainy, of whom a child once remarked that she believed he went to Heaven every night because he was so happy every day, once used a fine metaphor about a Christian's joy. "Joy," he said, "is the flag which is flown from the castle of the heart when the King is in residence there."—British Weekly. 



The Influence of a Song

In one of his best-known poems Browning tells the story of a young girl who had a single holiday in the year from her work in the silk mills of Asolo. On that day she went singing through the town in sheer gladness of heart. Four times over, we are told, her words and music were carried through open doors and windows to souls that were in need of them. They moved to repentance two people who had been living in sin. They made an artist ashamed of his anger; they acted as a check on an anarchist who was determined to assassinate the king. Yet, in the end, Pippa wondered if she had been of any use. We know that her song had challenged the darkness in lives of which she knew nothing.—The Regular Baptist Call. 


The Poor Coolie's Treasure

Into a mission chapel in Pekin, where a prayer service was being held, a poor coolie came and kneeled. He was so ignorant and stupid that it seemed he could not understand even the simple Gospel message. While others were rejoicing, he continued pleading the name of Jesus, which was all the prayer he knew. Soon he arose with a happy face, stammering out, "I am nothing but a poor stupid coolie. I have no money, and no learning, but in my heart's center I have an unable-to-speak-it-out joy." What a wonderful joy that must be, such indeed as the world cannot give.—Christian Herald. 



The Evangelism of Joy

A bigoted Chinese who never could be induced to attend a Christian service went to a missionary and said, "I want to hear about your religion. I never have heard the words of it, but I have heard the laughter in your house and in the houses of my countrymen who have em​braced your faith. And if you have anything that makes people so joyous I want it." One great need in all lands is for more glad Christians.—Record of Christian Work.


Within

I stood a little while ago in the fine old ruin of Middleham Castle. I passed beyond the outer shell and beyond the inner defenses into the keep, and there in the innermost sanctum of the venerable pile, was the old well. The castle was independent of outside supplies. If it were besieged it had resources of water at its own heart. The changing seasons made no difference to the gracious supply. That is the purpose of the Master in placing the "well" within us. He wants to make us independent of external circumstances.—Dr. J. H. Jowett.
Gift of Laughter

After a hard day's work in serious discussions, Theodore Cuyler and Charles H. Spurgeon went out into the country together for a holiday. They roamed the fields in high spirits like boys let loose from school, chatting and laughing and free from care. Dr. Cuyler had just told a story at which Pastor Spurgeon laughed uproariously. Then suddenly he turned to Dr. Cuyler and exclaimed: 

"Theodore, let's kneel down and thank God for laughter!" 

And there, on the green carpet of grass, under the trees, two of the world's greatest men knelt and thanked the dear Lord for the bright and joyous; gift of laughter. 

There is no antagonism between prayer and laughter. One is conclusive of spiritual health, the other of physical health.—S. S. World. 



Comfort in a Cloud

Dr. Robert Collyer, of Yorkshire, Eng., who came to America as a blacksmith, and settled in a little town in Pennsylvania, was always looking on the bright side of life. "A dear, good old lady taught me to look for the silver lining." said the doctor. "How did she teach you?" I asked. "By example," said the doctor, benignly. "She was a very poor woman, and overwhelmed with troubles. Still she was always cheerful. One day I said: 'Mary, you must have some very dark days; they must overcome you with clouds sometimes. 'Yes,' she replied, `but then I often find there's comfort in a cloud.' `Comfort in a cloud Mary?' `Yes,' she said, `when I am very low, I go to the window; and if I see a heavy cloud I think, "A cloud received Him out of their sight," and I look up and see the cloud sure enough, and then I think—Well, that may be the cloud that hides Him; and so you see, there's comfort in a cloud.'"—Robert Collyer. 


The Miracle in Martyrdom
A Christian in Central Russia wrote the following: "After our commune was closed, I spent some time in the place where God's servants have to stay... (that is, in prison). And yet, I assure you, that during that time in my heart it was as though I were living in the Garden of Eden. . . . Scarcely a single night passed when I did not rise from my bed and thank God. And what was that which moved me to praise Him? Why, the consciousness of His wonderful presence... The only thing for me to do is to get upon my knees, and praise God for His faithful and unfailing presence with us."—Sunday School Times. 



Joy from God

When Haydn was once asked how it was that his church music was always so cheerful, the great composer made a most appropriate and beautiful reply. "I cannot," said he, "make it otherwise; I write according to the thoughts I feel. When I think upon God my heart is so full of joy that the notes dance and leap, as it were, from my pen; and since God has given me a cheerful heart, it will be pardoned me that I serve Him with a cheerful spirit." There is one thing which Christ's followers can do, and that is to keep themselves in the delightful atmosphere of His love. It is our fault and our shame if we spend so many days in the chilling fogs or under the heavy clouds of unbelief, or in the contaminating atmosphere of con​formity to the world. "Is it always foggy here on the banks of Newfoundland?" inquired a passenger of an old sea captain. "How should I know, madam? I don't live here."—Gospel Herald. 



Alexander's Lesson from Moody

Charles Alexander, when a student at Moody Bible Institute, got to wondering whether it was right for an earnest Christian to be so gay. He tells of the way in which Moody, gathering students around him for a confidential talk, noticed that many of us were wearing long faces. "I am quite sure I was one of them, for I had been studying that sentence in the New Testament where it says that every idle word shall be accounted for. I had usually been of a lively disposition, trying to cheer the fellow who was downhearted, but when I began to study that verse I thought I was wrong. I had been trying to get my face so that no smile would ever come upon it. In one of these sane morning talks, Mr. Moody spoke about that verse. Looking up with such a bright, happy look, he said, `Young men, do not think that the teaching of this verse means that you shall go around with a long face, and never have a happy word for anyone. A cheerful word is not an idle one."' From that time onward, Alexander enjoyed the perfect freedom which makes for unrestrained delight of service.—Charles M. Alexander, a Romance of Song and Soul-Winning."


Happiness

If we could bury our dead woes we would be a lot happier. How prone we are to remember the things which are of no value and which make us sad. I wish I could always remember that if one thing goes wrong, another might go right. If we would sing to a hopeful tune it would help us and those whom we contact. One of old said, "Smile and the world smiles with you." 

Happiness does not depend on the riches of the world. Happiness depends on planting a live seed of kindness in the heart of someone else and causing this seed to grow by repeating kind deeds. Happiness is just about another name for doing for others and then watching the glory vines of joy grow about their faces. 

What pleasure would it be to throw pepper into the face of a person? Would it not afford more pleasure to hand them a sweet-smelling perfume? It is up to the individual to choose his way, and he should choose the way to make him happy and bring lasting joy. 

The person who is happy is the person who manifests a Christian attitude. Such a person would look for the good points of his neighbor and use his tongue to speak words of praise. This person need not tell his neighbors that he has religion, as his neighbors will find that out. A small boy played a harp in my presence for a long time and then turned to me and said, "I have a harp." He had already told me so by playing it. So it is if we are the right kind of Christians: We will tell others by sounding the harp of praise.—Messenger of Peace. 



Joy Midst Suffering

A western captain as he lay on the battlefield of Shiloh, suffered greatly from a fatal gunshot through both thighs, and from thirst. He said, "The stars shone out clear and beautiful above the dark field; and I began to think of that great God who had given His Son to die a death of agony for me; and that He was up there — up above the scene of suffering above those glorious stars; and I felt that I was going home to meet Him and praise Him there; and I felt that I ought to praise God, even wounded and on the battlefield. I could not help singing that beautiful hymn: `When I can read my title clear, to mansions in the skies.' And there was a Christian brother in the brush near me. I could not see him, but I could hear him. He took up the strain; and beyond him another and another caught it up, all over the battlefield of Shiloh. That night the echo was resounding; and we made the field of battle ring with the hymns of praise to God."—Anon.
The Christian's Joy

Principal Rainy, of whom a child once remarked that she believed he went to heaven every night, because he was so happy every day, once used a fine metaphor about a Christian's joy. 'Joy,' he said, 'is the flag which is flown from the castle of the heart when the King is in residence there.'

(Hab. 3. 18; John 15. 11; 1 Pet. 4. 13)



There is joy in retrospect, as we look at the past; there is joy of aspect, as we look at the present; there is the joy of prospect, as we look forward to the future.
There is the joy of memory, the joy of love, the joy of hope. There is the joy of the peaceful conscience, the joy of the grateful heart, the joy of the teachable mind, the joy of the trustful soul, the joy of the adoring spirit, the joy of the obedient life, and the joy of the glowing hope. 'In Thy Name do they rejoice.' That is where we get our joy: in Thy name, in the revelation of God.—Dr. W. H. Griffith Thomas 

(Neh. 8. 10; Ps. 16. 11; Luke 24. 52; Rom. 15. 13)



In Presence of the Angels

One of the famous tombs in India has a marvelous architecture. 20,000 men took twenty-two years to erect it and the buildings around it. Standing there, if you speak or sing, the echo comes from the height of 150 feet, as if from heaven itself. It is not an ordinary echo. The sound is drawn out in sweet prolongation. So from sin's tomb the voice of believing, penitent prayer brings back an echo of joy from Heaven itself.

(Luke 15. 7, 10, 24, 32)



Joy is a fruit that will not grow
In nature's barren soil; 
All we can boast till Christ we know,
Is vanity and toil. 
But where the Lord has planted grace,
And made His glories known; 
There fruits of heavenly joy and peace
Are found, and there alone.—John Newton


oy is Infectious

Millie J. White writes this:

A good many years ago, when I could see, I remember a day when I had an errand downtown. I caught a street​car, which was pretty well filled. The seats were the long ones, so we all faced one another, as well as the weather. It was a damp, dismal day and I imagined everyone was going to work, but no one seemed happy about it.

Then the miracle—a woman got on the car with a baby about a year old. A little blond baby all smiles and bounce and full of giggles, and do you know that baby put on a show! She clapped her hands with pattycake, laughed and bounced up and down and with that bit of sunshine no one could feel dismal. Soon everyone was laughing and joining the baby in happiness.

Joy is infectious—a real shot in the arm as it were, and we all benefited, laughing and talking like old friends. Finally one old tough-looking man, who looked as if he had never smiled, turned to all of us and said, "Well, folks, I thought I needed a drink, but this kid sure has cheered me up." The man waved at the baby and she waved back.

Many times since, I have thought of that picture. It has given life and meaning to the words—"And a little child shall lead them." Charles Dickens wrote: "It is at least as difficult to stay a moral infection as a physical one."

Judas Sermon Illustrations

Centuries ago in Italy, an artist about to paint a picture of the Madonna and the Child after long search found a beautiful young peasant woman with a lovely child at her breast. He selected them for his model, and the picture was painted and hung in one of the galleries. Long afterward he was at work on a New Testament scene which brought in Judas. He searched through the criminal quarters of the city and among the baser elements of the population, and at length in one of the jails he found a desperate, wicked man sentenced to death for his crimes against mankind. He chose this evil, sinister face as his model for Judas Iscariot. Day after day he went down to the prison and sketched the face of this criminal. Working on the painting in his studio one day, he saw something about the face that made him wonder. Day after day he puzzled over the matter, and at last the secret flashed upon him—it was the same face that he had painted long ago as the infant Jesus!



Judas represents one of the strange mysteries of life, the capacity for good and the capacity for evil which resides within every human breast. It is because we have those two possible men in us that we must ever do what Christ warned us to do, "Watch ye and pray, lest ye enter into temptation" (Mark 14:38)—and betray the nobler self within us.

Judge Sermon Illustrations

In the city of Hyderabad, Deccan, India, there was a judge who, on his way to court one day, saw a child on the railway line right in the way of a fast-approaching train. Taking his own life in his hands, he dashed on to the line and drew the child into safety just in time.

He went on to the court, and an hour later sat as judge in the criminal court, listened to the jury's verdict on a murderer and pronounced the death sentence. He had that day been both a savior and a judge.

(John 5. 24-27)



A judge once had a case in which the accused man understood only Irish. An interpreter was accordingly sworn. The prisoner said something to the interpreter.

"What does he say?" demanded his lordship.

"Nothing, my lord," was the reply.

"How dare you say that when we all heard him? Come on, sir, what was it?"

"My lord," said the interpreter beginning to tremble, "it had nothing to do with the case."

"If you don't answer I'll commit you, sir!" roared the judge. "Now, what did he say?"

"Well, my lord, you'll excuse me, but he said, 'Who's that old woman with the red bed curtain round her, sitting up there?"

At which the court roared.

"And what did you say?" asked the judge, looking a little uncomfortable.

"I said: 'Whist, ye spalpeen! That's the ould boy that's going to hang you."



A gentleman of color who was brought before a police judge, on a charge of stealing chickens, pleaded guilty. After sentencing him, the judge asked how he had managed to steal the chickens when the coop was so near the owner's house and there was a vicious dog in the yard.

"Hit wouldn't be of no use, Judge," answered the darky, "to try to 'splain dis yer thing to yo' 't all. Ef yo' was to try it, like as not yo' would get yer hide full o' shot, an' get no chicken, nuther. Ef yo' wants to engage in any rascality, Judge, yo' better stick to de bench whar yo' am familiar."—Mrs. L.F. Clarke.


Four things belong to a judge: to hear courteously, to answer wisely, to consider soberly, and to decide impartially.—Socrates.
Judgment Sermon Illustrations

Writing in the Spectator, Number 26, on Westminster Abbey, Addison said: "When I see kings lying by those who deposed them, when I consider holy men that divided the world with their contests and disputes placed side by side, I reflect with sorrow and astonishment on the little competitions, factions, and debates of mankind. When I read the several dates on the tombs, of some that died yesterday and some six hundred years ago, I consider that great day when we shall all of us be contemporaries and make our appearance together.



Daniel Webster, when secretary of state under President Fillmore, was dining once with twenty gentlemen at the Astor House in New York. Unusually reticent and aloof from the course of conversation, he sank into a reverie. In order to draw him out, one of the men asked him this rather unusual question for a dinner table, or anywhere else: "Mr. Webster, will you tell me what was the most important thought that ever occupied your mind?"

Webster passed his hand over his forehead and said in a low tone to one next to him, "Is there anyone here who does not know me?"

"No," said the man, "all are your friends."

Then Webster said aloud so that all could hear, "The most important thought that ever occupied my mind was that of my individual responsibility to God." He discoursed upon this theme for twenty minutes, and then rose from the table and retired to his room.



Have you ever been at Pompeii? Then you have some idea of what Sodom must have looked like when God rained his judgment upon it. The fiery lava transfixed and sealed the people in whatever act or attitude it found them—at the theater, the baths, the kitchen, the market place, or in the haunts of sin. Hearts that had burned that day with unholy flame were now forever still, and pulses that had throbbed eagerly with sinful expectation had now forever ceased to beat.



The teachings of Christ are not unlike a river that flows for a long time smoothly and noiselessly between its banks, and then suddenly takes the tremendous plunge of the cataract. In the utterance of Jesus about the coming of his Kingdom we have the cataract note of his preaching. The same lips which pronounced the Beatitudes and spake the quiet parables of growth and development, tell of the coming of his Kingdom and the great and terrible day of the Lord.



In a log cabin in the woods, after Bull Run, General Bee lay dying. His only words were "Find Imboden!Find Imboden!" Imboden had blamed his superior officer, Bee, and cursed him bitterly for leaving him and his battery unsupported. The dying Bee had learned of this and wished to tell Imboden with his own lips that he had given orders for his relief. All through the night the men were scouting the fields and the woods, riding up and down the country roads, searching for Imboden. At length they found him and brought him to the cabin where Bee was dying. Full of regret now, and remorse, too, that he had so mistaken the action of his superior officer, Imboden took Bee by the hand and called him by name. No curses now; he spoke softly, fondly, filially. But there was no answer! Too late now, dying Bee, to make your explanation! Too late now, fierce-looking Imboden, hereafter much to be heard of in this war between the brothers, to take back your reckless and mistaken curses.



In The Stickit Minister Samuel Crockett gives a pathetic instance of the cruelty of false judgment. The people thought that the older brother was a blockhead, and that that was the reason he had left the university and given up the ministry. Hence they dubbed him the "stickit minister." But if they have known the facts, how different would have been their estimate of him, for then they would have learned how he had left the university, given up the scholar's dreams and renounced the high and holy calling because, discovering that he was in poor health and that the death of the father had not left sufficient funds for the education of both sons, he, although the elder, had magnanimously made way for the younger. They would have known that the hard, uncongenial toil in the fields was not the labor of one who had failed but the splendid heroism of a magnanimous soul.



Justice Gray of the Supreme Court once said to a man who had appeared before him in one of the lower courts and had escaped conviction by some technicality: "I know that you are guilty and you know it, and I wish you to remember that one day you will stand before a better and wiser Judge, and that there you will be dealt with according to justice and not according to law."



Among the innumerable legends that come down to us about Professor Blaikie is the story of a student who rose to recite in his classroom and held his book in his right hand. Blaikie told him to take the book with the other hand, but still the student read on with the book in his right hand. Again the angry professor thundered at him to take the book in the left hand. "I cannot, sir," answered the student, as he brought an empty sleeve from behind his back. The students hissed, but the next moment they cheered when the famous Grecian made his earnest apology.

Lips that move and do not speak, sleeves that have no arm within them, this is life; yet we pronounce our rash judgments, the falsity of which would fill us with humiliation and sorrow could we but know the facts.



At beautiful Grassmere Lake in the Lake Country of Cumberland County, England, the haunts of the English poets, there is a jutting promontory called Point Rash Judgment. One day Wordsworth, his sister, and Coleridge were taking a walk along the shore of the lake. In a boat some distance from the shore they saw a man fishing. It was the harvest season, when all able-bodied men were toiling in the fields. They said one to another, "How improvident for this man to be spending his time here fishing when he ought to be at work in the fields." But when they came nearer to him they saw that he was an aged and decrepit man, unable to work in the fields, and that he was doing the best he could. Struck with the falsity and unkindness of their rash judgment, they named the promontory "Point Rash Judgment."



In his diary a lieutenant colonel of a Northern regiment relates this incident which took place near Berryville, Virginia, during the Civil War. In the gathering darkness, while the battle was still raging, the colonel saw three men going toward the rear and leaving the battle, two of them supporting the companion that limped between them. This was a favorite dodge of cowards to pretend that they were carrying a wounded comrade to the rear, and so escape the perils of the battlefield. Convinced that this was another case of pretended injury and wounds, the angry colonel stopped the three men and ordered them to go back to the firing line. The man who was being helped protested that he was wounded, and badly wounded. But the angry colonel said to him, "You are not wounded; are trying to sneak out of the fight in the dark. Go back to your regiment."

The wounded soldier then said, "Give me your hand, Colonel." Not knowing just what he meant, the colonel put out his hand, whereupon the man took it and thrust it into a hole in his shoulder while the warm blood spurted up the arm of the skeptical colonel. Shocked and overcome, the colonel exclaimed, "You poor fellow! You poor fellow! Forgive me; go back to the doctor, quick." The man took a step forward and fell dead. He had given his life for his country; but in the moment of supreme sacrifice he had been mistaken for a coward and a deserter.

The first reason why we should be slow and careful in the judgments we pass upon our fellow man is our too frequent ignorance of the facts. A fragment of anything is apt to be deceptive, and all that we mortals show to one another is but a fragment of our true selves. How little we know! "Judge not according to the appearances" (John 7:24), said Jesus; but that is often all the data that we have to go on.

Eli looked on the outward appearance, and judging by outward appearance a drunken woman had come into the tabernacle and deserved to be put out and rebuked. What he did not know was the bitterness of her soul, the taunts which the polygamous household had heaped upon her, her unseen strivings in prayer, the holy, mysterious woman's hope that beat within her breast. His motive in judging, his zeal for the purity of the house of God, no fault could be found with that; but his knowledge was imperfect.



Fearful Awakening

Any of our readers who have been to London years ago, will remember that close by the great dome of St. Paul's there used to stand the somber heavy stone building called Newgate prison. Some few years ago it was pulled down to make room for a new and less gloomy building. 

The old building carried with it many a solemn and fearful memory which is perhaps better forgotten, but one story may serve as a sad picture of the sinner's state. 

The last execution that took place there was of a poor woman who had been sentenced to death for an awful deed. 

Her last night was spent in the cell alloted to those condemned to die, and early next morning she was to suffer at seven o'clock. 

When six o'clock came the warders went into the cell and found her quietly sleeping and smiling as she lay unconsciously so near her death. They had not the heart to wake her, so terrible would be the awakening. So they left her for another half-hour.

Again they came, but still she slept, dreaming, as they learned afterwards, of the early days of her childhood when she lived in a village home peacefully and happily—of father and mother, of brothers and sisters, of innocent days in the field gathering buttercups or daisies, or roaming the quiet lanes in the still evenings of summer days. 

The female warders stood with tears upon their cheeks as they looked upon so sad a sight. What an awakening it must be! 

And indeed it was; for when, compelled by their duty, they shook the sleeping form lightly, it was to bring her back to the fearful consciousness of her sin and shame and ruin. 

Then there was a bitter, piercing cry, never to be forgotten by those who heard it. 

There will one day be such an awakening for every sinner, when the reality of condemnation, judgment, and eternity are seen and realized. 

In the Book of Revelation we are told that some in that day will call to the rocks and the mountains to fall upon them and cover them from the wrath of the Lamb (Rev. 6:16, 17). 

Oh, sinner, flee to Christ today, while salvation is offered and impending wrath is withheld!

"For God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life." "He that believeth not the Son shall not see life; but the wrath of God abideth on him" (John 3:16, 36).—Faithful Words. 



Silenced

William Hague Wood turned infidel recently. He attended a revival meeting several nights at High Shoals and ran an opposition meeting outside the church. He made mighty addresses and declared that the preachers were talking nonsense. He said they were frauds and were deceiving the people. On Sunday his tongue was paralyzed while he was making a speech ridiculing the church. This frightened his hearers, who broke for the church. At night Wood attended the meeting and handed up the following note to the preacher in charge: "I now believe that there is a hell and that I am doomed for it. Pray for me." There was a great sensation in the congregation and in less than five minutes the altar would not accomodate half the mourners.—Pentecostal Evangel. 



Changed Faces

Some years ago when modern chemistry was in its infancy, a fashionable audience assembled in Paris for an experimental lecture on chemistry. When they came out into the open they greeted one another with exclamations of dismay. The faces of most of the women had been ludicrously transformed. Their cheeks, lips, and in some cases the entire surface of exposed skin had turned into varying shades of blue, yellow, or violet. The chemical effects of the gases set free during the lecture had touched everyone who had used any cosmetics. When the white light of God's presence shall shine upon the hearts of men, everything that has been hidden shall become open, and the naked things shall be manifest.—Revelation. 



The Judgment

A young minister was confronted—as the congregation expected—with an able young skeptic, Burt Olney. At the close of the first service Olney said, "You did well, but you know, I don't believe in the infallibility of the Bible." 

"It is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment," was the young man's calm assertion.

"I can prove to you there is no such thing as a judgment after death," declared the skeptic. 

"But men do die," the young pastor declared, "for it is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment."
"But that's no argument," the skeptic protested, "let's get down to business and discuss this matter in regular argument form." 

The pastor shook his head. "I am here to preach the Word of God, and not to argue over it." 

Olney, annoyed, turned away with the remark, "I don't believe you know enough about the Bible to argue about it." 

"Perhaps you are right," was the calm. rejoinder, "but please remember this—'It is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment.' "
The very tree toads Olney heard on the way home sang the verse, and the stream he crossed, and the frogs seemed to croak, "Judg-ment, judg-ment, judgment." 

The next morning he called at the par​sonage. "I've come to see you about the verse of Scripture you gave me last night," he said. "I've spent a terrible night with those words burning their way into me. I can't get rid of them. Tell me what I must do to be saved. I've got to get rid of this torture." 

When he left, he was a child of God through faith in the finished work of Christ.—The Pilot.
What Then?

When the great, busy plants of our cities Shall have turned out their last finished work, 
When the merchants have sold their last order 
And dismissed every last tired clerk, When our banks have raked in their last dollar 
And have paid out their last dividend, When the Judge of the earth wants a hearing 
And asks for a balance—WHAT THEN? 

When the choir has sung its last anthem And the preacher has voiced his last prayer,
And the people have heard their last sermon 
And the sound has died out in the air, When the Bible lies closed on the altar 
And the pews are all empty of men. When each one stands facing his record. 
And the great Book is opened—WHAT THEN?

When the actors have played their last drama, 
And the mimic has made his last fuii. When the movie has flashed its last pic​ture 
And the billboard displayed its last run, 
When the crowd seeking pleasure has vanished 
And gone out in the darkness again,
When the trumpet of ages has sounded And we stand before HIM—WHAT THEN?

When the bugle-calls sinks into silence And the long marching columns stand still, 
When the captain repeats his last orders And they've captured the last fort and hill; 
When the flag has been hauled from the masthead, 
All the wounded afield have checked in. 
And the world that rejected its Saviour 
Is asked for a reason—WHAT THEN?—J. W. Green. 



Another Lesson in Swift Judgment

Mr. George Whale, the chairman of the Rationalist Press Association, fell dead last night after a ruthless attack on the dogmas of the Christian religion. "The light," he said, "from some providential spirit or Holy Ghost is said to have guided the Church for some nineteen hundred years. It has not come, and when it does come I venture to suggest it will not have the dazzling effect of the light that fell on the apostle on his way to Damascus—the light that left him dazzled for the rest of his life." Two hundred and seventeen guests present greeted his words with appreciative laughter. In a few moments there were only hushed whispers and awe-stricken faces. It was seen that Mr. Whale had collapsed in his chair, and in the instant silence his strangled breathing was the only sound. Doctors rushed to his side. and he was carried from the room dying. The dinner was to have been followed by dancing, and at the moment Mr. Whale was being carried from the banqueting hall the orchestra could be heard tuning up their instruments in the next room. It was announced that the dance would be abandoned. Women in evening frocks and men who were about to partner them in fox-trots stood about awkwardly. Although it was not officially announced that Mr. Whale was dead, the news spread from one group to another until the whole gathering slowly dispersed.—From the London Daily Express, May 5, 1925, and quoted in The Dawn, June, 1925, where the item is reproduced verbatim from the Daily Express. 


A Blasphemer Judged

A few months after the baptism of several persons, a wicked young man took a sheep to the same place in the stream, and with fearful oaths swore he could baptize as well as the preacher. The shore of the stream was a very gradual slope, so there was no apprehension of danger from deep water. Three of his comrades stood on the shore and witnessed his blasphemous performance. Taking the sheep in, and holding it by its fore feet, he pronounced the formula of baptism, and as he leaned over to immerse the sheep, the animal struck him with its hind feet, knocking him into deep water where he was drowned, while his comrades stood looking on. When asked why they did not try to save him, they were perfectly helpless and could not stir. Let not the tongue be given to blasphemy.—Selected. 



The World's Food Shortage

Says the Christian Herald: "A recent gathering in London of agricultural experts discussed the problem of the growing loss of fertility in the soil of the world which threatens a very serious food shortage. Every year in all but a few countries, the lack of strength in the soil is becoming more apparent, and deserts are spreading in all the five continents where once were tracts of fertile land. The value of food lost to the world every year by soil erosion cannot be estimated, but must run into many millions of dollars." In Psalm 107:33, 34 we read that God "turneth a fruitful land into barrenness, for the wickedness of them that dwell therein."—Pentecostal Evangel. 



Jesus, the Righteous Judge

A criminal who had once been before the courts was scheduled to appear once more. He rejoiced when he heard that an attorney who had defended him on previous occasions was now the trial judge. His attitude changed, however, when the judge stated, "When I was an attorney I defended you, but I am no longer an attorney. It is not my business now to defend, but to judge. I shall hear the evidence, and then I must deal with you in keeping with the oath I have taken in the office of judge." 

Jesus came once to this earth as Saviour. He is even now at the right hand of God as our Intercessor, our Advocate with the Father. But the day is coming when He will return as Judge. As Judge He must perform His duty in keeping with the nature of His office.—Open Windows. 


Others' Sins

During a revival a young man said frankly that he did not wish to be a Christian. When asked for his reason, he replied, "Several years ago I was in a man's kitchen. He finding me there, swore at me and kicked me out. He was a professing Christian, and from that time I decided never to have anything to do with religion. And I never have to this day." The young man was asked to write down his reason in full and sign it. Then it was handed back to him with the words, "Take this, and when you are asked for your excuse on the day of judgment, hand this up." The young man saw his folly and came to Christ that night. 

Are you letting the sins of others keep you from giving your heart to Jesus? Don't be so foolish—for it will not stand the test of the judgment day.—The Dawn. 



Why They Were Safe

A minister, while crossing the Bay of Biscay, became greatly alarmed as he beheld what he thought was an approaching hurricane. Trembling, he addressed himself to one of the sailors: "Do you think she will be able to go through it?" "Through what?" inquired the sailor. "That awful hurricane that is coming down upon us." The old sailor smiled and said: "That storm will never touch us. It has passed us already." So, in regard to the believer, judgment as to the penalty of our sins is past. We were tried, condemned, and executed in the person of our Surety, Jesus Christ.—The King's Business.
When God Strikes 

A Christian physician was once obliged to take refuge from an approaching storm in a grocery store which also contained a grog shop. Two drunken men were present, and as the lightning flashed, they poured forth such a volley of fearful oaths that finally the store​keeper said, "Gentlemen, I am no Christian, but I want to say that your awful cursing is too much for me. God will strike you dead right here with a stroke of lightning if you do not hush your blas​phemous oaths." The leader of the two rolled up his sleeves, went to the door. cursed God, and defied Him. At that moment a blinding flash of lightning descended with a flame of fire. Quickly the light was gone and only smoke remained. In a moment that, too, had disappeared, and there lay God's defier in a heap, just as an empty garment when let loose would fall. The physician helped to lay the man out, and he said he did not believe there was a bone two inches long left unbroken in his body.—Sunday School Times. 



When God Was Defied

Let the Evangelical Christian record the story of the quake that totally destroyed the flourishing and extraordi​narily beautiful city of Messina, Italy. In the early morning of December 28, 1908, the trembler struck, and 84,000 human beings died. We read: "Only a few hours before that devastating earthquake which laid Messina and the surrounding districts in ruins, the unspeakably wicked and irreligious condition of some of the inhabitants was expressed in a series of violent resolutions which were passed against all religious principles, while the journal Il Telefono, printed in Messina, actually published in its Christmas number an abominable parody, daring the Almighty to make Himself known by sending an earthquake! And in three days the earthquake came!"—Louis S. Baumann, D.D., in the Sunday School Times.


Snap judgment has a way of coming unfastened. 



While on a walk one day, I was surprised to see a man hoeing his garden while sitting in a chair. "What laziness!" I thought. But suddenly I saw, leaning against his chair, a pair of crutches. The man was at work despite his handicap. The lesson I learned about snap judgments that day has stayed with me for years now: the crosses people bear are seldom in plain sight.—Annette Ashe, Guideposts 


A young minister of the Gospel was confronted—as the congregation expected—with an able young skeptic, Burt Olney. At the close of the first service Olney said, 'You did well, but, you know, I don't believe in the infallibility of the Bible.' It is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment,' was the young man's calm assertion.

'I can prove to you there is no such thing as a judgment after death,' declared the skeptic.

'But men do die,' the young preacher declared, 'for it is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment.'

'But that's no argument,' the skeptic pro​tested. 'Let's get down to business and discuss this matter in regular argument form.'

The minister shook his head. 'I am here to preach the Word of God and not to argue over it.'

Olney, annoyed, turned away with the remark, 'I don't believe you know enough about the Bible to argue about it.'

`Perhaps you are right,' was the calm rejoinder, 'but please remember this—"It is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment".'

The very tree-toads Olney heard on the way home sang the verse, and the stream he crossed, and the frogs seemed to croak, 'Judgment, judgment, judgment.'

The next morning he called at the parsonage. `I've come to see you about that verse of Scripture you gave me last night,' he said. `I've spent a terrible night with those words burning their way into me. I can't get rid of them. Tell me what I must do to be saved. I've got to get rid of this torture.'

When he left, he was a child of God through faith in the finished work of Christ.

(Heb. 9. 27, 28 ; John 5. 24)



The world is grown old, and her pleasures are past; 
The world is grown old, and her form may not last;
The world is grown old and trembles for fear, 
For sorrows abound and judgment is near.

The sun in the Heaven is languid and pale; 
And feeble and few are the fruits of the vale;
And the hearts of the nations fail them for fear, 
For the world is grown old and judgment is near.

The king on the throne, the bride in her bower, 
The children of pleasure all feel the sad hour; 
The roses are faded, and tasteless the cheer,
For the world is grown old and judgment is near.

The world is grown old! But should we complain 
Who have tried her and know that her promise is vain?
Our heart is in Heaven; our Home is not here, 
And we look for our crown when judgment is near.—Reginald Heber
(Acts 24. 25; Rom. 2. 2, 3; 1 Tim. 5.24; 2 Tim. 4. 1 ; Jude 6, 15)



The most horrifying thing on the Western plains is the dreaded prairie fire. Until the fall rains set in, the dry scorching summer months are spent in fear and suspense. Every suggestion of haze or smoke is intensely watched. But, when once fired and swept by a breeze, its speed strikes terror to man and beast as it unmercifully consumes all in its way. Many, powerless to escape, have perished, and their farms been reduced to ashes.

Others, with presence of mind, seeing their danger, have resorted to one way of escape and have been saved by it. They have stooped and fired the long dry grass at their feet, and then, as soon as the blaze had burned off a space, taken refuge by standing where the fire had been. Thus, in time, they were saved from the oncoming devouring flames. Of course, it is no time to trifle, but a case of life or certain death.

Yet more solemn and terrifying will be the coming wrath and judgment of God upon this world that has crucified, and ignored the grace of, His beloved Son. It is 'reserved unto fire against the day of judgment' (2 Pet. 3. 7).

But thanks be unto our gracious God who has provided a place of safety where the fire has already been. On Calvary's cross Christ was, as it were, enveloped in the 'fire' of God's righteous judgement to save the trembling sinner that has fled to Him for refuge (Heb. 6. 18).

(1 Pet. 3. 18; 2 Pet. 3. 9, 10)

Donald Campbell worked down at the docks. One day, when they had a few spare minutes after unloading the coal from a boat, one of his fellow-workers informed him that he wasn't a Christian but a killjoy. To prove his point, the fellow, to the pleasure of the bystanders, proceeded to quote part of Ecclesiastes 11. 9—'Rejoice, 0 young man, in thy youth and let thy heart cheer thee all the days of thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes.'

Soon their mirth vanished. Picking up a piece of chalk, Donald walked over to the blackboard (on which quantities were marked up) and wrote the last part of the verse: 'but know thou that for all these things God will bring thee into judgment.' His accusers were forced to withdraw, confused and crestfallen.—James Cordiner 

(Eccles. 3. 15; 11. 9; Heb. 9. 27)



Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord:
He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored.
He hath loosed the fatal lightning of His terrible swift sword.
His truth is marching on.

I have seen Him in the watchfires of a hundred circling camps;
They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps;
I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps;
His day is marching on.—Julia Ward Howe
(Isa. 63. 1-4; Rev. 6. 15, 16; 20. 11)



There was one who thought himself above me, and he was above me until he had that thought.—Elbert Hubbard


We judge ourselves by what we are capable of doing; others judge us by what we have done.—Longfellow


Shakespeare was so right when he said: "Take each man's word, but reserve thine own judgment."



Though the mills of God grind slowly yet they grind exceeding small; 
Though with patience he stands waiting with exactness grinds He all.—Longfellow


Judgment Fires Burned Out

I heard the great Bible teacher, H. A. Ironside, tell the following:

"One of the first gospel illustrations that ever made a real impression upon my young heart was a simple story which I heard a preacher tell when I was less than nine years old. It was of pioneers who were making their way across one of the central states to a distant place that had been opened up for homesteading. They traveled in covered wagons drawn by oxen, and progress was necessarily slow. One day they were horrified to note a long line of smoke in the west, stretching for miles across the prairie, and soon it was evident that the dried grass was burning fiercely, and was coming toward them rapidly. They had crossed a river the day before but it would be impossible to go back to that before the flames would be upon them. One man only seemed to have understanding as to what should be done. He gave the command to set fire to the grass behind them. Then when a space was burned over, the whole company moved back upon it. As the flames roared on toward them from the west, a little girl cried out in terror. "Are you sure we shall not all be burned up?" The leader replied, "My child, the flames cannot reach us here, for we are standing where the fire has been!"

On  Him Almighty vengeance fell, 
Which would have sunk a world to hell. 
He bore it for a chosen race, 
And thus becomes our Hiding Place.

The fires of God's judgment burned themselves out on Him, and all who are in Christ are safe forever, for they are now standing where the fire has been.



"Read Ezekiel 7:8, 9"

"He, that being often reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that without remedy" (Prov. 29:1).

The following incident is vouched for by a Church of England clergyman who knew all the circumstances.

A young woman, who had been brought up in a Christian home and who had often had very serious convictions in regard to the importance of coming to Christ, chose instead to take the way of the world. Much against the wishes of her godly mother, she insisted on keeping company with a wild, hilarious crowd, who lived only for the passing moment and tried to forget the things of eternity. Again and again she was pleaded with to turn to Christ, but she persistently refused to heed the admonitions addressed to her.

Finally, she was taken with a very serious illness. All that medical science could do for her was done in order to bring about her recovery, but it soon became evident that the case was hopeless and death was staring her in the face. Still she was hard and obdurate when urged to turn to God in repentance and take the lost sinner's place and trust the lost sinner's Saviour.

One night she awoke suddenly out of a sound sleep, a frightened look in her eyes, and asked excitedly, "Mother, what is Ezekiel 7:8, 9?"

Her mother said, "What do you mean, my dear?" She replied that she had had a most vivid dream. She thought there was a Presence in the room, who very sol​emnly said to her, "Read Ezekiel 7:8, 9."

Not recalling the verses in question, the mother reached for a Bible. As she opened it, her heart sank as she saw the words, but she read them aloud to the dying girl:

"Now I will shortly pour out my fury upon thee, and accomplish mine anger upon thee: and I will judge thee according to thy ways, and will recompense thee for all thine abominations. And mine eye shall not spare, neither will I have pity: I will recompense thee according to thy ways and thine abominations that are in the midst of thee; and ye shall know that I am the Lord that smiteth."

The poor sufferer, with a look of horror on her face, sank back on the pillow, utterly exhausted, and in a few moments she was in eternity. Once more it had been demonstrated that grace rejected brings judgment at last. 



HUSBAND—"But you must admit that men have better judgment than women."
WIFE—"Oh, yes—you married me, and I you."—Life.
Junior High School Sermon Illustrations

The two older types of organization, K-8 and 9-12, need to be united by a flexible coupling or universal joint rather than by a rigid shaft. 



May I remind you of an old Talmudic legend which tells about a heathen who once came to Hillel, Hillel being an ancient and well known rabbi, and said to him, "I will convert to Judaism if you will tell me what it is about while I stand on one foot," and Hillel being a very clever man, said, "The whole of Judaism is that thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself." 

Now, I am much less clever than Hillel but if I were asked to tell the junior high school story while my skeptic questioner stood on one foot, I would say simply, "It means a square deal for pupils of the awkward age."—M. Dale Baughman
Jury Sermon Illustrations

In the south of Ireland a judge heard his usher of the court say, "Gentlemen of the jury, take your proper places," and was convulsed with laughter at seeing seven of them walk into the dock.



There was recently haled into an Alabama court a little Irishman to whom the thing was a new experience. He was, however, unabashed, and wore an air of a man determined not to "get the worst of it."

"Prisoner at the bar," called out the clerk, "do you wish to challenge any of the jury?"

The Celt looked the men in the box over very carefully.

"Well, I tell ye," he finally replied, "Oi'm not exactly in trainin', but Oi think Oi could pull off a round or two with thot fat old boy in th' corner."

Justice Sermon Illustrations

However the battle is ended,
Though proudly the victor comes; 
With fluttering flags, and prancing nags, 
And echoing roll of drums. 
Still history proclaims the motto,
In letters of shining light: "No question is ever settled
Until it is settled right." Though the heel of the strong oppressor 
May grind the weak to the dust;
And the voice of fame with loud acclaim
May call him great and just.
Let those who applaud take warning, 
And keep this motto in sight: 
"No question is ever settled
Until it is settled right."—Selected


Pandit Kharak Singh, an old man, and a Sanskrit scholar, was asked while preaching in the bazaar in a town in India, how he could reconcile the death of Christ Jesus for men—the death of the guiltless for the guilty—with the justice of God.

He replied, 'Our ideas of the justice of God, or of justice at all, are very crude and imperfect. For example: a man steals 20 rupees and spends it. He is caught and punished as a thief. But the stolen money is not restored to the man from whom it was stolen—justice is not done to him; and the thief suffers for his crime. This is man's justice—loss and pain.

Or suppose a man was to kill three children. He should be hanged three times that strict justice may be done. The children are not restored to life—justice is not done to them. Neither are they restored to their parents or to the community. The man who killed them is put to death, and thus man's justice again is resolved into loss and pain!

`But God's justice is different. It results in gain and joy! Lost souls are found, losses are made good, happiness takes the place of misery, and all because the Son of God gave Himself a willing sacrifice to save men and restore them to God' 

(Isa. 45. 21; Rom. 3. 24-26)



Peter the Great of Russia condemned his own son Alexei to death for intrigues and high treason against the Tsar, and the sentence was duly carried out. Peter suffered intensely in the interests of justice. This family tragedy was the greatest grief in his life. The sentence of death has been passed on sinful man, but a sinless substitute has taken the penalty and exhausted the sentence for all who will accept and believe in Him.

Justice God will not twice demand, 
First at my bleeding Surety's hand, 
And then again at mine.

(Rom. 3. 26; 1 Pet. 3. 18)



The Sun of Justice may withdraw his beams 
Awhile from earthly ken and sit concealed 
In dark recess, pavilioned round with clouds: 
Yet let not guilt presumptuous rear her crest, 
Nor, virtue droop despondent: soon these clouds, 
Seeming eclipse, will brighten into day, 
And in majestic splendor He will rise, 
With healing and with terror on His wings.—Geo. Baily


God is just. This ... all acknowledge. But many sinners have had their departure into another world without punishment, while many righteous men have had their departure after suffering ten thousand grievous things. If then God be just, where will He reward their good to the one class, and their punishment to the other, if there be no perdition and no resurrection?—Chrysostom


There are two sides to every question-the wrong side and our side.



"What, Tommy, in the jam again, and you whipped for it only an hour ago!"

"Yes'm, but I heard you tell Auntie that you thought you whipped me too hard, so I thought I'd just even up."



One man's word is no man's word,
Justice is that both be heard.



He who decides a case without hearing the other side, though he decide justly cannot be considered just.—Seneca.
Justification Sermon Illustrations

A friend took William Callahan, a 'down and out', into a Gospel service and he was gloriously saved. Then he tried to live down his old reputation but found it very hard. The police kept him shadowed, not believing the work of grace in his life. After five years he went to Chicago and, through the aid of a Christian lawyer, got his photos from the police. He did not want to be known as a crook. Then he employed a lawyer to get his photo from the penitentiary at Joliet and to have his Bertillon measurements there destroyed. The reply came from the warden: `You may have got the records from the Chicago police, but you can't get them away from the State of Illinois.'

Sometime after, nervous and in poor health, while staying at a Sanatorium in Battle Creek, with three Governors present including Atgeld of Illinois, he made a speech at a function, telling of his conversion and attempt to get his records from Joliet. When he got through, Governor Atgeld was wiping his eyes and said, `I'll see what I can do for you.' A month later Mr. Callahan received a letter from Executive Mansions, Springfield, State of Illinois:

`My dear Mr. Callahan, It gives me pleasure to enclose your photograph from the Penitentiary of Joliet, and to tell you that your records and measurements there have all been destroyed. There is no record, except in your memory, that you were ever there. You have the gratitude and best wishes of your friend, John P. Atgeld.'—Silas Fox
(Isa. 44. 22; Rom. 3. 23, 24; Heb. 10. 17)



Just over a hundred years ago, a woman was buried in an old churchyard in Enfield. Six lines on her tombstone show that she knew that not character but Christ, saves:

If friendship, kindness, truth, goodwill and love 
Could prove a passport to the realms above, 
The soul that tenanted this mouldering frame 
To God's right hand might justly lay a claim. 
But her own works she scorned as worthless dust:
Her Savior's merits were her only trust.—H. P. Barker
(Rom. 3. 28; Gal. 2. 16)

Justified Sermon Illustrations

Plead Thou my cause, Thou Advocate divine!
I have no words—no argument, save Thine. 
Speechless, I stand before the bar of God; Guilty!—
Lost! unless redeemed by blood.

Base my behavior—
I need a Savior—
'Mercy!' my only plea;
Take Thou my case, Lord,
I trust Thy grace, Lord,
I will leave my whole defense with Thee!

Plead Thou my cause, Thou Advocate divine;
I need no words—no argument, save Thine; 
Show but the wound prints in Thy hands and side, 
And I stand before Thee—Justified!—F. Gilbert
(Rom. 3. 24, 25; 1 John 2. 1)



It was the Saturday before August Bank Holiday when the Polish S.S. Dabrowski berthed by London Bridge, and English stevedores moving the cargo found the Polish stowaway, Antoni Klimowicz. Fainting with hunger and thirst, he just managed to cry, `Tell the English police!' when the Captain and the political Commissar seized him, and locked him in a cabin.

Saturday, Sunday, Bank Holiday Monday, the London newspapers bore sensational headlines, 'Can Klimowicz be saved?' It appeared there were diplomatic difficulties. The Polish Captain refused to surrender him. Thousands of Polish refugees swelled a fund to engage the best lawyers.

But on the Monday, the captive stowaway felt the ship casting off, and soon, to his dismay, he saw the Thames growing wider and wider as the ship went down towards the sea. Soon the friendly shores of Britain would disappear, and then it would be the open sea—and what beyond? Imprisonment, perhaps worse!

And yet, salvation was near. The greatest legal mind in the land—that of Lord Goddard, the Lord Chief Justice, had been searching for a way to be 'just and the justifier' of the man who had appealed for mercy. It was discovered that on a previous visit Antoni Klimowicz, as a sailor, had attempted to smuggle something, and the police had refrained from prosecuting. So he could be lawfully brought to a British court of law to answer for his misdeed.

Four hundred policemen raced down the Thames, and opposite Tilbury a few of them boarded the Polish ship. The cabin door was broken down. Did the poor stowaway protest that he was innocent of the charge of smuggling? Did he `go about to establish his own righteousness'? No, he gladly submitted to justice.

'Guilty! Fined one farthing'! Ten thousand refugees in Britain would willingly have paid his fine ten thousand times. Antoni Klimowicz walked out of the court—back to bondage? No! For what his own fulfilling of the law could never do, mercy had done—giving him liberty and a new life in Britain. He was free.

Shortly afterwards he invited to tea the two London stevedores who carried his desperate plea to the authorities. How much we owe to the One Who heard our cry as sinners and Who never turns away anyone who seeks refuge with Him! Perhaps Antoni Klimowicz learnt of that Saviour's love from the Polish New Testament, which he gratefully received from the writer.—Stuart K. Hine
(Rom. 3. 26; 8. 3; 10. 3)

Juvenile Delinquency Sermon Illustrations

Juvenile Delinquency is proving that some parents just are not getting at the seat of the problem.—Kenneth J. Shively 


In science, thinking begins with a problem. In juvenile delin¬quency a problem begins with a thought.—M. Dale Baughman


When adults act like children, they're silly; when children act like adults, they are delinquent.—Elkhorn Independent 



Prescription for curing incipient juvenile delinquents: affec-tion, good food, fresh air and plenty to do.—Dr. Randel Elliott, American Mercury 


We read in the paper and hear on the air, 
Of killing and stealing and crime everywhere. 
We sigh and we say, as we notice the trend,
"This young generation, where will it end?" 
But can we be sure that it's their fault alone, 
That maybe a part of it isn't our own? 
Are we less guilty, who place in their way,
Too many things that lead them astray?
Too much money to spend, too much idle time; 
Too many movies of passion and crime; 
Too many books not fit to read; 
Too much evil in what they say. 
Too many children encouraged to roam; 
Too many parents who won't stay home. 
Kids don't make the movies, they don't write the books, 
That paint gay pictures of gangsters and crooks; 
They don't make the liquor, they don't run the bars, 
They don't make the laws and they don't buy the cars.
They don't peddle drugs that addle the brain, 
That's all done by older folks, greedy for gain 
Delinquent teen-agers, Oh! how we condemn, 
The sins of the nation and blame it on them.
By the laws of the blameless, the Saviour made known, 
Who is there among us to cast the first stone? 
For in so many cases, it's sad; but it's true, 
The title "DELINQUENT" fits older folks too.—James Scales, Laugh Book 


Another way to reduce juvenile delinquency would be to quit coddling hard-boiled eggs.—Grit 



A juvenile delinquent is a teenager who wants what he wants when he wants it and won't wait to get it.—Constance F. Murphy, Massachusetts Teacher 



Juvenile delinquency sets in when a youngster stops asking adults where he came from and starts telling them where to go.—Basic Blast


The whole reason for juvenile delinquency is mental unemployment.—Jackie Gleason 


Primitive country: One that has no taxes to handle juvenile delinquency, in case it gets civilized enough to achieve it.—In a Nutshell 



The University of Hartford inaugurated a new night school course—Juvenile Delinquency. It's for adults only.—Daily News Wire Services 



Juvenile Delinquent: A teenager with a false sense of ma turity.—A. Bowman Weaver, Sales Management 


A woman left her baby in its carriage at the door of a department-store. A policeman found it there, apparently abandoned, and wheeled it to the station. As he passed down the street a gamin yelled: "What's the kid done?"

Keeper Sermon Illustrations

'Jehovah is my Keeper'

The Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold, 
And his cohorts were gleaming with purple and gold;
Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green,
That host, with its banners, at sunset was seen. 
Like the leaves of the forest when autumn has blown
The host on the morrow lay withered and strewn. 
For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; 
And the eyes of the sleeper waxed deadly and chill,
And their hearts but once heaved and forever grew still:
And there lay the steed with his nostrils all wide, 
Though through it there rolled not the breath of his pride.
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 
The lancets unlifted, the trumpets unblown. 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Had melted like snow in the glance of the Lord.—Lord Byron
(2 Chron. 32. 21, 22; Ps. 121. 5; Jude 24)

Kindergarten Sermon illustrations

For several days the 84 boys and girls "graduating" from a kindergarten class were drilled to say "thank you, Mr. Nevins," when Superintendent Vincent Nevins presented them with diplomas. 

But Nevins was unable to attend the ceremony Wednesday, and Miss Lillian L. Hannan, the principal, substituted for him.

The first 83 children in line said "Thank you, Mr. Nevins," when Miss Hannan presented the diplomas. 

The 84th said, "Thank you, Mrs. Nevins."



Peering over Johnny's shoulder, the kindergarten teacher asked, 'What are you drawing?" 

"I'm drawing a picture of God," answered Johnny. 

"But," the teacher explained, "nobody knows what God looks like." 

"They will when I get through," proudly announced Johnny. 



Freckle-faced Tommy brought his little red fire engine to "Show and Tell" session in kindergarten for what seemed to one little miss, the umpteenth time. When he presented it, she was heard to complain, "Oh, no, not again!" 



Observing one of my little girls coming from the boys' lavatory, I explained to her, "Honey, don't you know that's private—just for the boys!" The surprised little red-head answered, "Why, Miss Pat! I know that! I just went in to borrow their soap."—Miss Pat, Kindergarten Teacher, Bay City, Michigan 



Jeff, enamored of his blonde kindergarten classmate, told his mother the romance was making progress. 

"Sally spoke to me," he said. 
"What did she say?" inquired Mom. 
"I hit her and she said, 'Stop that.'"—Omaha World-Herald 


Little Jimmy seemed to like kindergarten but showed no signs of being an outstanding student. One day, however, he came home with a big gold star. Asked why he was rewarded, he said, 'Well, it's like this—every day we have to rest, and I rested the best."—Florida School Bulletin 


Mother (to five-year-old child who has had a substitute teacher in kindergarten): "How did you like your new teacher?" 

Child: "Oh, she's smarter than Miss Jones. When we sang, she played the piano with one finger; and Miss Jones has to use two hands when she plays." 

Kindness Sermon Illustrations

Charlotte Bronte's life was short, her married life just a brief break in the clouds that had settled about her; but when they laid her beneath the snow in the churchyard, there stood by the grave a lonely woman who had been seduced and cast out, but loved and cherished by the gentle author, and another, a blind girl who begged neighbors to lead her over the wet, snowy roads that she might shed her tears over the grave of the woman who had been eyes to the blind. These two were but the representatives of a large class who had known the kindness of Charlotte Bronte.



God wanted a deliverer to lead the Negroes out of bondage, and for this work he called the kind and honest country lawyer from the black soil of Illinois. The youth who on a journey had seen a nest blown from the beach by the winds, and its helpless inmates scattered over the grass, and then growing anxious about the birds, walked back for several miles and put the nest high, where the serpents might not get at it, and the birds back into the nest, was father to the man who was to take a helpless, abused, despised race, and lift it to its feet, amid the execration of half a continent, and lead it out of the house of bondage.



Sometimes men are awakened out of mere creatural existense through the breath of kindness. Henry M. Stanley's early life is a story that moves the hardest heart. Never knowing his father, disowned by his mother, in the Asaph workhouse surrounded by misery and cruelty, he used to hear the lesson read from John 4:4, 7: "Little children, . . . love one another," and wondered what it meant. His childish heart was ready and yearning for love, but none gave love to him; and he began to think the sweetest parts of the Bible were wholly inapplicable to actual life. He had come, even at early years, to disbelieve in love.

Then one day the fugitive boy who had run away from the ship at New Orleans stood in front of a kind, grave gentleman who had taken him into his store and then into his home. The man took a basin of water, made the sign of the cross on his brow, gave him his own name, Henry M. Stanley, and then took him in his arms and kissed him. His senses whirled about him, and tears, which no amount of cruelty could ever have forced from him, poured in a tor​rent under the influence of that simple embrace. "The golden period of my life began from that supreme moment."



The Second Mile

It is not Christian to do all that is expected of us. Unbelievers often do that. Christianity does more than that. A man in a hospital, just after a severe operation, asked his nurse to turn his pillow. She at once rearranged two pillows, and made him much more comfortable. As minute after minute and hour after hour dragged on, he noticed that whenever he asked the nurse for anything, she always did more than he asked: did it instantly and cheerily. Finally he asked her if she remembered what the Lord said about "going the second mile," and told her how gratefully he had noticed that she always went that second mile. And it meant so much, to a weak, suffering patient lying there in helplessness.—Sunday School Times. 



If I Had Known

If I had known in the morning 
How wearily all the day 
The word unkind
Would trouble my mind
I said when you went away,
I had been more careful, darling,
Nor given you needless pain, 
But we vex "our own" 
With look and tone 
We may never take back again.

For though in the quiet evening
You may give me the kiss of peace, 
Yet it might be 
That never for me
The pain of the heart shall cease.
How many go forth in the morning
That never come home at night! 
And hearts have broken
For harsh words spoken
That sorrow can ne'er set right. 

We have careful thought for the stranger, 
And smiles for the sometime guest; 
But oft for "our own" 
The bitter tone,
Though we love "our own" the best.
Ah, lips with the curve impatient! 
Ah, brow with that look of scorn!
'Twere a cruel fate
Were the night too late
To undo the work of morn.—Selected.


What Did You Do? 

Did you give him a lift? He's a poor needy man, 
And bearing about all the burden he can.
Did you give him a smile? He was downcast and blue, 
But a smile would have helped him to battle it through. 
Did you give him a hand? He was slipping down hill, 
And the world, so I fancied, was making him ill. 
Did you give him a word? Did you show him the road? 
Or did you just let him go on with his load? 

Did you help him along? He's a sinner like you, 
But the grasp of your hand might have carried him through. 
Did you bid him good cheer? Just a word and a smile 
Were what he most needed that last weary mile. 
Do you know what he bore in that burden of cares 
That is every man's load and that sympathy shares? 
Did you try to find out what he needed from you? 
Or did you just leave him to battle it through? 

Do you know that it means to be losing the fight, 
When a lift, just in time, might set everything right? 
Do you know what it means—just the clasp of a hand, 
When a man's borne about all a man ought to stand? 
Did you ask what it was—why the quivering lip, 
And the glistening tears down the pale cheek that slip? 
Were you brother of his when the time came to be? 
Did you offer to help him, or didn't you see? 

Don't you know it's the part of a Christian man 
To find out what the grief is and help where you can? 
Did you stop when he asked you to give him a lift? 
Or were you so busy that you left him to shift? 
Ah, I know that what you say may really be true, 
But the test of your life is: What did you do?—Selected.
What "Loving-Kindness" Means

Mother asked her six-year-old what loving-kindness meant. "Well," he said, "when I ask you for a piece of bread and butter and you give it to me, that's kindness, but when you put jam on it, that's loving-kindness."—Chicago Tribune.


Henry Drummond used to say, looking back over a more than ordinarily distinguished life, that the things which stood out in this retrospect as of abiding worth and value were the four or five times he had reflected to others the kindness of God.



Birds Are Friends 

Did you know that birds have their friends just as you do? If a robin is in trouble, other robins will hurry to her side; so will orioles, chickadees and many others. Suppose a mother robin is killed while she is out hunting food for her babies. Do the little birds starve? No, indeed, they do not. The other birds feed the orphan babies as well as their own. 

One time a little bird was caught in a tree and could not get out. When he was found and helped out by a kind man, he was as fat as he could be. This shows us that the other birds fed him. 

When birds are crippled or blind or cannot fly, they are cared for by other birds in the community. So you see birds are friendly little creatures, and love one another and care for one another much the same as the Lord has told people to do.—Selected


"Only One of His Followers" 

The little lame boy hurried to the passenger gate of the railway station as fast as his crutches and basket of fruit and candy would permit. As the passengers rushed through the gate, a young man accidentally hit the basket, knocking oranges and apples in every direction. He stopped only long enough to scold the boy for being in his way. Another young man who was passing by saw the boy's distress and began picking up his fruit. As he placed it in the basket, he put a silver dollar in his hand. With a "Better luck next time" and a smile, he went his way. "Hey, Mister," called the little boy, "are you Jesus?" "No," answered his friend, "I'm only one of His followers." The people whose lives we touch need to see Jesus in your life and mine....Many will not understand His love unless they see it in our deeds.—Secret Place. 


An Infidel Answered 

Mr. Charles Bradlaugh, a celebrated infidel lecturer in the last century, at one time M.P. for Northampton, a man of great talents prostituted to the attacking of the Christian faith, delivered a scathing attack on Christianity in a well-known London hall. At its close he dared any man to answer him. 

The Chairman replied, "No one here is likely to try, Mr. Bradlaugh. We are all of your way of thinking." 

However, a gasfitter arose and said, "You all know me. I have been a member of this club for five years. Some months ago I lost my work, and I was ill, and to make matters worse my wife was ill. Not one of you came near me, though my illness was known here. But someone came, and his wife nursed us and provided for us, otherwise neither my wife nor I would have been alive today. That man was a city missionary, whom I had driven away from my door with threats. When I was well enough to think, I asked him why he had been so kind to us, and he told me he had done it for the love of Christ. I say that a religion which will bring a man to the bedside of one who has hated him and cursed him, is a good thing for this life." 

Such an incident as this can be multiplied a thousand times. Infidelity does not like deathbeds. It is a fair weather negation that crumbles into dust when the storms of life are heavy, especially when the shadows of eternal night settle on the soul.—Gospel Herald. 



In a Crowded Elevator

The elevator man was gruff, and in his estimation the little, frail old lady who got on last made one passenger too many in his car. "Take the next car," he commanded gruffly. "Take the next car!" slipping his hand in front of her. But the little old lady, frightened in the crowd, seemed deaf to his remark and unconscious that anything was required of her. A young lady from the middle of the car worked her way out to make one passenger less. The aged woman, happy at being able to find room, did not notice that anything had been done for her. The elevator man did not appear to notice. Nobody thanked the girl, as, pressed for time in her busy day, she stood looking a little wistfully after the ascending car, thinking perhaps that it was merely a sacrifice of time that counted for little. But doubtless every heart in that car, as it went up, was beating with some better impulse because of that little kindness so unobtrusively done.—Sunday School Banner. 



Little Kindnesses
You gave on the way a pleasant smile,
And thought no more about it; 
It cheered a life that was sad the while, 
That might have been wrecked without it; 
And so for the smile and its fruitage fair 
You'll reap a crown sometime—somewhere. 

You spoke one day a cheering word, 
And passed to other duties;
It warmed a heart, new promise stirred, 
And painted a life with beauties.
And so for the word and its silent prayer 
You'll reap a palm sometime—somewhere. 

You lent a hand to a fallen one,
A lift in kindness given;
It saved a soul when help was none, 
And won a heart for Heaven; 
And so for the help you proffered there 
You'll reap a joy sometime—somewhere.—Selected.


If we knew what hearts are aching for 
the comforts we might bring, 
If we knew what souls are yearning for the sunshine we could fling, 
If we knew what feet are weary walking pathways roughly laid, 
We would quickly hasten forward stretching forth our hands to aid.—Selected. 

Her "Good Morning"

It was a chilly day, and the wind blew cold on that particular corner. 

The blind man had sold very few papers that morning. He sighed. 

The wind blew colder. The hurrying crowds surged by, but no one spoke, and then, at his elbow, a sweet, young voice said suddenly, "Good morning." 

The man turned his sightless eyes in the direction of the speaker. "Who is it?" he said quickly. 

The young girl in the plain hat and modest suit, who had stopped to speak to him was silent a moment. 

"It is I—Marjory Dean," she said gently. "I work in the Hampton Studio in the Graham Block. I thought I'd stop and say `Good morning' to you." 

The blind man nodded. He no longer felt the cold wind that had so chilled him. He forgot his own helplessness and the fact that he had sold so few papers. 

Out of the darkness that shadowed him, a sweet voice had spoken. His loneliness was gone. The world was a friend​ly place, after all. Someone had stopped to say, 

"Good morning." He smiled.

"I'm so glad you did," he said softly.—Selected.


A Prime Minister's Lesson

A French Prime Minister once sent for an eminent surgeon to perform upon him a serious operation. Said the Prime Minister: "You will not, of course, treat me in the same rough manner as you would treat your poor miserable wretches at the hospital." "Sir," replied the surgeon with dignity, "every one of those poor miserable wretches, as your Eminence is pleased to call them, is a Prime Minister in my eyes!"—The King's Business.


Bouquets or Wreaths?

God make me kind!
So many hearts are breaking
And many more are aching
To hear the tender word.
God make me kind!
For I myself am learning,
My own sad heart is yearning
For some sweet word to heal its hurt, 
O Lord, do make me kind! 

God make me kind!
So many hearts are needing
The balm to stop the bleeding
That my kind words can bring.
God make me kind! 
For I am also seeking 
The cure in someone's keeping 
They should impart to my sick heart,
O Lord, do make me kind!

God make me kind!
So many hearts are lonely 
Are asking for this only—
The kind and tender word. 
God make me kind!
To all who mutely ask it
Before they fill the casket, 
Or bouquets may be wreaths some day.
O Lord, do make me kind!—Rev. Duncan McNeill, Chicago, Ill.


Not According to Worth

A good man died recently, and his fellow townsmen gathered to show their respect and affection at his grave. Among all the kind words spoken, none was quite so eloquent as one sobbing tribute that came from the town's ne'er-do-well, a poor old man whose youth and riper manhood had been the usual sad story of drink and dissipation. "He had a hand out for everybody!" was his grateful testimony. "Didn't stop to ask whether you seemed worth saving—he give ye your chance anyhow!" That is God's way with the world—a hand for everybody, and "your chance anyhow."—Baptist Leader. 



The Kind Word

"I wonder how Vera Brooking ever got such a fine disposition?" said Eva. "She never seems to say a thing that hurts anyone or makes any trouble." 

"I think she does it by watching," said Erie. "She told me once that she had had a terrible habit of saying sharp, unkind things. One day she hurt someone terribly, and after that she decided to overcome the habit of saying sharp things.

"Every night after that she used to ask herself if she had said anything harsh or unkind to anyone that day. If she had, she made herself write an apology. Now she has the reputation for saying kind things." 

Let's keep a strict watch on our words Why not learn Psalm 19:14, and make it a prayer?—Queen's Gardens. 



Worth a Bucket of Water

One hot August day, two half-starved horses, drawing an immigrant wagon with a drunken driver, a sick woman, and four children, stopped at a cabin on a Kansas prairie. "Any water?" the driver asked of a sweet young girl at the door. There was but one bucket of water in the well, which was going dry, and her parents were even then away seeking more water, but Rachel carried that to the wagon, and the half-famished group soon emptied it. "Remember, child," said the sick woman gratefully, "'Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least."' They drove on. Years passed, and Rachel, grown to be a woman, secured a well-known temperance speaker to lecture in her town. "I love Kansas," he began, "for on its plains I made my first temperance pledge." Then he related the above. When he told of the girl who gave them water, and how his father threw away the whisky bottle as a thank offering, and he himself promised his mother to join the cold water army, Rachel could only bow her head to hide the glad tears.—The Illustrator.
No Regret
I have wept in the night 
For the shortness of sight, 
That to somebody's need made me blind;
But I never have yet
Felt a twinge of regret,
For being a little too kind.—Christian Herald.


Compassion

Abraham Lincoln during the Civil War frequently visited the hospitals and addressed cheering words to the wounded warriors. On one occasion he found a young fellow whose legs had been amputated, and who was evidently sinking rapidly. "Is there anything I can do for you?" asked Lincoln. "You might write a letter to my mother," was the faint reply. The President wrote at the youth's dictation: "My dearest mother: I have been shot bad, but am bearing up. I tried to do my duty. They tell me I cannot recover. God bless you and Father; kiss Mary and John for me." At the end were these words as postscript: "Written by Abraham Lincoln." When the boy perused the epistle and saw these added words, he looked with astonishment at the visitor and asked, "Are you our President?" "Yes," was the quiet answer, "and now that you know that, is there anything else I can do for you?" Feebly the lad said, "I guess you might hold my hand, and see me through." So, sitting down at the bedside, the tall, gaunt man with a heart as tender as a woman's held the soldier's hand through the livelong night till it grew cold and rigid. Is it not a precious truth that Christ, the greatest of all kings, in our affliction is afflicted, and that He can be "touched with the feeling of our infirmities"?—The Illustrator. 



Ideal Service

A minister in London, England, called one day to see a street-crossing sweeper in his parish who was ill. Upon asking him whether anyone had called to see him, the sweeper replied: "Yes, Mr. Gladstone called." "Which Mr. Gladstone?" asked the minister. "Mr. William Gladstone!" replied the poor sick man. "How came he to see you?" 

"Well," answered the sweeper, "he always had a nice word for me when he passed my crossing, and when I was not there, he missed me. He asked the man who had taken my place where I was, and when he was told, he put it down on paper, so he called to see me." "And what did he do?" asked the minister. "He read the Bible and prayed with me." Now that is what I call sitting on top of the world; taking Jesus as Saviour and Lord, and giving to mankind the blessing of Christian life.—Gospel Herald. 



The Transferred Burden

A story is told of a certain British regiment in India which was called upon to undergo "Kitchener's Test," i.e., to march a certain number of miles along a sandy track in a specified time without one man falling out. After covering a part of the distance a young recruit marching by the side of an "old timer" named Bill, said to him: "Bill, I can't stick it." The heat was terrific and the lad was well-nigh overcome. Bill, seeing it, said: "Here, give me your rifle." After another two miles, Bill noticing again the lad's distress, took over another part of his equipment, and before they had gone all the way he was carrying the remainder of the boy's kit. At the command "Halt" every man was in his place and the honor of the regiment saved. Unload all your burdens upon Him (your Friend) for He careth for you.—Jamaica Wesleyan Record.


When Arab Met Jew 

A short time ago a friend wrote me of an interesting experience that a traveling friend had reported to her. A member of her party, traveling in Palestine, was being driven by an Arab chauffeur. On the way there was a man—a Jew—who was having serious car trouble. The Arab stopped and tried to help with the car, but they did not have the parts for repair. So the Jew was invited to get into the Arab's car and ride to a garage for help. After the man had been left at the garage and the party was on its way again, surprise was expressed at the Arab's kind treatment of the Jew. "I did not know that Arabs were so friendly to Jews," the traveler said. The Arab answered, "Oh, but I am a Christian."—Junior Life (Richmond, Va.). 


"But the Hands Are Different"

Rev. Ira Gillett, missionary to Portuguese East Africa, tells the story of a group of natives who made a long journey and walked past a government hospital to come to the mission hospital for treatment. When asked why they had walked the extra distance to reach the mission hospital when the same medicines were available at the government institution, they replied, "The medicines may be the same, but the hands are different."—Upper Room. 



Kindness Stopped a Tragedy

A gentleman of Sedalia, Missouri, had occasion to go to a neighboring town in the caboose of a fast freight. A fellow passenger was a carpenter loaded with a heavy bag of tools. Somehow this man stumbled over a tub of grease of some sort, which had melted in the heat, and spilled it over the clean caboose floor. He was trying to mop it up with some old sacks when the conductor came in. The carpenter was trying to apologize, but the hot-tempered conductor flew into a rage and for fully five minutes heaped upon him such a torrent of abuse as made the listener's blood run cold. At the next station the man was getting off, and noticing that he looked white and sick, the Sedalia man offered to help him off with his load of tools. The other gave him a peculiar look but said nothing, which he construed as consent, and helped him off. Six years later a man stopped him on the street, asking if he remembered him. He did not, until the man mentioned the incident. "You did a most wonderful service for me that day," he said. "It was only a little act, but it saved me from being a murderer, for I had fully decided to bury my hammer in that conductor's head. Your kind words, breaking so unexpectedly on my dark feelings, caused me to keep back the mad impulse, and I am a free man today. God bless you! I shall never forget it." His heart was too full for reply, but as they clasped hands the tears stood in the eyes of both.—Condensed from the Sunday School Times. 


"The Green Atrocity"
Several years ago a house was constructed across from our house, a house which my husband dubbed "the green atrocity." It was a poorly-built, small-town tenement, painted an unpleasant shade of green, and designed to house four or more poor families. Not only that, but it stood between us and a view of our beloved Rocky Mountains. The house was soon filled with Mexican families who had come to town after the beet harvest was finished in the fall. For days I could think of nothing except the fact that I resented that house being there. Then one day the realization came to me: "You believe in the Christian Friendliness program of your church, and here is a laboratory at your door in which you can experiment in being the friendly neighbor, if you but will." I am not sure that I said the exact words, "Here am I, Lord; send me," but I did go over to visit my neighbors. Our family receive more than we gave, and some of the friendships formed with our unwanted neighbors have continued through the years. So the "green atrocity" was really a golden opportunity knocking at my door and saying, "Come over and find out who is your neighbor."—Lula Pulliam Colwell, in the Secret Place.
Kindness to a Great Physician

Dr. Howard A. Kelly is a renowned physician, surgeon, naturalist, and a humble Christian. On one of his frequent "naturalist" journeys, when he became thirsty he stopped at a farmhouse for a glass of water. A little girl came to the door, and when he asked for a glass of water she sweetly said: "I will give you a glass of milk if you wish." He drank the cool, refreshing milk heartily. On departing he said to her: "Now if you or any member of your family ever need treatment, come to my hospital, and I will treat you for nothing." The girl was thrilled at the thought of his kindness. Years later this girl's mother found it necessary to go to a hospital, and she went to Dr. Kelly's where she received personal attention. When she was ready to leave, the doctor made out a big bill for his service. At the bottom he wrote, "Paid for in full with one glass of milk."—Watchman-Examiner. 



A Negro's Friend 

The kind of helpfulness we can show to people of other races is illustrated by the following incident. One night a Negro was walking down Forty-second Street, New York, from the depot to his hotel carrying a heavy suitcase in one hand and a heavier valise in the other. Suddenly a hand was laid upon the valise and a pleasant face of a young man looked into that of the Negro as he said: "Pretty heavy, brother; suppose you let me take one; I'm going your way." The Negro protested, but the man already had the valise, and for several blocks they walked on together, talking like cronies. "And that," said Booker T. Washington long afterward, "was the first time I ever saw Theodore Roosevelt."—Arnold's Commentary.


Let me be a little kinder, let me be a little blinder 
To the faults of those about me; let me praise a little more.
Let me be, when I am weary, just a little bit more cheery;
Let me serve a little better those that I am I striving for.
Let me be a little braver, when temptation bids I me waver;
Let me strive a little harder to be all that I should be.
Let me be a little meeker with the brother that is weaker;
Let me think more of my neighbor and a little less of me.

(Eph. 4. 32; Col. 3. 12; 1 Cor. 13. 4)



Speak kindly, oh, speak kindly;
You cannot tell the worth
Of words of loving kindness
In our journey through the earth.—Ingram


A little word in kindness spoken,
A motion, or a tear, 
Has often healed the heart that's broken,
And made a friend sincere. 
Then deem it not an idle thing
A pleasant word to speak: 
The face you wear, the thought you bring,
A heart may heal or break.—D. C. Colesworthy


Kind words do more than hard speeches, as the sunbeams, without any noise, will make the traveller cast off his cloak, which all the blustering winds could not do, but only make him bind it closer to him.—Leighton


Kindness goes a long ways lots o' times when it ought t' stay at home.—Abe Martin.


An old couple came in from the country, with a big basket of lunch, to see the circus. The lunch was heavy. The old wife was carrying it. As they crossed a street, the husband held out his hand and said, "Gimme that basket, Hannah."

The poor old woman surrendered the basket with a grateful look.

"That's real kind o' ye, Joshua," she quavered.

"Kind!" grunted the old man. "I wuz afeared ye'd git lost."



A fat woman entered a crowded street car and seizing a strap, stood directly in front of a man seated in the corner. As the car started she lunged against his newspaper and at the same time trod heavily on his toes.

As soon as he could extricate himself he rose and offered her his seat.

"You are very kind, sir," she said, panting for breath.

"Not at all, madam," he replied; "it's not kindness; it's simply self-defence."

King Sermon Illustrations

Christ the King

Writing on Psalm 45—the things . . . touching the king'—Dr. Alexander McLaren says:

`There is no doubt that this Psalm was originally a marriage hymn for some Jewish king. All attempts to settle who he was have failed, for the very significant reason that neither the history nor the character of any of them correspond to the Psalm. Its language is a world too wide for the diminutive stature and stained virtues of the greatest and best of them. And it is almost ludicrous to fit its glorious sentences even to a Solomon. They all look like little David in Saul's armor. So then, we must admit one of two things. Either we have here a piece of poetic license, or "a Greater than Solomon is here".'

The three great themes of the Psalm are—the grace, the glory and the gladness of Christ the King.

(Ps. 45; Heb. 1. 8)



Crowned with Thorns

Full many a king a golden crown has worn, 
But only one a diadem of thorn:
Full many a king has sat on jeweled throne; 
But only One hung on a Cross alone:
Through garlanded gay streets, cheered by the crowd
Great kings have ridden—One, with His head bowed
Beneath the burden of His Cross, passed on 
To die on Calvary, one King, but one:
All other kingdoms pass; are passing now—
Save His Who wore the bramble on His brow. 

(John 19. 5, 14, 19)



Earthly and Heavenly

The following lines were found on the body of a dead airman during World War II and published in Sandes Soldiers' Home Magazine. 

Those who are called by an earthly king 
And are bidden to meet with the great,
Who are asked to dine at the Royal Court 
In earthly splendor and state,
They come from his presence with face alight, 
With a proud and a lifted head,
They are eager to tell what they saw and heard 
And repeat what the great one said.

But we who have supped with the King of kings 
And have eaten the heavenly bread,
Are we eager to say what we saw and heard 
And tell what the King hath said?
Are we proud that the King has called us 'Friends' 
And bidden us seek His face?
Do we tell the world of His matchless love? 
Do we speak of His wondrous grace?

(2 Pet. 1. 16-18)



King—Eternal

Admirers of Charlemagne (Charles the Great) set up his corpse in its grave, crowned the pulseless temples, and put a scepter in the bloodless fingers. What grim mockery? Charlemagne is dead, though his fame remains. The King of kings, our Lord Jesus, crucified as King of the Jews, is alive for evermore.

(1 Cor. 15. 25; Ps. 2. 6; Rev. 1. 18; 19. 16)



King—Lord of Hosts

Tell me no more of the splendor
Of the courts of mighty kings; 
Speak to me not of the grandeur
Of the brightest earthly things; 
For how shall I care for the glitter
Of gold or pearl or gem?
Or how shall mine eyes be dazzled 
By yon monarch's diadem?
Or how shall this heart be ravished 
By the choicest earth can boast,
Now that mine eyes have seen Him, 
The King, the Lord of Hosts?

For who will gaze on a candle
While the noonday sun shines clear?
Or who will turn to the servant 
While the Master standeth near?
Or why should one leave the palace grand
To stand in courtyard bare?
Or who depart from the Throne-room 
While the monarch sitteth there?
And how can I leave His service 
For the highest earthly posts
Now that mine eyes have seen Him, 
The King, the Lord of hosts?

As he that enjoys the sunlight
Needeth not that the stars should shine:
So I ask not for earthly light,
Having guidance all divine:
As a bride careth not who chideth
If her lover but agrees,
So I care not who condemneth 
If but the Lord I please.
To afford His heart some gladness 
Is the prize this heart seeks most,
Now that mine eyes have seen Him, 
The King, the Lord of hosts.

So offer me not the baubles
Which the blinded worldlings seek,
For mine eyes have seen the King of kings; 
Mine ears have heard Him speak;
And I cannot but be satisfied
With His favour full and free; 
I cannot but His bidding do
As He enables me.
The world has no attractions left: 
How mean is all it boasts,
Now that mine eyes have seen Him,
The King, the Lord of hosts.—G. H. Lang
(Isa. 6. 5; Rev. 19. 16)

Love for the King

When Robert Bruce was fleeing from the English, when they invaded Scotland, he came to a poor old Highland woman's house, and asked for a night's lodging. 'Who are you?' said she. 'I am a stranger, and a traveler,' said the King. `All strangers and travelers are welcome here,' said she, 'for the sake of one.' And who is that one?' asked the king. 'Our good King Robert the Bruce,' said she, 'whom, though he is hunted by hounds and horns, I acknow​ledge to be the rightful king of all Scotland.' She could not enthrone Him except in her heart, but she would if she could; and in his rejection she acknowledged him as her rightful king.—Indian Christian
I Chron. 12. 31; John 18. 36, 37; Heb. 2. 9; 1 Pet. 3. 15)



Voice of the King

One of the great and good Tsars of Russia frequently visited the cities and towns of his kingdom incognito to see how his subjects fared. On one occasion, dressed in a peasant's garb, he knocked at the door of an inn. The innkeeper, who answered the door, listened to the 'peasant's' request for a night's accommodation, and was about to dismiss him with the words, 'There are many of the king's nobles in this inn tonight, and there is no room for a peasant here. You must seek a lodging elsewhere,' when one of the knights, having heard the voice and recognized the accent of his liege lord, rushed to the door and, bidding the king enter, said, 'The dress may be that of a peasant, but the voice is the voice of my lord, the King.'

(Jer. 14. 8; Luke 2. 7; Matt. 2. 2; 1 Pet. 3. 15)



King of kings

One Saturday King George V and Queen Mary were out in the country with Lord Stamfordham, and came to a humble little cottage. Desiring to sit down and rest for a few minutes, the Queen asked if she might enter. The good woman who answered the door ran inside and cried, '0 William, here's the king and queen. Whatever shall we do?' Let 'em come in, of course,' said William.

When the royal visitors were seated in the spotless little parlour, they noticed a family Bible in a prominent position. 'I am glad to see you have got the good Book,' said the king. `Ay, your Majesties,' said William, 'would you like to hear about my conversion?' Of course I should,' said the king. The story was told with enthusiasm.

The queen, with tears in her eyes, turned to the good wife. 'And have you had an exper​ience like that?' Yes! she had, and she too told how she was saved. When they rose to go, the king and queen, much affected by the incident, thanked them and said simply, 'We love Him too, you know.'

(Ps. 72. 11; Phil. 2. 10)



"I think," said the heir apparent, "that I will add music and dancing to my accomplishments."

"Aren't they rather light?"

"They may seem so to you, but they will be very handy if a revolution occurs and I have to go into vaudeville."



The present King George in his younger days visited Canada in company with the Duke of Clarence. One night at a ball in Quebec, given in honor of the two royalties, the younger Prince devoted his time exclusively to the young ladies, paying little or no attention to the elderly ones and chaperons.

His brother reprimanded him, pointing out to him his social position and his duty as well.

"That's all right," said the young Prince. "There are two of us. You go and sing God save your Grandmother, while I dance with the girls."



And so we sing, "Long live the King;
Long live the Queen and Jack;
Long live the Ten-spot and the Ace,
And also all the pack."—Eugene Field.


FIRST EUROPEAN SOCIETY LADY—"Wouldn't you like to be presented to our sovereign?"

SECOND E.S.L.—"No. Simply because I have to be governed by a man is no reason why I should condescend to meet him socially."



One afternoon Kaiser Wilhelm caustically reproved old General Von Meerscheidt for some small lapses.

"If your Majesty thinks that I am too old for the service please permit me to resign," said the General.

"No; you are too young to resign," said the Kaiser.

In the evening of that same day, at a court ball, the Kaiser saw the old General talking to some young ladies, and he said:

"General, take a young wife, then your excitable temperament will vanish."

"Excuse me, your Majesty," replied the General. "It would kill me to have both a young wife and a young Emperor."



During the war of 1812, a dinner was given in Canada, at which both American and British officers were present. One of the latter offered the toast: "To President Madison, dead or alive!"

An American offered the response: "To the Prince Regent, drunk or sober!"—Mrs. Gouverneur.


A lady of Queen Victoria's court once asked her if she did not think that one of the satisfactions of the future life would be the meeting with the notable figures of the past, such as Abraham, Isaac and King David. After a moment's silence, with perfect dignity and decision the great Queen made answer: "I will not meet David!"



Ten poor men sleep in peace on one straw heap, as Saadi sings,
But the immensest empire is too narrow for two kings.—William R. Alger.


Here lies our sovereign lord, the king,
Whose word no man relies on,
Who never said a foolish thing,
And never did a wise one.

Said by a courtier of Charles, II. To which the King replied, "That is very true, for my words are my own. My actions are my minister's."

James the First

Soon after that would-be Solomon came to the throne of England, he went one day to hear the causes in Westminster Hall, in order to show his learning and wisdom, of which he had no mean opinion. Accordingly, being seated on the bench, a cause came on, which the counsel, learned in the law, set forth to such advantage on the part of the plaintiff, that the Royal Judge thought he saw the justice of it so clearly, that he frequently cried out, "The gude man is i' the richt! the gude man is i' the richt! He mun hae it! he mun hae it!" And when the counsel had concluded, he took it as a high affront that the judges of the court should presume to remonstrate to him, that it was the rule to hear the other side before they gave judgment. Curiosity to know what could be said in so clear a case, rather than any respect to their rules, made him defer his decision; but the defendant's counsel had scarcely begun to open his cause, when his majesty appeared greatly discomposed, and was so puzzled as they proceeded, that he had no patience to hear them out, but starting up in a passion, cried, "I'll hear nae mair! I'll hear nae mair! ye are a' knaves aleeke! Ye gi' each other the lee (lie), and neither's i' the richt!"



Frederick the Great

Frederick the Great rang the bell one day, and nobody answered. He opened the door, and found the page sleeping on a sofa. About to wake him, he perceived the end of a billet out of his pocket, and had the curiosity to know the contents: Frederick carefully drew it out, and read it; it was a letter from the mother of the young man, who thanked him for having sent her part of his wages, to assist her in her distress; and it concluded by beseeching God to bless him for his filial goodness. The king returned softly to his room, took a roller of ducats, and slid them, with the letter, into the page's pocket; and then returning to his apartment, rung so violently, that the page came running breathlessly to know what had happened. "You have slept well," said the king. The page made an apology, and, in his embarrassment, he happened to put his hand into his pocket, and felt with astonishment the roller. He drew it out, turned pale, and looking at the king, burst into tears, without being able to speak a word. "What is the matter?" said the king, "what ails you?" "Ah, sire," answered the youth, throwing himself at his feet, "somebody would wish to ruin me; I know not how I came by this money in my pocket." "My friend," said Frederick, "God often sends us good in our sleep. Send this to your mother. Salute her in my name, and assure her I shall take care of her and of you."



Frederick, conqueror as he was, sustained a severe defeat at Coslin in the war of 1755. Some time after, at a review, he jocosely asked a soldier, who had got a deep cut in his cheek, "Friend, at what alehouse did you get that scratch?" "I got it," said the soldier, "at Coslin, where your majesty paid the reckoning."



Frederick was very fond of disputation; but as he generally terminated the discussion by collaring his antagonist and kicking his shins, few of his guests were disposed to enter the arena against him. One day, when he was particularly disposed for an argument, he asked one of his suite why he did not venture to give his opinion on a particular question. "It is impossible, your majesty," was the reply, "to express an opinion before a sovereign who has such very strong convictions, and who wears such very thick boots."



Desertion

Frederick, in surveying one evening some of the advanced posts of his camp, discovered a soldier endeavouring to pass the sentinel. His majesty stopped him, and insisted on knowing where he was going. "To tell you the truth," answered the soldier, "your majesty has been so worsted in all your attempts, that I was going to desert." "Were you?" answered the monarch. "Remain here but one week longer, and if fortune does not mend in that time, I'll desert with you too."



Louis XIV., playing at backgammon, had a doubtful throw; a dispute arose, and all the courtiers remained silent. The Count de Grammont came in at that instant. "Decide the matter," said the king to him. "Sire," said the count, "your Majesty is in the wrong."—"How so," replied the king; "can you decide without knowing the question?"—"Yes," said the count, "because, had the matter been doubtful, all these gentlemen present would have given it for your majesty."



Louis was told that Lord Stair was the best bred man in Europe. "I shall soon put that to the test," said the king, and asking Lord Stair to take an airing with him, as soon as the door of the coach was opened he bade him pass and go in, the other bowed and obeyed. The king said, "The world was right in the character it gave of Lord Stair—another person would have troubled me with ceremony."



While the Eddystone light-house was erecting, a French privateer took the men upon the rock, together with their tools, and carried them to France; and the captain was in expectation of a reward for the achievement. While the captives lay in prison, the transaction reached the ears of Louis XIV., when he immediately ordered them to be released, and the captors put in their places, declaring, that "Though he was at war with England, he was not so with all mankind." He directed the men to be sent back to their work, with presents—observing, "That the Eddystone light-house was so situated as to be of equal service to all nations having occasion to navigate the channel between England and France."



Louis XII

Josquin, a celebrated composer, was appointed master of the chapel to Louis XII. of France, who promised him a benefice, but contrary to his usual custom, forgot him. Josquin, after suffering great inconvenience from the shortness of his majesty's memory, ventured, by a singular expedient, publicly to remind him of his promise, without giving offence. Being commanded to compose a motet for the chapel royal, he chose the verse of the Psalm, "Oh, think of thy servant as concerning thy word," &c., which he set in so supplicating and exquisite a manner, that it was universally admired, particularly by the king, who was not only charmed with the music, but felt the force of the words so effectually, that he soon after granted his petition, by conferring on him the promised appointment.



George the Second, when returning from his German dominions, on the way between the Brill and Helvoetsluys, was obliged to stay at an obscure public house on the road, while some of his servants went forward to obtain another carriage, that in which he had travelled having broken down. The king ordered refreshment, but all he could get was a pot of coffee for himself and Lord Delawar, and two bottles of gin made into punch for his footmen; however, when the bill was called for, the conscientious Dutchman, knowing his customer, presented it as follows: "To refreshments for His Sacred Majesty, King George the Second, and his household, £91." Lord Delawar was so provoked at this imposition, that the king overheard his altercation with the landlord, and demanded the cause of it. His lordship immediately told him; when his majesty good humouredly replied, "My lord, the fellow is a great knave, but pay him. Kings seldom pass this way."

A similar anecdote is related of another monarch, who, passing through a town in Holland, was charged thirty dollars for two eggs. On this, he said, that "Eggs were surely scarce in that town." "No, your majesty," replied the landlord, "but kings are."



Charles V. of France

The last words of this patriotic monarch are memorable for the noble moral for kings which they contain. "I have aimed at justice," said he to those around him; "but what king can be certain that he has always followed it? Perhaps I have done much evil of which I am ignorant. Frenchmen! who now hear me, I address myself in the presence of the Supreme Being to you. I find that kings are happy but in this—that they have the power of doing good."



George III. on Punctuality

The celebrated mathematical instrument maker, Mr. Ramsden, was frequently deficient in punctuality, and would delay for months, nay, for years, the delivery of instruments bespoken from him. His majesty, who had more than once experienced this dilatory disposition, once ordered an instrument, which he made Ramsden positively promise to deliver on a certain day. The day, however, came, but not the instrument. At length Ramsden sent word to the king that it was finished; on which a message was sent him, desiring that he would bring it himself to the palace. He, however, answered, that he would not come, unless his majesty would promise not to be angry with him. "Well, well," said the king, "let him come: as he confesses his fault, it would be hard to punish him for it." On this assurance he went to the palace, where he was graciously received; the king, after expressing his entire satisfaction with the instrument, only adding, with a good-natured smile, "You have been uncommonly punctual this time, Mr. Ramsden, having brought the instrument on the very day of the month you promised it; you have only made a small mistake in the date of the year." It was, in fact, exactly a year after the stipulated time.



Doing Homage

Mr. Carbonel, the wine merchant who served George III., was a great favourite with the king, and used to be admitted to the royal hunts. Returning from the chase one day, his majesty entered affably into conversation with him, and rode with him side by side a considerable way. Lord Walsingham was in attendance; and watching an opportunity, took Mr. Carbonel aside, and whispered something to him. "What's that, what's that Walsingham has been saying to you?" inquired the good-humoured monarch. "I find, sire, I have been unintentionally guilty of disrespect; my lord informed me, that, I ought to have taken off my hat whenever I addressed your majesty; but your majesty will please to observe, that whenever I hunt, my hat is fastened to my wig, and my wig is fastened to my head, and I am on the back of a very high-spirited horse; so that if any thing goes off, we all go off together!" The king accepted, and laughed heartily at, the whimsical apology.



The Horse Dealer

The king having purchased a horse, the dealer put into his hands a large sheet of paper, completely written over. "What's this?" said his majesty. "The pedigree of the horse, sire, which you have just bought," was the answer. "Take it back, take it back," said the king, laughing; "it will do very well for the next horse you sell."



The following affords a pleasing trait in the character of George the Third, as well as an instance of that feeling which ought to subsist between masters of all ranks and circumstances and their domestics:—

Inscription in the Cloisters of St. George's Chapel, Windsor.

King George III.
caused to be interred near this place the body of
MARY GASKOIN,
Servant to the late Princess Amelia; and this tablet to be
erected in testimony of his grateful sense of the faithful
services and attachment of an amiable young woman to
his beloved daughter, whom she survived only three
months. She died the 19th February, 1811, aged 31
years. 



A very bold caricature was one day shown to his majesty, in which Warren Hastings was represented wheeling the king and the lord chancellor in a wheelbarrow for sale, and crying, "What a man buys, he may sell." The inference intended was, that his majesty and Lord Thurlow had used improper influence in favour of Hastings. The king smiled at the caricature, and observed, "Well, this is something new; I have been in all sorts of carriages, but was never put into a wheel-barrow before."



Charles II. was reputed a great connoisseur in naval architecture. Being once at Chatham, to view a ship just finished on the stocks, he asked the famous Killigrew, "If he did not think he should make an excellent shipwright?" He replied, "That he always thought his majesty would have done better at any trade than his own." No favourable compliment, but as true a one, perhaps, as ever was paid.

Kingdom of God Sermon Illustrations

"Thine is the kingdom." (Matt. 6:13.) The proud king Robert of Sicily, brother of one of the popes, appareled in magnificent attire, was listening on St. John's Eve to the priests as they chanted the Magnificat. He caught at one particular phrase which the priests were chanting in Latin, and asked the clerk what it meant. When the clerk told him the words were these: "He hath put down the mighty from their seats, and exalted them of low degree" (Luke 1:52), King Robert muttered scornfully, " 'Tis well that such seditious words are sung only by priests and in the Latin tongue; for let it be known that there is no power can push me from my throne." With that he leaned back and fell asleep. 

When he awoke, it was already night and he was alone in the empty church. When he succeeded in having the door of the cathedral opened, he rushed through the night to the banqueting room of his palace, but there on the dias sat another king, wearing his robes, his crown, his signet ring. It was an angel, although a hidden angel whom none recognized. When Robert claimed his throne, saying that he was the rightful king, the king on the throne, or the angel, told him that he was but the king's jester and commanded him to wear the jester's bells and cape, and to lead an ape through the streets.

So the years passed with the ex-king performing the wretched office of a jester. But one day during Holy Week the angel-king summoned the jester-king before him, and said, "Art thou the king?" Whereupon the penitent Robert confessed his sins and acknow​ledged that the angel was the king. With that the angel vanished. When the court attendants appeared, they found Robert appareled again in splendor as in days of old, but kneeling on the floor near his throne, absorbed in private prayer. 

So the legend, enshrined in noble verse by Longfellow, taught the great truth that God is the only King, that he putteth down the mighty from their seats, and exalteth them of low degree. 



There is no city like Damascus, which is the oldest of cities built by man. There, as everywhere in the Near East associated with great events in the birth of Christianity, one is oppressed and depressed by the dominance of a fierce anti-Christian religion, for Damascus today is one of the sacred places of the Moslem world. What was once the great church of St. John the Baptist has now for centuries been a Mohammedan mosque. Standing in the shadow of the dome of the tomb of Saladin, the great Moslem conqueror, one can hear the muezzins call the faithful to prayer from the minarets of the mosque that once resounded with hymns of praise to Christ. Reflecting upon that, and hearing that strange music, one's faith needs to be strong. On one side of mosque, where evidently there was an entrance to the ancient church, there are still to be seen, unobliterated by the Mohammedans, some words carved into the stone. Climbing up to read them, one finds these words—and takes new hope and courage for the future of Christ's kingdom—"Thy Kingdom, O Christ, is an everlasting Kingdom!"



In a famous tale, "The Necklace," Maupassant tells of a beautiful young French woman who, because she had no dowry, married an ordinary government clerk. Ofttimes she lamented the fact that with her charms and her personality she was barred from the great social world. But one day her husband brought home with great joy an invitation asking him and his wife to be guests at a reception of one of the high departments of the French government. But to his surprise his wife showed no elation. "How can I go?" she said. "I have no dress to wear." He asked her how much a proper dress would cost. She answered, "About 500 francs." He winced a little at that, but having laid aside 400 francs with which to purchase a rifle so that he could shoot on holidays, he said he would get her a dress. The day before the reception the dress came, and she tried it on. It was most becoming—a fine framework to display her beauty. But she said, "I cannot wear the dress without any ornament." He suggested  flowers, but that idea was  dismissed. Then he said, "Why don't you ask Jeanne to lend you some of her jewels?" Jeanne was an aristocratic school friend of Mathilde. She said "Yes, that is the thing, the very thing." Off she went to the home of her friend, who gladly opened to her all her treasures. She tried one piece of jewelry after another, and finally came upon a beautiful necklace. Holding it up against her breast, she looked into the mirror with great delight. When her friend said she might take it she flung herself on her neck with kisses of joy, and then hurried off to her home.

On the great night of the reception she appeared in her beautiful gown, with the handsome necklace flashing on her neck and bosom. Wherever she moved the eyes of men and women followed her with admiration. Everyone craved the privilege of a dance with her. After the reception they walked part of the way home, and then found a dilapidated cab which carried them to their apartment. The husband was half undressed and his wife was standing in front of the mirror starting to undress when she gave a cry of horror. The husband asked what the trouble was. She answered, "The necklace! The necklace is gone!" They searched through the apartment and down the stairway. The husband went off and walked over the route which they had taken on their way home. But at seven in the morning he returned, but with no necklace.

At the dictation of her husband Mathilde sat down and wrote a note to her friend saying that she had broken the clasp on the necklace and sent it to the jewelers to be repaired. Then they set out to find another like it. At length in a shop on the Palais Royale they found one which closely resembled the lost necklace. They could have it for 36,000 francs. The husband received a bequest of 18,000 francs; then by borrowing 500 francs here and 100 there, and 50 somewhere else, he managed to get together the 36,000 francs. The necklace was put in the original box and returned to the friend who had lent it. Then began the terrible task of making good the debt, for they had signed away their life for years to come. They dismissed their servants and took a cheap garret apartment under the roof in a poor quarter of the city. The husband slaved at night when his work in the office by day was over, copying manuscripts and doing odd jobs. Mathilde did her own marketing, scrubbed her own floors, grew stout and red in the face, talked loudly like the women about her. But sometimes when her husband was away she would sit by the window and think of that wonderful night of her triumph when she wore the beautiful necklace.

Ten years passed, and the debt was paid. One day Mathilde was walking along the bank of the Seine when she saw a beautiful young woman coming along with a child in a carriage. Recognizing her as her friend of old days, she stopped and greeted her. The woman looked upon her with surprise, and said with some haughtiness, "I am afraid you have a mistake."

"No," the other replied, "I am your old friend Mathilde."

"O Mathilde," she exclaimed, "how you have changed."

Then Mathilde told her of her struggles. "You remember the necklace you lent me?"

"Yes, what of it?"

"It was lost."

"But how was it lost, you returned it to me?"

"No, it was another that I returned, one just like it, for which we paid 36,000 francs."

The woman looked at her in astonishment and in pity, and then said, "Do you mean to say you paid 36,000 francs for that necklace you brought back? The one that I lent you was paste, and worth, at the most, 500 francs!"

The prophet asked, "Wherefore do ye spend money for that which is not bread? and your labors for that which satisfieth not?" (Isa. 55:2). For the paste diamonds and pearls of this world men seek far and wide, and spend all they have; but they pass by in contempt the pearl of great price, which is the Kingdom of God. "Seek ye first die kingdom of God." (Matt. 6:33.)

Christ's Kingdom

The kingdoms of the earth go by 
In purple and in gold;
They rise, they flourish and they die, 
And all their tale is told.

One kingdom only is Divine,
One banner triumphs still:
Its king a servant, and its throne
A Cross upon a hill.

(Isa. 32. 1; Dan. 2. 37-39; John 19. 2, 3; Rev. 19. 16)



Peter McKenzie, the famous Methodist preacher, was being shown over Madame Tussaud's Waxworks in London. Coming to one object, his guide said, 'This is the chair in which Voltaire sat and wrote his atheistic blasphemies.'

`Is that the chair?' asked Peter; and then, without seeking permission, he stepped over the cord, sat down on the chair, and sang as only a real believer could: 

Jesus shall reign where'er the sun
Doth His successive journeys run;
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

Which would you rather have—McKenzie's faith or Voltaire's atheism?—Selected
(Ps. 72. 8; 1 Cor. 15. 25)



In Damascus a temple was built centuries ago. When Christianity spread, this was used as a place for Christian worship and an inscription put on the arch: 'Thy kingdom O Christ, is an everlasting kingdom, and Thy dominion endureth throughout all generations.'

Mohammedans took possession and made it a mosque. The inscription remained. The mosque has been burnt several times, but the inscription still remains. 'He must reign.'

(Luke 1. 33; Rev. 22. 5)

Kinship Sermon Illustrations

The urchin was highly excited, and well he might be when we consider his explanation:

"They got twins up to sisters. One twin, he's a boy, an' one twin, she's a girl, an' so I'm a uncle an' a aunt."



The Southern lady interrogated her colored cook, Matilda, concerning a raid made on the chicken-house during the night.

"You sleep right close to the chicken-house, Matilda, and it seems to me you must have heard the noise when those thieves were stealing the chickens."

"Yes, ma'am," Matilda admitted, with an expression of grief on her dusky features. "I heerd de chickens holler, an' I heerd the voices ob de men."

"Then why didn't you go out and stop them?" the mistress demanded.

Matilda wept.

"Case, ma'am," she exclaimed, "I know'd my old fadder was dar, an' I wouldn't hab him know I'se los' confidence in him foh all de chickens in de world. If I had gone out dar an' kotched him, it would have broke his ole heart, an', besides, he would hab made me tote de chickens home foh him."

Kinsman Sermon Illustrations

Christ, Our Kinsman

Jesus Christ is the Condescension of Divinity and the Exaltation of Humanity. He, the Son of God, became the Son of Man that sons of men might become sons of God. We see Him in His manhood bearing grief for us, bearing grief with us, and bearing grief like us.

(Heb. 2. 14; 2. 17, 18; 4. 15)



And didst thou love the race that loved not Thee?
And didst Thou take to Heaven a human brow? 
Dost plead with Man's voice by the marvelous sea?
Art Thou a Kinsman now?

O God, O kinsman loved, but not enough,
O Man, with eyes majestic after death, 
Whose feet have toiled along our pathways rough,
Whose lips draw human breath!

By that one likeness which is ours and Thine,
By that one nature which doth hold us kin, 
By that high Heav'n where, sinless, Thou dost shine
To draw us sinners in.

By Thy last silence in the Judgment-Hall,
By long foreknowledge of the deadly tree, 
By darkness, by the wormwood and the gall,
I pray Thee, visit me.—

Come, lest this heart should, cold and cast away,
Die ere the Guest adored she entertain,—
Lest eyes which never saw Thine earthly day
Should miss Thy heavenly reign—F. W. Faber
(Heb. 2. 11-15; 1 John 4. 2)

Kiss Sermon Illustrations

Told in a Cross

The lines which follow were suggested by the story of an aged African woman who, on hearing of God's love in the gift of His only Son, rather disturbed the meeting by continually protesting, 'That's not love! that's not love!' And, when pressed for her meaning, she explained that the word `love' was not strong enough to express what was involved in the gift of an only Son.

A father one day to his own little son 
A letter of love had penned;
He could scarcely read, so young he was, 
So, just at the very end,
`To show him my love,' the father said,
`I will close it with a kiss;
That simple sign he will surely know:' 
And he made a sign like this—X.
Yes, right at the end, where he signed his name, 
He added a simple cross,
And the letter was sent,
And he knew what it meant,
The kiss that was told in a Cross.

And God wrote a letter, a wonderful Book; 
He wrote it o'er earth and sky;
A book that the humble in heart could read, 
When lifting their hands on high,
And, looking at stars so far away,
And looking at flowers so near,
They noted the care-free birds' sweet song: 
In them God's care they did hear.
Yes, over it all He signed His name
On sea, on earth, on sky,
And the letter was sent,
And they knew what it meant
Who lifted their heads on high.

And then, when the course of time had run, 
A letter of love was sent.
It was writ so plain that all might read 
And know what the sender meant.
For there, at the end, where all might see—
A sign that they could not miss—
He placed in the language of childhood's day 
The sign of a child's pure kiss.
But why, if it told us of God's great love, 
Oh! why was there only one?
My eyes fill with tears—I sob as I see 
'Twas the Cross of His only Son.
And the letter was sent;
Do you know what it meant—
God's love in the Cross of His Son?—F. Howard Oakley 
(John 3. 16; Rom. 5. 8)



Here's to a kiss:

Give me a kiss, and to that kiss add a score,
Then to that twenty add a hundred more;
A thousand to that hundred, and so kiss on,
To make that thousand quite a million,
Treble that million, and when that is done
Let's kiss afresh as though we'd just begun.



"If I should kiss you I suppose you'd go and tell your mother."

"No; my lawyer."



"What is he so angry with you for?"

"I haven't the slightest idea. We met in the street, and we were talking just as friendly as could be, when all of a sudden he flared up and tried to kick me."

"And what were you talking about?"

"Oh, just ordinary small talk. I remember he said, 'I always kiss my wife three or four times every day.'"

"And what did you say?"

"I said, 'I know at least a dozen men who do the same,' and then he had a fit."



There was an old maiden from Fife,
Who had never been kissed in her life;
Along came a cat;
And she said, "I'll kiss that!"
But the cat answered, "Not on your life!"



Here's to the red of the holly berry,
And to its leaf so green;
And here's to the lips that are just as red,
And the fellow who's not so green.



There was a young sailor of Lyd,
Who loved a fair Japanese kid;
When it came to good-bye,
They were eager but shy,
So they put up a sunshade and—did.



There once was a maiden of Siam,
Who said to her lover, young Kiam,
"If you kiss me, of course
You will have to use force,
But God knows you're stronger than I am."



Lord! I wonder what fool it was that first invented kissing.—Swift.


The bridegroom, who was in a horribly nervous condition, appealed to the clergyman in a loud whisper, at the close of the ceremony:

"Is it kisstomary to cuss the bride?"

The clergyman might have replied:

"Not yet, but soon."



The young man addressed the old grouch:

"When a fellow has taken a girl to a show, and fed her candy, and given her supper, and taken her home in a taxi, shouldn't she let a fellow kiss her good-night?"

The old grouch snorted.

"Humph! He's already done more than enough for her."

Kissing Sermon Illustrations

The subject of kissing was debated with much earnestness for a half hour between the girl and her young man caller. The fellow insisted that it was always possible for a man to kiss a girl at will, whether she chose to permit it or not. The maiden was firm in maintaining that such was not the case. Finally, it was decided that the only solution of the question must be by a practical demonstration one way or the other. So, they tried it. They clinched, and the battle was on. After a lively tussle, they broke away. The girl had been kissed—ardently for a period of minutes. Her comment showed an undaunted spirit:

"Oh, well, you really didn't win fair. My foot slipped ... Let's try it again."



The tiny boy fell down and bumped his head. His Uncle Bill picked the child up, with the remark:

"Now I'll kiss it, and the pain will all be gone."

The youngster recovered his smiles under the treatment, and then, as he was set down, addressed his uncle eagerly:

"Come down in the kitchen—the cook has the toothache."



Some Scottish deacons were famous, if not notorious, for the readiness with which they could expound any passage of Scripture. It is recorded of a certain elder that as he read and commented on the thirty-fourth Psalm, he misread the sentence, "Keep thy tongue from evil, and thy lips from speaking guile." He carelessly read the last two words: "squeaking girls." But the astonishing phrase did not dismay him in the least, or cause him to hesitate in his exegesis. He expounded instantly and solemnly:

"It is evident from this passage, my brethren, that the Scripture does not absolutely forbid kissing, but, as in Christianity everything is to be done decently and in order, we are here encouraged by this passage to choose rather those girls that take it quietly, in preference to those that squeak under the operation."

Kneeling Sermon Illustrations

In the centre of the great Cathedral of Copenhagen is Thorwaldsen's figure of 'Christ'. Dr. Stanley Jones of India once entered the Cathedral, and describes his experience in the following words: 'As I walked along, a Danish friend drew nearer to me and whispered, "You will not be able to see His face unless you kneel at His feet".' In Mark's Gospel there are three mentions of Kneeling at the feet of the Lord Jesus Christ:

1. Mark 1. 40—A Leper, asking for Cleansing from his disease.

2. Mark 10. 17—A rich young ruler, asking how to inherit eternal life.

3. Mark 15. 19—The Roman soldiers, kneeling in mockery before the Lord Jesus.

(1 Kings 8. 54; Dan. 6. 10; Acts 21. 5)

Knowledge Sermon Illustrations

Sometimes the more one has eaten of the tree of knowledge, the more quickly wither his hopes. The most informed men have seldom been the happiest. John Morley, looking down on the greal library of Lord Acton, described it as the most pathetic sight of wasted labor that ever met the human eye, the most impressive of all testimony to the vanity of life.



Whoever acquires knowledge but does not practice it, is like one who ploughs a field but does not sow it. 



Knowledge is a torch of smoky pine that lights the pathway but one step ahead, across a void of mystery and dread.—George Santayana, quoted in Science Digest 



Oddly enough, it's the person who knows everything who has the most to learn.—Service for Company Publications 


If a man empties his purse into his head, no man can take it away from him An investment in knowledge always pays the best interest.—Benjamin Franklin 


'Wear your learning, like your watch, in a private pocket; and do not merely pull it out and strike it; merely to show that you have one."—Phillip D. Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield 


Those who know how to do a thing, says a Chinese proverb, do not find it difficult; those who find a thing to be difficult, do not know how to do it.—Odd Moments 



Everybody knows more than anybody. 



Knowledge is like money—if you keep quiet about it, people will think you've got more than you have.—"Seasoned with Sage," Partners 


It is said that a professor is not smarter than other people; he just has his ignorance better organized.—Edgar Dale, "What Is the Image of Man Tomorrow?", Childhood Education 


Strong Son of God, immortal love, 
Whom we, that have not seen Thy face, 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 
Believing where we cannot prove.

Thine are these orbs of light and shade; 
Thou madest life in man and brute; 
Thou madest death; and lo! Thy foot 
Is on the skull which Thou host made.

Thou seemest human and divine;
The highest, holiest manhood Thou;
Our wills are ours, we know not how; 
Our wills are ours to make them Thine.

Our little systems have their day; 
They have their day and cease to be: 
They are but broken lights of Thee, 
And Thou, O Lord, art more than they.

Let knowledge grow from more to more, 
But more of reverence in us dwell;
That mind and soul, according well, 
May make one music as before, 
But vaster.—Alfred, Lord Tennyson
(Dan. 11. 32; Col. 1. 10; 2 Pet. 3. 18)



Knowledge of the Good Shepherd

Some years ago a great actor was asked at a drawing-room function to recite for the pleasure of his fellow-guests. He consented and asked if there was anything they specially wanted to hear. After a minute's pause an old minister of the Gospel asked for Psalm 23. A strange look came over the actor's face; he paused for a moment, then said, 'I will, on one condition—that after I have recited it, you, my friend, will do the same.'

`I!' said the preacher, in surprise, 'I am not an elocutionist, but, if you wish it, I shall do so.'

Impressively the actor began the Psalm. His voice and intonation were perfect. He held his audience spellbound, and, as he finished, a great burst of applause broke from his guests. As it died away, the old man rose and began to declaim the same Psalm. His voice was not remarkable: his tone was not faultless; but, when he finished, there was not a dry eye in the room.

The actor rose and his voice quivered as he said, 'Ladies and gentlemen, I reached your eyes and ears: he has reached your hearts. The difference is just this: I know the Psalm but he knows the Shepherd.'

(Ps. 23. 1; 2 Tim. 1. 12)



Knowledge—of the Way of Salvation.

The knowledge of how to be saved is far better and more essential than the knowledge of sciences and philosophies. The Telugu people have a proverb that says, 'A washerman is better than a scholar': and everybody will admit that, in certain circumstances, this is true. Telugu school Primers used to contain a story that illustrates this.

On a wide river an old ferryman had been plying his boat for years, taking passengers across for a very modest sum. One day, the story goes, three learned Pandits came to cross, and entered his boat. The clouds were threatening overhead, and gusts of wind were rising, betokening a storm. However, the ferryman undertook to take the three scholars across. As they proceeded, one of them said to the old man, 'Do you know anything about astrology?' The ferryman replied, 'No, master, I have never been to school. I cannot read or write, and from childhood I have been doing this job, rowing great and learned men like you from one side of this great river to the other.' Alas!' said the Pandit, 'a good part of your life has been wasted.' The second pandit next addressed the old man and asked him if he had ever learnt the philosophy of their great religion. Again, the ferryman replied, 'I have just said that I have never been to school and have only been trained to do the work I am now doing.' Alas!' exclaimed the second pandit, 'half of your life has been lost.' The third scholar then asked him if he knew any of the Shastras—Psychology, Biology, etc.—and he was again replying, No! sir, I have never had the opportunity of studying them,' when a fierce gust of wind caught the little boat and a huge wave dashed over it. The boat capsized in the middle of the river, and all four were thrown into the water. As the ferry​man was striking out for the shore after vainly struggling to retrieve his boat and oars, he saw the three pandits struggling in the water, and shouted to them 'Gentlemen, do you know anything about "Swimmology"?' Alas! they did not. 'Then,' he said, 'all your lives will be lost.'

(John 17. 3; Acts 4. 13)

If a little knowledge is dangerous, where is the man who has so much as to be out of danger?—Thomas Huxley, quoted in Cuna Mutual Newsletter 
"When a man's knowledge is not in order, the more of it he has the greater will be his confession."—Herbert Spencer, quoted in The Kiplinger Magazine


Thinking it can't be done is a great time waster; knowing it can't be done is a great time saver.—Frances Rodman, Partners 


There is an Arabic proverb which says:

He that knows not and knows not that he knows not is a fool: shun him.
He that knows not and knows that he knows not is a child: teach him.
He that knows and knows not that he knows is asleep: wake him.
He that knows and knows that he knows is a wise man: follow him.

(Job 19. 25; 2 Tim. 1. 12; 1 John 5. 15, 19, 20)



Knowledge of God

One cold winter afternoon the philosopher Thomas Carlyle was sitting before the open fireplace in his library. The door opened and the new pastor of a local church entered the room. After Carlyle and the young minister had spoken for a few moments, the young minister asked the great philosopher, 'What do you think this parish needs most?' Carlyle, without hesitation, replied, 'What this parish needs is a man who knows God otherwise than by hearsay.'

David Hume said of John Brown of Scotland, `That old man preaches as if Christ were at his elbow.' How much we need men of this kind today.—Indian Christian
(Hos. 6. 6; 8. 2; Col. 1. 9, 10; 2 Pet. 1. 1-4; 2. 20; 3. 18)



A traveler, as he passed through a forest saw a part of a huge oak, which appeared misshapen, and almost seemed to spoil the scenery. "If," said he, "I was the owner of this forest, I would cut down that tree." But when he had ascended the hill, and taken a full view of the forest, this same tree appeared the most beautiful part of the landscape. "How erroneously," said he, "I judged when I saw only a part!" The full view, the harmony and proportion of things, are all necessary to clear up our judgment.—Olin


But o'er all to scan God, in His works and word shown forth below;
Creation's wonders and Redemption's plan; 
Whence came we, what to do, and whither go; 
This is true knowledge, and "the whole of man."—Bishop Mant


A physician was driving through a village when he saw a man amusing a crowd with the antics of his trick dog. The doctor pulled up and said: "My dear man, how do you manage to train your dog that way? I can't teach mine a single trick."

The man glanced up with a simple rustic look and replied: "Well, you see, it's this way; you have to know more'n the dog or you can't learn him nothin'."



With knowledge and love the world is made.—Anatole France.
Labor Classes Sermon Illustrations

A farmer in great need of extra hands at haying time finally asked Si Warren, who was accounted the town fool, if he could help him out.

"What'll ye pay?" asked Si.

"I'll pay you what you're worth," answered the farmer.

Si scratched his head a minute, then answered decisively:

"I'll be durned if I'll work for that!"

Labor Sermon Illustrations

O Master, let me walk with thee 
In lowly paths of service free; 
Tell me thy secret, help me bear 
The strain of toil, the fret of care.—Selected


Turner, the great painter, was once asked the secret of his success. He replied, "I have no secret but hard work."—Selected
Lamb of God Sermon Illustrations

In Germany many years ago a man was working high up on the steeple of a church. Suddenly he lost his footing and fell headlong to the ground beneath. Grazing on the grass in the churchyard was a lamb. The body of the man fell on the lamb, and thus, his fall was broken. The lamb perished, but the man was saved. As a token of his gratitude he carved in one of the stones over the doorway of the church the figure of a lamb. Every true church of Christ has that lamb, as it were, carved in the stones of its wall. "Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the world." (John 1:29.)



C. H. Spurgeon was to preach in the Crystal Palace, London, so he went, with a friend, to try the acoustics of the building the evening before the day for which the meeting was scheduled. He arranged that he should speak from the rostrum, and his friend should stand in one or two places near the rear of the building and listen—those were the days before loud-speakers had been invented. Mounting the rostrum, the great preacher shouted the words, 'Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world.' This was repeated several times so that its audibility could be tested in various parts of the Palace. Then they left, satisfied that Spurgeon's voice could be heard all over the vast building.

But they had not noticed that a workman was engaged in completing some repairs to the roof. He heard the text and went home later under deep conviction of sin. As a result of the plain quotation of the Word of God, the workman was saved.

(John 1. 29; 1 Pet. 1. 18, 19)

Landlords Sermon Illustrations

An English tourist was sightseeing in Ireland and the guide had pointed out the Devil's Gap, the Devil's Peak, and the Devil's Leap to him.

"Pat," he said, "the devil seems to have a great deal of property in this district!"

"He has, sir," replied the guide, "but, sure, he's like all the landlords—he lives in England!"

Languages Sermon Illustrations

George Ade, with a fellow American, was traveling in the Orient, and his companion one day fell into a heated argument with an old Arab. Ade's friend complained to him afterward that although he had spent years in studying Arabic in preparation for this trip he could not understand a word that the native said.

"Never mind," replied Ade consolingly. "You see, the old duffer hasn't a tooth in his head, and he was only talking gum-Arabic."



Milton was one day asked by a friend whether he would instruct his daughters in the different languages.

"No, sir," he said; "one tongue is sufficient for any woman."



Prince Bismarck was once pressed by a certain American official to recommend his son for a diplomatic post. "He is a very remarkable fellow," said the proud father; "he speaks seven languages."

"Indeed!" said Bismarck, who did not hold a very high opinion of linguistic acquirements. "What a wonderful headwaiter he would make!"

Laughter Sermon Illustrations

Laughter, of course, is an activity not of the jaw muscles, but of the mind; indeed, silent laughter is usually the most fitting and satisfied form of mirth with which to confront matters of the profoundest import. The ability to laugh, silently or aloud, at moments of ultimate crisis is a sublime attribute: an expression of everything in us that is human and most civilized.—Julius Novick, "The Gift of Laughter," Harper's Bazaar 


A psychologist, observing the behavior of men aboard an atomic submarine which was submerged for weeks at a time, noted that as tension increased so did a kind of earthy humor—horseplay, practical jokes, comical insults. Instead of choking up on their feelings of fear and boredom, the men broke the tension with laughter. Instead of putting a cork on their abhorrence of the situation and stewing it into a hostility for each other, the men openly ridiculed and insulted one another, and in doing so shared by laughter their common feelings.—Capsuled Comments 


Of all God's gifts to man, laughter is one of the most subtle and is one of the most precious. It has neither nationality nor religion. As an equalizer, it has no equal. Even science which can do so many things can't teach us to laugh. Mirth is from God, dullness from the devil When we laugh we agree with God that all is good.—Office Gal 


Laugh and the world laughs with you; 
Weep and you weep alone;
This grand old earth must borrow its mirth, 
It has troubles enough of its own.
Sing, and the hills will answer;
Sigh, it is lost on the air;
The echoes bound to a joyful sound
But shrink from voicing care.

Be glad, and your friends are many; 
Be sad, and you lose them all;
There are none to decline your nectared wine, 
But alone you must drink life's gall.
There is room in the halls of pleasure 
For a long and lovely train,
But one by one we must all file in 
Through the narrow aisles of pain.

Rejoice and men will seek you; 
Grieve and they turn and go—
They want full measure of your pleasure,
But they do not want your woe.—Ella Wheeler Wilcox
(Eccles. 3.4; 7. 3; 10. 19; Luke 6. 21)



TEACHER—"Freddie, you musn't laugh out loud in the schoolroom."
FREDDIE—"I didn't mean to do it. I was smiling, and the smile busted."



Laugh and the world laughs with you,
Weep, and the laugh's on you.



About the best and finest thing in this world is laughter.—Anna Alice Chapin.


Josh Billings said: "Laff every time yu pheel tickled—and laff once in a while enny how."

Law Sermon Illustrations

Holy Spirit, Light divine, 
King within my conscience reign; 
Be my Law, and I shall be 
Firmly bound, forever free.—Longfellow


An old Scotch elder said to the minister that he was going to take a trip to the Holy Land. "And when I get there," said the old man enthusiastically, "I mean to climb Mount Sinai and read the Ten Commandments from the top of it." "I can tell you something better than that to do," said the minister. "What is that?" asked the elder. "Well, Sandy," replied the minister, "if I were you I would bide at home and keep them." "In keeping of them is great reward."—Selected


The lawyer explained to the client his scale of prices:

"I charge five dollars for advising you as to just what the law permits you to do. For giving you advice as to the way you can safely do what the law forbids, my minimum fee is one hundred dollars."

Lawyers Sermon Illustrations

Ignorance of the law does not prevent the losing lawyer from collecting his bill.—Puck.


George Ade had finished his speech at a recent dinner-party, and on seating himself a well-known lawyer rose, shoved his hands deep into his trousers' pockets, as was his habit and laughingly inquired of those present:

"Doesn't it strike the company as a little unusual that a professional humorist should be funny?"

When the laugh had subsided, Ade drawled out:

"Doesn't it strike the company as a little unusual that a lawyer should have his hands in his own pockets?"



A man was charged with stealing a horse, and after a long trial the jury acquitted him. Later in the day the man came back and asked the judge for a warrant against the lawyer who had successfully defended him.

"What's the charge?" inquired the judge.

"Why, Your Honor," replied the man, "you see, I didn't have the money to pay him his fee, so he took the horse I stole."—J.J. O'Connell.


An elderly darky in Georgia, charged with the theft of some chickens, had the misfortune to be defended by a young and inexperienced attorney, although it is doubtful whether anyone could have secured his acquittal, the commission of the crime having been proved beyond all doubt.

The darky received a pretty severe sentence. "Thank you, sah," said he cheerfully, addressing the judge when the sentence had been pronounced. "Dat's mighty hard, sah, but it ain't anywhere what I 'spected. I thought, sah, dat between my character and dat speech of my lawyer dat you'd hang me, shore!"



"You have a pretty tough looking lot of customers to dispose of this morning, haven't you?" remarked the friend of a magistrate, who had dropped in at the police court.

"Huh!" rejoined the dispenser of justice, "you are looking at the wrong bunch. Those are the lawyers."



"Did youse git anyt'ing?" whispered the burglar on guard as his pal emerged from the window.

"Naw, de bloke wot lives here is a lawyer," replied the other in disgust.

"Dat's hard luck," said the first; "did youse lose anyt'ing?"



The dean of the Law Department was very busy and rather cross. The telephone rang.

"Well, what is it?" he snapped.

"Is that the city gas-works?" said a woman's soft voice.

"No, madam," roared the dean; "this is the University Law Department."

"Ah," she answered in the sweetest of tones, "I didn't miss it so far, after all, did I?"—Carl Holliday.


A lawyer cross-examining a witness, asked him where he was on a particular day; to which he replied that he had been in the company of two friends. "Friends.'" exclaimed his tormentor; "two thieves, I suppose." "They may be so," replied the witness, dryly, "for they are both lawyers."



An impecunious young lawyer recently received the following letter from a tailor to whom he was indebted:

"Dear Sir: Kindly advise me by return mail when I may expect a remittance from you in settlement of my account.

Yours truly,    

J. SNIPPEN."

The follower of Blackstone immediately replied:

"Dear Sir: I have your request for advice of a recent date, and beg leave to say that not having received any retainer from you I cannot act in the premises. Upon receipt of your check for $250 I shall be very glad to look the matter up for you and to acquaint you with the results of my investigations.

I am, sir, with great respect, your most obedient servant,

BARCLAY B. COKE."



A prisoner was brought before the bar in the criminal court, but was not represented by a lawyer.

"Where is your lawyer?" asked the judge who presided.

"I have none, sir," replied the prisoner.

"Why not?" queried the judge.

"Because I have no money to pay one."

"Do you want a lawyer?" asked the judge.

"Yes, sir."

"Well, there are Mr. Thomas W. Wilson, Mr. Henry Eddy, and Mr. George Rogers," said the judge, pointing to several young attorneys who were sitting in the room, waiting for something to turn up, "and Mr. Allen is out in the hall."
The prisoner looked at the attorneys, and, after a critical survey, he turned to the judge and said:

"If I can take my choice, sir, I guess I'll take Mr. Allen."—A.S. Hitchcock.


"What is that little boy crying about?" asked the benevolent old lady of the ragged boy.

"Dat other kid swiped his candy," was the response.

"But how is it that you have the candy now?"

"Sure I got de candy now. I'm de little kid's lawyer."

A man walking along the street of a village stepped into a hole in the sidewalk and broke his leg. He engaged a famous lawyer, brought suit against the village for one thousand dollars and won the case. The city appealed to the Supreme Court, but again the great lawyer won.

After the claim was settled the lawyer sent for his client and handed him one dollar.

"What's this?" asked the man.

"That's your damages, after taking out my fee, the cost of appeal and other expenses," replied the counsel.

The man looked at the dollar, turned it over and carefully scanned the other side. Then looked up at the lawyer and said: "What's the matter with this dollar? Is it counterfeit?"



Deceive not thy Physician, Confessor nor Lawyer.



A Sergeant of the Lawe, war and wys
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.
Discreet he was, and of greet reverence:
He seemed swich, his wordes weren so wyse.

No-wher so bisy a man as he ther nas,
And yet he seemed bisier than he was.—Chaucer.


There was a town jail, and there was a county jail. The fact was worth forty dollars to the lawyer who was approached by an old darky in behalf of a son languishing in duress. The lawyer surveyed the tattered client as he listened, and decided that he would be lucky to obtain a ten-dollar fee. He named that amount as necessary to secure the prisoner's release. Thereupon, the old colored man drew forth a large roll of bills, and peeled off a ten. The lawyer's greedy eyes popped.

"What jail is your son in?" he inquired craftily.

"In the county jail."

"In the county jail!" was the exclamation in a tone of dismay. "That's bad—very bad. It will cost you at least fifty dollars."



Some physicians direct their patients to lie always on the right side, declaring that it is injurious to the health to lie on both sides. Yet, lawyers as a class enjoy good health.



A Bold Trick

The following anecdote serves to exemplify how necessary it is upon any important occasion to scrutinise the accuracy of a statement before it is taken upon trust. A fellow was tried at the Old Bailey for highway robbery, and the prosecutor swore positively that he had seen his face distinctly, for it was a bright moonlight night. The counsel for the prisoner cross-questioned the man so as to make him repeat that assertion, and insist upon it. He then affirmed that this was a most important circumstance, and a most fortunate one for the prisoner at the bar: because the night on which the alleged robbery was said to have been committed was one in which there had been no moon: it was then during the dark quarter! In proof of this he handed an almanack to the bench,—and the prisoner was acquitted accordingly. The prosecutor, however, had stated every thing truly; and it was known afterwards that the almanack with which the counsel came provided, had actually been prepared and printed for the occasion!



Horse Trials

In the art of cross-examining a witness, Curran was pre-eminent. A clever repartee is recorded of him in a horse cause. He had asked the jockey's servant his master's age, and the man had retorted, with ready gibe, "I never put my hand into his mouth to try!" The laugh was against the lawyer till he made the bitter reply,—"You did perfectly right, friend; for your master is said to be a great bite."



Erskine displayed similar readiness in a case of breach of warranty. The horse taken on trial had become dead lame, but the witness to prove it said he had a cataract in his eye. "A singular proof of lameness," suggested the Court. "It is cause and effect," remarked Erskine; "for what is a cataract but a fall?"



On Mr. Erskine's receiving his appointment to succeed Mr. Dundas, as justiciary in Scotland, he exclaimed that he must go and order his silk robe. "Never mind," said Mr. Dundas, "for the short time you will want it you had better borrow mine!"—"No!" replied Erskine, "how short a time soever I may need it, heaven forbid that I commence my career by adopting the abandoned habits of my predecessor!"



Erskine is said to have once forgotten for which party, in a particular cause, he had been retained; and, to the amazement of the agent who had retained him, and the horror of the poor client behind, he made a most eloquent speech in direct opposition to the interests he had been hired to defend. Such was the zeal of his eloquence, that no whispered remonstrance from the rear, no tugging at his elbow could stop him. But just as he was about to sit down, the trembling attorney put a slip of paper into his hands. "You have pleaded for the wrong party!" whereupon, with an air of infinite composure, he resumed the thread of his oration, saying, "Such, my lord, is the statement you will probably hear from my brother, on the opposite side of this cause. I shall now beg leave, in a very few words, to show your lordship how utterly untenable are the principles, and how distorted are the facts, upon which this very specious statement has proceeded." He then went once more over the same ground, and did not take his seat till he had most energetically refuted himself, and destroyed the effect of his former pleading. He gained the cause.



A similar circumstance happened in the Rolls Court, in 1788. Mr. A., an eminent counsel, received a brief in court a short time before the cause was called on, for the purpose of opposing the prayer of a petition. Mr. A., conceiving himself to be the petitioner, spoke very ably in support of the petition, and was followed by a counsel on the same side. The Master of the Rolls then inquired who opposed the petition? Mr. A. having by this time discovered his mistake, rose in much confusion, and said, that he felt really much ashamed for a blunder into which he had fallen, for that, instead of supporting the petition, it was his business to have opposed it. The Master of the Rolls, with great good humour, desired him to proceed now on the other side, observing, that he knew no counsel who could answer his arguments half so well as himself.



Fools

A lawyer of Strasburgh being in a dying state sent for a brother lawyer to make his will, by which he bequeathed nearly the whole of his estate to the Hospital for Idiots. The other expressed his surprise at this bequest. "Why not bestow it upon them," said the dying man; "you know I got the most of my money by fools, and therefore to fools it ought to return."

Curran

A farmer, attending a fair with a hundred pounds in his pocket, took the precaution of depositing it in the hands of the landlord of the public-house at which he stopped. Having occasion for it shortly afterwards, he repaired to mine host for the amount, but the landlord, too deep for the countryman, wondered what hundred was meant, and was quite sure no such sum had ever been lodged in his hands. After many ineffectual appeals to the recollection, and finally to the honour of Bardolph, the farmer applied to Curran for advice. "Have patience, my friend," said Curran; "speak to the landlord civilly, and tell him you are convinced you must have left your money with some other person. Take a friend with you, and lodge with him another hundred in the presence of your friend, and then come to me." We may imagine the vociferations of the honest rustic at such advice; however, moved by the rhetoric of the worthy counsel, he followed it, and returned to his legal friend. "And now, sir, I don't see as I'm to be better off for this, if I get my second hundred again—but how is that to be done?" "Go and ask him for it when he is alone," said the counsel. "Aye, sir; but asking won't do I'm afraid, and not without my witness, at any rate." "Never mind, take my advice," said the counsel; "do as I bid you, and return to me." The farmer returned with the hundred, glad at any rate to find that safe again his possession. "Now I suppose I must be content, though I don't see as I'm much better off." "Well, then," said the counsel, "now take your friend with you, and ask the landlord for the hundred pounds your friend saw you leave with him." We need not add, that the wily landlord found that he had been taken off his guard, while our honest friend returned to thank his counsel exultingly, with both of his hundreds in his pocket.



Mr. Curran was once engaged in a legal argument; behind him stood his colleague, a gentleman whose person was remarkably tall and slender, and who had originally intended to take orders. The judge observing that the case under discussion involved a question of ecclesiastical law; "Then," said Curran, "I can refer your lordship to a high authority behind me, who was once intended for the church, though in my opinion he was fitter for the steeple.



A Good Example

Chamillart, comptroller-general of the finances in the reign of Louis XIV., had been a celebrated pleader. He once lost a cause in which he was concerned, through his excessive fondness for billiards. His client called on him the day after in extreme affliction, and told him that, if he had made use of a document which had been put into his hands, but which he had neglected to examine, a verdict must have been given in his favour. Chamillart read it, and found it of decisive importance to his cause. "You sued the defendant," said he, "for 20,000 livres. You have failed by my inadvertence. It is my duty to do you justice. Call on me in two days." In the meantime Chamillart procured the money, and paid it to his client, on no other condition than that he should keep the transaction secret.



Legal Point

A few years ago it happened that a cargo of ice was imported into this country from Norway. Not having such an article in the Custom house schedules, application was made to the Treasury and to the Board of Trade; and, after some little delay, it was decided that the ice should be entered as "dry goods;" but the whole cargo had melted before the doubt was cleared up!



Lord Brougham tells the following story. It is a curious instance of the elucidation of facts in court.—During the assizes, in a case of assault and battery, where a stone had been thrown by the defendant, the following clear and conclusive evidence was drawn out of a Yorkshireman.—"Did you see the defendant throw the stone?" "I saw a stone, and I'ze pretty sure the defendant throwed it." "Was it a large stone?" "I should say it wur a largeish stone." "What was its size?" "I should say a sizeable stone." "Can't you answer definitely how big it was?" "I should say it wur a stone of some bigness." "Can't you give the jury some idea of the stone?" "Why, as near as I recollect, it wur something of a stone." "Can't you compare it to some other object?" "Why, if I wur to compare it, so as to give some notion of the stone, I should say it wur as large as a lump of chalk!"



Questioning

Sir John Fielding gave a curious instance in the case of an Irish fellow who was brought before him when sitting as a magistrate at Bow-street. He was desired to give some account of himself, and where he came from. Wishing to pass for an Englishman, he said he came from Chester. This he pronounced with a very rich brogue, which caught the ears of Sir John. "Why, were you ever in Chester?" says he. "To be sure I was," said Pat, "wasn't I born there?" "How dare you," said Sir John Fielding, "with that brogue, which shows that you are an Irishman, pretend to have been born in Chester?" "I didn't say I was born there, sure; I only asked your honour whether I was or not."



Thelwall, when on his trial at the Old Bailey for high treason, during the evidence for the prosecution, wrote the following note, and sent it to his counsel, Mr. Erskine: "I am determined to plead my cause myself." Mr. Erskine wrote under it: "If you do, you'll be hang'd:" to which Thelwall immediately returned this reply: "I'll be hang'd, then, if I do."



Peter the Great, being at Westminster Hall in term time, and seeing multitudes of people swarming about the courts of law, is reported to have asked some about him, what all those busy people were, and what they were about? and being answered, "They are lawyers." "Lawyers!" returned he, with great vivacity, "why I have but four in my whole kingdom, and I design to hang two of them as soon as I get home."



A Sheepish Lamb

Counsellor Lamb (an old man, at the time the late Lord Erskine was in the height of his reputation) was a man of timid manners and nervous disposition, and usually prefaced his pleadings with an apology to that effect; and on one occasion, when opposed to Erskine, he happened to remark that "he felt himself growing more and more timid as he grew older." "No wonder," replied the witty but relentless barrister, "every one knows the older a lamb grows the more sheepish he becomes."



A learned serjeant, since a judge, being once asked what he would do if a man owed him £10, and refused to pay him. "Rather than bring an action, with its costs and uncertainty," said he, "I would send him a receipt in full of all demands." "Aye," said he, recollecting himself, "and I would moreover send him five pounds to cover possible costs."

Sir William Jones and Thomas Day

One day, upon removing some books at the chambers of the former, a large spider dropped upon the floor, upon which Sir William, with some warmth, said, "Kill that spider, Day; kill that spider!" "No," said Mr. Day, with coolness, "I will not kill that spider, Jones: I do not know that I have a right to kill that spider. Suppose, when you are going in your coach to Westminster Hall, a superior Being, who perhaps may have as much power over you as you have over this insect, should say to his companion, 'Kill that lawyer, kill that lawyer!' how should you like that, Jones? and I am sure, to most people, a lawyer is a more noxious animal than a spider."



Sir Fletcher Norton was noted for his want of courtesy. When pleading before Lord Mansfield, on some question of manorial right, he chanced unfortunately to say, "My lord, I can illustrate the point in an instant in my own person: I myself have two little manors." The judge immediately interposed, with one of his blandest smiles, "We all know that, Sir Fletcher."



The Stocks

Lord Camden once presided at a trial in which a charge was brought against a magistrate for false imprisonment, and for putting the plaintiff in the stocks. The counsel for the magistrate, in his reply, said, the charges were trifling, particularly that of putting in the stocks, which everybody knew was no punishment at all. The chief justice rose, and leaning over the bench, said, in a half whisper, "Brother, were you ever in the stocks?" "In the stocks, my lord! no, never." "Then I have," said his lordship, "and I assure you, brother, it is no such trifle as you represent." His lordship's knowledge of the stocks arose from the following circumstance. When he was on a visit to Lord Dacre, his brother-in-law, at Alveley in Essex, he walked out one day with a gentleman remarkable for his absence of mind. When they had reached a hill, at some distance from the house, his lordship sat down on the parish stocks, which stood by the road side; and after some time, asked his companion to open them, as he wished to know what kind of punishment it was; this being done, the absent gentleman took a book from his pocket, and sauntered about, until he forgot both the judge and his situation, and returned to Lord Dacre's house. When the judge was tired of the experiment he had so rashly made, he found himself unable to open the stocks, and asked a countryman who passed by to assist him. "No, no, old gentleman," replied Hodge, "you was not set there for nothing, I'll be bound!" Lord C. protested his innocence, but in vain; the countryman walked on, and left his lordship to meditate for some time longer in his foolish situation, until some of Lord Dacre's servants, chancing to pass that way, released him.



Hanging Judge

Counsellor Grady, in a late trial in Ireland, said, he recollected to have heard of a relentless judge; he was known by the name of the Hanging Judge, and was never seen to shed a tear but once, and that was during the representation of The Beggar's Opera, when Macheath got a reprieve!



It was the same judge, we believe, between whom and Mr. Curran the following pass of wit once took place at table. "Pray, Mr. Curran," said the judge, "is that hung beef beside you? If it is, I will try it." "If you try it, my lord," replied Mr. Curran, "it is sure to be hung."



Keep to the Point

Lord Tenterden contracted such an inveterate habit of keeping himself and everybody else to the precise matter in hand, that once, during a circuit dinner, having asked a country magistrate if he would take venison, and receiving what he deemed an evasive reply, "Thank you, my lord, I am going to take boiled chicken," his lordship sharply retorted, "That, sir, is no answer to my question; I ask you again if you will take venison, and I will trouble you to say yes or no, without further prevarication."



Longs and Shorts

There were two barristers at the Irish bar who formed a singular contrast in their statures. Ninian Mahaffy, Esq., was as much above the middle size as Mr. Collis was below it. When Lord Redesdale was Lord Chancellor of Ireland, these two gentlemen chanced to be retained in the same cause, a short time after his lordship's elevation, and before he was personally acquainted with the Irish bar. Mr. Collis was opening the motion, when the lord chancellor observed, "Mr. Collis, when a barrister addresses the court, he must stand." "I am standing on the bench, my lord," said Collis. "I beg a thousand pardons," said his lordship, somewhat confused. "Sit down, Mr. Mahaffy." "I am sitting, my lord," was the reply to the confounded chancellor.



Lord Kaimes used to relate a story of a man who claimed the honour of his acquaintance on rather singular grounds. His lordship, when one of the justiciary judges, returning from the north circuit to Perth, happened one night to sleep at Dunkeld. The next morning, walking towards the ferry, but apprehending he had missed his way, he asked a man whom he met to conduct him. The other answered, with much cordiality, "That I will do with all my heart, my lord. Does not your lordship remember me? My name's John ——, I have had the honour to be before your lordship for stealing sheep!" "Oh, John! I remember you well; and how is your wife? She had the honour to be before me too, for receiving them, knowing them to be stolen." "At your lordship's service. We were very lucky; we got off for want of evidence; and I am still going on in the butcher trade." "Then," replied his lordship, "we may have the honour of meeting again."



During the long vacation, the sergeant usually retired to his country seat at Rowell in Northamptonshire. It happened, during one autumn, that some of the neighbouring sportsmen, among whom was the present Earl Spencer, being in pursuit of a fox, Reynard, who was hard pressed, took refuge in the court-yard of this venerable sage. At this moment the sergeant was reading a case in point, which decided that in a trespass of this kind the owners of the ground had a right to inflict the punishment of death. Mr. Hill accordingly gave orders for punishing the fox, as an original trespasser, which was done instantly. The hunters now arrived with the hounds in full cry, and the foremost horseman, who anticipated the glory of possessing the brush, was the first to behold his victim stretched lifeless on the ground, pinioned to the earth by plebeian pitchforks. The hunters were very anxious to discover the daring culprit who had presumed to deprive the field and the pack of their prey; when the venerable sergeant made his appearance, with his book in his hand, and offered to convince them that execution had taken place according to legal authority. The sportsmen got outrageous, but the learned sergeant was not intimidated; he knew the force of his authorities, and gravely invited the attention of his auditory to a case from one of the old reporters, that would have puzzled a whole bar of modern practitioners to controvert. The effect was ludicrous; the extraordinary appearance of the worthy sergeant, not in his bargown, but in what these adventurous mortals called a mere bedgown; the quaintness of his manner, the singularity of the occurrence, and the novelty of the incident, threw them completely out.

Sergeant Hill, who was much celebrated as a lawyer, and eminently qualified to find out a case in point on any disputed question, was somewhat remarkable for absence of mind, the result of that earnestness with which he devoted himself to his professional duties. On the very day when he was married, he had an intricate case in his mind, and forgot his engagement, until reminded of his waiting bride, and that the legal time of performing the ceremony had nearly elapsed. Being once on circuit, and having occasion to refer to a law authority, he had recourse as usual to his bag; but, to the astonishment of the court, instead of a volume of Viner's abridgment, he took out a specimen candlestick, the property of a Birmingham traveller, whose bag the learned sergeant had brought into court by mistake.



The Scotch bar had once to boast in Mr. Erskine, of Cardross, of a pleader quite as diminutive as Mr. Collis. He had usually a stool brought to him to stand upon when addressing the court, which gave occasion for a witty rival once to observe, that "that was one way of rising at the bar."



There is a celebrated reply of Mr. Curran to a remark of Lord Clare, who curtly exclaimed at one of his legal positions, "O! if that be law, Mr. Curran, I may burn my law books!" "Better read them, my lord," was the sarcastic and appropriate rejoinder.

Laymen Sermon Illustrations

"Leave it to the minister
And soon the church will die;
Leave it to the women-folk, 
And the young will pass it by;
For the church is all that lifts us, 
From the coarse and sullen mob;
And the church that is to prosper, 
Needs laymen on the job.

Now a layman has his business,
And a layman has his joys;
But he also has the training
Of his little girls and boys; 
And I wonder how he'd like it,
If there were no churches here,— 
And he had to raise his children,
In a godless atmosphere.

It's the church's special function,
To uphold the finer things; 
To teach that way of living,
From which all that's noble springs; 
But the minister can't do it
Single-handed and alone, 
It's the laymen of our country
Who are the church's cornerstone.

When you see a church that's empty,
Though its doors are open wide; 
It's not the church that's dying,
It's the laymen who have died; 
For it's not by song or sermon,
That the church's work is done; 
It's the laymen of our country,
Who for God must carry on."—Edgar A, Guest
Laziness Sermon Illustrations

A stranger, passing along a road and uncertain of his way, saw a shepherd lad lying by the roadside while the sheep were grazing contentedly in nearby pastures. Approaching the boy, the stranger asked the way. The boy, scarcely looking up, stretched out his arm nonchalantly and said, 'That way.' The stranger thanked him, but said, 'My laddie, if you can show me anything lazier than that, I'll give you a shilling.' Without looking up, the lad said, 'Put it in my pocket.' 

(Prov. 12. 27; 13. 4; 19. 24; 21. 25; 26. 14; Matt. 25. 26)



A tourist in the mountains of Tennessee once had dinner with a querulous old mountaineer who yarned about hard times for fifteen minutes at a stretch.

"Why, man," said the tourist, "you ought to be able to make lots of money shipping green corn to the northern market."

"Yes, I otter," was the sullen reply.

"You have the land, I suppose, and can get the seed."

"Yes, I guess so."

"Then why don't you go into the speculation?"

"No use, stranger," sadly replied the cracker, "the old woman is too lazy to do the plowin' and plantin'."



While the train was waiting on a side track down in Georgia, one of the passengers walked over to a cabin near the track, in front of which sat a cracker dog, howling. The passenger asked a native why the dog was howling.

"Hookworm," said the native. "He's lazy."

"But," said the stranger, "I was not aware that the hookworm is painful."

"'Taint," responded the garrulous native.

"Why, then," the stranger queried, "should the dog howl?"

"Lazy."

"But why does laziness make him howl?"

"Wal," said the Georgian, "that blame fool dawg is sittin' on a sand-bur, an' he's too tarnation lazy to get off, so he jes' sets thar an' howls 'cause it hurts."



"How's times?" inquired a tourist.

"Oh, pretty tolerable," responded the old native who was sitting on a stump. "I had some trees to cut down, but a cyclone come along and saved me the trouble."

"Fine."

"Yes, and then the lightning set fire to the brush pile and saved me the trouble of burnin' it."

"Remarkable. But what are you going to do now?"

"Oh, nothin' much. Jest waitin' for an earthquake to come along and shake the potatoes out of the ground."



A tramp, after a day or two in the hustling, bustling town of Denver, shook the Denver dust from his boots with a snarl.

"They must be durn lazy people in this town. Everywhere you turn they offer you work to do."



An Atlanta man tells of an amusing experience he had in a mountainous region in a southwestern state, where the inhabitants are notoriously shiftless. Arriving at a dilapidated shanty at the noon hour, he inquired as to the prospects for getting dinner.

The head of the family, who had been "resting" on a fallen tree in front of his dwelling, made reply to the effect that he "guessed Ma'd hev suthin' on to the table putty soon."

With this encouragement, the traveler dismounted. To his chagrin, however, he soon discovered that the food set before him was such that he could not possibly "make a meal." He made such excuses as he could for his lack of appetite, and finally bethought himself of a kind of nourishment which he might venture to take, and which was sure to be found in any locality. He asked for some milk.

"Don't have milk no more," said the head of the place. "The dawg's dead."

"The dog!" cried the stranger. "What on earth has the dog to do with it?"

"Well," explained the host meditatively, "them cows don't seem to know 'nough to come up and be milked theirselves. The dog, he used to go for 'em an' fetch 'em up."—Edwin Tarrisse.


Some temptations come to the industrious, but all temptations attack the idle.—Spurgeon
Leadership Sermon Illustrations

No man can exercise vigorous leadership who lacks the gift of transmitting thought.—Clarence B. Randall, "The Myth of the Wicked Politician," Dun's Review 



The strong leader can be popular in a general way but he has few, if any, really close friends. He understands his subordinates but cannot be clearly understood by them. His position tends to isolate him. In general he is a "father image" to his subordinates and they admire, respect, fear or hate him as dictated by their childhood patterns.—Jack S. Staehle


Little Mary arrived home one day with a mongrel female dog. She thought the animal was beautiful, but try as she might, she couldn't persuade her mother to keep the dog. 

The climax of the debate came one day a week later When Mary arrived home from school, she found the dog running about the yard, closely followed by a pack of male dogs. 

Mary, her eyes shining with pride, ran into the house. "Mommy," she called, "come to the window Our dog is just a natural born leader."—Journal of the American Medical Association 


An anatomy of leadership: Princes, Heroes, and Supermen is a significant book in an unheroic age. It is a description and critical appraisal of contemporary concepts and behavioral patterns of leadership. The author, Eugene E. Jennings, defines three main types of leaders: "princes," or men driven to dominate others, "heroes," or men wholly dedicated to noble causes, and "supermen," or iron-willed individuals who destroy old values and create new ones. All great leaders combine these characteristics. 



"Nothing is as difficult to explain as the knack of leadership," says Ludwig Hause. "But it's very easy to demonstrate. Place a 6-inch piece of string on top of your desk. Take hold of the back end of that string, and try to push it across the top of the desk. No luck? Now grab the front end and pull it. That's leadership!"—Horizons 


People will follow your footsteps more readily than they follow your advice.—Survey Bulletin 


A good leader inspires other men with confidence in him; a great leader inspires them with confidence in themselves.—Origin Unknown 


The ability to keep a cool head in an emergency, maintain poise in the midst of excitement, and to refuse to be stampeded are true marks of leadership.—R. Shannon, Illinois Medical Journal 


"The normal person," says a learned psychologist, "is also a mediocre person." Organizations, unfortunately, tend to select their leaders from men who think alike and act alike, according to the pattern of normality. "If we persist in penalizing people," he warns, "for having more than their share of intelligence, imagination, and energy—because they don't conform to the norm—we'll wind up with a group of happy nonentities for leaders."—Phoenix Flame 



He who cannot lead and will not follow, at least makes a dandy road block.—Nuggets 


Every great leader has had excellent reason to fulminate about the recalcitrance and stupidity of man.—John W. Campbell in Independents Star Magazine 


The chief responsibility of an executive is to set up targets at which to shoot.—Thoughts for Today 


Six centuries before Christ there lived a wise Chinese philosopher who gave us these three precious principles of leadership. As you read the pages of history you will find that the greatest men followed these simple principles. "I have three precious things which I cherish and prize," said the sage. "The first is gentleness, the second is frugality, and the third is humility. Be gentle and you may be bold; be frugal and you may be liberal; avoid putting yourself above others and you may become a leader."—Supervision 


It was obvious he was cut out to be a leader. He was just sewed up wrong. 



All great leaders have deliberated with caution but acted with decision and promptness.—Royal Bank of Canada Monthly Letter 
Leading Sermon Illustrations

'He leadeth me.' 

`In pastures green?' Not always. Sometimes He 
Who knoweth best in kindness leadeth me 
In weary ways, where heavy shadows be;

Out of the sunshine, warm, and soft, and bright; 
Out of the sunshine into darkest night.
I oft would faint with sorrow and affright.

Only for this: I know He holds my hand; 
So, whether led in green or desert land,
I trust, although I may not understand.

And by 'still waters'? No, not always so. 
Oftimes the heavy tempests round me blow, 
And o'er my soul the waves and billows go.

But when the storm beats loudest, and I cry 
Aloud for help, the Master standeth by, 
And whispers to my soul, `Lo, it is I.'

Above the tempest wild I hear Him say, 
`Beyond this darkness lies the perfect day; 
In every path of thine I lead the way.'

So whether on the hilltops high and fair 
I dwell, or in the sunless valleys where
The shadows lie—what matters? He is there.

So where He leads me I can safely go; 
And in the blest hereafter I shall know 
Why, in His wisdom, He hath led me so. 

(Ps. 23. 2; 78. 53; Isa. 42. 16; John 10. 3)

Leaning Sermon Illustrations

Leaning on the Lord.

Child of my love, lean hard,
And let me feel the pressure of thy care. 
I know thy burden, child, I shaped it,
Poised in my own hand, made no proportion 
In its weight to thy unladed strength;
For soon as I laid it on, I said,
`I shall be near and when he leans on me, 
This burden shall be mine, not his.'

So shall I keep my child within the circling arms 
Of mine own love. Here lay it down, nor fear 
To impose it on a shoulder which upholds
The government of worlds. Yet closer come: 
Thou art not near enough: I would embrace thy care,
So I might feel my child reposing on my breast. 
Thou lovest me! I know it! Doubt not then,
But, loving me lean hard.

(Ps. 55. 22; 1 Pet. 5. 7)

Leap Year Sermon Illustrations

A girl looked calmly at a caller one evening and remarked:

"George, as it is leap year—"

The caller turned pale.

"As it is leap year," she continued, "and you've been calling regularly now four nights a week for a long, long time, George, I propose—"

"I'm not in a position to marry on my salary Grace" George interrupted hurriedly.

"I know that, George," the girl pursued, "and so, as it is leap year, I thought I'd propose that you lay off and give some of the more eligible fellows a chance."—L.F. Clarke.
Learning Sermon Illustrations

The mere act of listening to wise statements and sound advice does little for anyone. In the process of learning, the learner's dynamic cooperation is required.—Charles I. Cragg, Harvard Business Bureau, Wealth of a Nation 


Self-directed learning is desirable but we have only a few teachers who can keep the pot boiling when the fire is removed.—M. Dale Baughman 



Receptivity must be present in each student or he will not learn. (At times I have wondered whether learning on the part of eager students is not almost independent of teaching methods.)—Edgar Collins Bain, "Russian Lesson for Americans," Education Digest 


If the learner sits and lets knowledge flow over him like water over a rock, nothing is going to happen to him. It is only when a genuine interaction between the learner and the "stuff" of education takes place does any observable change occur.—Grambs and Iversion, Dryden Press, Modern Methods in Secondary Education 


A young man came to Socrates one day and said, in substance: "Mr. Socrates, I have come 1,500 miles to gain wisdom and learning. I want learning, so I come to you." 

Socrates said, "Come, follow me." He led the way down to the seashore. They waded out into the water until they were up to their waists, and then Socrates seized his companion and forced his head under the water. In spite of his struggles, Socrates held him under. Finally, when most of his resistance was gone, Socrates laid him out on the shore and returned to the market place. When the visitor had regained his strength, he returned to Socrates to learn the reason for this behavior. 

Socrates said to him, "When you were under the water, what was the one thing you wanted more than anything else?" 

He said, "I wanted air." 

Then Socrates said, "When you want knowledge and understanding as badly as you wanted air, you won't have to ask anyone to give it to you."—Sterling W. Sill in Miracle of Personality 


Learning is aided by teaching—only "aided"; it is an active, not a passive process. 



The common good of the group is a social aim of democracy. A proper balance should be maintained between the development of the independent individual and the social individual.—William Burton, Phi Delta Kappan 



Some of the best places to eat have no gaudy menu sign. Some of the best learning troughs have no glittering facades.—M. Dale Baughman 



The optimum learning state is relaxed in body and alert in mind. 



Our chief task, really, is to arouse the more important but slumbering wants into action.—H. A. Overstreet 



You cannot learn when your mouth is working. You learn when your ears are working and your mouth is closed. Before you say it, write it; for then, if you do not like the way it looks, you can erase it on paper. 



Learning is like rowing upstream; not to advance is to drop back.—Chinese proverb 


Lessons Learned in fifty Years

Dean Burrow Brooks, of Wood Junior College, Mathiston, Miss., tells, as one who for 50 years has been concerned with educational progress and youth development, some things he has learned in 50 years. Here they are:

1. It is better to know a few things well than to have a superficial knowledge of many things. This is an age of specialization and that person who is thoroughly trained in particular fields has a better chance of success than one who has a smattering of information in many fields.

2. "That example is better than precept. What one is speaks so loudly that few people can hear what one says.

3. "That personality is more important than training. I am in
the training business and could not afford to disparage its advantages but, after all, teaching is a God-given talent and there cannot be much inspiration without the knowledge that one has this gift.

4. "That personality is more important than training. I am in the training business and could not afford to disparage its advantages but, after all, teaching is a God-given talent and there cannot be much inspiration without the knowledge that one has this gift.

5. "That there are opportunities for both the bright student and the dull. I have known many exceedingly bright boys who have failed, and I have known many so-called dull boys who have succeeded.

6. "That interest in children and others is probably the first requisite for success and satisfaction in teaching. It is incon​ceivable that anyone could be happy in the classroom unless he is motivated by an abiding interest in children and a deep sympathy for their problems.

7. "That the teacher must commit himself to a life of service, else his success will be limited and his enjoyment greatly reduced.

8. "That a teacher must have a keen sense of humor. One who cannot have the genuine, natural, pleasant smile that expresses good cheer has no place in the classroom.

9. "That a boost is always better than a knock.

10. "That the teacher never ceases to be a learner. He can never know it all. Much must come through enriching experience. A begirrning teacher depends largely on theory and reason, an older teacher is controlled by experience and his emotions.

11. "Not to depend too much on rules and punishments. If a teacher is loved and respected, his control is more compelling than can result from all the rules of conduct and threats in the world.

12. "That character is more important than erudition.

13. "That any teacher has failed if a boy goes through a year of contact with him and doesn't come out of that association a finer, a cleaner boy with higher ideals and standards.

To what Dean Brooks said, we add what some others have said about education:
Dr. E. Y, Mullins: "To a college education we must all bring self-sacrifice, self-denial, self-renunciation. Where these are combined, the result is a fully rounded, splendid, radiant Christian manhood."

Lecky: 'It may be reasonably maintained that few greater calamities can befall a nation than the severance of its highest intelligence from religious influence."

Charles H. Tuttle: "Education without religion menaces the soul of this individual and the state."

Duke of Wellington: "An educated man without religion is only a clever devil."

Everybody needs to learn but let's admit it—there are many who find it hard enough to hang on to what they already know.—M. Dale Baughman 



Learning is like mercury, one of the most powerful and ex-cellent things in the world in skillful hands; in unskillful the most mischievous. 



He who has imagination without learning has wings but no feet.—Joseph Joubert


Creation and nurture of a desire to learn and to know must begin long before higher education comes upon the scene. They must come from the development of new teaching techniques used from techniques that tend to stimulate and foster the inquiring mind and that instill in youth the completion of the unfinished and continuing nature of their educational experience.—Samuel B. Gould, President, Antioch College, Antioch Notes 


The man who is too old to learn, was probably always too old to learn.—Henry Haskins, Champaign-Urbana News Gazette
Leaves Sermon Illustrations

Nothing But Leaves

The Master came to the fig tree 
And saw the foliage there 
Of thick and shady branches, 
To hungry eyes so fair. 
But He found that it was barren 
And bore no luscious fruit, 
For life was gone, and very soon 
'Twas withered to the root.

The Master came to the Temple 
And saw the worship there,
The riches and the customs, 
To Jewish eyes so fair;
But to Him 'twas all corruption, 
His house a den of thieves,
And all its boasted glory 
Was fruitless, only leaves,
The Master comes to our fireside
And sees the family there:
And one goes off to the pictures, 
Another to Vanity Fair.
For, instead of family worship 
And intercessory prayer
The saints are torn to pieces, 
Their failings all laid bare.

The Master to the assembly
Has come! what sees He here?— 
The busy round of service
And meetings held so dear.
But He sees the strife and divisions,
And His Holy Spirit grieves 
To find that many efforts 
Are fruitless, mostly leaves.

Leaving Sermon Illustrations

Leaving All with Jesus

Leaving all with Jesus, heart and mind at rest; 
For whate'er betideth, Jesus knoweth best; 
Though no ray of sunshine o'er my path is shed, 
Soon the mists will vanish and the night have fled.

Leaving all with Jesus, though I may not see 
For the length'ning shadows that encompass me; 
Darkness radiant seemeth, shadows disappear; 
Joy effaces sorrow when my Lord is near.

Leaving all with Jesus, striving to be pure; 
Strong in Him enduring, though the world allure; 
Trusting, yet hard striving wrong thoughts to subdue,
Through Him overcoming all that is not true.

Leaving all with Jesus, leaning on His might; 
Prayerful, watchful, anxious to be led aright; 
There's no time for sighing, resting on His Word; 
All in all is Jesus, trusted and adored.—E. Middleton
(Heb. 13. 5)

Legacy Sermon Illustrations

What Vinson Left

After serving his state and nation with distinction for thirty years, the former Chief Justice, Fred M. Vinson, left an estate of only $1,163 when he died. Although no one considered Vinson rich, the size of his estate shocked statemen and others in Washington, D.C.

Senator Walter F. George, of Georgia, was moved to reflect:

"The man who gives his whole life to public service gives little to his family. That is true of all men in America who are dedicated to public service rather than service to themselves."

The jurist's estate—filed in probate court—listed his assets at $7,163, including his car, personal jewelry, some cash, a few government bonds, and even his law books. Against this were debts totaling $6,000, leaving a net worth of only $1,163.

Although Vinson was head of the Supreme Court, highest tribunal in the land, the two wills he left behind were ruled invalid. One, which he wrote in longhand in 1928 when he was a congressman, was not witnessed. The second, dated in 1930, might have been valid but the signatures of the witnesses had been torn off.

In the final paragraph of the first will, Vinson wrote a kind of epitaph for himself. "I pass from the state of life with no regrets as far as any wrongdoing is concerned," he said. "I confide my soul to my Maker's care in the firm belief that He will pro​nounce me pure of heart entitled by my life, my love and respect for Him to partake of the reward which He has awaiting us."

Vinson died of a heart attack after a lifetime of govern​ment service—in city and state positions in Kentucky, high posts in the federal government, Congress, and finally the Supreme Court. As Chief Justice he received a salary of $15,500 a year. 



Conductor Cortot in Six Thousand Concerts

In Lausanne, Switzerland, Alfred Cortot died ot the age of 85. He was a pupil of Ravel and performing partner of such greats as Casals and Thiband.

Mr. Cortot's conducting and performing mainly encompassed the works of three eras—the classical of Beethoven, the romantic exemplified by his direction of Wagnerian opera at the behest of Richard Wagner's widow, and the modern.

Swiss born of French parents, Mr. Cortot was director of the Ecole Normale de Musique of Paris. He wrote several books on composers such as Chopin, Schumann and Liszt, and was himself considered a great stylist.

Since 1896, he had given some six thousand concerts all over the world, either as conductor or as piano soloist. He made many lecture tours, wrote innumerable articles in the world's musical journals and magazines and researched the work of many famous composers.

He was a student of the Paris Conservatory where he later received an honoary professorship. He was also named director of the Chorus of Bayreuth in Germany. There Mrs. Wagner entrusted to the young man the direction of Wagner's Goetter-daemmerung and Tristan and Isolde in 1902.

Mr. Cortot had difficulties with the French government after the World War II liberation. During the war, he was a member of the so-called National Council, a sort of cultural organization in the Vichy regime, and president of the Committee of the Professional Organization of Music.

He was barred from appearance in public in France. It was then that he established residence in Lausanne. But despite his political troubles, he was a commander in the Legion of Honor.

After the war, Mr. Cortot admitted having played for the Nazis but he said he did so only because it permitted him to play in Allied prison camps. His postwar ban in France was for two years, but when he tried to make a comeback in 1947 in Paris, the orchestra refused to accompany him.

Troubles and triumphs were his. In the memory of many who heard him play, he still lives—as music lives amid discords.

In the great beyond, if Cortot had faith in Jesus, there is coronation for Cortot from Christ.

Legerdemain Sermon Illustrations

"What did you do last night?"

"I went to a slight-of-hand performance. Called on Laura Sears, and offered her my hand, and she slighted it."

Legislators Sermon Illustrations

Thomas B. Reed was one of the Legislative Committee sent to inspect an insane asylum. There was a dance on the night the committee spent in the investigation, and Mr. Reed took for a partner one of the fair unfortunates to whom he was introduced.

"I don't remember having seen you here before," said she; "how long have you been in the asylum?"

"Oh, I only came down yesterday," said the gentleman, "as one of the Legislative Committee."

"Of course," returned the lady; "how stupid I am! However, I knew you were an inmate or a member of the Legislature the moment I looked at you. But how was I to know? It is so difficult to know which."

Lending Sermon Illustrations

Lending to the Lord.

Peter lent a boat to save Him from the press; 
Martha lent a home, with busy kindliness. 
One man lent a colt, another lent a room; 
Some threw down their clothes, and Joseph lent a tomb.
Simon lent his strength the cruel cross to bear; 
Mary spices brought His body to prepare.
But nought have I to lend—no boat, no house, no lands.
Dwell, Lord, in my heart and use these feeble hands.

(1 Sam. 1. 28; Luke 5. 3; 10. 38; 19. 33, 34; 22. 11, 12; 23. 26; 24. 1)

Lent Sermon Illustrations

"Did you give up anything during Lent?" one man asked another.

"Yes," was the reply, uttered with a heavy sigh. "I gave up fifty dollars for a new Easter bonnet."

Letter Sermon Illustrations

Letter-Writing

If you with pen would talk to men, 
Of five laws be aware:
With courtesy and courage write, 
Let calm control, correctness cite, 
And round it off with care.

(Philem. 1; 2 John 1, 2, 12; 3 John 1)

Liars Sermon Illustrations

There are three kinds of liars:

1. The man whom others can't believe. He is harmless. Let him alone.

2. The man who can't believe others. He has probably made a careful study of human nature. If you don't put him in jail, he will find out that you are a hypocrite.

3. The man who can't believe himself. He is a cautious individual. Encourage him.



Two Irishmen were working on the roof of a building one day when one made a misstep and fell to the ground. The other leaned over and called:

"Are yez dead or alive, Mike?"

"Oi'm alive," said Mike feebly.

"Sure you're such a liar Oi don't know whether to belave yez or not."

"Well, then, Oi must be dead," said Mike, "for yez would never dare to call me a liar if Oi wor aloive."



FATHER (reprovingly)—"Do you know what happens to liars when they die?"
JOHNNY—"Yes, sir; they lie still."



A private, anxious to secure leave of absence, sought his captain with a most convincing tale about a sick wife breaking her heart for his absence. The officer, familiar with the soldier's ways, replied:

"I am afraid you are not telling the truth. I have just received a letter from your wife urging me not to let you come home because you get drunk, break the furniture, and mistreat her shamefully."

The private saluted and started to leave the room. He paused at the door, asking: "Sor, may I speak to you, not as an officer, but as mon to mon?"

"Yes; what is it?"

"Well, sor, what I'm after sayin' is this," approaching the captain and lowering his voice. "You and I are two of the most iligant liars the Lord ever made. I'm not married at all."



A conductor and a brakeman on a Montana railroad differ as to the proper pronunciation of the name Eurelia. Passengers are often startled upon arrival at his station to hear the conductor yell:

"You're a liar! You're a liar!"

And then from the brakeman at the other end of the car:

"You really are! You really are!"



MOTHER—"Oh, Bobby, I'm ashamed of you. I never told stories when I was a little girl."

BOBBY—"When did you begin, then, Mamma?"—Horace Zimmerman.


The sages of the general store were discussing the veracity of old Si Perkins when Uncle Bill Abbott ambled in.

"What do you think about it, Uncle Bill?" they asked him. "Would you call Si Perkins a liar?"

"Well," answered Uncle Bill slowly, as he thoughtfully studied the ceiling, "I don't know as I'd go so far as to call him a liar exactly, but I do know this much: when feedin' time comes, in order to get any response from his hogs, he has to get somebody else to call 'em for him."



A lie is an abomination unto the Lord and an ever present help in time of trouble.



An Idaho guide whose services were retained by some wealthy young easterners desirous of hunting in the Northwest evidently took them to be the greenest of tenderfoots, since he undertook to chaff them with a recital something as follows:

"It was my first grizzly, so I was mighty proud to kill him in a hand-to-hand struggle. We started to fight about sunrise. When he finally gave up the ghost, the sun was going down."

At this point the guide paused to note the effect of his story. Not a word was said by the easterners, so the guide added very slowly, "for the second time."

"I gather, then," said one young gentleman, a dapper little Bostonian, "that it required a period of two days to enable you to dispose of that grizzly."

"Two days and a night," said the guide, with a grin. "That grizzly died mighty hard."

"Choked to death?" asked the Bostonian.

"Yes, sir," said the guide.

"Pardon me," continued the Hubbite, "but what did you try to get him to swallow?"



When by night the frogs are croaking,
Kindle but a torch's fire;
Ha! how soon they all are silent;
Thus Truth silences the liar.—Friedrich von Logan.


The World War has incited veterans of the Civil War to new reminiscences of old happenings. One of these is based on the fact that furloughs were especially difficult to obtain when the Union army was in front of Petersburg, Virginia. But a certain Irishman was resolved to get a furlough in spite of the ban. He went to the colonel's tent, and was permitted to enter. He saluted, and delivered himself thus:

"Colonel, I've come to ax you to allow me the pleasure of a furlough for a visit home. I've been in the field now three years, an' never home yet to see me family. An' I jest had a letter from me wife wantin' av me to come home to see her an' the children."

The colonel shook his head decisively.

"No, Mike," he replied. "I'm sorry, but to tell the truth, I don't think you ought to go home. I've jest had a letter from your wife myself. She doesn't want you to come home. She writes me that you'd only get drunk, and disgrace her and the children. So you'd better stay right here until your term of service expires."

"All right, sir," Mike answered, quite cheerfully. He saluted and went to the door of the tent. Then he faced about.

"Colonel dear," he inquired in a wheedling voice, "would ye be after pardonin' me for a brief remark jist at this toime?"

"Yes, certainly," the officer assented.

"Ye won't git mad an' put me in the guard house for freein' me mind, so to spake?"

"No, indeed! Say what you wish to."

"Well, thin, Colonel darlint, I'm afther thinkin' thar are at the prisint moment in this tint two of the biggest liars in all the Army of the Potomic, an' sure I'm one av thim—I have no wife."

Liberty Sermon Illustrations

Samuel Johnson said, "I would not give half a guinea to live under one form of government rather than another. It is of no moment to the happiness of the individual." In commenting on that utterance John Morley wrote: "The strange undying passion for the word 'republic,' and all the blood and tears that have been shed in adoration of that symbolic name, give the verdict of the world against him."

However it may be with the forms of government, and one is inclined to think that Morley has the best side of the argument, there can be no doubt about the passion of men for independence. However long they have been in subjugation, however inured to its restrictions and limitations, races and nations have a strange undying passion for independent existence, both as individuals and as groups. William Cowper wrote:

'Tis liberty alone that gives the flower
Of fleeting life its luster and perfume,
And we are weeds without it. All constraint,
Except what wisdom lays on evil men,
Is evil.


During the dark days of the struggle for liberty in Italy, most of the people looked upon Garibaldi as their great liberator. Prisoners, hurried away to loathesome dungeons, would be encouraged as they passed along the streets, by friends whispering in their ears, 'Courage! Garibaldi is coming.' Men would steal out at night and chalk on the walls and pavements, 'Garibaldi is coming!' And when the news of his approach to the city was announced, they would shout, 'Garibaldi is coming.' He came, and they regained their freedom, never to be enslaved again. But someone far greater than Garibaldi has come, the great Deliverer, bringing redemption and liberty to the slaves of sin and Satan.

(Rom. 7. 24, 25; 8.2; Gal. 3. 13; Heb. 2. 14, 15)



Liberty or License

There are in London three sorts of dogs; there is the dog on a chain with a master who regularly pays his tax; this dog has law but no liberty; there is the stray dog for whom no tax is paid, who steals his meals where he can, and he has liberty but no law; and, lastly, there is the dog that has, and understands, the law of liberty.
In like manner these three classes are exemplified in the young life of this great metropolis. We have thousands of young men and women who, in their parents' country homes, are under strict law with little liberty. These come up to London, and find themselves at liberty with no law, and unless they join the third class who understand the law of liberty, their liberty soon degrades into license, and they, like the dogs of which we have spoken, soon alas! reach their inglorious end.

Some years ago I had a collie called 'Jock', a thoroughbred; a beautiful dog, with large lustrous eyes, sent to me by a dear friend, and when he arrived in London, he was perfectly wild, for he had never seen a city. The first thing, therefore, that I had to do was to buy a strong collar and chain, and put him at once `under law'. Within the four walls of the house he could not go far wrong, and whenever he went out he held up his neck to have the chain put on, which gave him no more than six feet of liberty. He would give a bound on the doorstep as if to go right away, but was at once pulled up by the chain, which alone prevented his liberty degenerating into licence.

There can be no doubt that law is a most valuable power for keeping both dogs and men clean and respectable; and indeed, as we shall see, it is essential up to a certain point. But one day my dog reached that point; he came to me in the hall as usual to have his chain put on, but I knew a great change had taken place in that dog's spirit. I said, 'No chain today, Jock, you can go where you like.' I opened the door and for the first time he was apparently free. I say apparently, because he was not really free, although he had no chain. He bounded away and vanished round the corner, but in a moment or two back he came, and without my saying a word trotted quietly by me.

What was the invisible chain that brought him back without fail? It was the simple fact that the dog had given me his heart from which he could not run away. There is nothing on earth like the heart of a dog for faithfulness and unflinching loyalty, quite irrespective of the worthiness of the master. Once it has given its heart it cannot take it back; and the only language it knows and expresses in its beautiful eyes are the words of Ruth: 'Where thou goest I will go, where thou lodgest I will lodge.' This, then is the law of liberty, for the law of liberty is the law of love.—Dr. A. T. Schofield 

(Prov. 23. 26; Rom. 6. 14; Gal. 5. 13; James 2. 12; 1 Pet. 2. 16)



No savage is free. For all over the world his daily life is reg​ulated by a complicated and apparently most inconvenient set of customs as forcible as laws.—Lubbock


Bless Thou the truth, dear Lord, to me, 
As thou didst bless the bread, By Galilee; 
Then shall all bondage cease, All fetters fall, 
And I shall find my peace, My All in all.—Mary A. Lathbury


He that will go as near the ditch as he can, will at some time or other fall in; so he that will take all liberty that possibly he may lawfully, cannot but fall into many unlawful things.—Augustine


Liberty is being free from the things we don't like in order to be slaves of the things we do like.



A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.—Addison.


Where liberty dwells, there is my country.—Benjamin Franklin.
Librarians Sermon Illustrations

A country newspaper printed the following announcement: "The Public Library will close for two weeks, beginning August 3, for the annual cleaning and vacation of the librarians."



The modern librarian is a genius. All the proof needed is the statement that the requests for books with queer titles are filled with ones really wanted. The following are instances:

AS ASKED FOR:

Indecent Orders 
She Combeth Not Her Head 
Trial of a Servant 
Essays of a Liar 
Soap and Tables 
Pocketbook's Hill 
Dentist's Infirmary 
Holy Smoke 

CORRECT TITLE:

In Deacon's Orders 
She Cometh Not, 
She Said Trail of the Serpent 
Essays of Elia
Æsop's Fables 
Puck of Pook's Hill 
Dante's Inferno 
Divine Fire 



One librarian has the following entries in a card catalog:

Lead Poisoning
Do, Kindly Light.



A distinguished librarian is a good follower of Chesterton. He says: "To my way of thinking, a great librarian must have a clear head, a strong hand and, above all, a great heart. Such shall be greatest among librarians; and when I look into the future, I am inclined to think that most of the men who will achieve this greatness will be women."



Many catalogers append notes to the main entries of their catalogs. Here are two:

An Ideal Husband:

Essentially a work of fiction,
and presumably written by a
woman (unmarried).

Aspects of Home Rule: Political, not domestic.



In a branch library a reader asked for The Girl He Married (by James Grant.) This happened to be out, and the assistant was requested to select a similar book. Presumably he was a benedict, for he returned triumphantly with His Better Half (by George Griffith).



"Have you A Joy Forever?" inquired a lady borrower.

"No," replied the assistant librarian after referring to the stock. "Dear me, how tiresome," said the lady; "have you Praed?" "Yes, madam, but it isn't any good," was the prompt reply.



Budæus, a very learned man, librarian to Francis the First of France, was one day engaged in deep study, when his servant came running to him in a great fright, to tell him that the house was on fire. "Go," said he, with perfect calmness, and hardly raising his eyes from his book, "and inform your mistress, 'tis her concern, you know I never interfere in domestic matters."



Knowledge

The famous Duval, librarian to the Emperor Francis the First, often used to reply to questions that were put to him, "I do not know." An ignoramus one day said to him, "But the emperor pays you for knowing." "The emperor," he replied, "pays me for what I know; if he were to pay me for what I am ignorant of, all the treasures of his empire would not be sufficient."



Bautru, a celebrated French wit, being in Spain, went to visit the famous library of the Escurial, where he found a very ignorant librarian. The King of Spain asked him his opinion of it. "It is an admirable one, indeed," said he; "but your majesty should give the man who has the care of it the administration of your finances."—"Wherefore?" asked the king. "Because," replied Bautru, "the man never touches the treasure that is confided to him."

Lies Sermon Illustrations

A certain famous preacher when preaching one Sunday in the summer time observed that many among the congregation ware drowsing. Suddenly, then, he paused, and afterward continued in a loud voice, relating an incident that had no connection whatever with his sermon. This was to the following effect:

"I was once riding along a country road. I came to the house of a farmer, and halted to observe one of the most remarkable sights I have ever seen. There was a sow with a litter of ten little pigs. This sow and each of her offspring had a long curved horn growing out of the forehead between the ears."

The clergyman again paused, and ran his eye over the congregation. Everybody was now wide-awake. He thereupon remarked:

"Behold how strange! A few minutes since, when I was telling you the truth, you went to sleep. But now when you have heard a whopping lie, you are all wide-awake."

Life Sermon Illustrations

In one of his tales James Barrie writes: "The life of every man is a diary in which he means to write one story and writes another, and his humblest hour is when he compares the volume as it is with what he vowed to make it." There is always a difference between the reach and the grasp.



In the countries where conscription now prevails, men of certain ages, or certain occupations or physical conditions, are exempted from the service. And when men who have been drafted and have fought in the ranks have been wounded seriously or have been weakened by disease and exposure they are relieved from further military duty. But in this great warfare of life none are exempted from service. All are conscripted and all must serve, nor do the wounds or length of service and gallantry of action permit one to retire. "And there is no discharge in that war." (Eccles. 8:8.) The child that did but yesterday suspire and the nonagenarian are both in the ranks. Some of us are but raw recruits. All we know about the battle is the manual of drill and the mechanism of the guns. Our banner, hit untorn and our uniforms are new and unstained with blood and dirt. But others are in the forefront of the hottest fight, giving and receiving a multitude of wounds and blows, with no thought and no sound but that of war and conflict. Still others are near the end of the fight; they bear the scars of many a conflict, and soon for them will sound the trumpet of release and recall. Yet all are born to the warfare.



In Tom Brown's School Days Thomas Hughes speaks of the influence of Arnold of Rugby over the boys at that school, and how he impressed on their minds the fact that they were entering life as a battlefield ordained from of old. "And so, wearily and little by little, but surely and steadily on the whole, was brought home to the young boy for the first time the meaning of his life, that it was no fools' or sluggards' paradise into which he had wandered by chance, but a battlefield, ordained from of old, where there are no spectators, but where the youngest must take his side, and the stakes are life and death. And he who roused this consciousness in them showed them at the same time by every word he spoke in the pulpit and by his whole daily life how that battle was to be fought, and stood there before them, their fellow soldier and the captain of their band."



The great masters of imagination, like Edmund Spenser or John Bunyan or Paul, have thought of life under two metaphors, a pilgrimage and a battle. Sometimes it seems more like a pilgrimage, and at other times more like a battle. In this warfare some of us are only raw recruits. All we know about the battle is the music of the bands, the cheering of the populace, and the waving of the banners in the sunlight. Our uniforms are new and unstained, and our step is eager and elastic. Others are in the midst of the strife, standing in the forefront of the hottest battle, their uniforms stained and torn, their faces blackened with powder, their dreams of anticipation changed into a desperate reality. Others, again, are nearing the end of the batde, their armor well hacked and dented with the blows of the foe, and their visage marred, and soon for them will sound the trumpet of recall. But for one and all, life is a battle. When a royal infant is born, his name is at once inscribed on the roll of one of the regiments of the army. In like manner man is born to a place on the battlefield. Is there not a warfare appointed unto man? The puzzle of life begins the moment we forget that it is a struggle and a battlefield, not an end in itself, but a battle where, by the conflict we are trained and tested and put on probation for the life which is to come.



One of the most thrilling tales of disaster by air and by sea was that related by the three aviators who took off some years ago in Portugal for the United States, and were rescued from an ocean grave after having clung to their plane in the sea for six days. In the account given by the pilot, he tells how, some distance west of the Azores, they detected a faltering of their motor. Eagerly they listened and watched the working of their engine, for they knew that it meant life or death for them. "It was a matter of life and death. A hackneyed, wearied phrase, that—but we knew its truth then only too well." A worn and familiar phrase suddenly became living and powerful because of the experience through which they were passing.



Life is a long campaign, and day by day we fight its battles. The Bible has many metaphors to describe life. Now in its brevity it is a mist that appears for a htde, like the mist which hangs over a river at autumn and then, when the sun is risen, is gone. Now it is a swift ship rapidly disappearing on the horizon. Now it is a caravan winding its way across the desert. Now it is the weaver's shuttle threshing to and fro. But the most easily understood of all the metaphors of the Bible for life is when the Bible calls life a warfare and a battle.

Life is a book of three volumes. A great number never get past the first volume. A still larger number never go beyond the second volume. And to only a few is it permitted to live and write the third and final volume.



Michelangelo came one day into the studio of Raphael and looked at one of Raphael's early drawings. Then he took a piece of chalk and wrote across the drawing "Amplius," which means "greater," "larger." Raphael's plan was too cramped and narrow. God looks down on our plan of life today, and knowing what is in man, writes over that plan "Amplius"— Greater! Larger!



The hidden man of the heart is the source of power and influence. We see a great building which rises toward heaven and which houses hundreds or thousands of people, but we do not see its foundations. Yet without those foundations the building is nothing. We see the great river that flows through our city, which once in fifty or a hundred years does damage to the city, but which day after day and year after year carries the commerce of the city and supplies its people with water, but we do not see the small contributory and source streams which form the river. If those streams,—the Youghiogheny, the Kiskiminetas, the Conemaugh, and streams like them—should dry up, if the fountains which feed them should go dry, the great river would cease to flow through the city. Likewise, on a spring day we can behold in the country a noble tree lifting its arms to heaven. The birds of the air make their home in its branches, and the beasts of the field take shelter in its shade, and its fruits will rejoice the heart of man. But the tree lives by its roots, and the roots
are unseen.

It is not otherwise with human life. Prayer, meditation, study, aspiration, determine life. They all belong to the unseen world, yet they are decisive. A man is just as strong as his heart. "As a man is, so is his strength." (Judg. 8:21.) That is, a man is as strong as the hidden man of his heart.



Solomon did not ask for a long life, but for a good life. Philip James Bailey expressed a similar thought in Festus:

We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not breaths;
In feelings, not in figures on a dial.
We should count time by heartthrobs. He most lives
Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best.


The triumph song of life would lose its melody without its minor keys.—Mary Clark Leeper, Sunshine Magazine 
The great Battle of Blenheim was fought at the village of that name on the Danube, August 13, 1704. The commander of the British and Austrian armies, which defeated the French and the Bavarians, was the Duke of Malborough, an ancestor of Mr. Winston Churchill. Many years after the battle, as related in Southey's famous poem, a little lad brought to his grandfather, Caspar, a round, smooth object which he had found near the brook by which he had been playing. The old man exclaimed to the lad that this was the skull of a soldier who had fallen in the Battle of Blenheim. The boy wanted to know about the battle, and the old man took him on his knee and told him the story of the battle. When he was through with his tale, the lad questioned the old man:

"But what good came of it at last?"
Quoth little Peterkin.
"Why, that I cannot tell," said he;
"But 'twas a famous victory."


When Jesus told the disciples to launch out into the deep and let down the nets, Peter said, "Master, we have toiled all the night, and have taken nothing." (Luke 5:5.) Yet it was in those same waters that they made the great haul of fish.
We are sometimes inclined to think that if we could have a different line or net, get into a different place, have a new environment, all would be different with us. But remember what Jesus said to those disciples, in the same waters, with the same burdens, the same temptations, the same occupation, the same trials—there or nowhere must be our victory.



In the mountain country during the summer months you have awakened in the morning to find the horizon a wall or curtain of mist and fog, hiding the whole landscape. Then after an hour or two the curtain of vapor began slowly to lift and rise, disclosing the realities, the abiding things— trees, fields, the river flowing melodiously away, the everlasting hills. So it is in life that the thought and vision and reach of man are often centered on those things which are but vapor and mist, and which veil the great realities of our existence.



At Bangkok, in Siam, the Buddhists have a celebration on the river in which they set adrift miniature illuminated ships laden with thank offerings. As the flaming ships drift down with the current, the priests chant, "Short is the life of mortals and full of pain— a flame launched upon a deep sea, drifting to the inevitable dissolution; for whatever has origin also has an end."

So far as the transiency of life is concerned the flaming ship, drifting with the tide and soon extinguished in the darkness, is a true figure of our life. But it is not a true figure of the meaning and the length of life summed up, not in years, but in character, in faith and hope and love.



Edwin Booth once wrote to Adam Badeau, Grant's secretary and biographer, "Be brave and struggle, but do not set your heart on anything in this world. If good comes to you, take it and enjoy it; but be ready always to relinquish it without a groan."

That is sound advice. It is wise for us to recognize clearly the transiency of human life and that our relationships in time are but for a little. Our stay here is brief and our hold on life is fragile. Edward Young in Night Thoughts said,

The spider's most attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliss; it breads at every breeze.


God has something for everyone to do. This legend is incribed on the Brashear Home, in Pittsburgh: "Somewhere under the stars there is a work waiting for you that no one else in the world can do but you."



Have you ever watched a grower irrigate his grove, or a farmer his land? When he opens little gates to irrigation furrows there rushes in a life-giving flow of water which, in time, will result in beautiful trees and flourishing plants. Our lives are like that. Each of us is given a furrow into which flow power, wisdom, energy, and health from a divine source. Like the trees and plants, we thrive—or dry up—according to the degree to which our gates are opened. But there is this tremendous difference. Cod lets every man be the keeper of his own gate!—R and R Magazine 


Every great song, story, painting, sculpture, invention or humanitarian work has come out of the "still place." The creators of the world's work and men of genius know how to be still. In that stillness a new idea comes to mind, and they work to bring it into visible form.

Thomas Edison lived and worked in the "still place" twenty hours out of the twenty-four. He slept little and talked seldom. He said he was glad to be deaf, for he did not have to listen to the chatter of people. He took no credit to himself for his electrical inventions and discoveries. "Had I not been there to get it," he said, "someone else would." He knew he was just an instrument for divine power and wisdom to work through, but he kept the dial of his mind tuned to the universal station. 

George Washington Carver contacted that same creative power that is always ready and waiting to be used. It was a rule of this great scientist to rise at 4:00 a.m., and go out into the woods or fields. In the stillness of the dawn he asked what he was to do that day, and waited for God to tell him He took the humble peanut to his laboratory and reverently asked God what a peanut was and why He made it, and it yielded more than three hundred more useful products and increased its yield 500 percent.—Friendly Chat 


I remember once hearing a new golf game called "Drink and Smell." The rules were to have two players, two caddies, two bags of clubs, and one large bottle of whiskey. After the first hole the winner got a drink and the loser just a smell; the same procedure on the second and thereafter. If the same lost 3 or 4 holes in succession, he would be bound to win the next. So it is with life, even without the bottle and the golf game. Life is a game of alternate victories and defeats. 



Admiral Byrd, the explorer, one day was passing through the lobby of a hotel when a large company of people commenced cheering him Two men were joining in the salutation, when one was overheard remarking to the other "He is the last of the explorers; there is nothing left for the rest of us to explore."

The companion replied: "This is the greatest age of adventure, perhaps, that the human race has ever seen. It is easier to conquer the unexplored seas, or forest, or aerial regions than to conquer the crowds that jostle at your elbow.

"One looks at the ever moving humanity, and it is just a mass. One looks at a profession or a trade, and it is just a mass. But now and then one, or two, or three out of the mass emerge, because in their own souls they have found the meaning of personality. 

"The great adventure today is not to travel to Little America, on the edge of the southern pole, but to emerge from the crowd that is about to trample you, or to suffocate you, or to mold you as a part of it. You can emerge only by the strength of your personality—a personality that is independent in every temptation and supreme in every victory."—A. E. Coax, Sunshine Magazine 
Let your life be like a snowflake which leaves a mark but not a stain. 



One night while deep in starlight still, I dreamt that I received this bill: 

Mr. You, in account with life: 
5,000 breathless dawns, all new. 
5,000 flowers fresh with dew. 
5,000 sunsets wrapped in gold. 
1,000,000 snowflakes served ice-cold.
100 music haunted drams of moon-drenched roads and hurrying streams, of prophesying winds and towering trees, of silent stars and browsing bees. 

One June night in fragrant wood. 
One friend I loved and understood.

I wondered, when I waked that day, how in the world I Could ever pay.—Calvary Messenger 


You can't control the length of your life, but you can have something to say about the width and depth.—Defender, Defenders of the Christian Faith 



A thing that makes life most distractive,
Is a conscience that is retroactive 



If you can keep your head when all around you others 
Are losing theirs on gambles left and right, 
But making gobs of money in the process;
You start to wonder if you're very bright. 
If you had only bought that stock at twenty, 
Now selling at a cool two hundred five, 
You'd really be on easy street, forever,
Instead of struggling just to keep alive.
If you had kept that farm your father left you, 
Where now a fancy supermarket stands, 
You'd never have to skimp to buy the groceries; 
You'd have a good sized fortune on your hands.
If you had bet that long shot at the races, 
Which came in paying thirty-five to one, 
You could have put an end to monthly payments 
And thumbed your nose at every nasty dun.

If you had sought uranium in the mountains 
Instead of hunting hapless ducks and deer; 
Who knows, today you might have many millions 
And not be sobbing sadly in your beer. 
If you had married Bess, the boss's daughter,
Instead of Mable bless her simple soul, 
Or better yet that rich but sickly widow, 
You'd now be starring in a playboy's role.
If you had not been you, but Joe or Charlie,
Whose ventures always turn to solid gold, 
While you are getting poorer by the minute; 
Your ulcers then at least would be consoled. 
If you can dream of all those missed bonanzas,
The Might-Have-Beens that you will always flub, 
Yet not completely lose your marbles, brother, 
Then welcome to the Second Guessers Club.—Courtesy Arizona Progress, Southern Illinois Schools 


A recent survey found that the average adult spends about one-third of his waking time bored! Famed economist Stuart Chase once sat down to figure the calendar of his days. There is, he said, an ascending scale of human values and somewhere on it there is a line between living and mere existing. In how many hours of the week, he asked himself, had he truly and intensively lived? In how many had he just existed? Out of the 168 hours of the week, he found that he had been "alive" only 40, or about 25% of the total time!—Ardis Whitman, Woman's Day 



If the sum of our unspoken admiration, love, and encouragement could find expression, nine-tenths of the world's woes would be healed as if by magic.—Margery Wilson, Sunshine Magazine 


Question not, but live and labor 
Till you goal be won, 
Helping every feeble neighbor,
Seeking help from none; 
Life is mostly froth and bubble, 
Two things stand like stone, 
Kindness in another's trouble 
Courage in your own.—A. L. Gordon, Ye Wearie Wayfarer 


The best way to cheer yourself up is to cheer everybody else up.—Mark Twain


There are two days in every week about which we should not worry—two days which should be kept free from any fear and apprehension. One of these days is Yesterday, with its mistakes and cares, its aches and pains, its faults and blunders. Yesterday has passed forever beyond our control. All the money in the world cannot bring back Yesterday. We cannot undo a single act we performed; we cannot erase a single word we said; we cannot rectify a single mistake. Yesterday has passed forever beyond recall. Let it go.

The other day we should not worry about is Tomorrow, with its possible adversities, its burdens, its large promise and poor performance. Tomorrow also is beyond our immediate control. Tomorrow's sun will rise either in splendor or behind a mass of clouds—but it will rise. And until it does, we have no stake in tomorrow, because it is as yet unborn. 

That leaves us but one day—Today! And man can fight the battles of just one day. 

Yesterday and Tomorrow are futile worries. Let us, therefore, resolve to journey no more than one day at a time.—Robert J. Burdette, Sunshine Magazine 


To the preacher life's a sermon, to the joker it's a jest; to the miser life is money, to the loafer life is rest. To the lawyer life's a trial, to the poet life's a song, to the doctor life's a patient that needs treatment right along. 

To the soldier life's a baffle, to the teacher life's a school; life's a good thing to the grafter, it's a failure to the fool. To the man upon the engine life's a long and heavy grade; it's a gamble to the gambler, to the merchant life is trade. 

Life is but a long vacation to the man who loves his work; life's an everlasting effort to shun duty, to the shirk; to the earnest, sincere worker life's a story ever new; life is what we try to make it—brother, what is life to you?—S. E. Kiser, Sunshine Magazine
When John Knox lay dying in his house in Edinburgh, weary of his long, hard battle, he said, "I heartily salute and take my good nighl of all the faithful of both realms earnestly desiring the assistance of their prayers, that without any notable slander to the evangel of Jesus Christ, I may end my battle, for as the world is weary of me, so am I of it."



A maker of violins searched all his life for wood that would serve for making violins with a certain beautiful and haunting resonance. At last he succeeded when he came into possession of wood gathered from the timberline, the last stand of the frees of the Rockies, 12,000 feet above sea level. Up there where the winds blow so fiercely and steadily that the bark to windward has no chance to grow, where the branches all point one way, and where a free to live must stay on its knees all through its life, that is where the world's most resonant wood for violins is born and lives and dies.—W. Hayden Ambrose, Link 



Many young people starting out in life believe that freedom means the right to do the things that they want to do, regardless of whether or not that right interferes with the rights and comforts of others. They mistake license for freedom; they are spiritually nearsighted. They want to be free to see life. This is a noble desire, but it is too often misunderstood and turned in the wrong direction. They should know that living does not consist in the dissipation of life but in the conservation of life.—You Magazine 


No man is so tall that he need never stretch, nor so small that he need never stoop. 



"Life consists not simply in what heredity and environment do to us but in what we make out of what they do to us."—Harry Emerson Fosdick 


"What is life's heaviest burden?" asked a youth of a sad and lonely old man. 

He answered: "To have nothing to carry."—E. Scott O'Conner, Ladies' Home Journal 



Man being unable to choose between two evils, often hunts up a third.—Lebanon Reporter 


"A man's life," sighed Joe, "is 20 years of having his mother asking him where he is going, 40 years of having his wife ask the same question; and at the end, the mourners are wondering, too."—Weekly Animator 


Life is partly what you make it and partly how you take it. 



Living today is a game of robbing Peter to pay Paul to make it possible to stand Pat. 



Wrinkles should merely show where the smiles have been.—Mark Twain


I do not mind my P's and Q's, 
How careless I must B; nor 
Do my actions always suit my 
Neighbors to a T. 
I think perhaps the greatest 
Fault that I can now recall—
I make my I's a lot too large, 
And all my U's too small.—Reginold Holmes in Fireside Fancies 



Live in such a way that you would not be ashamed to sell your parrot to the town gossip.—Will Rogers


Life isn't a bowl of cherries; it's a bunch of raisins—raisin heck, raisin' kids, or raisin' money! 



If all the people were clever, and all clever people were good, the world would be nicer than ever we thought that it possibly could. But, alas, it is seldom or never the two hit it off as they should—the good are so hard on the clever, the clever so rude to the good!—Wadsworth 


You may bring to your office, and put in a frame, a motto as fine as its paint, but if you're a crook when you're playing the game, that motto won't make you a saint. You can stick up the placards all over the wall, but here is the word I announce: It is not the motto that hangs on the wall, but the motto you live that counts. If the motto says, "Smile," and you carry a frown; "Do it now," and you linger and wait; if the motto says "Help," and you trample men down; if the motto says "Love," and you hate—you won't get away with the mottoes you install, for truth will come forth with a bounce. It is not the motto that hangs on the wall, but the motto you live, that counts.—Kalends 



The ups and downs of life that one lives through and sur-vives are the only things that give dimension and color and flavor to life.—Dr. Galen Starr Ross, president, Capitol College of Oratory and Music, Columbus, Ohio 


One door may be shut, but there are many others that are open. He who allows his day to pass without practicing generosity and enjoying life's pleasures is like a blacksmith's bellows—he breathes but he does not live. 



Last night I decided to count my blessings. 
I didn't think it would take long. 
But I certainly showed poor guessing, 
For today I'm still going strong)—Nicki Joy Doud, Sunshine Magazine 


No one has any right to find life uninteresting or unrewarding who sees within the sphere of his own activity a wrong he can help to remedy, or within himself an evil he can hope to overcome, or within another a life he can assist to greater heights.—Odd Moments, Sunshine Private Press 



Fear less, hope more; eat less, chew more; whine less, breathe more; talk less, say more; hate less, love more; and all good things will be yours.—Swedish Proverb, Partners


Business Card: As you slide down the banister of life—may the splinters never point the wrong way. 



The world is a great book, of which they who never stir from home read only a page.

A curious fact about life is that when we just let ourselves go and do what we like when we like it, we cease before long to like what we do. William James said that a person should do one unpleasant duty every day just to keep himself in moral trim.—Ralph W. Sockman, Arkansas Methodist


Throughout life's journey, 
Be it ever so rough, 
Don't reach for the summit, 
By using the bluff. 



Life may not begin at 40, but about then the hoof-prints of the bellowing herd begin to show on your trampled anatomy.—Nuggets 



"Take your needle, my child, and work at your pattern; it will work out a rose by-and-by. Life is like that. One stitch at a time taken patiently, and the pattern will come out all right, like the embroidery."—Oliver Wendell Holmes 


Life would be one delightful slide if we did not have to drag our sleds back up the hill.—Grit 


Life is divided into three terms—that which was, which is, and which will be. Let us learn from the past to profit by the present, and from the present to live better for the future. 



Some people never put out anything but a chill, and then wonder why the world is sour.—Dr. Galen Starr Ross, President, Capitol College of Oratory and Music, Columbus, Ohio


Attitudes to Life

`I hate life, yet I hate to die,' said Voltaire. 
For me to live is Christ: to die is gain,' said the Apostle Paul.
Only one life, 'twill soon be past;
Only what's done for Christ will last. 

(Phil. 1. 21; Col. 3. 24; 1 Tim. 4. 8; 6. 12)



Brevity of Life

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow 
Creeps on this petty pace from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time,
Till all our yesterday's have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out! Out! brief candle! 
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more. It is a tale,
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing.—Shakespeare in Macbeth
(Job. 14. 1; Ps. 103. 15, 16; James 4. 14)



The Christian Life

Out of the running of things down here, 
Out of success and the glow of its sphere, 
Out of the plans to push people on,
In a scene of today that tomorrow is gone. 

Out of it all as time passes o'er,
Feel we our path to be more and still more. 
Earth has its fav'rites, the world has its own; 
On plods the pilgrim unwanted and lone.

Out of it all, yet rejoicing in hope,
Helpless so often, yet ever held up, 
Strengthened in spirit by succor divine—
Blest compensation! How can we repine?

Life that is better than earth can afford, 
Life where we happily rest in the Lord, 
Christ as its centre, and Christ as its sun, 
Life of all lives, with what joy we speed on! 

(Col. 3. 1-4)



Life is too brief
Between the budding and the falling leaf, 
Between the seedtime and the golden sheaf, 
For hate and spite.

We have no time for malice and for greed; 
Therefore, with love make beautiful the deed; 
Fast speeds the night.

Life is too swift
Between the blossom and the white snow's drift, 
Between the silence and the lark's uplift,
For bitter words.

In kindness and in gentleness our speech 
Must carry messages of hope, and reach 
The sweeter chords.

Life is too great
Between the infant's and the man's estate. 
Between the clashing of earth's strife and fate, 
For petty things.

Lo! we shall yet who creep with cumbered feet, 
Walk glorious over heaven's golden street,
Or soar on wings.—Margaret E. Sangster 

(Rom. 6. 4; 2 Cor. 5. 14-17; Gal. 2. 20)



Elixir of Life

During the reign of Queen Elizabeth I, known as 'Good Queen Bess', a certain Dr. Dee, a magician, undertook to provide the queen with an elixir of life that would guarantee perpetual youth and everlasting life. He had also a scheme for transmuting base metals into gold and bringing enormous wealth to the realm. There was also a Dutchman named Cornelius Lanoy who had his laboratory at Somerset House, and did research work there to try to find the 'Elixir of Life'.

(John 3. 16; 11. 25, 26)  

Eternal Life

This world's a city with many a crowded street: 
Death is the market place where all men meet. 
If life were merchandise that gold could buy, 
The rich would live, the poor alone would die. 

(John 5. 39, 40)



The following incident was told concerning the ministry of Lord Adalbert Cecil, so greatly used of God in Canada and elsewhere.

It was evening and 'the Chief' had paid an unusually late visit to the ward. He had just quitted it, accompanied by the House Surgeon and the 'Sister', when, pausing a moment at the open door of the sitting-room, he said to her, 'It is a pity, Sister, about that splendid young fellow at the top of the ward. We have done our very best for him, but he will be dead before morning.'

Startled out of her usual calm, the Sister answered, `Ohl Is that possible, Doctor? But you told him he was doing fine, and he is expecting to live.'

`Well, he has put up a grand fight for life, and there was no use in depressing him. He will probably be unconscious in a few hours and never know he is dying.' With these words the great Surgeon moved on.

The Sister stood for a moment, hesitating. Then she said to the House Surgeon, Will you not tell him, Doctor? His friends are all far away in the north, and there has been no time for anyone to come down, and he may have something to settle, or some last message to send. It is hard for them that he should not know. Do tell him.'

`No, no, I will not tell him. It is easier for him not to know,' said the House Surgeon. Then, as he also passed on, he looked back and said, 'You can tell him if you like.'

The night Nurse was already at her post, and the lights had been turned down in the ward when the Sister took her seat by the side of the one who was dying.

`This is kind of you to come and pay me another visit, Sister,' he said. `You heard what the doctor said—"I am doing fine". Does he think it will be long before I can be moved?'

`You will write to my mother, won't you, and make the best of it to her?'

The Sister was silent a moment or two. Then she said gently, 'I am afraid the doctor made you think what is not true. Andrew, You are very gravely hurt. There is more danger than was thought of at first.'

It was Andrew's turn to be silent for a full minute; then, as a look of fear and dismay came into his eyes, he said, 'You do not mean I am dying, Sister.' Again there was a pause. It was night, all was quiet, there was nothing to distract and to take off the solemnity of knowing he had God and Eternity to face. Presently, with quivering lips, he asked, 'How long, Sister?'

She dare not hide from him the stern truth. And then came a long, despairing cry, 'But I can't die, Sister. I can't die. I am not ready to die.' And then the momentous question was eagerly asked, 'What must I do to be saved?' She had said to the doctor, 'He might have something to settle,' but she had thought of earthly things, the things of time. He had indeed something to settle, and it meant for all eternity, but all she could say was, 'I don't know, Andrew; I am not saved.' Then a pleading voice, now very low, said, 'Won't you pray for me? Do pray.' And the sad answer came, `I can't. I don't know how to pray.'

At last surely a Spirit-given thought came to her, as she said, 'I will tell you what I can do, Andrew, if it will be of any comfort to you; I will sit up with you tonight and read the Bible to you.' Andrew caught at the suggestion as a drowning man might catch at a rope thrown to him, and said, 'Oh! do, do.'

She took up a Bible that was lying quite near. She hardly knew where to begin, but the Bible fell open at the Gospel of St. John, and she read in a low, clear voice of one who came to the Lord Jesus by night and got his questions answered. She read of the need of man, and of God's love and His promise to meet that need. She read slowly, distinctly, and he listened eagerly, trying to grasp something to answer the now all-absorbing anxiety of his soul.

Pausing a moment, she read on of the woman who got her thirst quenched, and her heart satisfied. Still there was no word from the suffering man, and a grey look was stealing over his face, and yet his eyes besought her to go on. Finally she came to 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.' She looked up as she finished reading it, and saw a change in his face: the haggard look of agony—the struggling to grasp something that was unattainable—was fast disappearing as he said, 'Stop there, Sister, Light is coming in. I see—I see!' Very weak was the voice as he said, 'Leave me alone, Sister, but come back soon. Thank you, oh, thank you.'

She left him for half-an-hour—alone with God. When she returned his face was radiant. `I have heard His Word—I believe the Lord Jesus Christ bore my sins when He was lifted up, and He has received me—just as I was—all guilty, all unprepared. It is not death for me, Sister, it is Everlasting Life—He has given it to me. I have passed from death unto life.'

After a minute or two's rest he spoke again : `Sister, promise me you will meet me in Heaven. You can never say again that you do not know the way. Promise me.'

`I promise, Andrew,' she said, 'not to rest until I know, but I cannot grasp it as you have. It is not clear to me.'

`Thank God it is settled and you have been the means. Thank you—thank you. Tell my mother Christ saved me at the eleventh hour. Peace! Peace!' These were his last conscious words. Very soon, as the Surgeon had said, he sank into profound unconsciousness, only to awaken 'with Christ', with the Good Shepherd Who had sought and found His lost sheep.

And what of the Sister? The arrow of conviction had entered her breast. Four dreary years, a ray of hope coming sometimes, to be quickly followed by darkness and despair. She accepted an invitation to hear Lord A. P. Cecil preach. She waited behind afterwards while prayer was going on. Lord Adalbert asked her into a side room, trusting to be given the right message for this troubled soul. At first nothing seemed to touch her. Finally, he turned to John 5. 24. Suddenly the light broke in, and like Andrew, she, too, said, 'I see! I see!' She went away a new creature to praise and thank God that for her also, all was settled.—Arthur Mercer (slightly abridged) 
(John 5. 24, 25)



Life—for a Look

An obscure man preached one Sunday to a few persons in a Methodist Chapel in the South of England one snowy day. Among them was a lad of fifteen years, driven in by the snowstorm. 'Look unto Me and be ye saved' was the text.

'Young man!' he said, 'you look miserable. Only look!' The young man looked and was saved, and received eternal life. He was Charles Haddon Spurgeon.

(Isa. 45. 22; Num. 21. 8, 9; John 3. 14, 15)   

Life—Peaceful and Pure. 

There's a Man in the Glory
Whose life is for me. 
He's pure and He's holy, 
Triumphant and free;

He's wise and He's loving—
Tender is He,
And His Life in the Glory 
My Life may be.

There's a Man in the Glory 
Whose Life is for me.
His peace is abiding;
Patient is He.

He's joyful and radiant,
Expecting to see
His Life in the Glory
Lived out in me. 

(Gal. 2. 20; Col. 3. 3, 4)



Life—Present and Eternal.

So this is life, the world with all its pleasures, 
Struggles and tears, a smile, a frown, a sigh, 
Friendship so true, and love of kin and neighbor? 
Sometimes 'tis hard to live—always, to die! 
The world moves on, so rapidly the living
The forms of those who disappear replace, 
And each one dreams that he will be enduring—
How soon that one becomes the missing face
In life or death—and life is surely flying,
The crib and coffin carved from the self-same tree 
In life or death—and death so soon is coming—
Escape I cannot, there's no place to flee—
But Thou, O God, hast life that is eternal; 
That life is mine, a gift through Thy dear Son. 
Help me to feel its flush and pulse eternal, 
Assurance of the morn when life is done.

Help me to know the value of these hours, 
Help me the folly of all waste to see;
Help me to trust the Christ who bore my sorrows, 
And this to yield for life or death to Thee.
In all my days be glorified, Lord Jesus,
In all my ways guide me with Thine own eye; 
Just when and, as Thou wilt, use me, Lord Jesus, 
And then for me 'tis Christ, to live or die.—Will H. Houghton 
(Phil. 1.21; 1 Tim. 4. 8)



Life—Present and Future.

The tissues of the life to be
We weave with colors all our own, 
And on the fields of destiny
We reap what we have sown.
Still shall the soul around it call 
The shadows gathered here,
And painted on the eternal wall, 
The past shall reappear.

(1 Tim. 4. 8)



Talking to Titov

Paul Flowers of Memphis, Tennessee, talked thus to Gherman Titov, Russian Cosmonaut: "So you did not see God in outer space? Since you did not see God, you conclude that there is no God . . . rather, 'you believe in man, his strength, his possibilities, his reason.1 Could it be, Comrade Titov, that you looked in the wrong place to find God?   Could it be that you were going too far, too fast?  Could it be that your own myopia, imposed by your teachers, has blinded you to Reality?   Whence man, in whom you believe?  Whence man's strength in which you believe?   Whence man's possibilities, whence his reason? Have you considered the harmony of the spheres, timed with such microfractional precision—by what power, Comrade Titov?—that electronic computers can tell exactly where each was a billion years ago, where each is at this moment, where each will be a billion years hence? Whence this timing?

"But let's bring it all closer to home, away from the macrocosm, to the microcosm. Are you aware of the complex chain of life maintained by natural balance which was, is—and unless man, in his suicidal madness carries it to destruction with his own downfall—forever will be? Have you considered the acumen of the ancients who recognized the indispensable role of the first living thing mentioned in the Genesis account of creation . . . grass? Have you pondered the phenomenon (I avoid the word 'miracle' because it transcends any violation of national law) of photosynthesis . . . how through this yet unexplained process chlorophyll uses the sun's energy to transform carbon and hydrogen and oxygen into sugar and starch . . . how so-called lower forms of life, by this system, use sugar and starch to become provender for so-called higher forms of life, and how all living matter, complex in its natural chemistry, reverts to simpler compounds to be used again, over and over—interminable since the unmarked beginning and toward the unpredictable end—to appear in other living things?

"Has man's 'strength, possibilities, and reason created the electronic computer that can reproduce itself? Has man, with all his 'possibilities, strength and reason,' produced an artificial satellite both permanent and foolproof? Does man, with 'possibilities, strength and reason,' comprehend the harmony of the spheres, admittedly foolproof?

"Have you observed cell division, by which two invisible bits of matter produce the softness of an eye or the hardness of a horn? Have you watched a bee transform nectar into honey, and have you considered that the bees' progeny, through the ages—unless man carries them to destruction with himself—will be doing that unerringly, and distributing pollen for the use of other forms of life, after your newest electronic computer, obsolete before it got off the drawing board, has made its last tragic blunder? Have you considered the complex structure of the unseen atom, a creation man can employ through his 'possibilities, strength and reason,' to bless or burn?

"Comrade Titov, man, with his 'strength, possibilities, and reason,' has yet to improve on, or even explain photosynthesis, the harmony of the spheres, and the balance of nature."

Life—in this World.

So he died for his faith. That is fine—
More than most of us do.
But stay! Can you add to that line 
That he lived for it, too?

It is easy to die. Men have died 
For a wish or a whim—
From bravado or passion or pride. 
Was it harder for him?

But to live, every day to live out 
All the truth that he dreamt,
While his friends met his conduct with doubt, 
And the world, with contempt.

Was it thus that he plodded ahead,
Never turning aside?
Then we'll talk of the life that he led—
Never mind how he died.—Ernest Crosby
(Phil. 1. 21; Gal. 2. 20) 



Take my life, and let it be, 
Consecrated Lord, to Thee; 
Take my moments and my days, 
Let them flow in ceaseless praise.—Frances R. Havergal


He lives who lives to God alone,
And all are dead beside; 
For other source than God is none
Whence life can be supplied.—William Cowper


We ought to love life; we ought to desire to live here so long as God ordains it; but let us not so incase ourselves in time, that we cannot break the crust, and begin to throw out shoots for the other life.—Beecher


Life's an aquatic meet—some swim, some dive, some back water, some float and the rest—sink.



I count life just a stuff
To try the soul's strength on.—Robert Browning.


May you live as long as you like,
And have what you like as long as you live.



"Live, while you live," the epicure would say,
"And seize the pleasures of the present day;"
"Live, while you live," the sacred Preacher cries,
"And give to God each moment as it flies."
"Lord, in my views let both united be;
I live in pleasure, when I live to Thee."—Philip Doddridge.


This world that we're a-livin' in
Is mighty hard to beat,
For you get a thorn with every rose—
But ain't the roses sweet!



Dost thou love life? Then do not squander time, for that is the stuff life is made of.—Benjamin Franklin.
Light Sermon Illustrations

"Mind the Light"

The other day I read the story, told by a brother minister, of the lighthouse keeper on Robbins' Reef off the rocky shore of New England. Jacob Walker, after years of faithful service of minding the light, caught a cold one stormy night and rapidly grew worse and died. His wife buried his body on the hillside above the shore, on the mainland, in plain view of the lighthouse upon the reef. Then she applied for and received the appointment as the keeper of the light. For twenty years she carried on alone, and then a New York City reporter went out to get her story. In the course of the interview she told him this: "Every evening I stand in the door of the lighthouse and look across the water to the hillside where my husband sleeps. . . . I always seem to hear his voice saying, as he often said when he was alive, 'Mind the light! Mind the light! Mind the light!'" Across the troubled waters and the crashing breakers of our time there comes another voice to us, a voice from that "green hill far away, without a city wall," a voice out of the blackness of earth's darkest day to us in the darkness and evil of our day. And the message of the Son of God is the same, "Mind the light! Mind the light! Mind the light!" And, God helping us, as Christian patriots, we will!—Christian Observer. 



Sharing the Light

A gentleman was walking one day in the east end of the city of Glasgow. The streets were so narrow, and the houses so high, that little direct sunshine ever reached the houses on one side. The gentleman noticed a ragged, barefooted boy trying, with a small piece of mirror, to catch the sun's rays and direct them to a certain spot on one of the houses oppo​site. He became interested in the boy's earnest efforts. "What are you trying to do, laddie?" he asked. "Do you see yon window up there?" the boy replied. "Well, my wee brother had an accident two years ago, and is always lying on his back in yon room, and it is on the wrong side to get the sunshine, so I always try to catch the light in this wee glass and shine it into his room."—The Homiletic Review. 



Keep the Light Burning

On the coast of Norway is a lighthouse where a keeper lived with his two children. One day he went to the distant shore for provisions. A storm arose, and he was unable to return. The time for lighting the lamp came, and Mary, the elder child, said to her little brother, "We must light the lamp, Willie." "How can we?" asked Willie. "We ain't big enough." But the two children climbed the long, narrow stairs to the tower where the lamp was kept. Mary pulled up a chair and tried to reach the lamp in the great reflector; it was too high. Groping down the stairs, she ascended again with a small oil lamp in her hand. "I can hold this up," she said to her little brother. She climbed on the chair again, but still the reflector was just beyond her reach. "Get down," said Willie; "I know what we can do." She jumped down, and he stretched his little body across the chair. "Stand on me," he said. And she stood on the little fellow as he lay across the chair. She raised the lamp high, and its light shone far out across the water. Holding it first with one hand, then with the other, to rest her little arms, she called down to her brother, "Does it hurt you, Willie?" "Of course it hurts," he called back, "but keep the light burning." Are we keeping the light of God's love burning in the world even though it hurts? Are we holding it up so that all nations may see its beams afar?—The S. S. Banner. 



Little Jane Understood

At church little Jane had listened to a sermon on "Let Your Light Shine." The only part she remembered was the text, but she didn't understand what it meant until her mother explained, "It means being good, obedient, and cheerful." In the afternoon there was trouble in the nursery, and Jane excused herself for being naughty by saying, "I've blowed myself out."—Church Business.


Even a Small Light Better Than None

I cannot forget the confusion into which I saw a conceited young fellow thrown once when he turned to an old minister and, as if challenging discussion, said, "I am told you believe in the inspiration of the whole Bible." The good man replied quietly, "Oh, yes, my friend, what do you believe in?" A little laugh covered the defeat, but he continued, "But you certainly know what the great scholars say about it?" When again the calm answer met him, "Somewhat; but what do they say about your soul?" Now the inquirer grew restive. "They say you are leading men along with a farthing taper in your lantern." To this the aged preacher only said, "Do they say men would see any better if we would let them put the taper out?"—Sabbath Reading. 



Like Some Religious Lanterns 
One night a motorist was run down by a train at a grade crossing. The old signal man in charge of the crossing had to appear in court. After a severe cross-examination, he was still unshaken. He said he had waved his lantern frantically, but all to no avail. The following day the superintendent of the line called him into his office. "You did wonderfully well yesterday, Tom," he said. "I was afraid at first that you might waver." "No, sir," replied Tom, "but I was afraid that old lawyer was going to ask me whether or not my lantern was lit!"—Sunday School Times. 



The Power of Light 

A modern scientific discovery is of thrilling interest. The so-called death ray with which the French army experimented consists of a light of tremendous candle-power, a beam of which striking the eye causes a temporary paralysis. Troops advancing would be mowed into unconsciousness, later to recover in captivity. What an illustration of the power of light! "Let there be light: and there was light." M. de Christmas, inventor of this ray, believes that cities can be protected by a curtain of light which airmen could not face. "God is light, and in him is no darkness at all." What a symbol, this curtain of light, of the protecting care of God!—Sunday School Times. 



Keeping the Torch Lit

Among the ancient Greeks the runner that won the race was not the man who crossed the line in the shortest time, but the man who crossed it in the least time with his torch still burning. We are so busy with life's activities that we are in danger of allowing the torch of our spiritual life to become extinguished. It was when Moses paused in his going that he heard the voice of God.—Doran's Ministers' Manual. 



Good Society
"Your new religion has spoiled you, Mary. You will never shine in good so​ciety now," said a worldly lady to her niece, who had been brought to decision for Christ a few months before, and who was manifesting the new life in a walk becoming the Gospel of Christ. "I am seeking grace to shine as a light for God in the midst of a dark and evil world, aunt, and I'll get into good society very soon—the society of saints and angels—in my Father's House on high," was the answer she gave. Yes, Christ spoils those who receive Him as Saviour and Lord, for the world's "society." There was no room in "society" for Christ, nor will there be for His followers.—The Milk of the Word.
Where Is Your Light Hanging Out?

The story is told of a little girl who was shivering her way along a main street in one of our great cities. Seeing the beautiful lights of a church building and hearing the music coming from within, she went in and warmed herself as she listened. The preacher's text was, "I am the light of the world." At the close of the service, she went to the minister and said, "Did you say you are the light of the world, sir?" The minister replied, "No, dear child. Christ is the light of the world, and I am one of the lights." The little lass looked at him for a moment, and then solemnly said, "Well, sir, I wish you would come down and hang out in our alley, 'cause it's awful dark down there!" Christians are, indeed, as the Master said, "the light of the world." As one of those lights, are you "hanging out" in some dark alley?—Biblical Research Monthly.


From One Light to the Next 
During a great storm a physician in a small town was called to go some seven or eight miles into the country to visit a sick child. It was evening and the snow was falling so rapidly that it soon blotted out the road and left him in a sore danger of losing his way. Reaching a farmhouse he telephoned to the next one beyond, asking them to hang out a lantern. They did so, and sent the word on to their next neighbor, who in turn sped the message, and so the doctor with his horse and buggy was enabled to drive forward through the storm, making his way from light to light until he reached the home where he was so sorely needed. Is not that a picture of the Christian life? We can each throw a light upon that part of the road that runs by our own door to make sure that no one shall miss the way because our light is not burning.—Christian Age. 



Let Your Light Shine

"I was sitting in the gloamin' and a man passed the window. He was a lamp​lighter. He pushed his pole into the lamp and lighted it. Then he went to another and another. Now I couldn't see him. But I knew where he was by the lights as they broke out down the street, until he had left a beautiful avenue of light." 

"Now I couldn't see him." No, but his light could be seen. And that was the important thing. It was the lamplighter's business to light the lamps, not to make himself seen. What matters it, if people take little notice of you? The important thing is to make them take notice of your light. You do not need to seek to be seen of men, but you do need to shine that men may see. "Let your light so shine that men may see your good works"—not you. 

"But I knew where he was by the lights as they broke out down the street." Can people tell where you are by the light you kindle? Can they tell what you stand for?—Evangelical Christian. 



What You Are Here For
We stopped at a garage just at dusk one evening. Something about the engine needed attention. A mechanic examined into the trouble while a helper stood by, directing the beams of a powerful flashlight into the recesses under the hood. Something attracted the helper's attention. He turned away and in doing so inadvertently turned off the light. The mechanic looked up, and with good-humored impatience exclaimed: "Shine your light! What are you here for anyway?" Something to think about in that sentence.—Gospel Herald. 



Entertaining Royalty

Two young people were walking along a path in the Catskill Mountains. Their conversation had turned to a mutual acquaintance. The young man said, "She has what I call a radiant personality." "That's right," agreed the young woman. "How do you account for it?" They walked along for a few moments, and then, pointing across the river, he said: "See that wonderful old castle? You know, when I was a small boy, my playmates and I loved to sit on the bank and look across at it. We could tell what was going on there by the number of lights that were burning. If only the family were present, just a few lights would be seen. When guests were entertained, there would be many lights, and the palace became truly beautiful. Once a member of a royal family visited there, and you should have seen the lights! I have seldom seen such brilliance." The young couple's discussion wandered back to their acquaintance. "I think the only way her radiant personality can be explained is that she is constantly entertaining a Royal Guest," suggested the young lady. He agreed.—Secret Place 



The Swiftness of Shining

Talking doesn't compare with living. Suppose you were about to enter Heaven, and stopped to make a few remarks to the people on earth. Suppose at the same moment a sunbeam were leaving the sun, and that your words and the ray of light had the same distance to reach the earth. In eight minutes the people on earth would see that sunbeam; but your voice would not reach them for 1,936 minutes, because sound is so much slower than light. Yet there are so many people who would rather talk than shine!—Sunday School Times. 



"The Path of the Just"

A little boy walked along a country lane one dark night, with his father, and carried the lantern. The black silence all about frightened him. He said, "Father, this light reaches such a little way, I am afraid." His father answered, "True. my boy, but if you walk on, the light will shine to the end of your journey." There are night times in the Christian's experience when God gives His followers only enough light to take the next step. And that is all that is needed. We may be sure of one thing,—the light will never go out. If we walk on, it will shine to the end of the journey.—Sunday School Times. 



Light That Is Life

Light often points the way to life in both the spiritual and physical realms. A striking illustration of this was seen in a dispatch from George Weller, "somewhere in Australia" (Evening Bulletin, Phila.), describing a thrilling incident of the battle of the Java Sea. A destroyer had been torpedoed, and 116 men were struggling for their lives in the oil-burdened waters, swimming about and clinging to rafts. Their cries for help were answered by return cries from three cruisers, "but only some unknown, friendly hand aboard the Houston had the quickness of mind to throw them the illuminated life preserver. It was the light attached to it that guided a British destroyer to their rescue." "Regulation American Navy life belts, with a floating light attached, tossed overboard from the cruiser Houston," were the means that saved the lives of these men. They not only supported them in the dark, troubled waters, but led to their final safety. What a vivid picture of the grace and mercy of our Lord Jesus Christ! "In Him was life; and the life was the light of men. . . . And the light shineth in darkness; and the darkness comprehended it not" (John 1:4, 5). He is the light of the world, and He gives life to all who believe in Him. He, with His almighty power, upholds His own amid the troubles of this world, and when their earthly voyage is done, He gathers them safely to Himself in Heaven.—Sunday School Times.
Samuel Hebich was a missionary whose labors were greatly blessed in India. Realizing the great need of the 'white heathen', as he termed them, he spent much time visiting the garrisons, and many British officers and soldiers were led to the Lord through his ministry.

After a few sultry days in Madras, one day an officer, during the hottest hours, was lying in his room lazily smoking a cigarette, dreamingly listening to the slow creaking of the punkah above his head. A step sounded on the verandah and grew more and more distinct as the owner drew near with an even firm tread. Then in walked Mr. Hebich, a tall, strange-looking man, with a long, loose black coat and a huge umbrella.

The officer felt embarrassed, even in his own rooms, but Mr. Hebich, who seemed quite at home, advanced into the room, saying, `Goot day!' and politely motioned the officer to a seat. After a short silence he said, 'Get down de Book.' His hearer knew at once which Book was meant, and fetched the Bible which he never read himself, though he possessed a copy. 'Open de fierst shapter of Shenesis and read,' said Hebich. The officer obeyed and read: 'In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth. And the earth was without form and void; and darkness was upon the face of the deep.' Dat will do! Shut de Book. Let us pray!' said Hebich. So they knelt down and Hebich prayed. After this, his strange visitor bowed and said farewell, shaking hands very solemnly before leaving.

The following day the officer was lounging in his large arm-chair, unoccupied as on the previous day, but feeling a turmoil within. Once again there was a sound of footsteps and Hebich appeared. Again—`Get down the Book'; and again 'Open de fierst shapter de book of Shenesis and read.' Again the officer read, and continued on with 'And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters.' Dat vill do,' said Hebich. 'Let us pray.' This time the officer listened to the prayer—such a prayer as he had never heard before. Hebich talked as to an intimate friend, telling God his Father about the young officer, and imploring Him to reveal to him his need that he might find salvation and flee to the open arms of the Redeemer. Again he took leave as on the previous day.

If ever a man was humbled, convinced that he was a sinner, and realized his need of a Savior, that officer did. How he spent the time till the next day he did not know. The next day at the same hour he heard the footsteps again. His Bible lay open before him. He rose to meet Hebich and took his hand. `Oh, Mr. Hebich,' he said, 'it is all plain to me now. What must I do?'

Looking at him with true love, Hebich said, `And God said, let there be light, and there was light.' Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.' They knelt together, the light shone into the officer's heart, and he prayed from the heart, without a book, for the first time in his life.

The British officer who was thus saved in Madras was the grandfather of Lieut.-General Sir William Dobbie, whom we honor today as a great general and the valiant defender of Malta during the second World War. Captain G. S. Dobbie, of the Africa Evangelistic Band, another grandson, was also engaged wholly in the work of the Lord.

(Gen. 1. 1-3; Ps. 119. 130)



The restless millions wait the Light
Whose dawning maketh all things new.
Christ also waits, but men are slow and few. 
Have we done all we could? Have I? Have you? 

(2 Cor. 4. 3-6)



At the 1938 Empire Exhibition held in Bellahouston Park, Glasgow, Scotland, many groups of Christian assemblies combined to make the Gospel known to the large numbers of visitors to the Exhibition. One of the spheres of witness was a Kiosk in Royal Mile Avenue where Bibles, New Testaments and portions of Scripture were displayed for sale, and many were sold. Millions of tracts were also distributed free, and not a few visited the evangelist in charge for conversations on spiritual matters. Numbers thus came into the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ.

In the large window of the kiosk was an open Bible, open at John, Chapter 8, with the words of the Lord Jesus, 'I am the Light of the World', underlined in red ink, and a hand pointing to the verse. Underneath were printed the words: 'The only Way out of the Dark.'

The whole world was lost in the darkness of sin: 
The light of the world is Jesus.

(John 8. 12; 9. 5; 2 Cor. 4. 6)



`The Light of the World' is the title of a famous picture by Holman Hunt, the artist. It portrays the Lord Jesus Christ, thorn-crowned, and carrying a lantern in his left hand, knocking at a closed door.

It is said that the artist, after completing the picture, showed it to some friends who praised the merit of the painting. One of them pointed out what he considered an omission on the part of the artist. 'You have put no handle on the door,' he said to Holman Hunt, who replied immediately, 'You forget—the handle is on the inside.'

(John 1. 9; Rev. 3. 20)



A tender child of summers three, 
Seeking her little bed at night,
Paused on the dark stair timidly,
'Oh Mother! take my hand,' said she, 
`And then the dark will all be light.'

We older children grope our way, 
From dark behind to dark before: 
And only when our hands we lay, 
Dear Lord, in Thine, the night is day, 
And there is darkness nevermore.

Reach downward to the sunless days, 
Wherein our guides are blind as we, 
And faith is small and hope delays:
Take Thou the hands of prayer we raise, 
And let us feel the light of Thee.—John Greenleaf Whittier
(Eph. 5. 8)

Dr. F. B. Meyer told how at one time in his life, ministering in Regent's Park Chapel in London, having a very dead and difficult time, with dwindling congregations and nobody listening, he became so discouraged. 'But,' he said, 'every time I stood up to speak something came between me and God, and I knew it was wrong, and I knew it was sin. The Lord had everything else in my life, but I thought that I could keep this to myself and enjoy it, and indulge it. But one Sunday,' said Dr. Meyer, 'after coming back from church, I thought about how it had been a miserable day; I had been so dead and useless and fruitless, so lacking in Holy Spirit anointing, and I went into my study and knelt at my desk, and said, "Lord, You've had every key into every part of my life except one. I can't fight this battle any more". And when Dr. Meyer told that story he said, `The Lord never took that key: He took the door off, and in place of the door He put a window, and ever since that day the light of the knowledge of the glory of God has shone into my heart in the face of Jesus Christ.'—Alan Redpath
(2 Cor. 4. 6)



I was coming up to London from Cambridge one morning and a country minister was sitting opposite me. I said to him, 'Were you preaching yesterday?' He said, `Yes, I was.' I said, 'Did you preach a good sermon?' He replied, 'That is not for me to say.' I said, 'You tell me your sermon and I will say.'

`Well!' he replied, 'I was preaching on "The Lord is my light", and I pointed out to my people that light is invisible and that God is invisible, that we only know of the existence of light by the manifestation of it through the mists and in the dust of the atmosphere. It is only thus that we realize that light exists. And then I told them how we should not know God except that He shone in the person of our Lord Jesus Christ. "He that hath seen me hath seen the Father".' I said to him, 'Top marks!'

`The Lord is my Light and my Salvation.'—Bishop Taylor Smith
(Ps. 27. 1; John 1. 4, 5 ; 2 Cor. 4. 6)



Light Within

I found spiritual pleasure and profit in what Dr. Roy O. McLain said. He exhorts Christians to let the light shine from within, too.

"The eyes of the world were focused on a single person: America's astronaut John Glenn. Around the world television and radio sets were more popular that day than all other issues combined. Everything took second billing to that play-by-play drama unfolding throughout the day. One of the inspiring sidelights of the orbital flight was an event in far off Perth, Australia. That community had agreed in advance to turn on lights in all public buildings, residences, factories, schools and parks. All the lights of Perth would be burning brightly as an honorary signal for America's space hero. Informed of that fine, community-wide gesture only after he was in orbit, John Glenn looked down from 120 miles above the earth as he moved at a rate of 17,350 miles an hour and saw the bright glow from the Australian continent. 'The lights show up very well and thank everybody for turning them on,' said Glenn from his space ship. What a warming contrast to the dark, black belt of night which he encountered as he whirled on through space.

"It is high time for someone to turn on the lights for man's inner space exploration. Darkness seems to settle with ap​palling regularity. Darkness in every orb of life: education, religion, politics, mental health, race relations, domestic affairs.

"Jesus complimented His early followers by calling them the light of the world. But with the compliment was an imperative command that they shine. Their illumination was to let other men see their good works and as a result they would glorify God in heaven.

"A negative note is added to that commendation and assignment. Said He: 'But if the light in you be darkness, how great is that darkness.' He means that the light of individual influence is the most effective way to guide the steps of men and women along the pathway of life. It is possible for the light to go out. When people who once were a part of the light become a part of the darkness, how great is that darkness. Right about now there are too many folks who are supposed to be part of the solution of life's problems, who instead, have become a part of the problem themselves. The blind cannot lead the blind in the 20th century any more than they could in the first century."

How blessed the statement and promise of Jesus:

Then spake Jesus again unto them, saying, I am the light of the world: he that followeth me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of life (John 8:12). 


Men, Moon, Maser

Lexington, Mass. (AP)—Powerful red rays being fired at the moon nightly by a team of scientists here could blind a person in 1-2000th of a second at 100 yards, scientists said.

The instrument, an optical maser, is the largest of its kind in the free world. Some scientists agreed unofficially it seemed to bring closer to reality the famed "death ray" of science fiction writers.

Although the Soviet Union is known to be engaged in maser research, nothing is known about how big an instrument they may have developed.

The word maser is an acronym for Molecular Amplification of Stimulated Emission Radiation.

The Massachusetts Institute of Technology scientists making the tests hit the moon 13 times Wednesday night and 20 times Thursday night. They caught a reflection of their hits electronically Wednesday night. The MIT crew do not expect to analyze the data from the Thursday tests for several days but suspect they may have hit a spot on the moon that did not reflect well.

The maser was built for experimental work by the Raytheon Co.

The four powerful lamps used in the test put out an amount of light roughly equivalent to eight million watts. The ordinary household light bulb is usually less than 100 watts.

The mighty flash was beamed on an artificial ruby crystal rod for l/1000th of a second.   This in turn built up the light to a high-energy peak, then fired it out all at the same wave length person in l/2000th of a second at 100 yards, scientists said.
Because, unlike ordinary light, the light from the maser is composed of the same wave length, the beam can be "fired" with precise aim at a target.

In the moon experiment the light is shot through a telescope and illuminates an area of the moon only a couple of miles across.

Because bigger masers can be built, scientists say they could be used to hit missiles or satellites with possibly destructive effect. Even rays from a small maser can penetrate tough metal in the laboratory, and scientists handle them as they would a loaded gun.

More wonderful was the achievement we read of in Genesis 1:14-18. More wonderful are the wonders put before us in these Bible words: "The blessed and only 

Potentate, the King of kings, and Lord of lords; Who only hath immortality, dwelling in the light which no man can approach unto; whom no man hath seen, nor can see; to whom be honor and power everlasting. Amen" (I Timothy 6:15,16). 

Once I saw a huge stone being removed from the place where it had been fixed. All sorts of tiny creatures had lived under that stone. They had always lived in the darkness, and when the light of the sun struck them on the stone being removed, they began to run with great fear in all directions. They could not live in the light. When the stone was replaced in its former position you should have seen the hurry and bustle of those creatures to get back to where they had been. It was with great relief that they hurried back to be under the stone.—Sadhu Sundar Singh 
(John 3. 19, 20; 2 Cor. 4. 3-6)



I want to be a little light,
That glistens clean and true,
I want to show forth Jesus 
In everything I do.

I don't like smoky lamps, Lord, 
Or candles dim and slow; 
I don't like flickering, hazy lights 
That do not shine and glow. 

Thou hast told me in Thy Word, 
To let my light so shine, 
That those who look into my face 
Will know that I am Thine.—Selected.
Lighthouse Sermon Illustrations

What is described by the United States Coast Guard as the world's most powerful lighthouse was turned on at Charleston, S. C. The light has twenty million candlepower and is visible for twenty miles. Standing on the north side of Charleston Harbor entrance on Sullivan's Island, the installation is one hundred and forty feet high. It replaces a lighthouse built in 1876.

But more to be desired for the welfare of mankind and the glory of God is the obedience on the part of all Christians to the words of Jesus: "Let your light so shine before men, that they may see your good works, and glorify your Father which is in heaven" (Matthew 5:16). 

Lightning Sermon Illustrations

The woman was strong-minded, and she was religious, and she was also afflicted with a very feminine fear of thunder storms. She was delivering an address at a religious convention when a tempest suddenly broke with din of thunder and flare of lightning. Above the noise of the elements, her voice was heard in shrill supplication:

"O Lord, take us under Thy protecting wings, for Thou knowest that feathers are splendid non-conductors."

Likeness Sermon Illustrations

C. H. Spurgeon received one day a copy of Andrew Bonar's Commentary on Leviticus. It so blessed him that he returned it, saying, 'Dr. Bonar, please place herein your autograph and your photograph.' The book was returned to him with the following note from Dr. Bonar:

`Dear Spurgeon, here is the book with my autograph and with my photograph. If you had been willing to wait a short season, you could have had a better likeness, for I shall be like Him; I shall see Him as He is.'

(Ps. 17. 15; 1 John 3. 2)



Gipsy Rodney Smith, preaching at Dallas, Texas, had a petition from coloured ministers asking for a meeting exclusively for negroes. They came in thousands. There was a good deal of punctuating of his address with 'Hallelujahs' and `Amens'.

Suddenly an aged coloured woman called out, 'Gipsy Smith, may I ask a question? Looking at her, he said, 'Certainly, my sister, what is it?' What colour are we going to be when we get to Heaven? Shall be white or black?' Everybody was waiting breathlessly for the answer. 'My dear sister, we are going to be just like Christ,' replied Gipsy Smith. And 'Amen' rang out all over the hall.

(Rom. 8. 29; Phil. 3. 20, 21; 1 John 3. 2)

Lilies Sermon Illustrations

The God of heaven has decked this earth 
With lilies wondrous fair,
Placed here, as gems of beauteous worth, 
The objects of His care.
Their great Creator knows their needs: 
No toil or care they know.
In Providence He clothes and feeds 
The lilies, and they grow.
Great Solomon, earth's richest king, 
Most gorgeously displayed
In all the glories wealth could bring, 
Was never so arrayed.
The lily's clothed: the raven's fed;
He marks the sparrow's fall.
Be sun or cloud above your head,
`Your Father knoweth' all.—A.N.
(Song of Songs 2. 2; Matt. 6. 28-30)

Lincoln Sermon Illustrations

An old man whose son had been convicted of gross crimes in the army and sentenced to be shot came to plead with Lincoln. As the boy was an only son, the case appealed to Lincoln; but he had just received a telegram from Butler which read: "Mr. President, I beg you not to interfere with the court-martials of this army. You will destroy all discipline in the army." 

Lincoln handed the old man the telegram, and he watched the shadow of disappointment and sorrow come over the man's face as he read the message. He suddenly seized his hand and exclaimed, "By jingo! Butler or no Butler, here goes!" 

He wrote out an order and handed it to the father. The man read the order, which was as follows: "Job Smith is not to be shot until further orders from me. Abraham Lincoln."

"Why," said the father, "I thought it was going to be a pardon. You may order him to be shot next week."

"My old friend," said Lincoln, "evidently you do not understand my character. If your son is never shot until an order comes from me, he will live to be as old as Methuselah."



During a session of the legislature of Illinois at Springfield, a Chicago businessman had prepared for passage in the legislature a measure which would bring profit to him and others, but which was not just, honest, or right. All things having been arranged for the successful introduction and passage of the bill, and having a few hours to spend before his train left for Chicago, he went out to Oak Hill Cemetery to visit the tomb of Lincoln. As he walked in the soft twilight about the monument and looked upon the statue of Lincoln, a feeling of great discomfort came over him with regard to the bill which was to be passed in the legislature. The image of Lincoln and the thought of his noble character made the man uneasy and unhappy. He canceled his reservation on the night train to Chicago; and, after spending a sleepless night tossing on his bed at the hotel, he sent for his attorneys and had the bill withdrawn.

What caused this action? It was conscience, awakened by the memory of Abraham Lincoln, warning the man to restrain his hand from doing evil.



Standing on the oak-covered hillside at Springfield on a bright May morning in 1865, Bishop Simpson delivered a noble eulogy. In this oration Simpson revealed the fact that Lincoln had frequently said to him, "I never shall live out the four years of my term. When the rebellion is crushed, my work is done." In the concluding paragraph, Simpson said: "Chieftain, farewell! The nation mourns thee. Mothers shall teach thy name to their lisping children. The youth of our land shall emulate thy virtues. Statesmen shall study thy record, and from it learn lessons of wisdom. Mute though thy lips be, yet they shall speak. Hushed is thy voice, but its echoes of liberty are ringing through the world, and the sons of bondage listen with joy. Thou didst not fall for thyself. The assassin had no hate for thee. Our hearts were aimed at; our national life was sought. We crown thee as our martyr, and Humanity enthrones thee as her triumphant son. Hero, martyr, friend, farewell."



In his great oration delivered at the unveiling of the Lincoln Memorial at Hodgenville, Kentucky, President Wilson said of Abraham Lincoln:

"I have read many biographies of Lincoln; I have sought out with the greatest interest the many intimate stories that are told of him, the narratives of nearby friends, and sketches at close quarters, in which those who had the privilege of being associated with him have tried to depict for us the very man himself 'in his habit as he lived'; but I have nowhere found a real intimate of Lincoln's. That brooding spirit had no real familiars.

"I get the impression that it never spoke out in complete self-revelation, and that it could not reveal itself completely to anyone. It was a very lonely spirit that looked out from underneath those shaggy brows and comprehended men without fully communing with them, as if, in spite of all its genial efforts at comradeship, it dwelt apart, saw its visions of duty where no man looked on."



Ward Lamon, Lincoln's bodyguard, said: "It is very probable that much of Mr. Lincoln's unhappiness, the melancholy that 'dripped from him as he walked,' was due to his want of religious faith. When the black fit was on him, he suffered as much mental misery as Bunyan or Cowper in the deepest anguish of their conflicts with the evil one. But the unfortunate conviction fastened upon him by his early associations, that there was no truth in the Bible, made all consolation impossible, and penitence useless. To a man of his temperament, predisposed as it was to depression of spirits, there could be no chance of happiness if doomed to live without hope and without God in the world. He might force himself to be merry with his chosen comrades; he might 'banish sadness' in mirthful conversation, or find relief in a jest; gratified ambition might elevate his feelings and give him ease for a time; but solid comfort and permanent peace could come to him only through 'a correspondence fixed with heaven.' The fatal misfortune of his life, looking at it only as it affected him in this world, was the influence at New Salem and Springfield which enlisted him on the side of unbelief. He paid the bitter penalty in a life of misery."

Lips Sermon Illustrations

When about, like Moses, to speak inadvisedly with our lips, we do well to remember the following rhyme:

If you your lips would keep from slips, 
Five things observe with care—
Of whom you speak, to whom you speak, 
And how, and when, and where.

(Job 2. 10; Ps. 106. 33; Prov. 14. 3; 1 Pet. 3. 10)

Lisping Sermon Illustrations

"Have you lost another tooth, Bethesda?" asked auntie, who noticed an unusual lisp.

"Yes'm," replied the four-year-old, "and I limp now when I talk."



The kindergarten teacher questioned her tiny pupil:

"Do you know, Jennie, what a panther is?"

"Yeth, ma'am," Jennie replied, beaming. "A panther ith a man who makes panth."

Listening Sermon Illustrations
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More failures in academic and social growth can be traced to inability to listen than to any other single aspect of the language-arts.—Mark A. Neville, Headmaster of the Latin School of Chicago, "Listening Is an Art: Practice It," Elementary English 


Good listening has been described as an art; now it is a rapidly growing profession. The busy offices of social workers, our school counselors, personnel managers, and marriage con-sultants are filled with troubled people, in desperate need of listeners, talking out their problems. 



A story is told about the great Paderewski, who, after a concert in a mid-western town, was found behind the stage, silent, preoccupied. Someone asked him what was the matter. Was he ill? 'No! No!' he answered, 'but some friends of mine were missing—the grey haired couple fourth row back. They were not in their usual seats.' Then he explained, 'I didn't know them well. I never spoke to them, but I liked the way they listened and I always played for them.' Many a preacher has been encouraged in giving his message by seeing regular attendees whom he may not know well, listening attentively.' 

(Luke 8. 18)

Literal Sermon Illustrations

The class had been told by the teacher to write compositions in which they must not attempt any flights of fancy, but should only state what was really in them. The star production from this command was a composition written by a boy who was both sincere and painstaking. It ran as follows:

"I shall not attempt any flites of fancy, but wright just what is really in me. In me there is my stommick, lungs, liver, two apples, two cakes and my dinner."

Literalness Sermon Illustrations

The visitor from the city stopped in at the general store of the village, and inquired:

"Have you anything in the shape of automobile tires?"

"Yep," the store-keeper answered briskly, "life-preservers, invalid cushions, funeral wreaths, doughnuts, an' sich."

Little Things Sermon Illustrations

To illustrate to his students the power of little things, Professor Tait had a heavy iron joist suspended from the roof of the laboratory by a strong cord, and then began to throw small paper pellets at it, striking it square each time. At first there was no perceptible movement of the joist, but after a continuous barrage of paper pellets, the iron joist commenced to sway from side to side and swing like a pendulum.

(1 Kings 13. 20-22)



A holy life is made up of a multitude of little things. It is the little things of the hour, and not the great things of the age, that fill up a life like that of Paul and John, of Rutherford, or Brainerd, or Martyn. Little words, not eloquent speeches, little deeds, not miracles or battles, not one heroic effort or martyrdom—these make the true Christian life. The little constant sunbeam, not the lightning; the waters of Siloah 'that go softly' in their meek mission of refreshment, not the waters 'of the rivers great and many' rushing down in torrent noise and force; are the true symbols of a holy life. The avoidance of the little evils, the little sins, little incon​sistencies, little weaknesses, little follies . . . the avoidance of such little things as these goes far to make up at least the negative beauty of a holy life.—Dr. Horatius Bonar
(Song of Songs 2. 15)

Living Water Sermon Illustrations

'The Samaritan woman in John 4 left her water pot and went away with the Well.'

`The woman, forgetful of her errand, and only conscious of that new wellspring of life that had risen within her, left the unfilled water pot by the well and hurried into the city.'—Edersheim 
Jesus gave her water that was not in the well: 
She went away singing,
And came back bringing
Others for the water that was not in the well. 

(John 4. 13-15; 28, 29)

Locusts Sermon Illustrations

In April, 1932, the first colony of locusts to be established in the British Isles was living in the Natural History Museum, South Kensington, London, in a glass case, with desert and tropical grasses, and lit by a powerful electric lamp to represent the African sun. London thus became the international centre for war against locusts whose invasion of Asia and Africa could cause millions of pounds' damage annually.

(Joel 1. 4; 2. 3-5)



Locusts Darken the Sky

On May 28, 1962, came the news from Tehran, Iran, by the Associated Press that swarms of locusts were so great they darkened the sky. The locusts invaded Iran from Saudi Arabia and Kuwait in the twenty-four hours. Four United States, four Soviet and 15 Iranian spray planes have been used to fight the locust plagues in the north, south and southwest. The Russians operating in the north near the Soviet border, have been able to save some of the farmers' crops, but the locusts have de​stroyed nearly all crops in the south where United States planes fly.

Yet there are some pulpiteers and professors in college who aim their ill-grounded doubts about the swarms of locusts in Pharaoh's day.

These words from God's Word should silence into shame these question-mark placers:

"Let my people go that they may serve me." "Thus saith the Lord God."
Else, if thou refuse to let my people go, behold, tomorrow will I bring the locusts into thy coast: and they shall cover the face of the earth, that one cannot he able to see the earth: and they shall eat the residue of that which is escaped, which remaineth unto you from the hail, and shall eat every tree which groweth for you out of the field: and they shall fill thy houses, and the houses of all thy servants, and the houses of all the Egyptians; which neither thy fathers, nor thy fathers' fathers have seen, since the day that they were upon the earth unto this day  (Exodus  10:4-6).

And Moses stretched forth his rod over the land of Egypt, and the Lord brought an east wind upon the land all that day, and all that night; and when it was morning, the east wind brought the locusts. And the locusts went up over all the land of Egypt, and rested in all the coasts of Egypt: very grievous were they; before them there were no such locusts as they, neither after them shall be such. For they covered the face of the whole earth, so that the land was darkened; and they did eat every herb of the land, and all the fruit of the trees which the hail had left: and there remained not any green thing in the trees, or in the herbs of the field, through all the land of Egypt (Exodus 10:13-15). 

Logic Sermon Illustrations

The mother came on her little son who was standing thoughtfully before the gooseberry bush in the garden. She noted that his expression was both puzzled and distressed.

"Why, what's the matter, little lamb?" she asked tenderly.

"I'm finkin, muvver," the boy answered.

"What about, little man?"

"Have gooseberries any legs, muvver?"

"Why, no! Of course not, dear."

The perplexity passed from the little boy's face, but the expression of trouble deepened, as he spoke again:

"Then, muvver, I fink I've swallowed a catapillar."

Loneliness Sermon Illustrations

There is the loneliness of the midnight hour, and the loneliness of the desert and the uninhabited isle, and the heavy, depressing solitude of the mountains. But the worst loneliness of all is the loneliness of the crowd—the solitude of the city. You pass up and down the busy highways, and look into the windows of thousands of homes, and pass thousands of men and women hurrying hither and yon on their respective errands. They are men like yourself, of the same passions, hopes, fears, capacities for joy and sorrow. Multitudes, multitudes of faces! Yet your heart grows sick within you when you reflect that beyond the ordinary ties of humanity you are nothing to those thousands of persons, and they are nothing to you. If you have joy, you cannot share it with them; if you are bearing a heavy load of anxiety or care, they will not help you with it. You could lie down on the sidewalk and breathe your last, and not a heart among all those thousands of hearts would beat more rapidly, and not an eye would be suffused with tears. "No man cared for my soul" (Ps. 142:4) is the appalling realization that suddenly grips your mind.



At the summit of Crampton Gap, where a battle was fought two days before Antietam, is the picturesque mountain home of one of the most celebrated of the war correspondents; and not far from his home is a noble archway erected as a memorial to the correspondents of the Civil War. Some years ago a friend saw this famous correspondent at the depot in New York, hurrying for a train. The friend halted him and asked him whither he was bound. His response was "I'm going down to my home in the mountain in Maryland. It's too lonely here in New York."



There is a noble loneliness of the soul, the loneliness that sometimes comes in the path of duty, the loneliness that comes as the price of conviction, the loneliness of dissent from what is sinful. One can imagine that Vashti, the queen of Ahasuerus, was lonely after she had been deposed from her high office and separated from the Persian court because she refused to expose herself on the night of that drunken banquet, when Ahasuerus entertained a thousand of his lords. But it was a queenly and honorable and immortal loneliness, because it was the loneliness which was the price of honor and of self-respect. Far better to be lonely with a good conscience than to be in gay company with a bad conscience!

Look Up Sermon Illustrations

To all who are sick and weary
Who feel you must ‘lie up',
My word to you is lie on your back, 
For then you must 'look up'.

You could of course lie on your face 
Looking at dull, grey ground,
Or lie on your side, whichever you like, 
Looking at things around.

But it's better far to lie on your back, 
Relax and be quite still;
For as you lie down you must 'look up' 
And so fulfill His will.—F. H. Oakley
(Ps. 4. 4; 5. 3; Luke 21. 28)

Loquacity Sermon Illustrations

The two old Scotchmen played a round of seventeen holes without a word exchanged between them. As they came to the eighteenth green, Sandy surveyed the lie, and muttered:

"Dormie."

Quoth Tammas, with a snarl:

"Chatter-r-rbox!"

Lord Sermon Illustrations

Not an angel from the glory, flying swift on joyous wing;
Not an envoy sent expressly, with a message from the king;
But Himself Whom angels worship; but Himself, the very Word;
All Divine, intensely human; sympathizing, risen Lord.
Not with trumpets, not with heralds, driving back in tones severe;
But with gracious held-out sceptre, and the smile that draws thee near—
Coming slowly, gentle, lowly, He to Whom all power is given,
Strong to save thee, wise to guide thee, pledged to bring thee safe to Heaven;
Coming nearer than thy nearest, those who would, but cannot, aid,
Proving truer than thy dearest, those who watched with thee and prayed.
Love itself, unfathomed, deathless; love which ne'er misunderstands,
Love untiring, love desiring, stretching forth beseeching hands.
Not thy merits, not thy virtues, not the record of thy deeds,
But His joy in utter giving, and His knowledge of thy needs,
By His blood-signed deed of purchase, by His right to claim and bless,
Right to beautify and clothe thee in His own pure righteousness.
His the stripping, His the bruising, His the pierced hands and feet;
Thine the healing, thine the life-stream, Heaven's river full and sweet.
No more doubtings, no more distance, no more room for sinful fear—
He Himself is thine for ever, always able, always near.—K. Staines
(Luke 24. 15)



Canaan's vineyard rich was planted
By the God of Heaven's own hand: 
Blessings great, divinely granted,
Centred in the promised land. 
Luscious fruits beyond appraising
God's beneficence declared; 
But, in place of fruitful praising, 
Barren murmurings were heard.

Murm'ring sons of Israel's children
Treasured hatred greater still: 
Placed, as stewards in God's garden 
By th' Almighty's sovereign will, 
Prophets, messengers from Heaven 
They entreated as they willed:
All were from the vineyard driven—
Some they stoned and some they killed.

Matchless grace! amazing story—
`I will send Mine only Son,' 
And the Lord Himself His glory
Veiled, and came, the lowly One, 
And Creation donned her mourning,
Filled with wonderment to see 
Man his mighty Maker spurning,
Slaying Him upon a tree.

Gaze thereon, my soul, and ponder
O'er thy ruin there exprest, 
And confess, in grateful wonder,
By His dying thou art blest.
Wondrous love!—all thought transcending—
He Himself for me has given, 
On this truth all else depending—
'Twas the Lord Himself from Heaven.

All the hosts of hell defeated,
Victor over death's domain,
Midst us at His table seated
Stands the Lord Himself again. 
Let us round His table gather,
Hear His words—`Remember Me!' 
View His Cross, adore the Father,
As the Lord Himself we see.

That same Jesus Who, ascending,
Passed through Heaven's portals wide, 
Soon will come, from Heaven descending,
To receive His blood-bought bride. 
Yes! Himself, and not another,
We shall see His form most fair, 
And, His own caught up together,
We shall meet Him in the air.

But while here, by foes surrounded,
Think that He Himself was tried: 
He has all our foes confounded;
He Himself is by our side.
As our Shepherd, forth He leads us,
Our High Priest, for us He pleads, 
For the conflict fits and feeds us,
And Himself, our Captain, leads.—A.N.

(Matt. 21. 37; Luke 24. 15; John 21. 7; 1 Cor. 11. 26; 1 Thess. 4. 16)



Lordship of Christ

`God first! My interests must always come second to His, never first.'
`Seek ye first the kingdom of God.'

Dr. Graham Scroggie was one time speaking along these lines, and at the close of the service he was approached by a young woman a professing Christian, who had been greatly stirred.

`And why don't you yield?' inquired Dr. Scroggie.

'I'm afraid I should have to do two things if I did,' responded the girl.

'What are they?' asked Dr. Scroggie.

'I play the piano in a concert hall, and I fear

I would have to give it up,' she replied. 

'And the other?'

'I am afraid God would send me to China as a missionary.'

Opening his Bible at Acts 10. 14, Dr. Scroggie explained to the young woman the absurdity of Peter's answer. A slave never dictates. And to say, 'Not so,' and then use the word 'Lord' was impossible.

'Now,' said Dr. Scroggie, 'I want you to cross out the two words, "Not so" and leave the word "Lord"; or else cross out "Lord" and leave "Not so".'

Handing her his pencil he quietly walked away. For two hours she struggled. Then he returned. Looking over her shoulder, he saw a tear-stained page, but the words 'Not so' were crossed out. With a glad light in her eyes she left and went home, repeating over the one word, 'Lord'. No longer would she dictate. She was now His disciple and He her Lord and Master.—Oswald J. Smith
(Acts 10. 14, 36; Rom. 10. 9; Col. 3. 24; 1 Pet. 3. 15)

Lord's Day Sermon Illustrations

Is the Lord's Day Lost Time?

A citizen of the Southwest, hearing his preacher say that a man can do more work in six days than in seven, went to him and said: "I have proved that. When I came West I led the company. When Sunday came I turned my horses out to graze, and got out my Bible to read. The rest asked, 'Why are you not going to travel today?' My answer was, 'I did not leave my religion in the old state. My teams and my family need the rest.' The company moved on, and I did not overtake them the first week until Thursday. The second week I overtook them on Tuesday. After that they never overtook me, and I reached my destination two weeks ahead of all the others, my family well, my teams in good condition, and my wagons sound. The others lost horses; members of their family got sick, and their wagons broke down." The hero was seventy when the story was told; he had always kept the Sabbath, and had seldom missed church.—Sunday School Times. 



God's Settlement (Deuteronomy 5:12)

A farmer once wrote to an editor: "Dear Sir: I have been trying an experiment. I have a field of corn which I plowed on Sunday. I planted it on Sunday. I cultivated it on Sunday. I cut and hauled it to the barn on Sunday. And I find that I have more corn to the acre than has been gathered by any of my neighbors this October." 

The farmer sent the letter, sure that the editor could have no answer to the sneer implied in it. But imagine his feelings when in the next issue of the paper. he read his own letter in print, and at the end of it this one sentence: "God does not make full settlement in October."—Home Missions. 



Pharisaism

A devout Scottish minister has told of a house at which he stopped and spent the Sabbath, when he was in northern Scotland. The day was rainy and close, and he finally suggested to the woman of the house that the window of the little parlor might be raised to admit some fresh air. "Mon," replied the old woman, with stern disapproval showing plainly on her rugged face, "dinna ye ken that ye can hae no fresh air in this house on the Sabbath?"—The Youth's Companion. 


A Runner Who Honored God.

It is told of Eric Liddell, who won the four hundred meters race at the Olympic games in Paris, that when he found his race was to be run on the Lord's Day he refused to compete, saying, "I object to Sunday sports in toto," and thus counted himself out. The sporting press of Europe derided him; he was gibed and criticized on all sides, even by the papers of his own country. But the stand taken by such a noted athlete had its effect, and the race was not run until later in the week. He says: "I remember that when I was about to run in the finals the trainer handed me a little note. I opened it and read the words, `Them that honor Me will I honor.' It was God's promise. He helped me, and I won." And the public that had condemned him changed its opinion and gave him great applause.—Youth's Companion. 


Why the Dusty Shoes?

A good many years ago I was a student of Monmouth College, Monmouth, Ill. On a hot, sultry Sabbath afternoon in September (as I remember), a number of us went down to the Y.M.C.A. rooms to hear an address by a young man, announced as the president of Knox College, at Galesburg, Ill., sixteen miles away. The speaker was sitting on the platform when we arrived and appeared to be an ordinary looking fellow, not very well dressed, and his shoes evidently not recently shined. On being introduced to the handful of Monmouth students who had gathered to hear him, he expressed his appreciation of the privilege of speaking to the boys and explained his personal appearance as due to the fact that not wanting to violate his own or any other one's principles of Sabbath keeping, he had therefore walked over. A walk of sixteen miles on a hot, disagreeable Sabbath afternoon to speak to twenty-five or thirty students from a rival school! Apart from the above remarks, which are, of course, not verbatim, I do not remember a single thing he said, but I have never forgotten the sacrificial thing he did. The speaker was the famous educator, Dr. John H. Finley, later president of the University of New York and now Associate Editor of the New York Times. 



Robbing God
A Chinese preacher, speaking of robbing God, used this illustration: "It came to pass that a man went to market with a string of seven coins. Seeing a beggar who asked for alms, he gave the poor man six of the coins and kept one for himself. The beggar, instead of being thankful, followed the good man and stole the seventh coin also. What an abominable wretch! Yes, and would you, to whom God has given six days, steal the seventh also?"—The Presbyterian. 



Sunday—Then and Now

Seventy-five years ago, de Toqueville, a French statesman, visited these shores. The most impressive thing to him was the way the people observed Sunday. Writing about it he said: "I never saw the like. I went over to America and I found a people who on one day every week closed the gateways of their traffic, left the hammer unused upon their anvil, drew chains across the streets where the churches were and where worship was going on,—a whole people resting and worshiping God." One wonders what de Toqueville would write now of the conditions in a great portion of our land today.—Sunday School Times.


Her Own Day
A little princess' recovery from a dangerous illness was the occasion of setting apart a special day of quiet thanksgiving by the king, in which none of the peasants were to stir from their homes. Slipping unobserved from the castle with a basket under her arm, the little princess went among the peasants, distributing her gifts among the needy. A strange guard halted her, and in a gruff voice said, "Don't you know this is the special thanksgiving day, when no one is allowed on the streets?" She turned in childish glee, exclaiming, "Yes, but I am the princess, and this is my day."—Sunday School Chronicle. 



A Parable

A parable tells of seven brothers who lived together. Six worked and the seventh cared for the house, having the meals ready and the house bright for his brothers in the evening. But the six said the seventh must work, too. So in the evening they returned home and found the house dark and no meal prepared. Then they saw how foolish they had been, and quickly restored the old way. Sunday is a day among the seven which provides light, comfort and good for the others. If it is driven out to work, the other days will miss its bless​ing.—Selected.
Value of Worship 

Friend and foe of the Church have sensed the value of worship. Emerson said: "Religious worship is the most important single function of any people." Voltaire said: "I despair of destroying religion while millions meet together for worship on the first day of each week." 

"The Church and the Lord's Day are of vital necessity in the development of the religious life. Without these the whole community would soon become a pagan community, where all spiritual life would disappear and a godless materialism would triumph. Property and life would not be safe if the Lord's Day and the Church were blotted out. Nothing could be more vital to the advance of pure religion than the nourishing of the spirit of worship."—Dr. Charles L. Goodell. 


"Let Glasgow Flourish"

Christian people generally, will approve the decision of the Administration Committee of the Glasgow Exhibition to keep it closed on the Lord's Day. There will, of course, always be those who protest against the decision and see in it nothing but the action of narrow-minded bigots. "The opening of the Empire Exhibition at Glasgow on the Lord's Day would be an unwise and retrograde step," states a protest against tile proposal to open the exhibition on Sunday afternoons and evenings, signed by eminent members of the Church of Scotland. The decision is in keeping with the best traditions of Scotland and of Glasgow itself. The words we have placed as the title for this editorial constitute the motto of the city. The exhibition will lose nothing by remaining faithful to the Word and closing its gates on Sunday.—The Evangel. 



Better than "Back to Nature"

A friend of Lord Napier said, "I do not see any harm in a man's spending a few hours at work in his flower garden on Sunday. It seems to me that he might gain great good from it." His lordship replied, "Yes, but when a man begins in his flower garden he is likely to end in his potato patch." The cravings of man's threefold nature which assert themselves on Sunday are not for nature but for God. And blessed is the man who uses the day to get back to God instead of back to nature.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


Morbus Sundayitis

There is a disease that is worse and more deadly than smallpox. It is diagnosed by the spiritual as "Morbus Sundayitis." It is a disease which afflicts most church people. The symptoms vary but never affect the appetite. It never lasts more than twenty-four hours. No physician is ever called. It always proves fatal to the soul. It is very prevalent and destroys thousands every year. The attack comes upon them suddenly every Sunday morning.

No symptoms are evidenced on Saturday night. The attack comes about nine o'clock Sunday morning. Usually the sufferer has enjoyed a very good night's sleep, eats a hearty breakfast, but about church time the attack comes upon him with sudden severity. It continues until morning services are over and then seems to abate long enough for him to eat a large dinner. In the afternoon the sufferer seems to be much better and often goes out for a motor ride, game of golf or some other form of exercise.

Morbus Sundayitis never seems to affect the eyes, for the patient seems to be able to thoroughly enjoy the Sunday paper. About supper time he gets another attack that seems to last until church services are over. On Monday he awakes refreshed and does not have another attack until the following Sunday. 

Remedy: one large dose, "Awake, thou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall give thee light" (Eph. 5:14).—Evangelical Christian.


Sunday Breaking

A story is told of the early days of Queen Victoria's reign which illustrates the tenacity with which she held to obedience to what she believed to be the Divine requirement. 

Late one Saturday night one of the ministers arrived at Windsor. "I have brought down for your majesty's inspection," said he, "some documents of great importance. But as I shall be obliged to trouble you to examine them in detail, I will not encroach upon the time of your majesty tonight, but will request your attention tomorrow morning." 

"Tomorrow morning!" repeated the queen; "tomorrow will be Sunday, my lord." 

"True, your majesty, but the business of the state will not admit of delay." 

"I am aware of that," replied the queen, "and as your lordship could not have arrived earlier at the palace tonight I will, if the papers are of such pressing importance, attend to their contents tomorrow morning after Divine service." Next morning the queen and the court went to church, and so did the noble lord, and the subject of the sermon was, "The rest day: its duties and obligations." After the service the queen inquired, "How did your lordship like the sermon?" 

"Very well, indeed, your majesty," was the answer of the nobleman. 

"Well, then," said the queen, "I will not conceal from you that last night I sent the clergyman the text from which he preached. I hope we shall all be improved by the sermon." It is needless to add that the state papers went over till Monday morning.—Selected. 



Six Working Days Enough

Sidney Cooper, R.A., was once asked. "Do you paint on Sundays?" "No," said he, "if I can't get my living in six days, I should not manage it in seven."—H. O. Mackay. 



Whose Spirit Was He In?

Speaking in London, Canon Ottley told the following story as illustrating some folks' idea of keeping the Sabbath. A Scotsman, one Sunday, went into his back yard to mend a barrow. The loud banging which accompanied the driving of the nails brought his wife to the door. "Donald, Donald," she cried, "what are ye about on the Sabbath?" "I tell ye, I must mend the barrow. I want to use it," answered her husband. "Ye must not," was her reply. "What'll the neighbor's say? Or if ye do, ye must use screws. It's the Lord's Day."—Sunday School Chronicle.


There's Only One Way to Rear a Family 

Nurture them in the chastening and admonition of the Lord.
Dwight Hillis conducted the funeral of a beautiful girl who had been killed in an automobile accident on the Lord's Day, while out for pleasure. As the fa​ther bade goodbye to the loved form, he turned to his friends and said in a choking voice: "We have spent our Sunday playing golf or automobiling. Our children have followed our example and have outstripped us. My son has disgraced me, my daughter is dead. I tell you there is only one way to rear a family, and that is in the Sunday School and the church. I know what I am talking about."—United Presbyterian.
Misunderstanding the Lord's Day

"In one of the English coal mines there is what the miners call a Sundaystone. Water charged with lime trickles through the rocks, and, as it falls, makes a deposit of pure white limestone. All the week, when the miners are at work, the dust flying about gets mixed with the lime in the water, and the stone is coal-black in color. But when the Sabbath comes, and the whirring coal dust settles, then the clean limewater drips upon the stone leaving it, as it trickles off, pure white. Regularly each week the stone shows a streak of white marking the miners' day of rest. God's day ought to be kept holy, so that each tired soul may forget the week's dark hours, and in the act of true worship find sins washed away." This incident is given here to show what mistaken ideas Christian people may have about the Lord's Day. What an unspeakably low, unscriptural thought that we must necessarily get dirtied up with sin during the week, and then once a week get clean again!—Sunday School Times. 



From the Sufferer's Viewpoint

George M. Mackie, in an article in the Sunday School Times, told the following: Some time ago when studying this incident (Mark 3:1-5) in the Hebrew New Testament with a class of Jewish schoolboys, I asked them what they thought about Christ's action. One boy said that as the man's infirmity had like​ly been of long standing, he could easily have waited one day more. Another said it would have saved trouble if Jesus had deferred the cure until the next day. A third maintained that there had been no infringement of the Sabbath law because the act of healing had not involved any manual operation. Finally the discussion was broken up by the question of a blind boy of the class—What would you have preferred if you had had the withered hand?—The King's Business. 



A Jew's Challenge to Christians

"I love your English Sunday, your Christian Sabbath, and should be very sorry to see it pass away. If a Jew may be pardoned for making this suggestion to Christians, let me say this: If you sacrifice the Sunday you have been brought up to respect, you will lose something you will be sorry for the whole of your lives." This was the comment made in the Council Chamber at Middlesbrough by Mr. Jules Reubens, a local member, who is a cinema proprietor. Mr. Reubens was speaking against a resolution for Sunday opening of picture houses.—Christian Herald (London). 



When Kings Defy God

There is a story told in Benjamin Franklin's autobiography of a clergyman who was ordered to read the proclamation issued by Charles I, bidding the people to return to sports on Sundays. To the congregation's amazement and horror, he did read the Royal edict in church, which many clergy had refused to do. But he followed it with the words, "Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy," and added, "Brethren, I have laid before you the commandment of your king and the commandment of your God. I leave it to you to judge which of the two ought rather to be observed."—Christian Herald. 



A Hindu's Observation

During the last war an Indian maharaja, conversing with an American, asked him: "Do you know why God is punishing the Christians by letting them fight and destroy each other as they are?" Answering his own question he then said: "If I paid as little attention to my religion as most Christians paid to theirs, I would expect God to punish me." Then the Hindu prince explained that though less than one per cent of the officials in his employ were British, yet for their sake he kept all his offices closed on Sunday, and had built two Christian churches, that they might have both time and place for worship. But he went on to say that services were held only about once in three months. "What do they do on Sunday?" he asked. "They go hunting, boating, tennising, racing, playing cards. If you ask me why God is punishing the Christian nations, I think that there you have the answer." There is a Hindu for you on the subject of the Christian and the Lord's Day.—Sunday School Times. 



"The Sinners' Parade"

Two young men, seated in the early morning train on Monday, were speaking of how tired they were, more than on Saturday night. One related having driven to the shore in his new car, and said, "Never again for me!" "Have trouble?" the other asked. "No, but you know what that road is like on Sunday. At the height of the homecoming traffic there is a line of cars end to end, mile after mile, all the way across the state to the ferries—'the sinners' parade,' someone near me in a jam called it jeeringly. That phrase stuck in my mind. Of course they were not all sinners—no doubt there were preachers, church workers, and doctors on their various errands. Let's be charitable. But I can't get away from the thought of the noise. the dust, the un-Sabbath-like gayety and worldliness of the crowds, the many disabled cars and the one accident when several were seriously hurt. Don't think I am a coward," he continued, "that I am afraid of getting hurt physically. I can take my chances with the rest. But I am afraid of hurts that go deeper. I'm afraid to parade with the sinners when I ought to be in church with the saints."—Youth's Companion.
Lord's Supper Sermon Illustrations

It is a memorial of Christ's life and death.
It is a symbol of Christ's work.
It represents the union of all God's people; at the table of the Lord all human souls are on a level.
It represents the soul's constant dependence upon Christ for strength. Christ is the daily bread of life to the soul.
It represents the mystic union of Christ and his people; he lives in them and they in him.
The Lord's Supper is a special communion with Christ when, in a particular manner, he reveals himself to the believing heart.—Dr. Smith Baker


Dr. Charles R. Erdman lists the following as constituting the experiences of men and women at the table of the Lord:

It must be for us a time of retirement.
It is to be a time of communion.
It is to be a season of gratitude.
It is to be a time of hope.
It is to be a time of consecration.
It should be a time of humility.
It should be a time of new resolutions.



The mystery of this union with Christ puzzles many. It is an experience which can be lived and even illustrated, but never fully explained. The old colored man had the right answer for the man who said sarcastically, "You said Christ lived in you, and now you say you are in him. How can that possibly be?" The old negro said thoughtfully, "See this poker? I'll put it in the fire until it turns red. Now the fire's in the poker and the poker's in the fire."—King's Business 



No "Communion" Here
The writer witnessed several women seated in front of her in a large church take the bread as it was passed, then reach for their compacts and, regarding their mirrors, touch up their complexion, add rouge to their lips, then replace the compact to reach the Communion wine being extended toward them!—Mrs. Ralph Norton, in Moody Monthly. 


The Lord's Supper (1 Corinthians 11:26)

The Lord's table is like a great bridge, spanning the entire interval of the Church's history on earth. One end of it rests on the shame of the cross, the other is planted in the glory of the kingdom. This feast sustains a threefold relationship to the Christian: 

It is the Reminder of our Past Justification. 
It is the Source of our Present Sustenance in the new life.
It is the Pledge of our Future Blessedness and Glory. 

1. It is a Table of Remembrance (v. 24). 

2. It is a Table of Obedience—Take, eat, ... drink ye all of it" (v. 24). 

3. It is a Table of Self-examination (v. 28). 

4. It is a Table of Communion (I Cor. 10:16). 

5. It is a Table of Thanksgiving (v. 24). 

6. It is a Table of Confession (v. 26)

7. It is a Table of Expectation—"Till he come" (v. 26c). 

8. It is a Table of Hope for Israel also (Rom. 11:26).—George C. Needham. 


The Lord's Supper in a Concentration Camp 

Aatami Kuortti, a Lutheran pastor in Russia, was sentenced to ten years of hard labor in a concentration camp because of his refusal to become a spy for the government. A very large proportion of the prisoners were Christians, whose only offense was their Christian faith. One of the Finnish believers received a package from home, a little bread and a few apples. The first thing he thought of was that it would be possible now to celebrate the Lord's Supper. He proposed this to Pastor Kuortti. The pastor thought it impossible. "The guards would certainly interfere." "But it is all arranged," said Kajada. "I have already crushed the apple juice in a mug and the crusts will serve as communion bread. We can have the holy ordinance in the corner where my brother and I have our place, and the Russians if they see us will think we are drinking tea." "I gladly fell in with the proposal of the brethren. After repetition of Scripture, I blessed the bread and the mug of apple juice, and we ate the Lord's Holy Communion. The altar was but a dirty plank, and the pastor, as well as his flock, was in rags, yet we realized the presence of Christ."—Sunday School Times. 



Why We Should Partake

The quaint Scottish saint, "Rabbi" Duncan, was minister of a Perthshire parish. On one Communion Sunday, he observed a woman, troubled by lack of "assurance," passing the cup untasted. He stepped down, took the cup, and handed it back to her, saying in broad Doric: "Tak' it, woman, tak' it; it's for sinners."—David Smith, in British Weekly. 


"Nothing But the Blood"

Communion even for the cannibals (Luke 22:19). John G. Paton, missionary to the New Hebrides, in describing the first Communion service on the Island of Aniwa, says: 'The whole service occupied nearly three hours. The Islanders looked on with a wonder whose un​wonted silence was almost painful to bear. Many were led to inquire carefully about everything they saw, so new and strange. For the first time the Dorcas Street Sabbath School Teachers' gift from South Melbourne Presbyterian Church was put to use—a new communion service of silver. They gave it in faith that we would require it, and in such we received it. And now the day had come and gone! For three years we had toiled and prayed and taught for this. At the moment when I put the bread and wine into those dark hands, once stained with the blood of cannibalism but now stretched out to receive and partake the emblems and seal of the Redeemer's love, I had a foretaste of the joy of glory that well-nigh broke my heart to pieces. I shall never taste a deeper bliss till I gaze on the glorified face of Jesus Himself' (This wonderful service occurred on October 24, 1869).—From the Story of John G. Paton. 


A Bible Instead of Cutlass or Gun

A Nigerian missionary arrived at a Communion service in which four towns were combining, and heard an African addressing the crowded church in a preparatory meeting as follows: "I cannot tell you the gladness that is in my heart today. As I walked along the path with the other members from my town I saw that each man held in his hand his Testament and his hymn-book. No man carried a cutlass or a gun. No man walked with fear; every man with faith in you. And yet it is but four years ago that no man from my town would have walked through your town without a cutlass in his hand, and even then he would not have walked alone. Nor would any man from your town have come unarmed through ours. What is the reason for this difference? At that time we worshiped the same gods as you did. Today we worship the same God as you do, but the God we worship today is the God of peace. We have learned that He is our Father, and that we are brothers."—Bishop of Croydon.
The Real Absence 

A speaker, in commenting on the words of the institution of the Lord's Supper—"This do in remembrance of me," calls attention to the fact that here there is a real absence and not a "real presence"; that we are to recall Christ's former presence and await His coming ("till He come").—Sunday School Times. 



Whom She Needed

A lady was lying dangerously ill. A clergyman had been sent for, and he gave her the sacrament, but it failed to give her peace. After the minister had left, the sufferer turned to the occupant of the bed nearest her own, and said sadly, "I thought it would have done me more good." The other, an earnest Christian lady, quickly replied, "Ah, you don't want it; you want Him!"—The King's Business.


Dear Lord! while we adoring pay
Our humble thanks to Thee; 
May every heart with rapture say,—
"The Savior died for me!"—Anne Steele


Too soon we rise, the symbols disappear;
The feast though not the love, is past and gone; 
The bread and wine remove, but Thou art here,
Nearer than ever!—Bonar


It is related of the Duke of Wellington, that once when he remained to take the sacrament at his parish church, a very poor old man went up the opposite aisle, and reaching the communion table, knelt down close by the side of the duke. Someone came and touched the poor man on the shoulder, and whispered to him to move further away, or to rise and wait until the duke had received the bread and wine. But the eagle eye and the quick ear of the great commander caught the meaning of that touch and that whisper. He clasped the old man's hand and held him, to prevent his rising, and in a reverent undertone, but most distinctly, said—"Do not move, we are all equal here."—Selected
Lost Sermon Illustrations

James W—, British financier and reputed millionaire; who had owned a yacht and racing stud; entertained royalty, and had made as much as three million dollars in one day, died by his own hand, practically a ruined man. 

Before he brought his life to a close he wrote a letter which was published in the British press, and laid bare the truth without any false coloring, of what this world really is. 

He had tasted all that this life could give and now records his verdict in the truest sermon ever preached by mortal man. Hear what he says 

"On the last day of my life, before my eyes, my brain unwinds the film of the past. In quick succession episode after episode unwinds, and 1 can now judge that life today is nothing but a human cauldron of greed, lust and power. Gone are the nice feelings and contentment, and in their place is a roaring, hectic existence."

He draws aside the curtain and shows us the world in its true character. "I have known," he says, "to have all you desire, and to have thousands waiting to eat out of your hand.... From this it must be agreed," he adds. "that I am entitled to an opinion on life." 

And what is that opinion? The opinion of the man who owned towns and had everything that the world could give! Wealth cannot satisfy. 

"Gone are the nice feelings and contentment." He knew that "money is the universal provider of everything but happiness; and a passport to everywhere but heaven." Bishop Ryle said, "Riches are uncertain comforts, but certain cares." 

"What shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?" (Mark 8:36). 

"To lose your health is much,
To lose your wealth is more,
To lose your soul is such a loss, 
That nothing can restore."—Gospel Herald.


Their Loss If Unacquainted

Privates Henry Pauch and Steve Obeda, inducted at Fort Sheridan, Ill.. came to Camp Wolters, Texas, in the same troop movement. For two months they were in the same platoon and slept in bunks not far apart. Then they swapped addresses. One lived at 2553 South Troy Street, Chicago, and the other at 2541, same street, same city. They were close neighbors, but strangers, for thirteen years—then got acquainted so far from home. But there is a stranger case of strangership than theirs—one which should provoke tears, not smiles. 

We tread God's earth and breathe His air, yet multitudes are total strangers to Him. One might remain a stranger to his neighbor and not suffer any great loss, though neighborliness carries its own reward. But it is impossible to re​main a stranger to our Lord and not suffer eternal loss.—Now.


Unheeded Warning

A tourist in Scotland some years ago, unacquainted with the nature of the coast, wandered along a path, which is only safe at low tide. Delighted with the seascape, he watched with admiration the huge waves breaking on the shore, and gazed with awe at the precipitous rocks towering above him, and so entranced was he with his surroundings, he did not notice that the sea was gradually encroaching on his pathway. 

A native, observing from the lofty cliffs this stranger, evidently unaware of danger, descended as far as he was able with safety, and drew his attention by a loud "hulloo," and said: "If you pass this spot, you lose your last chance. The tide is rising, already the beach you have traveled is covered, and the waters are nearing the foot of the cliffs before you. By this path alone can you escape." 

The warning went unheeded, for the tourist thought he was able to make the turn in the road before the sea reached the cliff, but he misjudged the distance, and soon saw with alarm the danger of his position. He turned back, but alas! the sea had already cut off his way of escape. He looked at the cliffs, which were inaccessible, the waters were at his feet. He sought higher ground, but to no purpose. At last a projecting rock was seen. He reached it but the relentless waves came on. They reached him inch by inch, until they reached his neck. He uttered one despairing cry for help, but none was near. The waters covered this victim of self-confidence. He neglected the warning and perished. 

"There is a time we know not when, 
A point we know not where, 
That marks the destiny of men 
For glory or despair."—Gospel Herald.


Tragic—But Not the End

She was a young woman. She loved her husband. He died. She was lonely and disconsolate. She hired an airplane and placed in the fuel tank enough gasoline to take her far into the air and to sea. When the gas was consumed she would plunge into the sea and that would end her sad and lonely life. No one could trace her or find her. This must not be called suicide—this she insisted. It was just her way out; it was her exit. The newspapers and columnists com​mented on this tragic flight into what they called the "unknown." But there is no "unknown" to God, to whom all things are known (Psa. 139:7-12) Her body is in the sea, but this does not mean extinction, for the sea will give up its dead (Rev. 20:13). This woman who flew to the sea by way of the air did not find her husband. On the other hand, the Christian will enjoy reunion, and will be "caught up ... to meet the Lord in the air" (I Thes. 4:17). What the crazed mind of humankind needs is the Word of the Lord; all else is helpless.—The Wonderful Word.


Why Be Lost?
When the Squalus crew realized they had taken their last dive and that they were lying helpless at the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean 240 feet below the surface, they sent up smoke flares and a buoy. Would one of the sister ships find them, and if so could they be rescued? Their help must come from above, and in agonizing silence they waited. 

Within an hour after that fatal dive the submarine Sculpin set out in search. In a few hours the red smudge was found, then the buoy. But 24 hours passed before actual rescue work could be started. A giant 10-ton diving bell dipped and rose again and again, each time taking several men alive from those awful depths, until all 33 men who were alive in the submarine had been rescued. 

When that huge diving bell came for the Squalus crew not one sailor refused to be rescued, but all gladly accepted the way to safety. Will you not today accept God's way of salvation for you?—Good News Tract.
Voltaire's Valedictory

It is reported that the brilliant, witty Frenchman Voltaire, who scorned the light of divine truth, when death was in prospect, exclaimed, "Now for a fearful leap in the dark."—Sunday School Times. 



The Derelict

Buffeted by temperamental winds—tossed by angry waves—the derelict ship moves across the waters of the midnight sea. No steady hand at the wheel determines her course . . . no compass points her port. She is only a battered hulk, biding her time upon the waves until the elements send her at last to the burial ground of forgotten ships. 

Once a useful vessel bearing her cargo, fulfilling her intended destiny—now only a broken wreck drifting to her inevitable doom! 

Saddest of all dramas enacted upon the seas is that of the derelict. There is nothing beautiful about her. Forlorn she seems, somehow, with her ragged sails tossed to the mercy of the winds. 

No longer is she fulfilling the purpose for which she was made. Never again will her helm swerve gently to the promptings of the wheel as she glides gracefully toward an appointed port The sound of voices—the pull of the ropes—all these are only vague hints of yesterdays which she will never know again. 



What is her story?

Perhaps a fever raged, taking one by one the members of her crew until now that battered hulk carries in its cabins a cargo of grim skeletons. Perhaps a storm threatened, and the men, unable longer to manage her in the raging seas, took to the lifeboats. 

We do not know...for ghost ships cannot speak. But this we do know...she is only a Derelict! 

Tomorrow she may be gone—"unwept unhonored, and unsung." No one will mark her end . no one will miss her And with her, into the graves of the sea will go the memories of windy capes and tortuous channels. The winds that made her wise will play a ghastly requiem over the waves which claim her, and then there will be only the stretchless sea again. The derelict will be forgotten. . . forever. 

Even as the sea's saddest tale is woven about the derelict ship adrift upon her bosom, so the saddest story written in the great Book of Life is that of the Derelict Soul. 

How often we pass them as we journey over the sea of life—ships that pass in the night—haunted souls attempting to guide their broken barques over waters which can only be safely navigated under the guidance of the Master Pilot. Souls which sway to the will of every wind which blows and every wave that tries their slender spars ... the Derelict Souls of Life! How pitiful they are! And how needlessly so!—War Cry! 



Preparation of Life's End

Life must be lived for its end. If we are to end it gloriously, we must live it worthily. Human fear leads many to hide death from their thoughts. This is neither sound sense nor realistic behavior. Refusing to think of it does not make death any the less potent. Only a fool lives in this kind of bluff. In the Middle Ages, when noblemen employed fools, or jesters, to amuse them, a certain man gave his valuable cane to his fool and told him that when he could find a greater fool he should bring it back to him. In due time the nobleman came to die and said farewell to his jester. "Where is your Lordship going?" asked the fool. "I am going to another world," was the reply. "And when shall you return?" "Oh, I am never to return." "No!" said the fool; "then has your Lordship made any preparation for the journey?" "Alas, I have not." "Then take back your cane," said the man, "for never could there be folly so great as that!" Exactly!—Gospel Herald. 



Stained With Human Blood 
Dr. George W. Truett tells of a funeral he was asked to conduct of a sixteen​year-old girl. Seeking information that would help him in his ministry of comfort, the mother told him: "Dr. Truett, she was our only child." "Yes, but you sorrow not as others that have no hope," said the minister. But the mother answered, "That is where the trouble is, we have no such hope. Our daughter was not a Christian." 

The mother wept bitterly while she continued her story. "While it is true that her father and I were both members of the church even before she was born, it is also true that our darling girl lying in that casket, never heard either of us pray. She was not converted, and we fear that she is lost and her blood will be upon us." Then she became hysterical in the thought of a lost daughter. 

Relating the incident later, Dr. Truett asked, "Who would dare say that her blood would not be upon them?" Father and mother both professing Christians. but had never prayed in their home! May God have mercy on children coming from such homes!—The Elim Evangel. 



Taking Good Care of the Clothes

Someone has illustrated the value of a soul with a modern parable in this striking manner. A householder took a trip into a far country and left with his servant a child and the child's clothes. After a while he returned and the servant said to him: "Sir, here are all the child's clothes. They are in excellent condition—clean and mended and pressed. But as for the child, I do not know where it is." So in the last day some will say: "Lord, here is my body—I have neglected nothing that belongs to it. It is strong and well and beautiful. But as for my soul. I have lost it."—The Presbyterian. 



Striking Contrasts

THE UNBELIEVER

1. Dead in sin (Eph. 2:1).

2. Under God's wrath (Eph. 2:3).

3.  Without God (Eph. 2:12).

4. Under condemnation (John 3:16).

5. Blinded by Satan (I1 Cor. 4:4)

6. A child of Satan (John 8:44).

7. Eternally lost (John 3:36).

8. Certain of hell (Rev. 21:8).

9. Awaiting judgment (Heb. 9:27). 

10. Solemnly warned (Rev. 20:15).

THE BELIEVER

1. Dead to sin (I Peter 2:24).

2. Saved from wrath (Rom. 5:9).

3. Near to God (Eph. 2:13).

4. Free from judgment (John 5:24).

5. No longer blind (II Cor. 3:16).

6. A child of God (Gal. 3:26).

7. Eternally saved (John 3:16).

8. Certain of heaven (II Tim. 4:18).

9. Awaiting glory (Titus 2:13).

10. Gloriously assured (I Pet. 1:3-5)

The signs of the times are making an impression on those who have hitherto been little inclined to observe them. The president of Union Theological Seminary, Dr. Coffin, declared in Carnegie Hall that "we live in a world which is falling to pieces internationally, racially, and industrially." Dr. Edmund Chaffee at the same meeting said: "A great sense of failure has come to all of us. God Himself has convicted us of sin. We have been glibly saying for years that this was a lost world, but the terrible truth of this statement has never been driven home to us. Now we know civilization for what it is,—spiritually hollow, cruel, blind, literally sliding toward hell. Unless Christ's Gospel is preached quickly, fearlessly, passionately, ours is a lost world. Even now it may be too late."—Sunday School Times. 



The Spurned Invitation

God invites you to the greatest happiness that can come to man in this world, and you say, "Excuse me." He invites you to a happy reunion with the loved ones whose faces faded away in the gloom of the grave, and you say "Excuse me." He invites you to a life of the noblest service any man can live, and you say, "Excuse me." And yet He has borne with you in patience and in love. Sometime He will take you at your word and say, "You are excused." and shut you out forever from His mercy and pardon.—W. E. Biederwolf. 


Who Does the Finding?
Yam Sing came from China to California and was brought to know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ. When examined before baptism concerning his experience of faith, someone asked him how he found Jesus. "I no find Jesus at all; He find me," was the answer from the converted man, an answer which was more than satisfactory to the questioner, and which showed that he had learned something of the love of Him who came to "seek and to save that which was lost."—S. S. Advocate. 



An Awful Vision

"I saw a Punjab brother convulsed and sobbing as if his heart would break. I went up to him, and said, 'The Blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us from all sin. A smile lit up his face, 'Thank God Sahib,' he cried, `but, oh! what an awful vision I have had! Thousands of souls in this land of India being carried away by the dark river of sin! They are in Hell now! Oh, to snatch them from the fire before it is too late!"—Selected. 



I'm Not Going That Way
Dr. J. Wilbur Chapman once told of a prodigal son who came home for his Christian mother's funeral. Beside the casket stood his father and sister. When the prodigal boy was urged to stop weeping and leave, the father said, "We'll see Mother again." The boy answered, "Yes, Dad, you and sister shall see her again, I know, but I shall not, for I'm not going that way." 

"Sad, sad, that bitter wail; 
Almost—but lost!"
Where will you spend eternity?—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


Lost in Sight of Home 
When the ill-fated ship, the Royal Charter, went down long years ago, it had toured the waters of the world, and had on board a distinguished company of passengers. They were to land finally on their return voyage in Liverpool. Great preparation was being made to welcome them. And yet, on that last night, just a few hours before they reached Liverpool, the ship caught fire, and sank to the depths of the sea, nearly all of the passengers drowning with the sinking ship. Only a few escaped to tell the terrible story. All Liverpool was agog with interest to welcome the people, not knowing of the sinking of the ship. Then, the few survivors came to shore, and told the awful story to the people. Then, the story had to be carried to the homes in Liverpool. Dr. W. M. Taylor was commissioned to carry the story of the sinking ship to one of his families, and tell wife and children that husband and father would never come back to his earthly home. The wife greeted him joyously at the door. "Oh, you have come at the right time! Husband is to be here in a few minutes!" And then she started back. Said she, "What on earth is it, Dr. Taylor? What has happened? Do not keep me in suspense." Taking her hand in his, he said, "Little woman, I am the bearer of evil tidings. The ship has gone down, just a little distance from the shore, and your husband is drowned there with the rest!" Her face turned pale with the whiteness of snow. She uttered one piercing cry and fell unconscious at his feet. This was her cry, "Oh, God, he got so near home, and yet will never come!"—George W. Truett.


Lost in the Church

"If our gospel be hid, it is hid to them that are lost" (II Cor. 4:3).

In an English village a Sunday school entertainment was being held in a small church. The place was crowded and in darkness as a stereopticon exhibition was being given. A knock at the door summoned an usher, who made his way to the front and announced, "Little Mary Jones is lost. Her family and the town officers have been searching everywhere for her. If anyone has seen her or knows of her whereabouts, will he please go to the door and communicate with the friend who is inquiring." No one moved and the lecturer went on with his address and pictures.

At the close, when the lights were turned on, a lady noticed Mary sitting on a front seat. Going over to her, she said, "Why, Mary, didn't you hear them inquiring for you? Why did you not let them know you were here?"

Surprised, the child asked, "Did they mean me? They said Mary Jones was lost. I am not lost. I knew where I was all the time; I thought it was some other Mary Jones."

She was lost in the church and did not know it. How many others are like her. They have a name that they live, but are dead. Though members of some local church, they have never seen their need of Christ, nor have they believed the message of the gospel.

Lost and Found Sermon Illustrations
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"I ain't losing any faith in human nature," said Uncle Eben, "but I kain't he'p noticin' dat dere's allus a heap mo' ahticles advertised 'Lost' dan dar is 'Found.'"



"What were you in for?" asked the friend.

"I found a horse."

"Found a horse? Nonsense! They wouldn't jug you for finding a horse."

"Well, but you see I found him before the owner lost him."



"Party that lost purse containing twenty dollars need worry no longer—it has been found."—Brooklyn Life.


A lawyer having offices in a large office building recently lost a cuff-link, one of a pair that he greatly prized. Being absolutely certain that he had dropped the link somewhere in the building he posted this notice:

"Lost. A gold cuff-link. The owner, William Ward, will deeply appreciate its immediate return."

That afternoon, on passing the door whereon this notice was posted, what were the feelings of the lawyer to observe that appended thereto were these lines:

"The finder of the missing cuff-link would deem it a great favor if the owner would kindly lose the other link."



CHINAMAN—"You tellee me where railroad depot?"
CITIZEN—"What's the matter, John? Lost?"
CHINAMAN—"No! me here. Depot lost."

Love Sermon Illustrations

In the Jewish temple and tabernacle there burned a lamp, a light of sacrifice that never went out. Day and night, summer and winter, it shed its soft and mystic glow within the holy place. In the temple of the life of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ there was a lamp, a light that never went out. The oil that supplied it was never exhausted. No scorn, no hostility, no hatred could ever quench it. It was the light of love. "Having loved his own ... he loved them unto the end." (John 13:1.)



Absalom had denied David, but when the father heard that his son was dead, his father's love covered all the boy's faults. Great love always does that, for love hopeth all things and believeth all things. A very distinguished clergyman who had a son, handsome and gifted like Absalom, but who, following his father into the ministry, brought reproach to the cause of Christ and immeasurable anguish to his father. The son was deposed from the ministry. Years afterward the father appeared before the synod of the church and pleaded with his brethren to restore the son to holy office. Those who were present describe the scene as the most moving and dramatic they had ever witnessed. The theologian, the wise counselor, the man who took thought for the church, the guardian of the honor of the cause—all these were gone, or forgotten for the moment, and only the father stood there pleading for his beloved son.

O love, love of fathers for sons, love of frail creatures of the dust for passing shadows like themselves, love that wilt not let any go without a tear, a sigh, a lamentation, by thine ever-burning flame thou dost teach us to read the noble characters which are writ large in human nature and, reading them, to think more highly of ourselves and hope more firmly in God!



A woman is married to a man who turns out to be, in the common saying, "no good." He is unfaithful, he is intemperate, shiftless, at times cruel, the very caricature of husband and father. All that he means to the woman is want, shame, dread, and pain. His irregularities reach their climax in some criminal act, and the man forfeits his liberty for a season and is confined within the walls of the penitentiary. To the world, outside of that woman, he ceases to exist. His own brothers and sisters disown him and only hope never to set eyes upon him again. His old friends forget him. The years slip by. The term of imprisonment is ended. He is discharged. The penitentiary gates open for him as he steps back into the world on a bleak winter's day; and there, like an angel of mercy, stands his wife, with open arms, to welcome him back to life again.

How can you account for it? Only thus: she loves him. Marvelous, august, enduring love! Love that beareth all things. Many waters of adversity cannot quench it, neither can all the raging floods of sin drown it.



In George Eliot's Scenes from Clerical Life there is a passage where she describes the grief of the rector, Amos Barton, over his departed wife. So keen was his distress that he felt as though her passing must be only a dream: "Oh, the anguish of that thought that we can never atone to our dead for the stinted affection we gave them, for the light answer we turned to their plaints or pleas, for the little reverence we showed to that sacred soul that lived so close to us and was the divinest thing that God had given us to know!"



In George Eliot's great book Silas Marner, the wounded, rebuffed, and finally embittered and God-rejecting old miser, coming into his cabin and mourning the loss of his hoard of gold, was stooping to push the logs together—when to his blurred vision it seemed as if there were gold on the floor in front of the hearth. He thought his gold had come back again. It was gold; but when he put out his hand to seize the metallic treasure, his hand touched the soft golden curls of a little child who had crawled from its dead mother's arms in the snow outside to the light of the fire. At first Silas thought it was his sister—whom as a child he had carried about in his arms, in the long ago—come back to him. "He had a dreamy feeling that this child was somehow a message come to him from that far-off'life; it stirred fibres that had not been moved for many a year, old quiverings of tenderness, old impressions of awe at the presentiment of some Power presiding over his life."

The golden-haired child had come— as many another child has come and will come—to lead the gloomy man out from his false self and back to his real self. He came to himself. But a little child led him. Do you wonder that when God came to seek and to save the lost, he came as a little child?



A great character was that man of storm and thunder, Andrew Jackson. Perhaps no man in American history ever received so much adulation and so much execration and malediction. When at length he retired to the Hermitage, near Nashville, to end his days, he had back of him the memory of the great victory over Wellington's veterans at New Orleans and his two terms as president of the United States. Yet, in those sunset days at the Hermitage, these were not the things of which he was thinking, nor were they the things which brought him comfort and consolation. Visitors at the Hermitage who entered his room relate how they would find the old man sitting before the fire, in one hand his Bible and in the other hand a miniature of his beloved Rachel. On her tomb, near the Hermitage, on a bright spring morning when the trees were white with blossoms and the mockingbirds sang in their branches, one can read the inscription which Jackson composed, his beautiful tribute to the companion of thirty-five years: "Here lie the remains of Mrs. Rachel Jackson, wife of President Jackson, who died the twenty-second of December, 1828. Age 61 years. Her face was fair, her person pleasing, her temper amiable, her heart kind. A being so gentle and so virtuous, slander might wound but could not dishonor. Even death, when he bore her from the arms of her husband, could but transport her to the bosom of her God."

What the old warrior took comfort in was not the huzzas of the multitude after his marvelous victory at New Orleans, nor the recollections of his eight years of absolute power at Washington, but rather the affections and devotions of his beloved Rachel. There, in the realm of the heart, and not in the realm of things, are to be found the abiding satisfactions of life.



On the third day of the Battle of Gettysburg, when the Union artillery had ceased firing, creating the mistaken impression among the Confederates that the Union guns had been silenced, the Confederate chief of artillery, Alexander, sent a message to Longstreet, who commanded the corps from which Pickett's division was taken for the famous charge. As soon as this message was received, Pickett sprang to his feet, and, looking toward Longstreet, said, "General, shall I go forward?" Unable to speak the order which he was convinced must end in disaster, Longstreet grasped Pickett by the hand and bowed his head. The next moment Pickett was on his horse and off at a gallop. But in a few minutes he came riding back to Longstreet and handed him a letter addressed to his fiancee at Richmond. On the back of the envelope he had written in pencil, "If Old Peter's [Longstreet's sobriquet] nod means death, good-by, and God bless you, little one."

As he went to the head of his lines again, Wilcox, another commander, rode up to him and, taking a flask from his pocket, said, "Pickett, take a drink with me. In an hour you will be in hell or glory." Pickett refused to drink, saying: "I promised the little girl who is waiting and praying for me down in Virginia that I would keep fresh upon my lips, until we should meet again, the breath of the violets she gave me when we parted. Whatever my fate, Wilcox, I shall try to do my duty like a man; and I hope that, by that little girl's prayer, I shall today reach glory or glory." Thus "for her sake," without the smell of whisky upon him, Pickett rode to glory.

Who can tell how much evil has been refrained from and how much good has been done for the love of a noble woman?

During the Civil War, Charles Sumner, commenting on the assault made on him by Preston S. Brooks in the Senate in 1851, said, "When I was assaulted in the Senate chamber in 1851, no one thought I would live. In the weary months of illness that followed, my thoughts were much on my unfinished fight against slavery. But in the midnight watches, my keenest heart-gnawing regret was that, if I were called away, I never had enjoyed the choicest experience of life, that no lips responsive to my own had said, I love you."



In his tale Mare Nostrum the Spanish novelist Ibanez makes the action center about an unworthy woman whose better nature has been aroused by the affection of her lover. She shows the awakening of her better self by an endeavor to avoid him and to persuade him to set his affections upon one more worthy. So the mistress of this world has, as it were, moments of compunction and conscience, when she repels men from her embrace and tells them to set their affections higher—to seek first the Kingdom of God. This is a truth, beautifully stated in the First Epistle of John (2:15, 17), and also echoed and confirmed in the experience of mankind: "Love not the world, neither the things that are in the world. . . . The world passeth away, and the lust thereof: but he that doeth the will of God abideth for ever."



God's Love

Could we with ink the ocean fill,
Were the whole sky of parchment made; 
Were every stalk on earth a quill
And every man a scribe by trade; 
To write the love of God above
Would drain the ocean dry;
Nor could the scroll contain the whole,
Though stretch'd from sky to sky.—Meir Ben Isaac Nehorai (Adapted Modern Version)
(John 3. 16; Tit. 3. 4)



A preacher went one day, 'tis said, 
To see a neighbour's vane;
Beneath the weathercock he read 
A motto clear and plain—
Writ just above was 'God is Love.' 
Said he unto his friend,
'How reads this sign?
Can Love divine
Like changing weather, wet or fine, 
On varying winds depend?'

'Not so', quote he. This outward form
The Gospel shall proclaim;
In days of calm or days of storm,
God's Love is still the same;
Nor has it ceased though winds blow East; 
Wherever we may rove,
Should winds blow North, South, East, or West, 
Love always gives the very best,
And God is always Love.'—Phyllis Skene
(1 John 3. 1; 4. 8)



Love has a hem to its garment
That touches the very dust;
It can reach the stains of the streets and lanes, 
And because it can, it must.

(Tit. 3. 3-5)



John 3. 16:

For God so loved the world'—Heaven's brightest beam.

`That He gave His only-begotten Son'—Earth's greatest theme. 

`That whosoever believeth in Him should not perish'—God's simplest scheme.

`But have everlasting Life'—Life's purest stream.

Dr. Jewett writes on this verse, John 3. 16:

`The biggest thing with which the mind can cope is the infinite love of God. All the explorations of eternity will never reach a limit in its unsearchable wealth. The biggest thing you and I will ever know is the love of God in Jesus Christ our Lord.

`A diamond is "of the first water" when it is without flaw or taint of any kind. Love can be degraded by the taint of jealousy: it can be debased by the taint of envy: it can be vulgarized by a strain of carnal passion.

`The test of purity is the Revelation of the Love of God. Its brilliance is its holiness. "God is Light and in Him is no darkness at all". There is nothing shady, nothing questionable, nothing compromising in God's love. Its brilliance is "of the first water". The dazzling whiteness of eternal Light and eternal Love is God's holiness.

`Sunbeams can move among sewage and catch no defilement. The holy love of God ministers in the deepest depths of the human mind, is deeper than sorrow, deeper than 'death, deeper than sin.

"God's love imparts its own loveliness until one day we shall be altogether lovely.'

(John 3. 16; 1 John 3. 1, 16)



During the time that Handley Moule was Bishop of Durham, a very serious colliery disaster took place, and the man of God, Bible in hand, went to the pithead to endeavour to comfort the sorrowing wives, mothers and sisters, and other relatives who, gathered there, were weeping and mourning the loss of their loved ones. Almost at a loss for words to express his deep sorrow and sympathy in such tragic circumstances, he opened his Bible, and the bookmark fell out. As he picked it up, the Holy Spirit gave him the message for those passing through deep sorrow. On it was worked in silken threads the text 'GOD IS LOVE'. On one side the words stood out lovely and clear, but the other side showed a mass of tangled threads. Holding up the wrong side, with the tangled threads first, he showed it to the weeping relatives and said, 'This disaster, with the sorrow and loss it brings you, is like these tangled threads. It is unintelligible to you: you cannot understand it. But look,' he said, turning the other side so that all could see, 'like everything in our lives that we cannot understand, it tells that "God is Love".'

(Rom. 8. 28, 38, 39; 1 John 4. 8) 



Love ever gives, forgives, outlives;
And ever stands with open hands; 
And while it lives, it gives,
For this is love's prerogative
To give, and give, and give.

(John 3. 16; 2 Cor. 9. 15)

Love of Jesus

From off the throne eternal He came to earth below—
From off the throne eternal He came to bear our woe,
He came to scorn and hatred, He came to shame and loss,
He came to be a victim, to die on Calvary's cross—
To die alone in darkness, with none His grief to share
(And though He looked for sympathy, no sympathy was there)
Alone, amid the darkness He died for you and me;
Oh! the mighty love of Jesus, it could not greater be.
Tell me of earth no longer, tell me of earth no more—
The mighty love of Jesus has made my heart run o'er;
Oh, it is all so wondrous, it doth my thoughts confound-
] can but bow and worship with reverence profound.
That He should leave the glories of that bright home on high,
For me to come and suffer, for me, for me to die—
Is love beyond all measure, unbounded, full and free;
Oh! the wondrous love of Jesus, it could not greater be.
My heart and my affections how can I now retain?
Oh! how can I but love Him Who once for me was slain.
Ah no! I could not, would not, my love for Him deny—
For Him Who came to suffer—for me, for me to die.
This love I cannot measure—'tis love that has no end-
'Tis love that all things earthly completely doth transcend;
Eternal, untreated, unmeasured, full and free; 
Oh! the mighty love of Jesus, it could not greater be.
A never-failing fountain is the precious love of Christ—
Its overflowing fullness hath my yearning heart sufficed;
A depth without a bottom, a sea without a shore, 
Where my thirst has all been quenched, to wake again no more;
Or if it wakes,'tis only to drink again more deep 
From that never-failing fountain, whose waters upward leap.
—So great, so vast, so mighty, unmeasured, full and free
Oh, the deep, sweet love of Jesus that satisfieth me.—John Macdonald
(Gal. 2. 20; Rom. 8. 35; Eph. 5. 2, 25; 1 John 4. 19)



Can you count me the leaves of the forest trees
Or the sand on the sea-washed shore,
Or the flowers bedecking the fragrant leas,
Or the grain in the harvest store?
If you can, then I'll tell you His love to me
Who died for my sins on Calvary's tree. 

Can you count me the locks of glossy hair
On the blooming, youthful head?
Can you count me each particular star
That shines when the day is sped?
If you can, then I'll tell you His love to me
Who died for my sins on Calvary's tree?

Can you count me the blades of grass that grow
In the meadows all around,
Or the sparkling, glittering drops of dew 
At the sun's uprising found?
But you cannot, and oh! I cannot tell 
The depths of His love to me
Who died for my sins on Calvary's tree. 

(John 15. 13; Gal. 2. 20; Eph. 5. 2)



Impelling Love

In 'Assembly Annals' Dr. H. A. Cameron relates the following incident:

`Over in Scotland it used to be the custom in the time of harvest for the women in farming districts to help in making and binding the sheaves after the mower had cut down the grain. On one occasion, a mother named Hannah Lamond, offered her services in that time of labor and to make the work easier took with her her little child, thinking that she could place it safely within easy reach where she could look at it now and then. But, busily occupied as everyone was, the reapers did not notice that an eagle which had its nest on a nearby mountain, had swooped down and snatched the sleeping child from its little bed among the sheaves, and carried it off, flying with its talons firmly fixed in the child's clothing. However, it had not risen far when the anguished cry went up: 'The eagle has taken awa' Hannah Lamond's bairn.'

`Consternation took hold of the men and women, and in their commotion they ran as rescuers to the foot of the rock where high up the eagle had its eyrie, and to which it had transported the child to become food for its eaglets. Some of the men made a valiant effort to scale the face of the rock but unable to get a footing they fell back defeated, and it seemed a hopeless task to recover the bairn before it would be destroyed by the eagle and torn to pieces. Among the men there was a sailor accustomed to climbing places where there was but little foothold, and he did his best to ascend that precipitous cliff, but after a vigorous endeavor he also gave up the attempt and acknowledged himself beaten. The people were frantic, yet helpless, and the child's case seemed absolutely hopeless.

`But who is this that now essays to do what all others had failed to accomplish? It is Hannah Lamond. Impelled by mother love she begins to ascend that vertical rock, and bit by bit, here and there finding a little projection upon which to place her foot, she gradually rises away from the plain, and at last accomplishes the seemingly impossible by reaching the eagle's nest. There the bird of prey with flapping wings and powerful beak, tries to beat her back and keep its victim, now lying in the nest among the eaglets, but, desperate though the bird's efforts are, they are not equal to the courage and determination of the mother of the child as she rescues it from death and destruction.

She now begins the more perilous descent, more difficult far than the first journey, and, marvellous to tell, she comes back as surely if not as swiftly as before. And great is the rejoicing among her friends, as they welcome her returning safe and sound from her heroic and dangerous and valorous task, another proof that "love will find a way" where everything else fails.'

(John 15. 13; Rom. 5. 6-8; Gal. 2. 20)



Love is the true Economist:
She breaks the box and gives her all,
Yet not one precious drop is missed
Since on His head and feet they fall.
Love is the truest Providence,
Since beyond time her gold is good;
Stamp'd o'er man's mean three hundred pence 
With Christ's 'She hath done what she could.' 

(Mark 14. 3-9; John 14. 15)

Sacrificial Love

He gave His back to the smiters, the gentle Son of Man;
Then the smiters smote till their work was done, 
And the thornless field was ploughed so deep 
That a golden sheaf of life I reap;
'He gave Himself for Me.'

He gave His brow to the thorn-crown, the mighty Prince of Peace;
Then they soiled His face, and they bowed their knees
To the kingliest King Whose love so strong 
Fills my heart with joy, my lips with song; 
`He gave Himself for me.'

He gave His side to the spear-thrust, the Holy Son of God;
Then they stabbed Him deep, till water and blood 
Flowed out in the stream, whose cleansing grace 
Makes sinners meet for the heavenly place; 
'He gave Himself for me.'

He gave His heart to the judgment, the sinless Judge of all;
Then the wrath of man and the wrath of God 
Broke out in the storm that raged until
My debt was paid—my shameful bill;
'He gave Himself for me.'—A. C. Rose
(Isa. 50. 6; Lam. 1. 12; Gal. 2.20; 1 John 4. 10)



The following verses were written by Sir Cecil Arthur Spring-Rice on Jan. 12, 1918, his last night as British Ambassador in Washington, U.S.A.

I owe to thee, my country,
All earthly things above,
Entire and whole and perfect,
The service of my love,
The love that asks no questions,
The love that stands the test,
That lays upon the altar
The dearest and the best;
The love that never falters,
The love that pays the price,
The love that makes, undaunted,
The final sacrifice.

And there's another country 
I've heard of long ago,
Most dear to them that love her, 
Most great to them that know. 
We may not count her armies, 
We may not see her King;
Her fortress is a faithful heart, 
Her pride is suffering.
And soul by soul, and silently, 
Her shining bounds increase, 
And all her ways are gentleness, 
And all her paths are peace.

(2 Cor. 5. 14, 15; Phil. 3. 20, 21; Heb. 11. 15, 16)



Wonderful Love

Arriving at Chester at 2 a.m. on a cold winter's night, after a rough passage across the Irish Channel, I found I should have five or six hours to wait before the train would arrive to take me the rest of my journey.

The station is a dreary place to wait in at this hour, and season. It is cold, desolate, and terribly draughty, being open from end to end, and not a terminus. I went to the waiting-room and found an old porter, apparently the only man left on the premises at that hour, sweeping out the room. I could not help noticing his face, as it had such a happy, patient look.

`Are you here all night?' I said.

`For many, many years, sir, I've been on night duty here; but I'm almost worn out now.'

`It must be very cold for you, you don't look very strong.'

No, sir, I'm not, and I'm almost racked to death with the rheumatics, but oh, sir, I've had such a blessed time this night, although the cold has gone right through my old bones.'

Curious to know, and but half suspecting the old porter's source of comfort, I said that there was not much comfort in being frozen to death with cold.

'Oh! sir,' said the old man, his face all lighting up, 'it is not that, but what I've been a-thinking of before you came in was that blessed Jesus; and what love it was of Him to go and take a body that could feel, and go through all His sorrow and suffering down here that He might be able to understand all my cold and pain this night, while He's up there in Heaven. I know His feeling for me, and He knows and understands all I suffer; and when I think of Him a-feeling for me and loving me up there, I seem as if I didn't half mind the pain. Oh! 'tis a wonderful thing—His love—isn't it, sir?'

Through God's mercy I was enabled to share my fellow-pilgrim's enjoyment of the Good Shepherd's love, and a happy time we spent together talking of the One dear to both our hearts.—Dr. A. T. Schofield 
(Gal. 2. 20; Heb. 2. 18; 4. 15)



Love's Language

In his Child's History of England, Charles Dickens tells the following interesting story:

This is the romance of the father and mother of Thomas a Becket who, for asserting and maintaining that the power of the clergy was superior to the king's power, was murdered by the knights of Henry II in Canterbury Cathedral of which he was Archbishop.

Gilbert Becket, Thomas A Becket's father, a London merchant, made a pilgrimage to the Holy Land and was taken prisoner by a Saracen lord who had one fair daughter. She fell in love with him and told him she wanted to marry him, and was willing to become a Christian if they could escape to a Christian country. He returned her love till he found an opportunity to escape with his servant Richard, and returned to England. Then he forgot the fair Saracen maiden.

But the Saracen lady had not forgotten Gilbert. She left her father's house in disguise to follow him and made her way to the coast. The merchant had taught her two English words, 'London' and 'Gilbert'. She went among the ships, saying again and again the same word 'London'. Sailors showed her a ship bound for London, and she paid her passage with some of her jewels and arrived in London.

As the merchant was sitting one day in his office, Richard, his servant, came running in, saying, 'Master! there is the Saracen lady. As I live, she is going up and down calling "Gilbert! Gilbert!”' The merchant saw her in the crowd and went to her. She saw him and fainted in his arms. Soon after they were married.

'Tis love that makes our willing feet
In swift obedience move. 
When, free from envy, scorn, and pride,
Our wishes all above, 
Each can his brother's failing hide,
And show a brother's love! 
Love is the golden chain that binds
The happy souls above; 
And he's an heir of heaven that finds
His bosom glow with love.—Selected


"Cultivate a spirit of love," counsels Rowland Hill. "Love is the diamond among the jewels of the believer's breastplate. The other graces shine like the precious stones of nature with their own peculiar lustre and various hues, but the diamond is white. Now in white all the colors are united; so in love is centered every other grace and virtue. "Love is the fulfilling of the Law."—Selected


Discerning Love

"That your love may abound ... in all discernment" (Phil. 1:9, literal translation).

Lack of discernment often accounts for the failure of those in the pew to realize the full import of unsound teaching from the pulpit.

A brilliant modernistic preacher, who had pleased his audience with flowery oratory and beautiful perorations, as he discoursed glibly of the importance of breadth of view and the danger of bigoted opinions, was bidding farewell to his congregation as he was about to leave them for a new parish. One of his young men approached him and said, "Pastor, I am so sorry we are losing you. Before you came I was one who did not care for God, man, or the devil, but through your delightful sermons, I have learned to love them all!" This is mere sentimentality—not discerning love.



Love is an insane desire on the part of a chump to pay a woman's board-bill for life.



MR. SLIMPURSE—"But why do you insist that our daughter should marry a man whom she does not like? You married for love, didn't you?"

MRS. SLIMPURSE—"Yes; but that is no reason why I should let our daughter make the same blunder."



MAUDE—"Jack is telling around that you are worth your weight in gold."
ETHEL—"The foolish boy. Who is he telling it to?"
MAUDE—"His creditors."



RICH MAN—"Would you love my daughter just as much if she had no money?"
SUITOR—"Why, certainly!"
RICH MAN—"That's sufficient. I don't want any idiots in this family."



'Tis better to have lived and loved
Than never to have lived at all.—Judge.


May we have those in our arms that we love in our hearts.



Here's to love, the only fire against which there is no insurance.



Here's to those that I love;
Here's to those who love me;
Here's to those who love those that I love.
Here's to those who love those who love me.



It is best to love wisely, no doubt; but to love foolishly is better than not to be able to love at all.—Thackeray.


Mysterious love, uncertain treasure,
Hast thou more of pain or pleasure!
Endless torments dwell about thee:
Yet who would live, and live without thee!—Addison.


O, love, love, love!
Love is like a dizziness;
It winna let a poor body
Gang about his biziness!—Hogg.


Let the man who does not wish to be idle, fall in love.—Ovid.


The philosopher calmly defined the exact difference between life and love:
"Life is just one fool thing after another: love is just two fool things after each other."



The little girl came in tears to her mother.

"God doesn't love me," she sobbed.

"Of course, God loves you," the mother declared. "How did you ever come to get such an idea?"

"No," the child persisted, "He doesn't love me. I know—I tried Him with a daisy."

Love for Christ Sermon Illustrations

"I Love Him Too"
An old countryman, visiting London for the first time in his life, went into one of the great picture galleries to look around. Presently he came to a wonderful painting of the Lord Jesus Christ hanging upon the Cross. He stopped before it, and as he gazed at the picture a great love for the One who hung there flooded his heart. "Bless Him!" he said, aloud. "I love Him! I love Him!" 

Others in the gallery heard the old man's words, and seeing the tears trickling down his old furrowed cheeks, as he stood beside the picture, hat in hand, forgetful of all else, were touched, and stopped before the picture, too. Presently a stranger drew near to the old countryman, and grasping his hand, said: "I love Him, too, brother." 

Seeing what had taken place, a third stepped forward, saying: "So do I." Then a fourth joined them, and a fifth, until there stood before the picture of the Saviour a little knot of men, perfect strangers to one another, but drawn together by the love of the Lord Jesus.—Gospel Herald. 



They Loved Him Utterly

A celebrated Japanese statesman once said, "We do not worship our emperor, we love him utterly. The commander before Port Arthur one day called for volunteers to cut the barbed wire entanglements. `You will never come back,' he said. `Nor can you carry a gun. You will take your place and cut one or two wires and fall dead. Another will take your place and cut one or two wires more. But you will know that upon your dead bodies the armies of your emperor will march to victory." Whole regiments volunteered for these `sure death' parties. If your Christians loved your God as we love our emperor, they would have long since taken the world for Him."—Herald of Light


Love Fertilizes the Life

Dr. Watson (Ian Maclaren) tells of once hearing a plain sermon in a little country church. It was a layman, a farmer, who preached, but Dr. Watson said he never heard so impressive an ending to any sermon as he heard that day. After a fervent presentation of the gospel, the preacher said with great earnestness: "My friends, why is it that I go on preaching to you week by week? It is just this, because I can't eat my bread alone." That is the Master's burden. He cannot bear to be alone in His joy. There is no surer test of love for Christ than the longing to have others love Him.—Southern Churchman. 



Anything for His Son's Sake

A very wealthy man lost his wife when his only child was very young. Then there came into his home a housekeeper to take care of that boy. The boy lived until he was of age, and then he died. The man had no other relatives; and he died heartbroken soon after the boy died. He had no one to leave his enormous wealth to, and there was a question about what would become of his possessions. They could find no will. It looked as if it would all pass over to the state. At last it was taken over by the state, and they held a sale to dispose of his personal effects, at the mansion where he had lived. The old housekeeper who had brought up that boy from infancy, not having any money of her own, being just as poor as when she began to work for this wealthy man and keep house for him, went to the sale. There was only one thing she wanted. She couldn't buy the furniture; she couldn't buy the expensive rugs, but there was a picture on a wall in that house, a picture of the boy. She loved that boy. He had been to her a son, although she held no relationship to him. When the picture came to be sold, nobody else wanted it, and she bought it just for a few cents, and took it home. It had been hanging on the wall for some time, and she thought she would clean it, take the back out, take the glass out, and polish it. But when she took it apart, some important looking papers fell out. They were given to a lawyer, who said to the woman, "I guess you have fallen on your feet this time. This man has left all his wealth to the one who loved his son enough to buy that picture." God will do anything for those who love His Son.—From a pamphlet issued by Pastor Edward Drew of Paterson, N. J. 


True Love For Him

There is such a danger of our being so occupied with the things that are coming more than with Him who is to come; there is such scope in the study of coming events for imagination and reason and human ingenuity, that nothing but deeply humble waiting on God can save us from mistaking the interest and pleasure of intellectual study for the true love of Him and His appearing.—Andrew Murray. 


Loving Service

Cripple Tom said, "To know Him is to love Him and to love Him is to serve Him. It wouldn't be loving without." Another has said, "Love must long, must serve, must sacrifice. Love ignores criticism. Loves sees God in everything and simply obeys. Oh! love is indeed an energizer, and finds opportunities for service unnoticed by others."—Gospel Herald. 



Money Well Spent 

Joseph T. Larsen in one of his tracts tells of a minister who went to Philadelphia from Massachusetts. He later called up his wife at a cost of $1.35 just to tell her how much he loved her. The wife was bewildered, wondering if he was sick. But, no, he simply wanted to tell her that he loved her still and to the extent that he could not wait until he came home. Do you ever tell God how much you love Him? Does He ever see you go to any expense to prove it?—Finest of the Wheat.


Loving the Unseen

"Papa, do you love Jesus?" asked little Emily of her father, who did not care for anything religious. 

"Jesus is dead, my dear, long, long ago. He was crucified, and that was the end of Him." 

"But Jesus rose again, and did what no other man could do. And if Jesus was not living now, we could not be living either, as He gives us life and everything else, Papa." 

"But how can I love whom I have never seen, Emily? Tell me that, my dear." 
Emily at first did not know what to reply, and her father looked pleased to know that he had puzzled her. At length she said, "Papa, how old was I when Mama died?" 

"Only six months, my child."

"Then I can't say that I ever saw her for I don't remember her at all. But you have always tried to make me love her by telling me how good and kind she was; and I do love her, although I have never seen her that I can remember."

By this time the tears were running down the father's cheeks and kissing Emily, he said, "God has spoken to me by you, my dear, and now you must pray for me, and ask God to give me a new heart, with which I shall love Jesus." And the prayer was soon answered.—Sent of God.
A Child's Love

One night, as a little girl knelt for her good-night prayer time, her mother, as mothers sometimes do, suggested things for her little daughter to pray about, and to give thanks for. "Won't you ask the Lord Jesus to help you to love Him more?" said the mother. The child lifted her head, and there was a puzzled look in her clear eyes. "What is it, dear?" asked her mother. "Did you say for me to ask Him to help me to love Him more?" came the question. "Yes, my darling." "But how can I love Him more, Mummie? I am just crazy about Him now."—Junior King's Business.


Learning to Love Christ

A man thus described his conversion to Mark Guy Pearse: "I never professed to be a Christian or anything like that; but one morning as I was going down to my business, I was thinking of those words, `Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me?' and wished with all my heart that I could answer them as Peter did. I felt very sad that I could not. Then this thought came to me, `Well, if I cannot say so much as Peter, perhaps I could turn it around a little and find something easier.' So I began to think there was one thing I could not say. I could not say, `Lord, Thou knowest that I do not love Thee,' and I found some comfort in that. At last I grew bold enough to look up and say, `Lord, Thou knowest all things. Thou knowest that I want to love Thee.' Then I began to think of His great love for me; I thought of His life, of His words, of His Cross, and almost before I knew what I was doing, I looked up and said, `Thou knowest that I DO love Thee."' And at that moment the consciousness of forgiveness and a new life came into his heart.—Tilestone F. Chambers. 


Lovest Thou Me?

Lovest thou Me? I left My all,
My kingly crown, My heavenly hall, 
For Bethlehem, for Calvary— 
I left it all for love of thee- 
Lovest thou Me? 

Lovest thou Me? Behold the blood,
Blood of the sinless Son of God! 
Go, gaze on Calvary's crimson tide! 
Behold My hands, My feet, My side— 
Lovest thou Me?

Lovest thou Me? For thee I died— 
God for the sinner crucified! 
O Soul, what thinkest thou of Me? 
What hast thou done with Calvary? 
Lovest thou Me? —Selected.


How Much Did He Love Her?

A young man spent an entire evening telling a girl how much he loved her. He said that he couldn't live without her; that he'd go to the ends of the earth for her; yes, go through fire for her, or die for her. But when leaving he said, "I'll see you tomorrow night—if it doesn't rain." How often we say we love God, yet deny it by our actions. John said, "Let us not love in word, neither in tongue; but in deed and in truth."—Ruby Barrow Oldfield, in the Secret Place. 


A True Story of Two Lovers' Pact

A painful dilemma was solved by a young school teacher in New Mexico in 1889. Her school was at a town called Chama. There she met a young business man with whom she became acquainted. They grew attached to each other and in the summer the young man began to talk of marriage. The school teacher wanted her father's consent to the union, so at the first opportunity she paid a visit to his ranch at Alamosa. It was arranged that, after a few days her lover should follow her and learn the result of her application to her father. The girl's mission was not successful. Her father knew nothing of the young man's character or position, but was "against him on general principles." His opposition continued in spite of argument and coaxing, and was still firm when the lover appeared. The daughter happened to see the young man approaching the ranch, and told her father. "He shall not come into my house," said the old man resolutely. Finding that pleading was of no avail, the girl considered for a minute, and then seized her father in her arms and hugged him again and again, affectionately kissing him. Then she released him with a tearful good-bye caress, and ran from the house to meet her lover. She told him the situation, and then mounting to his side in the wagon, they drove to Santa Fe where they were married. Evidently it cost her a struggle to leave her father for her lover, and doubtless her husband loved her all the more for the proof she therein gave him of the depths of her love. Such love,—stronger than all rival claims, the Lord Jesus requires of all who would be His followers.—Selected. 



Knowing Christ Intimately

Mr. Glenny, the founder of the North Africa Mission, was once away upon the Yorkshire moors, and he was told there was a very godly old shepherd who would be minding the sheep out on those moors, and Mr. Glenny said, "I would like to meet that man." They said, "You will find him. Just roam over the moors, and you will come across him all right." One morning Mr. Glenny started out, and there among the sheep he found this old shepherd. He walked up to him and said, "Brother, may I shake hands with you? I hear you love the Lord Jesus." I do not feel that it is irreverent if I give you that shepherd's reply in the words he used. He said, "Yes, sir, I love the Lord Jesus, and me an' Him's very thick." Could you say that? Are you on terms like that with the Lord Jesus?—Gospel Herald.
Love for Others Sermon Illustrations

Loving the Unlovely

A poor, degraded woman was being led from the police court. She was dirty, full of sin, and sobbing with hopeless distress. A Christian woman saw her, and moved by the compassion of Christ, swept up to her and kissed her. She had never been noticed or shown love by a clean woman for years. It broke her heart. She was soon released and nursed back to health in the Christian woman's home. That Christian worker moved into a new experience in Christ, as a compassion for the unlovely possessed her.—The Pentecostal Testimony. 



Why He Did Not Pray

A deacon living in a Berkshire tow: was requested to give his prayers in behalf of a poor man with a large family who had broken his leg. "I can't stop now to pray," said the deacon (who was picking and barreling his early apples for the city market), "but you can go down into the cellar and get some corned beef, salt pork, potatoes, and butter; that's the best I can do."—Sunday School Chronicle. 



He Was No Burden

An American who was walking down the streets of a Chinese city was greatly interested in the children, many of whom were carrying smaller children upon their backs, and managing at the same time to play their games, says a writer in the Youth's Companion. 

"It is too bad," the American sympathetically said to one little fellow, "that you have to carry such a heavy burden!" 

"He's no burden," came the quick reply; "he's my brother." 

"Well, you are chivalrous to say so!" said the man, and he gave the boy some money. 

When the American reached home he said to his family: "A little Chinese boy has taught me the fullest meaning of the words, `Bear ye one another's burdens. and so fulfill the law of Christ."' He recounted his interview, and added: "If a little Chinese boy can carry and care for his brother and refuse to consider him as a burden, surely we ought not to think it a burden to carry our little brothers, the weak and the needy ones, who look to us for help. Let us rejoice as we carry one, and say, by our actions, `He's no burden; he's my brother.'"—Rescue Journal. 



Love Wins!

A storm swept the ocean just off the coast of Scotland. Far out in the black trough of the angry waters a ship had gone to pieces. The life-boat set out from shore in the face of what seemed almost certain disaster, but it came back with all the ship's crew except one. To have taken another in would have meant the sinking of the boat. As they came to shore the leader said, "There's another man! We need volunteers for his rescue. These men are exhausted." 

Among those stepping forward was a fine-looking young Scotchman in the very prime of his life. His white-haired mother came and put her arms about him and said, "Don't go, John; years ago your father perished in the storm at sea. You know that just last year your brother William went to sea and never came back, and I guess he, too, must have gone down. John, you are the only one left, and if you should perish what would I do? Don't go, John; your mother begs you to stay." 

He took her arms from about his neck and said, "Mother, I must go; a man is in peril and I would feel like a coward not to go. God will take care of us." He printed a kiss on her cheek and sprang into the boat. Every minute the fury of the storm increased. The elements seemed to vie with each other to see which one could do the worst. Down into the trough and up over the waves they went. A whole hour they were gone, and finally in dim outline they were seen beating their way back. As they came within hailing distance someone from the shore cried, "Have you found the man?" And standing in the bow of the boat John shouted back, "Yes, we've saved him, and tell my dear old mother it's brother William!"—William Edward Biederwolf, in Frozen Assets.


"Nobody Loves Me"

A little four-year-old African girl had been sold as a slave. She had never known what love was. Even her name, Keodi, meant "Nobody loves me!" 

When she grew to be about ten years old, her body became covered with ugly sores. The natives turned her out and would have nothing to do with her. But some kind missionaries took Keodi in and cleaned her up, cared for her sores, and put clothes on her. 

At first she could not believe any one loved her. She went about saying, "I am only Keodi; nobody loves me." The mis​sionaries told her that Jesus loved her, and tried to teach her what love meant. Then she looked down at her dress, clean body and bandaged sores, and said, "Is this love?" They told her that it was.

Yes love is shown by kindness and giving. God showed His great love to us by giving His dear and only Son to die for us. Jesus showed His love for us by giving His life for us. He did not only say He loved us, but He showed His love by suffering in our place. Should we not then give Him our whole lives? Then we can love Him, too.—Gospel Chimes. 



A Modern Beloved Physician

Dr. Richard F. Brown is a Canadian medical missionary who, when his station was taken by the Japanese, started traveling through the provinces of Shensi and Shansi, traveling a thousand miles on foot. He has ministered to all sorts and conditions from the foremost leaders of Communist China to humble peasants, soldiers, and civilians—Chinese and Japanese without distinction. At times he has walked thirty miles a day, working along the road from dawn to dusk. In one district alone, within a radius of three miles, were 1,400 sick and wounded and neither doctors nor supplies. "It was trying to be awakened every morning by the sick and wounded pulling at your bedclothes, but you get used to it." It was to Dr. Brown that Chub Teh, the Communist general, expressed his gratitude for the help rendered China by medical missionaries, declaring his wish to cooperate with them.—Sunday School Times. 



Testing Your Love for God

In an engine-room it is impossible to look into the great boiler and see how much water it contains. But running up beside it is a tiny glass tube, which serves as a gauge. As the water stands in the little tube, so it stands in the great boiler. When the tube is half full, the boiler is half full; when the tube is empty, the boiler is empty. Do you ask, "How do I know I love God? I believe I love Him, but I want to know." Look at the gauge. Your love for your brother is the measure of your love for God.—S. S. Chronicle.
A Beautiful Picture

First Corinthians 13:4-8 gives us a beautiful picture of the sanctified or con​secrated life. I am quoting Moffatt's translation as follows— 

"Love is very patient, very kind. Love knows no jealousy; love makes no parade, gives itself no airs, is never rude, never selfish, never irritated, never resentful; love is never glad when others go wrong, love is gladdened by goodness, always slow to expose, always eager to believe the best, always hopeful, always patient."—The United Evangelical. 



Those who bring sunshine to the lives of others cannot keep it from themselves.—J. M. Barrie. 


Help Poor Jim

Two freight trains on the Philadelphia and Erie railroad came into collision. Christian Dean was the faithful engineer on one of the trains. Both he and his fireman were fastened beneath the wreck of the locomotive. Dean was held by one of his legs close by the fire box of the engine. His fireman was nearly buried under the pieces of the wreck. When they were discovered, Dean had managed to reach his tool-box, and was making every effort to get the fireman out. When he saw the men had come to help them, Dean said to them, "Help poor Jim! Never mine me." The fireman was taken out as soon as possible—but unconscious. Then Dean was taken out, and it was found that during the time he had been working to relieve his friend, the fire was burning his own leg to a crisp. He was literally roasted from his knee down, and afterward it had to be cut off. And yet this noble fellow was unmindful of his own suffering in trying to relieve the suffering of his fellow-worker. He was a generous friend indeed.—Gospel Herald.


Give It to Him

A miner worked very hard every day in the mines for a living. The overseer of the mine said to him one day, "Thomas, I've got an easier berth for you, where there is not much hard work, and where you will get better wages. Will you accept it?" Most men would have jumped at such an offer. But what did this noble fellow do? He said to the overseer: "Captain, there's our poor brother Tregony: he has a sickly body, and not able to do hard work as I can. I am afraid his work will shorten his life and then what will his poor family do? Won't you please let him have this easier berth? I can go on working as I have done." The overseer was wonderfully pleased with Thomas's generous spirit. He was a faithful friend.—Gospel Herald. 



He Sat Beside Him 

A criminal under sentence of death was waiting the day of execution. A minister attended him. All efforts to lead him to repentance seemed unavailing. Going home, he met a man who was known all over the district for his life and good works. The conversation turned upon the criminal. The minister requested the elder to go and see him. He did so, and sitting beside the criminal, he took his hand in his, and said, with much fervor and simplicity, "Wasn't it great love in God to send His Son into the world to die for sinners like you and me?" In a moment, the fountain of the man's heart was broken up and he wept bitter tears, and afterward said, "When the minister spoke to me, it seemed like one standing far above me, but when that good man came in and sat down by my side, and classed himself with me, and said, 'Wasn't it great love in God to send His Son into the world to die for sinners like you and me?' I couldn't stand it any longer."—The Presbyterian. 



A Mother Bird's Love—And How Much More! 

How little even Christians really understand God's great love for us! Last spring, when they were trimming trees on our street, one day just a little before lunch time the men cut off a limb in which was a bird's nest with four baby birds in it. The little birds were killed in the fall; soon the mother bird came, and she flew over and back again and again, calling, calling, calling in her ef​fort to find her babies. Soon the men sat down on the grass near the tree and ate their lunch, and still that little mother bird kept flying over their heads and calling. Finally something dropped with a thud almost at the feet of one of the men. He stooped and picked it up, and it was that little broken-hearted mother bird dead. Dear Christians, if that is the love and yearning in a little mother bird's heart, how God's great heart must yearn for His lost and straying children! Not only for those who have tasted His love and then wandered, but for the last and least soul on this old earth.—Sunday School Times. 



Others

Lord, help me to live from day to day
In such a self-forgetful way 
That even when I kneel to pray 
My prayers will be for others. 

Help me in all the work I do
To ever be sincere and true 
And know that all I do for You
Must needs be done for others. 

Let "self" be crucified and slain
And buried deep; and all in vain
May efforts be to rise again
Unless to live for others.

And when my work on earth is done,
And my new work in heaven's begun,
May I forget the crown I've won 
While thinking still of others.

Others, Lord, yes others!
Let this my motto be,
Help me to live for others,
That I may live like Thee.—C. D. Meigs.


Unselfishness

Bishop Thoburn was one of the world's greatest missionaries, and served over fifty years in India and the Far East. But the world does not know so well that his brother stayed at home and worked and saved to send him through school, and to get him ready for his life work. That brother, like Peter's brother Andrew, did not become famous. He stayed back on the farm and made his brother famous, as Andrew helped Peter, who became the great leader. If they could not do great things, they could help others close to them to do them.—Pilgrim Sunday School Quarterly.
When Catherine Booth Died

One night I read an account of the scenes around Catherine Booth as she lay in her coffin at Congress Hall: how the poorest of the poor felt she was specially theirs in death as in life; how ministers and members of Parliament and half-starved children of the slums were alike eager for a last look upon the face they loved. Roughs passed her weeping. Lost girls turned from her side and begged to be taken to some home where they could begin a new life. "That woman lived for me," a poor drunkard cried in anguish. They drew him aside; and down on his knees, he accepted pardon and promised that her God should be his. Three men knelt together one night at the head of the coffin and poured out their penitence to God and went out of the hall saved. Another said, "I've come sixty miles to see her again. She was the means of saving my two boys." What a thrilling testimony to one who had the "qualities of a Christian"—The King's Business. 


Love—In Poetry or Prose?
A young woman who fancied herself a poetess, and who had her own ideas about love, once came with her poems to the editorial office of a New York magazine. The editor asked her what she wanted. She told him that she had some poems that she would like to have published in his magazine. "About what?" asked the editor. "All about love," she replied. "Well, what is love?" asked the editor. "Tell me." "Love," replied the young woman, casting her eyes heaven​ward, "is gazing upon a lily pond at night, by the shimmering moonbeams. when the lilies are in full bloom, and—" "Stop, stop, stop," cried the editor, curtly interrupting her, "you are all wrong —very, very wrong. I will tell you what love is: It is getting up cheerfully out of a warm bed on a cold winter morning, at two o'clock, to fill hot-water bottles for ailing children. That's real love. I'm sorry, but I don't think we can use your poems."—Christian Union Herald. 



Beating the Law Courts

You have probably heard of the man who bought a farm and soon after met his nearest neighbor. "Have you bought this place?" asked the neighbor. "Yes." "Well, you've bought a lawsuit." "How is that?" "Well, sir, I claim your fence down there is ten feet on my side of the line, and I'm going to take the matter to court and prove it." But the newcomer said, "Oh, no, you needn't do that. If the fence is on your side of the line, we will just take it up and move it." For a moment the other man was nonplused. Then he said, "Do you mean that?" "Why, yes, of course I do," was the answer. "Then," said the man who a moment before had been so pugnacious. "by George, that fence stays just where it is!" Christian brotherly love had made a friend and accomplished what no trial before the highest court in the land could have brought about.—Church Management.


My Fee Will Be—" 

Rev. Louis H. Evans, in The Presbyterian Survey, describes a few hours spent in the operating room of a medical missionary: 

When he had finished, I stepped to his side. Gazing at his face, which was streaming wet from his exertions, and pale with the pallor that comes from keen anxiety and intense strain, I asked him: "Doctor, how can you stand it? Surely every day is not like this?" 

He merely smiled.

"How much money would you have received in the States for an operation like this?" 

"Oh, about six hundred dollars." "How much will you receive for this one?" 

A strange light blazed into his tired eyes. I shall never forget his reply of that moment. "My fee," replied the missionary physician, "my fee will be this man's gratitude—and there can be no richer reward than that." 

Some men's souls are too big to be contained within their breasts; they overflow in deeds of sympathy and toil and love.—Earnest Worker. 



Zwemer's Sermon Illustrated

After Dr. Samuel M. Zwemer had spoken very simply about the Lord Jesus Christ to the people in the waiting room of a mission hospital in Arabia, a Bedouin who had come five hundred miles to be treated said to him: "I understand all you told us, because I have seen that sort of man myself." And then he told this story: "He was a strange man. When people hurt him he did not seek revenge. He looked after the sick, the prisoners, those in trouble. He even treated Negro slave boys kindly. He seemed to think one man as good as another. He used to take long trips in the broiling sun to help somebody. He was just what you said." Dr. Zwemer had been telling about the love of Christ—its length and breadth and depth and height. The Bedouin had seen Dr. Zwemer's brother, Peter Zwemer, who had opened Christian work at Muscat in 1893 and had not lived many years to see the results. "By this shall all men know that ye are my disciples" (John 13:35).—Bible Expositor and Illuminator. 



The Bond of Brotherhood

E. W. Caswell tells this story: "One of two brothers fighting in the same company in France, fell in battle. The one who escaped asked permission of his officer to go and bring his brother in. `He is probably dead,' said the officer, 'and there is no use in risking your life to bring in his body.' But after further pleading the officer consented. Just as the soldier reached the lines with his brother on his shoulders, the wounded man died. `There, you see,' replied the officer, `you have risked your life for nothing.' `No,' replied Tom, `I did what he expected of me and I have my reward. When I crept up to him, and took him in my arms, he said, "Tom, I knew yon would come. I just felt sure you would come." ' "—Ruth McDowell, in New CenturyLeader. 



The Saviour's Sorrow

By way of illustrating the feelings of our blessed Lord on the night of His trial, when He was hurt more by Peter's denial than by the taunts and slaps of the Roman soldiers, Dr. P. W. Philpott tells the story of a father he once knew. 

A fine Scotch Christian and successful business man had a son; a splendid, well educated and respected young fellow who was arrested for embezzlement. At the trial, where he was found guilty, the youth appeared unconcerned and nonchalant until the judge told him to stand for sentence, whereupon he looked over the lawyer's table and saw that his father too was standing. The once erect head and straight shoulders of an honest man were now bowed low with sorrow and shame as he stood to receive, as though it were himself, his son's condemnation. The son looked and wept bitterly.

Thus it was that Peter recognized in Jesus' look the sorrow caused only by one who is deeply loved. Peter saw and wept bitterly.—R. G. D.
The Tie of Love 
One day, one of the gigantic eagles of Scotland carried away a sleeping infant. The whole village pursued it, but the eagle soon perched itself upon a lofty crag and everyone despaired of the child's life. 

A sailor tried to climb the ascent, but he was obliged to give up the attempt. A robust Highlander, accustomed to hill climbing, tried but was forced to return. At last a poor peasant woman came forward and putting her feet on one shelf of the rock, then a second, then a third, she rose to the very top of the cliff. While the hearts of those below were trembling, she came down step by step, until amid the shouts of the villagers, she stood at the bottom of the rock with the child on her bosom. 

Why did that woman succeed when the strong sailor and the practiced Highlander failed. Why? Because between her and the babe there was a tie; that woman was the mother of the babe. Let there be that tie of love of Christ and to souls in your hearts, and greater wonders will be accomplished.—The King's Business. 



Sam Hadley's Strange Invitation

Sam Hadley of the Water Street Mission in New York once said, in telling of the kind of people that the mission was trying to help, "We don't want anyone here who is welcome anywhere else." If the Lord Jesus had come to save those of us who were so good that we were worth saving on that account, how many of us would be in fellowship with Him today? God sent His Son to die for us "while we were yet sinners."—Philip Howard, in The King's Business. 


A Father's Love

In a home in Manchester, Eng., there was a wayward son and brother. The mother was dead and the father and the family were heart-stricken with grief over the boy. Time and time again, they had coaxed, reprimanded, and threatened, all to no avail. One Christmas morning the boy came home after a dreadful debauch. The brothers and sisters were shocked, disgraced, and out of all patience. For a long time pressure was being brought upon the father to have the boy driven from home. This night the distracted father appealed to the impatient family. After consulting each one, he found the universal verdict to be expulsion. The father then turned to his liquor-drugged son and said: "Henry, your sisters say you should he put out of the house, your brothers say you should be put out"; then going over to the boy he said: "My son, I shall never put you out of the home." This loving word of his father woke up his soul. He reformed and became converted, and was none other than the Rev. Henry Moorehouse of Manchester.—C. H. Spurgeon, in Cameos, by H. Weigle. 



"Because They Love a Fellow"

Mr. Moody tells of a little street urchin in Chicago who went many, many blocks across the frozen streets of the great city, passing church and Sunday school after church and Sunday school to the church served by Mr. Moody. A Sunday school teacher stopped him one morning and said, "Where are you going?" He said, "To Mr. Moody's Sunday school." He said, "Why, that is many, many blocks away. Come into my class in this Sunday school nearby." The boy said, "No." The teacher persisted and finally asked the boy why he went so far through the cold across the city to Mr. Moody's Sunday school. He said, "Because they love a fellow over there!" Lost souls are looking for love; they are longing for love; and if they find it not in our hearts and the atmosphere we create in our churches and Sunday schools, then they will go limping down to hell without it!—L. R. Scarborough, in A Search for Souls. 



Freezing to Death

A man was making his way over the mountains through a terrible snow storm. He gradually got weaker and weaker, until at last he stumbled and fell. He said to himself, "This is the end. I shall never be found!" He was too weak to rise, but as he fell his hand struck the body of another man who had fallen in the same place. This first man was unconscious, and the man who had just fallen rose to his knees, and, bending over the prostrate form, began to chafe his hands and to rub his face, until by and by the man's eyes opened. He had saved another's life, but he had also saved himself, for the exercise had kept the life in his own body. And when you have a passion for souls, when you go seeking the lost, when you lift the burdens of others, your own vision of Jesus is clearer, your own hope of eternity is stronger, your own assurance of salvation is greater.—J. Wilbur Chapman. 



Love Won

One of the most heart-moving conversions that I have ever known, I witnessed in my city, during the holiday period in mid-winter. There reached me the message that a little Sunday school boy in one of our mission Sunday schools had been accidentally shot by his little neighbor friend. I hurried to the humble home as fast as I could go. I found the unconscious little fellow in the hands of two skillful doctors. Said they, "He will not live. The shot is unto death." I went back the next day and the boy's father was in the stupor of a terrible drunk. I went back the next day, and the father was sobering up. He would walk the floor as tears fell from his face, while he looked on that little suffering boy, nine or ten years of age. Bending over his boy, he would say, "My little man is better, and he will soon be well!" The little face was clouded as he feebly whispered, saying, "No, papa; I will not get well." And then the father protested, as he said, "You will get well, and I will be a good man and change my ways!" The little fellow's face was clouded, and he kept trying to say something, and I reached for the man to bend over to catch it, and this is what we did catch, after awhile: "When I am gone, papa, I want you to remember that I loved you, even if you did get drunk!" That sentence broke the father's heart. He left that room, unable to tarry any longer. A few minutes later, I found him lying prone upon his face, there upon the ground, behind the little cottage, sobbing with brokenness of heart. Said he, "Sir, after my child loves me like that, oughtn't I to straighten up and be the right kind of man?" I said, "I have a story ten thousand times sweeter than that to tell you. God's' only begotten Son loved you well enough to come down from heaven and die for you, Himself the just, for the unjust, that He might bring you to God. Won't you yield your wasting, sinful life to Him, and let Him save you?" Then and there he made the great surrender. You should slip into one of our prayer meetings, when the men and women talk about what Christ has done for them, and one of the most appealing and powerful testimonies you would hear is the testimony of this harness work​man, as he stands up, with tears on his face, to tell you that love brought him home when everything else had failed. They criticized him; they scolded him; they railed at him; they pelted him with harsh words because he drank. Then a little boy said, "Papa, I love you, even if you do get drunk," and love won the day when everything else failed!—George W. Truett.


Which Is Greatest?

Charles G. Trumbull, in reading the thirteenth chapter of I Corinthians to a company, read the last verse as follows: "And now abideth Fundamentalism, premillennialism, and love; but the greatest of these is love." Some of you need the lesson taught by such a rendering.—Sunday School Times.
Love's Persistence 

A young woman who had left home because her father was a drunkard, afterward became a Christian, and announced her intention of returning and doing what she could to reclaim him. 

"But what will you do when he finds fault with all your efforts to please him?" someone asked. 

"Try a little harder," she answered with a soft light in her eyes. 

"Yes, but when he is unreasonable and unkind you will be tempted to lose your temper, and answer him angrily. What will you do then?" 

"Pray a little harder," came the answer with a fearless ring in the words. 

The discourager had one more arrow: "Suppose he should strike you, as he did before. What could you do but leave him again?" 

"Love him a little harder," said the young Christian steadily. 

Her splendid perseverance conquered. Through love and prayer and patient effort, her father was not only reclaimed from his besetting sin, but proved Christ's power to save.—New Illustrator.
Lover Sermon Illustrations

Mender of bruised reeds​—
O patient lover!
'Tis love my brother needs—
Make me a lover,
That this poor reed may be 
Mended and tuned for Thee—
O Lord, of even me
Make a true lover.
Kindler of smoking flax, 
O ardent lover!
Give what Thy servant lacks—
Make me a lover,
That this poor flax may be 
Kindled, aflame for Thee—
O Lord, of even me
Make a true lover.—Amy Carmichael 
(Isa. 42. 3; John 13. 34, 35)

Loyalty to Christ Sermon Illustrations

There is a fine passage in Tom Brown's School Days which tells of a boy who had the courage to stand up against ridicule. A new boy had come to the school, and on his first night, in a room where there were twelve beds and boys, he knelt down to say his prayers. Tom Brown's head was turned just in time to see a heavy slipper flying through the air toward the head of the kneeling boy. When the lights went out a little later, Tom Brown thought of his own mother, and the prayers that she had taught him to say, but which he had never said since he came to Rugby. Then and there he made a decision that the next time he went to bed, he, too, would say his prayers. When that next night came, the other boys in the room, ready to laugh and scoff at this newcomer who said his prayers, were amazed to see Tom Brown, whom they all respected and feared, kneel down at the side of his bed and pray. That boy's courageous prayer, in spite of ridicule, at length won him the respect of all his companions—and he rose to be one of the most distinguished men of the Church of England.

Loyalty Sermon Illustrations

Jenkins, a newly wedded suburbanite, kissed his wife goodby the other morning, and, telling her he would be home at six o'clock that evening, got into his auto and started for town.

At six o'clock no hubby had appeared, and the little wife began to get nervous. When the hour of midnight arrived she could bear the suspense no longer, so she aroused her father and sent him off to the telegraph office with six telegrams to as many brother Elks living in town, asking each if her husband was stopping with him overnight.

Morning came, and the frantic wife had received no intelligence of the missing man. As dawn appeared, a farm wagon containing a farmer and the derelict husband drove up to the house, while behind the wagon trailed the broken-down auto. Almost simultaneously came a messenger boy with an answer to one of the telegrams, followed at intervals by five others. All of them read:

"Yes, John is spending the night with me."—Bush Phillips.


BOY—"Come quick, there's a man been fighting my father more'n half an hour."
POLICEMAN—"Why didn't you tell me before?"
BOY—"'Cause father was getting the best of it till a few minutes ago."

Luck Sermon Illustrations

Ill luck, in nine cases out of ten, is the result of practicing pleasure first and duty second, instead of duty first and pleasure second.—Friendly Chat 



Luck is efficiency's mistress.—Persian Proverb 



You will find that luck
Is only pluck, 
Trying things over and over; 
Patience and skill, 
Courage and will 
Are the four leaves of luck's clover. 



I am a great believer in luck and I find the harder I work, the more I have of it.—Stephen Leacock 


Some people are so fond of ill-luck that they run half-way to meet it.—Douglas Jerrold.


O, once in each man's life, at least,
Good luck knocks at his door;
And wit to seize the flitting guest
Need never hunger more.
But while the loitering idler waits
Good luck beside his fire,
The bold heart storms at fortunes gates,
And conquers its desire.—Lewis J. Bates.


"Tommy," said his brother, "you're a regular little glutton. How can you eat so much?"

"Don't know; it's just good luck," replied the youngster.



A negro who was having one misfortune after another said he was having as bad luck as the man with only a fork when it was raining soup.



The pessimist quoted from his own experience at poker in illustration of the general cussedness of things:

"Frequent, I have sot in a poker game, and it sure is queer how things will turn out. I've sot hour after hour in them games, without ever takin' a pot. And then, 'long about four o'clock in the mornin', the luck'd turn—it'd take a turn for the worse."



"How did you find your steak?" asked the waiter of a patron in the very expensive restaurant.

"Just luck," the hungry man replied, sadly. "I happened to move that small piece of potato, and there it was!"



The new reporter wrote his concluding paragraph concerning the murder as follows:
"Fortunately for the deceased, he had deposited all of his money in the bank the day before. He lost practically nothing but his life."



The editor of the country paper went home to supper, smiling radiantly.

"Have you had some good luck?" his wife questioned.

"Luck! I should say so. Deacon Tracey, who hasn't paid his subscription for ten years, came in and stopped his paper."

Lunacy Sermon Illustrations

The lunatic peered over the asylum wall, and saw a man fishing from the bank of the river that ran close by. It was raining hard, which cooled the fevered brow of the lunatic and enabled him to think with great clearness. In consequence, he called down to the drenched fisherman:

"Caught anything?"

The man on the bank looked up, and shook his head glumly.

"How long you been there?" the lunatic next demanded.

"Three hours," was the answer.

The lunatic grinned hospitably, and called down an invitation:

"Come inside!"

Luxury Sermon Illustrations

The retired colonel, who had seen forty years of active service, gave his body servant, long his orderly, explicit instructions:

"Every morning, at five sharp, Sam, you are to wake me up, and say, 'Time for the parade, sir.'

"Then, I'll say, 'Damn the parade!' and turn over and go to sleep again."

Lying Sermon Illustrations

There are those who hold that it is never permissible for a Christian to state what is false, even to save a life. The classic example of that is Jeanie Deans in The Heart of Midlothian. Effie Deans was on trial for her life, charged with the murder of her infant. The sister Jeanie was put on the stand. A single word, "No," in answer to the question of the attorney for the defense, would have saved the life of her sister. But Jeanie Deans would not lie. She said "Yes," and her sister was condemned to death.

It was not for lack of love for her sister that Jeanie Deans refused to lie; for after her sister had been sentenced to be hanged, Jeanie walked all the way to London to petition the king for a pardon, which was granted. Jeanie Deans is said to have had a counterpart in real life, a woman named Helen Walker, to whose memory Scott erected a monument with this inscription: "This stone was erected by the author of Waverly to the memory of Helen Walker, who died in the year of God, 1791. This humble individual practiced in real life the virtues with which fiction has in vested the imaginary character of Jeanie Deans, refusing the slightest departure from veracity, even to save the life of a sister."



Dare to be true: nothing can need a lie:
A fault, which needs it most, grows two thereby.—Herbert


A little girl once said to her mother, "I've been thinking that it's worse to lie than to steal." "Why?" said her mother. "Well, you see," said the child, "if you steal anything, when you are sorry for it, you can give it, or the price of it, back. But, if it's a lie, it is gone forever."—Selected


Prize-Winning Lies

The Tampa Tribune, June 1, 1962, reports this from Burlington, Wisconsin: That collection of preposterous prevaricators, the Burlington Liars' Club, has come up with its annual crop of whoppers. They're slyly calculated to bring chuckles—or groans.
C. R. Hutcheson, an imaginative raconteur from Lubbock, Texas, was acclaimed as the winner of the 1961 contest. His tale; "For years, I have been working to perfect a duck call. Satisfied with my laboratory tests, I recently decided to give it a field try. The first time I blew the call, ducks swarmed in from all directions; the sky was black with them. I cut loose with my pump gun and with six shots killed my limit of six ducks.

"What is so strange about that, you say? Well, when I picked up those ducks, I found that three of them were decoys!"

If you fielded that one, try this one from Leo Dobratz of San Jose, California. It won an honorable mention.

"We've had a lot of trouble with birds stealing our fruit so we took tin cans and tied them to the tree limbs. The reflection off the lids, swinging in the breeze, not only frightened the birds and saved our fruit—it frightened them so badly they're bringing back the fruit they stole last year."

Mrs. James Griffin of Red Wing, Minn, entered a fib: "The water in the river near my home was so low last summer that it only ran every other day."

And R. K. Burlin of Chatham, Mass., wrote that he had an uncle "who drank so much liquor that his shadow had the hiccoughs."

Still with us? Harry I. Shapeero of Seattle, Wash., sadly concludes that even the dealings of labor and management aren't sacred any more. His contribution: "A crew of fence builders were laid off last weekend because of a shortage of material. But they finished the job this week, in spite of the shortage. They went on strike so they could picket the fence!"

But these preposterous prevaricators do not do as much hurt as those who forget what God says about lying and liars: 

Lying lips are abomination to the Lord:  but they that deal truly are his delight (Proverbs 12:22).

But the fearful, and unbelieving, and the abominable, and murderers, and whoremongers, and sorcerers, and idolaters, and all liars shall have their part in the lake which burneth with fire and brimstone: which is the second death (Revelation 21:8).

When men are deliberate liars, they prove their kinship to the devil, for Jesus said: "The devil ... he is a Har, and the father of it" (John 8:44).

'Tis sad but true what Shakespeare wrote: "Lord, Lord, how this world is given to lying."


The juryman petitioned the court to be excused, declaring:

"I owe a man twenty-five dollars that I borrowed, and as he is leaving town to-day for some years I want to catch him before he gets to the train and pay him the money."

"You are excused," the judge announced in a very cold voice. "I don't want anybody on the jury who can lie like you."



The tender young mother detected her baby boy in a deliberate lie. With tears in her eyes, and a catch in her voice, she sought to impress upon him the enormity of his offense.

"Do you know," she questioned severely, "what happens to little boys who tell falsehoods?"

The culprit shook his head in great distress, and the mother explained carefully:

"Why, a great big black man, with horns on his head and one eye in the center of his forehead, comes along and grabs the little boy who has told a falsehood, and flies with him up to the moon, and keeps him there sifting ashes all the rest of his life. You won't ever tell another falsehood, will you, darling? It's wicked!"

Mother's baby boy regarded the speaker with round-eyed admiration.

"Oh, ma," he gurgled, "what a whopper!"

