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Practice Sermon Illustrations

`Christianity refuses to be proved first and practiced afterwards: its practice and its proof go hand in hand,' wrote I. R. Illingworth.

The sermons of a certain preacher were magnificent, but his life was so inconsistent with his profession that, when he was in the pulpit, his congregation wished he would never leave it; and, when he was out of the pulpit, they wished he would never enter it again.

(1 Cor. 9. 27; Col. 2. 6)

Praise Sermon Illustrations

I can live for two months on a good compliment.—Mark Twain 



Sigmund Freud once refused to attend a festival in his honor, remarking, "When someone abuses me I can defend myself; against praise I am defenseless." 



Every person needs recognition. It is expressed cogently by the lad who says, "Mother, let's play darts. I'll throw the darts, and you say 'Wonderful!" 



It is always a token of revival, it is said, when there is a revival of psalmody. When Luther's preaching began to tell upon men, you could hear ploughmen at the plough singing Luther's psalms. Whitefield and Wesley had never done the great work they did if it had not been for Charles Wesley's poetry, and for the singing of such men as Toplady, Scott, Newton, and many others of the same class. When your heart is full of Christ, you want to sing.—C. H. Spurgeon
(Eph. 5. 18-20; Col. 3. 16)



I'll praise my Maker with my breath, 
And when my voice is lost in death, 
Praise shall employ my nobler powers.—Selected


"Not unto us, O Lord, not unto us,"
The praise or honor, power or glory be! 
Our naked spirits bow in shame and dust,
And empty all our nothingness to Thee.

"Not unto us!"   Oh Lord of lords, supreme,
Whate'er we work, Thou workest; Thine the praise.
O wake us, cleanse us, light us with Thy beam, 
And work in us, through us, to endless days.—Geo. Lansing Taylor


Three clergymen conversing, one said, "Give me praise for my preaching, because I like it." The second said, "Give me praise that I may give it to my Master." The third said, "Give my Master all the praise and let me not have any."—Selected


WIFE (complainingly)—"You never praise me up to any one."

HUB—"I don't, eh! You should hear me describe you at the intelligence office when I'm trying to hire a cook."



"What sort of a man is he?"

"Well, he's just what I've been looking for—a generous soul, with a limousine body."—Life.


One negro workman was overheard talking to another:

"I'se yoh frien'. I jest tole the fohman, when he say dat nigger Sam ain't fit to feed to de dawgs, why, I done spoke right up, an' tole him yoh shohly is!"

Prayer Sermon Illustrations

One of the most beautiful things that one can ever read on the subject of prayer is a verse found in a Norwegian novel, The Wind from the Mountains, by Trygve Gulbranssen. Adelaide hands to old Dag, who amid his sorrows and difficulties is struggling toward the light, the bishop's Bible, with these lines on the flyleaf:

Our human thoughts and works are not so mighty 
That they can cut a path to God, unbless'd, 
And so from Him the gift of prayer is sent us 
To hallow both our labor and our quest. 
Over life, and death, and starlit spaces 
The highroad runs, that at His word was laid, 
And reaches Him across the desert places; 
By prayer it is our pilgrimage is made.
How true that is! Over life and death and starlit spaces runs for us the highroad of prayer, and by prayer our pilgrimage is made.



What a friend we have in prayer! What a protector! And how little use we make of it! When the Adantic cable was laid in 1850, there were great celebrations and rejoicings on both sides of the Atlantic. But what is the Atlantic cable, with the messages of war and peace, of nations in commotion and sore travail, which flash across it, compared with the heavenly cable of prayer, whereby the tempted and tried man communicates with the God of heaven, and receives messages and messengers of encouragement from heaven just as Jacob did at Bethel when he saw a ladder set up on earth, the top of which reached to heaven, and the angels of God ascending and descending.



When Grant was fighting his last campaign with cancer at Mount McGregor, General O. O. Howard, who had honestly won the title "The Christian Soldier," came to call on him. He spoke for a time to Grant about some of the battles and campaigns of the war in which both men had played so illustrious a part. Grant listened for a time and then, interrupting him, said, "Howard, tell me what you know about prayer." Face to face with death and the unknown, the question of prayer was of greater interest to the dying soldier than the reminiscences of his battles.



In the diary of his prison experience at Fort Warren, in Boston Harbor, Alexander Stephens thus describes the close of his prison day: "He undresses and stretches himself on his bunk. Here with soul devout he endeavors through prayer to put himself in communion with God. To the Eternal, Prisoner, in weakness and full consciousness of his own frailty, commits himself, saying from the heart, 'Thy will, and not mine, be done.' With thoughts embracing the well-being of absent dear ones, and all the world of mankind besides, whether friend or foe, he sinks into that sweet and long sleep from which he arose this morning."



A medical missionary captured by bandits in China, informed that he was to be shot at a spot ten minutes' distance away, tells how a terrible fear and helplessness came over him at the thought of such a death so far away from his native country, from his friends and his family. But he had strength enough to pray. This was his prayer: "My Lord God, have mercy on me, and give me strength for this trial. Take away all fear, and if I have to die, let me die like a man." 

Instantly, he said, his terrible fear began to disappear. By the time he had reached the gorge where he was to be shot he felt perfectly calm and unafraid. At the last moment, however, the bandits relented and his life was spared. In the days which followed, full of danger and suffering, the memory of this experience was cherished more and more. "My own will had failed in the most critical moment of my life. But the knowledge that I could depend on a power greater than my own, one that had not failed me in that crisis, sustained me in a wonderful way to the very end of my captivity. What ingratitude it would be in me not to proclaim this power."



Harold Dixon, one of the three men on a raft who drifted for thirty-four days a thousand miles in their rubber raft, eight feet by four, with no food and no water, speaking of the prayer meetings which they held every night, said: "There was a comfort in passing our burden to someone bigger than we in this empty vastness. Further, the common devotion drew us together, since it seemed we no longer depended entirely upon each other, but could appeal simultaneously to a Fourth that we three held equally in reverence."

That reference to a "Fourth" with them in that raft makes one think of those three Hebrew lads in the fiery furnace who prayed to God and put their trust in God, and how, when Nebuchadnezzar came to look into the fiery furnace to see what had happened to them, he saw that they were unharmed by the flames, and lo, in the midst of them, he saw the form of a Fourth, like unto the Son of Man! That is one of the great blessings of prayer. It puts you into fellowship with the form of a Fourth—with God, with Jesus Christ, the Saviour of men.



There was once a godless seaman who was in a boat fishing with his companions when a storm came up which threatened to sink the ship. His companions begged him to offer a prayer; but he demurred, saying it was years since he had prayed or entered a church. But finally, upon their insistence, he made this prayer: "O Lord, I have not asked you for anything for fifteen yeairs, and if you deliver us out of this storm and bring us safe to land again, I promise that I will not bother you again in another fifteen years!"

There is no doubt that many of those who pray earnestly in time of great distress, afterward, when the storm is over and the danger is past, forget God. But that in no way invalidates the fact that in their distress and danger they realized that there was a higher power than themselves and turned to that power in earnest supplication.



Madame Chiang Kaishek, who is a product of Christian missions and whose father and mother were devout Methodists, relates how her mother would spend hours in prayer in a room on the third floor of their home. At the time of the Manchurian invasion Madame Chiang said one day to her mother: "Mother, you are so powerful in prayer, why don't you pray that God will annihilate Japan by an earthquake or something?"

Her mother looked gravely at her and said: "When you pray or expect me to pray, don't insult God's intelligence by asking Him to do something which would be unworthy of you, a mortal."

"After that," said Madame Chiang, "I can pray for the Japanese people."



Few persons, perhaps, have read the sequel to Robinson Crusoe's story of his captivity on the lonely island—Serious Reflections—in which Crusoe tells how he revisited the island and endeavored to convert to Christianity the mixed colony of English and natives. Most notorious among these islanders was the wicked and profligate seaman Will Atkins. After his conscience had been reached and it was suggested to Atkins that he and his companions teach their wives religion, he responded, "Lord, sir, how should we teach them religion? Should we talk to them of God and Jesus Christ, and heaven and hell, it would make them laugh at us." In his ever charming style Defoe describes Atkins sitting by the side of his tawny wife under the shade of a bush and trying to tell her about God, occasionally going off a little distance to fall on his knees to pray, until at length they both knelt down together, while the friend who was watching with Crusoe cried out, "St. Paul! St. Paul! behold he prayeth!"

In Coleridge's "Rime of the Ancient Mariner" we have the poetic conception of how sin hinders prayer. After the Ancient Mariner had killed the sacred albatross, in his distress he tried to pray. But his lips could not pronounce the words:

I looked to Heaven, and tried to pray
But or ever a prayer had gusht, 
A wicked whisper came, and made 
My heart as dry as dust.
It was only after his repentance, and when the spell of judgment had been lifted, that he found himself able to pray, and set out on his pilgrimage from land to land, to teach by his own example love and reverence to all things that God made and loves. The great poem comes to a conclusion with the Ancient Mariner telling his delight in going to the church with the goodly company to pray.



When Senator Penrose of Pennsylvania, stricken with his last sickness, was being wheeled about in a chair, his once gigantic frame shrunken and haggard, Penrose said to his faithful Negro valet, "William, I want you to tell me the truth, not what the doctors tell me, but the truth. Do you think I'm getting better?"

With tears in his eyes, the Negro answered, "Senator, I will tell you the truth. You are not far from the end. Amen."

With that Penrose lifted a once mighty hand and said, "Then, William, when you go to church tomorrow, put up a prayer for me."



In Dick's Philosophy of a Future State, the book which converted David Livingstone, there is preserved a beautiful prayer made by a Mrs. Sheppard, a lady of Somersetshire, for the conversion of Lord Byron. In the prayer she referred to him as one as much distinguished for his neglect of God as for the transcendent talents God had bestowed upon him. She prayed that he might be awakened to a sense of his danger and led to seek peace and forgiveness in Christ.

After the woman's death her husband forwarded the prayer to Byron. It took him in one of his best moods; and he responded, "I can assure you that not all the fame which ever cheated humanity into higher notions of its own importance would ever weigh in my mind against the pure and pious interest which a virtuous being may be pleased to take in my behalf. In this point of view, I would not exchange the prayer of the deceased in my behalf for the united glory of Homer, Caesar, and Napoleon."



The head of an insane asylum for the inebriate in New York testified that those who were sent there by their relatives or neighbors or by the state simply to get rid of them and to restrict their liberties never recovered. The ones who recovered were those who had some loved one, father or mother, or wife or child, or sister, praying for them. Suffering love has the power to restore. So the suffering love of God in Christ can restore the sinner.



What could be finer than that final touch which Thackeray gives to the beautiful character of Amelia in Vanity Fair: "No more fighting was heard at Brussels. The sound of battle rolled miles away. Darkness came down on the field and city, and Amelia was praying for George, who was lying on his face dead, with a bullet through his heart." Sorrow, anguish, battles, wounds, darkness, and death; but shining in that darkness the calm star of a faithful woman's intercession!



Here is a great modern cannon, one of those big guns about which we have heard so much. Here is the long and graceful barrel of the gun pointing loward the foe. But there is nothing in that barrel by itself. Birds could nest in it. And here is the wheel that elevates and lowers the gun. But there is nothing in that wheel itself which could strike against the enemy. And here is the range finder, a delicate and beautiful instrument. And here is the shell, or cartridge, with the powder back of it, ready to be hurled against the foe. But there is nothing in that shell of itself which can injure the enemy. And back of the gun is the gunner, ready to do his work with strong mind and trained hand. But in himself there is nothing, no power, that can hurt the enemy. It is only when the spark of fire is applied to the powder that that great cannon with its intricate mechanism and its death-dealing shell and its trained gunners becomes an instrument of power and destruction.

So prayer is the spark that brings the power of man into action.



Doctor Charles Parkhurst, distinguished preacher and reformer of New York, in an address in which he dealt with his early religious life related how he had often heard his father pray in the church, at the family altar, and at the family table. But it was only when he heard him praying aloud on his knees in the barn that he knew the reality of prayer and the deep reality of the religious life.



In his Confessions Augustine relates how he set out for Rome from Carthage against the prayers and entreaties of his godly mother, who was praying earnestly for his salvation. Augustine deceived her when she was weeping over him by telling her that he was merely going on board to see a friend who was sailing for Italy. When his mother refused to go home without him, he persuaded her to pass the night in a memorial chapel of the martyr Cyprian. But that night while his mother Monica was praying in the chapel, beseeching God to prevent him from going, Augustine set sail.

This departure of her son must have seemed to Monica at that time the refusal to grant her prayer; yet in the providence of God the journey to Italy was to be the means of Augustine's conversion. The denial of the mother's prayer was in the end a great answer to her prayer for the salvation of her gifted son. "But Thou," says Augustine, "in Thy hidden wisdom, didst grant the substance of her desire, yet refused the thing she prayed for in order that Thou mightest effect in me what she was ever praying for. . . .' She loved to keep me with her as mothers are wont, yes, far more than most mothers, and she knew not what joy Thou wast preparing for her out of my desertion."

Here we have a striking and beautiful illustration of how God sometimes answers a prayer for the salvation of a soul after what seems, to the one who prays, a long delay.



There are answers beyond our answers—that is, beyond what seems to us an answer. David lay on the ground all night and prayed for the recovery of that child of love and sin; but the prayer, as he asked it, was not answered. The child died, but David did not cease to pray and to believe in prayer. He comforted himself and said of the child, "I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me" (II Sam. 12:23).

Paul prayed earnestly, if ever man did. He besought the Lord three times that his grievous and painful thorn in the flesh be taken from him; but his prayer, in that form, was not granted. The thorn remained to pierce and harass him to the end of his days. And yet at the same time God answered him when he prayed, and this was his answer: "My grace is sufficient for thee" (II Cor. 12:9). Paul found that to be the answer to his unanswered prayer.



On the wilderness journey the people had been saved from starvation by the manna which fell for them from heaven. But they began to weary of it and lusted for the fleshpots of Egypt, saying: "Who shall give us flesh to eat? . . . Our soul is dried away; there is nothing at all save this manna to look upon" (Num. 11:4, 6). The answer of the Lord to this complaint and ingratitude was to give them as a judgment that for which they asked. A wind blowing in from the sea covered the ground about Israel's camp with quails. For a night and two days the greedy, flesh-lusting people gathered the quails and ate them; but while the flesh was yet between their teeth God smote the people with a great plague. The place where the victims of the plague were buried was called the Graves of Lust. God let them have the quails for which they asked, but with them he sent the plague. The psalmist's inspired comment on that bit of Hebrew history is this: He gave them the desire of their hearts, but sent leanness into their soul (Ps. 106:15).

Ling Wei's Answer to Prayer 
The new Chinese evangelist was very homely but the Lord, looking into his heart, saw there a burning love for Him and a desire for the salvation of his people. 

His mother was not a Christian and often persecuted him. One night on his return home she met him at the door and told him that he could not go to church on the morrow and threatened him with all kinds of punishment if he opposed her. 

Poor Ling Wei was in great trouble. He went to his room and lay down on his hard mat at the floor. "What shall I do?" he moaned. "My teacher will think I have gone back to my idols if I do not go to church." 

Just then the door opened and Cheng, his friend in the Jesus faith, entered. "Why, what is the matter, Ling Wei?" he whispered. "You look so sad, I came for help and I find you weeping." 

"My heart is indeed very sad," Ling Wei answered. "When I came home my mother told me I must give up the Jesus religion. And she has hidden my clothes so I cannot go to church tomorrow." 

"A Chinese boy or man must mind his parents," said his friend, "but we can pray—get help from our Jesus. Let us pray to Him." 

The two friends threw themselves on their faces and prayed to the God who hears the prayers of white and yellow alike.

The night passed away. The early morning light found them still weeping and calling to God to save the poor heathen mother. 

Suddenly the door was opened and Ling Wei's mother stood in the doorway. 

"Oh, my dream! My dream!" she cried. "The True God you talk to told me in a dream to let you alone or He would punish me. Here are your clothes. Dress and go to church. I will hinder you no more." 

When the two friends entered the mission that day their hearts were very happy.—Selected.


A Child's Prayer 

One November day, in England, a clergyman was telling his two boys, one five and the other eight years of age, about a lady, formerly their governess, who had gone as a missionary from their home to far-off Ceylon, that she might carry the blessed news of Jesus Christ's love into a land where very few had heard of Him, and fewer still had learned to love Him. 

He told of some of the hardships which she had to undergo; of the roof which let the rain through during the long wet season, of the spiders and creeping insects which infested the house, and of the poisonous snakes and reptiles which made it unsafe even to venture out of doors. 

To the older boys the adventurous nature of the calling appealed most, but to little Fred the thought of poisonous snakes brought fear and sadness, and that night as he knelt before his bed for his evening prayers, the father heard him say, "God bless my dear father and mother, and make me good, for Jesus' sake." Then in a voice which quivered with earnestness, he added, "And, oh, dear God, take care of my Miss Price, and please do keep her safe from the snakes." 

Then the little boy went to bed, and the clergyman, with moist eyes, went to his evening service and preached on "The Power of Prayer" with more earnestness because of the petition he had heard. 

But there is another part of the story, and that we take from a narrative by Katherine E. Morgan in Medical Missions. 

Far away in Ceylon, the missionary was wending her way to a house that she called home. Her arms were full of books, and she looked as if she had just come from her little Tamil children. She seemed tired, and yet she had that look of brightness and joy characteristic of her. 

Near her house she thought of the dear ones in the homeland, and for a moment longed for a glimpse of them and for the opportunity of joining them once more in the Sunday evening worship of that cozy little vicarage, with its two little occupants. 

But she was brought back to her present surroundings by a sudden and unexpected danger; right across her path, to her dismay, she saw one of the small but very venomous snakes of that district—its neck and head raised and arched, its eyes gleaming with a malignant fire, ready with lightning stroke to spring upon her with its awful fangs. To escape seemed impossible, and for one terrible moment she was riveted to the spot in mortal dread. Then, to her inexpressible relief and utter astonishment, the snake seemed suddenly to change its mind, and turning around in the opposite direction, it deliberately and noiselessly resumed its way among the long, thick grass. 

With a cry of thankfulness, the tired worker reached her home as fast as her trembling limbs would carry her, and going on her knees, she poured out her heart to God who had saved her from such a terrible death.

Mail day came, and among her little pile of letters was one from her English pastor. As she read it, she felt cheered to know that she had become their missionary, greater interest had been stirred up in the parish, and more zeal manifested in the work which was so dear to her heart. But the postscript at the end of the letter thrilled her as she road it— 

"Little Fred never forgets to pray for you. Two Sundays ago I was telling the children of your life of danger and hardships, and the dear little fellow was so upset to think that his 'dear Miss Price' was in danger of anything, that he prayed so earnestly, of his own accord, that God would take care of you, and keep you from the snakes! He prayed for this with such simple faith, and with such a natural and eager expectancy for an answer, that he quite put me to shame." 

The missionary read this over and over again, and her eyes were dim as she laid the letter down. Yes, it was that Sunday! Now she understood; and with new meaning she read the text hanging over her couch, "Before they call, I will answer; and while they are yet speaking, I will hear" (Isa. 65:24).—Prairie Pastor. 



"You Can't Defeat that Prayer"

A lawyer came to his client and said he could not prosecute a certain claim. "I stepped into the little hall, and through a crack in the door I saw on the bed an old woman. She said: `Come, Father, now begin. I'm all ready.' Down on his knees by her side went the old white-haired man. First he reminded God that they were still His submissive children, and that whatever He saw fit to bring upon them they would accept. It would be hard for them to be homeless in their old age. How different it would have been if at least one of the boys had been spared. Then he quoted several promises assuring the safety of those who put their trust in God. Last of all he prayed for God's blessing on those who were demanding justice." "Afraid to defeat the old man's prayer?" asked the client. Said the lawyer, "You couldn't defeat that prayer! My mother used to sing, `God moves in a mysterious way.'" "Well, my mother used to sing that, too," said the client. "You can call in the morning and tell Mother and hint that the claim has been met."—Alliance Weekly.
When We Are Ciphers

A certain theological seminary, in its early days, was often in need of money. Once, in a time of great financial stress, three members of the board of managers met to talk over the situation. They were all deeply disheartened. "Is there no one to help us?" asked one. "No one," echoed the second dismally. Finally the third man spoke. He was a man of great faith and piety, and he had been in earnest prayer. "Gentlemen," he said, "by your own confessions you can do nothing, and I can do nothing. In other words, in this matter we are just about three ciphers. But Jesus Christ is certainly One. Now if we put one before three ciphers, we become a thousand, do we not? I propose that we put Him first, get down on our knees, and ask Him to show us the way." 

The suggestion was followed, new courage was implanted, and the difficulty was promptly met.—Westminster Adult Quarterly. 



A Boy's Prayer 

A little heathen boy who had just learned the alphabet, was one Sunday morning seen out on the hillside, with his hands clasped together and his eyes closed. He was repeating the letters of the alphabet over and over. The missionary drew near, and asked him what it meant. He replied, "I was praying." "But why," replied the questioner, "did you repeat the alphabet?" "Well," he said, "I felt that I must pray, and as I knew no prayer, I just said the letters of the alphabet, knowing that the great God would put them into words for me."—Canadian Epworth Era. 



An Answered Prayer

One day a lady was giving her little nephew some lessons. He was generally a good, attentive child, but on this occasion he could not fix his mind on his work. Suddenly he said, "Auntie, may I kneel down and ask God to help me find my marble?" His aunt having given her consent, the little boy knelt by his chair, closed his eyes, and prayed silently. Then he rose and went on with his lessons contentedly. Next day, almost afraid of asking the question, lest the child had not found his toy, and so might lose his simple faith, the lady said to him, "Well, dear, have you found your marble?" "No, auntie," was the reply; "but God has made me not want to." God does not always answer our prayers in the way we wish or expect; but if we are sincere in our appeal to him, He will take from us the desire for what is contrary to His will and give us faith to leave all to His holy will.—Grace and Truth. 



Why Prayer Is Different 

I shall never forget what the late Dr. A. C. Dixon of Spurgeon's Tabernacle once said when speaking upon this theme of prayer. I cannot quote him verbatim, but the substance was this: "When we rely upon organization, we get what or​ganization can do, when we rely upon education, we get what education can do; when we reply upon eloquence, we get what eloquence can do; and so on. Nor am I disposed to undervalue any of these things in their proper place. "But," he added impressively, "when we rely upon prayer, we get what God can do."—The European Harvest Field. 



Pray All Night

Do we want souls saved? Do we want revival? Do we want refreshing from the Lord? Dig the trench of persistent prayer and it is ours. When John Livingstone preached at Shotts in days past, many people were amazed, for under one sermon on one occasion five hundred souls publicly acknowledged Christ as their personal Saviour. When they inquired into the matter, they found that the previous night several hundred had prayed all night, that God's Spirit would rest upon the preacher in such power that a backslidden church and community might find out that God still had power to quicken believers and save lost souls. The wonder revival at Yale University in the past generation came after many of the students had spent weeks of prayer to God that old Yale might be shaken with a heaven-sent, Holy Ghost, prayed-down revival.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


The Secret of England

Mr. E. P. Brown, M.P., has just revealed the fact that a Thursday prayer meeting has been held in the House of Commons without a break since William IV. Such action in high places is the secret of England.—The Dawn. 



Prayer Ends a Church Feud

I was once in a church where there was a deadly feud between certain members and officers, and it was so bitter that the opposing parties would not even sit on the same side of the prayer-meeting room. After eighteen months of strenuous endeavors to heal the sore and get the contention out of the way, I said to the Lord, "Thou hast put me here, and Thou art bound by Thy promise to stand by me. Now I have sought to remedy this difficulty, and I cannot, and I find this conflict facing me every way, and these antagonists have arrayed themselves against each other like hostile forces; now, Lord, either heal the breach, or remove out of the way the real offenders." From the day I offered that prayer not one of those offenders ever darkened that church door.—Arthur T. Pierson. 


Living As We Pray 

A man prayed fervently every morning at family worship for the poor in the community, but he was never known to give anything to the poor. One morning at the conclusion of family worship, after the usual prayer had been offered for the poor and destitute, his little son said, "Father, I wish I had your corn​crib." 

"Why, my son?" asked the father. 

"Why, because then I would answer your prayer myself."—Selected. 


The Blacksmith Knocked
In Ohio, one Saturday evening, a blacksmith sat down to his supper. He was supporting a girl in a mission school in India. On his plate had been placed a letter just received from India. He began to read, but soon said, "Wife, I must pray." The letter in question told that this girl was not only resisting Christ for herself, but was standing seriously in the way of others accepting Him. Unless a change should come very shortly in the girl, the missionary wrote, they would be obliged, for the sake of the other girls, to send her from the school altogether. The blacksmith entered into his closet and prayed. Saturday night in Ohio is Sunday morning in India. On that Sunday morning the missionary gathered with her class of girls in Sunday school as usual. The lesson, however, had not proceeded far until this incorrigible girl leaped from her seat, flung herself in tears at the feet of the missionary, and wept her way to the Saviour. The other girls were deeply moved. One by one they followed her example, and salvation came to the whole class that morning. Vital energy had been put forth by prayer in Ohio, and, as a result, great things came to pass in India.—Dr. Robert Glover, in Gospel Herald. 
What Prayer Changes

Perhaps you have a motto in your home which reads: "Prayer changes things" and no doubt you can testify of many occasions when prayer most certainly did change "things." But I am inclined to believe that very frequently "things" do not change one iota. Rather, prayer changes us to such an extent that we gloriously triumph over "things," whether they be a disagreeable environment or an unpleasant task, or perhaps a fiery inexplicable trial. Praise God, His all-sufficient grace is able to make us completely oblivious to all of these "things," and our triumphing over them is a more glorious victory, and brings more glory to God, than their removal could ever accomplish.—Gospel Herald. 



Seven Prayers Answered

A godly mother of six children had come into great stress. Their last loaf of bread had been eaten at the evening meal. Next morning, without a morsel of food in the house, the trustful mother set the table with seven plates, and, gathering the children about her, said: "Now, children, we must ask God to supply our need." As she finished her petition for help one cried out, "There is the baker at the door." On entering, he said, "I was stalled in the snow this morning and stopped here to get warm. Do you need any bread this morning?" "Yes," said the mother, "but we have no money to buy any." "What? Do you mean to say you have no bread for these children?" "Not a morsel," said the mother. "Well, you shall soon have some," and going out quickly to his wagon he returned with seven loaves of bread and laid one at each plate. One of the little children cried out, "Mamma, I prayed for bread, and God heard me, and sent me bread." "And me!" "And me!" chorused the rest of the children. Each felt that God had answered him personally. And was it not true?—Prayer, by James H. McConkey. 


Her Case Seemed Hopeless

Ask God for deliverance when danger is near. In the flood at Pueblo, Colorado, a few years ago, a woman was trapped in an overturned railroad car. Unable to get out, and the water rising until it was up to her neck, and holding a child in her arms, her case seemed hopeless. The frightened child said, "Mother, what shall we do?" Mother said, "Pray, dear." While Mother cried unto God in her heart, the child prayed, "Jesus, I trust You; Jesus, I trust You." She said this many times. From that moment the waters began to recede.—Gospel Herald. 


Father, hear us as we pray; 
Guard and keep us day by day; 
Help us feel Thy loving care, 
Ev'ry day and ev'rywhere. 

Help us to be good and true, 
Jesus' work on earth to do; 
All we have with others share,
Ev'ry day and ev'rywhere.—Ida F. Leyda.


Prayer Changes Things

On an Atlantic steamer one time our old captain announced to us at the supper table: 

"We have a radiogram from the ship ahead of us, saying that they are in the worst storm of the season. By midnight we will be in the midst of the storm. I will don my woolens and stay on the bridge this night."

We spent the hours in our cabin in prayer, for the boat was reeling to and fro like a drunken man, mounting up to the heavens and going down again to the depths. Our souls were melted because of trouble. As we cried unto the Lord He brought us out of our distress, and made the storm a calm so that the waves were stilled. When the captain came to the breakfast table he said to four missionaries: 

"The strangest thing has happened that I have known in my forty-eight years at sea. Last night we were scheduled for the worst storm of the season; at midnight the stars came out—and in the morning the sun rose clear."—The Crusader. 



There Is a Place

There is a place where thou canst touch the eyes 
Of blinded men to instant perfect sight; 
There is a place where thou canst say, "Arise," 
To dying captives, bound in chains of night; 
There is a place where thou canst reach the store 
Of hoarded gold and free it for the Lord; 
There is a place—upon some distant shore— 
Where thou canst send the worker or the Word— 
There is a place where heaven's resistless power 
Responsive moves to thine insistent plea; 
There is a place—a silent, trusting hour—
Where God Himself descends and fights for thee. 
Where is the blessed place—dost thou ask where? 
O Soul, it is the secret place of prayer.—Selected.


Before the Little Girl's Operation

Mary, aged nine, was taken sick and grew rapidly worse; with her father and the family physician she was taken to a city hospital. When examined, the surgeon said an operation was necessary to save her life. Her mother was sick at home; her father was not a Christian. The surgeon said to the girl: "My dear, a light operation is necessary, and before I perform that, I must put you to sleep." The nurse removed her clothing, put on her little white nightdress, and the child said, "I am ready, but if I am going to sleep, I must first say my prayers." The surgeon said, "Do just as you please, my dear." Then she knelt down, clasped her tiny hands, and prayed: "0 Jesus, you know where I am, and that Mamma is sick at home. Bless dear Papa, my Sunday school teacher, this surgeon, and all for Jesus' sake." It was too much for the father. He begged to be excused, went to his room, and falling on his knees, surrendered to God, and became an earnest Christian. The great surgeon said, "I had not prayed for thirty years, but that night I went to my knees and begged for mercy." The child rapidly recovered.—Sunday School Times.


"Pray Without Ceasing"

Old Betty was asked the meaning of "Pray without ceasing." "Well, it just means what it says," said she. "When I wash my face in the morning, I pray God that many sinners may be washed in the blood of Christ during the day. When I put on my clothes, I pray God to clothe me with Christ and with humility. When I take up the broom, I think of the woman who swept the house for the lost piece of silver, and I pray God to sweep the world and to save lost sinners. When I brush the grate and it begins to brighten up, I pray to the Lord to brighten my soul." And thus Betty went on mentioning the things that gave her an opportunity of approaching God in prayer.—Selected.
"When They Prayed"

A father and son were taking a long journey and must stay overnight in a country home. As they carried a fair amount of money with them, they had a certain fear. These people were strangers, but they had to have a place to stay, so the father and son decided that they would change off sitting up, lest the people in whose home they were abiding should seek to rob them. The father went to bed first and was soon fast asleep. After a while the father was awakened by the son's coming to bed, too. 

"Why, son," said the father, "are you tired already? I thought that you were going to sit up the first part of the night and I the last." 

"Well, father," said the son very quietly, "we don't have to sit up and watch in this house. While I was sitting here I heard the old man tell his wife that he thought they would read a few verses in the Bible and have prayer as usual. He read Romans, 13th chapter, I heard him say it was. I wish I could remember all that is in it, but I can't, so I'll read it some time, for a I never knew that there was so much in one chapter. The only verse that I remember is that `love worketh no ill to his neighbor' and then the old couple prayed. Such prayers I have never heard before! They asked God to help them to be a help and blessing to others and, do you know, they asked God to bless the strangers too. I can't be afraid that they will harm us after hearing their prayer. I wish that you could have heard it." 

"You are right, son. People who make prayer a part of their lives will harm no one"; and then father and son slept peacefully, for they were not afraid.—Gospel Herald. 



Prayer Plus

It is recorded of D. L. Moody that, upon one of his journeys across the Atlantic there was a fire in the hold of the ship. The crew and some volunteers stood in line to pass buckets of water. A friend said to Moody, "Mr. Moody, let us go to the other end of the ship and engage in prayer." The common-sense evangelist replied, "Not so, sir; we stand right here and pass buckets and pray hard all the time." How like Moody this was! He believed that prayer and work were the two hands of the one person; that they should never be separated.—Christian Herald (London). 



Pray First

There is a motto which reads: "You can do more than pray AFTER you have prayed, but you cannot do more than pray UNTIL you have prayed."—The King's Business. 



An Unselfish Prayer

A little twelve-year-old girl, Marian Richardson, won first place in the 1938 National Spelling Bee at Washington, D. C. She was not only a leader in spelling, but a leader in prayer and Christian principles. After winning the honor of the National Speller, she was asked if she had prayed that God would help her win. She replied: "I prayed, but prayed that the best speller would win." It was an impressive lesson for the minister who asked, as well as to all of us who heard her answer.—From a real life experience, in Sunday School Times.


Death of a Prayer Meeting 
Death was caused by serious neglect on the part of careless Christians, and unless the Lord raises it up in answer to the prayers of a few exercised saints, the funeral will take place shortly. The remains will be taken to the Judgment Bar of God, where HE will hold an inquest, having all the facts relative to the wicked neglect of those who forsook the Prayer Meeting, causing such a sad and untimely death.—Selected. 



My Prayer 

Jesus, Saviour, hear my prayer; 
Keep me in Thy tender care; 
Never let me go astray, 
Watch Thou o'er me every day.

I am just a little child—
Saviour, keep me undefiled—
Pure and clean in heart and mind,
Loving, merciful, and kind. 

Help me, now, and every day
As I walk along life's way 
Always to obey Thee, Lord, 
And to love Thy Holy Word. 

Keep me—not for self alone,
But that I might be Thine own—
Thine for service all my days, 
And to sing Thy worthy praise. Amen.—N. E. Schrock.



Where to Find the Bravest Men

It is related of Lord Clyde, states the Rev. E. J. Hardy, chaplain to the forces, that on one occasion he asked his officers to pick him the bravest men from his small army before Delhi, to form the forlorn hope in a desperate attack. It was on a Sunday evening. "There is a prayer-meeting going on now in the camp," said the officers. "If you go there you will find all the bravest men."—The Christian Age. 



Praying—But

"Yes, we're praying for a revival," said a godly woman, "but we don't expect it. And others are praying for it, but I don't know of anyone who expects it."—The King's Business. 



Prayed for Twenty Years

"If God be for us, who can be against us?" (Rom. 8:31). God is for us when our lives are right with Him. God does not require big channels, but insists upon clean channels through which to bless. A woman prayed twenty years for her husband's salvation. The very opposite took place. Her life was spiritually changed. Shortly her husband gave evidence of salvation and home life changed. Blessing prayed for was hindered for twenty years by wrong living. Blessing came within a few days when prayer was watered with Biblical living.—Gospel Herald. 



Are We Ahead of Time?

Peter McKenzie, the famous Methodist preacher, was noted for the replies he often made to those who favored him with remarks on spiritual matters. "My prayers are not answered," complained a Christian to him one day. "Oh," replied Peter, "possibly that's because your prayers are like some promissory notes—presented before they are due." Do not cease to pray.—The King's Business.
No Time Lost Looking Up 
There is an old church in Europe in which may be seen a picture of a plowman who has left his plow and turned aside to pray. But while he prays an angel is going on with his plowing for him. The moments that we spend "looking up" are not lost time. We work the better and the more effectively for them when we return to our ordinary duties. Your plowing, whatever it is, will not suffer by your taking some moments every day to direct your prayer unto God and to "look up." "My voice shalt thou hear in the morning, O Lord; in the morning will I direct my prayer unto thee."—Triumphs of Faith.


Pray Much

John Welsh, worthy son-in-law of John Knox, thought the day ill-spent if he did not spend several hours in prayer. His wife complained when she found him on the floor praying. He replied, "I have the souls of 3,000 people to answer for, and I know not how it is with many of them." Dr. A. Judson spent several hours a day in prayer. He impressed the empire of Burma for Christ. John Elios, a Welsh preacher, had 2,500 professions of Christ when he preached after spending a night in prayer.—Selected. 


Answered, But Not as Expected

James McConkey says that one summer when he was ill he spent the summer on the shores of the Great Lakes. Sailing was the only recreation possible. One day when sailing in the midst of the bay, the wind suddenly died out. His boat was utterly becalmed with not a breath of air astir. The hot rays of the August sun beat down mercilessly upon his weak body. He had come out with a stiff breeze, and naturally he began to pray for a breeze to take him back. For an hour he prayed, but no breeze came. Then he espied a boat coming toward him. An old fisherman, realizing that Mr. McConkey would be helpless out in the bay with no wind, came out to roc the sailboat to harbor. Then Mr. McConkey says he learned his lesson. His real need had been for deliverance, and while God had denied the words of his petition, He provided for his need.—Sunday School Times. 



General Dobbie's Testimony

A personal testimony closed an address by Lieut.-Gen. Sir William Dobbie when he spoke to an audience that crowded the largest hall available in Manchester, England, January 9, 1943, on "The Hand of God in Malta." Said the Methodist Recorder, London: "Finally General Dobbie spoke of a lifetime's experience of the friendship of Christ. `Forget all I've said,' he concluded (he had been speaking especially of answers to prayer, 'but that Jesus Christ is a Saviour and a Lord.... He has taken away my sin and He will take away yours; and that is what I am here to say to this great meeting this afternoon.'"—Sunday School Times. 



Praying Aright

A number of years ago the football team of Center College, Kentucky, was called "The Praying Colonels." The team that particular year had won the Conference championship and had defeated Harvard. Football coaches all over the country were interested in knowing how the team prayed. "Did the players ask to win by a certain score, or just what course did they follow?" The answer was this: "We do not pray to win by a certain score, but ask that we may live clean lives, to be given wisdom to play a clean game, without any mistakes. To play honestly and fearlessly, free from prejudices, hatred and ill-temper."

God can answer our prayers only as we are willing to do our part in the fulfilling of the answer.—Literary Digest.


A New Argument 

Billy Sunday told of an old infidel blacksmith who had boasted that he could meet any argument that a Christian could make. An old deacon heard this boast and he and his wife spent the night till three o'clock praying for him. That morning the deacon went over to see him. As he entered the shop where the infidel was at work, he said, "My wife and I prayed for you until three o'clock this morning." Then his eyes filled with tears and he turned away and left him standing there at the forge. When the deacon arrived back home he said to his wife: "I've made an old fool of myself; it was all for nothing. When I saw him I just broke down and couldn't talk to him." In the meantime the infidel went home. He said to his wife: "I heard a new argument this morning; that old deacon drove in to see me and told me that he and his wife had prayed for us until three o'clock this morning. Then he sobbed and went away." And the infidel said to his wife: "Let's hitch up and go over and see him. I'd like to talk to him." It was only a few moments until he was on his knees with the old deacon, confessing his sin.—Sunday School Times. 



"Unanswered Yet"

The story is told that Dr. Patton once met a pious friend with a troubled face, who said: "Doctor, you are just the man I have been wanting to see. I wish to ask you a question." "Well," said the Doctor, "what is it that is troubling you today?" "We read that God is good, just, merciful and kind," said the friend, "That is what we preach," replied Dr. Patton. "The Bible further says, 'Ask and ye shall receive, seek and ye shall find, knock and it shall be opened unto you."' "Correctly quoted," said the Doctor. "Again," added his friend, "the good Book says, 'Not one jot or tittle of my Word shall fail."' "Very true," said the Doctor. "Now," said the anxious friend, "if all that I have quoted is correct and the Bible be true, I want to ask you how it is, Doctor, that I have been praying to God for the last thirty years that He will do certain things for me, and so far as I know, not a single thing that I have asked for has been granted. Pray tell me why I have not received answers to my prayers?" The Doctor, turning and looking his questioner straight in the face replied: "My friend, did it ever occur to you that you were presenting bills to God and asking payment for the same before they were due?"—Selected. 


"Just a whispered prayer,
And the load of care
From the burdened heart is lifted; 
And a gleam of light, 
Makes the pathway bright,
For the heavy clouds are rifted.

"Do not travel on in darkness,
When you may walk in sunshine fair. 
You can find the light, 
And the pathway bright,
By the aid of a whispered prayer."—Gospel Herald.


The General's View of It
An officer once complained to General Stonewall Jackson that some soldiers were making a noise in their tent. "What are they doing?" asked the General. "They are praying now, but they have been singing," was the reply. "And is that a crime?" the General demanded. "The article of war orders punishment for any unusual noise," was the reply. "God forbid that praying should be an unusual noise in this camp," replied General Jackson.—Wesleyan Methodist.
"God Forbid That I Should Sin, in Ceasing to Pray for You" (I Sam. 12:23) 

The shades of night come swiftly down 
On sad hearts everywhere, 
So for the troubled ones of earth,
Oh, breathe an earnest prayer! 
And may they turn to Him above 
Who all their heart doth know—
For only He can speak the words, 
His comfort to bestow.

For I've been in life's darkest night, 
And only He was there; 
And only He knew how to keep
My sad heart from despair.
But while I slept for very grief,
I heard His voice once more— 
Oh let us pray for all who weep! 
He'll broken hearts restore.—Gospel Herald.


Prayer Links to God
The main function of prayer is linking us to God in fellowship and prepar​ing us to grow for further participation in His plan. Someone may ask if it is not futile to pray for that which is predetermined as a part of the plan of God. We can but answer that Christ thus prayed. In John 10 He made a certain and definite promise concerning the safety and keeping of the believer (vs. 27​29). Yet in John 17 He prayed seven times for the believers, that they might all be kept, though He had said that they would be.—Selected. 



True Prayer

It is said that during the great battle of Waterloo when the fate of all Europe hung in the balance, the issue of the fight turned upon one point. On an eminence on the battlefield stood a farm house called Quatre Bras. Napoleon, looking over the field of battle, issued orders to take and hold that center at any cost. Thy Duke of Wellington was equally keen to perceive its value. It was the strategic point on the battlefield. But the strategic point is always the storm center, and throughout that fateful day, that farm house was the scene of shock upon shock. It was captured and re-captured many times. Neither side spared men or munitions in their determination to hold it, knowing that ultimate victory on the whole battle line rested with the one who held Quatre Bras. It is even so in the great conflict against the powers of darkness. He who wins in the prayer closet, wins everywhere. The one and only weapon that Satan dreads is true prayer.—Gospel Herald. 


One Cry in a Thousand
Dr. Forsythe told the story of a friend of his who was taken over a sheep farm in Australia at the time of shearing, and how the guide took one little lamb from a pen and placed it in a huge enclosure with some thousands of sheep, where the noise of the bleating sheep and the shouting of the shearers was deafening. The lamb remained still for a moment, then it cried, and its cry was answered by the mother at the other end of the enclosure, along which the lamb walked to its mother, who came to meet it. "Do not imagine that you are beyond the reach of God," said the doctor. "He sees you as if there was no other child in the whole world."—Sunday School Times.


When God Spoke to Locusts

A plague of locusts had come to a Chinese village. The people surrounded their fields with small flags used in the worship of a god who would destroy locusts. One Chinese Christian refused to pray to the locust god, though his neighbors urged him. "No," he said stoutly, "that god cannot hear. My God can hear. I pray to Him," and earnestly he besought the Lord to save His little field from destruction. And the Lord did. This poor man cried and the Lord delivered him." The locusts destroyed every green thing round about, but never touched his field.—The Presbyterian. 



Hanging Prayers on Stars

A few weeks ago a Christian father was bidding farewell to his son who was about to set out upon the high seas in defense of his country. In that solemn and intimate parting the father said, "My son, when you are out on the high seas and night comes on, I want you to look up into the sky. You will see the same stars that I am looking at, and know that on every star Dad is hanging a prayer." 

A few days ago the father received a letter from the boy, and in it were these words, "Dad, tonight I lay upon the deck until late. It seemed to me I never saw so many beautiful stars. Then I remembered what you said. Goodnight, Dad, I shall continue to look at the stars."—The Lighted Pathway. 



Swift Communication

A mighty vessel was in mid-ocean when a lady passenger was taken desperately ill. The ship's surgeon was called and did everything in his power to relieve the woman's sufferings, but to no avail. When the first paroxysm of pain had ceased she said that her trouble seemed like the return of the symptoms of a former malady, one that her family physician always was very successful in combating. 

As rapidly as possible the wireless apparatus, with which the vessel was equipped, got into communication with the port of New York, which in turn used the long distance telephone to consult the family physician upstate. In a surprisingly short time his prescription was received through the air by radiogram. 

As marvelous as is the working of wireless telegraphy, the simple prayer of one of God's dear children is more powerful. Hundreds of years before such modern communication was thought of, the Psalmist said, "The righteous cry, and the Lord heareth, and delivereth them out of all their troubles." 

The Great Physician has said, "Call upon Me in the day of trouble: I will deliver thee" (Ps. 50:15). Do we forget God's promises, or do we not trust Him?—Alan Pressly Wilson, in Light and Life Evangel. 


On Praying Ground 

Do you ever make it impossible to pray prevailingly? A Christian man in a place of large responsibility was talking with a friend about a serious disagreement that had arisen between the institution of which he was the head and another man who had been connected with it, but whose relationship to the work had now been severed. This man had written sharp letters, and his letters had been answered in Christian quietness and courtesy. The friend commented on the unusual tone of the letters that had gone in response to the angry accusations. "But," said the friend who had written the letters that were marked by the fruit of the Spirit, "I must keep on praying ground." And he did! He realized that if he replied to the heated unChristian letters in kind, he would be off praying ground, and not able to pray the matter through with any assurance that God was hearing, leading, and answering. Not only in letter writing, but in many other things in everyday life, it is easy to get off praying ground. Have we kept on praying ground today?—Selected.
Coming to God

"That He might bring us to God." Years ago on the stone coping that ran around the White House sat an old man. Threadbare clothes covered with dust made him a marked figure, and tears were on his face. A little boy rolling a hoop stopped and asked what was the matter. The bent form lifted, and the sad tale was poured out to the child. His son in the Army of the Potomac had been arrested for desertion and condemned. The guards had not permitted the man to pass to President Lincoln. "I can take you to the President," said the boy. "You?" "Yes, he is my father. He lets me come in any time." Thus it was the old man found the way to Lincoln, and thus gained pardon for his son. Thus it is that through Jesus Christ, the Son, we have access to God the Father.—Selected. 



"Praying Always"

PRAY, when the morning breaketh; 
PRAY, when the sun is high; 
PRAY, when the shadows falling
PRAY, when the darkness deepens;
PRAY, in the silent night; 
PRAY, when the shadows fleeing
Break into morning light. 

PRAY, for the sorrow-laden;
PRAY, for the tempted soul; 
PRAY, for the saint, the faithful,
Pressing toward the goal.
PRAY, for the missionaries 
Toiling beyond the deep; 
PRAY, for the heathen millions, 
Over them pray and weep.

PRAY, that the Truth triumphant
Over the wrong may win; 
PRAY, for the reign of power 
Crushing the monster Sin.
PRAY, for the Bridegroom's coming;
Surely 'twill not be long. 
Prayer, then shall turn to shouting 
And to the victor's song.—Belle Staples.


Exceptional Help 

A gentleman at a summer resort had the misfortune, while roaming in the woods, to lose a very small part of a very valuable camera. He reported his loss to a lad of sixteen years who was choring there and offered a reward of two dollars for the return of the lost piece. The youth entered his small sleeping apartment, closed the door and prayed to the Lord that he might be successful in his efforts. He was soon away through the "trackless waste." In a short time the camera was once more complete. The owner, surprised and delighted, present​ed the reward, of which the lad would take but half. Questioned later as to his reason for this he replied, "That man did not know of the help that I had."—Sunday School Times.


Two Vital Prayers

There are two famous prayers, apparently contradictory. The first is Augustine's anguished cry, "Lord, save me from that evil man—myself." The second is the well known prayer of an early Wesleyan preacher, James Spence: "Lord, save me from that good man—James Spence." I confess that I do not know which of the two is the greater, or betrays the deeper insight. They are both typically Christian prayers; there are moments in our experience when each must be offered.—Dr. James Black, in The Christian World. 


The Response to Need

Prof. E. P. Gulliver says this of the Holly engine: "As we stood by the steam gauge we observed constant and considerable changes in the amount of steam produced. As there was no cause in or about the engine itself, we asked for an explanation. `That,' said the engineer, `is done by the people in the city. As they open their faucets to draw water, the draft upon our fires is increased. As they close them it is diminished. The smallest child can change the movements of our engine according to his will. It was the design of its mak​er to adjust it so that it would respond perfectly to the needs of the people, be they great or small.' How much more will God's heart respond to every prayer of His creatures!"—Sunday School Journal. 



When God Spoke to Fire 

Some years ago a Nova Scotia town was burning. An old retired minister entered the church, and knelt to pray for its safety. The oncoming sea of fire was very near. His friends entreated him to leave, but the old servant of God prayed on. Then a strange thing happened. The great sea of flames parted in two streams. When it had passed the church and the few surrounding buildings the two streams of fire came together again, and completed their work of destruction and desolation. But the man of God was still on his knees in the church.—Christian Herald. 



Not Possibility, But Reality

A Christian woman was in financial need. She had been talking a good deal to the Lord about it. Her income that month had been thirty dollars. She is a warm personal friend of the Times staff, and she says she quoted to the Lord, one day, from a clipping she had in her Bible, made long ago from the Times: "We seldom pray with real confidence for anything, to the realization of which we cannot imagine a way." She began praying for the impossible, asking the Lord for thirty dollars more. The next morning the mail brought her a certain envelope, and she writes the Editor about it as follows: "I opened the envelope when my husband and I were at breakfast, and my eyes began to feel queer, so that I had to wink fast, and there was a big lump in my throat." The envelope contained a check for $32.84. "And instantly there was a little prayer in my heart, `O dear heavenly Father, 1 just can't thank you enough!' Why, it just seemed as if the Lord were standing right by my table!" Yes — but why say, "as if the Lord were"? For the Lord was! And He had been standing right alongside when she had asked Him for the impossible.—Sunday School Times.


When a Pilot Prayed

A bomber pilot was very explicit to me about his experience. "When the ack-ack hit us," he said, "both engines conked out, and we headed for the sea. I began to pray. Well, that was the last I knew until I came to in the water. I was in bad shape. My leg was gone below the knee, the water was red all around, and I knew I'd bleed to death in a few minutes. Then something nudged me. Believe it or not, it was a piece of ply board with the plane's first-aid kit on it. I got the tourniquet out of it, and my co-pilot helped me to get the thing on and stop the bleeding. Another plane came along and dropped a life raft, and four hours later we were picked up by a rescue launch. If you don't call that a miracle, I'd like to know what is. God had something to do with that, mister."—The Reader's Digest. 

Then, Let Us Pray
The day was long, the burden I had borne 
Seemed heavier than I could longer bear; 
And then it lifted—but I did not know
Someone had knelt in prayer. 

Had taken me to God that very hour, 
And asked the easing of the load, and He 
In infinite compassion, had stooped down 
And lifted the burden from me. 

We cannot tell how often as we pray
For some bewildered one, hurt and distressed, 
The answer comes, but many times these hearts 
Find sudden peace and rest.

Someone had prayed, and faith, a lifted hand 
Reached up to God, and He reached down that day. 
So many, many hearts have need of prayer— 
Then, let us, let us pray.—Selected.


Please Stop the Rain

The tin-roofed tabernacle in Waterloo, Iowa, roared under a driving rain when Charles Fuller stepped up to the microphone to pray, "Lord, if you don't stop the rain the Old Fashioned Revival Hour will not be able to go out over the air. For Jesus' sake, please stop the rain!" Within three minutes the rain stopped abruptly and the program was broadcast without interference. But five minutes after the service was over a down​pour drenched the home going crowds.—Sunday. 



Believing Prayer 

A very worldly man was an object of special prayer with his wife. Her little daughter became a Christian, and very soon entered into sympathy with her mother and joined her in prayer that her father might be converted. Her faith was remarkably simple. She read the promises given in the Scriptures to the prayer of faith. "I believe," said she to her mother, "father will be converted." One evening he did not return home at his usual hour. An hour passed, two hours, her mother became anxious, then alarmed. The little girl said, "Why, mother, he is going to come home a Christian tonight. I have prayed that he might. The mother smiled at what she thought was her child's ignorant simplicity. The hour grew late. 

Still he came not. The mother said, "I must sit up for him." The child replied, "Why, he is all safe, Mother. We ought to trust God and go to bed." She went to bed. When the father came home at midnight he told his wife how he had found the Saviour, and later, when they stood in cheerful joy looking upon the sleeping face of their little daughter, she awakened and, seeing them, before either could speak, with glad cry exclaimed, "There, Mamma, did he not come home a Christian?"—Selected. 


When God Substitutes

I remember years ago living in a town where I could never buy anything to fit me. I used to send away occasionally to a certain big store for what I needed, and they would send me printed order forms. At the bottom of the forms were some such words as these: "If we have not the article you order in stock, may we substitute?" Once I said, "Yes," and they wrote, "We are sorry we have not in stock the article you ordered, but we are substituting..." and they sent me something that was worth double the price I paid. They made it a rule, if they could not supply the article ordered, to substitute with one of a much better quality. Ever after that I printed it out boldly so they would understand it—Y E S. When we pray to God, we had better put on the order form that we are quite willing to let Him substitute, for every time He does He sends us something far better, "exceeding abundantly above all that we ask or think."—Gospel Witness. 



The Only Safe Place

Several weeks ago I heard a sermon by a young minister who used an illustration which interested me very much and which seems applicable to the present war situation. The illustration was this: A guide was taking a party of tourists up a very high mountain to see an unusually fine view. The mountain was so very high, that the wind blew constantly so hard that it was not safe to stand upright on the summit, and he told the party they must kneel in order to enjoy the view safely. All the party followed his suggestion except one man who was so impressed with the magnificent view that he tried to stand upright, but the guide put his hand on his shoulder and said, "To your knees, sir! It's the only safe way." Many of us would like to be in the front line, but let us remember, "They also serve who only stand and wait." And let us put it this way: Who only kneel and pray.—Florida Baptist Witness. 



A Moment in the Morning

A moment in the morning, ere the cares of day begin. 
Ere the heart's wide door is open for the world to enter in; 
Ah, then, alone with Jesus in the silence of the morn, 
In heavenly, sweet communion let your duty day be born. 
In the quietude that blesses with a prelude of repose, 
Let your soul be soothed and softened as the dew revives the rose. 

A moment in the morning take your Bible in your hand, 
And catch a glimpse of glory from the peaceful Promised Land; 
It will linger still before you when you seek the busy mart, 
And, like flowers of hope, will blossom into beauty in your heart; 
The precious words, like jewels, will glisten all the day 
With a rare, effulgent glory that will brighten all the way.—Selected.


Pray More—Talk Less

There was a church in the city of Hartford, Connecticut, that had a very brilliant man for its pastor, but he was not sound in doctrine. There were three godly men in that church who realized that their pastor was not speaking the truth. But they did not go around among the congregation stirring up dissatisfaction with the pastor. They convenanted together to meet every Saturday night to pray long into the night for their minister. So Saturday after Saturday they met in earnest and protracted prayer: then Sunday morning they would go to church and sit in their places and watch for an answer to their prayers. One Sunday morning when the minister rose to speak, he was just as brilliant and just as gifted as ever, but it soon became evident that God had transformed his ideas and transformed the man, and Dr. Theo Cuyler is authority for the statement that God sent to the city of Hartford the greatest revival that city ever had, through that minister who was transformed by the prayers of his members. Oh, if we would talk less to one another against our ministers, and more to God in their behalf, we would have far better ministers than we have now.—Selected. 

"Have Peace With One Another" 

A missionary in West Africa tells the following very pleasing and instructive incident: "In visiting a sick communicant and his wife (who was formerly a student in a Bible school) I asked if they prayed together, read a part of the Scriptures (the woman can read), constantly attended public worship, and lived in peace with their neighbors. All these questions were answered in the affirmative. I then asked if they lived in peace together. The man answered, `Sometimes I say a word my wife no like, or my wife talk, or do what I no like; but when we want to quarrel, we shake hands together, shut the door, and go to prayer; and so we get peace again.'"—Selected. 



Prego
The "Unknown Christian" of England says: "I have just returned from Italy. I asked an Italian why the people replied 'Prego' when I said 'Gracia' (thank you) for some favor. `O,' said he, `it means, Your prayer is answered, and I'll do the same again.'" This is a beautiful expression of graciousness and love on the part of the one who has been asked to do something for another. And the Italian word `Prego" beautifully expresses God's attitude and response when any of His children ask Him for something He knows it is best for them to have. Let us remember, as we pray how continuously and joyously our heavenly Father answers us with that word "Prego" — "Your prayer is answered, and I'll do the same again."—Sunday School Times. 



The King's Bounty

A skillful surgeon recently undertook the responsibility of performing a serious operation on the eyes of an Eastern monarch which proved highly successful. After the king's recovery the problem of presenting his account puzzled the doctor, for he was dubious as to what figure would correctly estimate the value of the result achieved; as in Eastern countries it is a serious wrong to charge the king more or less than the actual value. Taking a blank billhead the doctor wrote across it, "The king can do no wrong," and respectfully submitted it to the monarch. His answer was a letter enclosing a sum far beyond his highest hopes. When we know not what to pray for, let us leave it to our Heavenly King, who doeth all things well.—Christian Herald. 



And Paul Was a Pharisee

"See," said an evangelist to a penitent who was slow in taking comfort, "See how even the publican was accepted when he cried for mercy!" "Ah," said the other, "but I have been a greater sinner than a publican; I have been a Pharisee." "Well," was the answer, "since God was so glad to hear a publi​=can say, 'God, be merciful to me a sinner!' how glad would He be to hear a Pharisee say so!"—Christian Herald. 



There's a holy, high vocation
Needing workers everywhere;
'Tis the highest form of service,
'Tis the ministry of prayer.

Do you long to see the millions,
Who are perishing today,
Snatched as brands plucked from the burning? 
Do you long, yet seldom pray?

Come and join the intercessors! 
Laurels, then, some day you'll wear;
For there is no higher service 
Than the ministry of prayer.—Selected.


Prayer Is Practical

The following is taken from an incident recorded by Dr. H. Clay Trumbull, for years Editor of THE SUNDAY School TIMEs. A friend of his was away from home. The wife and children with an invalid friend of the wife, were alone in the house. In the dead of night the wife was awakened by hearing the window bolt thrown back. She realized that a burglar or an intruder was forcing an entrance. What should she do? It was about the time that Professor Huxley had been lecturing and writing on the folly of expecting direct answers to prayer. She thought of this, but it was immediately followed with the thought, "God can help me now, and I will pray to Him." So the following prayer was fervently uttered: "Lord, send me a policeman to our rescue." Pistol shots were heard in the yard. Running to the window, she saw a man slipping away in the darkness, and, a little later, a policeman called for admission to the house. On being admitted, he said he had passed the house and saw nothing out of the way, but, after passing, something told him to return and look again.—Arnold's Commentary. 



It Worked Both Ways 
At sixteen I joined the church. After that I read a few verses from the Bible each night and morning and prayed for strength to live a Christian life. After a year or so I began to suspect I was not making good, although I did not bring reproach on my profession. When I entered college I didn't let it be known that I was a church member. One afternoon the fellow I roomed with had a fall in the gymnasium. He was carried to our room more dead than alive. The blood gushed from his nose and mouth, and the physician we summoned was not assuring. I shall never forget the terror in my roommate's eyes as he whispered, "Wilson, I—wish you'd pray for me." We were alone, and I kneeled down and said something aloud to God about helping my friend. I was surprised to see the change in him and still more in myself. That faltering prayer opened to me the whole wide vista of intercession. I saw that my Christian faith had languished because I had never prayed enough for others. A Christian must needs be an intercessor.—Youth's Companion. 



A Mighty Answer 

A plain seaman stood on watch on the bridge of a U.S. battleship several hundred miles out on the Atlantic when a wireless was handed to him. "Little Donald passed away yesterday. Funeral Wednesday afternoon. Can you come? Mary." The seaman forgot his watch. He saw the smiling face of his baby boy as he had left him three months before. His only boy—his hope. Then he broke, and the captain found him sobbing. "What's the matter, my lad?" The seaman stood at attention and handed the captain the message. "Where do you live?" "Cleveland, Ohio, Sir." The captain did some rapid figuring and in a moment the wireless of the big battleship began sputtering out messages to her sister ships in the vicinity. "Full steam ahead" was the order. Soon a gray form appeared—a faster ship; the seaman was quickly transferred. The second battleship raced 200 hundred miles until a torpedo-boat destroyer came up which had also received the wireless, and into it the seaman descended. Then full steam ahead for the nearest port—a waiting taxi— the train which left in four minutes for Cleveland, and the next afternoon, one hour before the funeral, the seaman-father stood looking down on his little boy, with the mother and wife in his arms. Three battleships somewhere on the Atlantic had felt the impulse of his fatherhood. And shall not God hear his own elect who cry day and night unto him? I tell you, yes. Sailor-friend of mine, tossed on the high seas of life, the Captain waits for your message.—Camel's Nose.
Didn't Need Explaining

"And how do you explain it?" asked one who had heard an old saint tell of a wonderful answer to prayer. "I don't," she answered simply, "it does not need explaining. I just took the Lord at His word and He took me at mine."—Sunday School Times. 



Seek
Pray for my soul! More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore let thy voice 
Rise like a fountain for me night and day. 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain, 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands in prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend? 
For so the whole round world is every-way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.—Alfred Tennyson.


A Revelation from God

In conversation with Prof. S. F. B. Morse, the inventor of the telegraph, Rev. George W. Hervey asked him this question: 

"Professor Morse, when you were making your experiments yonder in your rooms in the university, did you ever come to a stand, not knowing what to do next?" 

"Oh, yes; more than once."

"And at such times, what did you do next?" 

"I may answer you in confidence, sir," said the professor, "but it is a matter of which the public knows nothing. I prayed for more light." 

"And the light generally came?"

"Yes. And may I tell you that when flattering honors came to me from America and Europe on account of the invention which bears my name, I never felt I deserved them. I had made a valuable application of electricity, not because I was superior to the other men, but solely because God, who meant it for mankind, must reveal it to someone, and was pleased to reveal it to me." 

In view of these facts, it is not surprising that the inventor's first message was, "What hath God wrought!"—Selected. 


A Jew's Prayer Answered

Some years ago a little Jewish girl in Russia learned large portions of the New Testament from a boy who had committed them to memory. One day upon the arrival of her father, after an absence, she ran to meet him, and said, "I do love Jesus; He loved little children." This angered the father, and he forbade her to speak on that subject again. Soon the child was stricken with scarlet fever, and the medical attendant gave no hope of her recovery. A Gentile woman was called to nurse the child, as the Jews feared the fever. The woman quoted the verse of a hymn, and the father offered the death-bed prayer of the Jews. Then the child opened her eyes, and repeated accurately the story of Jairus' daughter. When she finished, her head fell back, and to all appearantes she was gone. In an agony of mind the father fell down at the feet of Jesus and besought Him, saying, "O Jesus, Thou who didst raise up the daughter of Jairus, raise little Deborah, and I will believe in Thee as Israel's Messiah!" That cry of agony was heard, and the child rose from her couch of death, and that Jewish family was converted to Christianity.—The Illustrator. 


Another Mother's Faith

Dr. Thomas N. Carter, the ex-convict, tells a thrilling story of the faith of his mother who followed him with her prayers for many years until she listened to him preach the gospel in answer to her prayer. On one occasion, while he was in prison, his mother received a telegram from the prison stating that her son was dead, and asked what she wanted done with his body. His mother was stunned at receipt of the telegram for a few minutes, then retired to her prayer closet after instructing others in the house not to disturb her. She got her Bible and opening it, spread it before her, with the telegram beside it. "Oh, God," she began, "I have believed the promise you gave me in your Word, that I would live to see Tom saved and preach the Gospel, and now a telegram comes saying he is dead. Lord, which is true, this telegram or your Word?" When she rose from her knees, having won the victory, she wired the prison: "There must be some mistake. My boy is not dead." And there was a mistake. Tom Carter lived and was recently in our church preaching, with his mother seated on the platform.—Sunday School Times. 



If Two of You

Jonathan said to his armor - bearer, "There is no restraint to the Lord to save by many or by few." The two of them started a movement that led to the discomfiture of a whole army. Finney tells of a blacksmith who was so wrought up over conditions in his community that he locked the shop door and spent the afternoon in prayer. A great revival started the very next Sunday, and peo​ple dated their deep conviction of sin from the very hour the old man was praying in his shop. 

When Finney was conducting a revival in a certain place, a young woman came from a neighboring town and asked him to go there and preach. "Her utterance was choked with deep feeling." Mr. Finney told her he did not see how he could go, but he looked up the place and found that it was a moral waste, cursed by a minister who had changed to infidelity. The young woman came the next Sunday, and appeared greatly affected; too much so to converse, for she could not control her feeling. The evangelist consented to go the next Sunday P.M., and after his arrival at her home he heard her praying in a room above. He remained in the home overnight, and heard her praying and weeping nearly all night. She pleaded with him to come again, and "at the third service the Spirit of God was poured out on the congregation." A spirit of prayer came powerfully upon Mr. Finney, as it had upon this young woman. The spirit of prayer spread, and the revival that followed was so powerful that "nearly all the principal inhabitants of the town were gathered into the church, and the town was morally renovated." This great spiritual movement was started by the young woman's prayers.

Where can we find anyone interested enough to pray like that today? Finney was noted for his wonderful life of prayer, and for his dependence on the leading of the Holy Spirit. Cannot we learn a lesson from him, who says, "I find myself better or worse as I pray more or less"? Do we care enough about others to pray for them in a way which will mean an intensity of desire for them to find God?—Rev. Homer F. Yale, in Gospel Herald. 

A Little Talk With Jesus

A little talk with Jesus, how it smooths the rugged road, 
How it cheers and helps me onward,
when I faint beneath my load. 

When my heart is crushed with sorrow, 
and my eyes with tears are dim, 
There's naught can yield me comfort, 
like a little talk with Him.

I tell Him I am weary, and I fain would be at rest, 
That I'm daily, hourly longing for a home upon His breast, 
And He answers me so sweetly in tones of tenderest love, 
"I'm coming soon to take thee to My happy home above." 

Ah! this is what I'm wanting, His love​ly face to see,
And I'm not afraid to say it,I know He's wanting me. 
He gave His life a ransom to make me all His own, 
And He can't forget His promise, to me His purchased one. 

I know the way is dreary to yonder far-off clime, 
But a little talk with Jesus well occupies my time, 
And yet the more I know Him, and all His grace explore, 
It only sets me longing to know Him more and more. 

I often feel impatient, and mourn His long delay, 
I never can be settled while He remains away. 
We shall not long be parted, for I know He'll quickly come, 
And we shall dwell together in that hap​py, happy home. 

So I'll wait a little longer, till His ap pointed time, 
And glory in the knowledge that such a hope is mine. 
Then in my Father's dwelling, where many mansions be, 
I'll sweetly talk with Jesus, and He shall talk with me!—The Missionary Worker.


Prayer Changes Things

Once a little old Christian lady, who rented half of a double house, was praying loudly to God for her needs; she had not a meal for a mouse. Now the man from whom she rented, was an infidel, brazen and hard. He heard her praying, and said to himself, "Now, I'll play my trump card. I'll show this foolish old lady up, and prove beyond a shadow of a doubt, that her God is less than nothing, and only man can help out."

So he left his eavesdropping position and went down to the grocery store. "Give me a loaf of bread," he said, "you'd laugh if you knew what for." So he went back home with a chuckle, as he thought how he'd have a good time. "This is going to be really funny," thought he; "and it only cost me a dime." 

On reaching his house he climbed to the roof, and listening down through the fireplace flue, he heard the little old lady thank God that her prayer had broken through. He heard her praise God for the substance of faith, and for the manna that comes from above; for salvation and all of the blessing, and for Calvary's Cross and His love. 

The infidel laughed as he leaned over the flue and let the loaf fall down at her feet. He heard her break out with a queer little cry; he listened, and heard her repeat, "Thank you, Lord; I knew You wouldn't fail me. Oh, you do supply all my needs. And now, Lord, save the man next door, in spite of his infamous creeds." 

With a sneer on his face he climbed to the ground and went around to her door. Now he'd make her feel cheap, and have a good laugh—the laugh he paid a dime for! He knocked and listened; she called out, "Come in," and he opened and went inside. "Thank You, Lord," she said, as she arose from her knees, with the infidel there by her side. 

Then the man spoke up. "You poor, foolish thing, to really believe that God hears and answers prayer. Why, I'm the one who brought you that loaf. I just dropped it down the fireplace there." 

"Well, praise the Lord!" cried the little old lady. "God gave you the dime and you spent it. He answered my prayer, and gave me the loaf, if it was by the devil, He sent it"—Selected. 



The Great Need to Cry

A young lieutenant "in the United States Army on some far-off battle front" writes to his sister in Pennsylvania: "Prayer is going to win this war. Not guns alone. Fervent, agonizing prayer. . . . Pray, Sis. Pray as you never prayed before. Tell everyone to pray. Tell all America to go to its knees. Before each decisive victory anywhere over here, sometimes for hours, sometimes for days, there has been a feeling of people praying from far away. The feeling is so strong that you can hear it. One of the most stubborn of the men said, in the stillness of the night, `Did you hear anything? Sounded like people praying from some distant place. . . .' Again I plead, Tell America to pray. This war will not end until nations and people have paid in blood and tears for thrusting God out of their hearts and countries. And tell them to send Bibles, and more Bibles. . . . And you complacent, bridge-playing, cocktail-drinking mother, why didn't you teach your son about God instead of handing him a cigarette, and a dance program? Get to your knees and ask God to forgive your sins. And then pray for the Army. Pray, pray, pray.... Only repentance for sins can stop the shelling, the killing, and the murdering.... So tell them to keep on praying."—Waynesburg (Pa.) Republican. 


And What of Today?

When the Constitutional Convention was in session, a skeptical tendency appeared. Benjamin Franklin, then in his eighty-third year, prepared and read a speech as follows: "When we were in great peril we had daily prayers in this room for the protection and guidance of Almighty God. I have lived a long time, and the longer I live the more convincing proof I have that God governs in the affairs of men. If a sparrow cannot fall to the earth without His knowledge, is it possible for a nation to rise without His aid? To that kind Providence we owe this happy privilege of consulting in peace on the means of establishing our future national felicity. Have we now forgotten that powerful Friend; or have we no longer need of His assistance?"—Christian Faith and Life. 



Self Will

The following incident may be familiar to some, but warnings need to be repeated. 

"A minister, praying over a child apparently dying, said, `If it be Thy will, spare.' The poor mother's soul yearning for her beloved, exclaimed, `It must be His will: I cannot bear ifs.' The minister stopped. 

"Contrary to expectation, the child recovered. But the mother, after almost suffering martyrdom by him while a stripling, lived to see him hanged before he was two and twenty."—Gospel Banner.
Pray One for Another

I cannot tell why there should come to me 
A thought of someone miles and miles away,
In swift insistence on the memory, 
Unless a need there be that I should pray. 

Too hurried oft are we to spare the thought 
For days together, of some friends away; 
Perhaps God does it for us, and we ought 
To read His signal as a call to pray.

Perhaps, just then, my friend has fiercer fight,
And more appalling weakness, and decay
Of courage, darkness, some lost sense of right— 
And so, in case he needs my prayer, I pray. 

Friend, do the same for me. If I intrude
Unasked upon you, on some crowded day, 
Give me a moment's prayer as interlude; 
Be very sure I need it, therefore pray.—Marianne Farningham. 


Is Prayer Impractical?

The Living Church tells of how a missionary doctor saved the life of a famous Arctic explorer (Stefansson). It was a case of double pneumonia, and the explorer had to be brought in fifty miles to the hospital. When he had recovered and was going on, he said to the doctor, "Money cannot repay what you have done for me. You have saved my life. But I should like to make one criticism. You would accomplish more if you did not spend so much time in religious work, and in prayer." Then the doctor replied, "If it had not been for prayer, I should not be here; this hospital would not have been here, and you would be lying dead in the snow."—Bible Expositor and Illuminator. 



Not Noticed

Said a pastor, "I abandoned my prayer meeting long ago." "How did your church officers like that?" "Oh, they did not find it out for more than a year."—Church Business. 



If We Only Pray

Sir John Kirk, the founder of the Ragged School Union, once said to a friend, "If you can only get people to pray for the work, there will be no difficulty about getting them to pay for it."—Sunday School Times. 



Prayer Changes You

There was an old gentleman who was remarkable for his gentleness. When a young man he was known to have a violent temper. He was asked how he managed to overcome his temper. His answer was a short but wise one. He said it was—"By praying to God and speaking low." When persons are angry they raise their voices and speak loud. To overcome anger and learn the lesson of gentleness, we must—"pray to God and speak low."—Gospel Herald.


Not a Strong Preacher

A young preacher had just settled in his first pastorate in Philadelphia, when he was visited one evening by one of the laymen of his church. The man said bluntly to him, "You are not a strong preacher. In the usual order of things you will fail here, but a little group of us have agreed to gather every Sunday morning to pray for you!" The young man saw that group of people grow to more than one thousand praying weekly for their pastor. The minister was J. Wilbur Chapman, who grew to be one of the greatest preachers America has ever known.—Selected. 



How Brainerd Prayed

No sublimer story has been recorded in earthly annals than that of David Brainerd. No miracle attests, with diviner force, the truth of Christianity than the life and work of this godly man. Alone in the savage wilds of America, struggling day and night with a mortal disease, unschooled in the care of souls, having access to the Indians for a large portion of time only through the bungling medium of a pagan interpreter, with the Word of God in his heart and in his hand, his soul fired with the divine flame, a place and time to pour out his heart and soul to God in prayer, he fully established the worship of God and secured great results. After spending a whole week in prayer he spoke with such power that countless numbers of the Indians were led to yield their lives to God. The Indians were changed from the lowest besotments of heathenism, to pure, devout, intelligent Christians. 

Brainerd lived a life of holiness and prayer: by day and by night he prayed. Before preaching and after preaching he prayed. Riding through the interminable solitudes of the forest he prayed. On his bed of straw he prayed. Morning, noon, and night he communed with God. Little wonder he had such power—God was with him mightily because he lived in the presence of God.—Gospel herald.


The Guard of Prayer

The morning is the gate of the day, 
But ere you enter there, 
See that you set to guard it well
The sentinel of Prayer. 

So shall God's grace your steps attend, 
But nothing else pass through 
Save what can give the countersign: 
The Father's will for you. 

When you have reached the end of day, 
Where night and sleep await, 
Set there the sentinel again,
To guard the evening Gate.

So shall no fear disturb your rest, 
No danger and no care; 
For only peace and pardon pass
The watchful guard of prayer.—Anonymous.


A Chinese Stephen's Prayer

Two pastors of Bishop Roots' diocese were imprisoned, after having been badly beaten. Release, they were told, would come when they renounced their faith. It happened that the day on which they were imprisoned was, in the Episcopal Church calendar, sacred to the memory of St. Stephen. So the two Chinese pastors stood up in the midst of their fellow prisoners and preached the story of Stephen. "We need men like Stephen in China," said the prisoners; and together the whole company knelt and prayed that God would send more Stephens to the aid of China.—The American Missionary.
Expectant Prayers 

A beautiful little book, Expectation Corners, tells us of a king who prepared a city for some of his poor subjects. Not far from them were large storehouses, where everything they could need was supplied if they but sent in their requests. But on one condition—they should be on the outlook for the answer, so that when the king's messengers came with the answers to their petitions, they should always be found waiting and ready to receive them. The sad story is told of one desponding one who never expected to get what he asked, because he was too unworthy. One day he was taken to the king's storehouses, and there, to his amazement, he saw, with his address on them, all the packages that had been made up for him, and sent. There was the garment of praise, and the oil of joy, and the eye-salve, and so much more. They had been to his door, but found it closed. He was not on the outlook. From that time on, he learned the lesson Micah would teach us: "I will look to the Lord; I will wait for the God of my salvation; my God will hear me!"—Andrew Murray.


"Why Are Not My Boys Saved?"

It was in a country place in the home of a deacon. Three children had been born to the family, two of them boys who had come to the years of accountability. The preacher who held the meeting was stopping in this home. One afternoon, when the fires of evangelism had been burning, the mother in this home said to the preacher, "Why are not my boys saved? The children of other homes are being converted by the score. My boys are interested, but I see no tears; I see no evidence of conviction. Tell me why." The preacher said, "Can you stand a little plain talk?" The mother said, "I can." Said the preacher, "Your boys are dry-eyed and unconcerned because their mother is. Did you ever take either of them aside and teach him and pray with him and for him about his salvation?" The mother answered, "Never." "Have you spent sleepless nights weeping over their lost condition?" The mother, sobbing, said, "Never." The preacher said, "The boys are unsaved because the mother has no burden for them!" That night was a momentous night in that home. Next morning, at the breakfast table, with sad and tearful face, the mother refused to eat, saying, "All night long I walked the floor and prayed for my boys. My boys," she said, "are on my heart and I cannot live unless they are saved!" Both boys that very day were born again into God's family. Said the boys, `°Mother, I heard you when you prayed for me last night, we are saved now in answer to your prayers!"—L. R. Scarborough.


Prayer at Gatherings of the Lord's People

Lord, once again assembled in Thy Name, 
Whoever art and will be still the same, 
Do Thou, within our midst, Thyself proclaim. 

Lord, Thou hast met with us in times gone by,
Now in Thy love and glorious power draw nigh, 
Grant us the hearing ear, the seeing eye. 

That which we see not, do Thou teach us, Lord, 
Lead us to where the honey sweet is stored, 
And on each gathered be Thy blessing poured. 
Break Thou Thyself, O Christ, the heavenly bread,
Appoint who shall distribute in Thy stead, 
So shall the multitude be amply fed. 

Give us hinds' feet that we may climb and stand
In the high places of Thy promised land; 
Held ever only by Thy strong right hand. 

And may we from this Mount of God descend 
To meet the duties which each path attend, 
Resolved to serve Thee only to the end. 

None empty, Lord, but each one fully filled,
Each thirsting quenched, each eager longing stilled—
Each willing for that which Thy love bath willed. 

(1 Cor. 14. 26; Matt. 18. 20; 1 Thess. 4. 9) 



Arrested suns and tranquilled seas declare
To Heaven and earth th'omnipotence of prayer, 
That gives the hopeless hope, the feeble might, 
Outruns the swift and puts the strong to flight, 
The noontide arrow foils and plague that stalks by night.—Colton
(Josh. 10. 13, 14; Ps. 91. 1-6; James 5. 17, 18)



Prayer is the golden key that can open the wicket of mercy. Prayer is the slender nerve that moves the muscles of Omnipotence.

(Luke 22. 31, 32; Col. 4. 12)



Archimedes was the great pioneer in the realm of mechanics. It was he who ran through the town of Syracuse shouting, `Eureka, Eureka' (I have found it) after he had made an important discovery. During a state of war he turned to King Hiero and said, `Give me a lever and a place to rest it, and I will move the world.'

Result: the enemy's ships were completely destroyed, and the siege lifted. Small wonder that Plutarch said, 'All other weapons lay idle and useless; his were the only offensive and defensive arms of the city.' God too has given His people a power by which they move the world: 'Prayer moves the hand that moves the universe.' Are we using that power?—Indian Christian
(Matt. 17. 21; 1 Thess. 5. 17 ;I Tim. 2. 1-3)



He was a Christian and he prayed. He asked for strength to do greater things, but he was given infirmity that he might do better things. He asked for power that he might have the praise of men: he was given weakness that he might feel the need of God.—Selected
(2 Cor. 12. 8-10)



Lord, what a change within us one short hour 
Spent in Thy presence will prevail to make! 
What heavy burdens from our bosom take! 
What parched lands refresh as with a shower! 
We kneel, and all around us seems to lower: 
We rise and all the distant and the near 
Stands forth in sunny outline, brave and clear.

We kneel, how weak; we rise, how full of power! 
Why therefore, should we do ourselves this wrong 
Or others—that we are not always strong,
That we are ever overborne with care?
That we should ever weak or heartless be, 
Anxious or troubled, when with us is prayer, 
And joy and strength and courage are with Thee?—R. C. Trench 
(Dan. 6. 10, 11; 9. 3, 4; Acts 1. 14)

When you pray at morn or sundown, 
By yourself or with your own;
When you pray at rush of noontide, 
Just make sure you touch the Throne.

When you pray in hours of leisure, 
Waiting long and all alone,
Pour not out mere words as water, 
But make sure you touch the Throne.

When you pray in busy moments, 
Oft to restless hurry prone,
Brevity will matter little
If you really touch the Throne.

When amid the congregation
Of God's saints in prayer you groan, 
He will hear your voice and answer 
If you really touch the Throne.

When you pray as those sick people 
Who of old God's power have known, 
As they touched His garment's border, 
So make sure you touch the Throne.

When you pray as Christ directed, 
In the manner clearly shown,
In His name and by His Spirit, 
You will always touch the Throne.

(Esther 5. 2; Heb. 4. 16)



Mr. Spurgeon once came to Bristol. He was to preach in the three largest Baptist chapels in the city, and he hoped to collect three hundred pounds, which were needed immediately for his orphanage. He got the money. Retiring to bed on the last night of his visit, Spurgeon heard a voice which, to him, was the voice of the Lord, saying, `Give those three hundred pounds to George Muller."But, Lord,' answered Spurgeon, 'I need it for my dear children in London.' Again came the word, `Give those three hundred pounds to George Muller.' It was only when he had said, 'Yes, Lord, I will,' that sleep came to him.

The following morning he made his way to Muller's Orphanages, and found George Muller on his knees before an open Bible, praying. The famous preacher placed his hand on his shoulder and said, `George, God told me to give you these three hundred pounds.' `Oh,' said Muller, 'dear Spurgeon, I have been asking the Lord for that very sum.' And those two prayerful men rejoiced together.

Spurgeon returned to London. On his desk, he found a letter awaiting him. He opened it to find it contained three hundred guineas. `There!' cried he with joy, 'the Lord has returned my three hundred pounds with three hundred shillings interest.'—Henry Durbanville 

(Phil. 4. 6; James 5. 16)



More things are wrought by prayer than this world dreams of:
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend.—Alfred, Lord Tennyson
(1 Tim. 2. 1-3, 8)



How can I cease to pray for thee? Somewhere 
In God's great universe thou art today;
Can I not reach thee with His tender care? 
Can He not hear me when I pray?

(1 Sam. 12. 19, 23)



Some 500 years ago in London, a number of poor men were praying for liberty to read the Bible. On the spot where that prayer meeting was held stand the buildings of the Bible Society today. 

(Acts 4. 31; 6. 4)



Strong is the lion—like a coal 
His eyeball—like a bastion mole 
His chest, against his foes;
Strong the gier-eagle on his sail;
Strong against the tide th'enormus whale
Emerges as he goes.

But stronger still in earth or air,
And in the sea, the man of prayer,
And far beneath the tide;
And in the seat to faith assigned,
Where ask is have and seek is find,
Where knock is open wide.

(1 Sam. 12. 23; Ps. 106. 23; Dan. 2. 18-20; James 5. 17)



Dr. Norman McLeod was in a small boat with a boatman, some ladies, and a well-known ministering brother who was as conspicuous for his weak and puny appearance as Dr. McLeod was for his gigantic size and strength. A fearful gale arose. The waves tossed the boat sky-high in their furious sport. The smaller of the two preachers was frightened out of his wits. He suggested that Dr. McLeod should pray for deliverance. The ladies eagerly seconded the devout proposal. But the breathless old boatman would have none of it. He instantly vetoed the scheme. `Na! Na!' he cried, let the wee mannie pray, but the big ane maun tak' an oar if ye dinna a' want to be drooned.'

(Neh. 4. 9, 15, 16)



Prayer Meeting

Mrs. Prayer Meeting died recently at the First Neglected Church in Worldly Avenue. Born many years ago in the midst of great revivals, she was a strong, healthy child fed largely on testimony and spiritual holiness, soon growing into world​wide prominence, and was one of the most influential members of the famous Church family.

For the past several years Sister Prayer Meeting had been in failing health, gradually wasting away. Her death was caused through lukewarmness and coldness of heart. Lack of spiritual food, coupled with lack of faith, shameless desertion and non-support, were contributing causes of her death. Only a few were present at her last rites, sobbing over memories of her past beauty and power. Carefully selected pall-bearers were asked to bear the remains tenderly away, but failed to appear. The body rests in the beautiful cemetery of Bygone Glories, awaiting the summons from above.—The Grace Ambassador 

(Acts 12. 5; Matt. 18. 19, 20; Heb. 10. 25)

Prayer to Men and to God

Man's plea to man is that he nevermore
Will beg, and that he never begged before; 
Man's plea to God is, that he did obtain
A former suit and therefore sues again.
How good a God we serve that, when we sue, 
Makes His old gifts the examples of the new!

(Ps. 40. 1-4, 11, 17)



Visitors to the famous Gallery in St. Paul's Cathedral, London, can hear the guide's whisper travel around the whole dome, the sound bouncing back many times from the smooth walls. If you put your ear close to the wall, you can hear what is said on the opposite side of the dome, even though it may be said in the lowest of tones.

A number of years ago, a poor shoemaker whispered to his young lady that he could not afford to marry her as he hadn't money enough to buy any leather, and his business was ruined. The poor girl wept quietly as she listened to this sad news.

A gentleman on the other side of the gallery, which is 198 feet across, heard this story and the shoemaker's whispered prayer, and he decided to do something about it. When the young shoemaker left St. Paul's the gentleman followed him, and after finding out where he lived, had some leather sent along to the shop. Imagine how delighted the poor man was! He made good use of this gift, and his business prospered so that he was able to marry the girl of his choice.

It was not till a few years later that he learned the name of his unknown friend. It was the Prime Minister of Great Britain, W. E. Gladstone.

There is always one above who hears our whispered sorrowings and prayers, and will take action. No matter how low we whisper He can hear. We cannot always tell our human friends about things, but God always knows, so we can tell Him all in prayer, and He will hear and answer.

(Phil. 4. 6)



A Moment's Prayer

I cannot tell why there should come to me
A thought of someone miles and miles away, 
In swift insistence on the memory,
Unless there be a need that I should pray.

Too hurried oft are we to spare a thought
For days together for some friend away: 
Perhaps God does it for us, and we ought
To read His signal as a call to pray.

Perhaps just then, my friend has fiercer fight;
Some overwhelming sorrow or decay
Of courage, darkness, some lost sense of right,
And so, in case my friend needs prayer, I pray.

Friend, do the same for me, if I, unsought,
Intrude upon you on some crowded day;
Give me a moment's prayer in passing thought;
Be very sure I need it, therefore pray.—E. Middleton
(Eph. 6. 18, 19)



Monica's Prayer

For many years Monica had prayed that her profligate son might be saved. When she learned that he was thinking of taking a ship from Carthage to Rome, she earnestly petitioned the Throne of grace that Augustine might be restrained from going to such a centre of corruption and sin. But during the night he secretly took his departure and the mother was left, weeping and praying, behind.

The mother stood on the shore and filled the ear of the Almighty with groans and lamentations. But in Rome Augustine found the Saviour, and Monica, who had seen him depart for a season, had the joy of knowing that it had only been that she might receive him for ever.

(Philem. 15)



Muller's in the Fog. 

Charles Inglis, the well-known evangelist, tells the following story of George Muller, and it is worthy of a place under the heading of `Answered Prayers'.

When I first came to America, thirty-one years ago, I crossed the Atlantic with the Captain of a steamer who was one of the most devoted men I ever knew, and when we were off the banks of Newfoundland he said to me: `Mr. Inglis, the last time I crossed here, five weeks ago, one of the most extraordinary things happened that has completely revolutionised the whole of my Christian life. Up to that time I was one of your ordinary Christians. We had a man of God on board, George Muller of Bristol. I had been on that bridge for twenty-two hours, and never left it. I was startled by someone tapping me on the shoulder. It was George Muller. "Captain," he said, "I have come to tell you that I must be in Quebec on Saturday afternoon." (This was Wednesday). It is impossible,' I said. `Very well, if your ship can't take me, but I have never broken an engagement in fifty years.' I would willingly help you. How can I? I am helpless,' said the Captain.

`Let us go down to the chart room and pray,' said George Muller.

I looked at the man of God, and I thought to myself, what lunatic asylum could the man have come from? I never heard of such a thing.

`Mr. Muller,' I said, `do you know how dense the fog is?'

`No,' he replied, 'my eye is not on the density of the fog, but on the living God Who controls every circumstance of my life.' He got down on his knees and prayed one of the most simple prayers. I muttered to myself, 'That would suit a children's class where the children were not more than eight years old.'

The burden of his prayer was something like this: 'O Lord, if it is consistent with Thy will, please remove this fog in five minutes, Thou knowest the engagement Thou didst make for me in Quebec for Saturday. I believe it is Thy will.'

When he finished I was going to pray, but he put his hand on my shoulder and told me not to pray. 'First, you do not believe He will; and second, I believe He has, and there is no need to pray.'

And, as George Muller said, the fog had lifted.

(Ps. 34. 4, 6, 17)

Speaking of Prayer 

I give herewith what some great people have spoken or have written about prayer - the greatest power we have on earth and often the least used.

Jesus said: "Pray ye."

James wrote: "The effectual, fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much."

Dr. Ravenhill: "Preaching affects men; prayer affects God. The pastor who is not a praying pastor is a playing pastor. The congregation which is not a praying congregation is a straying congregation. To be much for God we must be much with God."

Hugh Miller: "Prayer is so mighty an instrument that no one ever thoroughly masters all the keys. They sweep along the infinite scale of man's wants and God's goodness."

Sidlow Baxter: "Men may spurn our appeals, reject our mes​sage, oppose our arguments, despise our persons; but they are helpless against our prayers."

Dr. J. H. Jowett: "I'd rather teach one man to pray than ten men to preach."

Dr. R. A. Torrey: "Nothing lies beyond the reach of prayer except that which lies beyond the will of God. Prayer can do anything, prayer is omnipotent."

Martin Luther: "I am so busy now that if I did not spend three hours each day in prayer, I could not get through the day."

John Wesley: "I have resolved to devote an hour each morning, noon, and evening to prayer—no pretense, no excuse whatsoever."

This reminds us of what David said: "Evening, and morning, and at noon, will I pray, and cry aloud: and He shall hear my voice" (Psalm 55:17).

Dr. Arthur T. Pierson: "Every step in the progress of our missionary enterprises is directly traceable to prayer."

William Goodell: "Whoever prays most, helps most."

Eugene Stock: "He who faithfully prays at home does as much for foreign missions as the man on the field, for the nearest way to the heart of a Hindu or Chinaman is by the way of the throne of God."

Adoniram Judson: "I never prayed sincerely for anything but it came, at sometime—no matter at how distant a day, some​how in some shape it came."

Andrew Murray: "In relation to his people, God works only in answer to their prayer. In prayer we change our natural strength for the supernatural strength of God."

Stanley Jones: "We ask—and God does the work."

Joseph Neesima: "Let us advance upon our knees."

Dwight Moody: "Christ's soldiers fight best on their knees."

Henry Drumrnond: "Ten minutes spent in Christ's society every day—aye, ten minutes, if it is face to face and heart to heart, will make the whole life different."

Henry M. Stanley: "On all my expeditions prayer made me stronger, morally and mentally, than any of my non-praying companions. Prayer lifted me hopefully over the fifteen hun​dred miles of forest trails."

Lord Tennyson: "Prayer is like opening a sluice gate between the great ocean and our little channel, when the sea gathers itself together and flows in at full tide."

Robert Speer: "Communion without service is a dream; serv​ice without communion is ashes."

Evans Roberts: "Secret intercessions make it possible for public laborers to do their work and win. They do as much for the Lord's cause who intercede like Moses on the mount, as they do who fight like Joshua in the thick of the battle. Prayer based on God's Word is the only weapon man can use to touch the invisible foe."

Courtland Meyers: "God's greatest agency for winning men to himself is the prayers of other men. How few ever enter into the positive, practical power of prayer.  It is the mightiest force in the universe, and the Christian world is blind to this
fact."

Sam Chadwick: "The one concern of the devil is to keep Christians from praying. He fears nothing from prayerless studies, prayerless work, prayerless religion. He laughs at our toil. He mocks at our wisdom. But he trembles when we pray." Billy Sunday: "If some people looked at their watches when they started praying and when they ceased praying, they would think their watches had stopped."

Dr. A. C. Dixon; "When we depend upon organization, we get what organization can do—and that is something. When we depend upon our preaching, we get what our preaching can do—that is something. When we depend upon money—we get what money can do — and that is something. When we depend upon education, we get what education can do—and that is something. But when we depend upon prayer, we get what God can do. And what all of us need is what God can do."

Charles Spurgeon: "Prayer is the remedy that will cure all ills. Prayer is a sword that will cut the Gordian Knot. Prayer is the key that fits every lock in the sinner's house of horrors and in the Christian's hours of sorrows."

Augustine: "How can He grant you what you do not desire to receive?"

Thomas Guthrie: "Prayer flies where the eagle never flew."

J. A. Wallace: "Prayer moves the hand which moves the world."

Quarles: "God's pleasure is at the end of our prayers." 

Melanchton: "Trouble and perplexity drive me to prayer, and prayer drives away perplexity and trouble."

Rowland Hill: "Prayer is the breath of the new-born soul, and there can be no Christian life without it."

Washington Irving: "It lightens the stroke to draw near to Him who handles the rod."

Hosea Ballou: "Embark on no enterprise which you can not submit to the test of prayer."

Ben Johnson: "Affliction teaclieth a wicked person some time to pray; prosperity, never."

James Martineau: "Religion is no more possible without prayer than poetry without language or music without atmosphere."

Cecil: "A Christian will find his parenthesis for prayer, even through his busiest hours."

R. M. Offered: "Expect an answer. If no answer is desired, why pray? True prayer has in it a strong element of expectancy."

Unknown; "If you would build a wall of protection about your boy, build it with prayer."

Binney: "Every praying Christian will find that there is no Gethsemane without its Angel."

Jesus, wisest of all, said: "Men ought always to pray, and not to faint" (Luke 18:1).

Jesus, who, on one occasion, "went out into a mountain to pray, and continued all night in prayer to God" (Luke 6:12), said: "Pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that he would send forth labourers into his harvest" (Luke 10:2).

Peter said: "Watch unto prayer" (I Peter 4:7).

Paul wrote: "Pray without ceasing" (I Thessalonians 5:17).

Mrs. Maggie Vancott's Prayer

Nearly one hundred years ago, Mrs. Maggie Vancott was conducting evangelistic meetings at Stone Ridge, New York. Near the beginning of the meetings, she expressed the expecta​tion of seeing two hundred souls saved. Many mocked the prediction, and accused her of presumptuous sins.

A week went by with no apparent interest, and then Mrs. Vancott went into her room and left orders that she should not be called to dinner, nor yet to the service, unless she came of her own will.

In a cold room, with a shawl about her shoulders, she knelt, and all day long she pled God's promises, "Ask, and ye shall receive.... If ye abide in Me, and My words abide in you, ye shall ask what ye will, and it shall be done unto you. . . . Whatsoever ye shall ask in My Name, that will I do, that the Father may be glorified in the Son." No answer! No peace! She prayed on. Satan suggested, "Give it up and go to church." She replied, "Get thee hence, Satan," and she prayed on.

The people of the house came into her room and found her with haggard face, cold sweat on her brow, and they begged her to desist and eat. They said: "God will not answer today." She replied, "Then today I die." And again to God she turned: "Oh, God, give me my two hundred. Thou hast said, 'Today is the day of salvation.' Christ has died to redeem them. I plead His perfect work; I will not yield. God, O give the answer."

Then she hushed. A sweet radiance spread o'er her face; assurance came from the Spirit. She rose and went forth, saying, "It is all over and I have His promise."
She saw the altar of prayer crowded by penitent sinners that night, and when the service ended two hundred and thirty-five souls had been saved. "Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen."



A man boasted that he had not omitted saying his prayers for seventy years, at night. It pleased God to suddenly convert him at that age, and then he would say with a changed tone and spirit, "I am the old man who said his prayers for seventy years and yet all that time never prayed at all."—Selected


There is a story of an Arab who said at night, "I will loose my camel and trust in God to find it." But a wiser one said, "Tie your camel and trust in God." Prayer and care should go together.—Christian Safeguard


A son, hearing his father pray that the wants of the poor might be supplied, said to him, "Father, I wish I had your corn."—"Why my son? What would you do with it?" asked the father. The child replied, "I would answer your prayers."—Selected


Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees.—Cowper


Encouragement to Pray

"And all things, whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, believing, ye shall receive" (Matt. 21:22).

A number of years ago it was my privilege to attend a Bible conference at which the late Dr. D. M. Stearns was the main speaker. On one particular occasion he had a question hour, and, among the questions there was one that I never forgot. It read something like this: "If you had prayed all your life for the salvation of a loved one, and then you got word that that person had died without giving any evidence of repentance after having lived a sinful life, what would you think, both of prayer itself and of the love of God and His promises to answer ?"

It was a very striking question and I know that every​one in the room sat up and wondered what the doctor would have to say in reply to it.

He said, "Well, dear sister, I should expect to meet that loved one in heaven, for I believe in a God who answers prayer, and if He put that exercise upon your heart to pray for that dear one, it was because He, doubt​less, intended to answer it."

Then he told a story. Many years ago there was a dear old lady living in Philadelphia who had a very wayward son. This young man had been brought up in church and Sunday school, but he had drifted away from everything holy. He had gone to sea and had become a very rough, careless, godless sailor.

One night his mother was awakened with a very deep sense of need upon her heart. When fully awake, she thought of her son and she was impressed that he was in great danger; as a result, she got up, threw on a dressing gown, knelt by her bedside, and prayed earnestly that God would undertake for the boy, whatever his need was. She didn't understand it, but after praying for perhaps two or three hours there came to her a sense of rest and peace, and she felt sure in her heart that God had answered. She got back into bed and slept soundly until the morning. Day after day she kept wondering to herself why she was thus awakened and moved to prayer, but somehow or other she could not feel the need to pray for that boy anymore; rather she praised God for something which she felt sure He had done for her son.

Several weeks passed. One day there was a knock at the door. When she went to the door—there stood her boy! As soon as he entered the room, he said, "Mother, I'm saved!" Then he told her a wonderful story.

He told how a few weeks earlier, his ship had been tossed in mid-Atlantic by a terrific storm; and it looked as though there were no hope of riding it through. One of the masts had snapped; the captain called the men to come and cut it away. They stepped out, he among them, cursing and reviling God because they had to be out in such an awful night. They were cutting away this mast when suddenly the ship gave a lurch, and a great wave caught this young man and carried him overboard.

As he struggled almost helplessly with the great waves of the sea, the awful thought came to him, "I'm lost forever!" Suddenly, he remembered a hymn that he had often heard sung in his boyhood days, "There is life in a look at the crucified One; There is life at this moment for thee; Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be saved; Unto Him who was nailed to the tree."

He cried out in agony of heart, "Oh, God, I look, I look to Jesus." Then he was carried to the top of the waves and lost consciousness.

Hours afterwards when the storm had ceased and the men came out to clear the deck, they found him lying unconscious, crowded up against a bulwark. Evidently, while one wave had carried him off the deck, another had carried him back again. The sailors took him into the cabin and gave him restoratives. When he came to, the first words from his lips were, "Thank God, I'm saved!"

From that time on he had an assurance of God's salvation that meant everything to him.

Then his mother told him how she had prayed for him that night. They realized that it was just at the time when he was in such desperate circumstances, and God had heard and answered.

Now suppose that that young man's body had never been brought back to the ship. Suppose he had sunk down into the depths. People might have thought he was lost forever in his sin, but he would have been as truly saved as he actually was. God had permitted him to come back in testimony of His wonderful grace.

I know not by what methods rare, 
But this I know, God answers prayer. 
I know not when he sends the word 
That tells us fervent prayer is heard. 
I know it cometh soon or late: 
Therefore we need to pray and wait. 
I know not if the blessing sought 
Will come in just the guise I thought. 
I leave my prayers with him alone 
Whose will is wiser than my own.—Eliza M. Hickok


During the winter the village preacher was taken sick, and several of his children were also afflicted with the mumps. One day a number of the devout church members called to pray for the family. While they were about it a boy, the son of a member living in the country, knocked at the preacher's door. He had his arms full of things. "What have you there?" a deacon asked him.

"Pa's prayers for a happy Thanksgiving," the boy answered, as he proceeded to unload potatoes, bacon, flour and other provisions for the afflicted family.



A little girl in Washington surprised her mother the other day by closing her evening prayers in these words: "Amen; good bye; ring off."



TEACHER—"Now, Tommy, suppose a man gave you $100 to keep for him and then died, what would you do? Would you pray for him?"

TOMMY—"No, sir; but I would pray for another like him."



A well-known revivalist whose work has been principally among the negroes of a certain section of the South remembers one service conducted by him that was not entirely successful. He had had very poor attendance, and spent much time in questioning the darkies as to their reason for not attending.

"Why were you not at our revival?" he asked one old man, whom he encountered on the road.

"Oh, I dunno," said the backward one.

"Don't you ever pray?" demanded the preacher.

The old man shook his head. "No," said he; "I carries a rabbit's foot."—Taylor Edwards.


A little girl attending an Episcopal church for the first time, was amazed to see all kneel suddenly. She asked her mother what they were going to do. Her mother replied, "Hush, they're going to say their prayers."

"What with all their clothes on?"



The new minister in a Georgia church was delivering his first sermon. The darky janitor was a critical listener from a back corner of the church. The minister's sermon was eloquent, and his prayers seemed to cover the whole category of human wants.

After the services one of the deacons asked the old darky what he thought of the new minister. "Don't you think he offers up a good prayer, Joe?"

"Ah mos' suhtainly does, boss. Why, dat man axed de good Lord fo' things dat de odder preacher didn't even know He had!"



Hilma was always glad to say her prayers, but she wanted to be sure that she was heard in the heavens above as well as on the earth beneath.

One night, after the usual "Amen," she dropped her head upon her pillow and closed her eyes. After a moment she lifted her hand and, waving it aloft, said, "Oh, Lord! this prayer comes from 203 Selden Avenue."



Willie's mother had told him that if he went to the river to play he should go to bed. One day she was away, and on coming home about two o'clock in the afternoon found Willie in bed.

"What are you in bed for?" asked his mother.

"I went to the river to play, and I knew you would put me in bed, so I didn't wait for you to come."

"Did you say your prayers before you went to bed?" asked his mother.

"No," said Willie. "You don't suppose God would be loafing around here this time of day, do you? He's at the office."



Little Polly, coming in from her walk one morning, informed her mother that she had seen a lion in the park. No amount of persuasion or reasoning could make her vary her statement one hairbreadth. That night, when she slipped down on her knees to say her prayers, her mother said, "Polly, ask God to forgive you for that fib."
Polly hid her face for a moment. Then she looked straight into her mother's eyes, her own eyes shining like stars, and said, "I did ask him, mamma, dearest, and he said, 'Don't mention it, Miss Polly; that big yellow dog has often fooled me.'"



Prayer is the spirit speaking truth to Truth.—Bailey.


Pray to be perfect, though material leaven
Forbid the spirit so on earth to be;
But if for any wish thou darest not pray,
Then pray to God to cast that wish away.—Hartley Coleridge.


The Dutchman still retained a strong accent, although he had been in the country forty years, and was a churchwarden. When the rector complained that a certain parishioner had called him a perfect ass, and asked advice, the reply, though well intentioned, sounded ambiguous:

"All you should do vill pe youst to bray for him, as usual."



A Scotch missionary in the Far East suffered ill fortune in his marriages, for two wives in succession yielded to the trying climate and died. The missionary had depended on the Board at home to select his previous mates, and he wrote for a third. When due time had elapsed, he journeyed to the seaport to meet the steamer by which his new mate should arrive. At the appointed hour, as the boat drew in, he stood on the dock anxiously waiting. Among the few passengers to descend the gangplank, it was easy for him to select the one destined for him. At sight of her, he shuddered slightly, and a groan burst from his lips.

"Freckles," he muttered despairingly, "and red headed, and with squint—for the third time!—and after all my prayers!"

Charles had attained the age of five when he attended a football game for the first time. It cannot be doubted that he was profoundly impressed by the excitement on the gridiron, for at bedtime his mother was horrified to hear him utter his nightly prayer thus:

"God bless papa! God bless mama! God bless Charlie! Rah! Rah! Rah!"



At the request of his wife, the husband opened a can of peaches. When he finally reappeared, the wife asked demurely:

"What did you use to open that can, Jim?"

"Can-opener, of course," the husband grunted. "What d'ye think I opened it with?"

"From the language I heard, I thought perhaps you were opening it with prayer."



The newspaper report of the special Sunday services contained the following impressive description of the prayer:

"The most eloquent prayer ever addressed to a Boston audience."



The New York Sun published the following:

The toys had been reluctantly laid aside and in her dainty nightie the little girl, scarcely more than a baby, knelt at her mother's knee.

The eyes, which all day long are alight with mischief, were reverently closed, and as she haltingly uttered the words of the old, yet ever young child's prayer her rapt face, raised occasionally from her dimpled hands, took on an expression almost seraphic in its innocent purity.

With a fervent "Amen" she ended her supplication, then jumped up, eyes dancing, and exclaimed:

"Now let's say 'Little Jack Horner sat in the corner.' I knows it better, Muvver."



A little boy was asked if he prayed when he attended church, and he answered that he always did. On being questioned as to the nature of his prayer, he explained that he always repeated it when the others in the congregation made their silent prayer just before the sermon, and he added further:

"I just say the little prayer mother taught me—'Now I lay me down to sleep.'"



A prayer showing a ghastly confusion of metaphors is on record as having been offered extemporaneously in behalf of Queen Adelaide during the reign of that sovereign. The words as quoted were these:

"O Lord, save thy servant, our Sovereign Lady, the Queen. Grant that as she grows an old woman, she may become a new man. Strengthen her with Thy blessing that she may live a pure virgin, bringing her sons and daughters to the glory of God. And give her grace that she may go before her people like a he-goat upon the mountains."



As the boat was sinking, the skipper lifted his voice to ask:

"Does anybody know how to pray?"

One man spoke confidently in answer:

"Yes, Captain, I do."

The captain nodded.

"That's all right then," he declared. "You go ahead and pray. The rest of us will put on life-belts. They're one short."

Prayer Meetings Sermon Illustrations

A foreigner who attended a prayer meeting in Indiana was asked what the assistants did. "Not very much," he said, "only they sin and bray."

Prayerlessness Sermon Illustrations

Just before a large evangelistic campaign, I was asked by a number of Christian leaders to address a meeting for Christian workers. The object of the meeting was to awaken a sense of our responsibility toward those around us who are unsaved.

I felt impelled to use an allegory showing the sinfulness of prayerlessness. And I know that the Holy Spirit spoke to many because of the response following the special service. The story follows:

In one of our munition plants employing 500 men, there was an excellent canteen and lounging room. After the men had lunched each day, they developed an informal open forum where, for the balance of their lunch period, they discussed topics of general interest.

One day their discussion centred on Christianity and hypocrisy. Some very harsh and cruel things were said about Christians.

In the company was a Christian fellow named William James. When Bill could stand it no longer, he rose to his feet and said, 'Men, you have been saying some very hard things about Christians. Now I admit that there are hypocrites in the church, but I also want you to know that there are quite a lot of sincere Christians, and I, myself, very humbly claim to sincerely believe in Jesus Christ as my personal Lord and Saviour.'

He was about to sit down when a man said, `Just a minute, Bill. I would like you to answer some questions. I take it from what you have said that you believe the Bible to be the Word of God?'

'I certainly do,' said Bill. 'I believe it from cover to cover.'

`Then, do you believe that all men out of Christ are lost and on their way to outer darkness?'

`Yes,' he said, 'I do.' And so the dialogue proceeded:

Question: Do you think that most of us men are out of Christ and therefore lost?

Bill: Yes, boys, I am very sorry indeed to say I do believe that.

Question: Do you believe in the efficacy of prayer?

Bill: Yes, I have had many answers to my prayers in the past.

Question: How long have you worked here with us?

Bill: Four years.

Question: How often in that period have you spent a night in prayer for our lost souls? Bill's head doesn't seem quite so high as he says, I am sorry boys, but I cannot say I ever spent a night in prayer for you.

Question: How often have you spent half a night in prayer for us?

Bill: I'm sorry, but I cannot say I ever spent half a night in prayer for you.

Question: Bill, we'll take your word for it —quickly add together all the time you've spent in prayer for us during the last week: how much would it be all told?

Bill: I'm sorry, fellows, but I cannot say
that I have spent any time in prayer for you this last week.

Questioner: Well, Bill, that's just the kind of hypocrisy we've been talking about.

Could this have happened to you? Are you guilty of the sin of Prayerlessness? Do you lightly promise others that you will pray for them and about their circumstances and forget as soon as the words have left your lips?—Robert A. Laidlaw (Slightly abridged) 
(1 Sam. 12. 23)



From a convert in Uganda
Comes to us a story—grander
In the lesson that it teaches
Than a sermon someone preaches; 
For it tells what sore temptations 
Come to them, what need of patience, 
And a need—all else outweighing—
Of a place for private praying.

So each convert chose a corner 
Far away from eyes of scorner. 
In the jungle, where he could 
Pray to God in solitude.
And so often went he thither
That the grass would fade and wither 
Where he trod, and you can trace 
By the paths each praying place.

If they bear the evil tidings
Of a brother's late backslidings, 
And if some are even saying,
'He no longer cares for praying;' 
Then they say to one another, 
Softly and so gently, 'Brother, 
Do forgive us now for showing 
On your path the grass is growing.'

And the erring one, relenting,
Soon is bitterly repenting.
`Ah, how sad I am at knowing
On my path the grass is growing; 
But it shall be so no longer,
Prayer I need to make me stronger; 
On my path I'll oft be going—
Soon no grass will there be showing.' 

(Matt. 6. 6; Luke 18. 1; 1 Thess. 5. 17)

Preachers Sermon Illustrations

Why Some Sermons Fail

Methodist layman visited a great city church in Ohio during a business trip. After the service he congratulated the minister on his service and sermon. "But," said the manufacturer, "if you were my salesman I'd discharge you. You got my attention by your appearance, voice and manner; your prayer, reading and logical discourse aroused my interest; you warmed my heart with a desire for what you preached; and then—and then you stopped, without asking me to do something about it. In business, the important thing is to get them to sign on the dotted line."—Record of Christian Work.


Our Pastor

Who is it calls when we are ill
With cheerful words and right good will,
And lingers gently then to pray 
And soothe our care and fear away? 
Our Pastor! 

Who is it comes when sorrow falls,
When death of friends our heart appalls, 
And tells us of the mansions fair 
And that sweet home, "just over there"? 
Our Pastor!
Who is it shares our happiest hours, 
When life is crowned with wedding flowers, 
And to the scene lends added grace 
By reverent voice and kindly face?
Our Pastor! 

Who is it that on Sabbath day
Points us to heaven, and leads the way, 
And brings a message from the Word, 
Until our hearts within are stirred? 
Our Pastor!
For whom then shall we daily pray 
And ask for him God's grace always, 
And wish for him a glad New Year, 
With new-born souls his heart to cheer? 
Our Pastor!—Lena G. Browne, Pasadena, Calif.


A Radio Parable

To modernize the parable of the sower into a form that is not nearly as beautiful, we might say: "Behold, a broad​caster was speaking forth the words of eternal life. Some, as soon as he began, turned off the radio. Others listened, but when they found that to understand him would require real mental effort, and to apply him to life would require sacrifice, they, too, turned off the radio, or shifted to another wave length. Some kept their radio on until the whole speech was finished, but in the meantime they looked over the evening paper and commented now and then upon the sporting news and the market reports, so that at the end they had really no deep understanding of what was said. Others listened intently, meditated on what they had heard, applied it to life, and were transformed."—Christian Advocate.


Enough Said

A minister was annoyed by people talking and giggling during the service. He paused, looked at the disturbers, and said: "Some years ago as I was preaching a young man who sat before me was constantly laughing, talking and making uncouth grimaces. I paused and administered a severe rebuke. After the close of the services a gentleman said to me: 'Sir, you made a great mistake. That young man is an idiot.' Since then I have been afraid to reprove those who misbehave in chapel lest I should repeat that mistake and reprove another idiot."

During the rest of the service there was good order.—Watchman-Examiner. 



"No Good to Anybody"

A certain minister is said to have been unable to say, "No," to any request that came to him. He was invited to speak for other ministers, and at clubs and banquets and other gatherings, until his own church had but a small fraction of his time, and his home was neglected. One day, while walking alone by a lake, he met a man who was about to drown a small dog. "What's wrong with the dog?" he inquired. "Well, you see," said the man, "When Gipsy was a pup, he was all right. But he has grown to be a regular nuisance. We are always losing him. He follows everyone. And a dog that follows everybody is no good to anybody." The last sentence struck the minister like a blow. He begged for the dog and took him home, saying, "Gyp, you and I will learn faithfulness together!" And then and there began a new era in his life and usefulness.—Sunday School Times. 



Dead In Earnest 

Moody was the most earnest evangelist I ever heard. He had no mannerisms, very few gestures, and seldom raised his voice to a shout; but his deep and unaffected piety, his apposite figures of speech, his humor, his solid common sense, his thrilling earnestness, made him amazingly effective. He did great good, and as he hated hysteria and sensationalism, he never did any harm. He was a man of genius. In later years I got to know him intimately, both at his school at Northfield and during his visits to Yale; it was impossible to talk with him without feeling his sincerity and his knowledge of human nature. . . When I was an undergraduate, he preached one Sunday at Yale. Attendance was compulsory and the attention to the average sermon was not very keen; and most sermons were no longer than twenty minutes. Mr. Moody preached for one hour, and held the breathless attention of the students.—Wm. Lyon Phelps of Yale. 


"Answer a Fool—"

Beau Nash objected to Wesley's preaching in the city of Bath, alleging that "it frightened people out of their wits." "Sir," inquired the great evangelist, "did you ever hear me preach?" "No," was the reply. "How, then, can you judge of what you never heard?" "By common report." "Sir," came Wesley's crushing rejoinder, "is not your name Nash? I dare not judge of you by common report."—Torch Bearer. 



"Give Them Their Letters at Once"

When Henry Ward Beecher was yet a young man in the ministry, he was faced with the demand of a prominent member of his church to put the soft pedal on the slavery question. He was told if he did not keep quiet he would lose six of his most prominent families. He answered, "Give me their names now, please, that I may give them their letters at once!" 

He rightly judged that such families who tried to hog-tie the true testimony of the preacher were better out of the church than in.—Christian Victory.
The Principal's Criticism

Years ago it was the custom in a certain theological college for the student who had preached in sermon class to go into the Principal's room next morning for a quiet talk on the sermon. On one such occasion the revered and saintly old Principal said to the young man before him: "It was a good sermon you gave us yesterday; the truth you dealt with was well arranged and well presented. But your sermon had one omission, a grave one. There was no word in it for a poor sinner like me."—The Rev. A. E. J. Cosson, in the United Methodist Magazine. 


The Sermon Lincoln Enjoyed

Abraham Lincoln put it rather strongly but effectively nevertheless, when he said: "I do not care for cut and dried sermons. When I hear a man preach I like to see him act as if he were fighting bumble bees!"—Selected. 



Why Moody Used Stories

Of course, there were those who criticized his constant use of "stories." "People," Moody once said, "don't seem to understand why I use these stories. It is to touch the heart, and while it is soft, to send right in the arrow of truth." With pathos and tender feeling he would use his simple illustrations and touching stories with a great disregard of all secondary considerations of any kind whatever. His most moving appeals, his gentle persuasiveness, his most passionate declamations, his most direct home-thrusts, his reference to people and places, were all used for the highest ends. Happily, many of Moody's unique stories have been preserved for us in his book on Anecdotes.—Selected. 


Unconverted Preacher

It would be a great mercy if every converted person would positively refuse to listen twice to any minister who denies the inspiration of the Bible, or to give a penny to a church or missionary society that gave the right hand of fel​lowship to men of this type.—Sunday. 



More Interest in Antichrist than Christ 
Dr. A. C. Gaebelein is credited with saying, "I find many people whose consuming passion is to know more and more about the Antichrist." Others of us have met these people, too. If it is advertised that Christ is to be presented to the congregation, the hearing may be small, but if the preacher is to identify the Antichrist, there may be hardly room in the building. Which may mean that people would rather hear a man tell what he does not know than speak of what he understands. But this may mean also that too few people realize that one's first responsibility is to get Christ for himself and then bring Him into the lives of others.—The Free Methodist. 



Eliminating the Ministry

Woodrow Wilson spoke these words of preachers and they are worthy of the careful consideration of every one of us: "When I hear some of the things which young men say to men by way of putting the arguments to themselves for going into the ministry, I think they are talking of another profession. Their motive is to do something.

"You do not have to be anything in particular to be a lawyer, and I know. You do not have to be anything in particular, except a kind-hearted man perhaps, to be a physician. You do not have to be anything, nor undergo any strong spiritual change, in order to be a merchant. The only profession which consists in being something is the ministry of our Lord and Saviour—and it does not consist of anything else. 
"And that conception of the ministry which rubs all the marks off and mixes him in the crowd so that you cannot pick him out, is a process of eliminating the ministry itself."—Word and Way. 



The Sight that Blinds

The apostle Paul was perhaps one of the greatest travelers of his day. He visited many lands, and saw many new scenes in different countries. When he returned he wrote a good deal; his epistles were widely read by the early churches. And yet, in all the writings of the apostle, there is not one line that is descriptive of the scenery of the countries through which he passed; not a line telling of the wonders of the architecture of his day; not a line describing the customs of the people. Is not this singular? There is a reason for it. The apostle was blind. As he traveled about he was blind to all else but one thing. On the way to Damascus, when he met the Lord Jesus, he was blinded by the vision of His great glory, and from that time he could see nothing but Him and tell of nothing but His Gospel.—The Rev. R. A. Jaffray, in The Sunday School Times. 


Pastoral Success

Requisites for pastoral success are the following: "The strength of an ox, the daring of a lion, the industry of a beaver, the versatility of a chameleon, the vision of an eagle, the disposition of an angel, the loyalty of an apostle, the heroism of a martyr, the faithfulness of a prophet, the tenderness of a shepherd, the fervency of an evangelist, and the devotion of a mother." 

That is rather a formidable picture in its demands, and yet it is not going too far to say that many or most of these qualifications are found in many true Christian ministers, and have been since the time of the apostles. One could go through the whole list of "requisites" and find Scripture authority for each. The kaleidoscopic description brings to mind such Scripture passages as these:

"Be strong in the Lord, and in the power of his might." 
"Having done all, to stand."
"Be ye steadfast, unmovable."
"Be strong and of a good courage, fear not, nor be afraid."—Sunday School Times. 



Points for Preachers

An exchange has the following story: A minister preached on 1 Corinthians 13:1. The reporter for the daily paper, strangely enough, got it right, but the linotype operator, in setting the word "charity," made the mistake of using an "l" instead of an "h," and the proof​reader overlooked it. So the minister was reported in the morning paper as having preached from the following text: "Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not clarity, I am become as sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbal." Commenting on the story the editor says: "As it appears in print it was not New Testament truth, but it was truth, nevertheless. The people want the preacher to be luminous rather than voluminous, and the preacher who is without clarity will soon be without a congregation."—Courtesy Moody Monthly.
A Millionaire's Reflection

One of the most influential men in Great Britain is Lord Beaverbrook, who owns the London Daily Express and a number of other daily papers. He is the son of a preacher. He made a fortune in Canada and then went to England, where he has forged ahead and made money and a name for himself. Some years ago he was elevated to the peerage, Recently, he wrote, "The evangelist is the man who has the greatest opportunity for doing good and if I were in a position to influence the life of a sincere young man today I would say to him, 'Rather choose to be an evangelist than a cabinet minister or a millionaire.' When I was a young man I pitied my father for being a poor man and a humble preacher of the Word. Now that I am old I envy him, his life, and career."—Selected. 



Fear Sin
Give me one hundred preachers who fear nothing but sin and desire nothing but God, and I care not a straw whether they be clergymen or laymen; such alone will shake the gates of hell and set up the kingdom of heaven on earth. God does nothing but in answer to prayer.—John Wesley. 


Preach for God's Glory

When the great "Welsh Revival" was in progress some years ago its human leader, Evan Roberts, on one occasion suddenly and quietly left the service, simply because the curiosity and expectancy concerning him was very distasteful to his consecrated soul. Then a godly young woman arose and exclaimed, "Whom are you after, Evan Roberts or Jesus?" And the meeting proved more than ordinarily successful because only the glory of God was sought. Verily our constant aim should be "that God in all things may be glorified through Jesus Christ."—Gospel Herald. 



Everything But God's Word

An Ohio church called a pastor who qualified on nine points beyond all other candidates, being "selected on a strictly scientific basis." Some of these points included: "Spirituality—but this doesn't mean belief in the virgin birth, or any of the other dogmas of the old church, such as Jonah and the whale." If candidates professed belief in any such ideas they were marked off on the first point. Other points were Intellectuality, Scholarliness, Adaptability, Poise, Personality, Tolerance and Sympathy, Vision, Appeal to Youth. The minister, according to these qualifications, should "enjoy the same things a college professor does," have a good "stage appearance," his shoes should always be shined and his suit pressed; he should have a tolerance for all religious sects. The minister chosen "scored ninety-three per cent out of a possible one hundred, out​stripping the other candidates by a large majority." It is a relief to turn from this to Paul's word to ministers: "I charge thee . . . preach the word."—Sunday School Times.


"One Damning Defect" 

At the close of a service a preacher was accosted by one of his hearers who, after conceding that the sermon possessed certain commendable features, added, "But it had one damning defect!" The startled minister, having inquired what this defect was, received the following reply, "I am a Jew, I have only recently been born again. Up to that time I attended the synagogue. But there was really nothing in your sermon that I could not have heard in the synagogue, nothing that a Jewish rabbi might not have preached." "That," said the preacher, in after years, "was the greatest lesson in homiletics I was ever taught."—Sunday School Times. 



Spurgeon on "Adverbs"

Spurgeon once said, "That the pastor who would be a blessing must preach the Gospel, and preach it with adverbs in his mind—earnestly, interestingly, fully." The Gospel should be preached Scripturally as Christ did (John 3:14-18), preached simply as Paul did (I Cor. 15: 1-4), preached earnestly as Peter did (Acts 2:14-40), preached lovingly as John did (I John 4:9-14), preached earnestly as Philip did (Acts 8:35-40), preached effectively as the woman did (John 4:42), preached passionately as the Apostle did, that is, in the power of the Spirit (I Peter 1:12), and preached practically by a consistent life as the Thessalonians did (I Thess. 1:7-10).—Gospel Herald. 



With Christ at His Elbow

We must preach what has passed through the crucible of our own experience. We shall never produce conviction in others until truth is a burning conviction in our own souls. Bunyan says, "I preached what I did feel, what I smartly did feel." When David Hume, the philosopher, had listened to John Brown, of Haddington, he remarked: "That's the man for me; he means what he says, he preaches as if Christ were at his elbow."—United Methodist.


Better Than Loving to Preach 

When the Rev. George Pentecost had finished a discourse in the city of Edinburgh, Horatio Bonar put his hand upon his shoulder and said, "You love to preach to men, don't you?" And Dr. Pentecost answered, "Yes." And Mr. Bonar said, "Do you love the men you preach to?" That was Christian preaching in the days of Jesus Christ. "When he saw the multitudes, he was moved with compassion on them."—George Dowling. 


He held a lamp each livelong day
So low that none could miss the way, 
And yet so high to bring in sight 
That picture fair, of Christ, the Light; 
That gazing up, the lamp between 
The hand that held it was not seen. 

He held the pitcher, stooping low, 
To lips of little ones below,
Then raised it to the weary saint
And bade him drink when sick and faint; 
They drank, the pitcher thus between, 
The hand that held it scarce was seen. 

He blew the trumpet soft and clear
That trembling sinners need not fear:
And then with louder note and bold 
To storm the walls of Satan's hold; 
The trumpet coming thus between, 
The hand that held it was not seen.

But when the Captain says, "Well done, 
Thou good and faithful servant, come!
Lay down the pitcher and the lamp,
Lay down the trumpet, leave the camp!"
The weary hand will then be seen 
Clasped in His pierced ones between.—Selected.
Chalmers' Regret 

When Dr. Chalmers was a guest in the house of a nobleman, among the gentlemen present was an old highland chieftain who kept his eyes fixed on Dr. Chalmers and listened to his conversation with intense interest. The subject was pauperism, and its causes and cure. At night the Doctor, whose room was near the chieftain's, heard a heavy groan, and on hastening to him, found him dying of apoplexy. As the company stood around, Dr. Chalmers, the very picture of distress, said tremulously: "Never before did I see the meaning of that text, `Preach the word; be instant in season, out of season." Had I known what was to happen I would not have dwelt upon this evening's topic. I would have preached Jesus Christ and Him crucified. You would have thought it out of season, but ah! it would have been in season, both as respects Him and as it respects you."—The Dawn. 



Preachers Without a Message

There was a young preacher, fresh from college, who went to the front during the first World War. He announced to the soldiers that he would let them choose as to whether he would preach or just tell them some funny stories. A tall, blunt-speaking fellow arose and said, "If you have come three thousand miles to talk to a bunch of soldiers some of whom are going into eternity within three days, and you don't know whether to preach to them or tell some funny stories, I suspect you had just better go ahead and tell something funny." What a condemnation on a preacher of the Gospel!—Herald of Holiness. 



A Happy Meeting 

Robert Moffat, the missionary to Africa, on one of his visits to his native country, had been engaged in a missionary service in the North of England, and was invited to stop for the night in the home of a friend. Here he met an aged minister named Caldwell. In the course of the conversation Moffat adverted to his mother, for whom he enter tamed the most devout regard. 

Mr. Caldwell, whom Moffat did not know, not even his name, mentioned that he perceived that he was a Scotchman. 

"Yes," said the missionary, "the scenes of my boyhood and youth in my native land are very dear to my memory. I often think of them when far away among the heathen. I often think of my excellent mother leading me when a little fellow to the old meeting house to hear an excellent minister whose name was Caldwell." He then spoke with enthusiasm of his mother, of the minister, and of the impressions he had received then and there. 

The venerable listener rose up, with tears coursing down his cheeks, and exclaimed: "Can it be? Are you little Bobbie Moffat? Is Moffat the missionary, the little fellow whom his mother used to lead to my meeting house in Falkirk when I was a minister there many years ago?"

The mutual recognition, the embrace, the rapture, may be better conceived than described. The venerable Caldwell had not till then identified the little boy with the man who had done so much for Africa. 

May there not be many surprises in store for workers when they enter into their rest in Heaven? We are favored even now to enjoy some instances of this happy nature; but what will be the unfolding of the pages of our life history in the perfect light of eternity? Christian worker, faint not, even in the darkest hour of discouragement. The wintry days and stormy nights will soon pass away; and then eternal peace and rest.—Gospel Herald. 



Treated Like a Minister

"You look very much like a minister," said an English gentleman to Woodrow Wilson many years ago. "Have you ever been taken for one?" "No," was the reply, "but I have been treated like one." "And how was that?" "Well," said Mr. Wilson, "there was a time when I waited six months for my salary."—Christian Herald. 



The Tragic Omission
Jesus Christ, the Son of God and the sinner's Friend, should be the theme of every sermon. No other theme will so meet and minister to human needs.
It is said that on one occasion three people went into church to get help. The first was a business man who had failed and was contemplating suicide. The second was a youth of extravagant tastes who, finding his wages insufficient was planning to steal from his employer. The third was a young woman of gay habits and conduct who had been tempted from the path of virtue. The choir arose and sang an anthem about building the walls of Zion. The minister addressed an eloquent prayer to the Lord, and then preached a sermon on the theme, "Is Mars Inhabited?" and thus the hungry souls that needed bread received stones.

The man committed suicide, the boy stole and landed in the penitentiary, and the woman went home to a life of shame.—Westminster Teacher's Quarterly. 



Must We Sin?

A certain preacher closed his sermon with the declaration that "no man can live without sin." "No one," said he, "can keep the commandments. I break them all myself, every day and hour." He called upon a staunch old saint to close with prayer. The brother prayed about as follows: "0 Lord, have mercy on us! Thou hast said: 'Thou shalt have no other gods before me, Remember tim: Sabbath day to keep it holy,' and `Thou shalt not bear false witness;' and here is a preacher who says he breaks them all every day and hour. Thou hast said, 'Thou shalt not steal,' 'Thou shalt not commit adultery,' and Thou shalt not kill,' and here is a preacher who says he breaks every commandment every day and every hour. Lord have mercy on us, and send us a better preacher. Amen!"—The Pentecostal Herald. 



That Blessed Sameness

When Spurgeon was criticized for a   sameness in his messages, he admitted, "Perhaps they are right. It is true that no matter where I take my text, whether it be in the Old Testament or the New. I immediately hit across country to Jesus Christ, and preach Him and His saving grace."—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 



Safe Hiding—For Foxes

The St. Louis Globe-Democrat declared that Bishop Chandler of Atlanta, apropos of worldly parsons, said a while ago: "There was a worldly parson of this type in Philadelphia — a great fox hunter — whom a Spruce Street Quaker took in hand. `Friend,' said the Quaker, 'I understand thee's clever at fox-catching.' `I have few equals and no superiors at that sport,' the parson complacently replied. 'Nevertheless, friend,' said the Quaker, `if I were a fox I would hide where thee would never find me.' `Where would you hide?' asked the parson, with a frown. `Friend,' said the Quaker, `I would hide in thy study.'"—Courtesy Moody Monthly.
Preaching that Costs

A clergyman once told his bishop that he could preach and think nothing of it, and the prelate replied that the parishioners were of the same opinion. Work done easily, service which costs nothing, will have little come of it.. Begin the day by pleading with God for men, and then go forth to plead with men for God.—C. H. Spurgeon. 


How to Preach the Gospel

II Thessalonians 2:1-12.
With boldness (vs. 1, 2).
With sincerity (vs. 3, 4).
With honesty of purpose (vs. 5, 6). 
With gentleness and affectionate desire (vs. 7, 8). 
With labor and pain (vs. 9).
With the power of a godly example (vs. 19). 
With the aim of producing a holy life (vs. 11, 12).—John C. Page. 



The Book She Needed

A special minister came to preach at the Mission Anniversary. The relater of the incident was, after the afternoon's service, wending his way homeward with old Mary Howarth. "Well, Mary," he said, "how have you enjoyed him this afternoon?" "None so grand," she answered. "I took the wrong book with me." He looked at the Bible under her arm and saw it was the large-print Bible she always carried to church, and so he said, "No, you didn't; it's your regular Bible you've got." "Ay," she said, "I know that, but it was the dictionary I needed this afternoon."—Sunday School Times. 



Why Honored

An Indian sweeper who was a Christian used to attract great crowds as he preached the Gospel. One day a passerby said scornfully: "Why do people gather so respectfully to listen to a sweeper?" "When the Saviour was riding to Jerusalem on an ass," replied the man. "people spread their garments beneath the feet of the ass. Not for the ass's sake, but because the King of kings was riding on it. When Christ got down from the ass, nobody cared any more about it. It was honored just as long as the King of kings was using it."—Presbyterian Advance. 



"Do and Die"
It is related of the late Dr. Hinson, of Portland, Oregon, that two or three years ago, after undergoing an operation by which a large portion of his stomach was removed, he was warned by the surgeons that he must not preach anymore. 

"Not preach anymore," said he; "and why not?" 
"Because," replied the physician, "your physical condition will not permit it."
"Do you mean that if I preach I shall die?" 
"Yes; that is precisely what will happen." 
"Well, how long might I live if I stop preaching?"
"You might live for many years."
"And how long might I live if I preach?" 
"You would probably die very soon." 
"Well, then," decided the patient, "I'll preach and die." 

The following is a quotation from the words of Dr. W. B. Hinson. Speaking from the pulpit a year after the commencement of the illness from which he ultimately died. 
"I remember a year ago when a man in this city said, `You have got to go to your death.' I walked out to where I live, five miles out of this city, and I looked across at that mountain that I love, and I looked at the river in which I rejoice, and I looked at the stately trees that are always God's own poetry to my soul. Then in the evening I looked up into the great sky where God was lighting His lamps, and I said, `I may not see you many more times, but Moun​tain, I shall be alive when you are gone; and River, I shall be alive when you cease running toward the sea; and Stars, I shall be alive when you have fallen from your sockets in the great down-pulling of the material universe!"' This is the confidence of one who knew the Saviour. Is it yours?—Selected. 


Preaching

On a certain occasion Gladstone said: "One thing I have against the clergy both of the country and in the towns. I think they are not severe enough on congregations. They do not sufficiently lay upon the souls and consciences of their hearers their moral obligations, and probe their hearts and bring up their whole lives and actions to the bar of conscience. The class of sermons which I think are most needed, are of the class which once offended Lord Melbourne. He was seen coming from church in the country in a great fume. Finding a friend, he exclaimed, `It is too bad I have always been a supporter of the church, and I have always upheld the clergy, but it is really too bad to have to listen to a sermon like that we have heard this morning. Why, the preacher actually insisted upon applying religion to a man's private life!' But that is the kind of preaching which I like best, the kind of preaching which men need most, but it is, also, the kind of which they get the least."—Selected.


Undue Self-Depreciation

When John Knox was called to be a preacher in the Church of Saint Andrews, he was so embarrassed that, after an attempt to speak to the congregation, he burst into tears, rushed out, and shut himself up in his chamber. He determined never to appear again in the pulpit. Yet he afterwards became a powerful preacher, fearing not to face kings or queens. 

It is a good thing for a man not to be too sure of himself, but undue self-depreciation is not to be commended. Isaiah's "Here am I; send me" is much better.—A. C. Crews, in Westminster Teacher. 


The Bishop's "Wisdom"

A certain British bishop, hearing a young preacher in his first church, said to the young man that his method of preaching was not getting results. The bishop volunteered to preach a sermon to show how it ought to be done. He took as text: "The fool hath saith in his heart, There is no God." When he had finished, a humble parishioner was asked by the beaming bishop how he liked the sermon, "It was very fine," said the parishioner, "but somehow, in spite of all you said, I still believe there do be a God." And the bishop did no worse than many of the rest of us — trying to be impressive with big words and only covering up our meaning.—Newark, Ohio, Advocate. 


"Preach Jesus"

The officials of a certain church were not satisfied with the sermons their new young minister had been preaching. One Sunday morning they placed a little slip of paper on the pulpit Bible where the minister would not fail to notice it when he ascended the platform. When he discovered the note he picked it up and read these two significant words: "Preach Jesus."—Gospel Herald.
A Time to Shout 

The construction boss was surveying the work on a tall building from his place on the street. Looking up he saw two men about to venture out on some unsupported timbers. Immediately he began to shout to them; "Get back there! Don't step on that timber. Hey, you fellows, haven't you any sense?" The man's great bellowing voice attracted the attention of a police officer several blocks away, who came running to the spot. "Here!" he called, "Can't you give orders without making all that noise? What are you doing, anyway?" "Just trying to keep some idiots up there from breaking their necks," was the reply. "What'd you want me to do, sing 'em to sleep?"—The Lookout. 



Pity the Preacher 

A Texas paper comments as follows: "The preacher has a great time. If his hair is gray he is too old; if he is a young man he hasn't had experience enough; if he has ten children he has too many; if he has none he is not setting a good example. If his wife sings in the choir, she is presuming; if she doesn't she isn't interested in her husband's -work. If a preacher reads from notes he is a bore; if he speaks extemporaneously he isn't deep enough. If he stays at home in his study he does not mix enough with his people; if he is seen around on the streets he ought to be home getting out a good sermon. If he calls at the homes of the wealthy, he is an aristocrat; if he calls on the poor family, then he is playing to the grandstand. Whatever he does, someone could have told him to do better." 

So pity the poor preacher.—The United Evangelical.


To Dying Men
It is said of a famous preacher that he always preached "as a dying man to dying men." It is such preaching that is always effective. A minister visiting a penitentiary one Saturday, was invited by the Christian warden to speak to the inmates the next day. That evening the minister felt impressed to go to the penitentiary and learn the details regarding the service. Noting two chairs draped in black in the main assembly room he inquired as to the reason. Said the warden, "These two chairs are draped for death. Your sermon will be the last these men will ever hear." You can realize that Browning and Emerson figured very little in the sermon that was delivered on that occasion. There are chairs in most audiences draped for death.—The Toronto Globe. 



Man-Centered Preaching

A layman who had been long from home, on his return made it his business to take his little girl to church with him regularly, that she might learn the way of Christ. After attending various churches he said that he seldom heard the name of Christ as Saviour pro​claimed, and his little girl several times asked him, "When is the preacher going to tell about Jesus?"—courtesy Moody Monthly. 


"That Gives Me Peace"

Sainted Bishop Whipple of Minnesota sat by the sick bedside of a cultured, old judge in the Southland, talking in his scholarly way. At last the judge politely said, "Pardon me; but you know I'm facing the real things. Won't you talk to me like you'd talk to my black boy Jim?" 

And the Bishop said quietly, "You're a sinner, like me. Jesus died for our sins. Trust Him as a little child." And the judge said, "Thank you, Bishop, I can get hold of that. That gives me peace." 

When one faces the real things of life, or beyond, it's touch with the Man of the Calvary Hill that gives peace. —S. D. Gordon. 


Ministers' Wives

A quiet observer sees many wise things, And that's why this writer so frequently sings:

He notes that since preachers have arduous lives, 
God saves the best girls for ministers' wives. 
She keeps down expenses and pays up their dues, 
And cheers up her husband when he has the blues.
She tends her own babies and some others, too, 
And nurses and cheers many sick women through. 

She's here and she's there, all over the town, 
With a bright, sunny smile and never a frown; 
She coaxes wild fellows to slacken their pace, 
Reform their habits and better the race, 
Persuades the girls inclined to be flirts 
To cover their necks and lengthen their skirts;
She's kind to the poor and nurses the sick. 
And people say, "She's a regular brick!"

Her husband comes first in all of her plans, 
Although she's a sister to every good man; 
She tells him his sermon's a little too long, 
And that Johnson's new clerk has been going wrong; 
Her home is a refuge for all the oppressed, 
And come when they may, they find her well dressed. 
All classes declare she has blessed their lives, 
And say that none equal these ministers' wives. 

Don't pity your preacher, but pay him his dues, 
And heed what he says and bury bad news; 
Someday a great sorrow may come to your home, 
And then you will find you are glad he has come. 
And, if in your house some dear one should die, 
He'll point the way plainly to Jesus on high; 
His tender devotion, his prayer and his love 
Will seem like a blessing from heaven above. 

In public and private, you'll find him the same, 
The friend of all classes, of whatever name; 
He tries to be helpful, but sometimes he fails; 
When he points out men's sins, he's often assailed. 
Be fair in your judgment, be honest, sincere, 
And no one will come to your heart quite so near; 
If preachers are blessings, sometimes in disguise, 
Remember it's due to these ministers' wives.—Howard W. Pope.
"Wrong Stuff" for the Sick

In a school examination the examiner put the question, "What is false doctrine?" Up went a little boy's hand, and there came the answer, "It's when the doctor gives the wrong stuff to the people who are sick." False doctrine (doctorine) indeed! Reports of sermons that we see in the press, and that we hear from some preachers, show that there are pulpit doctors who are giving the "wrong stuff" to sin-sick souls.—Sunday School Times. 



Fact or Fiction?

A minister asked Macready, the actor, "Why do you draw out crowds to see you act while no one comes to hear me preach?" and received the answer, "I act my fiction as though it were fact; you preach your facts as though they were fiction!" Nowhere is it easier to play with the gospel than in the ministry. With a pleasing personality, a gift of eloquence, a fine moral character and plenty of business sense, one can take the gospel for a football and make a great many goals. But preaching is no game, and woe unto him who plays at it, whether he pipe or whether he mourn!—Vance Havner, in Revelation. 


Why the Sermon Went Home

Once, after a certain Philadelphia minister had completed the service, as he was leaving the pulpit, he was met by an old colored man, a former slave. The tears were rolling down his cheeks, and he said: "Oh, Massa Allen! dat was a heap good sermon yo' gave us today. I understood ev'ry word. Yo' preached just as if yo' was one of us niggers." The minister was delighted with the compliment. It was one of the best he had ever received.—Christian Herald. 



He Knew What to Expect

A preacher friend told us of this experience: He recently met a prominent citizen of his community whom he had noticed in attendance at his church on several occasions. At this meeting he questioned him as to his church membership, by way of introducing a more important question. The man responded: "Oh, I belong to Dr. Blank's church. When I want to hear about Dumbarton Oaks I go to my own church. When I want to hear about God I go to yours." Enough said.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


What They Missed 

A brilliant young preacher went to his first church, full of pride, learning, and forensic ability. His congregation had a certain pride, too, in this newly acquired product of the theological seminary, with two degrees after his name and many ohs! and ahs! after his breathless perorations. But they missed something. One day when the young man entered his pulpit, crammed with reason and rhetoric, he saw a note pinned on his pulpit sofa, bearing the legend, "Sir, we would see Jesus." The fire died on the altar of learning that day. Ere he returned to the pulpit again he had built another altar, and above it was a form like unto the Son of man, and they who came to be thrilled, remained to pray. On a later Sunday the young minister found another note pinned on the pulpit sofa, which read, "Then were the disciples glad when they saw the Lord."—Revival Pulpit. 



"I love those that thunder out the Word," said Whitefield. "The Christian world is in a deep sleep. Nothing but a loud voice can awaken them out of it."



"Nothing is more indecent that a dead of Heaven that he hears a great many preacher speaking to dead sinners the things that we don't get near enough to living truth of the living God."—Baxter.


Popular Preaching

Amaziah's attitude toward the mes​sage of Amos (Amos 7:12, 13) reminds us much of the lines of Charlotte Perkins Gilman: 

Preach about the other man, Preacher! 
The man we all can see! 
The man of oaths, the man of strife, 
The man who drinks and beats his wife, 
Who helps his mates to fret and shirk 
When all they need is to keep at work—
Preach about the other man, Preacher! 
Not about me!—Sunday School Times.


The Best Source of Instruction 
It is related that one of his hearers once asked, "How is it that Mr. Bramwell always has something that is new to tell us when he preaches?" "Why," said the person interrogated, "you see, Brother Bramwell lives so near the gates of heaven that he hears a great many things that we don't get near enough to hear anything."—C. H. Spurgeon


I had the privilege of a great friendship with Dr. Parker in the last ripe years of his life, and I was in his vestry one day when a man came in. Dr. Parker had preached that morning a great sermon, and this man said, 'I want to thank you for that sermon. It did me good.'

Dr. Parker looked at him and said: 'Sir, I preached it because it had done me good.' He had given a message that had come out of his own life, something that had gripped him.—Dr. G. Campbell Morgan 

(Matt. 13. 52; 2 Cor. 4. 5; Gal. 1. 15, 16)



'God had only one Son, and He made Him a Preacher.' Like his great Master, Teacher and Example, every preacher should have—

1. The innocence of a lamb

2. The wisdom of an owl

3. The cheerfulness of a cricket

4. The friendliness of a squirrel

5. The complacency of a camel

6. The adaptability of a chameleon

7. The diligence of a beaver

8. The fleetness of a deer

9. The vision of an eagle

10. The agility of a panther

11. The patience of an ox

12. The endurance of an elephant

13. The tenacity of a bulldog

14. The strength and courage of a lion.

(Mark 1. 38, 39; 1 Cor. 9. 16; 19-23)

Dr. J. H. Jowett says the path over which a sermon must travel to produce action is: 

First—enlighten the mind
Second—captivate the judgment 
Third—arouse the conscience 
Fourth—conquer the will

When you are complimented for a message, don't be too well satisfied. Somebody says, '1 learned some new things today.' That is only the first step. Another says, 'I see that truth more clearly: you have convinced me.' That is only step number two. You see a man moved to tears and he shakes with emotion under the message. He is aroused, he is stirred, but the one thing most needful for him is to yield—to obey—to act. Soul-winning preachers aim at action.

(1 Thess. 1. 5, 9, 10)



A Christian of discernment had the privilege of hearing Dr. Talmage. When asked his opinion of the preacher, he remarked, 'A wonderful preacher.'

The same man went to hear C. H. Spurgeon, and when asked concerning him, he gave his opinion expressing it in the words, 'What a wonderful Saviour!' The man had not been impressed so much by Spurgeon's oratory as by the Saviour Whom he preached.

(1 Cor. 1. 23, 24; 2 Cor. 4. 5; 1 Thess. 1. 5)



A Negro Preacher on Missions

"I mean not that other men be eased, and ye burdened" (II Cor. 8:13).

We often hear it said by short-sighted Christians that the work at home is likely to suffer if the church pays too much attention to missions and missionary giving. This has been disproved over and over again. A colored preacher was taking an offering for missions, when a close-handed deacon in his congregation called, "Preacher, you is gwine to kill this church ef you keeps on taking up money for missions."

"Brother," was the reply, "Let me tell you somethin'. Churches don't die that way. An' ef you evah can show me a church what died of giving to missions, I'll go out an' climb upon the ruins of dat church in de light of de moon and preach on de tex "Bressed am the dead what dies in de Lawd!' "



The Preacher and Fried Chicken

"Look not every man on his own things, but every man als on the things of others" (Phil. 2:4).

I have never been able to forget a story I heard evangelist Paul Rader relate on one occasion. I may not now be able to recall all the details, but so nearly as I remember, it was as follows:

Mr. Rader mentioned having known three ministers, all of whom came from a particular part of the South and were all characterized by a spirit of intense self-abnegation and kindly interest in the needs of others. To one of these Mr. Rader said, "I have known two other men from your part of the country and you have all commended yourselves to me by your unselfishness. How come that you are all so much alike?"

Modestly the preacher answered, "If we have any such marks as you speak of, we owe our unselfishness to a circuit-rider. When we were just boys he used to come to our section every two weeks."

He then went on to describe him as a lean, cadaverous-looking man of the Abraham Lincoln type who, on the first Sunday he preached in the country schoolhouse, gave a sermon in the morning and another in the afternoon. Between the services the ladies of the congregation served a picnic lunch in the open air. Great platters of fried chicken, ham, and other meats were laid out on gleaming white tablecloths; these were surrounded by stacks of biscuits, corn pone, hard-boiled eggs, cakes and other delicacies. When all was ready, the assembled group sat down on the greensward to enjoy the repast.

A number of lively boys were always at the front, hoping to get nearest to the platter of chicken. But on this particular occasion, so great was the crowd, the boys were told to wait until their elders were all served. Angrily they went off back of a nearby shed and indulged in the pastime of shooting dice, in revenge for the unkind way they felt they had been treated. They appointed one lad as a watcher, to keep tab on the way the viands were disappearing.

Ruefully, he told of piles of chicken disappearing: still, more came in from nearby wagons. Suddenly, in great excitement he exclaimed, "Say, look at that preacher! The old squirrel! He's eaten all he could and now when he thinks no one sees him, he's filling those big pockets in the tail of his long coat." All looked angrily and saw it was indeed true.

Just then one of the women exclaimed, "Why, look at the preacher's plate. You all are neglecting him. Hand over the fried chicken." And she heaped his plate up with appetizing pieces; he nibbled a few minutes—then surreptitiously took two bandana handkerchiefs out of each breast pocket and, filling them with select pieces, stored them away.

Rising with the rest, the preacher backed off, as the boys thought, to hide his "loot" in his baggage. But after moving away from the crowd he turned, and hurried down to the back of the barn where the angry boys were waiting for the second call to lunch. "Boys," he exclaimed, "I was afraid they were forgetting you, so I saved a lot of the white meat and the drumsticks for you." Out came the four clean handkerchiefs and he passed the tender morsels around. The boys were captured. Amazed, they eagerly accepted the proffered dainties.

"This was characteristic of that preacher," said Mr. Rader's friend. "We felt we had found a real friend—a man who loved other people better than he loved himself. He could do anything with us. He led us all to Christ during the years of his ministry among us, sent several out as foreign missionaries, and we three into the ministry at home. It was the unselfish spirit he manifested that gripped our hearts and won our confidence; so that his sermons reached our consciences and brought us to know his Saviour as ours."



An aged Christian sent the following lines to his son:

You want to be a preacher, lad, to tell the Old, Old Story,
The story that is ever new, that leads men on to glory.
Our Master left instructions clear, to go to every creature,
So, if you would be faithful, you must also be a 'Reacher'.
Yes, we must all be reachers, lad, whatever be the distance.
The Shepherd sought until He found; and should you meet resistance,
Don't be put off—seek on—if crowds won't have you as a teacher,
Seek out some lonely soul and make yourself into an 'Each-er'.—Indian Christian
(Mark 1. 39; John 4. 4-7; Acts 8. 5; 26-27)

It was related of Dr. Norman Hall that one morning very early, he stood on the summit of Snowden in Wales with 120 others attracted by the prospect of a beautiful sunrise. As they stood watching the sun tinge the mountains and lakes, Dr. Hall was called upon to give a message. He was so overpowered with emotion that he could not speak, but he began to pray and noticed that tears rained down the faces of the people. A superhuman stillness came over them all and they quietly dispersed.

Years later Dr. Hall was visiting the same place and was reminded of the previous occasion by one who told him that forty had been converted that morning. 'But I did not preach to them,' he said, 'I only prayed.'

'Stranger still,' said his friend, 'none of them could speak English and they couldn't under​stand your prayer.' God had spoken.

(Zech. 4. 6; 1 Cor. 2. 3-5)



Lines written of Dr. Elmslie. 

He held the lamp of truth that day
So low that none need miss the way, 
And yet so high, to bring in sight
That picture fair, the world's great Light, 
That, gazing up, the lamp between,
The hand that held it scarce was seen.

He held the pitcher, stooping low,
To lips of little ones below,
Then raised it to the weary saint
And bade him drink when sick and faint. 
They drank—the pitcher thus between, 
The hand that held it scarce was seen.

He blew the trumpet soft and clear 

That trembling sinners need not fear, 
And then with louder note and bold 
To raze the walls of Satan's hold. 
The trumpet coming thus between, 
The hand that held it scarce was seen.

And when the Captain says, 'Well done! 
Thou good and faithful servant, come, 
Lay down the pitcher and the lamp,
Lay down the trumpet—leave the camp,' 
The weary hands will then be seen
Clasped in His pierced ones, naught between. 

(2 Cor. 4. 5-8; 2 Tim. 4. 6-8)



Late one Saturday night a man called to see a preacher. 'You cannot see him,' said his wife, 'he's buried in his sermon.

'The lady was right,' said the caller, who heard the sermon next day.



A colored deacon who was the leader in a congregation down South, wrote to the bishop to explain the need of a minister for the church. He concluded his appeal as follows:

"Send us a Bishop to preach. If you can't send us a Bishop, send us a Sliding Elder. If you can't send a Sliding Elder, send us a Stationary Preacher. If you can't spare him, send us a Circus Eider. If you can't spare him, send us a Locust Preacher. And if you can't send a Locust Preacher, send us an Exhauster."

Preaching Sermon Illustrations
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If you are going to preach, you want to preach with enthusiasm, with power, with authority—not the varying authority of personal experience but the authority of heaven itself. In that most searching book, Mark Rutherford's Deliverance, Rutherford tells how his friend McKay had an idea that he could regenerate the submerged masses by quick spiritual means instead of by teaching and progress, and wished that he might speak from a pulpit. Rutherford asked him what he would say, and then told him how he himself had once been in St. Paul's Cathedral, excited at the thought of speaking to three or four thousand of his fellow men, but in a minute or two discovered that his sermon would be very much as follows: "Dear friends, I know no more than you know; we had better go home." Without a "Thus said the Lord," the preacher knows no more in about it than anyone else.



His great English contemporary Charles Haddon Spurgeon called Beecher the "most myriad-minded man since Shakespeare." Whoever reads the sermons or speeches of Beecher is amazed at the spontaneous discharge of his mind and soul. As Theodore Parker said of him, "Other preachers have tanks, barrels of rain, well-water, but on their premises is no spring, and it never rains there. A mountain spring supplies Mr. Beecher with fresh living water." In this respect America has never produced a preacher like him. Perhaps in all its ages the Christian Church has never produced a preacher of such spontaneous and overwhelming power as Henry Ward Beecher.



One of the most solemn and tender parts of a church service is when the benediction has been pronounced and the congregation starts for the door. Standing in his pulpit and looking over the throng, the minister may wonder what has been accomplished. Where has God's Word not returned unto him void? How many lives have been impressed, but only for a moment, and tomorrow will go back to their old ways and to their old sins? Where are the hearts which are like the stony ground upon which the seed has fallen, and tomorrow the birds of the air, the thoughts and pleasures of the world, will gather up the precious seed. And where are the hearts to which the seed has fallen only to be choked tomorrow by the cares of this world? And where are the hearts which have been permanently impressed and will obey God's voice and bring forth fruit unto Eternal Life? God only knows. Like the great Preacher and the great Sower himself, the best the preacher can do is to scatter far and wide his seed.



A young English preacher speaking one day to the celebrated Dr. Dale was telling him how necessary it was that ministers should preach to the times, meaning by that that he should serve the ordinary menu of social and ethical discourses. Dale responded, "Go thou, young man, and preach to broken hearts, and you will preach to the eternities."



Bourdaloue was the court preacher of Louis XIV. Wishing to rebuke the king for his profligate life, he drew in general terms a picture of a great sinner and the doom upon such a trangressor, hoping that the king would recognize the portrait. But perceiving that the pleasure-loving monarch was undisturbed, Bourdaloue suddenly cried out in a voice of thunder, as Nathan had once done to King David, "Thou art the man" (II Sam. 12:7)! Afterward he said to the startled monarch, "Your majesty must not be angry, for in the pulpit I have no other master than the King of Kings."
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In Confessions of an English Opium Eater Thomas De Quincey describes the preacher to whom he listened as a boy in Manchester as "sincere, but not earnest."

Sincere, but not earnest! How could a man be sincere, but not earnest? De Quincey did not manhandle words but used them to express a very definite idea. What could be the idea that lay back of this distinction between a sincere preacher and an earnest one? Light was thrown on the subject by what he said about this preacher's starting from the low ground of such themes as the benefits of industry, the dangers of bad companions, the importance of setting a good example, or the value of perseverance. More light shone on the matter when one takes the time to read the following:

"By mere accident I heard quoted a couplet which seemed to me sublime. It described a preacher such as sometimes arises in difficult times, or in fermenting times—a son of thunder that looks all enemies in the face and volunteers a defiance even when it would have been easy to evade it. The lines were written by Richard Baxter. As a pulpit orator he was perhaps the Whitefield of the seventeenth century—the Leucononmos of Cowper. And thus it is that he describes the impassioned character of his own preaching—

"I preached as never sure to preach again,
"(Even that was telling; but then followed this thunder peal):

"And as dying man to dying men.
"This couplet, which seemed to me equally for weight and for splendor like molten gold, laid bare another aspect of the Catholic Church, revealed it as a church militant and crusading."



David Livingstone was sent one Sunday evening to preach in the village of Stanford Rivers, where the tradition of Livingstone's first effort at preaching is still cherished. The raw, somewhat heavy-looking Scotch youth, to whom public speech was always a difficulty, gave out his text "very deliberately." That was all the congregation got—the sermon composed on the text had fled, owing to the nervous embarrassment produced by a handful of people in a village chapel. "Friends," said the youth, "I have forgotten all I had to say"—and, hurrying out of the pulpit, he left the chapel.



The center of the preacher's message is always Christ. St. Bernard said that one Sabbath he preached himself, and all the scholars came forward to praise him. The next Sabbath he preached Christ, and all the sinners came up to thank him. To be worthy of the thanks of sinners, not the praise of men, is the ambition of the true minister.



On the northwest tower of St. Paul1 in London hangs the great bell known as "Great Paul." The bell bears this inscription from the Vulgate (I Cor. 9:16) "Vae mihi si non evangelisavero"—"Woe is unto me, if I preach not the gospel!"



A young preacher went to David Swing, the poet-preacher of Chicago, many years ago and asked him what he should do to get a congregation on Sunday. He said, "I have tried history, biography, literature, poetry, book reviews, politics—but the people won't come. What shall I do?"

Swing responded, "Suppose now you try the gospel!"



A noted Russia musician and composer visiting in England was taken by his host to churcl where he heard a little sermon on a little subject. When the next Sabbath came around his host asked him if he wished to go again. He said, "Yes, I will go if the preacher will ask me to do something great."

Dr. McCosh describes the extraordinary and sustained popularity of the famous preacher of Scotland, his uncle by marriage, Thomas Guthrie. Critical hearers said he was not logical and that he was not profound. "But," says McCosh, "the people thronged to hear him because they knew he would warm their hearts. Man longs for that. He likes a friend who has a real interest in him. He likes to go to a church where he believes the people and the minister are interested in him and where his heart will be warmed by the message of the love of God."



Percy Ainsworth, had rooms with the village wheelwright in Sussex. He often wished that he could see the results of his work as the wheelwright could view his finished product. But all his preaching and praying—what effect was it having upon the rough country and town lads ? Was it guarding them from evil, lifting them up into the likeness of God's children?

Many others who fish in the deep and mysterious sea of character, seeking to win from men and for them the fruits of the spirit—love, joy, peace, long suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith—must wish at times that their fidelity and energy might have its visible reward, as in other kinds of work done by men. But that is denied them, and often it may seem to them that they too have toiled all night and taken nothing. They who thus labor must themselves have that faith which they commend to others, and endure as seeing Him who is invisible.



Stephen Grellet, the noted Friend, once felt a burden on his heart and the leading of the Holy Spirit to preach the gospel to men in an American lumber camp. But when he arrived at the camp he found it deserted, for the men had gone farther into the forest. Feeling, nevertheless, that he had been sent there by the Holy Spirit, he stood up in the empty mess hall and delivered his sermon, heard, as he thought, only by the board walls of the building and the lofty trees of the forest.

Years afterward, crossing London Bridge in the evening gloom, he was somewhat rudely stopped by a man who accosted him and said, "You are the man I have been looking for all these years. I have found you at last."

"There must be some mistake," said Grellet. "I have never seen thee."

"No," said the man. "But did you not preach at a lumber camp in the American forest?"

"Yes, but there was no one there." "I was there," responded the man, "and I heard the sermon."

Then he went on to relate how he had come back from where the men were working to get a saw that had been left behind, when he was startled and alarmed at hearing the sound of a man's voice. Approaching the building, he looked through a chink of the logs and saw Grellet standing by himself preaching the sermon. He listened to the preacher, was convicted of sin, got hold of a copy of the Scriptures, learned the way of life, was saved, and brought others with him into the Kingdom of Heaven.
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Spurgeon went one day into Albert Hall, where he was to preach on the coming Sabbath. In order to test out the hall with his voice, he mounted the platform and repeated the text, "The blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin" (I John 1:7). Not long afterward he received word that the repetition of that text had borne rich fruit. A painter, at work in some part of the great hall, was startled when he heard the voice of Spurgeon repeating in the empty hall that great sentence of John's. The words so impressed him that he was converted and brought to Christ.



A minister, buffeted and weary of the world, after confessing that he was afraid he had not brought a single soul to Christ, died and was buried. It was a cold, dismal, rainy day. Only the undertaker, the gravediggers, the officiating minister, and one other man were at the grave. When the benediction had been pronounced, the minister noted that the solitary attendant was in tears. He walked around the grave, and, taking the man by the hand, said to him, "Were you his relative?"

"No."

"A member of his congregation?"

"No."

"Were you his friend?"

"No. I was not his relative, nor his friend, nor a member of his church. But that man saved my soul!"



Every Sabbath morning and evening in a small New England church there was seen among the few worshipers a man whose great head and cavernous eyes were in keeping with his great distinction. Someone who knew him in Washington asked him how it was that there in the village he was so regular in going to the small church and listening to the ungifted minister, whereas in Washington he paid little attention to great churches and distinguished preachers. The man with the great head and the wonderful eyes answered: "In Washington they preach to Daniel Webster the statesman and the orator. Here in this village this man preaches to Daniel Webster the sinner."



Count Zinzendorf adopted the motto of Tholuck—'I have one passion, and it is He—only He.'

Martin Luther's preaching aroused the church from a thousand years' slumber during the Dark Ages—the devil's millennium. It is easy to understand why, when we discover how Luther preached. He said, 'I preach as though Christ was crucified yesterday; rose again from the dead today; and is coming back to earth tomorrow.'—Herald of His Coming 

(1 Cor. I. 23; 2. 2; Acts 17. 18; 1 Thess. 4. 13​17)



The meaning of preaching can be learnt from four Greek words used in the New Testament to translate the word `preach'.

1. Kerusso—to proclaim, to herald. This is used of the public proclamation of the Gospel. (Matt. 11. 1; Mark 1. 4; 3. 14; 16. 20; Rom. 10. 15, etc.)
2. Euaggelizo—to tell good news. From this word are derived our terms—'evangel', 'evangelist', 'evangelize'. (Matt. 11. 5; Luke 4. 18; 7. 22; 1 Cor. 1. 17; Gal. 1. 8; Heb. 4. 2, etc.)
3. Kataggello—to tell thoroughly. (Acts 4. 2; 13. 38; 15. 36; Col. 1. 28)
4. Laleo—to talk. (Mark 2. 2; Acts 11. 19; 14. 25, etc.)

Of the 112 times, the word 'preach' is found in the New Testament, on only six instances does it mean a formal discourse. Thus to preach, in the New Testament sense of the term is to proclaim as a herald the message of the King of kings and Lord of lords; to tell the good news, to tell thoroughly all the truth of the gospel, holding back nothing, but declaring 'the whole counsel of God'; to talk to others, as we meet them on the highways, or in their homes, of the love of God as revealed in the gift of His Son, and of the salvation He has secured for whosoever will believe on Him.—Alfred P. Gibbs
A young preacher in a college town was embarrassed by the thought of criticism that he was likely to receive from such a cultured congregation. He sought out his father, an old and wise minister of the Gospel, and said, 'Father, I find it hard to outline a sermon I can preach to these people. If I cite anything from geology, there is Professor A—the geology professor, before me. If I use an illustration from history, there is Professor B—ready to trip me up. If I choose English literature for some allusion, I am afraid the whole English department will rise and challenge me. What shall I do?'

The sagacious and godly old man replied, `Preach the Gospel, my son! They probably know very little about that.'

(Mark 16. 15; 1 Cor. 2. 1, 2)



More and more, as I get older and go on preaching, I find that, if I take a text, I need the whole Bible to explain it.—Dr. G. Campbell Morgan 
(Luke 24. 27; Acts 13. 15, 16; 1 Cor. 15. 3, 4)



A negro of standing was once introducing a negro preacher to his audience, and said:

'Bruddahs and sistahs, dis bruddah's gwine to preach a powahful sermon dis mo'nin'. He's gwine to define de undefinable: he's gwine to explain de unexplainable; he's gwine to dispense wid de indispensable; he's gwine to prove de improbable; an' he's gwine to unscrew de unscrutable.'



There is a message for all classes of people in the Scout motto: 'Be prepared'. It is—A mandate from the Sovereign of the Universe—Matt. 24. 44

A message for the sinner from God—Amos 4. 12
A maxim for the servant of Christ-2 Tim. 2. 21
A motto for the soldier of Jesus Christ —Acts 21. 13.



Who going up the steps of a pulpit would not feel the mystery and the awe of any congregation? It is that which makes the pulpit what Spencer called it, "this awful place." What sorrows, what hopes, what fears, what anxieties, what prejudices, what sins, what temptations, and what despairs, are all present before him! Thinking of that, who would not say, "Who is sufficient for these things?" Yet here the people are, waiting to hear what he will say!
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O teach me, Lord, that I may teach 
The precious things Thou dost impart; 
And wing my words that they may reach 
The hidden depths of many a heart.—Frances R. Havergal


The services in the chapel of a certain western university are from time to time conducted by eminent clergymen of many denominations and from many cities.
On one occasion, when one of these visiting divines asked the president how long he should speak, that witty officer replied:

"There is no limit, Doctor, upon the time you may preach; but I may tell you that there is a tradition here that the most souls are saved during the first twenty-five minutes."



One Sunday morning a certain young pastor in his first charge announced nervously:

"I will take for my text the words, 'And they fed five men with five thousand loaves of bread and two thousand fishes.'"

At this misquotation an old parishioner from his seat in the amen corner said audibly:

"That's no miracle—I could do it myself."

The young preacher said nothing at the time, but the next Sunday he announced the same text again. This time he got it right:

"And they fed five thousand men on five loaves of bread and two fishes."

He waited a moment, and then, leaning over the pulpit and looking at the amen corner, he said:

"And could you do that, too, Mr. Smith?"

"Of course I could," Mr. Smith replied.

"And how would you do it?" said the preacher.

"With what was left over from last Sunday," said Mr. Smith.



The late Bishop Foss once visited a Philadelphia physician for some trifling ailment. "Do you, sir," the doctor asked, in the course of his examination, "talk in your sleep?"

"No sir," answered the bishop. "I talk in other people's. Aren't you aware that I am a divine?"



"Yes, sir," said the irate man, "I got even with that clergyman. I slurred him. Why, I hired one hundred people to attend his church and go to sleep before he had preached five minutes."



A noted eastern Judge when visiting in the west went to church on Sunday; which isn't so remarkable as the fact that he knew beforehand that the preacher was exceedingly tedious and long winded to the last degree. After the service the preacher met the Judge in the vestibule and said: "Well, your Honor, how did you like the sermon?"

"Oh, most wonderfully," replied the Judge. "It was like the peace of God; for it passed all understanding, and, like His mercy, I thought it would have endured forever."



The preacher's evening discourse was dry and long, and the congregation gradually melted away. The sexton tiptoed up to the pulpit and slipped a note under one corner of the Bible. It read:

"When you are through, will you please turn off the lights, lock the door, and put the key under the mat?"



The new minister's first sermon was very touching and created much favorable comment among the members of the church. One morning, a few days later, his nine-year-old son happened to be alone in the pastor's study and with childish curiosity started to read through some papers on the desk. They happened to be this identical sermon, but he was most interested in the marginal notes. In one place in the margin were written the words, "Cry a little." Further on in the discourse appeared another marginal remark, "Cry a little more." On the next to the last sheet the boy found his good father had penned another remark, "Cry like thunder."

A young preacher, who was staying at a clergy-house, was in the habit of retiring to his room for an hour or more each day to practice pulpit oratory. At such times he filled the house with sounds of fervor and pathos, and emptied it of almost everything else. Phillips Brooks chanced to be visiting a friend in this house one day when the budding orator was holding forth.

"Gracious me!" exclaimed the Bishop, starting up in assumed terror, "pray, what might that be?"

"Sit down, Bishop," his friend replied. "That's only young D—— practising what he preaches."



A distinguished theologian was invited to make an address before a Sunday-school. The divine spoke for over an hour and his remarks were of too deep a character for the average juvenile mind to comprehend. At the conclusion, the superintendent, according to custom, requested some one in the school to name an appropriate hymn to be sung.

"Sing 'Revive Us Again,'" shouted a boy in the rear of the room.



A clergyman was once sent for in the middle of the night by one of his woman parishioners.

"Well, my good woman," said he, "so you are ill and require the consolations of religion? What can I do for you?"

"No," replied the old lady, "I am only nervous and can't sleep!"

"But how can I help that?" said the parson.

"Oh, sir, you always put me to sleep so nicely when I go to church that I thought if you would only preach a little for me!"



[image: image10.png]


[image: image11.png]


I never see my rector's eyes;
He hides their light divine;
For when he prays, he shuts his own,
And when he preaches, mine.



A stranger entered the church in the middle of the sermon and seated himself in the back pew. After a while he began to fidget. Leaning over to the white-haired man at his side, evidently an old member of the congregation, he whispered:

"How long has he been preaching?"

"Thirty or forty years, I think," the old man answered.

"I'll stay then," decided the stranger. "He must be nearly done."



Once upon a time there was an Indian named Big Smoke, employed as a missionary to his fellow Smokes.

A white man encountering Big Smoke, asked him what he did for a living.

"Umph!" said Big Smoke, "me preach."

"That so? What do you get for preaching?"

"Me get ten dollars a year."

"Well," said the white man, "that's damn poor pay."

"Umph!" said Big Smoke, "me damn poor preacher."

Precaution Sermon Illustrations

When the colored couple were being married by the clergyman, and the words, "love, honor and obey" were spoken, the bridegroom interrupted:

"Read that again, suh! read it once moh, so's de lady kin ketch de full solemnity ob de meanin'. I'se been married befoh."



The lawyer for the defense, in the damage suit, asked the witness who had seen the plaintive struck by the automobile, how far the victim was thrown by the impact.

"Fifteen feet, six and three-quarter inches," was the instant response.

"You seem to be very exact in your figures," exclaimed the lawyer sarcastically. "How does that happen?"

"I guessed some fool lawyer would ask me," the witness answered, "and I measured the distance."

Precociousness Sermon Illustrations

A stranger rang the door-bell. Little eight-year-old Willie Jones opened the door.

"Is Mr. Jones in?" the caller inquired.

Little Willie answered with formal politeness: "I'm Mr. Jones. Or did you wish to see old Mr. Jones?"

Precocity Sermon Illustrations

The playwright rushed up to the critic at the club.

"I've had a terrible misfortune," he announced. "My little three-year-old boy got at my new play, and tore it all to pieces."

"Extraordinary that a child so young should be able to read," said the critic.

Predestination Sermon Illustrations

Side by side with the conviction of our freedom and responsibility there goes the evidence of something, or Some One, beyond our own life and its choices. In the great railroad stations you can see a metallic pencil come out and write in huge characters on the wall the time of the arrival or departure of the trains. The metallic pencil seems to write of itself; but we know that, hidden in an office somewhere, the mind and hand of a man are operating the pencil. So in our own life we note our own deliberations and choices and decisions, and yet in the fabric of our destiny there seems to be other strands—strands not of our own weaving.



Contrary to the opinion of those who held that Abraham Lincoln was fortunate in his death, Horace Greeley thought him most inapt for the leadership of a people involved in a great struggle for self-preservation but that few men were better fitted to guide a nation's destinies in time of peace.

Greeley says: "I sat just behind him as he read his inaugural on a bright, warm, still March day, expecting to hear its delivery arrested by the crack of a rifle aimed at his heart. But it pleased God to postpone the deed, though there was forty times the reason for shooting him in 1860 that there was in 1865, and at least forty times as many intent on killing him or having him killed. No shot was then fired, however, for his hour had not yet come."

In that sentence, "His hour had not yet come," Horace Greeley gives us his philosophy of history. Lincoln was not assassinated in 1861, because his hour had not yet come.



In the first book of Samuel we have a curious, and in some respects a very extraordinary, story of how the people of a nation and of a city made an experiment to see whether or not God was in their national life and in the disasters that had befallen them. The Israelites had been defeated in a great battle into which they had taken the Ark of the Covenant with the hope that its presence would insure victory over the Philistines. But in the battle the army of Israel was beaten and the Ark was carried off in triumph by the victorious Philistines.

But wherever the Philistines took it or set it up, in the Temple of Dagon or elsewhere, the presence of the Ark was accompanied by grievous disasters and plagues. The leaders resolved to get rid of the Ark, but in doing so they determined to ascertain, if possible, whether the disasters which had fallen upon them had anything to do with the Ark of Israel and Israel's God. This was the plan they devised: The Ark was placed on a cart to which were hitched two cows whose calves were in the stalls. The cows were started along the road northward leading in the direction of Israel. If, obedient to the strong, maternal instinct of all animals, the cows turned backward toward their offspring, the conclusion would be that the misfortunes which had fallen upon the Philistines just happened by chance and that there was nothing really dangerous about the Ark. But if, on the other hand, going contrary to their natural instincts, the cattle went on northward, disregarding the calls of their offspring, the conclusion would be that what had happened to the Philistines in connection with the Ark was a judgment of God.

The whole population turned out to watch the experiment and to see what would happen. Instead of turning around to go back to the stalls where their calves were, the cows went lowing along the highway straight in the direction of Israel. The Philistines knew that what had had happened to them was not chance but the judgment of God.



In his anxiety to know whether or not he had faith, John Bunyan was tempted to work a miracle; and one day between Elstow and Bedford he was about to lay to the puddles that were in the horse path, "Be dry," and to the dry places, 'Be you puddles." If he had faith he ought to be able to work miracles. But just as he was about to speak, this thought came into his mind: "Go under yonder hedge and pray first that God would make you able." When he had prayed he concluded that he had better not try the experiment, because if he failed he would have to look upon himself as a castaway. "Nay," thought he, "if it be so, I will not try yet, but will stay a little longer."

This incident reminds one of what Rousseau says in his Confessions about his anxiety concerning election. He determined to decide the matter as to whether or not he was of the elect by throwing an apple at a tree. If he missed, he was doomed to be lost. If he hit the tree, he was of the elect. He tells us that he hit the tree—but confesses that he had chosen a tree of considerable diameter!

John Burroughs, the famous naturalist, said of predestination: "It was an iron-clad faith, and it stood the wear and tear of life well."

This generation is too light and frivolous for such a heroic creed; the sons of the old members are not men enough to stand up under the moral weight of Calvinism and predestination.



When the ship on which Paul was traveling to Rome was nearing the rocks off Malta, the seamen, under cover of paying out the anchors, were lowering the boats, intending to desert the ship. Without their help the necessary subsequent navigation of the ship was impossible, and Paul said to the centurion, "Except these abide in the ship, ye cannot be saved" (Acts 27:31). With that the soldiers drew out their swords and cut the ropes which held the boats. Yet only a little while before the angel had definitely informed Paul that everybody on board would be saved. Paul believed that, but his belief did not make him so great a fool as to neglect the ordinary precautions in a shipwreck. The decree of God was that the ship's company should be saved, and the decree took in the free and courageous and skillful activity of the seamen. Their freedom and responsibility were not curtailed by God's decree.

Prejudice Sermon Illustrations

You can sway a thousand men by appealing to their prejudices quicker than you can convince one man by logic.—Robert A. Heinlein, Indianapolis Star Magazine 


Addressing a PTA and admitting being a bit pro-federal aid, an educator said, "I might be compared to a Republican who, in 2000 A.D. had written a book entitled an Unbiased History of the 1960 Presidential Election from the Republican's Point of View.—M. Dale Baughman 


The late Jerome P. Fleishman once wrote in The Walker Log that he liked the story about the little girl who could not dust the furniture to suit her grandmother, and grandmother made her do it again—once, twice, three times, and still was not satisfied. 

Finally the child looked up and said, "Grandmother, that dust is not on the furniture; it must be on your glasses!" 



The world is full of people who have never, since childhood, met an open doorway with an open mind. 

Premature Sermon Illustrations

Ikey saw his friend Jakey in the smoking-car when he entered, and sat down in the same seat.

"How was that fire in your place last week, Jakey?" he inquired.

Jakey started nervously.

"Sh!" he whispered. "It vas next week."

Preparation Sermon Illustrations

Every corporal carries a marshal's baton in his knapsack.—Napoleon 



On the western prairies in the old frontier days fleetness of foot was a highly prized skill among the native Indians. Young boys, eager to attain speed and endurance, asked the older men of the tribe how best to achieve their goal. The old Sioux told them to go out every summer and cover their hearts with the colorful dust of butterfly wings Each boy had to catch his own butterflies. Any man who ever spent part of his boyhood in the neighborhood where he, too, chased butterflies across the fields knows what that meant. Those who caught butterflies summer after summer became excellent runners.—Nuggets 


The old inmate greeted his new cell partner with the question: "How long you in for?" 

"Twenty-five years," the new prisoner replied. 

"Then you take the bed nearest the door," said the old timer. "You will be getting out first.'—Arkansas Baptist 



Once, when a conference of ministers was held in a certain town, a certain preacher had sat quietly through it for a number of days until, toward the end of the conference, he was suddenly and unexpectedly called upon to speak He arose thoughtfully and almost stumblingly fumbled for his words. Finally, his thoughts took form, his words fell in the rhythm of a marching column, and his impassioned oratory beat down upon the upturned faces of his audience until, as he arose to his peroration and reached his climax, the whole sedate conference broke into a spontaneous applause that shook the room, according to an item in Printer's Ink. 

He had delivered the master oration of the conference. When finally the applause subsided, a cocky young doctor of divinity strolled up to him. "That was a masterly address you delivered extemporaneously. Yet you must have had some preparation to have done it so well. How long did it take you to prepare it?" 

The older man looked gently for some time at the younger one before he answered. And then: "Sixty years, young man, sixty years!"—Sunshine Magazine 



Preparation for Death

There is an old story of a king of bygone days and his 'clown' or 'jester', who sometimes said very foolish things and sometimes made very wise utter​ances. One day the jester had said something so foolish that the king, handing him a staff, said to him, 'Take this, and keep it till you find a bigger fool than yourself.'

Some years later, the king was very ill and lay on his deathbed. His courtiers were called; his family and his servants also stood round his bedside. The king, addressing them, said, 'I am about to leave you. I am going on a very long journey, and I shall not return again to this place: so I have called you all to say "Goodbye".' Then his jester stepped forward and, addressing the king, said, 'Your Majesty, may I ask a question? When you have journeyed abroad visiting your people, staying with your nobles, or paying diplomatic visits to other courts, your heralds and servants have always gone before you, making preparations for you. May I ask what preparations your Majesty has made for this long journey that he is about to take?'

'Alas!' replied the king, 'I have made no preparations.'

'Then,' said the jester, 'take this staff with you, for now I have found a bigger fool than myself.'

(Amos 4. 12; Matt. 24. 44; 25. 10)



Preparation of Sermon

In the days when Mr. Handley Bird was carrying on aggressive gospel work in Madras city, he asked a young missionary who had come to visit him from the mofussil to preach the Gospel in the Sunday evening service. After vainly searching for a message, the missionary came to Mr. Bird and said humbly, `I'm sorry I haven't been able to prepare an address.'

Mr. Bird's characteristic reply was, 'Brother, go and prepare yourself.'

(Eph. 6. 15)

Preparedness Sermon Illustrations

The small boy was directed to soak his feet in salt water to toughen them. He considered the matter thoughtfully, and then remarked to himself:

"It's pretty near time for me to ket a lickin', I guess I'd better sit in it."



The two scrub women met and chattered to this effect:

Mrs. Riley—Och, Missus O'Rafferty, I hear yez be worrukin' noight an' day.

Mrs. O'Rafferty—Yis, Oi'm under bonds to kape the pace for pullin' the hair o' that blaggard Missus Murphy; an' the Judge tould me as if Oi touched her again he'd foine me tin dollars.

Mrs. Riley—An' yez is worrukin' so hard so's to kape outen mischief.

Mrs. O'Rafferty (hissing viciously between her teeth)—No! Oi'm savin' oop the foine.



The father entered the room where Clara, his daughter, was entertaining her young man.

"What is it, popper?" the young lady inquired.

Her father held out the umbrella which he carried.

"This is for John," he explained. "It looks as if it might rain before morning."

Prescriptions Sermon Illustrations

After a month's work in intensely warm weather a gardener in the suburbs became ill, and the anxious little wife sent for a doctor, who wrote a prescription after examining the patient. The doctor, upon departing, said: "Just let your husband take that and you'll find he will be all right in a short time."

Next day the doctor called again, and the wife opened the door, her face beaming with smiles. "Sure, that was a wonderful wee bit of paper you left yesterday," she exclaimed. "William is better to-day."

"I'm glad to hear that," said the much-pleased medical man.

"Not but what I hadn't a big job to get him to swallow it." she continued, "but, sure, I just wrapped up the wee bit of paper quite small and put it in a spoonful of jam and William swallowed it unbeknownst. By night he was entirely better."

Presence of Christ Sermon Illustrations
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When in the city of Aberdeen, my good host took me round the granite city, pointing out the places of importance and acting as my guide to the places for which the city was deservedly noted. I remarked on the absence of slums in the granite city, and he said, 'Well, there are just a few streets where the people are very poor, and the tenements are not so imposing as the other buildings in Aberdeen. Would you like to visit one of these streets?' he asked. I said I would very much like to see such a place if it did exist in their granite town. He took me to one of the back streets and, as we walked along, he pointed up to one of the tenement rooms about three storey up, and said, 'Do you see that room there? Formerly, there was a fine old saint of God living there. She was well known everywhere for her cheerfulness amid much poverty and sickness, and was always radiant with the beauty of Christ. Once, when an evangelist was preaching at the Gordon Mission, he was told about this sister and went to visit her. When he went in and saw her bright radiant face, in the midst of such poverty, he said to her, 'My dear sister, they tell me the Lord Jesus Christ visits this place."Na, na l ma laddie, ye're wrang!' was her reply. Thinking she was a bit hard of hearing and had not caught his words, he repeated what he had said, and again she replied, 'Ye're wrang! ye're wrang!' Convinced now that she must be very deaf, he fairly shouted into her ear, 'Sister, doesn't the Lord Jesus Christ visit your home?' Shaking her head again, she said, `Ye're wrang ye're wrang! He bides here.'

(Gal. 2. 20; Matt. 28. 20)



Samuel Rutherford, writing from prison in Aberdeen three centuries ago, persecuted for his faith, and writing his famous 'Letters' to his parishioners, ended one of them with this sentence: 'Jesus Christ came into my prison-cell last night, and every stone in it glowed like a ruby.'—Indian Christian 
(Luke 24. 15, 32; 2 Tim. 4. 17)

Presence of Mind Sermon Illustrations

"What did you do when you met the train-robber face to face?"

"I explained that I had been interviewed by the ticket-seller, the luggage-carriers, the dining-car waiters, and the sleeping-car porters and borrowed a dollar from him."



The Marquis St. André applied to Louvois, the war-minister of Louis XIV., for a place then vacant. Louvois having received some complaints against the marquis, refused to comply. The nobleman, somewhat nettled, said, rather hastily, "If I were to enter again into the service, I know what I would do."—"And pray what would you do?" inquired the minister in a furious tone. St. André recollected himself, and had the presence of mind to say, "I would take care to behave in such a manner, that your excellency should have nothing to reproach me with." Louvois, agreeably surprised at this reply, immediately granted his request.



Carving

An accomplished gentleman, when carving a tough goose, had the misfortune to send it entirely out of the dish, and into the lap of the lady next to him; on which he very coolly looked her full in the face, and with admirable gravity and calmness, said, "Madam, may I trouble you for that goose." In a case like this, a person must, necessarily, suffer so much, and be such an object of compassion to the company, that the kindest thing he can do is to appear as unmoved as possible.



Lord Peterborough was once taken by the mob for the duke of Marlborough (who was then in disgrace with them), and being about to be roughly treated by these friends to summary justice, he told them, "Gentlemen, I can convince you, by two reasons, that I am not the duke of Marlborough. In the first place, I have only five guineas in my pocket; and, in the second, they are heartily at your service." So throwing his purse amongst them, he got out of their hands, with loud huzzas and acclamations.



Fouché

Napoleon sent for Fouché one day, in a great rage, told him that he was a fool, and not fit to be at the head of the police, as he was quite ignorant of what was passing. "Pardon me, Sire," said Fouché; "I know that your Majesty has my dismissal ready signed in your pocket." Napoleon changed his mind, and kept his Minister.



Vendean Servant

An unexampled instance of self-devotion and presence of mind was manifested by a maidservant, during the war in La Vendée. "The wife of Lepinai, a general in the Vendean army, was imprisoned at Nantes, and attended by a young girl, a native of Chatellerault, so faithfully attached to the service of her mistress that she had followed her to prison. One day the soldiers arrived to summon the prisoners who were destined to death: this faithful girl heard Madame Lepinai called, who had but an instant before retired to her chamber. Glad of the opportunity of saving the life of her beloved mistress, she presented herself, and answered to the name. The affectionate creature was instantly led away with the other prisoners, and precipitated among the waves of the Loire, in place of Madame Lepinai."



The Gendarmes and the Priest

During the Revolution a priest took refuge in the house of a farmer. Some gendarmes having heard of it came one evening to the house. The whole family were gathered round the hearth, and among them was the priest, disguised as a servant. When the soldiers entered every one grew pale; they asked the farmer if there was not a priest concealed in the house. "Gentlemen," returned he, without losing his presence of mind, "you see very well there is no priest here; but one might conceal himself in the house without my knowledge; so I will not prevent you from doing your duty; search the house from cellar to garret." Then he said to the priest, "I say, Jacques, take your lantern and show these gentlemen everywhere; let them see every corner of the farm." The gendarmes made a minute inspection of the house, uttering many imprecations and many menaces against the priest, promising themselves to pay him well for the trouble he had cost them, if they succeeded in discovering him. Seeing their search was useless, they prepared to leave. As they were going the farmer said, "Pray gentlemen, remember the boy." They gave the disguised priest a small coin, and thanking him for his civility took their leave.



A housemaid in Upper Grosvenor Street, London, going to the cellar for a draught of ale, after the family had retired to bed, glided silently in without a candle. As she was feeling about for the cask, she put her hand upon something which she immediately perceived to be the head of a man. The girl, with great fortitude and presence of mind, forebore to cry out, but said, in a tone of impatience, "That stupid creature, Betty, is always putting the mops in the way." She then went on to the cask, quietly drew her beer, retired from the cellar, fastened the door, and then alarmed the house. The man was taken; and afterwards declared, that the maid was entirely indebted to her presence of mind for her life, for had she cried out, he would instantly have murdered her: but as he firmly believed she mistook his head for a mop, particularly as she had drawn the beer after she had felt it, he let her go without injury.



The Marquess del Campo

When the attempt was made upon the life of George III., by Margaret Nicholson, who attempted to stab him as he was going to St. James's to hold a levee, a council was ordered to be held as soon as the levee was over. The Marquess del Campo, the Spanish ambassador, being apprised of that circumstance, and knowing that the council would detain the king in town three or four hours beyond the usual time, took post horses, and set off for Windsor. Alighting at the castle, he called upon a lady there with whom he was acquainted. The queen, finding that the king did not return at the usual time, and understanding that the marquess was in the palace, sent to ask him if he had been at the levee. He replied that he had, and that he had left his majesty in perfect health, going to council. When the king arrived, he, of course, told her majesty the extraordinary occurrence of the morning. The queen expressed great surprise that the Marquess del Campo, who had been nearly three hours in the palace, had not mentioned the subject to her; he was then sent for, when he told their majesties, that finding upon his arrival at the castle, that no rumour of the attempt upon the life of his majesty had reached the queen, he did not think it expedient to apprise her of it till his majesty's arrival gave full assurance of his safety; but, at the same time, fearing that some incorrect and alarming reports might be brought down, he deemed it right to remain in the palace, in order in that case, to be able to remove all apprehensions from her majesty's mind, by acquainting her with the real facts. The king, taking the ambassador graciously by the hand, complimented him on his presence of mind, and assured him, that he scarcely knew a man in the world to whom he was so much obliged.

Miss Bailly

A few days before the battle of Falkirk, so disastrous to the English army, Lord Loudon made a bold attempt to seize the Pretender at Moy, a castle belonging to the chief of the clan of Mackintosh, about six miles from Inverness, where he was then staying, and where he conceived himself in perfect security. His lordship would probably have succeeded in this design, but for the singular courage and presence of mind of a young girl. While some English officers were drinking in the house of Mrs. Bailly, an innkeeper in Inverness, and passing the time till the hour of setting out for the intended capture, her daughter, a girl of about thirteen or fourteen years of age, who happened to wait on them, paid great attention to their conversation, and from certain expressions which they dropped she discovered their design. As soon as she could do so unobserved, she left the house, escaped from the town, notwithstanding the vigilance of the sentinels, and took the road to Moy, running as fast as she was able, without shoes or stockings, which to accelerate her progress she had taken off, in order to inform the Prince of the danger which menaced him. She reached Moy, quite out of breath, before Lord Loudon and his troops; and the Prince had just time to escape, in his robe-de-chambre, nightcap, and slippers, to the neighbouring mountains, where he passed the night in concealment. This girl, to whom the Prince owed his life, was in great danger of losing her own, from the excessive fatigue and excitement; but by care and attention she eventually recovered.



Servant at Noyon

Some years ago, an instance of humanity and presence of mind occurred at a place called Noyon, in France, which well deserves to be commemorated. Four men, who were employed in cleansing a sewer, were so affected by the fœtid vapours, that they were unable to ascend. The lateness of the hour (for it was eleven at night) rendered it difficult to procure assistance, and the delay must have been fatal, had not a young girl, a servant in the family, at the hazard of 

her own life, attempted their deliverance. This generous girl, who was only seventeen years of age, was, at her own request, let down several times to the poor men by a rope: she was so fortunate as to save two of them, but, in tying the third to the cord, which was let down to her for that purpose, she found her breath failing, and was so much affected by the vapour as to be in danger of suffocation. In this dreadful situation, she had the presence of mind to tie herself by her hair to the rope, and was drawn up almost expiring, with the poor man in whose behalf she had so humanely exerted herself. The corporation of the town of Noyon, as a small token of their approbation, presented the generous girl with six hundred livres, and conferred on her the civic crown, with a medal engraved with the arms of the town, her name, and a narrative of the action. The Duke of Orleans also sent her five hundred livres, and settled two hundred yearly on her for life.



King James the Fourth of Scotland, who used often to amuse himself in wandering about the country in different disguises, was once overtaken by a violent storm in a dark night, and obliged to take shelter in a cavern near Wemys. Having advanced some way in it, the king discovered a number of men and women ready to begin to roast a sheep, by way of supper. From their appearance, he began to suspect that he had not fallen into the best of company; but, as it was too late to retreat, he asked hospitality from them till the tempest was over. They granted it, and invited the king, whom they did not know, to sit down, and take part with them. They were a band of robbers and cut-throats. As soon as they had finished their supper, one of them presented a plate, upon which two daggers were laid in form of a St. Andrew's cross, telling the king, at the same time, that this was the dessert which they always served to strangers; that he must choose one of the daggers, and fight him whom the company should appoint to attack him. The king did not lose his presence of mind, but instantly seized the two daggers, one in each hand, and plunged them into the hearts of the two robbers who were next him; and running full speed to the mouth of the cavern, he escaped from their pursuit, through the obscurity of the night. The rest of the band were seized next morning and hanged.

Presentation Sermon Illustrations

Presentation of Self to God

'Yield yourselves to God'; 'Present your bodies a living sacrifice.'

A certain preacher had two daughters, one of them older than the other. One Monday morning the minister was sitting in his study in London, feeling that the previous day had been a bad day, without blessing—and he was very unhappy. Mummy was making the breakfast downstairs, and suddenly turned to the children and said, 'Run upstairs and tell daddy breakfast's ready!' So they both ran upstairs; but the big one outran her little sister, dashed into the study, jumped on to daddy's knee, put her arms round daddy's neck and kissed him, and said, 'Daddy, breakfast's ready!' The little one came puffing and panting, and looked somewhat crestfallen as she took in the situation. And big sister said something rather catty to little sister: `I've got all there is of daddy today!' And daddy looked at that little girl, and held out to her his arm that was free—and she ran into the study and jumped on to the other knee, and he hugged her and put his arm right round her. And that little girl looked at her big sister and said, 'You may have all there is of daddy; but daddy's got all there is of me.'

Listen. You have got all there is of Jesus. Has He got all there is of you?—Alan Redpath 
(Rom. 6. 13; 12. 1; 1 Thess. 5. 23)

Pride Sermon Illustrations

After summarizing the vices of mankind in the biting satire of the voyage to the Houyhnhnms, Dean Swift concludes by saying: "My reconcilement to the Yahoo kind in general might not be so difficult, if they would be content with those vices and follies only which nature hath entitled them to. I am not in the least provoked at the sight of a lawyer, a pickpocket, a colonel, a fool, a lord, a gamester, a politician, a whoremonger, a physician, an evidence, a suborner, an attorney, a traitor, or the like; this is all according to the due course of things: but when I behold a lump of deformity and diseases both in body and in mind smitten with pride, it immediately breaks all the measures of my patience; neither shall I ever be able to comprehend how such an animal and such a vice could tally together."



Dombey and Son, by Dickens, is a powerful study of the lasting and devastating effects of pride. Dombey's whole interest centers in his business firm. When Paul is born he changes the name of the firm to Dombey and Son, and his fierce and colossal pride invites the natural enemy of pride—adversity. This is the theme of Dickens to show how terrible pride is, and yet how low all its powers can be laid.

The birth of Paul, which made possible Dombey and Son, was to Dombey more than a compensation for the mother who died as the child began to live. But, driven too rapidly at school by the impatient father, Paul sickens and dies. Then the father, lured by the bait of wealth, marries a woman who is very beautiful, but as proud as himself. His humiliation of her leads to her humiliation of him by running off with his chief clerk; and when Dombey's love-starved
daughter, looked upon with scorn because she cannot command the love of others, attempts to console the dishonored father, he strikes her down in his fury. She flees the house, leaving Dombey alone.

Then comes the final calamity—Dombey and Son fails. We see the ruined and desolate man sitting alone in the house which on the morrow he must leave. In that powerful passage Dickens describes the desolate and lonely man going about from room to room on the last night with a candle in his hand. At length he goes up to the little room where the little bed had been and there throws himself down on the floor and lets his tears flow as they will; and yet he is still a proud man who, if a kind hand could have been stretched out or a kind face could have looked in, would have risen up and turned away and gone down to his cell.

The way to companionship, fellowship, and happiness is the path of humility.



Some of the proudest families in the country are, in the North, descendants of Jamaica rum merchants, owners of slave ships, and, in the South, descendants of ticket-of-leave convicts from Old Bailey in London. Upon such a platform as this does pride exhibit its Punch-and-Judy show!



Ancestor Worship

Sir Thomas Overbury once remarked, "The man who has nothing to boast of but his ancestors is like a potato—the only good belonging to him is underground."—Sunday School Chronicle. 



The Highbrows

A highbrow is a man who is educated above his intelligence, and tells you things you already know in language that you cannot understand.—The Watchman-Examiner.


Inflating Pride 

Up in the mountains of North Carolina, lived a farmer who had a poor farm with thin soil, where he worked hard, but was barely able to make a living for himself, wife and son. The son, however, was a remarkably bright boy, and easily surpassed all the other boys in the district school. One day, the father said to the mother, "Our son is a natural born scholar, and if he is only a poor farmer's son, he shall have as good an education as a millionaire's son." The father and mother economized and raked and scraped and got enough together to send the boy off to college. The boy did well at college, and every little while sent a letter home, telling how well he was doing in his classes. "Mother, these letters are all right," said the father. "They do cheer my old heart, but letters are not enough. My heart is lonely for the boy and I must see him. I cannot wait. I must see him!" Loading up his old farm wagon that afternoon, he got up before sunrise next morning and started for the college town. It was a long, tedious journey, but it did not seem long to the farmer, for he was going to see his boy! Every hour of his dreary journey, as he drew near the college town, his heart grew lighter and happier. "In a little while now, I'll see my boy. Won't he be surprised! Won't he be glad!" As he drove up the hill towards the college, who should he see coming down the sidewalk but his boy with two gay young college companions. "There he comes! There he comes!" said the old man. He jumped off the wagon and ran to meet his son, who had not seen him. "My son," he cried. His son was surprised, but was not glad. He was ashamed of his father in his plain old homespun clothes before his gay college companions. "There must be some mistake, sir," he said. "I am not your son; you are not my father. I do not know you. There must be some mistake, sir!" He might as well have driven a dagger into his father's heart. I am told that the father went home with a broken heart to die.—R. A. Torrey. 


Chief Justice Hughe's interest

"But" is a little word, but my, what a big word it is! Some years ago, when Chief Justice Charles E. Hughes of the United States Supreme Court was the United States delegate to the Pan-American conference at Havana, an interpreter was whispering into Mr. Hughes' ear the flowery introduction by a local orator. Mr. Hughes stopped his aide, saying, "Don't bother about interpreting anything until he says `but.' Give me everything after that."—Buffalo Evening News. 



The Wrong Measure

A little boy came running to his mother, shouting, "Mother, I am nine feet high!" His mother said, "Don't talk such nonsense." He answered, "I really am nine feet high." She said, "What makes you think so?" "Because I measured myself." "How did you measure yourself?" "I took off my shoe and measured myself with that. It is just the same size as my foot, and I really am nine feet." "Oh, I understand now." said his mother, "but, Sonny, your measure was not the right one. You may be nine feet high measured by your shoe, but you are not that tall measured by a twelve-inch ruler." The Bible says that people, "measuring themselves by themselves ... are not wise."—Sunday School Times.


Our Greatest Hindrance

Spiritual pride is a great hindrance to spiritual growth. When the saintly James Harvey was a young curate, he frequently talked with a wise old plowman named Clayton. One day the subject under discussion was this: "What is the greatest impediment to spiritual growth and happiness?" The curate said: "Surely to renounce our sinful self." "No," said the plowman, "the greatest difficulty is to renounce our righteous self."—Sunday School Times.
His "Trumpet"

Humorous incidents happen even on the mission field. I think that it was in an African village that a native Christian went to the village merchant to purchase a pair of shoes. He was fitted out with a suitable pair, and went away happy. Some weeks later he brought the shoes back. "Did they not fit? Were they not good?" asked the merchant. "Yes." "Then why are you returning them?" "Because they don't have any squeak." It appeared that the man wanted a pair of shoes that would squeak as he walked up the aisle of the church. He wanted something that would draw attention to himself. That type of Christian is as old as the church.—Christian Union Herald


Safe Righteousness

A man may with utter sincerity trust in his own life as sufficient to justify him before God, but he has no conception of how searching is the judgment storm that is coming. The builder of the first Eddystone Lighthouse was so enamored of his designs and workmanship that he said, "I wish nothing better than to be in my building in a storm." He was; and neither he nor the lighthouse was ever heard of again. There is only one righteousness which will stand the hurricane of judgment. A London clergyman, called to the garret of a dying man, found him plunged into anxiety over the mystery of a torn text. A stray leaf from a torn Testament had caught his eye. It was part of Romans 3. He read the portrait of the sinner, and recog​nized it as his own; but as he read on—"But now the righteousness of God with​out the law is"—the leaf was torn off. "Is what?" cried the dying man. What worlds on worlds hang on the answer! Withheld, refused, withdrawn, forgotten, cancelled? The rest of the verse he drank in as life to the soul—"is manifested."—The Dawn. 



When Self Gets in the Way

"Some of us are so full of ourselves," says a writer in the Canadian Baptist, "and our busy servings, that we cannot see Christ in all His beauty. Some years ago, when I was away on a preaching appointment, my wife and little daughter stayed at the home of a friend. On the bedroom wall, just over the head of the bed in which they slept, there was a picture of the Lord Jesus, which was reflected in the large mirror of the dressing table standing in the bay of the bedroom window. When my little daughter woke on her first morning there, she saw the picture reflected in the mirror while she still lay in bed, and exclaimed, 'Oh, Mummy, I can see Jesus through the mirror!' Then she quickly kneeled up to take a better look, but in so doing brought her own body between the picture and the mirror, so that instead of seeing the picture of Jesus reflected, she now saw herself. So she lay down again, and again she saw the picture of Jesus. She was up and down several times after that with her eyes fixed on the mirror, Then she said, `Mummy, when I can't see myself, I can see Jesus; but every time I see myself, I don't see Him.' How true it is that when self fills the vision we do not see Jesus!"—Sunday School Times.


No Place for Pride

Two ladies at Shanghai once got to talking about Mr. Taylor, wondering if he was ever tempted to be proud. One of the ladies went and asked Mrs. Taylor. She did not know. But Mrs. Taylor went and asked Mr. Taylor. He was surprised and inquired, "Proud about what?" Mrs. Taylor replied, "Why, about the things you have done." Then immediately came this beautiful answer, "I never knew I had done anything." And Mr. Taylor was right; he never had done anything, for it was God who had wrought in and through him. Only, there was this dif​ference between this man of God and some other persons: he knew it, and others do not. As it was with Mr. Taylor, so should it be with us. When we have done all, greatly and grandly, then let us say, "We are but unprofitable servants," and so give the glory of our successful service to God, to Him alone. —China's Millions. 



Why She Went to Church

A milliner says that one day a woman came into the store, and wanted the trimming on her new hat changed, saying it had been trimmed on the wrong side. "But," said the saleslady, "the trimming is on the left side. That is where it ought to be." "It doesn't make any difference where it ought to be, .. . it's got to be on the church side." "Church side!" gasped the astonished girl. "Yes, I sit next to the wall. I want it on the other side so the whole congregation can see it." And that hat applies to many other things, in men as well as women, that distract from true worship.—Sunday School Times. 



Letting Her Down

A girl went to a Catholic priest and confessed that she had incurred the sin of vanity. "What makes you think that?" asked the priest. "Because every morning, when I look into the mirror," she replied, "I think how beautiful I am." "Never fear," said the priest, "that isn't sin—that's just a mistake." Some fancy they have attained sinless perfection, but the mirror of the Word of God should be sufficient to show them that it is a mistake. The nearer men come to Christ, the more they feel how immeasurably short they fall of the beauty of holiness found in Him.—Sunday School Times


Expensive Chandeliers Not the Secret

I recollect a little town where there was a chapel, the people connected with which thought that if they could only buy a chandelier that was on sale, they would cut out all the other chapels entirely, and everybody would feel that they were made weighty and respectable people, and that the place would be filled with people to see the chandelier. I believe for a time it was, but its light grew dim, and they found that was not the way in which the light of the kingdom of God was to be spread.—C. H. Spurgeon. 


Pride Is a Weed

Plants grow only in certain soils, or at certain heights, or under certain lines of latitude. Unlike these, pride is a weed that, springing up in every heart, grows at all elevations—as well in the humblest as in the highest stations of life; and under every system of religion, the true as well as the false.—Gospel Herald.


His Boy's Admiring Question 
I have heard of a boy whose father was forever telling of his exploits at Bull Run, and Gettysburg, and Cold Harbor, who listened one day while the sire waxed eloquent afresh over the same tales. When he concluded, the astonished admiring son said, "Father, did anyone help you put down the rebellion?" Mark Guy Pearse said, "My faith in perfection is very weak when I look at others; it is extinguished altogether when I look at myself."—Sunday School Times.
Set Aside

A recent account tells of an Australian who discovered a pearl perfect in shape, in color, and almost an inch in diameter, but which, though practically invaluable, could not be sold, for it was too large to be used as a ring setting, and few other pearls could be found to match so that it might be part of a necklace. 

Thus it is with the proud and haughty Christian: he may have more than ordinary ability; be well versed in God's Word and possess fine personality; but pride, selfishness, vitriolic condemnations of others, unmannerliness and boasting, will render his otherwise invaluable services valueless, and he is set aside, while God uses a more humble, obedient servant, though perhaps one with less ability, to perform his work.—R. G. D.


Goethe's Needless Distress

One afternoon Goethe and Beethoven walked out together in the Carlsbad Valley to talk at ease. Everywhere, as they walked, passers-by saluted them, pointed them out, and bowed with ostentatious deference. "Isn't it maddening?" exclaimed Goethe. "I simply can't escape this homage." "Don't be too much distressed by it," said Beethoven; "it is just possible that some of it may be for me."—Christian Faith and Life. 



Clemenceau's Own Epitaph

The world is always reissuing Ecclesiastes in italics. M. Clemenceau, one of the half dozen giants of World War 1, passing the grave he had had dug for himself, said to his secretary: "Take a look at it. There, in a nutshell, is all you can say about me—a hole in the ground and a great deal of noise about nothing." The most exalted sinner dies without God and without hope.—The Dawn.


The life and death of our Lord Jesus Christ are a standing rebuke to every form of pride to which men are liable.

Pride of birth and rank—'Is not this the carpenter's son?' Matt. 13. 55
Pride of wealth—`The Son of man hath not where to lay His head.' Luke 9. 58
Pride of respectability—Van any good thing come out of Nazareth?' John 1. 46
Pride of personal appearance—'He hath no form nor comeliness.' Isa. 53. 2
Pride of reputation—`A friend of publicans and sinners.' Luke 7. 34
Pride of learning—'How knoweth this man letters, having never learned?' John 7. 15
Pride of superiority—`I am among you as he that serveth.' Luke 22. 27
Pride of success—'He is despised and rejected of men.' Isa. 53. 3
Pride of ability—`I can of mine own self do nothing.' John 5. 30
Pride of self-will—`I seek not mine own will but the will of Him that sent me.' John 5. 30
Pride of intellect—'As my Father hath taught me, I speak.' John 8. 28.

Pride has been classified into a few categories: Pride of face, pride of race, pride of place, pride of pace, pride of grace.



The little boy was greatly elated when informed by his mother that the liveliness of her hair as she combed it was caused by electricity.

"Oh, my!" he exclaimed. "Ain't we a wonderful family! Mama has electricity on her head, and grandma has gas on her stomach."



Pride often has no better basis in fact than the self-congratulation of little Raymond in the following story:

Raymond came home from a session of the Sunday School fairly swollen with importance. He explained the cause to his mother.

"The superintendent said something awful nice about me this morning in his prayer."

"And what did he say, dear?" the mother inquired, concealing her astonishment.

The boy quoted glibly and sincerely.

"He said, 'O Lord, we thank thee for our food and Raymond.'"

Pride of Rank Sermon Illustrations

The anecdote is well known of the celebrated Dr. Busby keeping on his hat when visited by King Charles II., and apologizing for his apparent want of respect, by saying, that he should never be able to keep his scholars in subjection, if they thought that there was a greater man in the world than himself. The same feeling seems to have actuated the Gaelic chiefs, who were excessively proud of their rank and prerogatives. When the first Marquess of Huntly, then the chief of the clan Gordon, was presented at the court of James VI., he did not so much as incline his head before his sovereign. Being asked why he failed in this point of etiquette? he replied, that he had no intention whatever of showing any disrespect to his king, but that he came from a country where all the world were accustomed to bow down before him. A similar instance occurred with the head of another family. When George II. offered a patent of nobility to the chief of the Grants, the proud Celt refused it, saying, "Wha would then be Laird of Grant?"



James I. in his progress into England, was entertained at Lumley Castle, the seat of the Earl of Scarborough. A relation of the noble earl was very proud in showing and explaining to his majesty an immense genealogical chart of the family, the pedigree of which he carried back rather farther than the greatest strength of credulity would allow. "I gude faith, man," says the king, "it may be they are very true, but I did na ken before that Adam's name was Lumley."



An anecdote is told of a gentleman in Monmouthshire, which exhibits the pride of ancestry in a curious point of view. His house was in such a state of dilapidation that the proprietor was in danger of perishing under the ruins of the ancient mansion, which he venerated even in decay. A stranger, whom he accidentally met at the foot of the Skyrrid, made various enquiries respecting the country, the prospects, and the neighbouring houses, and, among others, asked—"Whose is this antique mansion before us?" "That, sir, is Werndee, a very ancient house; for out of it came the Earls of Pembroke of the first line, and the Earls of Pembroke of the second line; the Lord Herberts of Cherbury, the Herberts of Coldbrook, Ramsay, Cardiff, and York; the Morgans of Acton; the Earl of Hunsdon; the houses of Ircowm and Lanarth, and all the Powells. Out of this house also, by the female line, came the Duke of Beaufort." "And pray, sir, who lives there now?" "I do, sir." "Then pardon me, and accept a piece of advice; come out of it yourself, or you'll soon be buried in the ruins of it."



A curious anecdote is related respecting a contest for precedence, between the rival Welch Houses of Perthir and Werndee, which, though less bloody, was not less obstinate than that between the Houses of York and Lancaster. Mr. Proger, of Werndee, dining with a friend at Monmouth, proposed riding home in the evening; but his friend objecting because it was late and likely to rain, Mr. Proger replied, "With regard to the lateness of the hour, we shall have moonlight; and should it happen to rain, Perthir is not far from the road, and my cousin Powell will, I am sure, give us a night's lodging." They accordingly mounted their horses; but being soon overtaken by a violent shower, rode to Perthir, and found all the family retired to rest. Mr. Proger, however, calling to his cousin, Mr. Powell opened the window, and looking out, asked, "In the name of wonder, what means all this noise? Who is there?" "It is only I, your cousin Proger of Werndee, who am come to your hospitable door for shelter from the inclemency of the weather, and hope you will be so kind as to give my friend and me a lodging." "What! Is it you, cousin Proger? You and your friend shall be instantly admitted, but upon one condition, that you will allow, and never hereafter dispute, that I am the head of the family." "What did you say?" returned Mr. Proger. "Why, I say, if you expect to pass the night in my house, you must allow that I am the head of the family." "No, sir, I never will admit that; were it to rain swords and daggers, I would ride this night to Werndee, rather than lower the consequence of my family. Come up, Bold, come up." "Stop a moment, cousin Proger; have you not often confessed that the first Earl of Pembroke (of the name of Herbert) was the youngest son of Perthir; and will you set yourself above the Earls of Pembroke?" "True, I must give place to the Earl of Pembroke, because he is a peer of the realm; but still, though a peer, he is of the youngest branch of my family, being descended from the fourth son of Werndee, who was your ancestor, and settled at Perthir; whereas I am descended from the eldest son. Indeed, my cousin Jones of Lanarth is of an older branch than you, and yet he never disputes that I am the head of the family." "Why, cousin Proger, I have nothing more to say; so, good night to you." "Stop a moment, Mr. Powell," said the stranger, "you see how it pours; do admit me at least; I will not dispute with you about our families." "Pray, sir, what is your name, and where do you come from?" "My name is * * *, and I come from the county of * * *." "A Saxon of course; it would be very curious indeed, sir, should I dispute with a Saxon about families; no, sir, you must suffer for the obstinacy of your friend, and so a pleasant ride to you both."

Priesthood Sermon Illustrations

Priesthood of Christ

Christ bears the names of all His saints,
For them death's night He braved, 
He holds them on His shoulders strong,
And on His heart engraved.

In all His holiness complete,
They stand without a flaw;
Where wisdom, grace and glory meet, 
In love divine, not law.

The blood, which as a Priest He bore 
For sinners, was His own.
The incense of His prayers and tears 
Now perfumes Heaven's throne.

'Tis here my weary soul finds rest,
Though I am frail the while.
I read my name upon His breast,
Enjoy my Father's smile.

(Ex. 28. 12, 29, 30, 31; Heb. 2. 17; 4. 14, 16)



Holy Priesthood

The race of God's anointed priests shall never pass away;
Before His glorious face they stand, and serve Him night and day.
Though reason raves, and unbelief flows on, a mighty flood,
There are, and shall be to the end, the hidden priests of God,
His chosen souls, their earthly dross consumed in sacred fire;
To God's own heart their hearts ascend in flames of deep desire;
The incense of their worship fills His Temple's holiest place;
Their song with wonder fills the Heavens, the glad new song of grace.—G. Ter Stegen
Principal Sermon Illustrations

Did you hear about the principal who had a passion for order? On his desk were four baskets—one for "in," one for "out," one for "urgent" and a fourth marked "too tough." 



A school is often only the lengthened shadow of its principal. 



The outgoing principal was instructing his successor in human relations. "And remember, now, we have nothing but kind and cooperative patrons—until you try to change their reserved seats at basketball games." 



A portion of the nomination statement of 1959 Principal of the Year: "This is a young man (37 years of age), old enough to be level headed, young enough to radiate the energies and enthusiasms of youth. He has keen sense of humor, a frequent, full- bodied laugh; yet serious, honest approach to the problems of his profession. He possesses a knack of guiding factions to work harmoniously together. He engenders proud supports from enthusiastic patrons."—Principals Leiter, Arthur C. Crofts Publication 


Teacher (to Principal): "I understand you want to see me, sir."
The scowling principal replied, "No, I sent for you. There's a difference." 



What does a principal do about the short and tight skirt situation. One secondary principals' group received board permission to develop a code on dress standards based upon neatness, good taste and economy. Principals will be empowered to make "emergency changes as deemed necessary." 

The words "economy" and "emergency changes" leads one to think about those triangular skirts for very young ladies. 



Schools there are of different kinds 
For instance, "schools of fish"— 

But if a school's to be not mere construction work of mortar, brick and wood in varying amounts 

Let it be understood emphatically—It's the principal of the thing that counts.—Intercom, Junior High Schools of New York City 


The comic magician was in need of an assistant to aid him in performing his mirth-provoking tricks, and was interviewing a young man who had applied for the job.

"I need a man to help me," stated the magician, "a man who can keep a straight face all through my performance, who will under no circumstances allow a smile to show on his face, no matter what silly things I might say or do. Now, what are your qualifications for this job?"

"Well," replied the young man, "I used to run errands for my high school principal." 



Wilbur D. Coon, retiring principal of Maple Heights High School, Maple Heights, Ohio: "A good principal is like a human oil can. He just goes around oiling the squeaks." 

Principles Sermon Illustrations

In the battle of Hampton Roads the dreaded ironclad Merrimac swept down the Union line, passed unscathed through their fire, and drove her iron beak crashing into the wooden sides of the Cumberland. As she backed from the wound the angry waters rushed in and the old frigate, stricken a mortal blow, lurched to larboard and sank beneath the waves. But look! As her keel touches the bottom she rights, her masthead reappears, and there, above the surging waves and through the lurid smoke of battle, there streams triumphant the Stars and Stripes! The ship may go down, and the cannon's roar may be hushed in the hissing seas; but the Principle is immortal and must prevail!



Shortly before the Civil War a young lawyer came down from Vermont and settled in Adams County, Pennsylvania. There he saw the fugitive slaves escaping from bondage, and as a conductor on the Underground Railroad he helped them to liberty. The iron of the thing entered into his soul and he gave himself with all his powers to combat that evil and to deliver all oppressed. When the great crisis, to which all those events were pointing, had broken over the nation, Thaddeus Stephens was perhaps the most powerful influence in the government of the United States. When he came to die, his only attendants were two Negro preachers. Today in the very midst of Lancaster, in a shabby cemetery, you can see his tomb, and on the tomb these words: "Finding that other cemeteries were restricted as to race by charter rights, I have chosen to lie in this humble spot, in order that I might testify, even in my death, to those principles which I have advocated through a long life."

Printers Sermon Illustrations

The master of all trades: He beats the farmer with his fast "hoe," the carpenter with his "rule," and the mason in "setting up tall columns"; and he surpasses the lawyer and the doctor in attending to the "cases," and beats the parson in the management of the devil.

Prison Reform Sermon Illustrations

The society matron explained the necessity for immediate reform in conditions at the State Penitentiary:

"Nowadays, there are such a number of our very best people who are being indicted and tried and convicted and sent to serve their sentences in the prison that we really must make their surroundings there more pleasant and elegant."

Prisons Sermon Illustrations

A man arrested for stealing chickens was brought to trial. The case was given to the jury, who brought him in guilty, and the judge sentenced him to three months' imprisonment. The jailer was a jovial man, fond of a smile, and feeling particularly good on that particular day, considered himself insulted when the prisoner looking around the cell told him it was dirty, and not fit for a hog to be put in. One word brought on another, till finally the jailer told the prisoner if he did not behave himself he would put him out. To which the prisoner replied: "I will give you to understand, sir, I have as good a right here as you have!"



SHERIFF—"That fellow who just left jail is going to be arrested again soon."
"How do you know?"

SHERIFF—"He chopped my wood, carried the water, and mended my socks. I can't get along without him."

Privilege Sermon Illustrations

The tenderfoot in the mining town was watching a poker game for heavy stakes, when he saw the dealer give himself four aces from the bottom of the deck. He whispered the fact in shocked surprise to a citizen beside him. The latter looked astonished.

"What of it?" he drawled. "Wasn't it his deal?"

Problems Sermon Illustrations

So you have problems. Are they man made? Most are— and if men can create problems, surely they can solve them.—Detroiter 


When a man says, "This is a difficult problem," he really says, "I am a soft drill on a hard piece of steel."—Charles F. Kettering, The Lion 


The important thing about a problem is not its solution, but the strength we gain in finding the solution.—Friendly Chat 


Problem: Opportunity in work clothes.—Henry Kaiser 


He stopped griping when his boss sent him this memo: "Be thankful for problems, for if we didn't have them you wouldn't be here and if they were less difficult someone with less ability would have your job."—Service 

Procrastination Sermon Illustrations

Too Late

A bright boy heard and was deeply impressed by the text, "My son, give Me thine heart." But Satan whispered, "Time enough yet," and he put it off. Ten years later a brilliant college student heard the same text under the circumstances which seemed to make that the time of his salvation. Again the tempter whispered, "Time enough yet." Twenty years later a statesman listened to the same text from the lips of an aged bishop, and felt it was a message to him. This time the tempter said, "Visit foreign countries before you decide." A traveler in Paris was stricken with cholera. But his greatest suffering was agony of soul because he was not prepared to die. His last words were, "Too late." The boy, the college student, the statesman, the traveler were all one.—Dawn. 



The Sun Dial's Question

A boy sat beneath the tall Gothic towers of Beverly Minster in Yorkshire. The great question of giving his heart to the Saviour had been troubling him. "Put it off a little while. There is plenty of time," whispered the tempter. "No, decide at once for Christ," urged that other Voice. Thus the conflict went on through the long bright summer afternoon. It was decided at length as the boy lifted his eyes to the spot where the ancient sun dial on the Minster wall marked the progress of the day. He did not dwell so much on the shadow on the plate as on the words inscribed as a motto, "Now, or when?" "When," he thought, "when shall I give my heart to God?—Now or when?" For a moment he paused and looked up once more at the sundial on which the shadow was rapidly declining. "Now!" he said aloud, and jumping up. ran home. That was the moment of decision in the life of one whose devoted labors and saintly life are still remembered by many. —Canon Jackson o Leeds, in the Church Army Gazette. 


Don't Wait

On the church calendar of St. Peter's Vicarage, the church of the well-known British Keswick speaker, the Rev. J. Russell Howden, is this striking sentence: "Those people who expect salvation at the eleventh hour often die at 10:30." Postponement is perilous in spiritual matters.—Sunday School Times. 



The Time to Get Ready

There is an old fable that once upon a time a wild boar of the jungle was whetting his tusks against the trunk of a tree. A fox passing by asked him why he did this, seeing that neither hunter nor hound was near. "True," said the boar, "but when that danger does arise I shall have something else to do than to sharpen my weapon."—Earnest Worker.


Mrs. Tsan's Zeal

"Why, Mrs. Tsan, where did you come from?" exclaimed the missionary as the woman entered.

"Oh, Miss Kan, I'm so tired. I'm so tired! I've walked fifteen miles today" (her feet were bound and encased in shoes not more than three inches long, and she carried a child huddled in her coat), "because I heard that you were going to the city soon, and I have not learned the Lord's Prayer yet." 

"But why did you not wait till I came back again?" 

"Who knows whether I shall be living when you come again? I want to learn it now." 

"But you can't learn it tonight, and I am going to Peking tomorrow morning." 

"I must learn it tonight. I will learn it tonight! I'll learn it right now; you begin." 

And so the missionary began, and the woman repeated it after her, nor would she go to bed nor allow the missionary to retire until she could repeat the prayer from beginning to end.

This is a true story told by Dr. Isaac T. Headland, and "Miss Kan" is Mrs. Headline.—Tarbell's Teachers' Guide. 



One Month Too Late

At a prayer meeting in a country neighborhood in Western Washington a young man appeared to be much convicted. An earnest worker in the meeting went to him and lovingly pleaded with him to seek the Lord. He hesitated, but finally said, "No, I will attend to that matter when I am through hauling logs; I have one month to work yet." Four weeks from that day he and a young friend went bathing in Lake Tacoma. He was using profane language while undressing. Plunging into the lake, he swam into the deep, cold water. He was taken with a cramp, screamed wildly for help, then sank to the bottom. He was one month too late!—Gospel Herald.


Danger in Delay

An Indian native told a missionary that he believed on Jesus Christ and meant to give Him his love some day. 

A native helper turned and said: "If you and I were walking through the jungles and came face to face with a tiger, if I placed myself in front, and said, `Run, brother, for your life!' would you love me?" 

"Yes, surely!"

"When? Some day?"

The native saw the point and said: "I will give myself to Him now, and you must baptize me tomorrow."—Presbyterian Syndicated Calendar.


A Week Too Late 

God forbid that any of you should, at the last, have the dismay of the woman Dr. Talmage used to tell about. One night she could not sleep because of her soul's anxiety about the future without Christ. She got up and wrote in her diary: "One year from now. I will attend to the matter of my soul." She retired, but she could not sleep. So she arose again, and wrote a better promise in her diary: "One month from now I will attend to the matter of my soul." She retired again but found no sleep; and arose again and wrote: "Next week I will attend to the matter of my soul." Then she slept soundly. The next day she went into scenes of gaiety. The following day she was sick, and the middle of the next week she died. Delirium lifted from her mind just long enough for her to say: "I am a week too late. I am lost!" To be a week too late, or even an hour too late, is to be forever lost! May God Almighty, by His grace, keep us from the awful experience of a ruined soul! Abner promised a kingdom, but could not insure his life for one day. Haman plumed himself upon the prospect of the queen's banquet, but was hanged like a dog before night.—Gospel, Herald. 
Tonight or Never 

At the close of a meeting held in a mining district in England, a stalwart miner, in deep anxiety of soul, walked up to the preacher to inquire what he had to do to be saved. God's Word, through the power of the Holy Spirit, had touched his heart, and he had made the awful discovery that he was a lost sinner on the way to everlasting perdition. 

The preacher unfolded to him the way of salvation. He showed him, from Scripture, that Christ came into the world "to seek and to save that which was lost"; how He of His own free will gave His life a ransom for us, so that God's righteous sentence of death as to the wages of sin having been borne by our Divine Substitute, all who simply believe on Him—all who rest on His finished work—are saved: All seemed dark to the miner. The burden of unforgiven sin pressed heavily upon him. As the hours passed, the preacher urged him to turn from self and sin, and "behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the world." No impression appeared to be made, and as it was now 11 o'clock the preacher told the miner it was time to go home, suggesting that he should return to the chapel on the following evening. 

With an agonizing look the poor fel​low replied, "No, I won't leave; it must be settled tonight or never!" 

They remained together. Hours passed and the anxious inquirer did not lay hold of the soul-saving truth; but as the clock struck three, the light of the glorious Gospel suddenly burst upon him. He saw and believed the glorious fact that the work of Christ on the Cross had satisfied the justice of God on account of his sins, and joy and peace filled his heart. Rising from his seat, and clasping his hands together, he exclaimed, "It's settled now, Christ is mine!" 

He thanked the servant of God who had been the instrument of leading him to the Saviour, and soon afterwards went to his work in the coal pit, happy and rejoicing, because a saved man. 

In the course of the day a sudden crash was heard by those in the neighborhood of the pit. Part of the roofing of the mine had fallen in, burying a number of men beneath it. 

As quickly as possible willing hands set to work to excavate the earth in order to rescue those who were underneath. After working for some time they heard a sound, and digging with renewed energy in the direction whence it proceeded, they reached the converted miner. Life was not quite gone, for he was speaking. Eagerly they listened, and the words they caught were these: "Thank God, it was settled last night." They were the last words he uttered. When taken out life was extinct. The happy, redeemed spirit had "departed to be with Christ." Little did the miner think how solemnly true the memorable words which he had uttered the preceding night were to prove in his own case: "It must be settled tonight or never."—Gospel Herald. 



"'Tis Always Now" 

'Tis always NOW, tomorrow never comes. 
Where'er we go, or be, it is today;
Yet, e'en "today" not long with us will stay, 
'Tis here, then gone; how quickly NOW succumbs! 

What thou wouldst do, do quickly! do it now; 
Wouldst thou be saved? Do not procrastinate; 
Now is thy time; beware, ere 'tis too late, 
While yet 'tis day, thy faith in Christ avow. 

Wouldst thou the gospel story tell to someone lost? 
Or wouldst thou go to lands which lie afar, 
And preach the gospel, be a guiding-star? 
Now is the time to go; count not the cost.—R. E. Neighbour


Without Remedy 

One day my telephone rang and a lady asked me to come down and visit her husband, who was very, very sick, and unsaved. I went and stood by the bed—the man had double pneumonia—and I said, "Old boy, I am sorry you are so sick." After a while, as the Lord helped me, I talked of the Lord Jesus, and the man said, "Here and now I receive Him; and I will tell you what I will do; if the Lord will restore me, I will forsake my sin, and I will come down and be baptized." 

In a few days I went again to see him, and he was out of danger. On the third visit I found him sitting on the woodpile watching his chickens—he loved good horses and fine chickens. I said, "You will soon be ready to come to church." He replied, "Brother Neighbor, I am going to keep my promise and unite with your church and be baptized a week from next Sunday." 

A couple of weeks went by and he did not come. One day I saw him on the street riding a beautiful black steed. I hailed him and said, "Wait a minute, old boy. I thought you were coming on to live for Christ." He said, "Oh, Brother, I will come!" But he did not. 

Then one day I met a grocery-man, a member of our church, and he said, "We are going to have a sudden death in this city." I said, "Who do you think is going to die?" He said, "The man that promised you all sorts of things when he was dying. The Word of God says, `He, that being often reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that without remedy."' 

I do not believe a week passed until I heard that man's wife, over the telephone, say, "Oh, Brother Neighbor, come! B. is dead! He was at a banquet at the hotel and he fell over dead." I think that was the saddest funeral I ever attended.—R. E. Neighbor. 



Deadly Indecision 

I sat one day by the far-away shores of the Great Lakes listening to a tragic story from the lips of a white-haired fisherman. Years before, he said, when the village was but a hamlet the mail was carried from the distant shore of the bay to the fishing village by an Indian and his son-in-law. One bitter day in mid-winter they set out from the south shore for the long trip across the Great Lake. All day they traveled on the ice, skirting the frozen shore of the bay. As night came on they pitched their tent and went ashore for firewood. Gathering what they needed they started back from the mainland toward camp. Just as they stepped upon the ice it broke loose from its moorings and began to drift out from the shore. The boy, quick-witted and alert, immediately dropped his bundle of wood and leaped across the crevice in the ice. The father-in-law hesitated a moment and in that moment the gap widened too much to over-leap. He paused in hesitation, for the waters were black and forbidding in their deadly chill. The boy shouted to the older man to leap in and swim to shore, as that was his only chance for life. But the old man still delayed. Then the lad began to cry out in earnest entreaty for his father-in-law to leap, as it was his only chance to be saved from a dreadful death. The older man seemed paralyzed with fear and indecision. He began to call out farewell messages for his wife and children across the watery waste now rapidly widening as the wind kept drifting the great ice-floe out into the darkness. The last the boy saw him he was standing with outstretched arms drifting to death in the bitter cold and darkness of the night. He perished a victim of deadly indecision. "How shall we escape, if we neglect so great salvation?"—James H. McConkey.
Our Most Dangerous Enemy

Said J. L. Ralston: "Our most dangerous enemy on this side of the Atlantic is the idea that we have plenty of time." This is equally true in the matter of preparedness for eternity—as well as for our country! Because we know not when we may lose the use of our faculties, because we have no lease of our lives, because we know not when the Lord Jesus will come again, and because the Word commands it, we should act NOW.—Now. 



Coming! Coming! 

The turnpike stood on a quiet country road, and, especially at night, the traffic was not very great. So the old turnpike man used to shut his gate when darkness descended on wood and moor, and retire to bed. 

One night, when the rain was falling, and neither stars nor moon dispelled the blackness in which trees and road and heather disappeared, a horseman cautiously approached the gate, dismounted, and knocked for the turnpike keeper. 

"Gate! gate!" he cried.

"Coming!" replied the old man.

Out there in the pitiless rain and the silence and the gloom the horseman remembered his cozy home, and became impatient to be gone. So he knocked again. 

"Gate! gate!" he cried.

"Coming! coming!" repeated the voice. 

After another long delay, during which he felt the rain penetrating his clothes, he again banged at the door. 

"Gate! gate !" he cried more impatiently. 

"Coming! coming!" was the reply.

But still the turnpike man did not ap​pear, and the horseman became quite angry.

He opened the door, and, putting in his head, demanded— 

"Why do you say, `Coming, coming,' this twenty minutes, and yet you never appear?" 

"Who is there?" asked the old man in a sleepy voice. "Oh! I ask your pardon, sir, but I get so used to hearing 'em knock, that I answers, `Coming, coming,' in my sleep, then I takes no more notice." 

How many there are who have become so accustomed to the sound of the Gospel that they hear without listening, and without understanding! How many have said, again and again, when they have heard God's call, "Coming, coming," and have never meant it at all!—Glad Tidings.


The greatest stumbling block in any man's path is not laziness or fear, but a low-necked, short-skirted, rose-scented, diamond-decked hussy named "Procrastination."—Scandal Sheet, Graham, Texas Rotary Club 


My friend, have you heard of the town of Yawn, on the banks of river Slow, where blooms the Waitawhile flower fair, where the Sometimerother scents the air, and the Softgoeasys grow?

It lies in the valley of Whatstheuse, in the province of Letherslide; that tired feeling is native there—it's the home of the listless Idon'tcare, where the Putitoffs abide.—Lockport, N. Y., Baptist News 


A gentleman standing by Niagara saw an eagle swoop down upon a frozen lamb encased in a piece of floating ice. The eagle stood upon it as it drifted towards the rapids. Every now and then the eagle would proudly lift its head into the air to look around him, as much as to say: 'I am drifting on towards danger. I know what I am doing. I shall fly away and make good my escape before it is too late.'

When he reached the edge, he stooped, spread his powerful wings, and leaped for flight; but alas! while he was feeding on the carcass, his feet had frozen to its fleece. He leaped and shrieked, and beat upon the ice with his wings until he went over into the chasm and darkness below.

(Job. 36. 18; Matt. 3.7; Acts 24. 25; 2 Cor. 6.2)



There is a Russian folk-song that narrates how a man, wishing to build a house, kept putting off commencing the building, after all the materials had been collected, until he came to die, when it was too late.

And there in solemn silence stood
The piles of stone and piles of wood,
Till Death, who in his vast affairs
Ne'er puts off things as men do theirs, 
Winked at our hero as he passed:
`Your house is finished, Sir, at last
A narrow cell, a house of clay,
Your mansion for an endless day.'

(Luke 12. 19, 20; 2 Cor. 6. 2)



`To-morrow', he promised his conscience, 
`Tomorrow I mean to believe.
Tomorrow I'll think as I ought to, 
Tomorrow my Saviour receive. 
Tomorrow I'll conquer the habits 
That hold me from Heaven away.'
And ever his conscience repeated 
One word, and one only—`Today!' 
Tomorrow! tomorrow! tomorrow! 
Thus day after day it went on. 
Tomorrow! tomorrow! tomorrow! 
Till youth with its vision was gone, 
Till age and his passions had written 
The message of fate on his brow,
And forth from the shadows came Death 
With the pitiless syllable, 'Now!'

(Prov. 27. 1; Heb. 3. 7, 8, 15; 4. 7)

In D. L. Moody's early days in Chicago, a man who attended regularly seemed on the verge of decision for Christ. Moody urged him to accept Christ. `No, Mr. Moody, I cannot. My business partner is not a Christian, and if I accept Christ, he would ridicule me.'

Finally, annoyed at D. L. Moody continually urging him, he ceased attending. One day the man's wife came to Mr. Moody's house and said to him, 'Mr. Moody, my husband is very ill. Doctors say he cannot possibly live. Won't you come down and speak to him before he dies?'

D. L. Moody hurried to the home, found the man ready to listen, and brought him to the point of decision. The man seemed to accept Christ. To everyone's surprise he got better. Mr. Moody visited him in convalescence. `Now God has been so good to you and raised you up, so of course, as soon as you are able to come to the Tabernacle, you will make a public confession of your acceptance of Christ."No, Mr. Moody, I cannot do that,' he said, 'for my partner would ridicule me, and I cannot stand ridicule.'

Finally he said, 'I am going to move to Michigan. Then I will.' D. L. Moody told him the Lord could keep him in Chicago just as well as in Michigan, but he would not listen.

Just a week later he had a relapse. D. L. Moody was again called and went to his bedside. The dying man said, 'I don't want you to talk to me. It will do no good. I've had my chance and thrown it away.' Then Mr. Moody quoted the verse, 'Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast out,' and asked, 'May I pray with you?' 'No, it won't do any good'. D. L. Moody knelt to pray, but could not. The sinking man kept repeating, `The harvest is past, the summer is ended, and I am not saved,' till he died.

(Jer. 8. 20; 2 Cor. 6. 2)



The City of Cairo sailed from Liverpool for the East on Nov. 3, 1922. There were a few missionaries on board, but many of the passengers were Dundee folks going to Calcutta for the first time, or returning to their posts in the Jute Mills there. Sunday evening afforded an opportunity for preaching the Gospel, with the consent of the Purser, and a missionary bound for Madras preached on the subject, 'What shall I do then with Jesus which is called Christ?' As he presented Christ crucified, the passengers seemed to listen with rapt attention.

The next morning, in the lounge, one of the men going to the Jute Mills in Calcutta, having left his wife in Dundee, came to the missionary for a talk, and after expressing appreciation of the message he had heard the previous day, said it took him back in thought to early days, when in the Sunday School and Gospel meetings he had listened to the same old story. The missionary put before him his responsibility and pleaded with him to accept Christ without further delay and take his stand for Him. 'I will when I get to Calcutta, after this voyage is over,' said the man. 'But why not now?' pleaded the missionary. 'You may never reach Calcutta.' Pleading that he could not get away from his companions and that they expected him to accom​pany them when they got off at the various ports of call, he put off deciding.

After Port Said, when they seemed to have a rollicking time, he began to drink more, and had his liquor iced as the ship went into hotter climes. One day, one of his companions came to the missionary, and said, `Padre, come to—'s cabin. He's very ill, and we have sent for the ship's doctor. He took an interest in your sermon the other Sunday, and likes you: so he would like to see you.' The missionary went in, and tried to speak to him, but the colic pains he was enduring were so bad that he could not pay much attention. Next morning, the missionary went again to see him, but he was unconscious by that time, and the doctor had given up hope of saving his life.

Later in the day he passed away without gaining consciousness, and his friends stood and looked sorrowfully on as he was buried at sea.

Too late! too late! will be the cry:
Jesus of Nazareth has passed by.

(Luke 18. 37; Heb. 3. 13-15)



The Southern darky is usually willing enough, but painfully dilatory in accomplishment. The foreman of a quarry called to Zeb, the general utility man, and directed him to go across the road to the blacksmith shop and bring back a drill which had been left there for sharpening. Zeb shuffled out of sight, and after a lapse of half an hour, shuffled back lazily into view. The indignant foreman called to him sharply:

"Here, you Zeb! Where've you been all this time?"

The darky grinned placatingly.

"Why, boss," he explained, "I hain't been—I'se gwine!"

Prodigal Son Sermon Illustrations

Someone asked Charles Dickens once what was the best short story in the English language, and his reply was—`The Prodigal Son'.

(Luke 15. 11-32)



Dr. Draper, a Salvation Army doctor in India, once visited a dying man of 25, when he was about the same age himself. The young man was lying in hospital dying of T.B. He had been visited by many Christian people who had spoken to him about his soul, but he could not grasp the truth or understand the simple way of salvation. Dr. Draper read to him the story of the Prodigal Son, and it was the means of the young man's conversion.



Two preachers had been invited to a Gospel tea-meeting somewhere in London, and they went together, having carefully prepared their messages. When they arrived and saw the audience, composed of the very poor and not very literate who lived in the slums in that area, they looked at one another. `The sermon I have ready won't do here, I'm afraid,' said J. B. Watson. 'Nor mine,' said J. Stephen. 'I'll tell you what,' said J. B. Watson to his fellow-preacher, 'I'll take the prodigal son out to the far country, and you bring him home again.'

(Luke 15. 11-24)



Dr. A. T. Schofield narrates a wonderful story connected with a rough wooden bell-handle at Carlton Hall in the Dukeries.

The family had become very earnest Christians, and had started a mission hall in the village. They also held on Wednesday afternoons a family meeting for prayer for members of the family that were away from home, and especially for the eldest son—at that time the family prodigal, literally 'spending his substance on riotous living' in the 'far country' in Australia.

A great letter-writer, he delighted to recount his excesses in long weekly epistles. In spite of many prayer meetings, those letters, distressing in their tone, continued, and the mothers and daughters began to fear that their prayers were unheard, when suddenly a miracle took place. It appears the boy lived some twenty miles from the post town, and when he had written his weekly letter, he used always to ride through the bush to post it, returning the next day.

One afternoon, at Carlton Hall, they had just got their weekly letter, full of racing news, when the girls saw that a second letter from him was lying on the table. His mother opened it, little imagining what it contained. She read somewhat as follows:

`I was riding yesterday through the bush with my letter to you in my pocket. I think I must have got about half-way when, like Saul going to Damascus, I was suddenly arrested by a wonderful vision. Like a lightning flash I got an intense conviction that I was a lost man, riding to destruction. I reined in my horse, burst into a violent perspiration, and was so weak that I had to dismount and lean against the saddle. After some minutes I decided to go on and returned home slowly, my one desire being to relieve my agony.

`I found the Bible you gave me, at the bottom of my box, but could get no comfort from it; so next day I rode off to see the Bishop, but got no peace or rest from him. And now, dear mother, do tell me how I am to be saved from this awful condition. I am in intense suffering and long for your reply.'

Deciding that a letter was far too slow, they determined to send a telegram, and, after prayer, there came vividly into their minds the somewhat unsuitable words, 'And when they had nothing to pay, he frankly forgave them both.' They immediately sent that message to the prodigal son.

On receiving it he saw in a moment he was freely forgiven through the merits and work of Christ. The prodigal, having come to himself, now 'arose and returned to his father'. The mother, hearing he was returning to England, had a bell put immediately over her bed, and it was the handle of that bell that had attracted Dr. Schofield's attention.

(Luke 7. 42; 15. 12-21)

Prodigals Sermon Illustrations

"Why did the father of the prodigal son fall on his neck and weep?"
"Cos he had ter kill the fatted calf, an' de son wasn't wort' it."

Profanity Sermon Illustrations

When St. Paul's Cathedral was being built, its famous architect, Sir Christopher Wren, had posted in different parts of the structure this notice: "Whereas among laborers and others that ungodly custom of swearing is so frequently heard to the dishonor of God and to the contempt of His authority, and to the end that such impiety may be utterly banished with these works which are intended to the service of God and the honor of religion, it is ordered that profane swearing shall be a sufficient crime to discharge any laborer that comes to the call."

To the builder of St. Paul's and those other noble temples associated with his name, profane words spoken by the builders desecrated and profaned the holy place. If that is true of the temple made with hands, how much more is it true of that most wonderful temple of all, the temple not made with hands—man himself!



William Cowper has a satirical piece in which he imagines a Persian listening to an Englishman swearing and, mistakenly thinking that he must be worshiping and praying, since he uses the name of God so frequently, asks him for an interest in his prayers.

A Persian, humble servant of the sun,
Who, though devout, yet bigotry had none,
Hearing a lawyer, grave in his address,
With adjurations every word impress,
Supposed the man a bishop, or at least,
God's name so much upon his lips, a priest;
Bow'd at the close with all his graceful airs,
And begg'd an interest in his frequent prayers.

A heathen coming to America and hearing people "pray" might get the idea that we are a much more devout and religious people than we are!



Woodrow Wilson liked to speak of his godly ministerial father, Dr. Joseph R. Wilson, for many years a distinguished Presbyterian minister in the South. Among the anecdotes he related of him was this: "He was once in a company of men where they were having a heated discussion. In the midst of it one let out a profane expletive. Then, seeing Dr. Wilson there, he offered him an apology, saying, 'Sir, I had forgotten that you were present. Please pardon me.' Dr. Wilson's reply was, 'It is not to me that you owe your apology, but to God.'"



A coachman, pointing to one of his horses, said to a traveler, "That horse, sir, knows when I swear at him."—"Yes," replied the traveler, "and so does your Maker."—Selected


The American Indians have not one single oath in their mother tongues. They do swear now, but they swear in English and French. Their wonderful reverence for the Great Spirit kept their language undefiled by profane words.—Selected


THE RECTOR—"It's terrible for a man like you to make every other word an oath."

THE MAN—"Oh, well, I swear a good deal and you pray a good deal, but we don't neither of us mean nuthin' by it."



FIRST DEAF MUTE—"He wasn't so very angry, was he?"

SECOND DEAF MUTE—"He was so wild that the words he used almost blistered his fingers."



The little daughter of a clergyman stubbed her toe and said, "Darn!"

"I'll give you ten cents," said father, "if you'll never say that word again."

A few days afterward she came to him and said: "Papa, I've got a word worth half a dollar."



Very frequently the winter highways of the Yukon valley are mere trails, traversed only by dog-sledges. One of the bishops in Alaska, who was very fond of that mode of travel, encountered a miner coming out with his dog-team, and stopped to ask him what kind of a road he had come over.

The miner responded with a stream of forcible and picturesque profanity, winding up with:

"And what kind o' trail did you have?"

"Same as yours," replied the bishop feelingly.—Elgin Burroughs.


A scrupulous priest of Kildare,
Used to pay a rude peasant to swear,
Who would paint the air blue,
For an hour or two,
While his reverence wrestled in prayer.



Donald and Jeanie were putting down a carpet. Donald slammed the end of his thumb with the hammer and began to pour forth his soul in language befitting the occasion.

"Donald, Donald!" shrieked Jeanie, horrified. "Dinna swear that way!"

"Wummun!" vociferated Donald; "gin ye know ony better way, now is the time to let me know it!"



"It is not always necessary to make a direct accusation," said the lawyer who was asking damages because insinuations had been made against his client's good name. "You may have heard of the woman who called to the hired girl, 'Mary, Mary. come here and take the parrot downstairs—the master has dropped his collar button!'"



Little Bartholomew's mother overheard him swearing like a mule-driver. He displayed a fluency that overwhelmed her. She took him to task, explaining the wickedness of profanity as well as its vulgarity. She asked where he had learned all those dreadful words. Bartholomew announced that Cavert, one of his playmates, had taught him.

Cavert's mother was straightway informed and Cavert was brought to book. He vigorously denied having instructed Bartholomew, and neither threats nor tears could make him confess. At last he burst out:

"I didn't tell Bartholomew any cuss words. Why should I know how to cuss any better than he does? Hasn't his father got an automobile, too?"

They were in Italy together.

"If you would let me curse them black and blue," said the groom, "we shouldn't have to wait so long for the trunks."

"But, darling, please don't. It would distress me so," murmured the bride.

The groom went off, but quickly returned with the porters before him trundling the trunks at a double quick.

"Oh, dearest, how did you do it? You didn't—?"

"Not at all. I thought of something that did quite as well. I said, 'S-s-s-susquehanna, R-r-r-rappahannock!'"—Cornelia C. Ward.


A school girl was required to write an essay of two hundred and fifty words about a motorcar. She submitted the following:

"My uncle bought a motorcar. He was riding in the country when it busted up a hill. I guess this is about fifty words. The other two hundred are what my uncle said when he was walking back to town, but they are not fit for publication."



The ashman was raising a can of ashes above his head to dump the contents into his cart, when the bottom of the can came out. Ethel saw it and ran in and told her mother.

"I hope you didn't listen to what he said," the mother remarked.

"He didn't say a word to me," replied the little girl; "he just walked right off by the side of his cart, talking to God."



A young man entered the jeweler's store and bought a ring, which he ordered engraved. The jeweler asked what name.

"George Osborne to Harriet Lewis, but I prefer only the initials, G.O. to H.L."



For it comes to pass oft that a terrible oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twanged off, gives manhood more approbation than ever proof itself would have earned him.—Shakespeare.


The longshoreman was indulging in a fit of temper, which he interpreted in a burst of language that shocked the lady passing by. She regarded him reprovingly, as she demanded:

"My man, where did you learn such awful language?"

"Where did I learn it?" the longshoreman repeated. "Huh! I didn't learn it, it's a gift."



The deacon carried a chain to the blacksmith to have a link welded. When he returned to the shop a few hours later, he saw the chain lying on the floor, and picked it up. It was just next to red hot, and the deacon dropped it with the ejaculation:

"Hell!" Then he added hastily: "I like to have said."

Profiteers Sermon Illustrations

The wife of the profiteer discoursed largely on the luxuries of the new country estate.

"And, of course," she vouchsafed, "we have all the usual animals—horses, cows, sheep, pigs, hens, and so forth."



"Oh, hens!" the listener gushed. "Then you'll have fresh eggs."

"Really, I'm not sure. The hens can work, if they like, but of course in our position, it's quite unnecessary—er, perhaps not quite suitable, you know."



The advertisement offered for fifty cents a recipe by which to whiten the hands and soften them. Girls who sent the money received the following directions:

"Soak the hands three times a day in dish water while mother rests."



"Are you sure this handbag is genuine crocodile skin?" the woman asked the shopkeeper.

"Absolutely," was the reply. "I shot that crocodile myself."

"But it is badly soiled."

"Well, yes, of course. That's where it hit the ground, when it fell out of the tree."



Customer: "But if it costs twenty dollars to make these watches, and you sell them for twenty dollars, where does your profit come in?"

Shopkeeper: "That comes from repairing them."

Progress Sermon Illustrations

Agassiz used to illustrate progress by the three stages of growth: first, the seed stage, which is the slowest of all; then the blade, which is faster; then the fruit, which is the fastest stage of all.

In the blessings of our society today we see the flowering of a seed that was planted centuries ago and had to wait long in the cold and darkness of the earth before even the blade began to appear, and still more centuries before the fruit. As for other regenerative forces, we may be living only in their seed stage. It will be long generations before the fruit will appear to bless the children of mankind. God is never in a hurry. One day with him is as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day.



A plane is made to go forward and upward. Between an airplane and every other form of locomotion and transportation there is one great contrast. The horse and wagon, the automobile, the bicycle, the locomotive, the speedboat, and the great battleship—all can come to a standstill without danger, and they can all reverse their engines, or their power, and back. But there is no reverse about the engine of an airplane. It cannot back. It dare not stand still. If it loses its momentum and forward drive, then it crashes. The only safety for the
airplane is in its forward and upward motion.

What a parable that is of the Christian life! The only safe direction for the Christian to take is forward and upward. If he stops, or if he begins to slip and go backward, that moment he is in danger.



The great French entomologist Fabre writes: "To what an ideal height will this process of evolution lead mankind? To no very magnificent height, it is to be feared. We are afflicted with an indelible taint, a sort of original sin. We are made after a pattern, and we can do nothing to change ourselves. We are marked with the mark of the beast, the taint of the belly, the inexhaustible source of bestiality."

That, then, is what science sees through its glass. It beholds progress of a kind, but no victory of good over evil. The idea of a natural, inevitable, unstoppable progress, culminating in the abolition of wrong and the victory of right, is contrary not only to revelation but also to reason and experience and common sense. Prolong life as it may, can science stop men from dying? Can progress restrain men from sinning? Can knowledge heal the broken heart or wipe away the tear? A few simple questions such as these, and this gorgeous phantasmagoria of a natural and inevitable progress and evolution fades and vanishes; and we are left on the dusty plains where we stood before, and the pompous human eloquence which has accompanied this theory of the world movement is exposed as tinkling cymbal and sounding brass.



Once the newspapers had much to say about a dog who happened to come into a room of experimentation at Schenectady and bark into the microphone with which its master was experimenting. In three seconds the bark of the dog, which had gone to Australia and clear around the world, was distinctly recorded on the loud speaker in the room.

But who cares whether a dog heard its own bark carried clear around the world in three seconds? Or who cares whether or not man's bark is heard around the world? What occasion for jubilee is there in that? Much of our celebrating and self-congratulation and boasting is like the commotion that was made over a dog's barking clear around the world. Our great skyscrapers, our engines of destruction and locomotion, our mighty bridges, our enormous factories—all this development of the external and the mechanical and materialistic side of life is in reality no occasion for boasting or for celebration. All these are far from God's idea of memorable events.

But when a soul turns from its pride and self-love, when it gets up from among the swine where it has been lying and says, "I will arise and go to my father" (Luke 15:18); whenever love conquers hate; whenever pity subdues anger; whenever faith conquers despair; whenever a soul gives itself in penitence and love to its Redeemer—that, says Jesus, is something worth celebrating.



If we could have made as much progress these last 50 years with people as we have with things, what a world this would now be!—Wheeler McMillen, Farm Journal 


Fear of change is always a brake on progress.—Editorial, Wisconsin Journal of Education 


Oscar Wilde said, "Discontent is the first step in the progress of a man or a nation." If you analyze the lives of great men, this appears to be the spirit they all have in common. No matter how much success they may have had, they always are looking ahead to the next goal. They always have new worlds to conquer. There are various degrees of greatness and success. But each of us, in our own way, can profit from this point of view.—A. H. Kulikowski, publisher in editorial "Are You Satisfied?", Salesman's Opportunity 


The art of wheel-spinning is an activity without progress ... and many of us do a lot of it.—Irwin Cochran, Director, Bureau of Business Management, U. of I. 


"The millennium is at hand. Man has invented everything that can be invented. He has done all he can do." These words were spoken by a bishop at a church gathering in 1870. They were challenged by the presiding officer, who suggested that a great invention would be made within the next fifty years.

The bishop asked him to name such an invention. 

The reply: "I think man will learn to fly." 

The bishop replied that this was blasphemy. "Don't you know that flight is reserved for angels?" 

The bishop was Milton Wright, father of Orville and Wilbur.—From address of the Reverend Walton Cole at Seth Biennial Council, Phi Delta Kappa 



On a dark night a very small boy was given a lantern by his father, who asked him to go out to the woodshed and bring to the house an armful of wood. 

The boy said, "Daddy, I can't see." 
The father then queried, "How far can you see?"
"Only three steps." 
"Take them," said his father. "How far can you see now, son?"
"Three more steps." 

Finally, by going forward three steps at a time, the boy reached the woodshed and brought in the wood.—Sunshine Magazine 


The art of progress is to preserve order amid change and to preserve change amid order.—Alfred N. Whitehead 
In a way, the Russians are quite helpful. If we didn't have them, how would we know whether we were ahead or behind? 



David Livingstone, great explorer and Christian pioneer, wrote in one magnificent sentence, "I will go anywhere—provided it be forward."—Houston Times 


Don't look back; somethin' might be gainin' on you.—Satchell Paige 


Emergencies have always been necessary to progress. It was the darkness which produced the lamp. It was the fog that produced the compass. It was hunger that drove us to exploration. And it took a depression to teach us the real value of a job.—Highways of Happiness 


If you're doing something the same way you have been doing it for ten years, the chances are you are doing it wrong.—Charles Kettering 


Being satisfied with things the way they are is the quickest way to stop progress. 



A colleague boarded a Boston-to-Los Angeles jet airliner a day or so ago. After the plane took off, he overheard the stewardess approach a woman passenger and ask if she would like to remove her coat.

"No, thanks," the woman said. "I'm getting off at Chicago."—Minneapolis Sunday Tribune 


The cottager was crippled by rheumatism, and the kindly clergyman taught him his letters, and put him through the primer and into the Bible. On his return after a vacation, the clergyman met the cottager's wife.

"How does John get along with his reading of the Bible?" he asked.

"Oh, bless your reverence," she replied proudly, "'e's out of the Bible and into the newspaper long ago."



The kindly clergyman, newly come to the parish, was at great pains to teach an illiterate old man, crippled with rheumatism, his letters so that he could read the Bible. On the clergyman's return after a short absence from the parish, he met the old man's wife.

"And how is Thomas making out with reading his Bible?"

"Bless you, sir," the wife declared proudly, "he's out of the Bible and into the newspaper long ago."



The physician advised his patient to eat a hearty dinner at night, without any worry over the ability to digest it. The patient, however, protested:

"But the other time when I came to see you, you insisted I must eat only a very light supper in the evening."

The physician nodded, smiling complacently.

"Yes, of course—that shows what great progress the science of medicine is making."

Prohibition Sermon Illustrations

"Talking about dry towns, have you ever been in Leavenworth, Kansas?" asked the commercial traveler in the smoking-car. "No? Well, that's a dry town for you, all right."

"They can't sell liquor at all there?" asked one of the men.

"Only if you had been bitten by a snake," said the drummer. "They have only one snake in town, and when I got to it the other day after standing in line for nearly half a day it was too tired to bite."



It was prohibition country. As soon as the train pulled up, a seedy little man with a covered basket on his arm hurried to the open windows of the smoker and exhibited a quart bottle filled with rich, dark fluid.

"Want to buy some nice cold tea?" he asked, with just the suspicion of a wink.

Two thirsty-looking cattlemen brightened visibly, and each paid a dollar for a bottle.

"Wait until you get outer the station before you take a drink," the little man cautioned them. "I don't wanter get in trouble."

He found three other customers before the train pulled out, in each case repeating his warning.

"You seem to be doing a pretty good business," remarked a man who had watched it all. "But I don't see why you'd run any more risk of getting in trouble if they took a drink before the train started."

"Ye don't, hey? Well, what them bottles had in 'em, pardner, was real cold tea."



The objector to prohibition spoke bitterly:

"Water has killed more folks than liquor ever did."

"You are raving," declared the defender of the Eighteenth Amendment. "How do you make that out?"

"Well, to begin with, there was the Flood."



The wife complained to her husband that the chauffeur was very drunk indeed, and must be discharged instantly.

"Discharged—nothing!" the husband retorted joyously. "When he's sobered off, I'll have him take me out and show me where he got it."

Prolific Sermon Illustrations

The woman teacher in a New York School was interested in the announcement by a little girl pupil that she had a new baby brother.

"And what is the baby's name?" the teacher asked.

"Aaron," was the answer.

A few days later, the teacher inquired concerning Aaron, but the little girl regarded her in perplexity.

"Aaron?" she repeated.

"Your baby brother," the teacher prompted.

Understanding dawned on the child's face.

"Oh, Aaron!" she exclaimed. "That was a mistake. It's Moses. He's very well, ma'am, thank you. Pa an' ma, they found we had an Aaron."

Promise Sermon Illustrations

When Christian and Hopeful lay helpless prisoners in Doubting Castle, the property of Giant Despair, Christian said, `What a fool I am, thus to be in a stinking dungeon, when I may as well walk at liberty! I have a key in my bosom, called Promise, that will, I am persuaded, open any lock in Doubting Castle.' Then he pulled it out of his bosom and began to try at the dungeon door, whose bolt, as he turned the key, gave back, and the door flew open with ease, and Christian and Hopeful both came out. Then he went to the outward door that leads into the castle yard, and with his key opened that door also. After that he went to the iron gate, for that must be opened too, but that went desperately hard; yet the key did open it.

Escaping from By-path meadow, they went over the stile, where they erected a pillar with this notice: 'Over this stile is the way to Doubting Castle, which is kept by Giant Despair, who despiseth the King of the Celestial country and seeks to destroy his holy pilgrims.'

Then they sang:

`Out of the way we went, and then we found 
What it was to tread upon forbidden ground. 
And let them that come after have a care 
Lest they, for trespassing, his prisoners are,
Whose castle's Doubting and whose name's Despair.'—John Bunyan in Pilgrim's Progress 
(Acts 12. 10; 2 Cor. 1. 20; 2 Pet. 1. 4)



A Promise a Promise

In Augusta, Georgia, Robert Owens, 101 years old—is an old-fashioned fellow who believes a promise is a promise. When he was 45, he says, he was promised 115 years of life. Now 101, he's convinced that the promise is good at least for another 14 years. "You see, the feller making that promise to me was God," said Robert Owens. "When I was 45, the Lord stood before me and spoke, and He said: 'You keep My Commandments and do My will and I will extend your days to 115 years.' That means I have 14 more to go," declared Owens.

The weathered, slight old man, known as "Grandpa" in his neighborhood, was born "in the first year of the Confederate War in Tennessee. My daddy was in the Confederate Army. When I was a youngster, I remember seeing Negro boys twelve years old put in the market and sold like pigs, hogs, and cows. I felt kinda sorry for them—I sure did."

Over one hundred years of living have revealed to him that "this is a different nation and a different people. Parents were strict with their kids. My mother told me to do something, and I did it or I got what was coming to me. Nowadays young folks are only interested in honky-tonking."

His sight and hearing are still keen, but he admits to loss of memory. But he still managed to rattle off the names of his turn-of-the-century Atlantic Coastline railroad stops in South Carolina without hesitation: "Myrtle Beach, Horry County, Britteneck, Georgetown, Andrews, Warsaw, Huntington, Marsville, Skinner, Hemmingway, Johnsonville, Pamlico, Florence, Darlington, Hartsville, and McBee."

Married twice, Grandpa Owens has outlived one wife and eighteen children. "My first wife died in childbirth when she was thirty-nine. We had twelve children, but they all died between infancy and eighteen. I married my present wife when I was sixty-seven, and we had twelve children. Only six are living now—Lester, Frank, Mary, Louise, Lizzie, and Harlston."

Owens seemed not in the least surprised at being able to sire twelve more children beginning at age sixty-seven. "It was just the will of the Lord," said Owens, summing up his philosophy about almost everything. With that, Grandpa and his four-year-old grand-daughter, Ellen Marie Owens, hopped on their bikes and took a spin around the neighborhood. 

Promoting Sermon Illustrations

Mr. Harcourt, the Secretary of State for the Colonies, at the British North Borneo dinner, said that a City friend of his was approached with a view to floating a rubber company. His friend was quite ready. "How many trees have you?" he asked. "We have not got any trees," was the answer. "How much land have you?" "We have no land." "What then have you got?" "I have a bag of seeds!"



There are many tales about the caution of Russell Sage and the cleverness with which he outwitted those who sought to get some of his money from him. Two brilliant promoters went to him one time and presented a scheme. The financier listened for an hour, and when they departed they were told that Mr. Sage's decision would be mailed to them in a few days.

"I think we have got Uncle Russell," said one of the promoters. "I really believe we have won his confidence."

"I fear not," observed the other doubtfully. "He is too suspicious."

"Suspicious? I didn't observe any sign of it."

"Didn't you notice that he counted his fingers after I had shaken hands with him and we were coming away?"

Promotion Sermon Illustrations

Promotion cometh neither from the east nor the west, but from the cemetery.—Edward Sanford Martin.
Promptness Sermon Illustrations

"Are you first in anything at school, Earlie?"
"First out of the building when the bell rings."



The head of a large business house bought a number of those "Do it now" signs and hung them up around his offices. When, after the first few days of those signs, the business man counted up the results, he found that the cashier had skipped out with $20,000, the head bookkeeper had eloped with the stenographer, three clerks had asked for a raise in salary, and the office boy had lit out for the west to become a highwayman.



"Are you waiting for me, dear?" she said, coming downstairs at last, after spending half an hour fixing her hat.

"Waiting," exclaimed the impatient man. "Oh no, not waiting—sojourning."

Pronunciation Sermon Illustrations

A tale is told of a Kansas minister, a great precisionist in the use of words, whose exactness sometimes destroyed the force of what he was saying. On one occasion, in the course of an eloquent prayer, he pleaded:

"O Lord! waken thy cause in the hearts of this congregation and give them new eyes to see and new impulse to do. Send down Thy lev-er or lee-ver, according to Webster's or Worcester's dictionary, whichever Thou usest, and pry them into activity."



"I'm at the head of my class, pa," said Willie.

"Dear me, son, how did that happen?" cried his father.

"Why, the teacher asked us this morning how to pronounce C-h-i-h-u-a-h-u-a, and nobody knew," said Willie, "but when she got down to me I sneezed and she said that was right."



The parson's daughter spoke pleasantly, but with a hint of rebuke, to one of her father's humble parishioners:

"Good morning, Giles. I haven't noticed you in church for the last few weeks."

"No, miss," the man answered. "I've been oop at Noocaste a-visitin' my old 'aunts. And strange, miss, ain't it, I don't see no change in 'em since I was a child like?"

The parson's daughter was duly impressed.

"What wonderful old ladies they must be!"

But the man shook his head, and explained with remarkable clearness:

"I didn't say 'arnts', miss. I said 'awnts'—'aunts where I used to wander in my childhood days like."

Proof Sermon Illustrations

Shopper:—"Are these eggs fresh?"

Apprentice:—"Yes, ma'am, they be."

Shopper:—"How long since they were laid?"

Apprentice:—"'Tain't ten minutes, ma'am—I know, I laid them eggs there myself."

Property Sermon Illustrations

The indignant householder held up before the policeman the dead cat that had been lying by the curb three days.

"What am I to do with this?" he demanded.

"Take it to headquarters," was the serene reply. "If nobody claims it within a reasonable time, it's your property."

Prophecy Sermon Illustrations

Eighteen centuries ago a young scholar of philosophy from the Roman colony near ancient Samaria was taking a solitary walk along the shores of the Mediterranean Sea. Thirsting after truth as the one great possession, he had drawn water out of every well of ancient learning and philosophy, only to thirst again. He had gone the rounds of the Stoics, the Platonists, the Peripatetics, the Pythagoreans, and yet had not come to satisfaction and peace. But on this morning walk by the seaside he met a venerable Christian. They engaged in conversation, and that conversation changed the course of Justin Martyr's life. This unknown friend showed him how the philosophers reasoned about the truth, where as the Hebrew prophets spoke of truth as men who had been witnesses. He pointed out to him how the prophets had foretold the coming of Christ, and how their predictions were fulfilled in his life and work. Taking the old man's advice, Justin commenced the study of the Old Testament prophecies and their confirmation in the Gospels. This convinced him of the truth of Christianity, and he became a Christian and one of the greatest defenders of its truth and most heroic of its martyrs.



Prophecy Fulfilled Under Our Eyes

Most ministers and Bible teachers give small attention today to the study and exposition of predictive prophecy. Even the large bulk of space given in the Scriptures to prophetical writings would seem to suggest a different course. But it is still more embarrassing to consider that such neglect seems to ignore teachings to which the Spirit of God gives large prominence and emphasis. 

Our attention has been directed to a particular instance of prophecy which was uttered sixteen centuries B.C. and the fulfillment of which has transpired within the last few years. The prophecy relates to the future of Zebulun, one of the twelve tribes, and what should happen in their tribal allotment in Palestine. It was uttered by Jacob in his blessing to the tribes, and later by Moses, as follows: 

"Zebulun shall dwell at the haven of the sea; and he shall be for a haven of ships; and his borders shall be unto Zidon" (Gen. 49:13). 

"And of Zebulun he said, Rejoice, Zebulun, in thy coming out . . . they shall call the peoples unto the mountain; there shall they offer sacrifices of righteousness, for they shall suck the abundance of the seas and the hidden treasures of the sands" (Deut. 33:18, 19). 

For nearly 3,600 years since the prophecy was uttered no port of consequence was ever builded on the coast of Zebulun. But in October, 1933, the British High Commissioner of Palestine opened at Haifa a magnificent new harbor, which is actually under the shadow of Carmel. This he did in preparation for the opening of the pipeline that has been laid to convey the oil from the great oil wells of Iraq, 1,100 miles eastward, westward to the coast. 

The line is now being operated and it is declared that more than 4,000,000 tons of oil annually will be delivered to the sea at Haifa for transport. Not only will this make Zebulun increasingly "a haven for ships," but the commercial development of the land itself calls for the harbor. 

Jaffa (old-time Joppa) was more suit​ably situated in relation to Jerusalem. But "all this was done that it might be fulfilled which was spoken by the prophet, Zebulun shall . . . be a haven for ships." Little did those in authority know when they built the harbor of Haifa that they were the instruments of God, fulfilling what the prophet had predicted more than 3,600 years ago.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


The Infallible Bible-Barometer

In September, 1938, a man who lived on Long Island was able one day to satisfy a life-long ambition by purchasing for himself a very fine barometer. When the instrument arrived at his home, he was extremely disappointed to find that the indicating needle appeared to be stuck, pointing to the sector marked "Hurricane." After shaking the barometer very vigorously several times, its new owner sat down and wrote a scorching letter to the store from which he had purchased the instrument, and on the following morning, on his way to his office in New York, he mailed the letter. That evening he returned to Long Island, to find not only the barometer missing, but his house also. The barometer's needle had been right—there was a hurricane! ... Yet how many Christians there are who seem to regard the clear fingers of prophecy in the Word of God with like indifference and disdain!—E. Schuyler English, in Our Hope. 


The Scoffer and Prophecy

A short time ago I worked with a college fellow, a very efficient man and capable of doing his work with an accuracy and speed that few men possess. It apparently came natural to him; therefore he expected the men under him to do as well as he. We didn't always do it, but one of the men was quite slow, unusually so at times, and during the course of a day's work this supervisor would gloat over this certain fellow, or any of us for that matter, and invariably he would start or end up by saying, "You're slower than the second coming of Christ." Little did this man know that he was fulfilling the words of prophecy written nineteen hundred years ago when Peter, speaking of the Lord's coming, said: "Knowing this first, that there shall come in the last days scoffers, walking after their own lusts, and saying, Where is the promise of his coming?" (II Pet. 3:3, 4). Do not be deceived by the space of years, but remember, "The day of the Lord will come as a thief in the night" (II Pet. 3:10).—Faithful Words. 



Daniel Saw It

The Saturday Evening Post carries a short note from Washington, D. C. Its information is very interesting: "The American Humane Society estimates that there are not fewer than 330,000 American families who wander almost continuously from region to region without fixed addresses." Daniel saw that coming. In speaking of this day, 
Daniel said that "many should run to and fro." There it is. Home life is surely fading from the scene in America as well as the rest of the world.—The Church of God Evangel. 



Mount of Olives in Prophecy

During recent years, earthquakes have severely damaged buildings on the famous Mount of Olives. But the greatest earthquake of all is yet future, and will take place exactly as predicted by the prophet Zechariah. The geological formation of the soil of the Mount of Olives is all set for the coming event. It only awaits God's appointed moment to act. Professor Bailey Willis, the seismological expert of Leland Stanford University, made this striking statement before the British Association for the Advancement of Science: "The region around Jerusalem is a region of potential earthquake danger. A `fault line,' along which an earth slippage may occur at any time, passes directly through the Mount of Olives."—Selected. 
The Bible in Prophecy
Fulfilled prophecies of Holy Scripture provide testimony to prove that God lives and reigns. Indeed, the Bible literally abounds with predictions concerning men and nations—predictions that have been so exactly fulfilled that they bear upon them the stamp of Divine inspiration. 

Certainly the Prophets could not have foreseen the future themselves; that is beyond the power of any man. Even with the latest scientific instruments, it is not possible to foretell the nature of the weather more than a day ahead—much less the fate of empires. Ability to describe the future with accuracy demands supernatural vision; and a sequence of predictions fulfilled to the letter provides, without question, the strongest possible evidence of the existence of God and His guidance and control in the affairs of men.

More than a century before Nineveh was sacked and burned by Nebuchadnezzar, while Assyria was still the greatest power in the world, and men thought it would never be overthrown, Nahum the prophet wrote: Nineveh shall be "empty, and void, and waste" (Nah. 2:10). 

While Babylon was in its prime and all the world marveled at its wealth and might, Jeremiah dared to foretell its doom in these striking words: "Babylon shall become heaps . . . without an inhabitant" (Jer. 51:37). 

In the days of Tyre's supremacy in the Mediterranean, when her island fortress still proudly defied the world, and her ships ruled the waves, God declared through Ezekiel: "They shall destroy the walls of Tyrus, like the top of a rock. It shall be a place for the spreading of nets in the midst of the sea" (Ezek. 26:4, 5). 

While Egypt was still a power to be reckoned with in world affairs, the same prophet announced: "It shall be the basest of the kingdoms; neither shall it exalt itself any more above the nations" (Ezek. 29:15). 

Of the beautiful Temple that was standing in Jerusalem in the days of our Lord, He Himself foretold: "There shall not be left here one stone upon another, that shall not be thrown down" (Matt. 24:2). 

As for the city itself, He said: "Jerusalem shall be trodden down of the Gentiles, until the times of the Gentiles be fulfilled" (Luke 21:24). 

A glance over history demonstrates how every word of these predictions has come true. The site of Nineveh is a sandy waste. All that remains of Babylon is a heap in the desert. Fishermen today spread their nets on the rocks where Tyre once stood. Certainly Egypt has never again exalted itself above the nations. As for Herod's Temple, it was thrown down within forty years of the prophecy; and to this day Gentiles still rule in Jerusalem. 

No wonder H. L. Hastings once wrote:

"So long as Babylon is in heaps; so long as Nineveh lies empty, void, and waste; so long as Egypt is the basest of kingdoms; so long as Tyre is a place for the spreading of nets in the midst of the sea; so long as Israel is scattered among all nations; so long as Jerusalem is trodden under foot of the Gentiles; so long as the great empires of the world march on in their predicted course—so long we have proof that one Omniscient Mind dictated the predictions of that Book, and `prophecy came not in old time by the will of man.'" 

There is a God. Blessed assurance! He is infinite in power and can predict! By far the greater number of prophecies have to do with the Second Coming of Christ. What confidence and glorious expectation fill the heart when it is known that all the prophecies pertaining to the past have been fulfilled to the ultimate detail. Their fulfillment seals our assurance that those pertaining to the most stupendous event of all—Christ's Coming in power and glory—will likewise come to pass.—Selected. 


Many Locks, One Key

Dr. A. W. Hare once said: "If you saw a half-dozen doors with as many locks to them, so new and strange that not a locksmith in the country could make a key to fit any one of them, and if a man then came with a key which fitted all these different locks and opened all the six doors, could you doubt that his was the right key? This is just the kind of proof which the prophecies afford of the truth and divinity of Christ. The weight of this proof rests on two simple facts: One is that the prophecies were written many hundreds of years before the birth of Christ. The other is that Jesus died the death related in the New Testament. Jesus is the true key for the prophetic lock; and the prophets who foretold all these things hundreds of years before must assuredly have spoken, as Peter says, `not by the will of man: but . . . as they were moved by the Holy Ghost.' Where—outside of the Bible—shall we find prophecies of this kind?"—The King's Business. 



The Gospel of the Old Testament

Daniel Rose, head of the Jewish department of the Bible Institute of Los Angeles, dealing with one of his Jewish friends, said, "I want to read you a portion of the Bible, and when I have finished I want you to tell me what part of the Bible I have been reading." He agreed, and opening my Bible I began to read from Isaiah's prophecy beginning at the 13th verse of chapter 52 and reading through chapter 53, which marvelous passage has been called by some the `Gospel of the Old Testament.' When I had finished, I asked this friend from what part of the Bible I had been reading. Without hesitation he replied: 'From the New Testament.' 'And to whom does the passage refer?' Again, without the slightest hesitation the answer came back: `It refers to Jesus of Nazareth.' With my Bible still open to the page I had been reading, I showed my friend that I had not been reading from the New Testament, but from the Old Testament. `But,' I said, `your second reply is correct, for this Old Testament passage does refer to Jesus Christ, and this Jesus Christ is our true Messiah.'" Since that day Mr. Rose has repeated this procedure with many others, leading them to Jesus Christ.—Prophecy.
Pre-Written History

In all ages God has pre-announced certain things which He purposed to do. These announcements are termed prophecies. Prophecy is history pre-written. It is as credible as any Word that God hath spoken. The Bible is filled with prophecies. Almost all the sixty-six Books contain some prophecy; but sixteen Books of the Old Testament and one of the New Testament are wholly prophetic in character. In all, nearly one-fourth of the Bible was predictive when it was written. It is most reasonable to conclude, since every Bible prediction concerning the past has been fulfilled, in minutest detail, that we may expect all the remaining prophecies to be just as literally fulfilled.—Selected. 


If We Believe the Living Word

A few years ago, in a railroad train a lawyer, seeing I had a Bible in my hand, asked, "Surely you don't believe that Deuteronomy belongs to the canon of Scripture?" I answered by asking the question, "Do you believe in the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead?" He said, "Yes, certainly, I believe the resurrection of the God-Man to be the most authenticated fact in all history. But that has nothing to do," he said, "with my question of the inspiration of the Book of Deuteronomy." "Oh, yes, it has," was my reply. "Was Christ, as proved by the resurrection, divine and God's Son and perfect in life and teaching?" "Yes." "Then you must take your question to the final court of appeal. Christ expounded unto his disciples the Scriptures, beginning at Moses and all the prophets concerning Himself, and called it Scripture, and endorsed it as God's Word. Deuteronomy was in it."—Sunday School Times.
Proportion Sermon Illustrations

A middle-aged colored woman in a Georgia village, hearing a commotion in a neighbor's cabin, looked in at the door. On the floor lay a small boy writhing in great distress while his mother bent solicitously over him.

"What-all's de matter wif de chile?" asked the visitor sympathetically.

"I spec's hit's too much watermillion," responded the mother.

"Ho! go 'long wif you," protested the visitor scornfully. "Dey cyan't never be too much watermillion. Hit mus' be dat dere ain't enough boy."

Proposals Sermon Illustrations

A love-smitten youth who was studying the approved method of proposal asked one of his bachelor friends if he thought that a young man should propose to a girl on his knees.

"If he doesn't," replied his friend, "the girl should get off."



A gentleman who had been in Chicago only three days, but who had been paying attention to a prominent Chicago belle, wanted to propose, but was afraid he would be thought too hasty. He delicately broached the subject as follows: "If I were to speak to you of marriage, after having only made your acquaintance three days ago, what would you say of it?"

"Well, I should say, never put off till tomorrow that which should have been done the day before yesterday."



There was a young man from the West,
Who proposed to the girl he loved best,
But so closely he pressed her
To make her say, yes, sir,
That he broke two cigars in his vest.—The Tobacconist.


They were dining on fowl in a restaurant. "You see," he explained, as he showed her the wishbone, "you take hold here. Then we must both make a wish and pull, and when it breaks the one who has the bigger part of it will have his or her wish granted." "But I don't know what to wish for," she protested. "Oh! you can think of something," he said. "No, I can't," she replied; "I can't think of anything I want very much." "Well, I'll wish for you," he explained. "Will you, really?" she asked. "Yes." "Well, then there's no use fooling with the old wishbone," she interrupted with a glad smile, "you can have me."



"Dear May," wrote the young man, "pardon me, but I'm getting so forgetful. I proposed to you last night, but really forget whether you said yes or no."

"Dear Will," she replied by note, "so glad to hear from you. I know I said 'no' to some one last night, but I had forgotten just who it was."



The four Gerton girls were all good-looking; indeed, the three younger ones were beautiful; while Annie, the oldest, easily made up in capability and horse sense what she lacked in looks.

A young chap, very eligible, called on the girls frequently, but seemed unable to decide which to marry. So Annie put on her thinking cap, and, one evening when the young chap called, she appeared with her pretty arms bare to the elbow and her hands white with flour.

"Oh, you must excuse my appearance," she said. "I have been working in the kitchen all day. I baked bread and pies and cake this morning, and afterward, as the cook was ill, I prepared dinner."

"Miss Annie, is that so?" said the young man. He looked at her, deeply impressed. Then, after a moment's thought, he said:

"Miss Annie, there is a question I wish to ask you, and on your answer will depend much of my life's happiness."

"Yes?" she said, with a blush, and she drew a little nearer. "Yes? What is it?"

"Miss Annie," said the young man, in deep earnest tones, "I am thinking of proposing to your sister Kate—will you make your home with us?"



It was at Christmas, and he had been calling on her twice a week for six months, but had not proposed.

"Ethel," he said, "I—er—am going to ask you an important question."

"Oh, George," she exclaimed, "this is so sudden! Why, I—"

"No, excuse me," he interrupted; "what I want to ask is this: What date have you and your mother decided upon for our wedding?"



A Scotch beadle led the maiden of his choice to a churchyard and, pointing to the various headstones, said:

"My folks are all buried there, Jennie. Wad ye like to be buried there too?"



IMPECUNIOUS LOVER—"Be mine, Amanda, and you will be treated like an angel."

WEALTHY MAIDEN—"Yes, I suppose so. Nothing to eat, and less to wear. No, thank you."



The surest way to hit a woman's heart is to take aim kneeling.—Douglas Jerrold.
Propriety Sermon Illustrations

There was a young lady of Wilts,
Who walked up to Scotland on stilts;
When they said it was shocking
To show so much stocking,
She answered: "Then what about kilts?"—Gilbert K. Chesterton.
Prosperity Sermon Illustrations

Yea surely is that people blessed 
By whom Jehovah is confessed 
To be their God alone.—Selected


Christian leaders often discuss "how to save the masses," but it is harder to save the rich. A thoughtful young lady of Fifth Avenue recently, exclaimed: "Who will save us who have an abundance from selfish wealth and wasteful luxury?" "How shall we evangelize the slums?" is discussed; but the harder proposition is "how to save the selfish suburbs."—Selected


The Effect of Prosperity

We read the following from Kings in Shirtsleeves by William P. Barker: "We are all caught in a trap. It goes like this: Our religion promotes the good character qualities of hard work, thrift, and honesty; hard work, thrift, and honesty usually mean that a man gets ahead; getting ahead involves making money; making money implies success and luxury; success and love of luxury can come between the man and God. This means that you and I are put in a dangerous position. We are 'successful' people. We are reasonably 'well-off.' We are tempted to love our luxuries more than our Lord. Thus, our faith produces some dangerous possibilities. For the material success that comes from our hard work and frugality and honesty is hard to control. In fact, it can lead us to wanting more and more, using others, and forgetting God.

"This can happen to the congregation of a church. More than one congregation started as a poor, struggling group, yet dynamic and alive—then gradually became 'successful' and lost its soul. The church obsessed with cushioned pews, expensive stained glass, well-paid choirs, but unconcerned with missions, is in such mortal danger."



May bad fortune follow you all your days
And never catch up with you.

Protestant Episcopal Church Sermon Illustrations

One of our popular New England lecturers tells this amusing story.
A street boy of diminutive stature was trying to sell some very young kittens to passers-by. One day he accosted the late Reverend Phillips Brooks, asking him to purchase, and recommending them as good Episcopal kittens. Dr. Brooks laughingly refused, thinking them too small to be taken from their mother. A few days later a Presbyterian minister who had witnessed this episode was asked by the same boy to buy the same kittens. This time the lad announced that they were faithful Presbyterians.

"Didn't you tell Dr. Brooks last week that they were Episcopal kittens?" the minister asked sternly.

"Yes sir," replied the boy quickly, "but they's had their eyes opened since then, sir."



An Episcopal clergyman who was passing his vacation in a remote country district met an old farmer who declared that he was a "'Piscopal."

"To what parish do you belong?" asked the clergyman.

"Don't know nawthin' 'bout enny parish," was the answer.

"Who confirmed you, then?" was the next question.

"Nobody," answered the farmer.

"Then how are you an Episcopalian?" asked the clergyman.

"Well," was the reply, "you see it's this way: Last winter I went to church, an' it was called 'Piscopal, an' I heerd them say that they left undone the things what they'd oughter done and they'd done some things what they oughtenter done, and I says to myself says I: 'That's my fix exac'ly,' and ever sence then I've been a 'Piscopalian."

Protestants Sermon Illustrations

A Protestant mission meeting had been held in an Irish town and this was the gardener's contribution to the controversy that ensued: "Pratestants!" he said with lofty scorn, "'Twas mighty little St. Paul thought of the Pratestants. You've all heard tell of the 'pistle he wrote to the Romans, but I'd ax ye this, did any of yez iver hear of his writing a 'pistle to the Pratestants?"

Providence Sermon Illustrations

We owe a great deal of our knowledge concerning the birds of our country to the celebrated American ornithologist Audubon. He spent part of his early life in Kentucky; and when Abraham Lincoln, a gangling country youth, went to the country store to buy calico, or buttons, or groceries for his cabin home, he was, no doubt, waited upon by the young clerk Audubon.

The journal of Audubon is a document of deep human interest. In it we have a recital of the sufferings and hardships and discouragements through which he passed when the world to him was a blank; and yet he writes: "Through those dark days I was being led to the development of the talents I love. One of the most extraordinary things among all these adverse circumstances was that I never for a day gave up listening to the song of our birds, or watching their peculiar habits, or delineating them in the best way that I could; nay, during my deepest troubles I frequently would wrench myself away from the persons around me and return to some secluded part of our noble forests, and many a time at the sound of the wood thrush's melodies have I fallen on my knees, and there earnesdy prayed to God. This never failed to bring me the most valued thoughts, and always comforted me."



This is an unpublished incident in the life of Hudson Taylor. He came to the city of Hangchow. The next day, with a bag of books over his shoulder, he started an evangelistic tour of the city. Great crowds followed him about. At night, weary, he sat down to rest at a tea house in the suburbs on the way to his boat in the river. As he sat at the table he saw peering at him though the gathering gloom an elderly Chinese. The man was evidently seeking someone.

"Are you a foreigner?"

"Yes, I am an Englishman." 

"Are there books in that bag on the table?"

"Yes, there are."

"Are you a teacher of a foreign religion?"

"Yes, of the Jesus religion." 

The Chinese then told Taylor that he had been an earnest seeker after truth for many years, but could find no religion which could take the burden of guilt from his soul. A few nights before, he had had a vision: a man in white had told him to go to Hangchow, that he would find there a foreigner sitting in an inn, with a bag of books on the table before him. He had visited the inn but had found no such person. Finally, hearing of this inn in the suburbs, he had as a last hope come thither. He asked Taylor to tell him the truth, whereupon he preached the gospel and gave him a New Testament. Two days later Taylor visited his house and found he had destroyed all his idols and was rejoicing in Jesus Christ. Taylor left the man adoring God not only for his power to save, but also for his marvelous and miraculous ways of leading souls to the messenger and the message of the gospel.



Dr. John Witherspoon, signer of the Declaration of Independence and president of the College of New Jersey, which became Princeton University, lived at Tusculum, a country seat at Rocky Hill, about two miles from the college, and drove every day to his duties as teacher and president. One day a neighbor came excitedly into his study at the college and said, "Dr. Witherspoon, you must join me in giving thanks to God for his extraordinary providence in saving my life, for as I was driving from Rocky Hill the horse ran away and the buggy was smashed to pieces on the rocks, but I escaped unharmed!"

"Why," answered Dr. Widierspoon, "I can tell you a far more remarkable providence than that. I have driven over that road hundreds of times. My horse never ran away, my buggy never was smashed, I was never hurt."



It is a cold, bleak, dark night on the Pennsylvania Canal; the Evening Star, a towboat, is gliding along through the dark waters. As the boat approaches one of the locks a bugle is sounded and a boy in his teens awakens out of his sleep and, pulling his jacket about him, comes to the deck to take his turn at the bowline. As he is uncoiling the line, the slack of the rope catches in a crevice on the edge of the deck. The boy, half asleep, gives it one pull, then another, but it does not yield. Then a harder pull, and it comes loose; but the strength of the pull on the rope throws him backward off the deck into the water. As he sinks beneath the water he has a feeling that only a miracle can save him. Instinctively he clutches at the rope that has fallen with him into the water. Once again the slack of the rope catches in the crevice on the deck, and holding to the rope the boy is able to pull himself on deck, hand over hand. As he sits there, cold and dripping, reflecting on his escape, he is convinced that only a miracle has saved him.

To prove this he takes the same rope and tries to fling it into the crevice where twice it had caught, once to throw him into the water, the second time to pull him out of his grave. As many as six hundred times, he tells us, he tried to throw the rope into the crevice. But not a single time out of the six hundred did it catch. Ten times six hundred, he calculated, would be six thousand; therefore the chance of his being saved was one to six thousand. Convinced that God had saved his life, he felt, therefore, that his life must be worth saving; he resolved to go home, get an education, and be something else than a hand on a tow-boat.

He left the boat and started for his mother's cabin home in the woods of Ohio. It was evening when he arrived; and, looking through the window, he saw his mother before the fire, with her Bible on her knee. She was not reading the words, but rather repeating them, and the words which he heard were these: "O turn unto me, and have mercy unto me; give thy strength unto thy servant, and save the son of thine handmaid" (Ps. 86:16), The boy entered the cabin and told his mother what had happened, that he had given himself to God, and that he proposed to make a man of himself.

Years pass, and the young boy has become the president of a college. The drums of the Civil War are beating. He has a wife and children, and is not sure whether it is his duty to go to the front. To decide the matter, he takes his Bible and goes apart. At the end of that watch with God he comes out to say that he regards his life as belonging to his country, and goes off to the front, where he becomes a distinguished soldier and a major general.

The war is over; but rejoicing has been turned into sorrow, all the stars of hope have been obscured by the clouds of a great calamity. The president whose patience and gentleness and forbearance and unshaken faith in justice and truth have led his country through the terrible years of war has fallen by the assassin's bullet. In the narrow street in front of the Exchange in New York a great crowd has assembled. Passions are running high, and the mob is getting ready to vent its wrath upon the property and lives of all those who have opposed the administration.

At that moment a man steps out between the great pillars and, waving what seems to be a telegram in his hand, cries, "Another telegram from Washington!" The crowd becomes quiet to hear what the message is. But instead of reading a telegram, this is what he said: " 'Clouds and darkness are round about him: righteousness and judgment are the habitation of his throne' (Ps. 97:2). Fellow citizens! God reigns, and the government at Washington still lives." The speaker is the boy whose life had been saved by the rope catching in the deck of the towboat—James A. Garfield.
At thirty-two years of age William Cowper passed through a great crisis in his life. He tried to end his life by taking laudanum. Then he hired a coach and was driven to the Thames, intending to throw himself into the river; but some power seemed to restrain him. The next morning he fell upon a knife, but the blade broke and his life was saved. He then tried to hang himself, and was cut down unconscious but still alive. Then one morning, in a moment of strange cheerfulness, he took up his Bible and read a verse in the Letter to the Romans. In a moment he received strength to believe, and rejoiced in the forgiving power of God. Some years later, after he had passed through a rich Christian experience and had written many beautiful hymns, Cowper sat down one day and summed up his faith in God's dealings with him, and with other men, in the great hymn on divine providence:

God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill, 
He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his soverign will.


Over the desk of Dr. E. C. Norton, for many years professor of Greek at Pomona College, California, there hung a curious decoration. Framed under glass were he burned fragments of a cuff, carefully pasted together upon a piece of cardboard. During his senior year at college Norton was hitching a team to a tree when lightning struck the tree and killed both the horses, felling him to the ground and burning his arm and hand so that for a time they were paralyzed. Commenting on that narrow escape, he said, "I guess the Lord must have had something for me to do."

The framed fragments of the cuff on the wall of his office were a constant reminder that God had something for him to do.



Columbus, on his way back to Italy disheartened and discouraged, leading his boy by the hand, stopped one day at a convent not far from Granada and asked for a drink of water. The monk who gave him a drink and heard his story was the man who intervened on his behalf with Queen Isabella, and out of that request for a glass of water came the discovery of America.



John Calvin on his way to Italy, the regular road being closed because of the war between France and Italy, had to pass through Geneva; and there he met Farrel, who with fiery eloquence demanded that he stay at Geneva and lead the work of God there.



Abraham Lincoln, rummaging in a barrel of rubbish that someone had left in his store at Salem, came upon a copy of Blackstone's Commentaries; and of that chance discovery were awakened the ambitions and desires which were to play so great a part in American history.



George Whitefield, greatest of all preachers, employed as a drawer in the Bell Inn, was unable to get along with his brother's wife; and that led him to give up his employment and go to Bristol, and then, step by step, to Oxford, and
then to his apostolic career in the ministry. Whitefield used to say that the difference he had with his brother's wife was God's way of forcing him out of the public business and calling him from drawing wine for drunkards to draw water out of the wells of Salvation for the refreshment of his spiritual Israel."



Only a cradle of bulrushes, daubed with slime and pitch—yet never did loving maternal hands put more of a mother's soul and a mother's heart into the making of a cradle for its little occupant. By night she carried the babe and his cradle down to the river Nile. Never was a child more tenderly laid in his cradle than was Moses that night by the hand of his faithful mother. When the rising sun made it dangerous for her to linger longer, she gave her babe a last kiss, took a last look at him, and then went back to the city, leaving Miriam, the sister, to watch and see what might happen.

How much of the world's hope was vested in that frail cradle rocking there in the waters of the Nile, with the infant looking up at the lotus flowers which bent over it! Only that ark of bulrushes between the child and the river, only the lotus flowers along the banks to screen him from the murderous hand of Pharaoh! And yet the child was safe, because he represented the great purpose and plan of God.



The true attitude toward life, together with the hopelessness and inadequacy of any other view of life, is well set forth in Wordsworth's poem "The Excursion." The Wanderer and the Poet meet in a lonely glen an aged hermit. The Solitary tells them the cause of his melancholy and distaste for life. Full of life's joys and hopes, he had brought his young bride to a cottage in this glen. For a time it was always summer. Then came two children, upon whom rested all the parents' hopes and joys. Then came the sudden change in their souls' weather. First the daughter died, then the son—and then the mother, his beloved wife.

From the first paroxysm of his grief the Solitary was roused by the outbreak of the French Revolution; and in the great ideas of liberty, equality, and fraternity he sought to forget his sorrow. But with the excesses of the Revolution he found that he had worshiped liberty and, as Brutus did with virtue, had found it but a shade. Next he sought relief and new engagement in the great republic of the West—America.

But there, too, he was disappointed, and found only "big passions strutting on a petty stage." Westward he took his way to the wild and virgin forests. But instead of the pure archetype of human greatness he found the savage, "squalid, vengeful, and impure." In disgust he came back to his English glen, without hope; and he is now patiently, yet listlessly, waiting for the stream of his life to find the unfathomable gulf of the grave.

To this indictment of life and hope the Wanderer thus responds:

One adequate support 
For the calamities of mortal life
Exists—one only; an assured belief 
That the procession of our fate, howe'er 
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being 
Of infinite benevolence and power; 
Whose everlasting purposes embrace 
All accidents, converting them to good.—
The darts of anguish fix not where the seat
Of suffering hath been thoroughly fortified 
By acquiescence in the Will supreme.
On February 26, 1844, occurred one of the major disasters in the history of our navy. The Princeton, the most powerful warship of that day, commanded by Captain Stockton, was taking members of Congress and government officials down the Potomac. On board were the president of the United States, and the secretaries of state and navy. For the entertainment of the guests the great gun on the Princeton, called the Peacemaker, was fired. At the second discharge the gun burst, killing the secretary of state, the secretary of the navy, and a number of others.

Just before the gun was fired, Senator Thomas Benton of Missouri was standing near it, when a friend laid a hand on his shoulder. Benton turned away to speak with him, when, much to his annoyance, the secretary of the navy, Gilmore, elbowed his way into his place. At that moment the gun was fired and Gilmore was killed. That singular providence had a great impression upon Benton. He was a man of bitter feuds and quarrels, and recently had had a fierce quarrel with Daniel Webster. But after his escape from death on the Princeton Benton sought reconciliation with Webster. He said to him, "It seemed to me, Mr. Webster, as if that touch on my shoulder was the hand of the Almighty stretched down there, drawing me away from what otherwise would have been instantaneous death. That one circumstance has changed the whole current of my thought and life. I feel that I am a different man; and I want, in the first place, to be at peace with all those with whom I have been so sharply at variance.

Benton answered that "touch of God" on his shoulder. God has many ways of touching your shoulder, many ministries by which he speaks to your heart; and when he does, then is the time to act. Resist not that touch.



One bleak autumn day a lad from New England was making his way westward—leaving home, starting out in life, facing the world. He felt lonely and homesick and sad and troubled about his future. Just then he happened to see a waterfowl winging its way southward. That waterfowl, guided by its wonderful instinct, preserved and upheld by its Creator, made young William Cullen Bryant think of God's care for his own life, and so he wrote:

He who, from zone to zone, 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight, 
In the long way that I must trod alone, 
Will lead my steps aright.


We see the hand of God in the rise and spread of nations. Paul was talking to a group of philosophers on Mars Hill at Athens, giving them the true and only philosophy, when he made that memorable statement that God had made of one blood all nations of men for to dwell in all the face of the earth, and had "determined the times before appointed, and the bounds of their habitation" (Acts 17:26). This means not merely that God presides over the destinies of nations and overrules their crimes and their follies to hasten forward that one far-off and divine event toward which the whole creation is moving but that he has actually willed and decreed the rising of nations, the exact length of time they shall endure, and the limits of their boundaries.

Calvin, exposing a halfway view of God and his providence in the world, writes that some people think of God as if he sits hidden in a watchtower on the battlefield of time, waiting anxiously to see if what men and nations do will fit in with his plan and purpose. Thus, God's plan would be contingent upon what men and nations do. But the Scriptural truth and teaching is far more than that—God acts before the nations act; he has determined from the beginning the course of their history.



Napoleon had a saying, "Providence is always on the side of the last reserve." What he meant was that the army which in the midst of desperate struggle can call at the critical moment—those few minutes which decide victory for one side or the other—upon a reserve regiment or brigade, will win the battle. His own last great battle demonstrated the truth of that Napoleonic epigram. All day long on that nineteenth of June, 1815, Napoleon had been hammering with artillery and cavalry and infantry at the English lines. Evening had come, Blucher was up with the Prussian army, but Grouchy with the French reserves had not yet put in an appearance. With one mighty stroke Napoleon had planned to break the English lines and re-establish himself as the despot of Europe. To deliver this blow he had called upon the flower of his army, the Imperial Guard. Now, on they came in the gathering gloom, every battalion commanded by a general, and all of them led by the heroic Marshal Ney. The attack was directed at the right center of the English lines, where lay the fine troops, the Guards, under General Maitland. These troops had been lying on the ground while the fire of the French artillery plunged over them; and when the advance of the French column were within fifty yards of the crest of the ridge all the Frenchmen could see was a group of officers, one of whom was Wellington. Then suddenly they heard a voice cry out, "Up, Guards, and at them!" It was the voice of Wellington. The troops of Maitland sprang to their feet, and, rushing upon the Imperial Guard, tore it to pieces. Napoleon was vanquished, and the history of the world was changed.

Napoleon was right—Providence was on the side of the last reserve.



"Their rims, they . . . were full of eyes." (Ezek. 1:18.) This is a sentence from Ezekiel's great vision of the "four living creatures," the wheels, and the throne of God. By the banks of the Chebar Ezekiel saw emerging from the whirlwind and the amber cloud the four living creatures, with four faces—the face of a man, a lion, an ox, and an eagle. The living creatures, which ran with outstretched wings and returned as the appearance of a flash of lightning, were attended by four wheels. These wheels moved with the living creatures, not only forward, but backward and to either side, and the rims of the wheels, high and dreadful, were full of eyes. Above the living creatures was the likeness of a sapphire throne, and upon the throne was the appearance of a man, which was the appearance of the glory of the Lord.

This magnificent vision has always been taken to express not only the majesty and the glory of God but also the sovereignty of God, his activity in history, and his rule among men and nations.

The rims of the wheels were full of eyes. This expresses God's perfect knowledge and the absolute wisdom and justice of his doings. At first glance the history of the world seems to be—and sounds just like—a rush and roar and clash of wheels of events, getting nowhere, guided by no intelligence, accomplishing no great end. We seem to see nothing but the monotonous cycle of war and invasion, the rise and fall of empires, one crowding another down into its grave. But when we look at history in the light of the truth of God's government, we discern something more than chaos and confusion; we discover that these ever-turning and ever-flashing wheels of the world's events are full of the eyes of intelligent purpose, and that just as the movement of the four living creatures and the four wheels was sometimes backward and sometimes to either side, yet ever straight forward, so the chariot of divine providence moves ever on to its great goal.

A thought which impresses one as he ponders the history of Napoleon Bonaparte is the fact of providence in his life. Jesus Christ came into the world, Paul said, in "the fullness of the time" (Gal. 4:4). So did Napoleon. He was not an accident. He came at the appointed time and to do an appointed work in the world, cruel, evil, and sacrilegious though he was. That is the Bible view of history. Another famous soldier, General Gordon, used to take up the morning newspaper and say, "Let us see what God is doing in the world." When you read your morning newspaper and hear of Hitler and Hirohito, read it in the light of the Bible, and say to yourself, "What is God doing in the world?" Even the worst of men God uses to fulfill his purposes. Cyrus, he said, was his rod. So was Napoleon. Surely, as Psalm 76:10 says, God makes the wrath of man to praise him, and the residue he will restrain.



In 1815 Queen Louise, the Prussian queen, wrote a great letter about Napoleon to her father. In this letter she said: "It were a crime to say that God is with the French Emperor; but he is manifestly an instrument in the hands of the Almighty to bury out of sight the old order, for which He has no further purpose." Whether men execrate or admire Napoleon, they must all acknowledge that he broke down the barriers between men and nations, that he, like Cromwell, shook down in the dust what God had condemned. He told his soldiers that every soldier carried in his knapsack a marshal's baton. He was therefore the preacher and herald of the popular movements that have swept the world since then, sometimes for good, sometimes for evil. He preached a terrific sermon on the text that the nations that forget God shall be cast into hell. He proclaimed, unconsciously, perhaps, the supremacy of the moral order; and even by his own flaming fall, like that of the star Wormwood out of heaven, was a witness that righteousness and judgment are the habitation of God's throne. , . . .



In his chapter on the adoption of the Constitution of the United States, Bancroft throws out this suggestion: "Do nations float darkling down the stream of the ages without hope or consolation, swaying with every wind, and ignorant whither they are drifting? Or is there a Superior Power of intelligence and love which is moved by justice and shapes their forces?" The Bible has a plain answer to that question, for it tells us that God is the Supreme Actor of history, and that the great men and the great nations and the great movements are but the brief embodiment and transient realization of his desires.



On the night before the eighteenth of June, 1815, there was heavy rain in Belgium. So heavy was the rain and so soft were the roads that Napoleon, who had won his battles with his artillery, was not able to get his guns into position until eleven o'clock in the morning. Had it not rained, he could have had his guns up by seven in the morning, instead of eleven; and by two o'clock the battle would have been won—three hours before Blucher and the Prussians put in their determining appearance. "A cloud traversing the sky out of season sufficed to make a world crumble."



The words "I girded thee, though thou hast not known me" (Isa. 45:5) are spoken of Cyrus, conqueror of Sardis and of Babylon, when he diverted the Euphrates from the walls of the city. One of the first acts of this monarch when he overthrew Babylon was to issue a proclamation permitting the captive Jews to return to their own land. Cyrus was a nobler sort of heathen and gained a legendary renown as a paragon of all virtues, but he was a heathen and knew nothing of the true God. Yet he was an agent in the hands of God; and over a century before he appeared on the stage of history he was called by name, and the part that he was to play in the destiny of God's people was predicted. He was to be God's "shepherd" in bringing the people back from captivity. "I girded thee, though thou hast not known me." This gives us not only the doctrine of God in history, but God working in history with a wise and beneficent purpose.



In the first days of September, 1862, the Confederate armies, flushed with victory over the armies of McClellan and the armies of Pope at the second Battle of Manassas, crossed the Potomac into Maryland and set out on the first invasion of the North. At Fredericksburg, Lee divided his army, sending sections of it to take the Federal garrisons at Martinsburg and Harper's Ferry, and then join the main army at Hagerstown on the way into Pennsylvania. By one of the chances of war a copy of Lee's orders to his generals was left behind in Fredericksburg, wrapped about a package of cigars.

When the Union army came cautiously into Fredericksburg, a Union man put the orders in the hands of McClellan. Lee's brilliant plan of campaign was in the hands of his adversary. The bugles sounded in the blue ranks, and at the double-quick the Union army marched for the passes of South Mountain to overtake Lee. They drove his army through the passes before he could call back his other divisions, and on September 17, the bloodiest day of the Civil War, defeated it at the fords of the Antietam.

When the baffled army of Lee had crossed the Potomac back into Virginia, Lincoln told his advisers how he had covenanted with God that if the North was victorious in the struggle in Maryland he would show his gratitude by freeing the slaves. A careless staff officer wrapped Lee's order about his tobacco, and the plan of the campaign was in the hands of the adversary; surprise was impossible, defeat certain; the North was freed from invasion, and the Proclamation of Emancipation was issued. And all due, as Thomas Nelson Page puts it in his life of Lee, to "one of those strange events which, so insignificant in itself, yet under Him 

Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 
A hero perish or a sparrow fall [Alexander Pope]
is fateful to decide the issue of nations."



The author of The Decline and Falll of the Roman Empire, Gibbon, writing of his life and achievements, says that he was fortunate in drawing a high number in the lottery of life. On the surface of things life does sometimes look just like a lottery. Men are born into families, circumstances, and conditions of life which seem to determine to a large degree their place and their work in life. But every now and then we are conscious of some startling exception to that, and even one exception is enough to make us wonder if the lottery theory of life is the true one.



There are many shadows that fall across the earth—the shadows of floating clouds, of trees swaying in the wind, of smoke ascending from chimneys, of birds on the wing, and the shadows of great rocks on mountainsides. But the deepest and longest and kindest shadow which falls over the earth is the shadow of divine providence.



On the morning of one of the great battles of the Civil War a soldier awoke hearing the intense firing of the pickets, and there came to him the conviction that there was going to be a great battle and he was not ready in his soul or in his heart for what the battle might bring. He therefore knelt down, confessed his sins, and committed his soul to the keeping of God, realizing that if it was well with his soul it mattered little what happened to his body. And that is exactly what Christ said in connection with the verse, "Fear not them which kill the body" (Matt. 10:28). Now that the soldier had committed his soul to God and left his body to the incidents and laws of the battlefield, all fear and anxiety left him, although hundreds were falling at his right hand and ten hundred at his left hand. "Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust also in him." (Ps. 37:5)

John Bunyan was drafted as a soldier in the Civil War in England, to take part in the siege of Leicester. As he was just about ready to go forward with his company, another requested to go in his place. "He took my place; and, coming to the siege, as he stood sentinel he was shot in the head by a musket bullet, and died." That providence saved John Bunyan for his mighty labors for the Kingdom of God. But there was a providence, also, in the death of the soldier who took his place.



In December, 1852, the president-elect of the United States, Franklin Pierce, traveling with his family on a train, was wrecked at Concord, New Hampshire. Several of the passengers were killed, among them the young son of the president-elect, a fine lad of ten years, who died in his mother's arms. The accident was thought to be due to dereliction of duty on the part of an intoxicated brake-man; and some of those who had received injuries, or whose relatives had been killed in the disaster, brought suit against the railroad company. But Mrs. Pierce, a devout Christian, would not permit the president-elect to become a party to the suit; on the contrary, she had him secure the services of the famous lawyer Benjamin Butler to defend the railroad, on the ground that she regarded the disaster and the great personal sorrow that it had brought to them as a special providence better to prepare the president-elect for the high office to which he was shortly to be inaugurated.



Divine Providence

Back of all that foes have plotted, or that friends have wisely planned,
Human schemes or work of demons, moves a hidden higher Hand.
Man's horizon is but finite; present mysteries ensnare;
Wrongs in vain cry for avenging, Hope is tempted to despair.
But when God unveils the future, His exact and full reward
Will reveal an even balance in the judgements of the Lord.
Through the mystic fabric, woven on the great historic loom,
Runs the golden thread of purpose, not the iron threads of doom.
Warp and woof are heaven's making, pattern beautiful and wise,
Pattern hidden on the earth-side, perfect to celestial eyes.
Every action, every actor, great or little, foe or friend,
Like converging paths of empire to one golden milestone tend,
All minutest threads inwoven into God's complete design,
Perfecting its colour pattern, filling out its grand outline.
Yet God's agents act with freedom, choosing whether love or hate,
Close alliance—bold defiance—slaves to no relentless fate.
True the hand Divine is hidden—moving secret and unseen
Through the acts of life's long drama, managing each shifting scene.
Nothing happens accidental. All that man ascribes to chance
Choice of God has first determined—nothing can escape His glance,
Men may cast their lots and gamble with their deeds as with their dice,
Count capricious Fortune mother of their virtue or their vice;
Man proposes, God disposes; all things His design fulfill;
Every human wrath unconscious serves to execute His will.
This the goal of all the ages—highways, by-ways, higher bend,
And despite all foes and factions, God is Victor in the end.
So man's festival of Purim, read in Faith's illumined sense,
Shall be seen in realms eternal as the Feast of Providence.—Dr. A. T. Pierson
(Esth. 3. 7-13; 9. 25, 26; Dan. 2. 37; 4. 25; 5. 23, 24; Rom. 11. 33)



All is of God! If He but wave His hand,
The mists collect, the rain falls thick and loud, 
Till, with a smile of light on sea and land,
Lo! He looks back from the departing cloud. 
Angels of life and death alike are His;
Without His leave they pass no threshold o'er; 
Who then would wish or dare, believing this,
Against His messengers to shut the door?—Lowell


God's providence overrules all things. God confounds the proud. He takes care of the weak and afflicted who fear Him. He protects them in danger, He hears their prayers. This is a doctrine full of consolation to good men, supporting them in their trials, and leading them to holiness and trust in God.—Ostervald


"Why did papa have appendicitis and have to pay the doctor a thousand dollars, Mama?"

"It was God's will, dear."

"And was it because God was mad at papa or pleased with the doctor?"—Life.


There's a certain minister whose duties sometimes call him out of the city. He has always arranged for some one of his parishioners to keep company with his wife and little daughter during these absences. Recently, however, he was called away so suddenly that he had no opportunity of providing a guardian.

The wife was very brave during the early evening, but after dark had fallen her courage began to fail. She stayed up with her little girl till there was no excuse for staying any longer and then took her upstairs to bed.

"Now go to sleep, Dearie," she said. "Don't be afraid. God will protect you."

"Yes, Mother," answered the little girl, "that'll be all right tonight, but next time let's make better arrangements."



The babu explained with great politeness the complete failure of a young American member of the shooting party in India to bag any game:

"The sahib shot divinely but it is true that Providence was all merciful to the birds."

Provincialism Sermon Illustrations

Some time ago an English friend of Colonel W.J. Lampton's living in New York and having never visited the South, went to Virginia to spend a month with friends. After a fortnight of it, he wrote back:

"Oh, I say, old top, you never told me that the South was anything like I have found it, and so different to the North. Why, man, it's God's country."

The Colonel, who gets his title from Kentucky, answered promptly by postal.

"Of course it is," he wrote. "You didn't suppose God was a Yankee, did you?"



A southerner, with the intense love for his own district, attended a banquet. The next day a friend asked him who was present. With a reminiscent smile he replied: "An elegant gentleman from Virginia, a gentleman from Kentucky, a man from Ohio, a bounder from Chicago, a fellow from New York, and a galoot from Maine."

They had driven fourteen miles to the lake, and then rowed six miles across the lake to get to the railroad station, when the Chicago man asked:

"How in the world do you get your mail and newspapers here in the winter when the storms are on?"

"Wa-al, we don't sometimes. I've seen this lake thick up so that it was three weeks before we got a Chicago paper," answered the man from "nowhere."

"Well, you were cut off," said the Chicago man.

"Ya-as, we were so," was the reply. "Still, the Chicago folks were just as badly off."

"How so?"

"Wa-al," drawled the man, "we didn't know what was going on in Chicago, of course. But then, neither did Chicago folks know what was going on down here."

Provision Sermon Illustrations

One of the many interesting stories of the Bible is that of Elijah and the ravens. You remember that God sent ravens to bring His servant food, when he was at the brook, hiding from Ahab. Sometimes we seem to think that such wonderful things happened long ago, but that they do not happen anymore. But in this we are mistaken. God still cares for His people. He is always near, when they need Him.

David Brainerd was a famous missionary who went to the Indians to preach the Gospel. As a result of his labors, many of the Indians found their Savior. Brainerd was a man of prayer. In his diary he tells of his experiences on his many travels. And he often mentions how the Lord heard and answered his prayers.

One day, on one of his many journeys to visit an Indian tribe, he was overtaken by a severe storm. He looked for a place of shelter and eventually found one in a hollow log of a very large tree. While there, he prayed for the Indians and also that the Lord would take care of him and his needs.

When meal time came, he was hungry, but there was nothing to eat. He noticed a squirrel approaching the tree. The squirrel chattered a while. When the little animal disappeared, Brainerd noticed that he had left a few nuts behind. The missionary ate those nuts.

Three days the storm continued, and for three days Brainerd remained in the log. Each day the squirrel came to deposit some nuts at the entrance. David Brainerd knew that the Lord had sent that squirrel.—Indian Christian 

(1 Kings 17. 5-7; Phil. 4. 19)

Prudence Sermon Illustrations

Sandy MacTavish was a guest at a christening party in the home of a fellow Scot whose hospitality was limited only by the capacity of the company. The evening was hardly half spent when Sandy got to his feet, and made the round of his fellow guests, bidding each of them a very affectionate farewell. The host came bustling up, much concerned.

"But, Sandy, mon," he protested, "Ye're nae goin' yet, with the evenin' just started?"

"Nay," declared the prudent MacTavish, "I'm no' goin' yet. But I'm tellin' ye good-night while I know ye all."



The young man, who was notorious for the reckless driving of his car, was at his home in the country, when he received a telephone call, and a woman's voice asked if he intended to go motoring that afternoon.

"No, not this afternoon," he replied. "But why do you ask? Who are you?"

"That doesn't matter," came the voice over the wire. "It's only that I wish to send my little girl down the street on an errand."

Psalms Sermon Illustrations

Twenty-third Psalm

The harp strings lie rusted and broken,
The kingdom has gone to decay: 
The harpist king sleeps in Mount Zion
Not far from the ancient gateway.

But the sweet tender Psalm of the shepherd 
Sings on through the wearisome years;
The shepherd may sleep, but his message 
Still lives to dispel mortal fears.

(Ps. 23)



Imprecatory Psalms

1. Not one psalm is purely imprecatory:

2. Only one psalm is half, or more than half, imprecatory:

3. Only fifteen psalms out of one hundred and fifty contain imprecations:

4. Out of 2,350 or more verses in the Psalms, about 65 contain imprecations:

5. Some of the imprecations are not prayers but predictions, with future tense verb:

6. The authorship of eleven of the imprecatory psalms is ascribed to David:

7. Imprecations are fewest in Books III and IV.

In considering the Imprecatory Psalms, four things must be taken into account: David's character, David's circumstances, David's convictions and David's creed.

(Ps. 83. 15, 16; 139. 19-24; 1 Cor. 16. 22)

Psychology Sermon Illustrations

The sins I see in other folk are the only ones I mention— any mistake that I might make is justified by a good intention! 



They all sat around in friendly chat discussing mostly this and that, and a hat, until a neighbor's wayward lass was seen to act in ways quite bad. Oh, 'twas sad! 

One thought she knew what must be done with every child beneath the sun—she had none. And ere her yarn had been quite spun, another's theory was begun—she had one. The third was not so sure she knew, but thus and so, she thought, she'd do—she had two. The next one added, "Let me see, these things work out so differently!" She had three. 

The fifth drew on her wisdom's store, and said, "I'll have to think it o'er." She had four. Then one sighed, "I don't contrive fixed rules for boys, they're too alive!" She had five. "I know it leaves one in a fix—this straightening out of crooked sticks." She had six.

And one declared, "There's no rule given; just do your best and trust to Heaven." She had seven.—Origin Unknown 


The dean of a girls' school was troubled because the girls insisted on crossing the street in front of the school without going to the corner. Warnings, penalties, and lectures did no good. Then the dean had a sign painted and set it up in the middle of the block. From that time on, the girls always walked to the corner to cross the street. What did the sign say? "Cattle Crossing!"—Pelican 


Two psychologists were riding down on the elevator together. The young one was beat and drooping, his tie undone and his coat over his arm. The elder was neat and crisp.

"I don't see how you can do it," the young man said, "how you can listen to all those miserable people telling those heart-rending stories and come out at the end of the day looking fresh and neat?"

"Who listens?"—Pelican 
PTA Sermon Illustrations

At a PTA meeting in Hollywood the other night, one youngster was extremely proud—he had more parents there than any other child.—Laugh Book 


Note on a PTA bulletin board: "'Tis better to have loved and lost than to have to do homework for three kids." 



Small boy to father: "There's a special PTA meeting tonight—just you, my teacher, and the principal."—The Amplifier, Mansfield, Ohio 


You'd like some fame to come your way? 
You've only known rejection? 
Well, just stay home from PTA 
The night they hold election!—Kay Nelson, Better Homes and Gardens 


Did you hear about the lady upon returning from a PTA meeting who was heard to remark, "That Mrs. Uppity thinks she knows so much. Over and over she referred to the 'intelligence quota' of the children; intelligence quota, imagine. Why everybody knows that IQ stands for 'Intelligence Quiz.' " 

Public Relations Sermon Illustrations

The pressure of public opinion has been compared with the pressure of atmosphere; you can't see it, but it's there just the same; 14.7 pounds to the square inch.—Speech by William Werner


Too many school administrators use public relations techniques like a spare tire—only in emergencies.—M. Dale Baughman 


We feel that a good Public Relations program is born of an appreciation of your public and a desire to serve and be a part of your community. Certainly techniques are used but they are only by-products. Techniques as ends in themselves serve no useful purpose . . . . —F. H. Matthiesen, Principal, Principal's Letter 


Public relations is a preventive medicine, not a deodorant to be sprayed around where it stinks.—Kenneth Haagensen, Illinois Education 



If there is one enterprise in all "educationdom" that a "fritterer" should not touch, it is public relations. The public relations function must be handled by someone who can stick like a stamp to a letter. Returns do not come quickly nor in jerks but rather over an extended period of time in a steady pull.—M. Dale Baughman
Public Service Sermon Illustrations

The attorney demanded to know how many secret societies the witness belonged to, whereupon the witness objected and appealed to the court.

"The court sees no harm in the question," answered the judge. "You may answer."

"Well, I belong to three."

"What are they?"

"The Knights of Pythias, the Odd Fellows, and the gas company."



"Yes, he had some rare trouble with his eyes," said the celebrated oculist. "Every time he went to read he would read double."

"Poor fellow," remarked the sympathetic person. "I suppose that interfered with his holding a good position?"

"Not at all. The gas company gobbled him up and gave him a lucrative job reading gas-meters."

Public Speakers Sermon Illustrations

ORATOR—"I thought your paper was friendly to me?"

EDITOR—"So it is. What's the matter?"

ORATOR—"I made a speech at the dinner last night, and you didn't print a line of it."

EDITOR—"Well, what further proof do you want?"



TRAVELING LECTURER FOR SOCIETY (to the remaining listener)—"I should like to thank you, sir, for so attentively hearing me to the end of a rather too long speech."

LOCAL MEMBER OF SOCIETY—"Not at all, sir. I'm the second speaker."



Ex-senator Spooner of Wisconsin says the best speech of introduction he ever heard was delivered by the German mayor of a small town in Wisconsin, where Spooner had been engaged to speak.

The mayor said:

"Ladies und shentlemens, I haf been asked to indrotoose you to the Honorable Senator Spooner, who vill make to you a speech, yes. I haf now done so; he vill now do so."



"When I arose to speak," related a martyred statesman, "some one hurled a base, cowardly egg at me and it struck me in the chest."

"And what kind of an egg might that be?" asked a fresh young man.

"A base, cowardly egg," explained the statesman, "is one that hits you and then runs."



"Uncle Joe" Cannon has a way of speaking his mind that is sometimes embarrassing to others. On one occasion an inexperienced young fellow was called upon to make a speech at a banquet at which ex-speaker Cannon was also present.

"Gentlemen," began the young fellow, "my opinion is that the generality of mankind in general is disposed to take advantage of the generality of—"

"Sit down, son," interrupted "Uncle Joe." "You are coming out of the same hole you went in at."



A South African tribe has an effective method of dealing with bores, which might be adopted by Western peoples. This simple tribe considers long speeches injurious to the orator and his hearers; so to protect both there is an unwritten law that every public orator must stand on only one leg when he is addressing an audience. As soon as he has to place the other leg on the ground his oration is brought to a close, by main force, if necessary.



A rather turgid orator, noted for his verbosity and heaviness, was once assigned to do some campaigning in a mining camp in the mountains. There were about fifty miners present when he began; but when, at the end of a couple of hours, he gave no sign of finishing, his listeners dropped away.

Some went back to work, but the majority sought places to quench their thirst, which had been aggravated by the dryness of the discourse.

Finally there was only one auditor left, a dilapidated, weary-looking old fellow. Fixing his gaze on him, the orator pulled out a large six-shooter and laid it on the table. The old fellow rose slowly and drawled out:

"Be you going to shoot if I go?"

"You bet I am," replied the speaker. "I'm bound to finish my speech, even if I have to shoot to keep an audience."

The old fellow sighed in a tired manner, and edged slowly away, saying as he did so:

"Well, shoot if you want to. I may jest as well be shot as talked to death."



The self-made millionaire who had endowed the school had been invited to make the opening speech at the commencement exercises. He had not often had a chance of speaking before the public and he was resolved to make the most of it. He dragged his address out most tiresomely, repeating the same thought over and over. Unable to stand it any longer a couple of boys in the rear of the room slipped out. A coachman who was waiting outside asked them if the millionaire had finished his speech.

"Gee, yes!" replied the boys, "but he won't stop."



Mark Twain once told this story:

"Some years ago in Hartford, we all went to church one hot, sweltering night to hear the annual report of Mr. Hawley, a city missionary who went around finding people who needed help and didn't want to ask for it. He told of the life in cellars, where poverty resided; he gave instances of the heroism and devotion of the poor. When a man with millions gives, he said, we make a great deal of noise. It's a noise in the wrong place, for it's the widow's mite that counts. Well, Hawley worked me up to a great pitch. I could hardly wait for him to get through. I had $400 in my pocket. I wanted to give that and borrow more to give. You could see greenbacks in every eye. But instead of passing the plate then, he kept on talking and talking and talking, and as he talked it grew hotter and hotter and hotter, and we grew sleepier and sleepier and sleepier. My enthusiasm went down, down, down, down—$100 at a clip—until finally, when the plate did come around, I stole ten cents out of it. It all goes to show how a little thing like this can lead to crime."

Publicity Sermon Illustrations

If you think advertising doesn't pay—we understand there are 25 mountains in Colorado higher than Pikes Peak. Can you name one?—P K Sideliner 



A monkey (Aesop speaking) tried to take a handful of nuts from a small-necked jar, but he grabbed too large a handful and couldn't get his hand out, nor did he until he dropped some of the nuts. The attempt to grab too much of the public's attention often makes a monkey out of what might be a good advertisement. 

... The neck of the jar is exactly as large as the public's interest— and no larger.

To get your hand out, to get the public to look at and absorb any of the advertisement, you must drop a few nuts.—Calkins and Holden, Advertising Agents New York 
Punctuality Sermon Illustrations

A Quarter of an Hour.—When Lord Nelson was leaving London, on his last, but glorious, expedition against the enemy, a quantity of cabin furniture was ordered to be sent on board his ship. He had a farewell dinner party at his house; and the upholsterer having waited upon his lordship, with an account of the completion of the goods, was brought into the dining-room, in a corner of which his lordship spoke with him. The upholsterer stated to his employer, that everything was finished, and packed, and would go in the wagon, from a certain inn, at six o'clock. "And you go to the inn, Mr. A., and see them off?" "I shall, my lord; I shall be there punctually at six." "A quarter before six, Mr. A.," returned Lord Nelson, "be there a quarter before six. To that quarter of an hour I owe everything in life."



Mr. Scott, of Exeter, travelled on business till about eighty years of age. He was one of the most celebrated characters in the kingdom for punctuality, and by his methodical conduct, joined to uniform diligence, he gradually amassed a fortune. For a long series of years, the proprietor of every inn he frequented in Devon and Cornwall knew the day, and the very hour, he would arrive. A short time before he died, a gentleman on a journey in Cornwall stopped at a small inn at Port Isaac to dine. The waiter presented him with a bill of fare, which he did not approve of; but observing a fine duck roasting, "I'll have that," said the traveller. "You cannot, sir," said the landlord; "it is for Mr. Scott of Exeter." "I know Mr. Scott very well," rejoined the gentlemen; "he is not in your house." "True, sir," said the landlord, "but six months ago, when he was here last, he ordered a duck to be ready for him this day, precisely at two o'clock;" and, to the astonishment of the traveller, he saw the old gentleman, on his Rosinante, jogging into the inn-yard about five minutes before the appointed time.



Sir W. Scott

A gentleman who, in the year 1826, travelled with Sir Walter Scott in the coach from Edinburgh to Jedburgh, relates the following anecdote illustrative of his regard for punctuality, and his willingness to serve all who placed confidence in him, particularly those engaged in literary pursuits.—"We had performed half the journey," writes our informant, "when Sir Walter started as from a dream, exclaiming: 'Oh, my friend G——, I have forgotten you till this moment!' A short mile brought us to a small town, where Sir Walter ordered a post-chaise, in which he deposited his luggage, consisting of a well-worn short hazel stick, and a paper parcel containing a few books; then, much to my regret, he changed his route, and returned to the Scottish capital. The following month I was again in Edinburgh, and curiosity induced me to wait on the friend G—— apostrophised by Sir Walter, and whose friendship I had the honour to possess. The cause of Sir Walter's return, I was informed, was this:—He had engaged to furnish an article for a periodical conducted by my friend, but the promise had slipped from his memory—a most uncommon occurrence, for Sir Walter was gifted with the best of memories—until the moment of his exclamation. His instant return was the only means of retrieving the error. Retrieved, however, it was; and the following morning Mr. G—— received several sheets of closely-written manuscript, the transcribing of which alone must have occupied half the night."

Punishment Sermon Illustrations

A parent who evidently disapproved of corporal punishment wrote the teacher:

"Dear Miss: Don't hit our Johnnie. We never do it at home except in self-defense."



"No, sirree!" ejaculated Bunkerton. "There wasn't any of that nonsense in my family. My father never thrashed me in all his life."

"Too bad, too bad," sighed Hickenlooper. "Another wreck due to a misplaced switch."



James the Second, when Duke of York, made a visit to Milton, the poet, and asked him among other things, if he did not think the loss of his sight a judgment upon him for what he had writen against his father, Charles the First. Milton answered: "If your Highness think my loss of sight a judgment upon me, what do you think of your father's losing his head."—Life.


A white man during reconstruction times was arraigned before a colored justice of the peace for killing a man and stealing his mule. It was in Arkansas, near the Texas border, and there was some rivalry between the states, but the colored justice tried to preserve an impartial frame of mind.

"We's got two kinds ob law in dis yer co't," he said: "Texas law an' Arkansas law. Which will you hab?"

The prisoner thought a minute and then guessed that he would take the Arkansas law.

"Den I discharge you fo' stealin' de mule, an' hang you fo' killin' de man."

"Hold on a minute, Judge," said the prisoner. "Better make that Texas law."

"All right. Den I fin' you fo' killin' de man, an' hang you fo' stealin' de mule."



A lawyer was defending a man accused of housebreaking, and said to the court:

"Your Honor, I submit that my client did not break into the house at all. He found the parlor window open and merely inserted his right arm and removed a few trifling articles. Now, my client's arm is not himself, and I fail to see how you can punish the whole individual for an offense committed by only one of his limbs."

"That argument," said the judge, "is very well put. Following it logically, I sentence the defendant's arm to one year's imprisonment. He can accompany it or not, as he chooses."

The defendant smiled, and with his lawyer's assistance unscrewed his cork arm, and, leaving it in the dock, walked out.



Muriel, a five-year-old subject of King George, has been thought by her parents too young to feel the weight of the rod, and has been ruled by moral suasion alone. But when, the other day, she achieved disobedience three times in five minutes, more vigorous measures were called for, and her mother took an ivory paper-knife from the table and struck her smartly across her little bare legs. Muriel looked astounded. Her mother explained the reason for the blow. Muriel thought deeply for a moment. Then, turning toward the door with a grave and disapproving countenance, she announced in her clear little English voice:

"I'm going up-stairs to tell God about that paper-knife. And then I shall tell Jesus. And if that doesn't do, I shall put flannel on my legs!"



During the reconstruction days of Virginia, a negro was convicted of murdering his wife and sentenced to be hanged. On the morning of the execution he mounted the scaffold with reasonable calmness. Just before the noose was to be placed around his neck the sheriff asked him if he had anything to say. He studied a moment and said:

"No, suh, boss, thankee, suh, 'ceptin' dis is sho gwine to be a lesson to me."



"What punishment did that defaulting banker get?" "I understand his lawyer charged him $40,000."



An Indian in Washington County once sized up Maine's game laws thus: "Kill cow moose, pay $100; kill man, too bad!"



TEACHER—"Willie, did your father cane you for what you did in school yesterday?"

PUPIL—"No, ma'am; he said the licking would hurt him more than it would me."

TEACHER—"What rot! Your father is too sympathetic."

PUPIL—"No, ma'am; but he's got the rheumatism in both arms."



"Boohoo! Boohoo!" wailed little Johnny.

"Why, what's the matter, dear?" his mother asked comfortingly.

"Boohoo—er—p-picture fell on papa's toes."

"Well, dear, that's too bad, but you mustn't cry about it, you know."

"I d-d-didn't. I laughed. Boohoo! Boohoo!"



The fact that corporal punishment is discouraged in the public schools of Chicago is what led Bobby's teacher to address this note to the boy's mother:

DEAR MADAM:—I regret very much to have to tell you that your son, Robert, idles away his time, is disobedient, quarrelsome, and disturbs the pupils who are trying to study their lessons. He needs a good whipping and I strongly recommend that you give him one.

Yours truly,      
Miss Blank.

To this Bobby's mother responded as follows:

Dear Miss Blanks—Lick him yourself. I ain't mad at him.

Yours truly,      
Mrs. Dash.



A little fellow who was being subjected to a whipping pinched his father under the knee. "Willie, you bad boy! How dare you do that?" asked the parent wrathfully.

A pause. Then Willie answered between sobs: "Well, Father, who started this war, anyway?"

Puns Sermon Illustrations

A father once said to his son,
"The next time you make up a pun,
Go out in the yard
And kick yourself hard,
And I will begin when you've done."



"What is your name?" demanded the judge of the prisoner in the Municipal Court.

"Locke Smith," was the answer, and the man made a bolt for the door.

He was seized by an officer and hauled back.

"Ten dollars or ten days," said the magistrate.

"I'll take the ten dollars," announced the prisoner.

Finally, he paid the fine, but he added explicit information as to his opinion of the judge. Then he leaped for the door again, only to be caught and brought back a second time.

The judge, after fining the prisoner another ten dollars, admonished him severely, in these words:

"If your language had been more chaste and refined, you would not have been chased and refined."



A member of the Lambs' Club had a reputation for lack of hospitality in the matter of buying drinks for others. On one occasion, two actors entered the bar, and found this fellow alone at the rail. They invited him to drink, and, as he accepted, he announced proudly:

"I'm writing my autobiography."

"With the accent on the 'bi'?" One of the newcomers suggested sarcastically.

"No," his friend corrected, "with the accent on the 'auto'."



The stallion that had been driven in from the plains was a magnificent creature, but so fierce that no man dared approach closely. Then the amiable lunatic appeared on the scene. He took a halter, and went toward the dangerous beast. And as he went, he muttered softly:

"So, bossy; so bossy; so bossy."

The stallion stood quietly and allowed the halter to be slipped over his head without offering any resistance.

The horse was cowed.



When Mr. Choate was ambassador to the Court of St. James, he was present at a function where his plain evening dress contrasted sharply with the uniforms of the other men. At a late hour, an Austrian diplomat approach him, as he stood near the door, obviously taking him for a servant, and said:

"Call me a cab."

Choate answered affably:

"You're a cab, sir."

The diplomat indignantly went to the host and explained that a servant had insulted him. He pointed to Choate. Explanations ensued, and the diplomat was introduced to the American, to whom he apologized.

"That's all right," declared Choate, smiling. "If you had been better-looking, I'd have called you a hansom cab."

Pupil Sermon Illustrations

"You say Johnny is always sure of himself?"
"I'll say. He works crossword puzzles with a fountain pen."—The Lookout 



Jenny: "What would you do if a lion came after you at sixty miles an hour?" 
Johnny: "I'd do seventy!" 



Alan, arriving home from school, beamed with such happiness that he almost forgot he was hungry. 

"I (didn't know ray second-grade teacher liked me so well, Mommy," he confided. "I heard her talking to some of the other teachers, and she must be awfully fond of me! Do you know what she said?"

“What did she say, Alan?" queried his mother. 

"She said that the happiest day of her life was the day little Alan Williams was promoted into the third grade."—Woodmen of the World Magazine 



Schoolboy's definition of depth: Height turned upside down. 



He came home from school proudly exhibiting a book which he said he had won for accuracy in natural history.

"However did you do that?" asked his mother.
"The teacher asked how many legs an ostrich has, and I said three."
"But an ostrich has only two legs," his mother replied.
"Well, all the rest of the class said four." 



Teacher: "Can you give me Lincoln's Gettysburg address?" 
Student: "Aren't you thinking of Eisenhower? Lincoln lived in Washington." 



A fifth-grade teacher in Ohio was giving the class a verbal test in word association. She singled out one youngster and asked: "Since pro means the opposite of con, can you give me an illustration of each?" 

The youngster thought a moment then answered, "Progress and Congress."—National Personnel Consultants 



While visiting a country school, the inspector from the Board of Education became angry because of the noise in the next room. He opened the door, grabbed one of the taller boys who seemed to be doing most of the talking, dragged him into the next room, stood him in a corner, and said, "Now be silent and stand there " A few minutes later a small boy stuck his head in the door and asked, "Please sir, may we have our teacher back?"—Harold Buchanan in National Future Farmer 


Asked to tell what caused the sinking of the Titanic, a high school sophomore replied "an iceberger."—Herrick H. Kesler, NEA Journal 


A first-grade standardized reading test directed students to draw a line under the appropriate illustrations. When I checked over my pupils' answers, I found that one of them had drawn cat-like creatures complete with whiskers under several of the pictures. 

Upon asking him to explain, I received this answer:

"That word (line) was new, but I sounded it out and drew a lion just like it said!"—Iola Sullivan, Horace Mann School Harrisburg, Illinois, NEA Journal 


When I discovered that one of my ninth-graders was well stuck up with bubble gum, I removed him and sent him to the washroom to remedy the situation. As he left the class, came a voice from the rear, "Have gum, will travel?'—Charles C. Vorderberg, NEA Journal 


As school was letting out, a little boy went up to his teacher's desk. "Miss Smithson," he said, "could you please tell me what I learned in school today? My daddy always wants to know."—Future 



School has started again and everything is back to normal. In Whitefish Bay, Wisconsin, an eighth-grade English class was given an overnight assignment to write themes. One boy was given the topic "Five Ways to Develop a Good Memory" He wrote the theme but forgot to take it to school the next morning.—Milwaukee Journal 


A fourteen-year-old boy was considering the different girls he might ask to the next school dance. "I think I'll ask Marie," he decided at last.

"That surprises me," his mother said. "Last year you wouldn't even dance with her—you said she was too tall and skinny."

"Oh, but she's different now," her son assured her. "She's tops. Since last year she's mobilized her physique and brought up reinforcements."—Laugh Book 



Little Bobby's mother had just presented the family with twins. The beaming father called Bobby aside and said: 

"If you'll tell your teacher about it," he said, "I'm sure she'll give you a day's holiday." 

That afternoon Bobby came home radiant. "I don't have to go to school tomorrow," he announced happily. 

"Did you tell your teacher Mother had twins?" father asked. 

"No, I just told her I had a baby sister. I'm saving the other one for next week."—Laugh Book 


Before Thanksgiving a Minnesota first-grade teacher asked her pupils to tell her what they had to be thankful for. "I am thankful," said one small boy, "that I am not a turkey."—Minneapolis Tribune 



While the art class was setting up a Christmas scene on the school lawn, one of the boys asked uncertainly, "Where shall I put the three wise guys?"—James W. Corson, NEA Journal 


A teacher called in a group of small boys suspected of throwing rocks at little girls on their way home from school. 

One indignantly denied the charge "I'm not a rocker," he explained. "I'm a pincher."—Hugh Park
"Now, boys," said the school master, "what is the axis of the earth?" 

Johnny raised his hand and was asked to describe it. "The axis of the earth," he said, "is an imaginary line which passes from one pole to another and on which the earth revolves."

"Very good," said the teacher. "Now, could you hang clothes on that line?" to which Johnny replied, "Yes, sir."

"Indeed?" probed the teacher, disappointed. "And what sort of clothes?" 

"Imaginary clothes, sir."—The Lookout 


A teacher was telling her second graders about various things on the farm, including the fact that chickens grow from tiny, fluffy chicks to full-grown roosters and hens with a full quota of feathers. 

"That's strange," one little guy interrupted her, "our chickens don't have feathers—they have plastic bags on them!"—Capper's Weekly 


Joan completed the second grade with honors. Before entering the third grade she met her former teacher, whom she dearly loved. Said Joan, "I wish you knew enough to teach me next year."



Daffy definitions from Sunkist School second graders:

"An island is a whole lot of water with a little dirt in it."
"Quiet is when there isn't ‘enebode' saying `enething.'"
"Washington is the last name of the first president of the U. S."
"A gem is a place where you play ball sometimes."—The Pointer, Covina School District 


The teacher was checking her studentès knowledge of proverbs.

"Cleanliness is next to what?" she asked. 
A small boy replied with real feeling: "Impossible." 



The teacher asked her small pupils to tell about their acts of kindness to dumb animals. After several heart-stirring stories, the teacher asked Tommy if he had anything to add 'Well," he replied rather proudly, "I once kicked a boy for kicking his dog."—The Rotary Call, Winnetka, Illinois 


During a lesson on the functioning of the body a first- grade teacher for dramatic effect announced that there was a fire burning in the body all the time.

"Sure," enjoined one little tyke, "and on a cold day, I can see the smoke." 



The teacher was explaining to the class the meaning of the word "Recuperate." "Now, Tommy," she said to a small boy, "when your father has worked hard all day, he is tired and worn out, isn't he?"

"Yes, ma'am." 

"Then, when night comes, and his work is over for the day, what does he do?" 

"That's what Mother wants to know," Tommy explained. 



A teacher in Oswego, New York, was watching her second-graders happily building some out-of-this-world equipment. Suddenly, one youngster began to fret and he explained what was wrong: "The girls want to put up curtains in our space ship!"—Michigan Education Journal 


Teacher: "This makes five times I have punished you this week. Now, Tommy, what have you to say?" 

Tommy: "Well, I'm glad it's Friday." 



Teacher: "Yes, Jimmie, what is it?" 

Jimmie: "I don't want to scare you, but Pop said that if I didn't get better grades somebody is going to get a licking." 



The pretty young teacher was explaining the difference between abstract and concrete. "Concrete means something you can see: she told the children, "and abstract means something you can't see. Now who will give me an illustration."

Little Jimmie in the second row quickly held up his hand "My pants are concrete," he said. "Yours are abstract."—Laugh Book 



Little Eldon, fretting at the teacher's assignment, asked skeptically, "Do you get paid for teaching us?"

The teacher smiled. "Yes."

Puzzled, the boy exclaimed, "That's funny! We do all the work!"—Sunshine Magazine 



The teacher was trying to impress on the children how important had been the discovery of the law of gravitation.

"Sir Isaac Newton was sitting on the ground, looking at the tree," she said. "An apple fell on his head, and from that he discovered gravitation. Just think, children: she added, enthusiastically, "isn't that wonderful?" 

The inevitable small boy replied, "Yes'm; an' if he had been settin' in school lookin' at his books, he wouldn't never have discovered nothin'!"—Sunshine Magazine 


When one child reported that his mother had found lice in his hair, the principal started examining all the children's heads in school. That night David reported to his mother, "Mr. Stegall is examining our heads to see if we have lights in them."—Oklahoma Teacher 


Some pupils are like sailboats. They both depend on an outside force to move them. 



Fourth grade teacher, in selecting the story of Samson to read to her class, said, "This story is about the strongest man who ever lived. Can you guess his name?" No one could. "His name begins with S," she hinted. The whole room spoke in one voice: "Superman."—Joe Creason, Louisville Courier-Journal
The teacher told the children to draw what each would like to be when he grew up. Bobby handed in a blank paper. 

"Why, Bobby, isn't there something you'd like to be when you grow up?"

"Yes, teacher, I'd like to be married, but I don't know how to draw it."—Rex Topics 



Hungry schoolboy at lunch counter of school hangout: "One hot dog!"
Waiter: "Will you eat it here or take it with you?" 
Hungry schoolboy: "I hope to do both." 



Do you remember the episode in the life of Lewis Carroll's Alice when she found herself running with the Queen of Chess? Alice didn't quite know how it started but, somehow or other, they began to run. 

The Queen kept crying "Faster! Faster!" until they went so fast that at last they seemed to skim through the air, hardly touching the ground with their feet. 

Suddenly they stopped, and Alice found herself sitting on the ground, breathless and giddy. She looked around her in great surprise. "Why," she said, "I do believe we've been under the tree the whole time. Everything's just as it was." "Of course it is," said the Queen. "What would you have it?"

With regard to reading, how many students, do you suppose, are like Alice and the Queen? They realize they must "get over" a certain assignment, and therefore, with no thought to purpose or direction, they race along through meaningless words, sentences, paragraphs and chapters and wonder, when they are finished, why it is they are right where they started with no new facts collected and no new ideas for their trouble.—Spache and Berg, The Art of Efficient Reading 



Petey had just finished his first week of school. Older sister Willa asked, "What did you learn in school this week, Petey?" 

The little lad answered like a flash, "I know the first letter of the alphabet."

"What is it?" asked Willa. "A," answered Petey. About this time Mom joined the conversation, "That's fine, Petey, and what comes after A?" 

With much confidence Petey responded, "All the other letters. Don't you know that?" 



In a school essay on "Parents," one little girl wrote: "We get our parents when they are so old it is hard to change their habits."—Sunshine Magazine 


The schoolboy's assignment was to illustrate the song, "America, the Beautiful." 

The teacher recognized the flag, the map, the "purple" mountains, even the youthful artist's idea of "from sea to shining sea." But she couldn't understand the airplane in one corner, covered with red and yellow balls. 

"That," explained the seven-year-old artist, "is the fruited plane."



"Now, class: said the teacher, " I want you to be very still—so still that you can hear a pin drop." 

For a minute all was still, and then a little boy yelled, "Let 'er drop!"—Emily Lotney


Teacher: "Willie, correct this sentence: 'Girls is naturally better looking than boys." Willie: "Girls is artificially better looking than boys." 



Teacher: "We will have only half a day of school this morning." 
Class: "Hurrah!" 
Teacher: 'We'll have the other half this afternoon."



"Well, Susie, do you like going to school?" 

"Oh, very much. And I like coming back. But I just hate what happens between going and coming." 



A noted Canadian entomologist was delivering a lecture on the danger of rat infestation. The sixth grade class listened with apparent attention and after the lecture, one of them wrote the lecturer a note of thanks. It concluded by saying:

"We didn't even know what a rat looked like until you came."—F. G. Kernan, Quote 



The children were called upon to write a school essay, and at the appointed time little Hugh submitted one on the ark, in which he made the statement that Noah fished for about five minutes one day. 

The teacher looked over the composition, and, puzzled, asked, "Hugh, why do you say that Noah fished only five minutes?"

"Because," was the prompt explanation, "he had only two worms."—The Lookout 



Teacher: "Can anyone give me an example of poor economy?" 
Harry: "I know a man who took such large steps to save wear on his $10 shoes that he split his $20 trousers." 



The first-graders were visiting the airport. As the roaring planes landed and took off the teacher remarked to the class, "Isn't it wonderful that we have so many airplanes, and just think, a few years ago we didn't even have automobiles." One curious youngster piped up, "How did people get to the airports?" 



Billy's teacher was a plump and pleasant lady of 210 pounds. One day she lectured the class on the value of sufficient sleep. Billy protested, "Why, I don't see anything wrong with staying up late once in a while."

"Why, Billie," said the teacher, "I'm much older than you, and I go to bed with the chickens every night."

Billie looked her over in silence for a few moments and then said in a voice full of wonder, "I don't see how you ever make it up to the roost." 



Mrs. Orvold, first-grade teacher in the McFarland Wisconsin public schools, was arranging her class for dismissal at noon and liked to have each group know exactly where they were going.

"Will all the boys and girls who are going to eat in the hot lunch room program stand over here," said Mrs. Orvold, as she pointed to an area in the room. "Now will the boys and girls who have their lunch in pails stand over here." 

Johnny, who was patiently waiting for her to notice him finally raised his hand. "Yes, Johnny, what is it?" said Mrs. Orvold.

Asked Johnny, "Mrs. Orvold, where do the bags go?"—Wisconsin Journal of Education
A student defined a parable as follows: "A parable is a heavenly story with no earthly meaning." 



A teacher asked her class the difference between results and the consequences. 

One pupil replied, "Results are what you expect; consequences are what you get." 



Teacher: "How old were you on your last birthday?" 

Junior: "Seven, ma'am."

Teacher: "How old will you be on your next birthday?" 

Junior: "Nine, ma'am." 

Teacher: "Nonsense. If you were seven on your last birthday, how can you be nine on your next birthday?" 

Junior: "I'm eight today."—Sunshine Magazine 


Emma Lou: "Don't you think an awful lot of rough stuff goes on before the footlights in our senior play?"

Ruth: "Yes, but I think more goes on after rehearsal behind the headlights." 



The third-grade teacher wrote this sentence on the black¬board: "I ain't never had no fun at the seashore."

She then turned to her pupils, singled out one of them and asked, "How can I correct that?"

Little Tommy at once responded, "Get a boyfriend!"—Cook County Education Digest 



The fifth grade teacher, who had always had her picture taken with her class, noticed a pupil looking through the pictures. "Are you looking for a friend?" she asked. "No," he replied, "I'm trying to see which of your classes aged you the most."—Dixie Roto Magazine 


Two second-grade boys were sitting on the school steps at recess, absorbed in a serious debate. As their teacher passed by, she overheard one of the boys say, "The principal does not have an electric paddle!"—NEA Journal 



Recently a youngster returned from school and told his mother he had put a stick of dynamite under the teacher's chair.

"Why, that's terrible," his mother cried. "You march yourself right back to school immediately!" 

To which the boy of course replied: "What school?"—Hugh Scott, Today 


When a first grader was asked why the ugly troll wouldn't let the goats across the bridge, he replied, "You have to pay money to cross a troll bridge."

Pure Food Sermon Illustrations

Into a general store of a town in Arkansas there recently came a darky complaining that a ham which he had purchased there was not good.

"The ham is all right, Zeph," insisted the storekeeper.

"No, it ain't, boss," insisted the negro. "Dat ham's shore bad."

"How can that be," continued the storekeeper, "when it was cured only a week?"
The darky scratched his head reflectively, and finally suggested: "Den, mebbe it's had a relapse."



On a recent trip to Germany, Doctor Harvey Wiley, the pure-food expert, heard an allegory with reference to the subject of food adulteration which, he contends, should cause Americans to congratulate themselves that things are so well ordered in this respect in the United States.

The German allegory was substantially as follows:

Four flies, which had made their way into a certain pantry, determined to have a feast.

One flew to the sugar and ate heartily; but soon died, for the sugar was full of white lead.

The second chose the flour as his diet, but he fared no better, for the flour was loaded with plaster of Paris.

The third sampled the syrup, but his six legs were presently raised in the air, for the syrup was colored with aniline dyes.

The fourth fly, seeing all his friends dead, determined to end his life also, and drank deeply of the fly-poison which he found in a convenient saucer.

He is still alive and in good health. That, too, was adulterated.

Purity Sermon Illustrations

In his life of John Locke, Fowler quotes this sentence of Horace Walpole about one of Locke's friends, Lord Som-
mers: "Lord Sommers was one of those driven men who, like a chapel in a palace, remain unprofaned while all the rest is tyranny, corruption, and folly." We cannot choose the surroundings and environment of our work. We cannot even choose the home into which we have been born. If there are those who feel that the Christian life is one of great difficulty for them, but that if only they had a different environment and atmosphere they could be better Christians, let them remember that there were saints in Caesar's household, and saints at Satan's seat in ancient Pergamos. Them Christ salutes and commends.

Purpose Sermon Illustrations

The Power of Purpose

From the Reader's Digest we have the following: 

"One morning I watched a couple of cowpunchers going out to bring in a wild steer from his range in the mountains. They took along one of those shaggy little gray donkeys—a burro. Now a big three-year-old steer that's been running loose in the timber is a tough customer to handle. But those cowboys had the technique. They got a rope on the steer and then they tied him neck and neck, right up close, to the burro.

"When they let go, that burro had a bad time. The steer threw him all over the place. He banged him against trees, rocks, into bushes. Time after time they both went down. But there was one great difference between the burro and the steer. The burro had an idea. He wanted to go home. And no matter how often the steer threw him, every time the burro got to his feet he took a step nearer the corral. This went on and on. After about a week the burro showed up at ranch headquarters. He had with him the tamest and sorriest looking steer you ever saw. (Arthur Kudner, in The Atlantic Monthly)." 

If one were expected to point out the morals in this story he might observe that much beef, brains, gifts, or education amount to little unless there is some worth-while and well-established purpose in control of the large resources. 

Then, of course, that burro, lacking much in size and weight, put all he had in one direction and kept on doing it. And as surely as you live, some men and women who have been, figuratively speaking, no bigger than the burro, have obtained their own purposes and the purposes of God in their lives because of what pull they had always in one direction. 

So it is not so much your size but your eternally determined direction that counts.—The Free Methodist. 



Daniel's Backbone 

Recently a speaker recalled a story of Spurgeon's concerning a class of boys who were having a Scripture lesson on Daniel. One of the boys was asked to read some verses aloud, and presently he came to verse three in chapter six, which reads . . because an excellent spirit was in him" but by mistake the boy rendered it ". . because an excellent spine was in him." It was undoubtedly bad reading, but it was excellent theology, for Daniel was a man of real backbone"—strong, courageous.—New Century Leader. 



Boys Who Had a Plan

Jonathan Edwards, the great minister and educator, when eighteen said, "If there could be one man in the world at one time who was pleasing to God, I would want to be that man." He became one of the world's greatest men, whose influence is still felt. 

Spurgeon decided when a small boy to become a preacher. Time did not change his decision. His sermons, both spoken and translated into other languages, reached the entire Christian world. 

Judson's ideal as a boy and young man was to become famous as an actor. He became famous and one of the world's greatest men, but in quite a different work. He became a pioneer missionary to Burma. 

Livingstone cherished a desire in his teens to go to China as a medical missionary; he studied and planned to that effect, but Providence saw to it that he was to plant the Cross in the heart of Africa. 

James A. Garfield, when a boy said, "I intend first of all to make a man of myself," and his resolve never failed. It was always his ambition to do a little better than others. 

Would that young men and boys of today would consider the way their lives are to go and decide to climb to the higher and safer level. In the little poem of John Oxenham there is wonderful advice to all: 

"But to every man there openeth 
A way, and ways, and a way, 
And the high soul climbs the high way,
And the low soul gropes the low; 
And in between, on the misty flats, 
The rest drift to and fro;
But to every man there openeth
A high way and a low,
And every man decideth 
The way his soul shall go."—The Junior's Friend.


An Exhortation

"The work is solemn—therefore do not trifle; the work is difficult—therefore do not relax; the opportunity is brief—therefore do not delay; the path is narrow—therefore do not wander; the prize is glorious—therefore do not faint."—D. M. Panton, in The Presbyterian. 


Driftwood

Away up on a Canadian hillside grew a tree that had weathered the storms for many and many a long year. But the time came when it had to be felled, and put to some definite use, and with the last clean cut of an axe in the hands of a lumberjack it came to the ground. It was rolled down to the river, but later, in the "drive" it floated down stream not to the sawmill, where it would have been utilized for a specific purpose, but past the mill, on and on until it finally reached the ocean. Here the storm-tossed waves lashed it with others of its kind, until the mass became a water​logged unit, and a menace to navigation. One dark, foggy morning, the look-out on a ship plying to a distant port gave the signal "danger ahead." Engines were reversed, speed was reduced, and with every member of the crew at his post the captain rushed to the bridge for observation. One look at the thing that lay on the surface of the water was sufficient to cause him to turn away with an expression of disgust on his face as he exclaimed, "Only driftwood! Full speed ahead!" Alas, there are many living today without any definite purpose, simply floating down the stream and out toward the angry sea of dissatisfaction and unrest, there to become "driftwood."—Gospel Herald.
Willing to Wash Windows

A neat, rather prepossessing young man applied to John Wanamaker for a job a number of years ago, in Philadelphia, and when told that there was no job for him, said, "I am willing to do anything." 

Thinking to get rid of him, Mr. Wanamaker said, "The only job I have is a job of washing windows." "I will take it," said the young man. He washed those windows as they had never been washed. In time he became the manager of the great store.

When this manager died, after twenty-five years of splendid service, Mr. Wanamaker said, "I am willing to pay as high as one hundred thousand dollars a year for a manager who can fill the place of the one I lost." 

What the Church needs is men and women who are willing to "wash windows" for the sake of the Kingdom.—Canadian Churchman. 



Instability

As to lack of faith and practice in prayer, James uses a simile which is ludicrously striking—the wave, literally, "The surge of the sea, driven with the wind and tossed." There are two motions when the sea is tempestuous: undulation, up and down; fluctuation, to and fro. Both are referred to—"driven with the wind," fluctuation; "tossed," undulation. The peculiarity of the wave is that it stays nowhere; and so the double​souled man is unstable in all his ways. If he is impelled forward, he falls back; if he is lifted up, he sinks down again. If he believes one moment, he distrusts the next; if he gets a little ahead, he cannot hold on to any advantage. Unstable as water, he cannot excel.—A. T. Pierson. 


Like the winds of the sea 
Are the waves of Time, 
As we voyage along through life; 
'Tis the set of the soul 
That determines the goal,
And not the calm or the strife!—Selected.


David Livingstone said,

"I will set no value upon anything I have or may possess except in relation to the kingdom of Christ. If anything will advance the interests of that kingdom it shall be given away or kept according as to whether the giving or keeping it will promote the glory of Him to whom I owe all my hopes for time and eternity."—Gospel Herald.


Browning's poem "Childe Roland to the Dark Towel Came" is a wonderful example of the power of a purpose. The dark tower was his goal. Men tried to warn him, to turn him back but he pushed on—through deserts and over raging streams, past terrible places and through marshes, past grim enemies—until he reached the tower; and then his enemies stood ranged along the hill side in a sheet of flame:

And yet 
Dauntless the slug-horn to my lips
I set, 
And blew.
"Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came."


The heavenly lanes are open to airplane travel in every direction. Like wise the lanes of life are wide open to him who would attain unto the highest life, for we are called, as Paul so splendidly puts it, unto nothing less than "glory and honor and immortality" (Rom. 2:7), or again, "unto a perfect man, unto the measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ" (Eph. 4:13). How loyal are you to your purpose? How faithful are you to your goal? Is your motto that of Paul, "This one thing I do" (Phil. 3:13)? How faithful are you to the man you meant to be?

Putting on Christ Sermon Illustrations

When the Roman youth reached manhood, he put on the Toga Virilis, the robe of manhood. The day was one of special ceremonial, a great day for him.

When the Hindu youths of certain castes reach manhood, they put on the Yagnopavitam, or sacred cord. The day is one of special ceremonial, a great day for the youth who is invested with the sacred cord.

So the believer at his baptism acknowledges that he has 'put on Christ'—a new robe of righteousness to display to the world, a new cord of holiness that links him with the holiness of his God, a 'Holy Father'.

(Gal. 3. 27)



In Rome Augustine Monica's hitherto profligate son, found the Saviour. The verse that was used to his conversion was the exhortation of the Apostle Paul to the believers in Rome:

`Put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make not provision for the flesh, to fulfil the lusts thereof.'

(Rom. 13. 14; Col. 3. 10, 12)

Puzzle Sermon Illustrations

The humorist offered his latest invention in the way of a puzzle to the assembly of guests in the drawing-room:

"Can you name an animal that has eyes and cannot see; legs and cannot walk, but can jump as high as the Woolworth Building?"



Everybody racked his brains during a period of deep silence, and racked in vain. Finally, they gave it up and demanded the solution. The inventor of the puzzle beamed.

"The answer," he said, "is a wooden horse. It has eyes and cannot see, and legs and cannot walk."

"Yes," the company agreed. "But how does it jump as high as the Woolworth Building?"

"The Woolworth Building," the humorist explained, "can't jump."

Pyramids Sermon Illustrations

Many have gazed in wonder on the Pyramids in Egypt, Some have admired displays of gymnastic pyramids. Here are samples of Scripture Pyramids that the believer can contemplate with wonder and admiration:

Glory  

Weight of glory
Eternal weight of glory
Exceeding and eternal weight of glory 
More exceeding and eternal weight of glory 
a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory

Prayer

Ask
All that we ask
All that we ask or think
Above all that we ask or think
Abundantly above all that we ask or think 
Exceedingly abundantly above all that we ask or think
Able to do exceedingly abundantly above all that we ask or think

(2 Cor. 4. 17; Eph. 3. 20)

Python Sermon Illustrations

Purloined Python

Authorities at the San Diego "Two Hundred" in California, April 24, 1962, tell how a fourteen-year-old boy had admitted he swiped Buster, the Two Hundred's four and one-half foot long African ball python. The teenager, whose name was not revealed, said that he climbed the zoo fence and broke a window to nab Buster because snakes are his hobby. It was Buster's first trip outside the zoo in thirteen years of residence there. He's slated to go back on display next weekend, after a few days of rest. What's more, the teen-ager accomplished the abduction by wrapping the python around his waist belt-fashion. Buster disappeared in the early morning hours of Sunday. Zoo officials weren't greatly worried because Buster has a gentle disposition and is non-poisonous.

What a snake snatch!

This boy, snatching a snake, came off with less danger and less harm than do those who lay hold of the booze bottle concerning which the Bible says: "At last it biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder" (Proverbs 23:32).

With less hurt did this young fellow escape than does he who becomes victim of "the woman with the serpent's tongue, who half makes love to you today, and tomorrow gives his quest away."

Quality Sermon Illustrations

The bitterness of poor quality lingers long after the sweetness of cheap price is forgotten.—Woodmen of the World Magazine 


Man is by nature an inquiring being, yet all too often our educational system seems to work counter to this tendency in him The desire to know seems to have been effectively stifled except in rare cases. Furthermore, the discipline of intellectual labor is far too infrequently applied and emphasized. All this combines to form a major stumbling block in the way of educational quality. For unless there is a predilection for learning on the part of the student there is little likelihood of his attaining high quality work.—Samuel B. Gould 



A farmer brought his gawky, 18-year-old son to a Danish Folk High School. 

"My boy wants to spend five months at your school," the farmer said to Professor Grundtvig, founder of the famous Folk schools in Denmark.

"However, I have looked over your course of studies, and I see only such courses as history, literature, civics, geography, and science. Nothing about farming. 

"Tell me, will my son be a better farmer after he takes this program with you?" 

Professor Grundtvig was silent for a moment, then replied quietly, "No, your son won't learn how to make better butter at our Folk school. But all his life he will be ashamed to make bad butter." 



Do small things well; and great things, half begun, will crowd your doorway begging to be done. 



Very few do theft best. That is why there is always so much room for improvement.—Martin Vanbee


Three young men, arguing heatedly about the merits of theft respective churches, turned to a white-haired old-timer, and asked, "What's your denomination, Mr. Crawford?"

"Well, boys," he answered slowly, "somehow it seems to go sorta like this: There's three roads to the city—the long road, the short road, and the road through the swamps—but when I get to town with my load of corn the man doesn't say Mr. Crawford, which road you come by?' But instead he asks, 'Mr. Crawford, how good is your corn?'"—Anna Zacharias, Together 
Quarrels Sermon Illustrations

Two it takes to make a quarrel: 
One can always end it.

(Phil. 4. 2)



Let dogs delight to bark and bite
For God hath made them so; 
Let bears and lions growl and fight,
For 'tis their nature too.—Watts


The Rev. W. Howells once said the best way to settle a quarrel was to "let the innocent forgive the guilty." The Rev. John Clark of Frome was asked, one day, how he kept from being involved in quarrels. He answered, "By letting the angry person always have the quarrel to himself."—Selected


"But why did you leave your last place?" the lady asked of the would-be cook.

"To tell the truth, mum, I just couldn't stand the way the master an' the missus used to quarrel, mum."

"Dear me! Do you mean to say that they actually used to quarrel?"

"Yis, mum, all the time. When it wasn't me an' him, it was me an' her."



"I hear ye had words with Casey."
"We had no words."
"Then nothing passed between ye?"
"Nothing but one brick."



There had been a wordy falling-out between Mrs. Halloran and Mrs. Donohue; there had been words; nay, more, there had been language. Mrs. Halloran had gone to church early in the morning, had fulfilled the duties of her religion, and was returning primly home, when Mrs. Donohue spied her, and, still smouldering with volcanic fire, sent a broadside of lava at Mrs. Halloran. The latter heard, flushed, opened her lips—and then suddenly checked herself. After a moment she spoke: "Mrs. Donohue, I've just been to church, and I'm in a state of grace. But, plaze Hivin, the next time I meet yez, I won't be, and thin I'll till yez what I think of yez!"



A quarrel is quickly settled when deserted by one party: there is no battle unless there be two.—Seneca.
Quarrelsome Sermon Illustrations

The applicant for the position of cook explained to the lady why she had left her last place:

"To tell the truth, mum, I just couldn't stand the way the master and the mistress was always quarreling."

"That must have been unpleasant," the lady agreed.

"Yis, mum," the cook declared, "they was at it all the time. When it wasn't me an' him, it was me an' her."

Questions Sermon Illustrations

The Unanswerable Questions

Some years ago, a Scottish friend of mine, while walking the streets of Johannesburg, South Africa, happened to glance in the gutter, and saw a piece of paper on which was written in large letters: 'Five thousand pounds reward!'

Moved with curiosity, to say nothing of the desire to possess the substantial reward, he stooped down and retrieved the paper. It turned out to be a four page gospel tract. On opening it he read: 'Five thousand pounds will be paid to the person or persons who can answer the following question: "How shall we escape, if we neglect so great salvation"?' Needless to say, the reward remains unclaimed unto this day!—Alfred P. Gibbs
(Heb. 2. 3)



An American student, rather nervous, had to take an examination which had two parts, oral and written. He did not mind the written examination, but looked forward to the oral exam with some misgivings. Asking advice of one of his friends, he was told that it would be fatal to show any hesitancy, as the examiners would put that down to ignorance. He must give some sort of answer, or, if he did not know any answer, try to give the impression that he had a good knowledge of the subject.

Entering the examination room, he was asked by one of the oral examiners a difficult question in science related to a sphere or branch of that particular subject with which he was not at all familiar Nevertheless, he put on a good face and, not being able to give any answer to the question, he said, 'I'm sorry, I've covered that ground and know the answer, but have just forgotten it for the moment.'

`What a tragedy!' said the examiner, `Scientists have been searching for an answer to that question for the last two thousand years.'

(Heb. 2. 3)



Challenging Questions

Oh, friends, better load up with a few interrogation points. You cannot afford to be silent when God and the Bible and the things of eternity are assailed. Your silence gives consent to the bombardment of your Father's house; you allow a slur to be cast on your mother's dying pillow. On behalf of the Christ Who for you went through the agonies of crucifixion on the rocky bluff back of Jerusalem, you dare not face a sickly joke. Better load up with a few questions, so that 

next time you will be ready. Say to the scoffer, 'My dear sir, will you tell me what makes the difference between the condition of women in China and the United States? What do you think of the Sermon on the Mount? How do you like the Golden rule laid down in the Scriptures? Are you in favor of the Ten Commandments? In your large and extensive reading have you come across a lovelier character than Jesus Christ? Will you please to name the triumphant death-beds of Infidels and Atheists? How do you account for the fact that among the out-and-out believers of Christianity were such persons as Benjamin Franklin, John Ruskin, Thomas Carlyle, Babington Macaulay, William Penn, Walter Scott, Charles Kingsley, Horace Bushnell, James A. Garfield, Robert E. Lee? How do you account for their fondness for the Christian religion? Among the innumerable colleges and universities of the earth, will you name me three started by infidels and now supported by infidels? Down in your heart are you really happy in the position you occupy antagonistic to the Christian religion? Go at him with a few such questions and he will look at his watch and say he has an engagement, and must go.—Dr. Talmage
(Isa. 41. 21; 1 Pet. 3. 15)



Christ, the Master's Question

Have ye looked for my sheep in the desert,
For those who have missed the way? 
Have ye been in the wild, waste places,
Where the lost and wandering stray? 
Have ye trodden the lonely highway,
The foul and darksome street?
It may be you'd see in the gloaming 
The print of My wounded feet.

Have ye carried the living water
To the parched and weary soul? 
Have ye said to the sick and wounded,
`Christ Jesus can make thee whole?' 
Have ye told My fainting children
Of the strength of the Father's hand? 
Have ye guided the tottering footsteps
To the shore of the Golden Land?

Have ye stood by the sad and weary, 
To soothe the pillow of death,
To comfort the sorrow-stricken,
And strengthen the feeble faith? 
And have ye felt, when the glory
Has streamed through the open door, 
And flitted across the shadows,
That there I have been before?

Have ye wept with the broken-hearted 
In their agony and woe?
Ye might hear Me whispering beside you, 
"Tis the pathway I often go.'

(Luke 15. 4-6; Acts 1. 8; 20. 35)



Some questions never get answered in this life. There isn't time enough and we are not wise enough. We must hang them up and let them hang until eternity. There will be time enough then, and we shall be wise enough.—Selected


The more questions a woman asks the fewer answers she remembers.—Wasp.



It was a very hot day and the fat drummer who wanted the twelve-twenty train got through the gate at just twelve-twenty-one. The ensuing handicap was watched with absorbed interest both from the train and the station platform. At its conclusion the breathless and perspiring knight of the road wearily took the back trail, and a vacant-faced "red-cap" came out to relieve him of his grip.

"Mister," he inquired, "was you tryin' to ketch that Pennsylvania train?"

"No, my son," replied the patient man. "No; I was merely chasing it out of the yard."

A party of young men were camping, and to avert annoying questions they made it a rule that the one who asked a question that he could not answer himself had to do the cooking.

One evening, while sitting around the fire, one of the boys asked: "Why is it that a ground-squirrel never leaves any dirt at the mouth of its burrow?"

They all guessed and missed. So he was asked to answer it himself.

"Why," he said, "because it always begins to dig at the other end of the hole."

"But," one asked, "how does it get to the other end of the hole?"

"Well," was the reply, "that's your question."



A browbeating lawyer was demanding that a witness answer a certain question either in the negative or affirmative.

"I cannot do it," said the witness. "There are some questions that cannot be answered by a 'yes' or a 'no,' as any one knows."

"I defy you to give an example to the court," thundered the lawyer.

The retort came like a flash: "Are you still beating your wife?"



Officers have a right to ask questions in the performance of their duty, but there are occasions when it seems as if they might curtail or forego the privilege. Not long ago an Irishman whose hand had been badly mangled in an accident entered the Boston City Hospital relief station in a great hurry. He stepped up to the man in charge and inquired:

"Is this the relief station, sor?"

"Yes. What is your name?"

"Patrick O'Connor, sor."

"Are you married?" questioned the officer.

"Yis, sor, but is this the relief station?" He was nursing his hand in agony.

"Of course it is. How many children have you?"

"Eight, sor. But sure, this is the relief station?"

"Yes, it is," replied the officer, a little angry at the man's persistence.

"Well," said Patrick, "sure, an' I was beginning to think that it might be the pumping station."



The sages say, Dame Truth delights to dwell
(Strange Mansion!) in the bottom of a well:
Questions are then the Windlass and the rope
That pull the grave old Gentlewoman up.—John Wolcott.


It was a rule of the club that anyone asking a question which he himself could not answer must pay a fine. One of the members presented a question as to why a ground-squirrel in digging left no dirt around the entrance to its hole. He was finally called on for the answer, and explained that of course the squirrel began at the bottom and dug upward.

"Excellent!" a listener laughed. "But how does the squirrel manage to reach the bottom?"

"That," said the other with a grin, "is your question."

Quietness Sermon Illustrations

I need wide spaces in my heart 
Where Faith and I can go apart 
And grow serene. 

Life gets so choked by busy living, 
Kindness so lost in fussy giving 
That Love slips by unseen.—Anonymous


A sergeant noted for his boisterousness was so changed by religion, that his comrades asked him what made him "so still." He told them that he had found something that would keep him quiet all the rest of his life.—Selected
Quotations Sermon Illustrations

Stanley Jordan, the well-known Episcopal minister, having cause to be anxious about his son's college examinations, told him to telegraph the result. The boy sent the following message to his parent: "Hymn 342, fifth verse, last two lines."

Looking it up the father found the words: "Sorrow vanquished, labor ended, Jordan passed."

Race Prejudices Sermon Illustrations

A negro preacher in a southern town was edified on one occasion by the recital of a dream had by a member of the church.

"I was a-dreamin' all dis time," said the narrator, "dat I was in ole Satan's dominions. I tell you, pahson, dat was shore a bad dream!"

"Was dere any white men dere?" asked the dusky divine.

"Shore dere was—plenty of 'em," the other hastened to assure his minister "What was dey a-doin'?"

"Ebery one of 'em," was the answer, "was a-holdin' a cullud pusson between him an' de fire!"

Race Pride Sermon Illustrations

Sam Jones, the evangelist, was leading a revival meeting in Huntsville, Texas, a number of years ago, and at the close of one of the services an old negro woman pushed her way up through the crowd to the edge of the pulpit platform. Sam took the perspiring black hand that was held out to him, and heard the old woman say: "Brudder Jones, you sho' is a finepreacher! Yes, suh; de Lord bless you. You's des everybody's preacher. You's de white folks' preacher, and de niggers' preacher, and everybody's preacher. Brudder Jones, yo' skin's white, but, thank de Lord, yo' heart's des as black as any nigger's!"



An Irishman and a Jew were discussing the great men who had belonged toeach race and, as may be expected, got into a heated argument. Finally the Irishman said:

"Ikey, listen. For ivery great Jew ye can name ye may pull out one of me whiskers, an' for ivery great Irishman I can name I'll pull one of yours. Is it a go?"

They consented, and Pat reached over, got hold of a whisker, said, "Robert Emmet,' and pulled.

"Moses!" said the Jew, and pulled one of Pat's tenderest.

"Dan O'Connell," said Pat and took another.

"Abraham," said Ikey, helping himself again.

"Patrick Henry," returned Pat with a vicious yank.

"The Twelve Apostles," said the Jew, taking a handful of whiskers.

Pat emitted a roar of pain, grasped the Jew's beard with both hands, and yelled, "The ancient Order of Hibernians!"

Race Suicide Sermon Illustrations

"Prisoner, why did you assault this landlord?"

"Your Honor, because I have several children he refused to rent me a flat."

"Well, that is his privilege."

"But, your Honor, he calls his apartment house 'The Roosevelt.'"

Race Sermon Illustrations

The ChristianRace

In one of the attempts to scale Mount Everest before the final successful attempt in 1953, Mallory and his friend made a final dash for the summit but failed, and to-day lie buried somewhere in the eternal snows. They failed in spite of their tremendous determination, intrepid courage, the discipline of long training, and the personal sacrifice of money and life, to reach the highest point of the highest mountain in the world. When one of the party, having returned to London, was giving a lecture, he had on the platform behind him a magnificent picture of Everest and, as he concluded his address, he turned round and apostrophised the mountain thus: 'We tried once to conquer you, and failed; we tried again, and you beat us; but we shall yet beat you, for you cannot grow bigger, but we can.'

(Phil. 3. 13, 14)



Atalanta, a beautiful Arcadian girl, daughter of King Schoenus, vowed never to marry. She had many suitors so, to free herself from them, she challenged them to a race, she carrying a dart while they carried nothing. Being exceedingly swift of foot, she felt sure she could outstrip all the competitors. The lovers started first, and she was to kill all she overtook, but, if one reached the goal before her, she promised to marry the successful suitor. Hippomenes ran with three golden apples in his hand, and as she gained on him, he threw down one of the apples after the other. Fascinated by the glittering gold, so easy to obtain, Atalanta stooped each time to pick them up, and thus Hippomenes won the race.

(1 Cor. 9. 24-27; Heb. 12. 1-3)



Race—Pressing On 

Lord, make me deaf and dumb and blind 
To all 'those things which are behind': 
Deaf to the voice that memory brings 
Accusing me of many things,
Dumb to the things my tongue could speak, 
Reminding me when I was weak;
Blind to the things I still might see, 
When they come back to trouble me. 
Let me press on to Thy high calling
In Christ, Who keepeth me from falling. 
Forgetting all that lies behind—
Lord, make me deaf, and dumb, and blind: 
Like Paul, I then shall win the race
I would have lost but for Thy grace! 
Forgetting all that I have done​—
‘Twas Thee, dear Lord, not I, who won. 

(Phil. 3. 12-14)

Races Sermon Illustrations

In answer to the question, "What are the five great races of mankind?" a Chinese student replied, "The 100 yards, the hurdles, the quartermile,the mile, and the three miles."



"Now, Thomas," said the foreman of the construction gang to a green handwho had just been put on the job, "keep your eyes open. When you see a train coming throw down your tools and jump off the track. Run like blazes."

"Sure!" said Thomas, and began to swing his pick. In a few moments the Empire State Express came whirling along. Thomas threw down his pick and started up the track ahead of the train as fast as he could run. The train overtook him and tossed him into a ditch. Badly shaken up he was taken to the hospital, where the foreman visited him.

"You blithering idiot," said the foreman, "didn't I tell you to get out of the road? Didn't I tell you to take care and get out of the way? Why didn't you run up the side of the hill?"

"Up the soide of the hill is it, sor?" said Thomas through the bandages on his face. "Up the soide of the hill? Be the powers, I couldn't bate it on the level, let alone runnin' uphill!"

Rahab Sermon Illustrations

Rise up, rise up, Rahab,
And bind the scarlet thread 
On the casement of thy chamber, 
When the battle waxeth red.

From the double feast of Gilgal,
From Jordan's cloven wave, 
They come with sound of trumpet,
With banner and with glaive.

Death to the foes of Israel!
But joy to thee and thine,
To her who saved the spies of God,
Who shows the scarlet line.

'Twas in the time of harvest,
When the corn lay on the earth, 
That first she bound the signal
And bade the spies go forth.

For a cry came to her spirit
From the fair Egyptian coasts, 
And a dread was in her bosom
Of the mighty Lord of Hosts.

And the faith of saints and martyrs
Lay brave at her heart's core,
As some inward pulse were throbbing
Of the kingly line she bore.—C. F. Alexander
(Josh. 2. 18-21; 6. 23-25; Heb. 11. 31; James 2. 25)

Railroads Sermon Illustrations

"Talk 'bout railroads bein' a blessin'," said Brother Dickey, "des look at de loads an' loads er watermelons deys haulin' out de state, ter dem folks 'way up North what never done nuthin' ter deserve sich a dispensation!"



On one of the southern railroads there is a station-building that is commonly known by travelers as the smallest railroad station in America. It is of this station that the story is told that an old farmer was expecting a chicken-house to arrive there, and he sent one of his hands, a new-comer, to fetch it. Arriving there the man saw the house, loaded it on to his wagon and started for home. On the way he met a man in uniform with the words "Station Agent" on his cap.

"Say, hold on. What have you got on that wagon?" he asked.

"My chicken-house, of course," was the reply.

"Chicken-house be jiggered!" exploded the official. "That's thestation!"



"I read of the terrible vengeance inflicted upon one of their members by a band of robbers in Mississippi last week."

"What did they do? Shoot him?"

"No; they tied him upon the railroad tracks."

"Awful! And he was ground to pieces, I suppose?"

"Nothing like it. The poor fellow starved to death waiting for the nexttrain."—W. Dayton Wegefarth.


The reporter who had accompanied the special train to the scene of the wreck, hurried down the embankment and found a man who had one arm in a sling, a bandage over one eye, his front teeth gone, and his nose knocked four points to starboard, sitting on a piece of the locomotive and surveying the horrible ruin all about him.

"Can you give me some particulars of this accident?" asked the reporter, taking out his notebook.

"I haven't heard of any accident, young man," replied the disfigured party stiffly.
He was one of the directors of the railroad.



The Hon. John Sharp Williams had an engagement to speak in a small southern town. The train he was traveling on was not of the swiftest, and he lost no opportunity of keeping the conductor informed as to his opinions of that particular road.

"Well, if yer don't like it," the conductor finally blurted out, "why in thunder don't yer git out an' walk?"

"I would," Mr. Williams blandly replied, "but you see the committee doesn't expect me until this train gets in."



"We were bounding along," said a recent traveler on a local South African single-line railway, "at the rate of about seven miles an hour, and the whole train was shaking terribly. I expected every moment to see my bones protruding through my skin. Passengers were rolling from oneend of the car to the other. I held on firmly to the arms of the seat. Presently we settled down a bit quieter; at least, I could keep my hat on, and my teeth didn't chatter."There was a quiet looking man opposite me. I looked up with a ghastly smile, wishing to appear cheerful, and said:

"'We are going a bit smoother, I see.'

"'Yes,' he said, 'we're off the track now.'"



Three men were talking in rather a large way as to the excellent train service each had in his special locality: one was from the west, one from New England, and the other from New York. The former two had told of marvelous doings of trains, and it is distinctly "up" to the man from New York.

"Now in New York," he said, "we not only run our trains fast, but we also start them fast. I remember the case of a friend of mine whose wife went to see him off for the west on the Pennsylvania at Jersey City. As the train was about to start my friend said his final good-by to his wife, and leaned down from the car platform to kiss her. The train started, and, would you believe it, my friend found himself kissing a strange woman on the platform at Trenton!"

And the other men gave it up.



An express on the Long Island Railroad was tearing away at a wild and awe-inspiring rate of six miles an hour, when all of a sudden it stopped altogether. Most of the passengers did not notice the difference; but one of them happened to be somewhat anxious to reach his destination before old age claimed him for its own. He put his head through the window to find that the cause of the stop was a cow on the track. After a while they continued the journey for half an hour or so, and then—another stop.

"What's wrong now?" asked the impatient passenger of the conductor.

"A cow on the track."

"But I thought you drove it off."

"So we did," said the conductor, "but we caught up with it again."



The president of one great southern railway pulled into a southern city in his private car. It was also the terminal of a competing road, and the private car of the president of the other line was on a side track. There was great rivalry between these two lines, which extended from the president of each down to the most humble employe. In the evening the colored cook from one of the cars wandered over to pass the time of day with the cook on the other car.

One of these roads had recently had an appalling list of accidents, and the death-toll was exceptionally high. The cook from this road sauntered up to the back platform of the private car, and after an interchange of courtesies said:

"Well, how am youh ole jerkwatah railroad these days? Am you habbing prosper's times?"

"Man," said the other, "we-all am so prosperous that if we was any moah prosperous we just naturally couldn't stand hit."

"Hough!" said the other, "we-all am moah prosperous than you-all."

"Man," said the other, "we dun carry moah'n a million passengers last month."

"Foah de Lord's sake!" ejaculated the first negro. "You-all carried moah'n a million passengers? Go on with you, nigger; we dun kill moah passengers than you carry."

It was on a little branch railway in a southern state that the New England woman ventured to refer to the high rates.

"It seems to me five cents a mile is extortion," she said, with frankness, to her southern cousin.

"It's a big lot of money to pay if you think of it by the mile," said the southerner, in her soft drawl; "but you just think how cheap it is by the hour, Cousin Annie—only about thirty-five cents."—Youth's Companion.


"Say, young man," asked an old lady at the ticket-office, "what time does the next train pull in here and how long does it stay?"

"From two to two to two-two," was the curt reply.

"Well, I declare! Be you the whistle?



A railroad was opened through a remote region, and on the first run over the line, the engineer overtook a country boy riding his horse along the road bed. The engineer whistled, and the boy whipped. The train was forced to a crawl with the cowcatcher fairly nipping at the horse's heels. Finally, the engineer leaned from the cab window and shouted:

"You dum fool, why dont ye git offen the track?"

The fleeting boy screamed an answer:

"No, sirree! Ye'd ketch me in a jiffy on thet-thar ploughed ground."

Rainbow Sermon Illustrations

Triumphal arch, that fill'st the sky 
When storms prepare to part,
I ask not proud Philosophy
To teach me what thou art.

When o'er the green undeluged earth
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine,
How came the world's grey fathers forth 
To watch the sacred sign!

And when its yellow lustre smiled 
O'er mountains yet untrod,
Each mother held aloft her child 
To bless the bow of God.

Nor ever shall the Muse's eye
Unraptured greet thy beam; 
Theme of primeval prophecy,
Be still the prophet's theme!

The earth to thee her incense yields, 
The lark thy welcome sings,
When glittering in the freshen'd fields 
The snowy mushroom springs.

How glorious is thy girdle cast 
O'er mountain, tower and town, 
Or mirror'd in the ocean vast
A thousand fathoms down.

As fresh in yon horizon dark,
As young thy beauties seen, 
As when the eagle from the ark
First sported in thy beam.

For, faithful to its sacred page, 
Heaven still rebuilds thy span, 
Nor lets the type grow pale with age 
That first spoke peace to man.—Thomas Campbell
(Gen. 9. 13-16)

Rank Sermon Illustrations

The Greek word—Atakteo—in 2 Thess. 3. 7, translated 'unruly', and 'disorderly', is a military figure used for soldiers marching out of order or out of rank.

The story is told of a proud mother watching the regiment, in which her son was being trained, march past, and remarking to her neighbor: 'They're a fine lot o' men, but they're a' oot o' step except oor Jock.'

(1 Thess. 5. 14; 2 Thess. 3. 7, 11)

Rapid Transit Sermon Illustrations

One cold, wintry morning a man of tall and angular build was walking down a steep hill at a quick pace. A treacherous piece of ice under the snow caused him to lose control of his feet; he began to slide and was unable to stop.

At a cross-street half-way down the decline he encountered a large, heavy woman, with her arms full of bundles. The meeting was sudden, and before either realized it a collision ensued and both were sliding down hill, a grand ensemble—the thin man underneath, the fat woman and bundles on top. When the bottom was reached and the woman was trying in vain to recover her breath and her feet, these faint words were borne to her ear:

"Pardon me, madam, but you will have to get off here. This is as far as I go."

Reading the Bible Sermon Illustrations

Christian, wheresoe'er you are—read the Word and pray;
Make God's Word your guiding star—still read —still pray.
Keep your Bible near at hand,
Whether you're on sea or land,
Speak with God just where you stand—
Read the Word, and pray.

When you've nothing much to do—read the Word and pray;
When you're very busy too—still read—still pray.
When the world with many toys
Its seductive arts employs,
Would you taste of heavenly joys?
Read the Word and pray.

When your patience has been tried—read the Word and pray;
When you feel self-satisfied—still read—still pray.
When you're happy, when you're sad,
When some trial you have had,
This will make your spirit glad—
Read the Word and pray.

Daily, if you'd win the fight—read the Word and pray;
Every morning, every night—still read—still pray.
Then you'll see the Savior's face,
Full of Glory, full of Grace,
Shining out in every place;
Read the Word and pray.

Toiling up the Heavenly road—still read—still pray;
This will ease your heavy load—still read—still pray.
Feet are hastened, hearts are joyed,
Fears are quelled and doubts destroyed.
Christ Himself fills every void—
Read the Word and pray.—Frank Gilbert
Reading Sermon Illustrations

Some forty years ago, a United States Senator, who was respected and admired for his knowledge, wisdom and understanding was asked, "Senator, you never spent much time in college, if any. How have you acquired your understanding of national and international affairs? Where have you learned so much about so many things?" 

His answer was simple and to the point. "I made a rule when I was eighteen years old that I would read for two hours every day; that sometimes in every twenty-four hour period I would thoughtfully and carefully read for at least two hours. On trains, in hotels, in waiting rooms, I have read: magazines, news digests, political reports, good books, poetry, and the Bible." And then he added, "Try it, young fellow. You will be an educated man in spite of yourself."—SAY


Travel opens the mind, but so does print, and print is the cheapest mind opener there is, and the best.—John Cotton Dana, quoted in Community Teamwork, Adult Education Newsletter, Purdue University, Indiana 


Read something every day. Discipline yourself to a regular schedule of reading. In fifteen minutes a day you can read twenty books a year.—Wilfred A. Peterson, Jaqua Way 


The first class of readers may be compared to an hourglass; their reading being as the sand: it runs in and runs out, and leaves not a trace behind. A second class resembles a sponge, which imbibes everything, and returns it in nearly the same state, only a little dirtier. A third class is like a jelly-bag, which allows all that is pure to pass away, and retains only the refuse and dregs. The fourth class may be compared to the slave of Golconda, who, casting aside all that is worthless, preserves only the pure gems.—Coleridge


Multifarious reading weakens the mind more than doing nothing; for it becomes a necessity at last, like smoking, and is an excuse for the mind to lie dormant whilst thought is poured in, and runs through: a clear stream, over unproductive gravel, on which not even mosses grow. It is the idlest of all idleness, and leaves more of impotency than any other. (This is an appropriate warning for our day.)—F. W. Robertson
Ready Sermon Illustrations

What the Flags Meant

In one of the Western cities an old sea captain who had crossed the Pacific at least fifty times resigned his position, and being an earnest Christian he devoted all of his time to helping others. He especially gave his efforts to help sailors. He came into the hospital one day and the matron in charge said, "Captain, at the last cot yonder is an old sailor, and he is not long for this world." He marched down between the cots, and as he came nearer he saw around the cot a number of little flags, as if the sailor had gone back to the days of his childhood and had decorated his cot with the flags of many colors. He found the old sailor had served him in the old days, and he said, "Man, what do these mean?" The sailor said, "Captain, have you forgotten how to use the signals? Don't you know how to read flags?" "I am a bit rusty," replied the captain; "if I had the book I could read." "Well, Captain, if you have forgotten I will tell you what the flags say. They say this: `The ship is all ready to sail,' and `She is waiting orders,' Captain," said he, "I know Christ; one day He will come for me."—J. Wilbur Chapman. 


Ready

Ready to leave behind
Fortune, and friends, and fame, 
To preach in the uttermost parts 
Salvation through Thy Name. 
Ready to yield my all
And go where my Lord shall call!

Ready to stay? Oh, Lord!
Surely 'tis not Thy will
For one so eager to go,
To linger, patient and still?
Ready to stay behind
And watch the rest go on;
To hold the fort at home,
And see that these are won?
Lord, it is hard to stay
When you long to be on your way!

Still, the harvest field at home 
Is as ripe as that abroad, 
And the man who lives next door
Is hungering after God. 
And perhaps He can use me more
When He calls me at last to go,
For the lessons of grace I learned
In the days when I served Him so,
Ready to go or stay—
Lord Jesus, have Thy way!—Barbara Elden Comet.


No Time to Get Ready?

God is very merciful, but He is just and righteous as well. When men disregard warning and entreaty, then law steps in. I remember when I was living some years ago in Burnley in Lancashire, a woman told her husband, who had always kept aloof from things religious, about a man whom they both knew very well, and who had just died very suddenly. The man remarked, "What a terrible thing to be called away like that without any chance of getting ready!" And the woman could not help replying: "Without any chance of getting ready! Why, he has had fifty-four years of chances!"—Sunday Circle. 



Ready

Robert Hardy had a dream, and in that dream he thought he was to live only seven days. If you had only seven days to live, how would you live them? How did Robert Hardy begin? He began to study. He began to get ready. He did all in his power each day. He came to the seventh day, and he neared the end of the day. But all at once it was made known to him that he wasn't going to die. He looked around and he was glad, but he said, "Some seven days will be my last seven," and he lived every day as though he were in his last. You will be in your last seven days, some day. Maybe you are there now.—Scoville. 


Ready to take from the Master's hand 
All things—both good and ill; 
Willing in highest place to stand,
Or lowliest nook to fill; 
Ready to follow the Saviour's call
Though your heart would rather stay; 
Ready to offer to Him your all— 
To go with Him all the way;
Ready to serve—though you "were not asked," 
Willing to step aside;

Scorning no small or lowly task;
Fearing nothing but pride;
Ready to suffer the taunts of men 
And give in exchange a prayer,
Ready to stand for Jesus, when 
No glory is offered there;
Ready to pray, and ready to love,
Ready to serve and give; 
Ready to honor the Lord above 
Each moment that you live.

Blessed indeed each ready soul 
To His dear service true; 
Under the blessed Lord's control 
We learn of Him through you!—Esther M. Peterson.


Are You Ready?

The matter of being ready is of such supreme importance that our Lord has not left us without kindly admonition, and as willingness to serve naturally leads to preparedness for service, how vitally important it is that we consider what He has to say on being ready. 

Ready to give the gospel (Rom. 1:15).
Ready for every good work (Titus 3:1).
Ready to distribute (I Tim. 6:18).
Ready to give an answer (I Pet. 3:15).
Ready to go where the Lord leads (Luke 22:33).
Ready to feed the flock (I Pet. 5:2).
Ready to die for the Lord Jesus (Acts 21:13).
Ready to be offered (II Tim. 4:6).
Ready for His coming (Matt, 24: 44; 25:10).
Ready also in receiving the Word and searching the Scriptures daily to see whether these things are so (Acts 17: 11).—J. T. Bougher. 
Always or Never? 

Admiral Fisher said the Navy never required time for preparation for war: it was always ready to strike, for the Navy was always at war, fighting fog and storm at sea. A Christian should never lose his alertness.—John MacBeath
There was a king of England called Ethelred, who was never ready to meet his enemies, and had to try to buy them off. He earned the nickname 'Ethelred the Unready'. In his reign the Danes made many successful invasions of his land.

(Matt. 24. 43, 44; 25. 10)

Real Estate Agents Sermon Illustrations

Little Nelly told little Anita what she termed a "little fib."

ANITA—"A fib is the same as a story, and a story is the same as a lie."

NELLY—"No, it is not."

ANITA—"Yes, it is, because my father said so, and my father is a professor at the university."

NELLY—"I don't care if he is. My father is a real estate man, and he knows more about lying than your father does."

Realism Sermon Illustrations

The storekeeper at Yount, Idaho, tells the following tale of Ole Olson, who later became the little town's mayor.

"One night, just before closin' up time, Ole, hatless, coatless, and breathless, come rushin' into the store, an' droppin' on his knees yelled, 'Yon, Yon, hide me, hide me! Ye sheriff's after me!'

"'I've no place to hide you here, Ole,' said I.

"'You moost, you moost!' screamed Ole.

"'Crawl into that gunny-sack then,' said I.

"He'd no more'n gotten hid when in runs the sheriff.

"'Seen Ole?' said he.

"'Don't see him here,' said I, without lyin'.

"Then the sheriff went a-nosin' round an' pretty soon he spotted the gunny-sack over in the corner.

"'What's in here?' said he.

"'Oh, just some old harness and sleigh-bells,' said I.

"With that he gives it an awful boot.

"'Yingle, yingle, yingle!' moaned Ole."



MOTHER—"Tommy, if you're pretending to be an automobile, I wish you'd run over to the store and get me some butter."

TOMMY—"I'm awful sorry, Mother, but I'm all out of gasoline."—Judge.


"Children," said the teacher, instructing the class in composition, "you should not attempt any flights of fancy; simply be yourselves and write what is in you. Do not imitate any other person's writings or draw inspiration from outside sources."

As a result of this advice Tommy Wise turned out the following composition: "We should not attempt any flights of fancy, but write what is in us. In me there is my stummick, lungs, hart, liver, two apples, one piece of pie, one stick of lemon candy and my dinner."



"A great deal of fun has been poked at the realistic school of art," says a New York artist, "and it must be confessed that some ground has been given to the enemy. Why, there recently came to my notice a picture of an Assyrian bath, done by a Chicago man, and so careful was he of all the details that the towels hanging up were all marked 'Nebuchadnezzar' in the corner, in cuneiform characters."

Reality Sermon Illustrations

Peter Cartwright, the famous circuit rider and Lincoln's opponent for election to Congress, once stayed overnight with a skeptical physician who claimed that the only reality was what the senses discerned. The physician said to him, "Did you ever see religion?"

"No."

"Did you ever hear religion?"

"No."

"Did you ever smell religion?"

"No."

"Did you ever taste religion?"

"No."

"Did you ever feel religion?"

"Yes."

"Now, then," said the doctor, with apparent triumph, "I have proved, beyond a doubt, by four respectable witnesses, that religion is not seen, heard, smelled, or tasted; and but one lone, solitary witness, namely, feeling, has testified that it is an experimental fact. The weight of evidence is overpowering, sir, and you must give it up."

Cartwright then said to the doctor, "In pretending to relieve pain in the human system, you have been playing the hypocrite, and practicing a most wretched fraud on the gullibility of the people."

To the doctor's indignant protest Cartwright said, "Well, sir, did you ever see a pain?"

"No, sir."

"Did you ever hear a pain?"

"No, sir."

"Did you ever smell a pain?"

"No, sir."

"Did you ever taste a pain?"

"No, sir."

"Did you ever feel a pain?"

"Certainly I did, sir."

"Then," said Cartwright, "four respectable witnesses have testified that there is no such thing as pain in a human system."

Taking advantage of the doctor's discomfiture, Cartwright fell on his knees and commenced to pray. In a short time the great deeps of the man's heart were broken up; and, after a brief period of anxiety and spiritual agony, he found the Lord with a shout of triumph. His slaves he sent at his own expense to Liberia; and he himself became a preacher of the gospel, with many seals to his ministry.

Reason Sermon Illustrations

Polished steel will not shine in the dark; no more can reason, however refined, shine effectively but as it reflects the light of Divine truth, shed from heaven.—Foster


Sure, he that made us with such large discourse,
Looking before and after, gave us not
That capability and god-like reason
To fust in us unus'd.—Shakespeare


A carpenter sees by his eye, when he applies the square, whether the wood be straight or not; but yet his eye—without which he could not see—is not the judge to try whether the wood be straight or not; of that the square alone is the judge. So reason in man, without which, it is true, he could not judge, is not the square to try what is right or wrong in order to salvation. The Word of God alone can determine that.—Spencer
Rebekah Sermon Illustrations

On, ever on, with swift unvarying pace,
My camel bears me through the deserts wide; 
Last eve a laughing girl, to-day a bride,
And having not yet seen my bridegroom's face.

My father's house I shall not see again. 
Brothers and girlhood friends—I left them all 
To answer that strange, new, resistless call 
That draws me on across this weary plain.

Sometimes I think that all is but a dream: 
This unknown servant and his wondrous prayer, 
The camels at the well, the gifts he bare—
But see! Upon my arms the bracelets gleam.

No dream, but truth! Palm-trees against the sky,
And one comes forth to greet us—this is he! 
Give me my veil; help me down speedily! 
My lord, behold thy handmaid: here am I.—F. Sullivan
(Gen. 24)

Recall Sermon Illustrations

SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER—"Johnny, what is the text from Judges?"

JOHNNY-"I don't believe in recalling the judiciary, mum."



"Senator, why don't you unpack your trunk? You'll be in Washington for six years."

"I don't know about that. My state has the recall."

Recognition Sermon Illustrations

The office telephone was out of order. An employee of the company was sent to make repairs. After a period of labor, he suggested to the gentleman occupying the office the calling up of someone over the wire in order to test the working of the instrument. The gentleman obligingly called for the number of his own home in the suburbs. When the connection was made, he called into the transmitter:

"Maria!" and after a pause, "Maria!" and again "Maria!" There followed a few seconds of waiting, and he repeated his call in a peremptory tone, "Maria!"

The electric storm that had been gathering broke at this moment. A bolt of lightning hit the telephone wires. The gentleman was hurled violently under his desk. Presently, he crawled forth in a dazed condition, and regarded the repair man plaintively.

"That's her!" he declared. "The telephone works fine."

Recommendations Sermon Illustrations

A firm of shady outside London brokers was prosecuted for swindling. In acquitting them the court, with great severity, said:

"There is not sufficient evidence to convict you, but if anyone wishes to know my opinion of you I hope that they will refer to me."

Next day the firm's advertisement appeared in every available medium with the following, well displayed: "Reference as to probity, by special permission, the Lord Chief Justice of England."



MISTRESS—"Have you a reference?"
BRIDGET—"Foine; Oi held the poker over her till Oi got it."



There is a story of a Scotch gentleman who had to dismiss his gardener for dishonesty. For the sake of the man's wife and family, however, he gave him a "character," and framed it in this way: "I hereby certify that A. B. has been my gardener for over two years, and that during that time he got more out of the garden than any man I ever employed."



The buxom maid had been hinting that she did not think much of working out, and this in conjunction with the nightly appearance of a rather sheepish young man caused her mistress much apprehension.

"Martha, is it possible that you are thinking of getting married?"

"Yes'm," admitted Martha, blushing.

"Not that young fellow who has been calling on you lately?"

"Yes'm he's the one."

"But you have only known him a few days."

"Three weeks come Thursday," corrected Martha.

"Do you think that is long enough to know a man before taking such an important step?"

"Well," answered Martha with spirit, "'tain't 's if he was some new feller. He's well recommended; a perfectly lovely girl I know was engaged to him for a long while."



An Englishman and an Irishman went to the captain of a ship bound for America and asked permission to work their passage over. The captain consented, but asked the Irishman for references and let the Englishman go on without them. This made the Irishman angry and he planned to get even.

One day when they were washing off the deck, the Englishman leaned far over the rail, dropped the bucket, and was just about to haul it up when a huge wave came and pulled him overboard. The Irishman stopped scrubbing, went over to the rail and, seeing the Englishman had disappeared, went to the Captain and said: "Perhaps yez remember whin I shipped aboard this vessel ye asked me for riferences and let the Englishman come on widout thim?"

The Captain said: "Yes, I remember."

"Well, ye've been decaved," said the Irishman; "he's gone off wid yer pail!"

Reconciliation Sermon Illustrations

If Christ came to reconcile the world to God, then there must be a state of separation, alienation, estrangement. One would not speak of reconciling two loyal and trusting friends; one would not speak of reconciling two casual acquaintances; one would not speak of reconciling a man in San Francisco and a man in New York who had never seen one another. But one does speak of reconciling a father and son who have become estranged, a mother and daughter who have become alienated, a husband and wife who have become separated. Reconciliation can take place only between parties who have a close relationship one with another, and that is true of man in his relationship to God. Man ever has to do with God. No sinning, no wandering, no rebellion can break the eternal tie of his relationship with God; fallen, stained, and rebellious though he may be, he is by creation a member of God's family. This, then, is the condition which exists between God and man. As Isaiah expresses it (59:2), "Your iniquities have separated between you and your God, and your sins have hid his face from you."



One of the greatest and most beautiful things man can do is to reconcile, and make friends, those who are enemies. Both Martin Luther and John Bunyan brought their great lives to a close in an attempt to reconcile men: Luther, two brothers; Bunyan, a father and a son. Likewise, if we may say it, the greatest and the most beautiful act of God is his working out a plan of reconciliation of man with God by the precious blood of Christ.



Years ago in a Western city a husband and wife became estranged, and finally separated. They left the city and resided in different parts of the country. The husband one day chanced to return to this city on a matter of business. He went out to the cemetery to the grave of their only son. He was standing by the grave in fond reminiscence when he heard a step behind him. Turning, he saw his estranged wife. The first inclination of both was to turn away. But they had a common, binding interest in that grave; and instead of turning away they clasped hands over that grave of their son, and were reconciled one to another. It took nothing less than death to reconcile them! It takes nothing less than death, the precious blood of Christ, to reconcile man to God. The pronouncement, the proclamation, of that is the gospel message. We have, the great proclaimer of it said, "the message of his reconciliation." (II Cor. 5:19—Moffatt.)



A noted minister of a former generation bore testimony that his whole life was deeply influenced and impressed by a word spoken to him by an aged Christian woman. It was this: "Be ye aye in wi' God, Duncan, for He's aye right."
Yes, God is always right. Are you right with God?



"Yes, I quarreled with my wife about nothing."

"Why don't you make up?"

"I'm going to. All I'm worried about now is the indemnity."

Redeemer Sermon Illustrations

'I know that my Redeemer liveth' was Jenny Lind's, the Swedish Nightingale's, favorite text. The words are inscribed on her tomb at Great Malvern Cemetery. In the 'Messiah' this was the part she loved so passionately to sing. Born in Sweden in 1820, she became the 'queen of song', 'the slim girl with the marvelous voice'. She wrote to Professor Blackie the following words: 'My unceasing prayer is that what I give to my fellows may continue to live on through eternity, and that the Giver of the gift, and not the creature to whom He lent it, may be praised.' Asked why she abandoned the stage at the very height of her success, she replied, laying her finger on the Bible, 'When every day it made me think less of this, what could I do?'

(Ruth 4. 4-6; Job 19. 25; 1 Pet. 1. 18)

Redemption Sermon Illustrations

Some of the most moving stories of the ancient and the medieval world center around the redemption of those taken captive and held in slavery. On a tombstone in Corsica is an inscription which the person buried there wrote before her death. It reads: "Seafarer from the North, whoever you be, tell Wilhelm Lowenstern in Stralson that you have seen the grave of his wife who was sold into slavery in Africa and then released, and who died here in June, 1698. My son is still in slavery there. Let his father come to deliver him. If he passes by this place, he will find the remains of his Euphrasia."

Later excavation revealed another inscription: "Whoever you be that look within this grave, I know that G. Wachtendonk brought me news of my Euphrasia. I sought my son in Africa and found him dead. I have buried his remains here beside those of his beloved mother."



The medieval theologians, glorying in it, were wont to say that a single drop of the blood of Christ would have sufficed to redeem the whole race of mankind; and that is true, even if love had not driven mercy to the great extreme of the Cross. But this also is true—that if only one soul had been lost, Christ would have given himself and shed all his precious blood to redeem that one soul.



My Redeemer

'I know that my Redeemer liveth' was Jenny Lind's, the Swedish Nightingale's, favorite text. The words are inscribed on her tomb at Great Malvern Cemetery. In the 'Messiah' this was the part she loved so passionately to sing. Born in Sweden in 1820, she became the 'queen of song', 'the slim girl with the marvelous voice'. She wrote to Professor Blackie the following words: 'My unceasing prayer is that what I give to my fellows may continue to live on through eternity, and that the Giver of the gift, and not the creature to whom He lent it, may be praised.' Asked why she abandoned the stage at the very height of her success, she replied, laying her finger on the Bible, 'When every day it made me think less of this, what could I do?'

(Ruth 4. 4-6; Job 19. 25; 1 Pet. 1. 18)



Redemption in Christ.

His, by reason of Creation:
His, He paid the price for me.
His, through the life-giving Spirit,
His because I want to be.

(1 Cor. 3. 23; 6. 19, 20; 1 Pet. 1. 18; Song of Songs 2. 16)



Redemption by the Creator

Secretary Lincoln said that the historic likeness of his father that would go down to posterity was that one in the noble 'Emancipation Group' in Washington where the Martyr-President stands with his outstretched hand above the freed slaves. In the hearts of all Christ's redeemed and in the heavenly anthem Christ Jesus will be enthroned as our Liberator, our Redeemer Who has 'loosed us from our sins in His blood'.

(Eph. 1. 7; Rev. 1. 5; 5. 9)



A little boy worked very hard, and, with a fine piece of wood and some tools, made himself a fine little yacht. He was very proud of it, and used to go to the lake with the other boys who had their yachts also, and sail it on the tranquil waters of the lake near his home. One day it drifted away out of sight, carried by a strong breeze and all the lad's efforts to reach it or even follow it with his eye, were unsuccessful. Some days later, as he was going through the busy street where most of the shops were, he saw the yacht in a shop window. He went in and claimed it as his lost yacht. But in spite of all his claims, and his repeated assertion that he had made it with his own hands, the shop​keeper said, 'If you want it, you must pay for it.' He returned home, counted up his little savings in his money box and found he had just sufficient to meet the cost of the yacht. So he went in and bought it back. 'You're twice mine!' he exclaimed, as he looked thankfully and proudly at his little yacht: 'I made you and I've purchased you.'

(1 Cor. 6. 19, 20)



Price of Redemption

Richard Coeur de Leon, captured by his treacherous enemy in Europe as he returned from a Crusade in the Holy Land, was thrown into prison. A colossal ransom was demanded for his redemption. The people of England submitted to heavy taxation and paid willingly, and many rich nobles contributed large sums, that their king might be set free. Hence the term—`a king's ransom'—is used to connote a tremendous amount of money.

Another Crusader, Sir Grimbald, was captured by the Saracens and held to ransom. To emancipate him and redeem him from death, his beautiful wife willingly gave the ransom price his captors demanded—her lily-white right hand.

(Job 33. 24; 1 Tim. 2. 5, 6; 1 Pet. 1. 18)



If Jesus ne'er had paid the debt, 
We ne'er had been at freedom set.—Hart


Jesus, spotless Lamb of God,
Thou hast bought me with thy blood;
I would value nought beside
Jesus—Jesus crucified.—Selected


The story is told of a gentleman visiting a slave market, who was deeply touched by the mental agony of a slave-girl, who had been delicately reared and feared that she should fall into the hands of a rough master. The gentleman inquired her price, paid it to the slave-trader, then placed the bill of sale in her own hands, telling her that she was free, and could now go home. The slave-girl could not realize the change at first, but, running after her redeemer cried, "He has redeemed me! he has redeemed me! Will you let me be your servant?" How much more should we serve Him who has redeemed us from sin, death, and hell?—Selected 
Reform Sermon Illustrations

Abe Jones was a colored man who made a living by chicken-stealing. He was converted at a camp meeting. When the elder was receiving testimonies from the mourners' bench, he at last called on Abe:

"Brother," he exhorted, "won't you tell the congregation now what the Lord has done for you?"

Abe got to his feet awkwardly, and mumbled his response in a tone tinged with bitterness:

"It looks as though the Lawd done ruint me."

Reformation Sermon Illustrations

Uselessness of Reformation

During a visit in 1904 to a remote part of the Transvaal, I was lodging at a small house on the veldt. On retiring to rest at night, I could not help noticing the extremely dirty state of the bedroom floor. It looked as if it had not been cleaned for months. I determined that the following day I would call the landlady's attention to it, and ask her to have it scrubbed.

The next morning, however, I saw what had escaped my notice the evening before. The floor was of such a nature that no scrubbing could make it any cleaner. It was made of big clods of dirt, dried and hardened in the sun, and trodden down till a solid surface was formed, as level and smooth as any ordinary floor.

Of course I gave up the idea of asking the landlady to scrub it. The more such a floor was scrubbed the worse it would become. No amount of soap and water would do it any good.—Whither Bound
The same kind of floor is found in many houses in India. The floor of many of the houses of the poor is made of mud and cowdung, mixed, and dried hard. Such a floor can be made very even, and many of the laboring class who do not possess beds and sleep on mats on the floor prefer 

it to cement or stone floors for comfort and heat in the cool season. The floor can be swept, but scrubbing with soap and water would only make it soft and muddy. The sinner's condition in the sight of God is like this. No amount of reformation can improve it: he must be made anew.

(Isa. 64. 6; John 3. 6, 7; 2 Cor. 5. 17)



Jack Jones wrote: 'Putting a hog in the living room will not change the hog's nature, but it will damage the living room. A lost man's nature will not be changed by placing his name on the church roll, but the church will suffer by his being a member.  Every Christian should be a church member; in fact, there is no place for a true Christian outside of the church. But the church membership has nothing whatever to do with the salvation of the soul. Billy Sunday was right when he said, 'Joining the church does not anymore make one a Christian than entering a garage will change him into an automobile.'"

We should remember and never forget that it would be better for a man never to be born physically than never to be born again spiritually. Yet many are dead spiritually and dead to the fact that they are dead, blind and blind to the fact that they are blind. However gifted, or educated, or intelligent, or refined, the natural man is absolutely blind to spiritual truth. And the natural man is more impotent to enter the kingdom than is a child to pound the Sphinx of Egypt into dust with a toy hammer.

Reformers Sermon Illustrations

LOUISE—"The man that Edith married is a reformer."
JULIA—"How did he lose his money?"—Judge.


He was earnestly but prosily orating at the audience. "I want land reform," he wound up, "I want housing reform, I want educational reform, I want—"

And said a bored voice in the audience: "Chloroform."



The young woman sat before her glass and gazed long and earnestly at the reflection there. She screwed up her face in many ways. She fluffed her hair and then smoothed it down again; she raised her eyes and lowered them; she showed her teeth and she pressed her lips tightly together. At last she got up, with a weary sigh, and said:

"It's no use. I'll be some kind of reformer."

Refuge Sermon Illustrations

In the Hindu myths of their gods there is a story of Sibi Chakravarthi, an emperor of ancient India. One day there flew to him for refuge a dove chased by a hawk. He gave it shelter, and the hawk, approaching the Emperor, demanded that the claims of justice should be satisfied, for the Creator had ordained that the dove should be the food of the hawk and other birds of prey which He had created. Sibi asked how the claims of justice could be met, and was told that justice demanded either that the dove should be handed over to it, or its weight in flesh from the body of the Emperor. Scales were brought at the command of Sibi, and the flesh cut off and put in one pan of the scales, with the dove in the other pan, until the scales balanced. 

(Ps. 46. 1, 7, 11; Deut. 33. 27; Mark 10. 45)



'Other refuge have I none. Charles Wesley, shortly after his conversion in 1738, sat one summer day in his study. A little bird, pursued by a hawk, flew in through the open window and sought refuge in his bosom, where the baffled hawk dare not follow. This incident led to the writing of the familiar hymn, `Jesus, Lover of my soul'.

(Num. 35. 15; Ps. 59. 16; Jer. 16. 19)



O lovely Man! none can with Thee compare,
My Hiding-place from every wind that blows; 
In Thee my heart is freed from anxious care,
I know Thy love to me unceasing flows.

My covert from the wild and stormy blast, 
Whose fury would my trusting soul alarm; 
In Thee I shelter till the storm is past,
Safe in Thy keeping nought can do me harm.

From Thee the living streams of life abound,
Whose healing waters make the spirit whole; 
Who drinks of Thee eternal life hath found,
And ne'er again shall thirst the longing soul.

Thou Rock of ages, in Thee is my rest,
Beneath Thy shadow in a weary land;
A pilgrim, on my way supremely blest,
To Thee above, Whose love the way has planned.—W. E. Earl
(Isa. 32. 2)

Refusal Sermon Illustrations

There was an old woman who lived in a small cottage not far from Balmoral Castle in Scotland. When Queen Victoria was living in the castle she was very fond of visiting some of the old people who lived nearby.

One afternoon this old lady was in her cottage alone. She was in a very bad temper because she had quarreled with her nearest neighbor, and because some of her friends had been gossiping about her. She shut the door, locking herself in, saying to herself, `Aye, I'll keep myself to myself in the future. I won't let them in when they try to get a dish o' tea out o' me.' Presently she heard a soft knock at the door. She set her lips and nodded her head.

`Knock away,' she whispered. The knock was repeated louder now.

'Knock away till doomsday,' she called out in an angry voice. 'I'll no let ye in.' The knock wasn't repeated and footsteps outside were heard going away from the house. The old woman nodded and smiled.

'They won't trouble me now for a bit,' she assured herself. But she did not smile the next day when she was told that her queen had stood outside her door and had knocked for admission, and she had refused to let her in. The queen never visited her again.

Someone greater than all the kings and queens of earth is knocking at the heart's door of men and women and they won't let Him in. Some day He will knock for the last time. That last time may be nearer than we expect, therefore we ought to 'swing the heart's door widely open' and let Him in now.—Messenger of Peace 
(Rev. 3. 20; Hos. 4. 17; 5. 15)



Refusal—The Great

When G. F. Watts was painting his famous picture of 'The Great Refusal', he said of it, 'Now I am doing a man's back—little else but his back to explain, "He went away sorrowful, for he had great possessions". Fancy a man turning his back on Christ rather than give away his goods! They say his back looks sorry. I don't know. It is what I meant his back to express.' Demas, too, presents to us the study of a back. Demas deserted Paul.—Herbert S. Seekings 
(Matt. 19. 22; 2 Tim. 4. 10)

Regeneration Sermon Illustrations

The infant born into the world is the man in miniature. All the parts of the body, and all the faculties of the mind, are there in embryo. So the regenerated sinner is the saint in embryo. The new principles are there, the new affections are there, the saint is there, but in infancy.—Wardlaw
Regrets Sermon Illustrations

A Newport man who was invited to a house party at Bar Harbor, telegraphed to the hostess: "Regret I can't come. Lie follows by post."



After the death of Lord Houghton, there was found in his correspondence the following reply to a dinner invitation: "Mrs. —— presents her compliments to Lord Houghton. Her husband died on Tuesday, otherwise he would have been delighted to dine with Lord Houghton on Thursday next."



A young woman prominent in the social set of an Ohio town tells of a young man there who had not familiarized himself with the forms of polite correspondence to the fullest extent. When, on one occasion, he found it necessary to decline an invitation, he did so in the following terms:

"Mr. Henry Blank declines with pleasure Mrs. Wood's invitation for the nineteenth, and thanks her extremely for having given him the opportunity of doing so."

Rehearsals Sermon Illustrations

The funeral procession was moving along the village street when Uncle Abe stepped out of a store. He hadn't heard the news. "Sho," said Uncle Abe, "who they buryin' today?"

"Pore old Tite Harrison," said the storekeeper.

"Sho," said Uncle Abe. "Tite Harrison, hey? Is Tite dead?"

"You don't think we're rehearsin' with him, do you?" snapped the storekeeper.

Relatives Sermon Illustrations

"It is hard, indeed," said the melancholy gentleman, "to lose one's relatives."

"Hard?" snorted the gentleman of wealth. "Hard? It is impossible!"

Reliability Sermon Illustrations

The Southern lady saw old 'Rastus setting out with his fishing tackle for a day on the river, and she deemed it a fitting time to rebuke him for his notorious idleness, since she and everybody else knew that the entire family was supported by the industry of 'Rastus' old wife as a washerwoman.

"'Rastus," she said severely, "do you think it's right to leave your wife hard at work over the washtub while you pass your time fishing?"

"Yassum, ma'am," replied the old darky earnestly. "It's all right. Mah wife don' need any watchin'. She'll wuk jes' as hard as if I was dah."

Religion Sermon Illustrations

Among the memories in Livingstone's life there are few if any that he cherished more than the thought of his old Sunday school teacher, David Hogg, who sent for him as he lay dying and said, "Now lad, make religion the everyday business of your life, and not a thing of fits and starts, for if you don't, temptation and other things will get the better of you."



Not only was Ezekiel given the assurance of God's power and glory in the events of the world, but he was given a vision of the future blessedness which is to descend upon mankind. This vision took the form of a great city and a great temple. Accompanied by a heavenly guide, Ezekiel in his vision saw a stream of water issuing from the foundations of the temple and flowing eastward. A short distance from the temple the angel measured the waters, and the waters were only to the ankles. Still farther on he measured them again, and the waters were up to the knees of Ezekiel as he passed through them. Again he measured them, and the waters were up to his loins. And then a final measure, when he found a river too deep to ford, a river to swim in.

As he followed the course of the river he marked the many trees with their greenness and shade which grew on either side of the river. Wherever the river flowed there was vegetation and life. He could follow the river as it flowed eastward by the trail of green, here dark and deep, and there fresh and tender, which it left behind it. "Every thing shall live whither the river cometh" (Ezek. 47:9); even the Dead Sea, that monster among inland seas, heavy with salt, more than a thousand feet below the level of the ocean, with no outlet, and its bituminous waters scarcely tolerating any forms of life, was healed by the temple-born river which emptied a pure, life-giving stream into its bosom.

This is a vision. It is hardly a real river which Ezekiel is describing, but a river which in its origin, its gradual increase, its universal benediction, is a symbol of the power and blessedness of true religion. 



In his Farewell Address, Washington said: "Religion and morality are the indispensable supports of political prosperity. Let us with caution indulge the supposition that morality can be maintained without religion. Reason and experience both forbid us to expect that national morality can prevail in exclusion of religious principle. Morality is a necessary spring of popular government. Who, that is a sincere friend to it, can look with indifference upon attempts to shake the foundation of the fabric?"

There are not a few today who evidently believe that we can have national morality without religion. You might as well expect to have a stream without a fountain, or a tree without a root. Mere philanthropy, altruism, or expediency, will never suffice to uphold society or the state. All moral sanctions go back to belief in God and the higher law.



Morality without religion is only a kind of dead-reckoning—an endeavor to find our place on a cloudy sea by measuring the distance we have run, but without any observation of the heavenly bodies.—Longfellow


The religion of some people is constrained: they are like people who use the cold bath, not for pleasure, but necessity and their health; they go in with reluctance, and are glad when they get out. But religion to a true believer is like water to a fish: it is his element, he lives in it, and he could not live out of it.—J. Newton


Reds Not Neutral on Any Religion

From the Charleston News and Courier we have this wise and warning word: "One of the propaganda gambits is the assertion that the Soviet government allows a large measure of religious freedom. We would not be surprised if the current National Council of Churches mission to Moscow returned with such a report. It is true, of course, that churches are allowed a limited degree of activity. But these churches are permitted to operate in order to promote aims of the Soviet state. The Russian Orthodox Church—a tool of the Communist authorities—in gaining admission to the World Council of Churches won a beach-head in the Christian world which will prove useful to the Kremlin.

"If one wants to measure accurately Soviet intentions toward religion, one has only to look at the situation of the Jewish faith in Russia. The Jerusalem Post, published in Israel, recently detailed some of the restrictions put on free exercise of Judaism. Soviet pressures against the Jewish faith are so intense that it is even forbidden for Jews to bake the matza, unleavened bread, used during the Passover. 'No matza will be baked legally in the Soviet Union this year,' said The Post. 'Matza is prohibited in the name of anti-religion.'

"The Jerusalem Post reports that the city of Odessa, 'with its 200,000 Jews,' is included in the area where matza-baking is banned. A fine of 115,000 rubles was imposed on the Riga Jewish community as a 'tax on private profits accumulated by the offi​cers of the congregation,' said the Post. Now, added this Israeli journal, 'Passover has also been described as Zionist propaganda.'

"These restrictions on Jews are a reminder that the Soviet Union is not neutral on the subject of religion. Anti-religion is the official doctrine of the Soviet state. Toleration is extended only when it serves propaganda purposes, or when it allows Moscow to send political agents abroad in clerical garb."



When Bishop Phillips Brooks sailed from America on his last trip to Europe, a friend jokingly remarked that while abroad he might discover some new religion to bring home with him. "But be careful of it, Bishop Brooks," remarked a listening friend; "it may be difficult to get your new religion through the Custom House."

"I guess not," replied the Bishop, laughingly, "for we may take it for granted that any new religion popular enough to import will have no duties attached to it."



At a recent conference of Baptists, Methodists, and English Friends, in the city of Chengtu, China, two Chinamen were heard discussing the three denominations. One of them said to the other:

"They say these denominations have different beliefs. Just what is the difference between them?"

"Oh," said the other, "Not much! Big washee, little washee, no washee, that is all."



A recent book on Russia relates the story of the anger of the Apostle John because a certain peasant burned no tapers to his ikon, but honored, instead, the ikon of Apostle Peter in St. John's own church. The two apostles talked it over as they walked the fields near Kieff, and Apostle John decided to send a terrible storm to destroy the just ripe corn of the peasant. His decision was carried out, and the next day he met Apostle Peter and boasted of his punishing wrath.

And Apostle Peter only laughed. "Ai, yi, yi, Apostle John," he said, "what a mess you've made of it. I stepped around, saw my friend, and told him what you were going to do, so he sold his corn to the priest of your church."

The priest of a New York parish met one of his parishioners, who had long been out of work, and asked him whether he had found anything to do. The man grinned with infinite satisfaction, and replied:

"Yiss indade, ycr Riverince, an' a foine job too! Oi'm gettin' three dollars a day fur pullin' down a Prodesant church!"



A man addicted to walking in his sleep went to bed all right one night, but when he awoke he found himself on the street in the grasp of a policeman. "Hold on," he cried, "you mustn't arrest me. I'm a somnambulist." To which the policeman replied: "I don't care what your religion is—yer can't walk the streets in yer nightshirt."



The friendship existing between Father Kelly and Rabbi Levi is proof against differences in race and religion. Each distinguished for his learning, his eloquence and his wit; and they delight in chaffing each other. They were seated opposite each other at a banquet where some delicious roast ham was served and Father Kelly made comments upon its flavor. Presently he leaned forward and in a voice that carried far, he addressed his friend:

"Rabbi Levi, when are you going to become liberal enough to eat ham?"

"At your wedding, Father Kelly," retorted the rabbi.



The broad-minded see the truth in different religions; the narrow-minded
see only their differences.—Chinese Proverb.


Too many of us are like the little girl, who, at the close of her evening-prayer one day, said, "Now, good-by God; goodby, Jesus Christ: I'm going to Boston tomorrow."—C. D. Foss
Remedies Sermon Illustrations

MISTRESS—"Did the mustard plaster do you any good, Bridget?"
MAID—"Yes; but, begorry, mum, it do bite the tongue!"



SUFFERER—"I have a terrible toothache and want something to cure it."

FRIEND—"Now, you don't need any medicine. I had a toothache yesterday and I went home and my loving wife kissed me and so consoled me that the pain soon passed away. Why don't you try the same?"

SUFFERER—"I think I will. Is your wife at home now?"



For every ill beneath the sun
There is some remedy or none;
If there be one, resolve to find it;
If not, submit, and never mind it.

Remembrance Sermon Illustrations

When Ulysses, during his wanderings through those seas and among those islands about which we heard much in connection with the fighting between the Greeks and Italians, was leaving the enchanted isle where Calypso lived, Calypso came down to the beach as Ulysses was departing on his raft and said to him, "Say good-by to me, but not to the thought of me."

Christ was soon to be separated from his disciples, but he told them not to say good-by to the thought of him. He would not be forgotten by his friends—not merely, like the enchantress, for the sake of being remembered, but also for their good from age to age.



Let us forget the things that vexed and tried us, 
The worrying things that caused our souls to fret,
The hopes that, cherished long, were still denied us,
Let us forget.

Let us forget the little slights that pained us, 
The greater wrongs that rankle sometimes yet; 
The pride with which some lofty one disdained us, 
Let us forget.

But blessings manifold, past all deserving,
Kind words and helpful deeds, a countless throng;
The fault o'ercome, the rectitude unswerving 
Let us remember long.

The sacrifice of love, the generous giving,
When friends were few, that handclasp warm and strong,
The fragrance of each life of holy living, 
Let us remember long.

Whatever things were good and true and gracious
Whate'er of right has triumphed over wrong, 
What love of God or man has rendered precious, 
Let us remember long.

(Phil. 1. 3; 3. 13; 4. 8)



Do You Remeber When?

In a day when even all the pre-school youngsters talk glibly about astronauts and atomic bombs and the world seems to quiver in fright of awesome developments, L. A. Corey, writing in the Oklahoma Ranch and Farm World at Tulsa, asks if you remember when:

Dobbin knew "giddap" and "whoa" meant "stop" and "go"?

Tanglefoot was death to the fly?
Halley's Comet glowed in the sky?
There was a "horn" on the lamp wick?
Winter bedcovers seemed a foot thick?
We used wooden churn and dasher?
Mom had a hand-carved potato masher?
"Rheumatiz" forecast the weather?
Tying an animal was called tether?
Mom set up her quilting frame?
The Youth's Companion came?
The Titanic went down?
We thrilled to a trip to town?
You never heard "OK"?
Threshing was a red letter day?
All business was a "money making scheme"?
Perpetual motion, the inventor's dream?
Swimming was in birthday clothes?
We stubbed our barefoot toes?
Green apples caused a belly ache?
The kitchen range was fired to bake?
The water keg had a cob stopper?
We used a screen wire corn popper?
Wall Street was no farmer's friend?
(Folks said they rigged supply and demand).
The King heater warmed us by its fire?
Rain turned all roads to mire?
Flu was called grippe?
You made that first train trip?
Dry wagon axles swore loud and shrill?
Home remedies really made you ill?
Wagon wheels soaked in the creek?
Fun was mumble peg, cob fight, hide and seek?
We had button shoes and coffee mills?
Life existed before the "Age of Pills"?

Reminders Sermon Illustrations

The wife of an overworked promoter said at breakfast:

"Will you post this letter for me, dear? It's to the furrier, countermanding my order for that $900 sable and ermine stole. You'll be sure to remember?"

The tired eyes of the harassed, shabby promoter lit up with joy. He seized a skipping rope that lay with a heap of dolls and toys in a corner, and going to his wife, he said:

"Here, tie my right hand to my left foot so I won't forget!"

Remorse Sermon Illustrations

Fears may die, but not remorse. John Randolph, when he was dying in Philadelphia, kept repeating, "Remorse! Remorse!" He demanded that a dictionary be brought so that he could study the meaning of the word; and, when no dictionary could be found, he had the physician write it out for him on a piece of paper—"Remorse."

If hell were just the invention of pale-faced theologians, long ago the race would have cast the idea overboard. But it still remains, because it is not the invention of men who write books or uphold systems of thought, but is the deep affirmation of the human heart.

Remorse is like the ground swell in the ocean after a storm. The storm has subsided, the sky is blue, the air is balmy, there is not a whitecap to be seen; but the ship heaves and tosses and leaves the traveler in misery because of the mighty swell that has remained after the original commotion has subsided. So remorse heaves the soul as the tides heave the ocean. Or, to change the figure, it is like a bell buoy, incessantly and dismally tolling because of the unrest in the sea. To sin is to say farewell to peace.



George Romney, the great English portrait painter, at the age of nineteen impulsively married a young woman who had nursed him through a fever. Then, having heard Sir Joshua Reynolds say that marriage spoiled an artist, he deserted his wife and two children and went to London to pursue fame as an artist. He scarcely saw his wife again till the end of his life, when old, nearly mad, and quite desolate, he went back to her, and she received him and nursed him till he died. "This quiet act of hers," writes Edward Fitzgerald," is worth all Romney's pictures, even as a model of art, I am sure."

The one who inspired the painting of Romney and whom he painted into a score or more of his characters, such as St. Cecilia, the Magdalene, and Joan of Arc, was the beautiful but notorious Emma Hart, afterward Lady Hamilton, the one at whose feet Lord Nelson cast away his honor and his fame. In "Romney's Remorse" Tennyson represents a friend trying to comfort Romney with the thought that although he has played a base part in the world he at least has won the painter's fame:

TaKe comfort, you have won the 
Painter's fame!
But Romney answers:

The best in me that sees the worst in me,
And groans to see it, finds no comfort there.



When Andrew Jackson was preparing for the duel in which he shot and killed Dickinson, an old friend at Nashville asked him if he was ready to bear the responsibility of taking the life of a fellow being. He reminded Jackson of his friend Aaron Burr, and how Burr had had no ease of mind since he killed Hamilton. Thus conscience bestows its severest penalties in the shape of remorse—remorse for the thing done, and, strange to say, even more poignant remorse for things that have been left undone.



Look at that old man standing bareheaded in the market at Uttoxeter, the rain beating upon him, the cold winds smiting him, the children and the hoodlums jeering at him. Who is he and why does he stand there? The old man is Samuel Johnson, on every hand sought after and praised. But he stands there in the market place exposed to the bitter weather because fifty years before, when he was a student at Oxford, his sick father asked him to take his place in the bookstall, and his pride made him refuse. Half a century has passed, with its fleeting joys and sorrows, but the memory of that single act of filial disrespect remains to rankle in his breast; and by that act of public penance the old scholar hopes—but vainly—to atone for his deed of dishonor.



From his grave beneath the stone pile in Ephraim's wood the mutilated Absalom calls to his father with reproach and judgment, saying: "You might have saved me from this awful end, but you gave me nothing but kisses and caresses. You never told me that the way of the transgressor is hard, that the eye that mocketh at his father and refuseth to obey his mother the ravens shall pluck it out. A little less indulgence, a little less leniency with my faults, and I might have been saved from this lonely grave of guilt and shame."



James IV stood in arms against his father. In after years, as a penance, he wore beneath his purple robes an iron belt; and to that belt he added a link with each new year. Do not forge for yourself that heavy chain of woe!

Repartee Sermon Illustrations

Repartee is saying on the instant what you didn't say until the next morning.



Among the members of a working gang on a certain railroad was an Irishman who claimed to be very good at figures. The boss, thinking that he would get ahead of Pat, said: "Say, Pat, how many shirts can you get out of a yard?"

"That depends," answered Pat, "on whose yard you get into."



A middle-aged farmer accosted a serious-faced youth outside the Grand Central Station in New York the other day.

"Young man," he said, plucking his sleeve, "I wanter go to Central Park."

The youth seemed lost in consideration for a moment.

"Well," he said finally, "you may just this once. But I don't want you ever, ever to ask me again."



SEEDY VISITOR— "Do you have many wrecks about here, boatman?"
BOATMAN—"Not very many, sir. You're the first I've seen this season."



HER DAD—"No, sir; I won't have my daughter tied for life to a stupid fool."
HER SUITOR—"Then don't you think you'd better let me take her off your hands?"



Wendell Phillips was traveling through Ohio once when he fell in with a car full of ministers returning from a convention. One of the ministers, a southerner from Kentucky, was naturally not very cordial to the opinions of the great abolitionist and set out to embarrass Mr. Phillips. So, before the group of ministers, he said:

"You are Wendell Phillips, are you not?"

"Yes," answered the great abolitionist.

"And you are trying to free the niggers, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir; I am."

"Well, why do you preach your doctrines up here? Why don't you go over into Kentucky?"

"Excuse me, are you a preacher?"

"I am, sir."

"Are you trying to save souls from hell?"

"Yes, sir; that is my business."

"Well, why don't you go there then?" asked Mr. Phillips.



SOLEMN SENIOR—"So your efforts to get on the team were fruitless, were they?"

FOOLISH FRESHMAN—"Oh, no! Not at all. They gave me a lemon."—Harvard Lampoon.


A benevolent person watched a workman laboriously windlassing rock from a shaft while the broiling sun was beating down on his bare head.

"My dear man," observed the onlooker, "are you not afraid that your brain will be affected in the hot sun?"

The laborer contemplated him for a moment and then replied:

"Do you think a man with any brains would be working at this kind of a job?"



Winston Churchill, the young English statesman, recently began to raise a mustache, and while it was still in the budding stage he was asked at a dinner party to take in to dinner an English girl who had decided opposing political views.

"I am sorry," said Mr. Churchill, "we cannot agree on politics."

"No, we can't," rejoined the girl, "for to be frank with you I like your politics about as little as I do your mustache."

"Well," replied Mr. Churchill, "remember that you are not likely to come into contact with either."



Strickland Gillilan, the lecturer and the man who pole-vaulted into fame by his "Off Ag'in, On Ag'in, Finnigin" verses, was about to deliver a lecture in a small Missouri town. He asked the chairman of the committee whether he might have a small pitcher of ice-water on the platform table.

"To drink?" queried the committeeman.

"No," answered Gillilan. "I do a high-diving act."



TRAVELER—"Say, boy, your corn looks kind of yellow."

BOY—"Yes, sir. That's the kind we planted."

TRAVELER—"Looks as though you will only have half a crop."

BOY—"Don't expect any more. The landlord gets the other half."

TRAVELER (after a moment's thought)—"Say, there is not much difference between you and a fool."

BOY—"No, sir. Only the fence."



President Lincoln was busily engaged in his office when an attendant, a young man of sixteen, unceremoniously entered and gave him a card. Without rising, the President glanced at the card. "Pshaw. She here again? I told her last week that I could not interfere in her case. I cannot see her," he said impatiently. "Get rid of her any way you can. Tell her I am asleep, or anything you like."

Quickly returning to the lady in an adjacent room, this exceedingly bright boy said to her, "The President told me to tell you that he is asleep."

The lady's eyes sparkled as she responded, "Ah, he says he is asleep, eh? Well, will you be kind enough to return and ask him when he intends to wake up?"

The garrulous old lady in the stern of the boat had pestered the guide with her comments and questions ever since they had started. Her meek little husband, who was hunched toad-like in the bow, fished in silence. The old lady had seemingly exhausted every possible point in fish and animal life, woodcraft, and personal history when she suddenly espied one of those curious paths of oily, unbroken water frequently seen on small lakes which are ruffled by a light breeze.

"Oh, guide, guide," she exclaimed, "what makes that funny streak in the water—No, there—Right over there!"

The guide was busy re-baiting the old gentleman's hook and merely mumbled "U-m-mm."

"Guide," repeated the old lady in tones that were not to be denied, "look right over there where I'm pointing and tell me what makes that funny streak in the water."

The guide looked up from his baiting with a sigh.

"That? Oh, that's where the road went across the ice last winter."



Nothing more clearly expresses the sentiments of Harvard men in seasons of athletic rivalry than the time-honored "To hell with Yale!"

Once when Dean Briggs, of Harvard, and Edward Everett Hale were on their way to a game at Soldiers' Field a friend asked:

"Where are you going, Dean?"

"To yell with Hale," answered Briggs with a meaning smile.



John Kendrick Bangs one day called up his wife on the telephone. The maid at the other end did not recognize her "master's voice," and after Bangs had told her whom he wanted the maid asked:

"Do you wish to speak with Mrs. Bangs?"

"No, indeed," replied the humorist; "I want to kiss her."



A boy took a position in an office where two different telephones were installed.

"Your wife would like to speak to you on the 'phone, sir," he said to his employer.

"Which one?" inquired the boss, starting toward the two booths.

"Please, sir, she didn't say, and I didn't know that you had more than one."



An Englishman was being shown the sights along the Potomac. "Here," remarked the American, "is where George Washington threw a dollar across the river."

"Well," replied the Englishman, "that is not very remarkable, for a dollar went much further in those days than it does now."

The American would not be worsted, so, after a short pause, he said: "But Washington accomplished a greater feat than that. He once chucked a sovereign across the Atlantic."



Pat was busy on a road working with his coat off. There were two Englishmen laboring on the same road, so they decided to have a joke with the Irishman. They painted a donkey's head on the back of Pat's coat, and watched to see him put it on. Pat, of course, saw the donkey's head on his coat, and, turning to the Englishmen, said:

"Which of yez wiped your face on me coat?"



A district leader went to Sea Girt, in 1912, to see the Democratic candidate for President. In the course of an animated conversation, the leader, noticing that Governor Wilson's eyeglasses were perched perilously near the tip of his nose remarked: "Your glasses, Governor, are almost on your mouth."

"That's all right," was the quick response. "I want to see what I'm talking about."



According to the London Globe two Germans were halted at the French frontier by the customs officers. "We have each to declare three bottles of red wine," said one of the Germans to the douaniers. "How much to pay?"

"Where are the bottles?" asked the customs man.

"They are within!" laughed the Teuton making a gesture.

The French douanier, unruffled, took down his tariff book and read, or pretended to read: "Wines imported in bottles pay so much, wines imported in barrels pay so much, and wines en peaux d'âne pay no duty. You can pass, gentlemen."



A small boy was hoeing corn in a sterile field by the roadside, when a passer-by stopped and said:

"'Pears to me your corn is rather small."

"Certainly," said the boy; "it's dwarf corn."

"But it looks yaller."

"Certainly; we planted the yaller kind."

"But it looks as if you wouldn't get more than half a crop."

"Of course not; we planted it on halves."

Repentance Sermon Illustrations

By his investigations and meditations and calculations the great Polish mathematician Copernicus revolutionized the thought of mankind about the universe. His famous treatise The Revolution of the Heavenly Bodies was printed just in time to be placed in his arms as he lay dying on his bed in May, 1543. Yet this man who had given to the race a new conception of the universe, before God saw himself not as an astronomer or a scholar but as a sinner.

Today on his grave at Frauenburg you can read the epitaph which he chose for himself: "I do not seek a kindness equal to that given to Paul; nor do I ask the grace granted to Peter; but that forgiveness which Thou didst give to the robber—that I earnestly pray."



Imagine Lazarus suddenly appearing in the hall where the five brothers of Dives, their hypocritical grief for him forgotten, sit arrayed in purple and fine linen, faring sumptuously, with some other beggar now at the gates, his sores licked by the same dogs. You can see their faces blanch at his sudden entrance into their midst. The glasses fall from their nerveless grasp, and are shattered on the pavement, as Lazarus says to them: "Your brother is in hell. He has sent me to warn you, and to tell you to repent." Such a visitation, such an apparition, you think, would break down the wall of any man's heart and bring prompt and full repentance. But He who knows the heart to its depths said No: "If they hear not Moses and the prophets, neither will they be persuaded, though one rose from the dead" (Luke 16:31).



On the stormy southwest coast of England there is a church whose towers are silent. No bells ring for the living or toll for the dead. There is a legend that a ship was once beating its way along that shore, having on board bells designed for this church of Bottreaux. A sailor lad, hearing the neighboring bells of Tintagel sounding over the sea, thanked God for the favor that would soon bring them safe to port.

But the godless skipper told him to thank the steersman, the good ship, and the ready sail. As if in answer to his blasphemy, the sea rose and the waves dashed the ship and its godless master on the rocks. Now they say that the bells which went down with that ship may be heard above the surge of the ocean as it breaks on the iron cliffs, pealing out the invitation of the Church, the invitation of God, the coming of death, and after death the judgment.



When the prodigal son finally struck bottom, finally found himself among the swine, and even envied them their diet of corn husks, what would it have profited him to soliloquize thus: "Swine, as ye are now, so I was once; but long ago, aeons upon aeons ago, I passed through the swine stage. Now I have arrived at manhood. Yet I trace my origin back to you and to the beasts from whom you descended. All that is in me—of mind, of thought, of purpose, of hope, despair, and remorse—came ultimately from you, and through you from other beasts before you. In your dull brain are the rudiments of my own brain; in your hideous form are the outlines of my own form and body; and in your dull, stupid, brutish gaze I see as in a mirror all the elements of my own personality."

Would that have helped the prodigal? Would that have lifted him out of the mire—to have reflected on his kinship with the beast, how far he had ascended from them, and how far he had come back to them? No. The thing that brought the stab of poignant pain and shame to the prodigal's heart was the thought of how far he had wandered. When he remembered his father's love, his father's hopes for him, and contrasted his rags and filth and shame with what his life had been in his father's house, then it was that he came to himself, to his true, divine, immortal self, and said: "I will arise and go to my father, and will say unto him, Father, I have sinned against heaven, and before thee, and am no more worthy to be called thy son: make me as one of thy hired servants" (Luke 15:18-19).



The wise and sensible thing for a man to do is to repent. In the opening chapter of Robinson Crusoe Defoe relates how, in spite of the protest of his father and the tears and entreaties of his godly mother, he ran away from his home at York and went to sea. On his first voyage he was wrecked off Yarmouth and barely escaped with his life. He now saw the folly and the evil of the course he had taken, but was afraid and ashamed to go back to his home, lest some of his old companions should make sport of him. So, writes Defoe, men are not ashamed to sin, but are ashamed to repent; not ashamed to do that of which they ought to be ashamed, but ashamed to do that which is their only hope and rescue.



In The Silence of Dean Maitland the author tells how the dean fell into sin, and then committed one sin after another to cover up his first sin;—and, worst of all, permitted an innocent man to be punished and imprisoned in his stead. All kinds of temporal adversities broke over him. He lost his wife and children, his home became a wilderness, yet he would not repent. He said, "I cannot, I will not, I dare not, I must not repent." But at length the man who had spent a great part of his life in prison for the other's crime wrote him a letter telling him of his forgiveness. It was that letter that broke his heart and brought him to repentance. "God called to me," he said, "through many years, by many judgments; but I repented not until I was forgiven."



If you have read Victor Hugo's The Man Who Laughs, you will remember how the sailing vessel whose company have abandoned the disfigured child on the shores of England is overtaken by a storm on its way across the Channel to France, and is about to sink in the treacherous waters off the Channel Islands.

As the doomed company gather on the deck, the doctor calls to them, "On your knees! Repentance is the bark that never sinks. You have lost your compass? You are wrong! You still have prayer."

The waters have now risen to the decks, and at the words "Let us pray" they kneel in the darkness and repeat, each in his own tongue—the doctor in Latin, the Provencal in French, the Irishwoman in Gaelic—the petitions of our Lord's Prayer. By the time they reach the last petition the ship sinks, and the remorseless waves cover them, until the sea gives up its dead and the grave hers.

Yes, prayer is the highest resource of the soul. Do not fail to draw on that great resource now.



The records of wars sometimes tell of officers who lost their rank and were dropped from the rolls of the regiment in disgrace, but afterward by heroic conduct won back their lost rank. There is always in the soul that possibility of reclaiming and regaining the honors and the righteousness it has lost.

No matter how deep into the far country the son has wandered, there is always a path that leads back to the Father's house. There is a robe kept in readiness for you, O wandering son! There is a ring that will never be put on any finger but yours, O wandering daughter! There is a welcome for you, O hardened sinner! Christ receiveth sinners! He likes to go out and meet them on the way back. He delights in remaking them and redeeming them.

Let cynics smile, let believers argue, this is the glory of Christianity—that it is able to save unto the uttermost all who come unto God by Jesus Christ. "Though ye have lain among the pots, yet shall ye be as the wings of a dove covered with silver, and her feathers with yellow gold." (Ps. 68:13).

An old man once dreamed unhappily about his past. He saw before him a long list of things in his life which were wrong, and for which he was sorry and ashamed. In his dream he was about to seize a sponge and rub these things out of his biography, when, to his amazement, he discovered that wherever there were deeds of gold shining through the story of his life they had been wrought there by regret and sorrow over past transgression, and that if he wiped out those wrong acts he would at the same time destroy whatever of nobleness or beauty there was in his character.

Thus it is that even our sins and follies, repented of, can be made stones in. the walls of a godly life.



In the laboratory of the great chemist Faraday a workman accidentally dropped a very valuable silver cup into a tank of strong acid. He and the other workmen stood over the tank mournfully watching the quick disintegration of the cup. But Faraday, seeing what had happened, poured a chemical into the tank. The silver was precipitated to the bottom and recovered, and the shapeless mass was sent off again to the silversmith to be refashioned into its former likeness.

So the grace of repentance and of faith can recover what has been lost and restore it to its former usefulness and beauty.



Two brothers were once convicted of stealing sheep and, in accordance with the brutal punishment of that day, were branded on the forehead with the letters S T, which stood for "sheep thief." One of the brothers, unable to bear the stigma, tried to bury himself in a foreign land. But men would ask him about the letters on his brow, and what they meant. Thus he wandered from land to land, and at length, full of bitterness, died and was buried in a forgotten grave.

But the other brother, who repented of his misdeed, did not go away from his home. He said to himself: "I can't run away from the fact that I stole sheep, and here I will remain until I win back the respect of my neighbors and myself." 

As the years passed by he established a reputation for respectability and integrity. One day a stranger in the town saw the old man with the letters S T branded on his forehead and asked a native what they signified. After thinking for a little time the villager said: "It all happened a great while ago, and I have forgotten the particulars; but I think the letters are an abbreviation of Saint."

Yes, that is it! The wonderful grace of God in the penitent and believing heart is able to change and transform the odious marking and scarring of sin into a badge of honor and beauty.



The divinest thing in man is repentance, and great was the repentance of David. Voltaire is said to have attempted to write a profane parody of Psalm 51—David's psalm of repentance after his great sin—but he was overcome with shame and confusion and abandoned the blasphemous project.



Real Repentance and Faith

Congo News tells of a very old woman who was being examined recently by the native pastor for baptism, and showed by her testimony that she fully understood the plan of salvation. When the day for baptism arrived, the old lady hesitated at the church door and said that she must go and fetch something from her house. When she came back, she walked right to the front of the church, laid a small fetish on the ground, and then quietly took her place with the other women. Serious looks were on every face, for they all knew that the "medicine" she had put there was "lightning medicine," the last that any of them is willing to give up. Her father had been killed by lightning years before, and never had she been without her fe​tish to protect her from the same fate.

Having found Jesus as her Lord and Saviour, she was willing to trust Him for all.—Alliance Weekly. 



The Difference Between Penance and Repentance 

Repentance, which was the burden of the Baptist's message, involves the sense of sin, sorrow for sin, and severance from sin by the grace and power of God. He who repents realizes that he is a sinner, regrets his sin, and resolves to forsake it. Remember: "He that lacks time to mourn lacks time to mend." A clergyman found the children reading the Douay version of the Testament, and on noticing a passage in the chapter which was translated "Do penance," where the English version rendered the same word by "Repent," he asked them if they knew the difference between penance and repentance. A short silence followed, and then a little girl asked, "Is it not this ... : Judas did penance, and went and hanged himself; Peter repented, and wept bitterly?"—The Teacher. 



His Fall Brought Humiliation

Bishop John Jewel (one of the English Protestant leaders expelled from Oxford in the reign of Mary, 1553-1558), being by the violence of Popish inquisitors, assaulted on a sudden to subscribe, he took a pen in his hand, and said smiling: "Have you a mind to see how well I can write?" and thereupon underwrit their opinions. Jewel, however, by his cowardly compliance, made his foes no fewer without, and one the more—a guilty conscience, within him. His life being waylaid for, with great difficulty he got over into Germany. Arriving at Frankfort, by the advice of some friends, he made a solemn and affecting recantation of his subscription, in a full congregation of English Protestants, on a Sunday morning, after having preached a most tender, penitential sermon. Said he: "It was my abject and cowardly mind, and faint heart that made my weak hand commit this wickedness." He bitterly bewailed his fall; and with sighs and tears supplicated the forgiveness of the God whose truth he had denied, and of the Church of Christ, which he had so grievously offended. The congregation was melted to tears, and all embraced him as a brother in Christ; yea, as an angel of God. Whoever seriously considers the high parts (talents) of Mr. Jewel will conclude, that his fall was necessary for his humiliation.—T. Fuller.
Thus was the penitent Peter restored from his denial, while Judas, the traitor, persistently impenitent, "went to his own place."—Gospel Herald. 



Dead Trees

One day a man who had a Christian wife, but who himself was opposed to Christianity, left home for the woods to fell trees. As he glanced around before commencing, he noticed one tree dead and dry, with its leafless branches extending into the air, and he said to himself, "That tree will I cut down, for it is dead and dry, and fit only to be burned." The moment he arrived at that conclusion the question flashed into his mind, "Am I not a dead tree, fit only to burn?" He tried his utmost to banish this unpleasant thought, but it was an arrow from the quiver of the Almighty. He approached the tree and struck a few blows with the ax, but still the thought rankled in his heart, "Will God ever say of me, 'Cut it down; why cumbereth it the ground'?" He plied his ax with increasing vigor, but every blow seemed to deepen the conviction of his own spiritual deadness and awful destiny. Eventually these thoughts became so unbearable that he shouldered his ax, returned home, and went directly to his room. There he fell upon his knees before God, and with a penitent and broken heart sought forgiveness through Christ.—The Dawn.
"Except Ye Repent"

By his frequent spasms of violent coughing, a tall emaciated patient drew attention to himself in the prison ward of Bellevue Hospital in New York City. He had been a policeman and only a few years had passed since he was happily married. He had acquired the bad habit of going home nights in an intoxicated condition. One night his mother-in-law met him at the entrance to the house. "Drunk again," she ejaculated and began to chide him sharply. Then without a moment's hesitation, he drew his gun, fired and killed her. He was arrested, charged with homicide and held for trial in the city prison. There he developed tuberculosis and that resulted in his transfer to the prison ward of a municipal hospital. 

Over and over in a mournful and disconsolate tone of voice, he could be heard asking the question, "Why did I pull that gun?" Gospel messengers pled with him, to call upon the Son of God who said, "Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out" (John 6:37). They assured him that Jesus was able and willing to save, but he spurned them and the offer of full and free salvation through the atoning Blood of Jesus Christ. He was never brought before an earthly judge because he died before the prosecuting attorney was ready to present his case for trial before a jury. He was summoned to appear before the court from which there is no appeal. His final words before he departed this world were the frequently muttered question, "Why-did-I-pull-that-gun?"—The late Ernest A. Eggers, in Gospel Herald. 


Repentance

If there is no repentance, there can be no pardon. Some years ago a murderer was sentenced to death in the United States. The murderer's brother, to whom the State was deeply indebted for former services, besought the governor of the State for his brother's pardon. The pardon was granted, and the man visited his brother with the pardon in his pocket. "What would you do," he said to him, "if you received a pardon?" "The first thing I would do," he answered, is to track down the judge who sentenced me, and murder him; and the next thing I would do is to track down the chief witness, and murder him." The brother rose, and left the prison with the pardon in his pocket.—The Dawn. 



Real Repentance

Perhaps the quaintest letter in the whole White House collection is one which came from a child, addressed to President Cleveland, written in September, 1895. This is what it says: "To His Majesty President Cleveland. Dear President: I am in a dreadful state of mind, and I thought I would write and tell you all. About two years ago—as near as I can remember, it is two years —I used two postage stamps that had been used before on letters; perhaps more than two stamps, but I can only remember of doing it twice. I did not realize what I had done until lately. My mind is constantly turned on that subject, and I think of it night and day. Now, dear President, will you please forgive me, and I will promise you I will never do it again. Enclosed find cost of three stamps, and please forgive me, for I was then but thirteen years old, for I am heartily sorry for what I have done. From one of your subjects."—The King's Business.


In the early years of the twentieth century, in the town of Wishaw, Lanarkshire, Scotland, on a Saturday night, a faithful preacher of the Gospel might be heard preaching `repentance toward God and faith toward our Lord Jesus Christ', and repeating again and again the warning, `Turn or burn! Turn or burn!'

(Prov. 9. 4; Acts 2. 38; 20. 21; 1 Thess. 1. 9)



Nay, but much rather let me late returning,
Bruised of my brethren, wounded from within, 
Stoop with sad countenance and blushes burning,
Bitter with weariness and sick with sin.

Straight to Thy presence get me and reveal it,
Nothing ashamed of tears upon Thy feet; 
Show the sore wound and beg Thy hand to heal it;
Pour Thee the bitter, pray Thee for the sweet. 

(Luke 7. 37-48; 1 John 1. 9)



Repentance is a hearty sorrow for our past misdeeds, and a sincere resolution and an endeavor to the utmost of our power, to conform all our actions to the law of God. It does not consist in one single act of sorrow, but in doing works meet for repentance; in a sincere obedience to the law of Christ for the remainder of our lives.—John Locke


It is said there was but one gate in ancient Troy by which men might enter or leave the city. So there is but one way to escape for us now, through the door which Jesus opens for us. "Behold," He says, "I set before you an open door." That door is repentance, and Christ has opened it by the shedding of His Blood on the Cross.—Selected 
Repetition Sermon Illustrations

The little girl had been naughty in school. By way of punishment, she was directed by the teacher to remain in her seat after the session until she had written an original composition containing not less than fifty words. In a surprisingly short space of time, she offered the following, and was duly excused:

"I lost my kitty, and I went out and called, Come, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty."

Report Card Sermon Illustrations

Father, looking over his son's report card: "One thing in your favor—with these grades, you couldn't possibly be cheating."



A year ago, a girl brought home a second-grade report card bearing this comment from her teacher: "It is a real pleasure to have your daughter in my class because she adds so much zest to it." 

This year's card also has a comment—but from a different teacher with a different outlook. It says: "Your daughter talks too much."—Laugh Book 



The current system of school grading is designed not to discourage any parent or student. Even though Junior may be dumber than an ox, the idea is to hold out some encouragement. The ultimate in strained encouragement came when one teacher added this note to what was otherwise a very poor report: "He contributes nicely to the group singing by helping listening."—Toastmaster 



Hygiene Teacher: "Do you think paper can be used efficiently to keep people warm?" 

Joe: "I should say so! The last report card I took home kept the family hot for a week." 



A teenager with his own car said to his girl friend, "My Dad wants me to have all the things he didn't get when he was my age—and that includes a straight 'A' report card."



Bob: 'What grade did you get on your final exam?" 

Bill: "I believe that grades should be kept a secret; they are personal and should not be revealed under any circumstances." 

Bob: "Too bad! I failed, too." 



Mother: "John, sit down and tell me what your grades are." 
John: "I can't sit down. I just told pop what they are."—Bonnie Frazier 



Junior: "Dad, why did you sign my report card with an X instead of your name?" 

Dad: "I didn't want your teacher to think that anyone with your marks has parents who can read and write." 



Pa: "Tommy, I am not at all pleased with the report your teacher sent me about your conduct in school." 

Tommy: "I knew you wouldn't be, and I told her so. But she went right on and made it out that way—just like a woman!" 



Mother: "Johnny, this isn't a very good report card. Are you trying?" 

Johnny: "Yes, my teacher said I am the most trying boy in the class."—The Lookout 


The father was reading the school report which had just been handed to him by his hopeful son. His brow was wrathful as he read: English, poor; history, weak; mathematics, fair; and he gave a glance of disgust at the quaking lad. "Well, Dad," said the son, "it is not as good as it might be, but have you seen that?" And he pointed to the next line, which read: "Health, excellent." 

Reproach Sermon Illustrations

If on my face, for thy dear name,
Shame and reproach may be, 
I'll hail reproach, and welcome shame,
For thou'lt remember me.—Selected
Republican Party Sermon Illustrations

The morning after a banquet, during the Democratic convention in Baltimore, a prominent Republican thus greeted an equally well-known Democrat:

"I understand there were some Republicans at the banquet last night."

"Oh, yes," said the Democrat genially, "one waited on me."

Reputation Sermon Illustrations

Popularity is when people like you; and reputation is when they ought to, but really can't.—Frank Richardson.
Research Sermon Illustrations

Dr. Albert von Szent-Gyoryl, 1937 Nobel prize winner in medicine and physiology, once gave this perceptive description: "Research is to see what everybody else has seen, and to think what nobody else has thought."—Wheeler McMillen, Chemurgic Digest 
Resemblances Sermon Illustrations

Senator Blackburn is a thorough Kentuckian, and has all the local pride of one born in the blue-grass section of his State. He also has the prejudice against being taken for an Indianian which seems inherent in all native-born Kentuckians. While coming to Congress, several sessions ago, he was approached in the Pullman coach by a New Yorker, who, after bowing politely to him, said:

"Is not this Senator Blackburn of Indiana?"

The Kentuckian sprang from his seat, and glaring at his interlocutor exclaimed angrily:

"No, sir, by ——. The reason I look so bad is I have been sick!"



"Every time the baby looks into my face he smiles," said Mr. Meekins.

"Well," answered his wife, "it may not be exactly polite, but it shows he has a sense of humor."



Mark Twain constantly received letters and photographs from men who had been told that they looked like him. One was from Florida, and the likeness, as shown by the man's picture, was really remarkable so remarkable, indeed, that Mr. Clemens sent the following acknowledgment:

"My Dear Sir: I thank you very much for your letter and the photograph. In my opinion you are certainly more like me than any other of my doubles. In fact, I am sure that if you stood before me in a mirrorless frame I could shave by you."



NEIGHBOR: "Johnny, I think in looks you favor your mother a great deal."
JOHNNY: "Well. I may look like her, but do you tink dat's a favor?"

Reserves of God Sermon Illustrations

"Hast thou entered into the treasures of the snow? or hast thou seen the treasures of the hail, which I have reserved against the time of trouble, against the day of battle and war?" (Job 38:22-23). It is as if God had said, "Hail is one of my reserve battalions." 

At the time of the French invasion of Russia, the Russians had a saying that winter was their chief general. There is one historic instance in the history of Israel when God called upon the reserves of the hail. It was during the war of the conquest of Canaan, when Joshua and his army fought against the five kings of Canaan and won the victory which determined the destiny of Palestine. In that decisive battle a storm of hail fought on the side of Joshua. "The Lord cast down great stones from heaven upon them . . . and they died: they were more which died with hailstones than they whom the children of Israel slew with the sword." (Josh. 10:11.)

This allusion in the book of Job to the reserves of God opens up grand forest avenues of thought. In every time of trouble it is good to remember that God has reserves upon which he has not yet called.

Resignation Sermon Illustrations

He placed me in a little cage
Away from gardens fair; 
But I must sing the sweetest song
Because He placed me there. 
Not beat my wings against the gate,
If it's my Maker's will, 
But raise my voice to Heaven's gate
And sing the louder still.—Selected


A woman when she was ill, being asked whether she wished to live or die, replied, "Which God pleaseth." "But," said someone standing by, "if God were to refer it to you, which would you choose?" "Truly,' said she, "if God were to refer it to me, I would even refer it to him again."—Selected


"Then you don't think I practice what I preach, eh?" queried the minister in talking with one of the deacons at a meeting.

"No, sir, I don't," replied the deacon "You've been preachin' on the subject of resignation for two years an' ye haven't resigned yet."



The physician, afer an examination, addressed the wife of the sick man in a tone of grave finality:

"I am afraid your husband is beyond help. I can hold out no hope of his recovery."

This candor was offensive to the patient, who protested with what violence was permitted by a very scanty breath: "Here, hold on! What are you gittin' at? I ain't a-goin' to snuff out!"

The wife interposed in a soothing voice: "You leave it to the doctor, dearie—he knows best."

Resourcefulness Sermon Illustrations

Early in the eighteenth century, Leningrad was laid out. A number of large rocks, brought by a glacier from Finland, had to be removed. A particularly large piece of granite was lying in the way of the principal avenue, and bids were advertised for its removal. All of the proposals submitted by contractors were exorbitantly high because there were no mechanical means for removal, no hard steel for drilling or cracking the stone, and no explosives except inferior black powder. 

Before the contract was awarded to the lowest bidder, an insignificant-looking peasant appeared and offered to remove the boulder for a small fraction of the sum quoted by the other bidders. Since the government ran no risks, the moujik was authorized to try his luck. 

He got together a lot of other peasants with spades and timbers, and they began digging a deep hole next to the rock. The rock was propped up to prevent its rolling into the hole When the hole was deep enough, the props were knocked out and the boulder peacefully dropped into its grave, where it rests to this day, below the street level. The rock was covered with dirt, and the rest of the earth was carted away. 

Moral to the story: The contractors thought in two dimensions, planning to remove the rock to some other place on the surface of the earth. The peasant thought of the third dimension as well, namely, up and down. Since he could not remove the rock upward, he put it underground.—Adapted from Vladimir Karapetoff in The Clarkson Letter, Sunshine Magazine 


According to one story Chinese ingenuity makes up for any lack of technical know-how. One oriental engineer described the building of a tunnel this way: Put 10,000 Chinese on one side of a mountain and 10,000 on the other. Then start digging—if they meet, there is a tunnel—if they don't meet, there are two tunnels. 



Little Mary insisted that she be allowed to serve the tea when her mother was entertaining one afternoon. Mother, with crossed fingers, consented. However, she became annoyed by the long day and asked, "Why did you take so long, child?"

"I couldn't find the tea strainer," answered Mary.
"Then, how did you strain it so well?" 
"I used the fly-swatter."—Iowa State Green Gander 


Damon Runyon used to tell this story of how he got his first newspaper job. It happened in Denver. He sat in the outer office patiently waiting while an office boy carried in his request to be seen to the busy editor.

In about ten minutes the boy came back and said, "He wants you to send in a card." Runyon had no card, but being resourceful, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a deck of cards. From the deck he carefully extracted an ace and said, "Give him this." 

He got in and he got the job.—Journal of the American Medical Association 


My grandmother used to remark about one of her sons: "I kind of admire Wayne. He's hard to squelch—just like a gopher. If you stop his usual exits, he digs another tunnel and goes out of another hole."—Maureen Applegate, Childhood Education 

Respectability Sermon Illustrations

"Is he respectable?"'

"Eminently so. He's never been indicted for anything less than stealing a railroad."—Wasp.
Responsibility Sermon Illustrations

In an airship the authority is somewhat divided between the captain, the first officer, and the flight dispatcher at the landing field. And the second officer can relieve and take the place of the first officer when he so desires. But in the flight of the soul through time there is only one person in authority—and that is thyself.

One sign which a traveler can read frequently on a cross-country automobile trip was this— "Travel at your own risk." Sometimes it was introduced by another statement—"Road under construction," or "Bridge condemned." By posting these signs the commissioners not only warned the traveler to be cautious and careful but also absolved the county or state of responsibility in case of accident on that part of the road so designated. If the traveler came to harm on the road, he could bring no suit for damages. He was traveling at his own risk.

"Travel at your own risk." In the long journey of life which we are all taking, every man travels at his own risk. You
are the responsible party. Your friends, your neighbor, your parents, the community in which you live, your schools, your teachers, your relatives are not the responsible ones, but you yourself. You do the traveling, and you incur the risks, whatever they are. A proverb expresses this truth in familiar language: "Every man has his own life to live."



Daniel Webster, asked what was the greatest thought that had passed through that wonderful brain, answered "My accountability to God." Life is a great journey, with wonderful goals which flash through cloud and fog and mist their glorious invitations. But we must travel carefully and live as accountable to God. Not in the sense in which William Henley meant his well-known lines from "Invictus," but in the high and solemn and scriptural sense,

I am the master of my fate: 
I am the captain of my soul.


Burdened for Lost

A consecrated Sunday school teacher came to her pastor. She taught a class of young college boys. Twenty-four of them were unsaved. She sat speechless and sobbing before the pastor. "What is the matter?" asked the pastor. She exclaimed, "My boys, twenty-four of them, are standing on my heart like the weight of a lost world. I did not sleep any last night. I cannot eat. I must have them or I cannot live!" Prayer followed, prayer immersed in tears. In less than two weeks, every one of those twenty-four boys gave glowing, personal testimonies about the saving power of the Lord Jesus!—L. R. Scarborough. 



Personal Accountability

Daniel Webster, the great statesman of other years, was once asked, "Mr. Webster, what is the most sobering, searching thought that ever entered your mind?" Without hesitancy, the staunch statesman replied, "My personal accountability to God!"—Selected. 


Personal Responsibility

A temptation against which every Christian who occupies a place of trust should be on his guard is the temptation to minimize his individual responsibility—to lose himself in numbers. It is this attitude that is responsible for much of the disappointment in the church. An Arab sheik once gave a banquet for his son, and invited his friends to share his hospitality. His one request was that each guest bring a small skin of wine as his contribution to the feast. On the appointed day when the skins were emptied, it was found, to the mortification of host and guest alike, that all contained water. Each guest had reasoned that, since everyone else would bring wine, he might be able to make a substitution and not be detected.—Selected.


Responsibility

"Yours must be a very responsible position," said a traveler to a switchman who had charge of the switches where five lines converge. "Yes," was the reply, "but it is as nothing compared to yours as a Christian."—Christian Herald. 



Response-ability 
Dr. W. H. Griffith Thomas once interpreted responsibility to some friends as made up of two words, "response," "ability." "Man's response and God's ability." Charles H. Spurgeon once remarked to a young minister who complained of the smallness of his congregations, "They are as large perhaps as you will want to give an account for in the day of judgment."—Selected. 


What is our attitude toward our responsibilities? Responsibility for the Christian has been defined as 'our response to God's ability'. There are five possible attitudes:

1. We may shirk our responsibilities: 
2. we may shelve them, hoping that some time or other we shall be able to fulfill them: 
3. we may shoulder them, and wear ourselves out bearing their full weight: 
4. we may shed them after having made an attempt to fulfill them: or 
5. we may share them. It is in following the fifth course that we shall best be able to fulfill the law of Christ and bring glory to God.

(Gal. 6. 2-6)



Daniel Webster was once asked, "What is the most important thought you ever entertained?" He replied, after a moment's reflection, "The most important thought I ever had was my individual responsibility to God."—Selected
Rest Sermon Illustrations

Just let me rest in Thee, O Lord,
Nor strive, nor fret, nor strain
Against the burden of the days
That bring me tears and pain.

Let me remember that Thy Hand
Can lighten every load.
And in Thy presence, I shall be 
Safe on life's darkest road. 

For Thou hast said that Thou art near
To all who need Thine aid.
Then, foolish mortal that I am,
Why should I be afraid?—Selected.


Why They Waited

A story is told of an exploring party in Africa which had employed a group of native carriers to go with them into the interior. Being in a hurry to reach their objective, the party was pushed relentlessly for several days. Finally the natives just sat down and would go no farther. Asked what was the matter, the superstitious natives replied, "We are waiting for our souls to catch up with our bodies." A lot of Christians who have run away from God in their hurry and rush for worldly things need to stop and catch up on spiritual things.—From a radio message by Dr. F. William May, Salina, Kans. 


A Perfect Resting Place

Now, published by R. G. LeTourneau, Inc., tells of a woman in Cedar Rapids, Iowa, who was injured. Some $20,321 was found about the mattress of her bed. When told about the amount, the woman, who died later, said: "Is that all? I thought there would be $25,000." Now, in commenting, says: "Does not this incident reveal the fact that even if one were wealthy enough to lie on a money-stuffed mattress, it would be an unsatisfactory resting place? The only perfect place of rest is on the finished work of Christ."—Watchman-Examiner.


Not Breaking

In a Sunday night service at the Mar​ble Collegiate Church, New York City, Bishop Leonard concluded with this moving appeal. He said that during the recent floods at Johnstown, Pa., a rumor had gone forth that the great dam was giving way again. Quickly, the valley was filled with excitement and fear. Swiftly, too, the report came to the ears of the architect who had built the work. He exclaimed: "It is untrue. The dam is not giving way. I built it and know every bit of material and workmanship put into its construction. It will bear any pressure of water that can be put upon it." Leaping into his car he drove up the valley from which others were fleeing. He parked his car at the very base of the dam, and, standing on the running board, he cried: "The dam will hold. It is not breaking." Said the Bishop: "This bewildered age needs men and women with just such faith in Jesus Christ. He will never fail. He is sufficient for all time and for eternity."—New York Christian Advocate. 



Better Than Rest-Stones

India has many boy merchants, and for their use, as they journey, the charitable have placed rest-stones along the roads. A woman missionary once passed a weary little fellow as he reclined against one of these stones, and quoted Matthew 11:28 to him: "Come unto me. all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." The lad was invited to the mission school, and there he learned to love Jesus. His face lighted up as he heard the verse beginning, "The Lord is my rock." "That is better than any resting-stone," he said. "It keeps one rested all the time." 



Healed of the Fever

A woman awoke one morning and viewed the day's work ahead—meals, children to get ready for school, a dainty luncheon to prepare for a group of women who were coming—and she became anxious. Her husband in departing, said, "Hadn't you better take a rest, dear? You are feverish." When all were gone she took her Bible, and read, "He touched her hand, and the fever left her." She saw that was just what she needed, so she knelt and asked him for it. She arose, went about her work quietly, prepared a simple luncheon instead of the elaborate one. At the close of the meeting, she told the women of her experience, thus giving a testimony for the Master. When her husband returned, he said: "I see you took my advice, and took a rest; the fever is gone."—Selected. 



God's Rest
(Matthew 11:28, 29; I Peter 5:7)

I heard the voice of Jesus say,
"Come unto Me and rest:
Oh, weary one, bowed down with care,
Come, lean upon My breast. 
There is no load I cannot bear; 
Nor burden that I will not share, 
So cast on Me thine every care; 
Come unto Me and rest.

"All ye that labor come to Me
And I will give you rest. 
Though heavy laden you may be, 
Come, lean upon My breast." 
He spoke to me so tenderly, 
"Come, take My yoke and learn of Me: 
My burden shall rest light on thee 
And I will give you rest."

Heavy laden, tired with care,
I came to Him for rest:
There I laid my burden down
And leaned upon His breast.
He gave me strength from day to day; 
He guided me along life's way, 
And now my soul must ever say,
"Praise God! He gave me rest!"—Sylvia Ratcliffe Lockwood, in Gospel Herald.


A Little Child's Understanding

Matthew 11:28 was the text of the preacher one night. He was a true and warmhearted man, and as he drew near the close of his address, his heart was so full of Christ that his lips could not express what he felt, and wanted to say. All he could say was, "'Come unto Me'—what does it mean? 'Come unto Me'—what does it mean?" Again and again he repeated, "What does it mean? What does it mean?" All at once, a little girl, sitting on a front seat, timidly rose and, childlike, held out her hand. "Well," said the kindly preacher, "what does it mean, dear child?" "Please, sir, it means that He wants me," was the touching reply. The preacher sat down. Both he and the people felt no more need be said. Hearts became tender, eyes became wet with tears, and afterwards one and an​other said, "The wisest and most able among us could not have given a truer and sweeter exposition of the text. "Come unto Me" means that "He wants me."—Christian Life Missionary.
Rest in Christ

Unregenerate men labor to find rest but miserably fail. Byron had a long search for it and said sadly in the end:

Count o'er the joys thine hours have seen, 
Count o'er the days from anguish free; 
And know, whatever thou hast been, 
'Twere something better not to be.

Augustine, on the other hand, by the grace of God and through faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, could write: 'Oh God! Thou hast made us for Thyself, and our souls are restless till they rest in Thee.'

(Matt. 11. 28, 29; Ps. 37. 7)



William Nicholson once wrote a letter to a friend of mine, and finished up with a characteristic phrase, `Yours restfully, Billy'. To more intimate friends he usually signed, 'Yours till hell freezes'—but this is the more effective, 'Yours restfully'. And that's what God means to you and me.

If you had been in Palestine when Christ was walking this earth, I am sure one of the first things that would have impressed you in His life would have been the restfulness. When He stood up and said to those gathered round Him, 'Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest,' they did not ask themselves, 'What on earth is He talking about?' They knew. They saw it in His life. It was one of the things that drew them round Him to listen to His words. The restfulness of that life which was far busier than any of ours. And His peace and His rest He comes to give to us.—L. F. E. Wilkinson 
(Ps. 37. 7; Heb. 4. 9-11)



The nearer the soul is to God, the less its restlessness; as the point nearest the center of a circle is subject to the least motion.—Anonymous 


Calm on the bosom of thy God, 
Fair spirit! rest thee now!—Mrs. Hemans
Rest Cure Sermon Illustrations

A weather-beaten damsel somewhat over six feet in height and with a pair of shoulders proportionately broad appeared at a back door in Wyoming and asked for light housework. She said that her name was Lizzie, and explained that she had been ill with typhoid and was convalescing.

"Where did you come from, Lizzie?" inquired the woman of the house. "Where have you been?"

"I've been workin' out on Howell's ranch," replied Lizzie, "diggin' post-holes while I was gittin' my strength back."

Restitution Sermon Illustrations

Two Infidel Neighbors 

Two infidel neighbors lived among the hills of New England. One of them heard the Gospel, was convicted of his sins and believed unto eternal life. Soon after he went to his infidel neighbor's home and said, "I have come to talk to you; I have been converted." 

"Yes," sneered the other, "I heard that you had been down to the meeting, and had gone forward for prayers. I was surprised, for I thought you were as sensible a man as any in town." 

"Well," said the first, "I have a duty to do to you. I haven't slept much for two nights for thinking of it. I have four sheep in my flock that belong to you. They came two years ago with your mark on them and I took them and marked them with my mark. You inquired around, but could not find them. They are in my field now, with their increase, and I want to settle with you if you are willing, or you can settle with me by the law if you will." 

The other infidel was amazed, and told his neighbor that he could keep the sheep only please go away. He trembled at the thought that something had got hold of his old friend which he did not understand. He repeated, "You may keep the sheep, if you will only go away." 

"No," said the Christian, "I must settle this matter up, and cannot rest until I do. You must tell me how much."

"Well," replied the other, "pay me the worth of the sheep when they went to you, and six percent interest, and please go away and let me alone." 

The Christian laid down the amount and then doubled it. He went his way, leaving his old friend's heart heavily loaded. The full result of that scene is only known to God. But today that other infidel is going to the house of God.—A. S. Burrows, in John Three Sixteen. 


Repentance and Restitution

A little boy had broken the glass of a street lamp and was greatly disturbed. "What shall I do?" he asked his father in trepidation. "Do?" cried his father, "tell the lamplighter about it, ask him what you must pay, then go and settle like a man." This very practical way of dealing with the matter was not what the boy was looking for, and he whimperingly replied, "I—I—thought that all I had to do was to ask God to forgive me." Be sure God will freely forgive us, when in obedience to His Word we turn our steps into the way of righteousness. —C. F. Goss. 


Repentance and Restitution

There is something more in this abandonment than the desertion of an old road. We cannot turn from that road as though nothing had been accomplished in it. A certain life has been lived and certain damage has been done. What about the damage? Colonel Robert G. Ingersoll, in a lecture that is now forgotten, put this challenge in an indictment of the Christian doctrine of forgiveness: "If I rob Mr. X and God for​gives me, how will that help Mr. X?" Yes, but God won't. No man can leave that road where ruin has been wrought and turn away as though nothing has been done. The abandoning of the old road must be accompanied by the rectifying of the old wrong. So far as restitution is possible, it is part of our forsaking the old life. Here, then, is where repentance begins.— J. H. Jowett. 


What God's Word Did

"Arriving at a house," writes one of the Bible Society's Italian colporteurs, as reported in The Life of Faith, "I knocked at the door. 'Aventi,' called a voice from within. I did so, and found myself in the presence of a woman who, dusting a chair, invited me to sit down. She seemed a little embarrassed, then turning suddenly, said, "What is the price of a New Testament?" "Two lira, Signora." She handed me the coin, and I was going to give her the book, when she refused it with a gesture. "We have one," she said; "my son stole it from you a few days ago, but the reading of it brought him to see his sin. So he told me about it and asked me to pay you and apologize."—Alliance Weekly. 



Let Scoffers Laugh This Off
There are some people who scoff at religion and get apparent pleasure out of the habit. They will never understand the following letter, received by the War Department from an unnamed man living in Colorado: 

"While in the service during 1918-20, I stole equipment and clothing to the amount (as near as I can tell) of about $50.00. 

"Since that time God has wonderfully saved me and I am going back over my tracks and make every wrong right that I possibly can. 

"Enclosed find check for same and by His grace I hope nothing of its kind will have to be repeated." 

Here is positive testimony of the force that comes into human lives when the individual accepts God and begins to serve Him. It will take more than the cynic's smile to convince most of us that the ex-soldier has been fooled by an old-time, worn-out myth. 

He has found something valuable in his life, worth more than money. Can many of the scoffing tribe truthfully say as much?—Middleburg Independent.
Restoration Sermon Illustrations

Canst Thou restore, O mighty God, 
The years so long gone by?
So devastated, desolate!—
In barren waste they lie.
I started out to serve Thee, Lord, 
When youth's responsive hour
Gave promise that the seed then sown 
Would burst forth into flower.

But oh! the barrenness of years. 
No effort of my own
Can reap a harvest from the fields 
The cankerworm hath mown.
The locust of my faithlessness 
Hath blasted and destroyed
The harvest that in course of years 
The Master had enjoyed.

Wilt Thou restore? Then, Lord, in faith 
Before Thy feet I bow,
Confess to Thee my shame and loss. 
Fulfill Thy promise now.
Thus cleansed and sanctified, made meet 
To do the humblest task;
To be well-pleasing in Thy sight,
My Lord, is all I ask.—Mrs. G. Henderson, India
(Joel 2. 25)



And when with grief you see your brother stray, 
Or in a night of error lose his way,
Direct his wandering and restore the day. 
To guide his steps afford your kindest aid, 
And gently pity whom you can't persuade; 
Leave to avenging heaven his stubborn will, 
For, O remember, he's your brother still.—Dean Swift
(Gen. 4. 9; Gal. 6. 1)

Results Sermon Illustrations

A preacher once approached C. H. Spurgeon and said: 'How do you account for the fact that though I preach the same gospel as you, I do not get anywhere near the same results?' Spurgeon replied: 'But you surely don't expect results every time you preach, do you?' `O no,' answered the man. Then Spurgeon exclaimed: 'Then that is one reason why you don't get any!' The farmer who sows his seed in the spring, does so with every expectation of reaping in the fall.—Alfred P. Gibbs
(1 Thess. 1. 5, 6)

Resurrection Sermon Illustrations

During the Revolutionary War a young officer in the British army, before embarking for this country with his regiment, became engaged to a young lady in England. In one of the battles of the Revolution the officer was badly wounded and lost a leg. He accordingly wrote to his affianced bride, telling her how he was disfigured and maimed, and so changed from what he had been when she had last seen him and they had plighted their troth that he felt it his duty to release her from all obligation to become his wife. The young lady wrote an answer not less noble than that which she had received from the young man. In this letter she disavowed all thought of refusing to carry out the engagement because of what had happened to her fiance in battle, and said that she was willing to marry him if there was enough of his body left to hold his soul!



James Russell Lowell once remarked that a fitting epitaph for him would be: "Here lies that part of James Russell Lowell which hindered him from doing well."

Sometimes the body is not only a handicap but also an enemy of the spirit, for "the flesh lusteth against the Spirit" (Gal. 5:17). A weak back, a dim eye, a poor voice, has often opposed and interfered with the expression of the spirit. But the image of the heavenly shall be an image emancipated from the bonds of the flesh. It shall be perfectly adapted to the spiritual life, just as the body in this life was perfectly suited to man's physical and intellectual life. That, I am sure, is what Paul meant when he said of the body at death, "It is sown in weakness; it is raised in power: it is sown a natural body; it is raised a spirtual body." (I Cor. 15:43-44.) Then a corruptible body shall have been turned into an incorruptible, a mortal body into an immortal one. Then no great act or labor or desire shall be unattempted or left unfinished for the lack of strength. Then no sickness shall waste our strength or lower the wing of our aspiration, and no cry of anguish and pain shall break the silence of the night or mar the beauty of the day; for there shall be no more pain.



In the old cemetery of Christ Church, at Fifth and Arch streets, Philadelphia, the passerby can see through the iron railing the grave of one of America's greatest men and one of the world's most versatile geniuses. If you have made a pilgrimage to that quiet acre of the dead, walled off from the city's roar and traffic as if to comment upon the vanity of it all, you will have observed that the flat stone over Franklin's grave bears no trace of the epitaph which he composed. It was as follows:

Like the cover of an old book,
Its contents torn out,
And stripped of its lettering and gilding,
Lies here food for worms;
But the work shall not be lost,
For it will (as he believes) appear once more
In a new and more elegant edition,
Revised and corrected by the Author.


No statement in the great and beautiful narrative of the Resurrection so brings out the majesty and the completeness of Christ's victory over death as that sentence from the Gospel of Matthew (28:2): "The angel of the Lord descended from heaven, and came and rolled back the stone from the door, and sat upon it." The angel rolled away the stone and sat upon it! Death was conquered! The grim and sinister powers of evil and darkness were routed by the powers of heaven.



Some years ago a popular English novelist wrote a book called When It Was Dark. The story centers about the efforts of a wealthy unbeliever to discredit Christianity. He endeavors to do this by attempting to discredit the Resurrection. In that respect his logic is sound, for if the Resurrection can be discredited Christianity is overthrown. This man hired venal archaeologists to fake a discovery of the body of Jesus in the neighborhood of Jerusalem. On the tomb was an inscription testifying that the owner of this sepulcher stole the body of Jesus and hid it there. The novel then goes on to describe the ultimate effect of such a discovery, if accepted as truth, upon the Christian world, upon the Christian Church, and upon civilization in general. In powerful passages he shows how, gradually, the Christian Church crumbles and collapses; how men and women go back to lust, cruelty, and animalism; and how the flame of hope dies out in every human heart.

Had the body of Christ ever been found, or a grave in which it could be proved that his body had been placed, other than that of Joseph of Arimathea, the Church would indeed disappear and the sun of human hope would set in the darkness of an ever-ending life. But thanks be to God, now is Christ risen from the dead! On that empty tomb is the epitaph written by the angels, the epitaph that ends all other epitaphs—"He is risen; he is not here: behold the place where they laid him!" (Luke 16:6).



The Light Left Behind

A small boy from a non-Christian home had been brought into the Sunday school. His mother was not only unsaved, but she had a morbid fear of death. After her little boy became interested in the Sunday school he begged her to come to church with him, but she persistently refused his entreaties because she was afraid that the preacher might say something about death or dying. On Easter Sunday the teacher noticed the lad's rapt attention while she told the beautiful story of the risen Christ. The child hastened home with a shining face, and exclaimed, "Oh, Mother, you needn't be afraid of dying any more, for Jesus went through the grave and left a light behind Him!" Gradually the fear in her heart melted under the influence of her son's words about "the light behind Him." Early one evening she had put him to bed and heard him pray as he did nightly that God would make her a Christian, "and do it right quick!" he added. Later that evening a neighbor persuaded the mother to go to church. The Heaven-sent message brought conviction, and that night her little boy's prayer was answered!—Sunday School Times. 



Christ, a Living Saviour 

A missionary in Turkey wished to teach to a group of people the truth of the resurrection of Christ. He said: "I am traveling, and have reached a place where the road branches off in two ways; I look for a guide, and find two men: one dead, and the other alive. Which of the two must I ask for direction, the dead or the living?" "Oh, the living," cried the people. "Then," said the missionary, "why send me to Mohammed, who is dead, instead of to Christ, who is alive!"—Christian Endeavor World. 



Not Afraid—Home Is Just Beyond

I read once of a little girl whose home was near a cemetery, and in order to go to the store, she had to follow a path that led through the cemetery. But this little girl never seemed to have any sense of fear, even when she returned through the cemetery at dusk. Someone said to her, "Aren't you afraid to go through the cemetery?" "Oh, no," she replied, "I'm not afraid, for my home is just beyond." 

Are you afraid of the cemetery?

Not if you are a Christian, and know that your Home is just beyond.—The Biblical Echo. 

The Note of Triumph

That useful and beloved Jewish-Christian, the Rev. Joseph S. Flacks, who passed to glory recently, mailed on the very day of his death the following post card message to friends:

TRIUMPHANT THROUGH GRACE

This is to announce: I moved out of the old mud house (II Cor. 5:1) ; arrived in Glory-land instantly, in charge of the angelic escort (Luke 16:22); absent from the body, at home with the Lord (II Cor. 5:6). 

I find, as foretold (Psa. 16:11), "in thy presence fullness of joy ... pleasures for evermore!" 

Will look for You on the way up at the redemption of the body (Rom. 8:23). Till then look up. 

J. S. FLACKS.—Sunday School Times. 



"You'll Get Me Back"
From the pen of a missionary writer comes this beautiful story. A faithful missionary in distant Korea sat by the bedside of his dying wife. For fifteen years they had toiled together in the Gospel of Jesus Christ. And now her summons had come. The heartbroken husband sat waiting for the end. She knew what the parting meant to him. She realized the keenness of his suffering. So, with her last thought an unselfish one for him, she left him this last message of eternal comfort, "Do not grieve for me, my dear. You'll get me back; you'll get me back." A month passed and the grief-stricken husband sat by the same bedside watching the spirit of their only child, a little four​year-old boy, take its flight to the same Lord to whom the darling mother had gone. Again the father's heart was crushed. Again he faced a parting which meant untold anguish to him. But the little fellow had the same message as his mother for the sorrowing father. "Don't cry, daddy," said he. "Don't cry. Daddy, I see a great, shining light. It's coming nearer, daddy, it's coming nearer. And daddy, it's mudder; it's mudder! And I want to go, I want to go. But don't cry, daddy, don't cry. You'll get me back; you'll get me back!" A few days later the stricken father was riding in the funeral train behind the body of his dead boy. From behind the curtains of the chair in which he was being borne by the natives he heard the voice of a woman weeping. Presently the voice of another Korean woman spoke up and said, "Why are you weeping?" The sorrowing woman answered, "I am weeping for the foreigner who has lost his little boy." "Don't weep for the foreigner; weep for yourself, woman," came the answer. "You have lost a little girl, and you will never get her back. I have lost a little boy, and I shall never get him back. But let me tell you something. These foreigners have a strange way of getting back their dead!" And then as the stricken father laid the white lily upon the coffin of his little one, he bowed his head before his Lord and gave himself anew to Him to preach to these heathen people that blessed Gospel of Jesus Christ which would give back their dead to all who believe in Him as Saviour and Lord of the glory that is one day to come with Him. For he knew that if death came he would go to them, but if resurrection first, they would come to him.—Gospel Herald. 



A Voice from the Other World

I knew a young man who was an infidel. He told me that he did not sympathize with my belief in God; he did not even believe in a future state. He said, "When I die I am going to dust, and that will be the end of me." He had a Christian mother, who had long prayed for him. One day he came home from his office about noon and said, "Mother, I feel fatigued; I think I will lie down till lunch is ready"; so he lay down and fell asleep. At one o'clock she spoke to him and said, "We are ready to sit down at the table." but she could not waken him. She shook him violently, but she could not rouse him. He was in a comatose state, and there was no perceptible pulse. He sank lower and lower until his breathing also was scarcely perceptible. They sent at once for a physician, who came in, examined his pulse, listened to his heart, made a thorough examination, but said, "I can do nothing for him; you will just be compelled to leave him as he is. He may come out of it, and he may not." He went away. About five o'clock in the afternoon, as they were sitting around him, simply watching the last rays of flickering life, he opened his eyes, looked around, saw his mother, and stretched out his hand to her. He said, "Mother, what you taught me is all true; there is a future life. I have been treading along the verge of another world, and been looking over into that other world. Mother, it is all true!" He shut his eyes and died. 

God allowed him to come back from the other world just long enough to assure that mother who had trained him in the true faith, that he saw at the last his error and abandoned his infidelity, and then he passed away.—Arthur T. Pierson. 



When Death Must Yield

A radio preacher, speaking recently of God's resurrection power, spoke this word of comfort: "You may be taken to the Potter's Field. But never fear; if you are a saint of God, the trumpet will locate you." And it will not be a long, difficult hunt for God, for "in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we (who are living when the Lord comes) shall be changed." Thank God for the locating trumpet! Better still, thank God for the Lord who seeks and saves that which is lost, even the dead bodies of those whose souls have been with Him.—Sunday School Times. 



An Easter Poem

Should saints fear death since Christ arose 
And took away its sting and woes,
And broke its sway and power? 
Can death bear off on pinioned wing, 
The spirit of the saints will sing? 
Or, can it knowledge take away, 
And leave them in oblivion's sway 
For e'en one passing hour? 
Nay, death can only hope the door
That points the way to Heaven's shore,
To glory and to power.

But, o'er our bodies which decay 
Does death hold unremittent sway 
Forever and forever? 
Nay, disembodied though we be, 
Our bodies shall from dust be free; 
The sun goes down to rise again,
The parched ground revives with rain, 
And shall we rise, no, never? 
Lo, Jesus rose, we too shall rise
And raptured mount the vaulted skies 
Where naught from him shall sever.—R. E. Neighbour, D.D. 


Better Than a Dead Bone

When in South Africa I heard a colored Christian give an address. This is an illustration he used: "When a heathen is dying, the witch doctors put in his hand a dead bone as a passport into the world beyond. But we do not grasp a dead bone as we pass through the veil. We grasp the hand of the living Lord."—Rev. H. Lees.
They Were Never There

When Fricourt on the Somme was taken by the Allies in July, 1916, the village cemetery was found to have been heaved and shattered to bits as by an earthquake. Afterwards, when the Germans went right back to the "Hindenburg line," the peasants came trickling up to their village and sought out the cemetery; but the cemetery was no longer there. They lamented and said, "Where are our dead?" A priest of theirs was standing by, and he said to them, "Children, our departed were never there!" Then they wept afresh, but now with joy as of a new discovery, and they were much comforted. It took the thundering earthquake wrought by monstrous shells to open their minds to this shining Christian truth. And yet this revealing earthquake had taken place 1,900 years ago for all to know and see.—Dr. A. Boyd Scott, in the British Weekly. 


The Master's Touch 

The famous clock in Strasburg Cathedral had a mechanism so complicated that it seemed to the ignorant and superstitious almost a work of superhuman skill. The abused and offended maker, while as yet unpaid for his work, came cne day and touched its secret springs, and it stopped. All the patience and ingenuity of a nation's mechanics and artisans failed to restore its disordered mechanism and set it in motion. Afterward, when his grievances were redressed, that maker came again, touched the inner springs, and set it again in motion, and all its multiplied parts revolved again obedient to his will. When thus by a touch, he suspended and restored those marvelous movements, he gave to any doubting mind proof that he was the maker, and certainly the master, of that clock. And when Jesus of Nazareth brings to a stop the mechanism of nature, makes its mighty wheels turn back, or in any way arrests its grand movement—more than all, when He cannot only stop, but start again, the mysterious clock of human life—He gives to an honest mind overwhelming proof that He is God. For a malignant power might arrest or destroy, but only God could reconstruct and restore.—A. T. Pierson.


Christ Has Risen!

Tomb, thou shalt hold Him no longer; 
Death is strong, but life is stronger;
Stronger than the dark, the light; 
Stronger than the wrong, the right; 
Faith and hope triumphant say, 
Christ will rise on Easter Day.

While the patient earth lies waking, 
Till the morning shall be breaking, 
Shivering 'neath the burden dread 
Of her Master cold and dead, 
Hark! she hears the angels say, 
Christ will rise on Easter Day. 

And when sunrise smites the mountains, 
Pouring light from heavenly fountains, 
Then the earth blooms out to greet 
Once again the blessed feet;
And the countless voices say,
Christ has risen on Easter Day.—Phillips Brooks, reprinted from Moody Monthly.


The Watchword—Lutanda

Dan Crawford used to tell how, when his Africans were on the march and night was coming on, they would lie down to sleep. But before dropping off to sleep there would pass from group to group about the fires the watchword Lutanda ("Morning Star") . It was a laconic agreement to be up and ready to move when the morning star appeared. To Mr. Crawford it was ever a parable for those who lay down in their last sleep with heart and mind fixed on Him who is the Bright and Morning Star, and who will awaken the sleeping to res​urrection life and glory.—The King's Business. 


Her Easter Picture
In an art school a prize was offered to the one who should draw the most beautiful Easter card. Every girl's heart and brain was busy, except one, and she never again would be well and strong. All day she must sit and press her patient face against the one bright window and watch her classmates go to and from school. At her side was a rose bush that had blossomed many times but now its branches were slowly withering. On the other side was a lily just showing a pure white bud. Easter was drawing near and all the other girls had finished their drawings but she could think of nothing but her sufferings. 

One day she saw an ugly caterpillar crawling on the withered rose bush and said to her nurse, "I am just like that poor, tired caterpillar that can only crawl around and lie in the sun." The nurse tried to comfort her by telling how the ugly worm made a gorgeous butterfly. Not long after, one bright sunny morning the sick girl cried out in great delight: "Look at that beautiful creature on my lily. Where did it come from? Someone must have opened the window!" There on the open lily rested an exquisite butterfly. On the dry sand of the rose pot lay only a little hairy skeleton. The caterpillar had left his old shell at last and risen into the new life and glory of a butterfly. Suddenly the sick girl exclaimed, "I've got my Easter picture!" Pencils and colors were quickly brought and her eager fingers painted in one corner of a card, the rose bush and ugly caterpillar; in the other a pure white lily and the beautiful butterfly. Her picture was sent in with the others. When Easter morning dawned, the teacher held a beautiful card before the class and told them the prize had been given to the little sufferer whose patient face had so often looked out on them from between the lily and the rose. As her name was read, every scholar clapped their hands in wonder and joy.—Gospel Herald.


The Declining Years

When Dr. Rees preached last in North Wales, a friend said to him, "You are whitening fast, Dr. Rees." The old gentleman did not say anything then, but when he got into the pulpit, he said, "There is a wee white flower that comes at this season of the year. Sometimes it comes up through the snow and frost, but we are all glad to see the snowdrop, because it proclaims that winter is over and the summer is at hand. A friend has reminded me that I am whitening fast. But heed not that, brother; it is to me a proof that my winter will soon be over; that I shall have done presently with the cold east winds and the frosts of earth, and that my summer, my eternal summer is at hand."—United Methodist.


The headstone over a little mound in a cemetery bears just these words: "Freddy!" as if someone called, and underneath, "Yes, Father!" as if someone answered.—Sunday at Home.
"Jesus Defeated Death"
An aged verger of Winchester Cathedral never tired of standing on the Cathedral roof and relating the story of how the news of Wellington's victory over Napoleon reached England. News of the history-making battle came by a sailing vessel to the south coast, and by semaphore was wig-wagged overland toward London. Atop Winchester Cathedral the semaphore began to spell out the eagerly awaited message: "W-e-l-l-i-n-g​t-o-n—D-e-f-e-a-t-e-d—," and then a dense fog settled oppressively over the land! The semaphore could no longer be seen, and thus the sad, heartbreaking news of the incomplete message went on to London, whelming the country in gloom and despair: "Wellington Defeated!"

But, ere long, the fog lifted, and again the signaling semaphore atop the Cathedral became visible, spelling out the complete message of the battle. "W-e-l​l-i-n-g-t-o-n —D-e-f-e-a-t-e-d—t-h-e—E-n-e-m-y!" Now the message was all the more glorious because of the preceding gloom. Like the spread of a prairie fire, the joyful news spread across the land, and lifted the spirits of the people onto a plane of gratitude and jubilant praise: "Wellington Defeated the Enemy!" 

In the long years ago, on a hill lone and gray, situated without the city's gate, the sinless Son of God gave Himself willingly in a vicarious death upon His cruel cross for the sin of the world. The prophet Amos had predicted an interesting thing about the awesome scene in these words: "And it shall come to pass in that day, saith the Lord God, that I will cause the sun to go down at noon, and I will darken the earth in the 

clear day" (Amos 8:9). His prophecy was literally fulfilled, for Luke tells us: "And it was about the sixth hour (noon), and there was a darkness over all the earth until the ninth hour. And the sun was darkened and the veil of the temple was rent in the midst" (Luke 23:44, 45). As that dense darkness enshrouded the land, obscuring from the gaze of man the open shame to which the Sufferer on the central cross was being submitted, "Jesus cried with a loud voice," and then He said, "Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit" (Luke 23:46). As He thus died, the darkness deepened for His fearful followers. To them Calvary meant but one thing: "J-E-S-U-S—D-E-F-E-A-T​E-D." Placing His limp, lifeless body in the borrowed tomb of Joseph of Arimatheea, the persistent thought of their troubled hearts reiterated its hopeless message: "Jesus Defeated!"

During the three days of His entombment, all hell was vibrant with ghoulish glee, for the prince of darkness, Satan, had apparently triumphed over the Sun of righteousness. Did ever a darkness so deep envelop the hearts of God's children as the darkness which whelmed the souls of Jesus' disciples while His body lay in the tomb? We think not! Listen to their dismal dirge: "We trusted that it had been he which should have redeemed Israel: and beside all this, today is the third day since these things were done" (Luke 24:21). How unbelieving and undiscerning were His followers: "For as yet they knew not the scripture, that he must rise again from the dead" (John 20:9) ! Betimes, the Saviour had foretold His death and resurrection: "After three days I will rise again" (Matt. 27:63); but they either misunderstood or disbelieved what He said. 

The three dreary days dragged to their close, then suddenly the darkness lifted. The white radiance of a Lord's day morning flooded an Eastern garden, as the gladsome, gloom-dispelling news spread: "J-E-S-U-S—D-E-F-E-A-T​E-D—D-E-A-T-H!"—In, "Because He Lives," by Walter Brown Knight.


Do You Really Know It?
Reichel was conducting the final rehearsal of his great choir for the production of the "Messiah." The chorus had sung through to the point where the soprano solo takes up the refrain, "I know that my Redeemer liveth." The soloist's technique was perfect—she had faultless breathing, accurate note placing, flawless enunciation. After the final note all eyes were fixed on Reichel to catch his look of approval. Instead he silenced the orchestra, walked up to the singer with sorrowful eyes, and said, "My daughter, do you really know that your Redeemer liveth? Do you?" "Why, yes," she answered, flushing, "I think I do." "Then sing it!" cried Reichel. "Tell it to me so that I will know, and all who hear you will know that you know the joy and power of it." Then he motioned the orchestra to play again. This time she sang the truth as she knew it and had experienced it in her own soul, and all who heard wept under the spell of it. The old master approached her with tear-dimmed eyes, and said, "You do know, for you have told me."—The Presbyterian of the South. 



Items a Skeptic Could Not Skip

One of the many interesting incidents that come out of the annals of old England is that of the conversion of two great men who were skeptics. 

One was the eminent Gilbert West. The other was Lord Littleton, famous English jurist and a light in the literary world. 

They were agreed that Christianity should be destroyed, but they further agreed that in order to destroy it two things were necessary. 

They must disprove the resurrection of Jesus and explain the conversion of Saul in a way that met the demands of skepticism. There was a task for each of these master minds, and each accepted his task. 

West assumed the task of getting rid of the resurrection and Littleton would dispose of the Scripture that had its setting on the Damascus road. They took ample time, a year or more, and then came together to compare notes. 

When they met both were Christians, each confessing to his conversion as a result of his own research. The resurrection fact withstood the test of unfriendly, but honest investigation, as did also that of Saul's conversion. Both facts still stand. 
There are so many things—tremendous realities—that cannot be explained without them.—Religious Telescope.


We'll Meet Again

Easter not only proclaims victory over death, it also predicts union after death. Which of these transports is the greater I dare not say; but they need not be discriminated between for they both belong to the Christian. We shall awake on the resurrection morning, not isolated, but in the company of our dear ones; not like one flower blooming in a lonely Spring, but a myriad of flowers bursting into each other's sight upon a bank together. Dr. J. R. Miller relates this incident. A father and son had been ship​wrecked. Together they clung to the rigging until the son was washed off. The father was rescued in the morning in .an unconscious state. Several hours later he awoke in a fisherman's hut, where he was lying in a soft, warm bed. In an agony he remembered his boy. But as he turned his head he saw his son lying beside him. 

One by one we are being swept away with the billows of time. Some storm will carry the last and stoutest heart of us away. But when we awake beyond the raging of the sea we shall be together again. When our eyes open in the Heavenly morning, nearby us, in the bowers of Paradise, we shall see those "whom we have loved long since, and lost awhile."—The Evangelical Christian.
Believe His Word

Mary wept because the Lord was no longer in the tomb. Ah, she should have wept if He had been there. Had He remained in the grave, we would have been without a Saviour. Does it not show that we often weep senselessly? Jacob said, "All these things are against me," when in reality they were working together for the most wonderful blessing. Mary's unbelief was responsible for her tears. Had not the Lord told her and the others repeatedly, that He was to rise from the dead the third day? Oh, how much sorrow we bring upon ourselves because we do not believe His word.—A. V. R.


Saying and Doing 

A man was one conversing with a Brahmin priest, and he asked: 

"Could you say, `I am the resurrection and the life?"' 

"Yes," replied the priest, "I could say that." 

"But could you make anyone believe it?"

Christ proved His superiority right there. His character and His actions were back of His words. He exhibited His divine power to silence His enemies.—D. L. Moody. 


After the battle of Inkerman, in the Crimean War, some soldiers, gathering up the dead for burial and the wounded for the hospital, came upon the body of a young man, who had drawn himself, being fatally wounded, to the shade of a tree, and was lying with his head upon his arm as if asleep. As they picked him up they heard something tear, and looking more closely they saw an open Bible upon which he had placed his bloody fingers, and the congealed blood had carried with the finger a portion of the leaf. Scanning the leaf closely, one of them read aloud the words: "I am the Resurrection, and the Life," and with that text upon the finger of the dead Christian, they buried him. Dying, he was really beginning to live. With his finger upon the promise that Christ was the Life, he passed from the land of the dying, to the land of the living, from struggle to conquest, from darkness into light, from pain to peace.—Gospel Herald. 



The Blessing of His Absence 

Oh, the anguish of Mary, the depth of despair, 
When she came to the tomb and the Lord was not there!
As she desolate stood with her balm and her myrrh, 
And His winding sheet only was waiting for her! 

Oh, the blackness of death, oh, life's utter despair, 
Had she come to the tomb and the Lord had been there, 
Lying wrapped in the sheet with the balm and the myrrh, 
And no risen Redeemer had waited for her!—From The Evangelical, by Marion Douglas. 


Ingersoll Nonplused 

It is said that the late Robert G. Ingersoll, well known infidel, used to tell this story: "I was never nonplused but once. I was lecturing one night and took occasion to show that the resurrection of Lazarus was probably a planned affair to bolster the waning fortunes of Jesus. Lazarus was to take sick and die. The girls were to bury him and send for Jesus. Lazarus was to feign death till Jesus should come and say, `Lazarus, come forth.' To emphasize the situation I said, `Can anyone here tell me why Jesus said, "Lazarus, come forth"?' 

Down by the door a pale-faced, white-haired man arose and with a shrill voice said, `Yes, sir, I can tell you! If my Lord had not said, "Lazarus," he would have the whole graveyard of Bethany coming out to him!'"—Sunday School Times. 



Proof of the Resurrection

To me, the central point is the Resurrection of Christ, which I believe. Firstly, because it is testified by men who had every opportunity of seeing and know​ing, and whose veracity was tested by the most tremendous trials, both of energy and endurance, during long lives. Secondly, because of the marvelous effect it had upon the world. As a moral phenomenon, the spread and mastery of Christianity is without a parallel. I can no more believe that colossal moral effects lasting for two thousand years can be without a cause than I can believe that the various motions of the magnet are without a cause, though I cannot wholly explain them. To anyone who believes the Resurrection of Christ, the rest presents little difficulty. No one who has that belief will doubt that those who were commissioned by Him to speak—Paul, Peter, Mark, John—carried a Divine message.—The late Marquess of Salisbury, in the Daum.


Not Dead!

At the funeral of Dr. A. J. Gordon in Boston, Dr. A. T. Pierson said that the telegram announcing his death came at three o'clock in the morning, and, being unable to sleep, he read the New Testament through from Matthew to Revelation to see what it said about death. And he noticed that after the resurrection of Jesus the apostles seldom used the word death to express the close of a Christian's life, but "sleep," "at home in the Lord," or "depart," "loose the moorings," as of a vessel about to set out on the sea. 

What a comfort to the Christian to think of the loved ones as being "asleep in Christ," instead of having ceased to be.—Harry H. Crawford.


"Dying together" with Jesus,
This is the end of strife! 
"Buried together" with Jesus, 
This is the gate of life!
"Quickened together" with Jesus, 
By the touch of God's mighty breath;
"Risen together" with Jesus, 
Where is thy sting, O death?"—Selected.


More Important than Knowing Where

A traveler in Switzerland, uncertain of his way, asked a small lad by the wayside where Kaudersteg was, and received, so he remarks, the most significant answer ever given him. "I do not know, sir," said the boy, "where Kaudersteg is, but there is the road to it.'' There are a great many things I cannot tell you about the life to come, but I know where lies the road. As I know Christ, the hope of glory, I have the certain assurance of immortality.—Sunday School Times.


No Good-Bye Needed

A Christian mill owner was fatally hurt one day. With wonderful serenity he proceeded to the tasks a dying man must do. A lawyer was summoned and a settlement of his business was made, then his wife and children were brought in. There was a most affectionate leave-taking. Then came his aged father whose face reflected his steadfast faith. "Father," said the son tenderly, "it is hardly worth while saying good-bye to you." Kneeling by his son the patriarch prayed with the simple fervency of a great soul. Then he took the hand of his son, already entering the shadows. "No, Aleck," he said comfortingly, "it is hardly worthwhile for us to say goodbye."—Christian Herald.
Victory by Death 
I had a bed of asters last summer that reached clear across my garden in the country. Oh, how gaily they bloomed! They were planted late. On the sides were yet fresh blossoming flowers, while the tops had gone to seed. Early frost came, and I found one day that the long line of radiant beauty was seared, and I said, "Ah ! the season is too much for them; they have perished." I disliked to go and look at the bed, it looked so like a graveyard of flowers.

But, four or five weeks ago one of my men called my attention to the fact that along the whole line of that bed there were asters coming up in the greatest abundance; and I looked, and behold, for every plant that I thought the winter had destroyed, there were fifty plants that it had planted.

What did those frosts and surly winds do? They caught my flowers, they slew them, they cast them to the ground, they trod with snowy feet upon them, and they said, leaving their work, "This is the end of you !" And the next spring there were for every root, fifty witnesses to rise up and say, "By death we live." And as it is in the floral tribe, so it is in God's kingdom. By death came everlasting life.—Streams in the Desert. 



Our Lord's Loving Purpose
"The other day," writes Dr. Gray, in the January Moody Bulletin, "I read of a traveler in Portugal who saw a fisherman's wife at the waterside holding an infant child by the hand. They were opposite a deep and dangerous spot, and the mother was leading the boy toward the brink. When the ripples of the water wet his feet he was alarmed and clung to her. But with soft and affectionate caresses she led him there again and again, until at length, emboldened by her encouragement, he toddled down alone. The traveler trembled at the risk and uttered an exclamation, for a few feet farther the water deepened dangerously. But there was no real cause for alarm. The mother's eye was on the boy and her hand was ready to catch him before he went too far. `What are you doing?' the traveler asked. `Drawing out his fear,' the woman answered. Ah, dear friends," says Dr. Gray, "there is a tenderer, surer Hand that guides our earthly way, `drawing out our fear."' So Christ, by an oft reiteration of the worst that lay before Him led His disciples to the very brink of the abyss itself and pointed to them the hope of the resurrection.—Sunday School Times. 



What Was It that Set Us Free

If you lay imprisoned in some great fortress, and one who loved you went forth to try to rescue you, and fell and died fighting, you would cherish the memory of your friend's valiant effort on your behalf, but you would still remain in chains, undelivered. So it would have been with those whom Christ came to save if He had not risen; those for whom He gave His life would have been undelivered. But Christ has conquered death and holds in His hands the keys of the grave.—Dr. J. R. Miller.


What saith the empty tomb to me
This hallowed Easter morn? 
It speaks of life and victory, 
And glorious hope new-born.

It tells of One who hung in shame 
Upon a cross of woe, 
That all who call upon His name
Eternal life might know. 

It tells me He bath risen indeed,
And at the Father's throne 
Now daily stands to intercede 
For His redeemed, His own.

It tells me that because He lives, 
I too shall never die; 
And everlasting hope it gives 
Of joy with Him on high. 

It tells me death is overthrown—
Yea, 'tis a conquered foe,
For Christ the way of life bath shown 
Through Calvary's cross of woe. 

What saith the empty tomb today?
It saith, "The Lord bath risen, 
Dispelling evermore the gloom 
Of death's foreboding prison."

It saith, "Look unto Him and live,
For He bath power to save; 
Life everlasting He doth give, 
And vict'ry o'er the grave!"—Avis B. Christiansen.


Dr. Meyer Going Home

Surely never was a more touching letter written than this by Dr. F. B. Meyer when he knew that his time on earth was now very short. It was to Pastor D. J. Findlay, of Glasgow. 

"MY DEAR F. AND WIFE,—To my surprise I have just been told that my days and hours are numbered. It may be that before this reaches you I shall have gone into the Palace. Don't trouble to write. We shall meet in the morning.—With much love, yours affectionately. 

F. B. MEYER.—Pathway of Blessing.


"The Place Where God Is"

"Doctor, I want you to get me well by Sunday!" said a dear little lad not yet five years old, stricken suddenly with a fatal disease. "Why, my boy?" asked the kind doctor. "Well, you know, teacher showed us the tabernacle last Sunday. We saw all the outside, but there was a curtain, and teacher said the priest went in behind it to speak to God, and she is going to show us about it next Sunday. Oh, Doctor, shan't I be able to go? I do so want to see inside where God was." The doctor had walked to the window while Charlie was speaking, but now came back, and laying a caressing hand on the child's feverish brow he said softly, "Next Sunday, dear, you may see the place where God is." Next Sunday he had passed away—the little white crib was empty. Little Charlie had passed from earth to "the place where God is."—The Life Line.


The Price Accepted

In the market squares of the Orient, merchants display their articles for sale. The purchaser lays down the price beside something that he desires. The moment the merchant lifts the price, the sale is made. The act is an indication that the price lifted has been accepted. At the cross, Christ laid down His life. On the third day, God lifted the price. Thus it is that we can say in the words of another, "When Christ was crucified, the law was magnified, justice was satisfied, sin was nullified, God was glorified, and the sinner was justified."—The King's Business.
Lasting Longer than the Cross

In walking through the Continental section of our great picture galleries, how rarely do we see a picture of the risen, radiant Son of God. On One occasion Michelangelo turned upon his fellow artists in a spirit of great indignation and said: "Why do you keep filling gallery after gallery with endless pictures of the one ever-reiterated theme, of Christ in weakness, Christ upon the cross, Christ dying, most of all Christ hanging dead? Why do you concentrate upon that passing episode, as if that were the last word and the final scene, as if the curtain dropped upon that hour of disaster and defeat? At worst, that only lasted a few hours. But to the end of unending eternity, Christ is alive: Christ rules and reigns and triumphs." Romanists and Anglo-Catholics need a similar rebuke in our own day. In revealing Himself to John on the Isle of Patmos, our glorified and exalted Lord said: "Fear not; I am the first and the last: I am he that liveth, and was dead; and, behold, I am alive forevermore."—Sunday School Times. 



The Christian Doctor's Message

The doctor was a strong, sunny nature who carried good cheer into his patients' homes and still had enough for the frail little wife who needed all the vigor of his personality to sustain her. When the doctor suddenly passed away friends said, "It will kill her!" But the life of faith in God that they two had shared together did not fail her. By the doorway of the living room she fastened the card that he had sometimes left, in short absences, on his office door: GONE Out—BACK Soon. Those who came with consolation went away, themselves consoled by that brief message.—Condensed from the Youth's Companion. "He Will Yet Deliver Us" (II Cor. 1:10) 

Beneath Westminster Abbey is an old crypt which for centuries was used as the burial place of the early kings. It is related that one day, some years ago, a visitor who had wandered into this vault was locked in. He did not notice as the doors swung together. The janitors were busy, and no one heard the muffled voice which began to cry from the crypt, or the muffled blows which began to beat upon its oaken door. The afternoon passed away. What that imprisoned man suffered as it gradually grew upon him that he was buried alive, who can know? 

At the usual hour the janitor made his evening round before closing the building for the night. The entombed man heard him as his footsteps came near, then retreated, came near again then, finally receding, grew fainter and fainter, and died away at length in the distance. What imagination can conceive his agony! He redoubled his cries. He dashed his body wildly against the solid door. In vain. 

Now he thought he heard the distant entrance doors creak on their hinges, and the key pushed into the great iron lock. In a moment more the vast tomb would be closed for the night. Fortunately, before turning the key, the janitor paused a moment and listened. He thought he heard dull blows faint and far away—a sound as of stifled, agonizing cries. He listened more intently. A horrible thought suggested itself to his mind: "Someone is locked into the crypt." He hastened to the place, threw open the heavy oaken door, and held his lantern op to see. The buried man had fallen senseless upon the stone floor. He was rescued just in time to save his reason. 

Were it not for the resurrection of Jesus Christ, we had all been like that Poor imprisoned man, helplessly and hopelessly beating our wounded fists and raising our hopeless cries against the bolted door of the living tomb.—Watchword and Truth. 


More Beyond

If the grave had ended all with the Lord Jesus, there would be utterly nothing beyond death for the children of God. Before Columbus discovered the New World, the coat of arms of Spain bore the motto: "Ne Plus Ultra," which means, "There is nothing beyond." The three-mile limit of their shore line was the limit of their utmost horizon and furthest possibilities. But Columbus envisioned undiscovered world's beyond, and braved the terrors of the then unknown and uncharted sea. With his discoveries, the "Ne" was dropped from the Spanish coat of arms, leaving the "Plus Ultra"—'There Is More Beyond!" 

Before the Lord Jesus Christ came into the world and brought life and immortality to light, the grave was the utmost limit of all human hopes and expectations. "Ne Plus Ultra" was the motto of human kind, until Jesus divested death of its sting and turned the radiance of an endless life upon the valley of the shadow of death, so that now there shines from the portals of death the hope-inspiring words: "Plus Ultra"—"THERE IS MORE BEYOND!" How much more, only the unfolding ions of an immeasurable eternity can bring before our wondering eyes: "Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart of man, the things which God hath prepared for them that love him" (I Cor. 2:9).—Because He Lives."—By Walter Brown Knight. 


"All Clear"

When a Christian passes into the presence of his Lord, he no longer sees "through a glass darkly; but ... face to face" (I Cor. 13:12). Much that we cannot understand down here will become "all clear" when we reach our heavenly Home. These two words have become very familiar in this present war, as they are used to describe the signal that marks the end of an air raid. A remarkable incident is given by Mrs. Spencer Johnson in this summer's Life and Liberty. "A friend of many years has been called Home. At the hour of her death, there was an air raid overhead. Her sister was near to her, waiting to hear the `All Clear' to sound. The invalid was sinking fast, and had not been able to speak. Quietly she opened her eyes, looking happy and restful, and said in a clear strong voice: `That's the All Clear,' as its welcomed sound was heard. Then she passed away. Was it not a fresh vision of the power of the blood of Jesus, and the clear way to Glory as she fell asleep in His arms?" We too may take comfort from this striking coincidence of two events which were undoubtedly providentially joined together. Christ has opened for us "a new and living way" (Heb. 10:20), and there will be no more misunderstanding nor darkness, nor sin, nor sorrow in His presence.—Selected. 


The True Andrew Jackson

We have heard much of "Jackson Day Dinners," and appeals have been made, in the name of "true Democracy," to the memory of Andrew Jackson, the seventh President of the United States. Would that our President and other leaders in our Government would take a leaf from Andrew Jackson's Christian faith, who wrote this as his own epitaph: "I have prepared an humble depository for my mortal body beside that wherein lies my beloved wife, where, without any pomp or parade, I have requested, when my God calls me to sleep with my fathers, to be laid; for both of us there to remain until the last trumpet sounds to call the dead to judgment, when we, I hope, shall rise together, clothed with that heavenly body promised to all who believe in our glorious Redeemer who died for us that we might live, and by whose atonement I hope for a blessed immortality."—Sunday School Times. 



Where the Road Stopped

An old Indian chief was told of the Saviour, but he said: "The Jesus road is good, but I have followed the old Indian road all my life, and I will follow it to the end." A year later he was on the border of the shadow of death. As he was seeking a pathway through the darkness, he said to the missionary: "Can I turn to the Jesus road now? My road stops here. It has no path through the valley."—The King's Business.
Known of Him
"He calleth his own sheep by name." John 10:3. 

"Mary!" just one word;
'Twas all He need employ
To turn a woman's sorrowing heart
Into a well of joy. 

She thought He was the gardener; 
"Master!" she answered now.
His voice, her name—it was enough; 
She asked not, "Is it Thou?" 

In my great hour of trial
The Saviour oft appears;
He makes no long, impressive speech
To scatter all my fears.

He gently speaks my name.
Enough! What need I more,
Than to be known and loved of Him 
Whom Heaven and earth adore? 

Men know not Jesus lives, 
In unbelief they dwell;
And as to Mary then, so now, 
He bids us, "Go—and tell." 



Resurrection of Christ

Dr. Torrey relates an incident that came under his notice in New York. A brilliant lawyer in that city approached a prominent clergyman and asked him if he believed in the bodily resurrection of Christ. The latter, strongly affirming his belief in it, asked if he might have the pleasure of furnishing material in support of his belief. To this the lawyer gladly acquiesced, and after thoroughly examining the evidence put before him, frankly confessed that the resurrection of Jesus was established beyond doubt. 'But,' he added, 'I am no nearer salvation than I was, for I find the trouble is not with my head, but with my heart.'

(Rom. 10. 9; 1 Cor. 15. 14-21)



At a large Missionary Convention in the Central Hall, Westminster, London, in October, 1929, a missionary who had been serving the Lord in Brazil—Harold Wildish—now in the West Indies, narrated an incident in his experience of preaching the gospel to a group of primitive South American Indians in Brazil. With some other preachers, he had been telling the wonderful story of the coming, the death and the resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ. After the preaching had finished for the night, and before the company dispersed, he heard their conversation on the subject of the preachers' discourses. Most had been greatly moved by the story of the cross and sufferings of our Lord Jesus Christ, and thought it wonderful that He should endure such grief and pain and die to redeem them from sin and hell. Then one of them remarked, 'Yes! it's wonderful. But how can a dead man save us?' Another who had followed the teaching carefully to the end, replied, 'Yes ! but didn't you hear? He rose again from the dead. He's alive, He's risen.'

(Matt. 28. 5, 6; Acts 2. 31-36)



Among leaders of thought early in the eighteenth century were Gilbert West and Lord Lyttleton. A well-known story tells that these two men believed the Bible to be an imposture and that they determined to expose it. To do this, they decided that they must begin by exposing the two greatest miracles by writing a book. Lord Lyttleton chose 'The Conversion of Paul', and Gilbert West 'The Resurrection of Christ'. Their tasks led them on to a careful examination of the Bible accounts of these two events, and they took about a year to complete their task. When they had finished their books, they met together and something like this passed between them:

'I have written my book,' said Lord Lyttleton, 'and I have a confession to make. When I came to study all the evidence for the story of the conversion of St. Paul, and weighed it up by all the known laws of evidence, I found that St. Paul was miraculously converted in spite of himself. I am now a Christian and have written my book on that side, and not against it.' Gilbert West replied: 'I have a similar confession to make. I have found the resurrection of Jesus Christ to be a proved fact, and I, too, have become a believer, and have written my book on that side.'

One day, while I was busy writing my own book on the Resurrection, a man came to see me. He said, 'I was looking at a second-hand bookstall in the city, and I came across an old book on the Resurrection. They only wanted a penny for it, so, as I knew you were writing a book on the subject, I bought it for you. Is it any use to you?' I thanked him warmly and looked at it. You may imagine my surprise when on opening it, I read: 'Observations on the History and Evidences of the Resurrection of Jesus Christ' by Gilbert West. Printed in Dosley, 1747.

It was the very book which Gilbert West had written as related above. Very significant is the motto he had written on the title page—

`Blame not before thou hast examined the Truth; understanding first, and then rebuke.'—Eccles. 11. 7.

To me this shabby old book proves the truth of the story.—C. C. Dobson (Abridged) 
Acts 17. 18, 31, 32; 1 Cor. 15. 3, 4)



Never woke a fairer morn
Since creation's primal ray, 
Than the hour of golden dawn
On the Earth's first Easter day; 
Jeweled meadows! Skylarks winging,
Lilies blooming! Bluebells ringing, 
All the earth with gladness singing, 
Alleluia! Easter morn!

Never lived a greater joy
Than that breathless moment when
Angels standing near the tomb 
Whispered, `Lo! He lives again!'
Spread the truth to every nation!
Sing abroad in exaltation!
Hail the God-sealed confirmation!
Alleluia! Easter morn!

Never came a nobler hope
Than the promise of that hour, 
When, triumphant over death,
Love proclaimed redeeming power. 
Man immortal! Ever growing,
Greater power! Greater knowing! 
Life in endless overflowing!
Alleluia! Easter morn!—Alfred Grant Walton
(1 Cor. 15. 20; 42-45; Eph. 1. 19, 20; Phil. 3. 10)

Years ago, on Princes Street, Edinburgh, with its beautiful setting, one of the many shop windows displaying art treasures in beautiful paintings attracted the eye of a passing gentleman. He was gazing intently at a painting of the `Crucifixion', with the Savior extended on the Cross, the multitude watching, Mary and some others standing by. It had been a long time since this man had allowed any thoughts like those suggested by the canvas to enter his mind, but the artist's portrayal brought back the memory of long forgotten truths, and he was impressed and troubled.

Suddenly he became aware of the presence at his side of a little ragged laddie who was also looking intently at the painting with its wondrous story of Calvary.

`That's Jesus, sir, on the cross. They nailed Him there with that crown of thorns on His head, and killed Him, sir. He was a good man. He died for us, and that's His mother standing there, sir, looking at what they did to Him. The gentleman felt a lump rise in his throat as the boy continued—`And He died, sir, for our sins and they buried Him yonder, sir.' It was too real, and the man turned away to continue his walk in Princes Street. He felt a tugging at his coat tails. Turning round he saw the boy who had been telling the story standing looking into his face. The boy blurted out breathlessly, 'I forgot to tell you, sir. I forgot to tell you He rose again.'

(Luke 24. 6; 1 Cor. 15. 3, 4, 20) 70



Over the magnificent mausoleum that holds the mortal remains of Queen Victoria and those of her royal husband are inscribed the words: 'Here at last I will rest with thee and with thee in Christ I shall also rise again.'

(John 6. 40; 1 Cor. 15. 20-23)



Resurrection of the Christian
No longer must the mourners weep,
Nor call departed Christians dead;
For death is hallowed into sleep,
And every grave becomes a bed. 

(John 11. 11-13, 25; 1 Thess. 4. 13-18)



Resurrection of the Fallen Believer

Often the believer falls. But it is one thing to fall down: it is another thing to lie where one falls. Let us make sure that we rise after falling. Scripture abounds with examples of those who, having fallen, rose again to do great things for God.

An old cathedral stood on the site of the present St. Paul's in London. It perished in the great fire of 1666. After the fire the brilliant young architect, Christopher Wren, designed a new cathedral which took 35 years to erect. The first stone that Wren picked up from the ruins of the old building bore a Latin inscription, whose meaning is 'I shall rise again'.

(Luke 22.60-61; Acts 3. 6, 7; 13. 13; 15. 37, 38; 2 Tim. 4. 11; Phil. 3. 10)



Yes, the Lord is risen, 
And death's gloomy prison, 
Stript of bolt and bars, lies robbed
Of all its power to harm; 
And the blood is speaking 
Peace to spirits breaking
With the dreadful sense of sin's 
Unconquerable charm.—J. Boyd
(Luke 24. 5, 6; 2 Tim. 2. 8)



As men lock up their best apparel in a chest, meaning to wear it again, even so are the dead bodies of the faithful buried in sure and certain hope of rising again to life everlasting.—Cawdray


My risen Lord, I feel Thy strong protection; 
I see Thee stand among the graves today; 
"I am the Way, the Life, the Resurrection," 
I hear Thee say.—Anonymous


Let all things seen and unseen
Their notes of gladness blend, 
For Christ the Lord is risen,
Our Joy that hath no end.—Selected


As a cripple would rejoice to hear that his limbs should be restored perfect, or the beggar that he should be clad in silk and gold; so much more ought Christians to rejoice to hear of the restoration of the integrity and innocency of the body in the resurrection.—Cawdray
Retaliation Sermon Illustrations

You know that fellow, Jim McGroiarty, the lad that's always comin' up and thumpin' ye on the chest and yellin', 'How are ye?'"

"I know him."

"I'll bet he's smashed twinty cigars for me—some of them clear Havanny—but I'll get even with him now."

"How will you do it?"

"I'll tell ye. Jim always hits me over the vest pocket where I carry my cigars. He'll hit me just once more. There's no cigar in me vest pocket this mornin'. Instead of it, there's a stick of dynamite, d'ye mind!"



Once when Henry Ward Beecher was in the midst of an eloquent political speech some wag in the audience crowed like a cock. It was done to perfection and the audience was convulsed with laughter. The great orator's friends felt uneasy as to his reception of the interruption.

But Mr. Beecher stood perfectly calm. He stopped speaking, listened till the crowing ceased, and while the audience was laughing he pulled out his watch. Then he said: "That's strange. My 

watch says it is only ten o'clock. But there can't be any mistake about it. It must be morning, for the instincts of the lower animals are absolutely infallible."



An Episcopal clergyman, rector of a fashionable church in one of Boston's most exclusive suburbs, so as not to be bothered with the innumerable telephone calls that fall to one in his profession, had his name left out of the telephone book. A prominent merchant of the same name, living in the same suburb, was continually annoyed by requests to officiate at funerals and baptisms. He went to the rector, told his troubles in a kindly way, and asked the parson to have his name put in the directory. But without success.

The merchant then determined to complain to the telephone company. As he was writing the letter, one Saturday evening, the telephone rang and the timid voice of a young man asked if the Rev. Mr. Blank would marry him at once. A happy thought came to the merchant: "No, I'm too damn busy writing my sermon," he replied.

Retirement Sermon Illustrations

There are a lot of good books available telling how to manage when you retire. How about one that tells how to manage until? 



At the Playbill they told of the guy who retired after 30 years. Instead of a gold watch the boss gave him the water cooler. 

Retribution Sermon Illustrations

A French peasant standing over the body of the murdered Robespierre at the time of the Reign of Terror, exclaimed, looking down upon him, "Yes, Robespierre, there is a God!"



When the barbarians of Malta saw a viper hanging to Paul's arm as he brought up faggots for the fire which they had built to give warmth and cheer to those who had escaped from the shipwreck, they cried out to one another, "No doubt this man is a murderer, whom, though he hath escaped the sea, yet vengeance suffereth not to live" (Acts 28:4). They were mistaken as to the character of Paul; but they were not mistaken in their great conviction that sin will be punished, not only in this world, but in the world to come.



Anne of Austria once said to Cardinal Mazarin: "My lord Cardinal, God does not pay at the end of every week; nevertheless he pays."



In Carlyle's Past and Present he tells of a proud and cruel prince, Henry of Essex, who profaned the shrine of St. Edmund, and shamefully used a certain Knight Gilbert, causing him to wear out his life in chains and imprisonment. 

Years afterward this prince was in a deadly battle with a knight on an island in the Thames. Giving way for a little, he glanced to one side, and lo! at the rim of the horizon he saw marching toward him an armed knight whose stature was gigantic. It was the wronged Sir Gilbert, and at his side marched St. Edmund. With that, Henry's sword fell from his hand, and he was soon vanquished. "Thus does conscience project itself across whatsoever of knowledge or imagination, understanding or natural disposition, a man has in him, and like the light through colored glass, paint strange pictures on the rim of the horizon. Justice and reverence are the everlasting laws of this universe and to forget them is to have all the universe against you, God and one's self for enemies, and only the Devil and the Dragon for friends!"



One of the most powerful and moving scenes in all fiction is that in Romola where George Eliot describes the retribution that befell the pleasure-loving Greek, Tito Melema, who had wronged two women and publicly denied and repudiated as a man he had never seen before the foster father who had brought him up and given him the jewels with which to purchase himself out of slavery. Tito has escaped from the angry mob in Florence by leaping into the Arno from the parapet of the bridge. At length, exhausted and almost unconscious, he is flung by the tide of the river up amid the reeds on the bank, where the old foster father, his mind reeling under the shock of the denial by his son, is waiting and hoping for vengeance. The old man has reason enough left to recognize Tito and strength enough left to clutch him by the throat with infinite satisfaction. At the close of that powerful scene, George Eliot writes, "Who shall lay his finger upon justice and say it is here? It is not without us as a fact. It is within us as a great yearning."



When American troops entered the city of Cologne, they found the majestic seven-century-old cathedral still standing, structurally unhurt. But the spires of the cathedral looked down upon a vast desolation. The great Hohenzollern bridge over the Rhine, its back broken, lay half submerged in the river. In the city itself factories, mills, shops, banks, theaters, churches, art galleries, railroad stations, mansions of the rich, and homes of the poor lay reduced to ashes and rubble. It was an abomination of desolation whose description would require the pen of Isaiah when he wrote of the overthrow of Babylon, or the pen of Ezekiel when he described the doom of Tyre, or the apocalyptic pen of St. John when he pictured the desolation of the Babylon of this world.

All that remains to complete the desolation at Cologne is for St. John's mighty angel to take up a stone like a great millstone and cast it into the Rhine, saying, "Thus with violence shall that great city Cologne be thrown down, and shall be found no more at all" (Rev. 19:21).

If they could preach, those majestic spires of Cologne, of what would they preach? They would preach of divine retribution. They would speak of the horror and devastation which Germany brought down upon defenseless cities—Warsaw, Rotterdam, Belgrade, Athens, Coventry, Plymouth—and they would say, O Cologne! O Germany! "The judgments of the Lord are true and righteous altogether" (Ps. 19:9).



Adoni-bezek was a prince who ruled in one of the strongholds of the Canaanites, a stronghold as yet untaken at the time of the death of Joshua. This monster amused himself with the savage mutilation of the princes whom he conquered in battle, cutting off their thumbs and their great toes, thus rendering them unfit for military service. To cruelty and mutilation he added insult and degradation by compelling them to grovel about his table in his palace, where he threw crusts of bread to them as if they were a pack of dogs. But at length his day came. Simeon and Judah and their men at war took his stronghold and put his people to death. But Adoni himself they reserved for a more poetic justice and grim retribution. They dealt with him just as he had dealt with the princes who were unfortunate enough to fall into his hands. They mutilated him just as he had mutilated his own victims. When he had suffered this mutilation, Adoni exclaimed, "As I have done, so God hath requited me" (Judg. 1:7).

The incident is a striking example of the judgments of God.



In his history of the French Revolution, Carlyle tells of a minister of the Crown, Foulon, who, when his finance scheme raised the question, "What will the people do?" exclaimed, "The people may eat grass!" When the people rose he was hanged from a post, "and his mouth after death was filled with grass, amid sounds as of Tophet from a grass-eating people. Surely, if revenge is kind of justice, it is a wild kind. They that would make grass to be eaten, do they now eat grass in this manner? After long, dumb, groaning generations, has the turn suddenly become theirs?"



There is an old legend of a clock tower which was erected ages ago in one of the kingdoms of Europe. It was the highest achievement of a world-famous architect. For the clock he designed an intricate mechanism for striking the hours on a great bell: a bronze figure was to glide up noiselessly and strike the hours on the bell. When the metal for the bell was being poured into the mold, one of the workmen made a mistake which might have ruined the bell; and in his anger the architect took a hammer and struck the workman dead. A piece of the man's skull flew into the metal and left a flaw there which the architect did not discover until the day the tower was to be dedicated.

On the appointed day and at the a pointed hour the king and his court and all the people were assembled on the plain beneath the tower waiting for the bell to strike the hour of one. As the time approached, the crowd became still. It counted the minutes and then the seconds. But when one o'clock came there was no sound—only a dull thud, and then silence. After waiting for a time the people went up the stairs of the tower and found the artist dead beside his bell. He had been working feverishly in an effort to repair the flaw which had been made in the bell by the fragment from the skull of the man whom he had slain, and which he had just now discovered. Intent on his work he had not noted the time; and sharply at one the bronze figure which he had designed with his genius came noiselessly forward and, lifting its heavy hammer, smote. But instead of striking the bell, it struck the head of the architect.



There is a law of retribution working in the universe. There is not only retribution but retribution in kind. Pharaoh has murdered the male children of the Hebrews by casting them into the river Nile. Now the angel of death flies across his own kingdom to smite through death the first-born of every Egyptian home. As Maxim Gorky puts it: "Life has its wisdom; its name is accident. Sometimes it rewards us, but more often it takes revenge on us. And just as the sun endows each object with a shadow, so the wisdom of life prepares retribution for man's every act. This is true, this is inevitable, and we must all know and remember it."

Retrospect Sermon Illustrations

He was better to me than all my hopes, He was better than all my fears.
He made me a bridge of my broken works and a rainbow of my tears.
The billows that bounded my seagirt path but carried my Lord on their crest:
When I dwell on the days of my wilderness march, I can lean on Him for the rest.

He emptied my hands of their treasured store and His covenant love revealed.
There was not a wound in my aching heart but the balm of His breath had healed.
O! tender and true was the chastening sore in wisdom that taught and tried,
Till the soul that He sought was trusting in Him and nothing on earth beside.

He guided by paths that I could not see, by ways that I have not known.
The crooked was straight and the rough made plain as I followed the Lord alone.
I praise Him still for the pleasant palms and the water springs by the way,
For the glowing pillar of flame by night and the sheltering cloud by day.

(Dent. 8. 2; Ps. 77. 11)

Revelation Sermon Illustrations

For, dark and despairing, my sight I may seal 
But man cannot cover what God would reveal.—Campbell


Without inspired truths, which are God's statements of facts, either future or invisible, we can make no discoveries in religion.—Douglas
Revenge Sermon Illustrations

Jules Verne in his Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea was the prophet of the submarine, with its cruel devastation and destruction. Possessed with hatred of mankind, Captain Nemo ranges the seas in his submarine, the Nautilus, and takes fearful and titanic vengeance upon the human race. The book comes to a close with the description of the sinking of a man-of-war, with the swarm of seamen, like an ant heap overtaken by the sea, struggling in the waters and clinging to the hull of the sinking ship, until the dark mass disappears and is sucked down into die depths.

A seaman, a prisoner on the Nautilus, viewing the tragedy, turned to look at Captain Nemo: "I turned to Captain Nemo. That terrible avenger, a perfect archangel of hatred, was still looking. When all was over, he turned to his room, opened the door, and entered. I followed him with my eyes. On the end wall, beneath his heroes, I saw the portrait of a woman still young, and two little children. Captain Nemo looked at them for some moments, stretched his arms toward them, and, kneeling down, burst into deep sobs." Then he heard the captain exclaim, "Almighty God! Enough! Enough!" And with that the Nautilus was sucked down into the maelstrom.

The anguish and solitude of Captain Nemo are a powerful parable of the wages of hatred, of what happens to man when he tries to get the best of his enemies by hating them and destroying them.



Revenge is always the weak pleasure of a little and narrow mind.—Juvenal
Reverence Sermon Illustrations

In a great passage, one of the noblest in English prose and one of the most inspiring for young men, John Milton said that he was kept back from the vices and immoralities which stained the lives of his fellow students at Christ College, Cambridge, because he had "a just and pious reverence for his own person." In another passage he gives two reasons why a man ought not to sin against God and against himself. The first is the dignity of God's image upon him by creation, and the second the price of his redemption. "He thinks himself both a fit person to do the noblest and goodliest deeds, and much better worth than to defile with such a debasement and pollution as sin is, himself, so highly ransomed and ennobled to a new friendship and filial relation with God."



In reverence and in godly fear
Man finds the gate to wisdom's ways;
The wise His Holy Name revere;
Through endless ages sound His praise.—Selected


Reverence is one of the signs of strength; irreverence one of the surest indications of weakness. No man will rise high who jeers at sacred things. The fine loyalties of life must be reverenced or they will be foresworn in the day of trial.—Selected
Revival Sermon Illustrations

On a November day in 1802, at a sacramental celebration at the church at Upper Buffalo, Washington County, Pennsylvania, John McMillan turned to Elisha McCurdy and asked him to preach a sermon while the Communion was being administered to a part of the great multitude. McCurdy ascended the wagon pulpit with fear and trembling, not knowing what he should say. After a hymn and a prayer, he opened the Bible at random and his eye fell on the Second Psalm—"Why do the heathen rage?"

The Whisky Rebellion and the terms of amnesty offered by the government were still fresh in the memory of the congregation. McCurdy startled his hearers by announcing that he would preach a sermon on politics. He said he had just received a letter from the government, informing him that an insurrection had taken place and that measures had been taken to suppress the rebellion, and amnesty had been proclaimed to all who would return to their duty. Since many of the rebels were present in his congregation, he said he would read them the proclamation of the government.

He then read the Second Psalm as describing the condition of sinners and announcing the terms of amnesty offered them in Christ (v. 12): "Kiss the Son, lest he be angry." During the sermon which followed, many fell to the ground, crying out in their anguish that they had been rebels against God. The scene was like the close of a battle in which every tenth man had been wounded.

This sermon on the Second Psalm, famous as McCurdy's War Sermon, played a mighty part in the Great Revival, which swept the country in the first decade of the nineteenth century and left behind it the missionary society, the prayer meeting, and the agitation against slavery and strong drink. Meditation upon God's Word, upon any part of his revealed truth, is never without profit; for it is only when God's truth begins to work upon individuals and in society and among nations that great results follow.



"Successful" Method

Due to report of successful revivals by Gipsy Smith, a certain preacher approached the noted evangelist to ascertain the secret of his success. He was asked to explain the best method to start a revival. The answer was: "Brother, go back home, lock yourself up in a private room. Take a piece of chalk and mark a circle on the floor, get down on your knees inside the circle, pray God to start a revival inside this circle. When this prayer is answered, the revival will be on."—C. A. Curry, in Western Recorder. 



Where Is the Revival?
During the revival which some years ago swept through the land of Wales, and whose power that principality feels to this day, a friend of mine went down from London to take part in some of its services. He got out at a country station and asked the policeman standing in the village square, "Where is the Welsh revival?" The man in blue drew himself up to his full height, patted his chest, and said: "The Welsh revival, sir, is under these buttons!"—Sunday School Times. 



Revival

In a certain town there had been no revival for many years. The church was nearly run out. The people were unconverted. Spiritual desolation reigned. There lived in the town an old blacksmith, who stammered so greatly in his speech that it was painful to hear him speak. At work in his shop his mind became greatly exercised about the church; his agony was so great he locked the door and spent the afternoon in prayer. He prevailed with God. He then obtained the reluctant consent of his pastor to appoint a meeting, but with no hope on the preacher's part of any attendance. But the room was more than filled. All was silent for a time until one sinner broke out in tears and begged, if anyone could pray, to pray for him. Others followed, and it was found that persons from every quarter of the town were under deep conviction—all dating their conviction from the hour the old man was praying in his shop. A powerful revival followed. The stammering man prevailed and, as a prince, had power with God.—Gospel Banner


A Prayer in Song

John Newton, who lived in a dark day, in common with faithful ministers and their people, was praying for the reappearance of revival. He wrote to a friend: "A revival is wanted here with us as it is with you, and some of us are praying and also singing for a revival. The song we are singing will be found on the reverse side of my letter." This was their revival song: 

Saviour, visit Thy plantation, 
Send, oh send, a gracious rain; 
All will come to desolation
Unless Thou dost bless again.

Break the tempter's fatal power, 
Turn the stony hearts to flesh, 
And begin this very hour 
To revive Thy work afresh.

Once, O Lord, Thy garden flourished;
Every part looked gay and green; 
Then Thy Word our spirits nourished: 
Happy seasons we have seen.

But a drought has since succeeded, 
And a sad decline we see: 
Lord, Thy help is greatly needed: 
Help can only come from Thee. 

Let our mutual love be fervent:
Make us prevalent in prayer;
Let each one esteemed Thy servant
Shun the world's bewitching snare.—Sunday School Times.


Roosevelt Said:

"We still remain true to the faith of our fathers who established religious liberty when the nation began," the President said. "We must remember, too, that our forebears in every generation, and wherever they established their homes, made prompt and generous provision for the institutions of religion. We must continue their steadfast reliance upon the providence of God. 

"I have said and I repeat to this solemn eucharistic congress that no greater blessing could come to our land today than a revival of the spirit of religion. I doubt if there is any problem in the world today—social, political, or economic—that would not find happy solution if approached in the spirit of the Sermon on the Mount."—Franklin D. Roosevelt. 


A Needed Kind of Revival

A native of India, writing to a friend about a great revival they were having, said, "We are having a great rebible here." The Church needs to be rebibled.—C. E. World. 

Spiritual Leaders Needed

Roger W. Babson declares, "Today the nation is in another unemployment pocket. As Whitefield pulled us out following 1730; as Finney saved the day following 1810; as Moody reshaped America beginning 1858; and as a score of national evangelists restored confidence following 1898, so the nation is awaiting such spiritual leaders today."—Selected. 


Come, let us to the Lord our God
With contrite hearts return; 
Our God is gracious, nor will leave
The penitent to mourn.—Selected
Revolutions Sermon Illustrations

Haiti was in the midst of a revolution.

As a phase of it two armed bodies were approaching each other so that a third was about to be caught between them.

The commander of the third party saw the predicament. On the right government troops, on the left insurgents.

"General, why do you not give the order to fire?" asked an aide, dashing up on a lame mule.

"I would like to," responded the general, "but, Great Scott! I can't remember which side we're fighting for."



At a reception given by the Daughters of the Revolution in New York City appeared a woman from one of the Latin-American States. She wore a large number of decorations and insignia. It was explained that she was a Daughter of all two hundred and thirty-eight revolutions in her own country.

Reward of Merit Sermon Illustrations

A very tidy young man was distressed by his wife's carelessness in attire at home. He was especially annoyed by a torn skirt, which his wife was forever pinning and never mending. Being a tidy man, he had acquired some skill with a needle in his bachelor days. With the intention of administering a rebuke to his wife, he set to work on the skirt during her absence and sewed it up neatly. When, on her return home, he showed her what he had done, she was touched and kissed him tenderly. Soon she left the room, to return with an armful of garments.

"Here are some more for you, darling," she announced happily. "Don't hurry. Just do them whenever you have time."

Reward of Virtue Sermon Illustrations

The little boy put a serious question to his mother:

"Please, mama, tell me: If I'm a good boy, and I die, and go to heaven, will God give me a nice ickle devil to play with?"



The teacher directed the class to compose fiction narrative. The most interesting story submitted ran as follows:

"A poor young man fell in love with the daughter of a rich lady who kept a candy store. The poor young man could not marry the rich candy lady's daughter because he had not money enough to buy any furniture.

"A wicked man offered to give the young man twenty-five dollars if he would become a drunkard. The young man wanted the money very much, so he could marry the rich candy lady's daughter, but when he got to the saloon he turned to the wicked man and said, 'I will not become a drunkard even for twenty-five dollars. Get from behind me, Satan.'

"On his way home he found a pocketbook containing a million dollars in gold. Then the young lady consented to marry him. They had a beautiful wedding, and the next day they had twins. Thus you see that Virtue has its own reward."

Rewards Sermon Illustrations

Degrees in Heaven

A lady was bringing her plants into the house in the autumn. Some had hardly grown at all—they had made no progress and produced no bloom. They had just lived, and that was about all. Others had done well—grown strong and beautiful, and repaid her care by abundant blossoms. The former were taken in and saved from perishing, but had obscure places, with little regard or use—just saved and that was all—while those which had used their powers and opportunities were taken to grace the parlors and windows of the house, and given missions of beauty and power. So it is with people in God's garden and house, some are just saved, "so as by fire"; they "hardly enter in." But those who live lives of loving service to God and humanity have an abundant entrance into the joy of the Lord.—Selected.


"Let No Man Take Thy Crown"

Have you become discouraged? Have you allowed something to keep you from being what you know you should be? Have you allowed depression or disaster to make you lose heart and to slacken your effort? If so, remember the Word of the Lord: "That no man take thy crown." Be diligent; in season and out of season. Be faithful in the face of storm, as well as in times of sunshine, for if there is "no battle, there will be no victory; no cross, no crown."—Henry J. Westermeyer, in Christian Observer. 


Bennie Locke's Railroad Run

Bennie Locke, an engine driver who has done fifty-seven years of service on the Lakawanna Railroad, and has never received a demerit mark from his superior officers, had the habit, during the greater part of his service, of removing his cap on entering his engine and uttering a prayer for God's protection on each day's run. One experience he thus describes: "Number Six was twenty-five minutes late out of Scranton one day, and I had my little prayer as usual when I stepped into the cab. After I had asked for the safety of our train, I said, `Lord, help me to bring her in on time.' It was a stiff climb up the Pocono Mountains for the first part of the trip, and it never seems so steep as when you are late. I couldn't gain a second on the way up but after we dipped over the summit, things began to break just right for me. It was a beautiful day, with air perfectly clear, and we almost flew down the mountain. I just held her steady and let her go. At last the old train shed at Hoboken loomed ahead, and, as we pulled into the station I looked at my watch and we were just on the dot. As I stood wiping the sweat from my face there was a tap of a cane on the outside of my cab and on looking out I saw the president of the road, all smiles, and he said to me, `A good run, sir! A very good run!' That meant more to me than anything that could have happened in this world. And, brother, when I make my last run, and pull into the Great Terminal, if I can just hear Him say, `A good run, sir! A very good run!' the toil and the struggle down here won't matter."—Sunday School Times. 



Andrew Bonar's Answer

When Andrew Bonar made his first and only visit to America, they gave him a farewell meeting in New York. Several men eulogized him, and one man in closing said, "Think of the 'crown of righteousness,' which is laid up for Andrew Bonar, 'which the Lord, the righteous judge,' shall give him in that day." Dear old Andrew Bonar walked to the front of the platform and held up his hands toward Heaven and completed Paul's saying to Timothy: "and not to me only, but unto all them also that love His appearing."—James M. Gray, in the Sunday School Times. 



The Joy Set Before Us

It will make the toils of the road and all the renunciation and willing sacrifices of life seem nothing to have some such words of commendation from the lips of our glorious Saviour, and to hear Him say to one who has sought to be faithful at all cost: "Well done! You were never popular on earth, and nobody knew about you. The life you laid down for Me in that Central African village, or in that crowded Chinese city, or lived to My glory in the uninspiring sphere of home duty seemed to be wasted and its sacrifices to be worthless by those who knew it; but ‘thy love to Me was wonderful.’ Men said you made mistakes and were narrow-minded; men thought that you were a fanatic and a fool and called you so; men crucified you as they crucified Me; but 'thy love to Mc was wonderful.'"—Northfield Calendar.


After the Cross the Crown

When all around seems dark and drear, 
The heart with lonely grief bowed down, 
No earthly friend to soothe or cheer, 
There's One who lends a listening ear
And says, "My child, give Me thy fear:
After the cross the crown."

When hope lies dead, and not one ray 
Of sunshine lights the world's dark frown; 
When sorrow's tear, like ocean's spray, 
Will from thy burdened heart find way:
In accents tender hear Him say, 
"After the cross the crown."

Poor tossed one, weep no more, but leave
At His dear feet thy burden down; 
Thy Father speaks, no longer grieve; 
Rejoice in Him, His Word believe;
Earth's night is brief; thou'lt soon receive 
After the cross thy crown.—Isa L. Christenson, in Herald of Holiness. 


God Doesn't Give Half Crowns

A minister in England was preaching to a crowd of people in a street meeting. A rough man, driving past, shouted, "Well, governor, you'll be getting a half crown for that job." Instantly, the minister replied, "No, my man, you are wrong. The Lord Jesus Christ, my Master, never gives half crowns. He gives whole crowns to those who serve Him."—Gospel Herald. 



"Well Done!"

A short time ago, one of our blind soldiers was playing the piano in the convalescent ward of a London hospital. Presently some visitors entered the room, but he was used to such interruptions, and played on, filling the long ward with lovely melody. When the music ceased, a gentleman walked over to the piano and said, "Well done, my friend!" The surprised soldier, thinking it was one of his comrades, swung round on his stool, and with a smile said, "And who are you?" Quick as a flash, and as startling, came the reply, "Your King!" In an instant the man was on his feet with his hand at salute, his whole being instinct with pleasure at the honor accorded him by the royal word of praise.—The Sunday Strand.
When We Haven't Much to Show

There is a very human story told of a commercial traveler who presented himself before his chief after finishing his round. Taking the very small batch of orders in his hand, the manager looked at the man and said, "And is this all you've done?" In reply the man looked steadily at his employer and said, "No, sir, it isn't all I've done, but I'm afraid it is all I can show." In our work for God it is often when we toil hardest that we can show the least tangible result. But if there has been the earnest endeavor to serve Christ, we may be sure that He knows all about it, and will reward us accordingly.—United Methodist.


God's Hundredfold

Mrs. Amanda Smith said, "When God does anything, He does it handsome." "So," said J. Hudson Taylor, "God's hundredfold is a very liberal one. He has given me a thousand fathers and mothers, sisters and brothers, friends and homes—everything that I ever left for Him. What a household is the household of faith! What a family is that of which God has made us members! Why, all the choice and the noble, and all the beautiful and the good, the grand and the faithful are ours. We are allied to them all. We are all one in Christ Jesus."—The King's Business. 



Is a Sunday School Worth While?

Two men met upon a steamer during a Scotch excursion and talked of many things, among others of Sabbath schools. "To tell the truth," said one of them, "I am not very enthusiastic about that kind of work. I was a teacher for many years, and, after all, I seem to have done no good." "Well, I do believe in Sabbath school work," said the other. "As a lad I received life-long influences for good in my old class." And he named the school with which he had once been connected. "Were you there?" asked the other. "That is where I taught. Were you there in my time? My name is George Brown." "And I was your scholar. I remember you now," said the younger man. "I owe everything to you." There, side by side, stood the teacher who believed that he had done nothing, and the man he had influenced for life.—The Presbyterian. 



Russian Guard

The story is told of the suffering in Russia many years ago; how the Christians were persecuted and imprisoned: Some gave up Christianity and their faith in Christ and were freed. Others chose to suffer, "not accepting deliverance." The story went on to tell of seventy who had been imprisoned for a long time, underfed, and at last taken out, thinly clad, one cold winter night, to a lake of ice where they were left to die. 

A Russian guard was in charge of them. He was warmly clad, and properly fed and did not mind the cold. However he seemed to see the prisoners fall one by one on the ice, and as one fell it seemed as if the heavens opened and an angel appeared with a golden crown. Then another would fall and another angel appeared with another golden crown. 

It seemed as if they had nearly all fallen, and the Russian guard, thinking he must be in a trance ox a dream, aroused himself and found all had fallen save one. 

That one called to him, and said: "Oh, sir, save my life, I'm dying! I'll not be a Christian, anything, only save my life." 

"Quick," said the Russian guard, "change clothes with me." And he stepped out on the ice. He had seen that there was one more angel and one more golden crown.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


"Cast the bread upon the waters, 
Ye who have a scant supply;
Angel eyes will watch above it, 
You will find it by and by. 
He who in His righteous balance, 
Doth each human action weigh; 
Will your sacrifice remember,
Will your loving deeds repay."—Selected.


Big Find—Little Reward

In Chicago, Joseph Kratzle, a service elevator operator in an apartment house, recovered two checks for $114,000 which had been lost by a tenant in the apartment house where he works. His reward was a fifteen cent tip and a solicitous offer to put iodine on the cuts on his hands which he had received while searching through fourteen trash bags and garbage cans. The job took three hours, he said. Mr. Kratzle accepted the fifteen cents. But declined the offer of first aid.  He administered his own treatment when he returned to the basement from the tenant's apartment.

The checks were in envelopes, which had been placed by error with a bundle of letters to be discarded.

It was not Mr. Kratzle's first experience at finding valuables. In 1926, when he was employed as a window cleaner, he was working in the Federal Reserve Bank, and found a package on the floor. It contained $83,000 in cash. That adventure was more profitable. The president of the bank gave Mr. Kratzle twenty-five dollars.

And in Little Rock, one day, G. L. Calhoun, service station attendant, was five dollars richer, but was not very happy about it. The five-spot, Calhoun said, was the reward he received for returning to the rightful owner a billfold containing $11,500 which he found at the service station where he worked.

I read once where a cab driver found a purse containing seven thousand dollars which was left by a woman passenger on the back seat—seven thousand dollars in one hundred dollar bills. He found her address in the purse, drove five miles to return it to her. The woman so graciously and generously gave him five dollars!

But God speaks of some great rewards:

Moreover by them (the judgments of the Lord) is thy servant warned: and in keeping of them there is great reward  (Psalm 19:11).

For the Lord God is a sun and shield: the Lord will give grace and glory: no good thing will he withhold from them that walk uprightly (Psalm 84:11).

The wicked worketh a deceitful work: but to him that soweth righteousness shall he a sure reward (Proverbs 11:18).

And, behold, I come quickly; and my reward is with me, to give every man according as his work shall be (Revelation 22:12).



Said a great Congregational preacher
To a hen, "You're a beautiful creature."
And the hen, just for that,
Laid an egg in his hat,
And thus did the Hen reward Beecher.

Rheumatism Sermon Illustrations

FARMER BARNES—"I've bought a barometer, Hannah, to tell when it's going to rain, ye know."

MRS. BARNES—"To tell when it's goin' to rain! Why, I never heard o' such extravagance. What do ye s'pose th' Lord has given ye th' rheumatis for?"—Tit-Bits.
Riches Sermon Illustrations

Thus read the will of Patrick Henry: "This is all the inheritance I can give to my dear family. The religion of Christ will give them one which will make them rich indeed."



On the grave of a man whose life had been an ornament to his country and a benefit to his fellow men was this epitaph: "My wealth consists not in the abundance of my possessions, but in the fewness of my wants." This man evidently had not been unmindful of the words of our Lord, that "a man's life consisteth not in the abundance of the things which he possesseth" (Luke 12:15). 



Property Not Subject to Taxation

A tax collector one day came to a poor minister in order to assess the value of his property and to determine the amount of his taxes.

"I am a rich man," said the minister.

The official quickly sharpened his pencil and asked intently, "Well, what do you own?" 

The pastor replied, "I am the possessor of a Saviour who earned for me everlasting life and who has prepared a place for me in the Eternal City." 

"What else?"

"I have a brave, pious wife, and Solomon says, `Who can find a virtuous woman? for her price is far above rubies."' 

"What else?" 

"Healthy and obedient children."

"What else?" 

"A merry heart which enables me to pass through life joyfully." 

"What else?"

"That is all," replied the minister.

The official closed his book, took his hat and said, "You are indeed a rich man, sir, but your property is not subject to taxation."—The King's Business. 



"Rich Toward God"

These words are found in connection with the parable of the rich fool, whose folly illustrates that of every person who "layeth up treasure for himself and is not rich toward God." 

There are four classes of people when it conies to the matter of possessions. (1) Those who are rich in this world's goods and poor toward God. (2) Those who are poor in this world and rich toward God. (3) Others are poor in both this world and the next. (4) Some have considerable amount of this world's goods, but because they hold them with a loose hand they are rich in the next world, too. But this latter class are not very numerous. Only a few can possess much of the materials of earth without attaching their hearts here, too. "Where your treasure is, there will your heart be also."—Roy L. Hollenback, in Gospel Herald. 



The Power of a Gold Piece

A man once visited Robert Hall to make exception to some statement which the preacher had made in his sermon. It was evident that the man was in the grip and bondage of the love of money. When Hall had gauged the man's character he took a half-sovereign out of his pocket, and, opening the Bible, pointed to the word "God." "Can you see that?" said Robert Hall. "Certainly," replied the man. Then the preacher took the half-sovereign and placed it over the word. "Can you see it now?" he asked. The man immediately understood the symbol, and through it was led into the light. Gold hid God. Money blocked the vision. Love of money shut out the face of the Father.—The Sunday Circle. 



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 I can now judge that life today is nothing but a caldron 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."—Gospel Herald. 



What Agassiz Could Not Afford to Do 

The great Agassiz was devoting time and talent to a poorly paid but absorbing line of scientific study, when he received a message from a college president offering him what seemed a munificent sum to come and deliver a course of lectures on Natural History. His characteristic reply was rather startling, but might well be stamped on the hearts of all God's stewards: "I cannot afford to waste time making money."—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


"Died Rich"

Many years ago 'John Somethingorother, a gold prospector, at last believed himself rich. But he was starving amid the shifting dunes of Death Valley, Cal. On a scrap of paper John scribbled, "Died rich." Then hugging a small bowler of mica, whose pyrites, resembling gold, apparently had deceived him, John passed away. Recently a party of motor tourists discovered the skeleton. An old miner's pick lay nearby. A rusty watch was also found—but was not running.—Pathfinder.



A Man's Back

G. F. Watts' famous picture illustrating "For he had great possessions" is familiar to everyone. The artist gave this account of the rich young ruler: "I am doing a man's back—little else but his back—to explain, 'He went away sorrowful; for he had great possessions.' Fancy a man turning his back on Christ rather than give away his goods. They say his back looks sorry. I don't know. It is what I meant to express."—Quiver.
True Wealth

"How does it feel to be a millionaire?" George M. Pullman was asked.

"I have never thought of that," replied the maker of Pullman cars and owner of Pullman city; "but, now that you mention it, I believe that I am no better off—certainly not happier, than when I did not have a dollar to my name, and had to work from daylight till dark. I wore a good suit of clothes then, and I only wear one suit now. I relished three meals a day then a good deal more than I do three meals a day now. I had fewer cares, I slept better, and may add generally, that I believe I was far happier in those days than I have been many times since I became a millionaire.' 

True wealth is found in the knowledge of Christ and of His great salvation and in the possession of the real abiding riches which He bestows on all who believe in Him. 
The heart can never be satisfied with anything of the world, and the world passes away.—Scattered Seed. 



Sending Treasures Home

I once had friends who were traveling abroad for several years. They intended to build a home on their return, and the dream of the home that was to be went with them in all their journeying. When they could secure a beautiful picture, statue, or vase, they purchased it, and sent it home to await their coming. Rare and curious treasure which would afterward be linked with happy memories they forwarded for their future enjoyment. I love to think that we are doing the same for our heavenly Home in these pilgrimage days on earth. The kindly deed that made a rare picture in somebody's life, the little sacrifice that blossomed into joy, the helpful friendship,—all these we shall find again; and the patience we have gained, the "song iii the night" that we have learned, whatever of beauty, tenderness, faith, or love we can put into other lives or our own will be among our treasures in Heaven!—Forward. 



His Great Danger

As a Christian man was passing out of a church he met an old acquaintance whom he had not seen for several years. In their brief interview he said to his acquaintance, "I understand you are in great danger." It was said seriously, and was heard with surprise. The friend addressed was not aware of any danger and eagerly inquired what was meant. The answer was, "I have been informed that you are getting rich."—Sunday School Tunes.


Riches and Poverty of Christ. 

My Master was so very poor,
A manger was His cradling place; 
So very rich my Master was—
Kings came from far to gain His grace.

My Master was so very poor,
And with the poor He brake the bread; 
So very rich my Master was
That multitudes by Him were fed.

My Master was so very poor,
They nailed Him naked to a Cross; 
So very rich my Master was
He gave His all and knew no loss.

(Luke 2. 12; 9. 58; 2 Cor. 8. 9)



But Satan now is wiser than of yore,
And tempts by making rich, not making poor.—Pope


Go you that boast of all your stores,
And tell how bright they shine; 
Your heaps of glittering dust are yours,
But my Redeemer's mine.—Selected


A distinguished man lay on his death-bed, when a great mark of distinction and honor was brought to him. Turning a cold glance on the treasure he would once have clutched with an eager grasp, he said with a sigh, "Alas! this is a very fine thing in this country, but I am going to a country where it will be of no use to me."—Haven
Right Sermon Illustrations

Nebuchadnezzar had seen in his vision a huge image, a colossus whose head was of fine gold, his breast and arms of silver, his belly and thighs of brass, his legs of iron, his feet of iron and clay. The mighty colossus seemed invincible; but a stone cut without hands smote the colossus on his feet of clay and brake the image to pieces, while the stone that
smote the image became a great mountain and filled the whole earth.

That is a timeless parable, and the only true philosophy of history. No matter how formidable wickedness may seem, or how polished the silver and gold and brass of its material show and splendor, it stands upon feet of clay, and the uncut stone of God's justice and holy decree at length will smash it to fragments and cast it into the dust.



The hope which beats within the breast of man has ever pictured a great and a good end to the long process of history.

Ah, there is something here
Unfathomed by the cynic's sneer, 
Something that gives our feeble light
A high immunity from Night.
A conscience more divine than we, 
A gladness fed with secret tears, 
A vexing, forward-reaching sense 
Of some more noble permanence; 
A light across the sea,
Which haunts the soul and will not let it be,
Still beaconing from the heights of undegenerate years.—James Russell Lowell



There is a noble expression of confidence in the triumph of right found in a letter written by the Prussian Queen Louise in 1818, to her father, when Napoleon overran Europe: "It were a crime to say God is with the French emperor; but he is manifestly an instrument in the hands of the Almighty to bury out of sight the old order, which has no further purpose. I do not believe the Emperor Napoleon Bonaparte is firm and secure on what at present is so dazzling a throne. Only truth and justice are steadfast and at rest; he is politic, that is, cunning, and he guides himself, not according to the eternal laws, but according to circumstances as they are just now. Consequently, he stains his rule with much injustice. I believe steadfastly in God, and therefore also in a moral ordering of the world. This I do not see in the reign of violence, and so I entertain the hope that better days will succeed the present evil ones."

Righteousness Sermon Illustrations

The Lord will guard the righteous well,
Their way to Him is known;
The way of sinners far from God,
Shall surely be o'erthrown.—Selected


How can a man trust in his own righteousness? It is like seeking shelter under one's own shadow. We may stoop to the very ground; and, the lower we bend, we still find that our shadow is beneath us. But, if a man flee to the shadow of a great rock or of a wide-spreading tree, he will find abundant shelter from the rays of the noonday sun. So human merits are unavailing; and Christ alone is able to save to the uttermost those who come unto God by him.—Medhurst
Rites Sermon Illustrations

Strange Rites

Strange rites persist in regions near Makassar, Celebes. There, toothless smiles kindle flowers o£ love. There, among the isolated Toradji tribes who live in the barren interior of central Celebes, the road to marriage is paved with broken teeth.

Only girls without their front teeth will succeed in kindling the flames of love in the hearts of the Toradji men. Such girls are prettier, and furthermore, they won't bite, the men claim. To catch herself a husband, a Toradji girl will grab the first handy stone and knock out her front teeth. The practice is a leftover from religious beliefs of the ancient Toradjis. Although the custom is dying out, it still persists in remote areas.

What a difference on the value of a tooth is set forth in the Bible where injuries to persons are spoken of:

And if a man smite the eye of his servant, or the eye of his maid, that it perish; he shall let him go free for his eye's sake. And if he smite out his manservant's tooth or his maidservant's tooth, she shall let him go free for his  tooth's sake  (Exodus  21:26,27).

Along with this, we recall Proverbs 25:19: "Confidence in an unfaithful man in time of trouble is hke a broken tooth, and a foot out of joint.

River of Life Sermon Illustrations

A river of water of life! How full of meaning that is to a traveler in the East! There you have sharp contrasts—arid deserts, bare hillsides, yellow mountains; but where the river flows, there is shade, coolness, greenness, fruits and flowers. Even the very sound of flowing water falls with pleasant music on the ear. Egypt is the "gift of the Nile," a garden bounded by a desert. Damascus is an oasis in the desert created by the Abana (now Barada) and Pharpar rivers flowing from the snows of Hermon. There the desert gives way to orchards and groves, laden with fruits and exhaling sweet odors.

Along the way to Antioch bare mountains yield to pleasant groves, where the waters of Daphne tumble over the rocks and where the great wheels lift the waters of the full-flowing Orontes into the gardens. But perhaps it is at Tarsus that one best understands how the river is the giver of life. To the north are the bare, rugged Taurus Mountains. Here in front of you lies the mean, dry, dusty, yellow, windswept town. But to the south, toward the sea, where the waters of the Cydnus are taken up by the great water wheels, you behold a very paradise of deepest green, where trees bend in the wind and gardens fill the air with sweet incense.

Roads Sermon Illustrations

A Yankee just returning to the states was dining with an Englishman, and the latter complained of the mud in America.

"Yes," said the American, "but it's nothing to the mud over here."

"Nonsense!" said the Englishman.

"Fact," the American replied. "Why, this afternoon I had a remarkable adventure—came near getting into trouble with an old gentleman—all through your confounded mud."

"Some of the streets are a little greasy at this season, I admit," said the Englishman. "What was your adventure, though?"

"Well," said the American, "as I was walking along I noticed that the mud was very thick, and presently I saw a high hat afloat on a large puddle of very rich ooze. Thinking to do some one a kindness, I gave the hat a poke with my stick, when an old gentleman looked up from beneath, surprised and frowning. 'Hello!' I said. 'You're in pretty deep!' 'Deeper than you think,' he said. 'I'm on the top of an omnibus!'"

Roasts Sermon Illustrations

As William Faversham was having his luncheon in a Birmingham hotel he was much annoyed by another visitor, who, during the whole of the meal, stood with his back to the fire warming himself and watching Faversham eat. At length, unable to endure it any longer, Mr. Faversham rang the bell and said:

"Waiter, kindly turn that gentleman around. I think he is done on that side."

Robbers Sermon Illustrations

Candid Robber

The duke of Ossuna, viceroy of Naples, once visited the galleys, and passing through the prisoners, he asked several of them what their offences were. All of them excused themselves upon various pretences; one said he was put in out of malice, another by bribery of the judge; but all of them declared they were punished unjustly. The duke came at last to a little black man, whom he questioned as to what he was there for. "My lord," said he, "I cannot deny but I am justly put in here; for I wanted money, and my family was starving, so I robbed a passenger near Tarragona of his purse." The duke, on hearing this, gave him a blow on the shoulder with his stick, saying, "You rogue, what are you doing here among so many honest, innocent men? Get you out of their company." The poor fellow was then set at liberty, while the rest were left to tug at the oar.



Ingenious Contrivance

Many years ago, when stagecoaches were not unfrequently attacked by highwaymen, a party was once travelling on a lonely road, when one of the gentlemen mentioned to the company that he had ten guineas with him, which he was afraid of losing. Upon this an elderly lady who sat next to him, advised him to take his money from his pocket, and slip it into his boot, which he did. Not long after the coach was attacked, when a highwayman rode up to the window, on the lady's side, and demanded her money; upon which she immediately whispered to him that if he would examine that gentleman's boot, he would find ten guineas. The man took the hint, and the 

gentleman was obliged to submit patiently; but when the robber had gone, he loaded his fellow-traveller with abuse, declaring her to be in confederacy with the highwayman. She replied that certainly appearances were against her; but if the company in the stage would sup at her house the following evening, she would explain a conduct which appeared so mysterious. After a debate among themselves, they consented to go the next evening according to her invitation. They were ushered into a magnificent room, where an elegant supper was served, after which, the lady taking a pocket-book from her pocket, showed that it contained various notes to the amount of several hundred pounds, and addressing herself to the gentleman who had been robbed: "I thought, sir," said she, "it was better to lose ten guineas, than all this valuable property, which I had about me last night; and I have now the pleasure of returning what you so kindly lent me."



Reclaimed Felons

The late Dr. Lettsom says, "I have been so happy as to reform two highwaymen who had robbed me; and from this I think that few of our fellow-creatures are so hardened, as to be impenetrable to repentance. One of these men has since been twice in the Gazette promotions, as a military officer. The other married, and became a respectable farmer in Surrey."



A similar story is told by the celebrated Rowland Hill. He was attacked by a highwayman, whom he succeeded in convincing of the evil of his way of life, and who afterwards became a most faithful servant to him. The secret was never revealed by Mr. Hill until the death of the servant.

Robes Sermon Illustrations

High Priest's Robes

In priestly robes, blue, gold, and purple, drest, 
Up that steep mountain-side his way he wended; 
Weeping, the people watched as he ascended 
With fearless footsteps to his last, long rest.
At length he reached the cloud-enveloped crest, 
By son and brother mournfully attended,
Whose hands removed (his priestly duties ended) 
The glorious robes and splendor on his breast. 
With that rich dress he saw his son invested, 
Then—Israel's priest no more—lay down to die, 
And in his grave sublime and lonely rested;
Not like that wondrous priest of ours possessing 
`Dyed garments' changeless as His Deity,
For ever living, loving, pleading, blessing.—Richard Wilton 
(Num. 20. 27-29; Heb. 7. 23, 24)

Rock of Ages Sermon Illustrations

A Welsh lady, when she lay dying, was visited by her minister. He said to her, 'Sister, are you sinking?' She answered him not a word, but looked at him with incredulous eye. He repeated the question, `Sister, are you sinking?' She looked at him again as if she could not believe he would ask such a question. At last, rising a little in her bed, she said, 'Sinking! Sinking! Did you ever know a sinner to sink through a rock? If I had been standing on the sand, I might sink; but thank God, I'm on the Rock of Ages, and there is no sinking there.'—C. H. Spurgeon
(Ps. 40. 2; Luke 6. 47, 48; 1 Cor. 10. 4)



Augustus Toplady was one day overtaken by a severe thunderstorm in Burrington Combe, a rocky glen running into the heart of the Mendip Hills. There was no habitation anywhere near, and no place to which he could turn for shelter from the storm. Looking about him, he saw two massive pillars of rock, a deep fissure in the centre of a precipitous crag of limestone, and took refuge there. Standing there in safety, he escaped the storm. Finding a piece of paper lying near, he picked it up and with his pencil wrote the famousS, familiar hymn, first published in 1775, 'Rock of Ages, cleft for me, Let me hide myself in Thee.'

(Deut. 33. 27; Isa. 26. 4 margin; 32. 2)

Rockets Sermon Illustrations

Successful Saturn

Radioed from Cape Canaveral to the world April 25, 1962, was this achievement: "The great Saturn booster was launched successfully for the second time today and was deliberately blown up after the trial to dump 95 tons of cloud-forming water into the upper atmosphere. With a tremendous roar and spurt of flame, the world's mightiest known rocket rode 1.3 million pounds of thrust to an altitude of 65 miles. There a signal from the ground detonated dynamite charges which ripped the vehicle apart spilling the water into the near-vacuum of space in a bonus experiment.

The National Aeronautics and Space Administration announced several minutes after the 9 a.m. launching that the flight was completely successful. Observers saw the water quickly form a huge cloud of snow-like ice particles which spread several hundred feet across a clear sky.

The great mass—higher than any natural cloud has flown—remained seemingly motionless in the air for only a few seconds, then spread apart and quickly vanished.

As on the first flight of the Saturn last October, only the first-stage performance was being checked. And once again it was a remarkable performance by what is believed to be the largest and most complex rocket in the world—a forerunner of a rocket designed to carry American astronauts to the moon later in this decade.

By the time the explosion charge was ignited 160 seconds after launching, the 162-foot Saturn had completed its main mission—a check-out on the booster itself.

The eight powerful engines in the first stage functioned for about 115 seconds, pushing the 463-ton vehicle to an altitude of 35 miles. The engines then shut off as planned and the rocket coasted up to the point of explosion — which occurred some 50 miles southeast of Cape Canaveral over the Atlantic.

Two dummy upper stages were filled with water to simulate the weight of the upper assembly to be carried on future Saturns.

It was this 23,000 gallons of water which was spilled into the icy ionosphere in a secondary scientific experiment dubbed "Project Highwater."

By tracking the cloud and recording its action scientists hoped to gain further knowledge of the upper atmosphere. Officials were jubilant. Two straight successes in the program have given added impetus to America's plan to race the Soviet Union to the moon.

Richard Canfield, Saturn project officer, reported the good shots show that a vehicle such as Saturn certainly is feasible. Canfield said primary purposes of the flight were to evaluate propulsion, areodynamic characteristics, guidance and other systems in the first stage. He said only minor changes have been made as a result of the highly successful maiden flight last October 27th.

Thinking of Saturn's success, I think of what Shakespeare wrote: "O, wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful wonderful—and yet again wonderful."

And yet, as Walter Pate wrote, man maintains a kind of candid discontent in the face of the very highest achievement. 



Abrupt Acceleration

At Edwards Airforce Base, California, the veteran rocket plane pilot, Scott Crossfield, flew an X-15 equipped with the most powerful aircraft engine ever built—and said it is "even hotter than expected"—topping all prediction. Its acceleration was so abrupt, he said, it was "almost like an explosion." He made this prediction for the sleek rocket plane, expected to soar to the edge of space: "I'm sure it will exceed all our expectations. We have overestimated the drag (wind resistance) of the plane with its new engine."

Although under orders to hold the engine at half throttle, Crossfield zoomed to nearly 80,000 feet at the top speed close to 2,000 miles per hour. That's no record. Other X-15s, with smaller engines and flown by other pilots, have gone 2,196 m.p.h. and reached 136,500 feet. On all our flights with the big engine, the X-15 is expected to hit 4,000 m.p.h. and streak perhaps 100 miles high.

The new engine called the ZLR-99, burns liquid oxygen and anhydrous ammonia and develops a thrust of 57,000 pounds.

But more meaningful for the welfare of humanity is when God answers prayer speedily as David asked Him to: "Bow down thine ear to me; deliver me speedily: be thou my strong rock, for an house of defence to save me" (Psalm 31:2). More meaningful for the welfare of those who trust in God is to have the experience set forth in these words:

Then shall thy light break forth as the morning, and thine health shall spring forth speedily: and thy righteousness shall go before thee; the glory of the Lord shall be thy reward. Then shalt thou call, and the Lord shall answer; thou shalt cry, and he shall say, Here I am (Isaiah 58:2,8). 

Rod Sermon Illustrations

Rod—Moses

That mystic rod
Of old stretched o'er the Egyptian wave
Which opened, in the strength of God, 
A pathway for the slave.—John Greenleaf Whittier
(Exod. 4. 2; 14. 16; 17. 5, 6)

Romans Sermon Illustrations

Some Day We'll See

"Why did my precious baby die? We could have cared for her properly and would have trained her in a godly life." "Why did this financial disaster overtake me? I've tried honestly to be God's steward. I've lost all!" Why? Why? Why? Such questions are not presumptuous. God made us mental and moral beings. We are taught that this is a moral universe. But these questions may not be answered on earth. Does that mean that they will never be answered? No! There will be a time when we shall have explanation and judgment. We shall say: "I see it now, Lord. Thy loving-kindness is great. `Blessed be the name of the Lord'!"—Today. 



Blessed Disappointment

When Lord Clive, as a young man, in the spirit of adventure set out from his British home for India, the ship upon which he sailed was caught in a terrific storm, and continuous adverse gales drove it far off the course, until it finally limped into a South American harbor. There he had to remain for many months before being able to get passage to India. But during the long wait he acquired the Portuguese language which qualified him when he did reach India to take an important position with the East India Company, ultimately resulting in his being appointed by the crown as Governor General of India. Do not deplore upsets; they may be God's messengers.—Sunday School Times. 



"No Mistake of God's"

"I have heard that this physician [who unwittingly caused her blindness never ceased expressing his regret at the occurrence; and that it was one of the sorrows of his life. But if I could meet him now, I would say, `Thank you, thank you, over and over again, for making me blind.' . . . Although it may have been a blunder on the physician's part, it was no mistake on God's. I verily believe it was His intention that I should live my days in physical darkness, so as to be better prepared to sing His praises and incite others so to do."—From Fanny Crosby's Life Story by Herself. 


Whichever way the wind doth blow, 
Some heart is glad to have it so; 
Then blow it east or blow it west, 
The wind that blows, that wind is best. 
My little craft sails not alone; 
A thousand fleets from every zone 
Are out upon a thousand seas;
And what for me was favoring breeze
Might dash another, with the shock
Of doom, upon some hidden rock.
And so I do not care to pray 
For winds to waft me on my way,
But leave it to a Higher Will 
To stay or speed me; trusting still
That all is well, and sure that He 
Who launched my bark will sail with me
Through storm and calm, and will not fail
Whatever breezes may prevail,
To land me, every peril past,
Within His sheltering Haven at last.—Caroline Atwater Mason.


Had He Lost All?

A young businessman who had been severely tested, and whose heart was again and again tempted to rebellion during the process of trial to which he was submitted, came to a Christian worker. His motherless babes, two and five years old, clung one to either hand. Though still in his early thirties, his hair was snow white from the hours of anguish through which he had passed. An income of twenty thousand dollars a year was gone. His capital was swept away. His home was gone; his car for sale. Stripped of everything but the two loved children, the big, broad-shouldered young father, towering over six feet, in the strength of a capable manhood, looked steadily at the worker, and said, "In looking back upon my sufferings, I find that God makes no mistakes."—Sunday School Times. 



"Nevertheless Afterward"

There must be light beyond this darkness, 
God's sun has never failed to rise;
The blackest night has had its ending 
When morning brought its glad surprise. 
The tears that fell those hours of waiting 
Are changed to sparkling gems of dew; 
All dazzling in the sun's bright shining,— 
God's rainbow in its richest hue.—Selected.


Brought Home by Trials
A boy made a boat and went off to sail it. Presently it got beyond his reach, and he appealed to a big boy, asking him to get it back for him. Saying nothing, the big boy picked up stones, and seemed to be throwing them at the boat. The little chap thought he would never get his boat back, and that the big boy was annoying him. But presently he noticed that instead of hitting the boat, each stone went beyond it, and made a little wave, which moved the boat a little nearer to the shore. Every throw of the stones was planned, and at last the toy was brought within reach, and the little boy was happy in the possession of his treasure. Sometimes things in our life seem disagreeable. But wait awhile, and we shall see that each trial has brought us nearer to God.—Courtesy Moody Monthly. 


Why the "Lamb" Was Taken

A few years ago a wealthy lady and gentleman were both made very happy by the birth of a little daughter whom they loved greatly. To their great sorrow, however, the child sickened and died. The mother nearly lost her reason. while the father bore the grief silently.

So concerned was the father about his wife that he consulted a doctor. The doctor advised him to give his wife a complete change. He did so, taking her to the East. 

One day, after a walk, the two noticed a shepherd leading his flock. Coming to a brook which he wished the sheep to cross, the sheep refused to do so; whereupon he picked up a lamb, jumped the stream with it, placing it about fifty yards on the other side. 

Presently the lamb began to bleat for its mother. Its mother, hearing the call, raised her head, and jumping over the stream, ran to the lamb. The other sheep, seeing this, followed. Thus the shepherd was able to lead all his sheep safely home. 

"I see," said the mother of the dead child. "The Lord has taken my lamb to enable me to meet it on the other side."—Peniel Herald.
No Accidents

Down in Georgia in a rural section of the country, a good man of God was holding a revival meeting. There was a Negro nurse who attended these meetings. She was very poor, but had one great ambition, and that was to own enough uniforms to have a clean one every day without having to wash several times a week. After a period of hard work and much saving, her ambition was realized. In her clothes closet hung a row of beautiful white uniforms. One day while at work, word came that her cabin was on fire. She was rushed to her home only to find what had been her home was now a pile of ashes. She walked to the pile of ashes and allowed her eyes to stray in the direction of what had been the clothes closet that held her precious uniforms. This Negro Christian woman lifted her eyes toward Heaven and remarked: "I is not only a Christian, I is a consecrated Christian, and nothing much can happen to a consecrated Christian." Praise the Lord!—Selected. 



God's Purpose
A young man was trying to establish himself as a peach grower. He had worked for years, and invested his all in a peach orchard, which at last bloomed bounteously—and then came a frost. He didn't go to church the next Sunday, nor the next, nor the next. His minister went to hunt him up, and inquired the reason. The discouraged young fellow exclaimed: "No, and what is more, I'm not coming any more. Do you think I can worship a God who loves me so little that He will let a frost kill all my peaches?" 

The old minister looked at him a moment in silence, and then replied kindly: "Young man, God loves you better than He does your peaches. He knows that, while peaches do better without frosts, it is impossible to grow the best men without frosts. His object is to grow men, not peaches."—Selected. 


The Use of Affliction

God never permits affliction without a wise purpose. When Dr. Moon, of Brighton, England, was at the height of all his mental powers and acquisitions, he became blind. At first there was a constant rebellion against God. "What are all my acquisitions, what are all my powers worth now, when I am shut up here and the whole world shut out?"

But Dr. Moon began to ask himself if it were possible that he might help the blind to read the Word of God. While his own eyes were sightless, he invented the Moon system of alphabet. This has gone into twenty different countries, and has assimilated itself to the languages of those countries. From three to four million blind people all over the world are reading the Bible in their native tongue because Dr. Moon became blind. Trouble was sent in order that Dr. Moon might help other people out of trouble.—The Dawn. 



All Things for Our Good

A sincere, pious old Southern Negro was asked to speak at the funeral of a little child. He was talking on the text, "All things work together for good to them that love God." He said in substance: "Brethren, we can't take one of God's dealings by itself. We got to put them all together. He don't say His dealings work by themselves. He says dey work together for good. You hear dat brass band? Take all dem horns sep'rate—be mighty poor music. De high tenor horn makes shrill music by itself. It takes all de horns togedder to make de music. Dis life is like de notes ob de big bass horn. Dere's no music here. But let us wait in faith till God brings in d^ odder instruments, and den dere will be music. Dis is de bass horn ob death, a solemn sound. We will wait for de horn ob de resurrection, for de horn ob de ascension, for de angelic horn. When all de horns in God's great band ob providence get togedder, den dere will be music in Heaven."—The Elim Evangel. 



Glad to Be a Leper

Peking missionaries were astounded when an old man once rose and said: "I am glad I am a leper! For if I had not been a leper, I would never have come to this mission hospital; if I had not come to this hospital, I never would have learned to know Jesus. And I had rather be a leper with Christ than to be free from leprosy without Him."—Christian Life. 



Some Day

Sometimes such shadows overhang our path 
We cry we cannot walk in light so dim.
O child of God, fear not, the way is safe 
Through deepest darkness if we walk with Him.

Sometimes our spent and burdened souls have cried, 
"Of what avail this anguish and this pain?" 
Oh, sweet and tender mystery of God, 
There is no travail of the soul in vain!

Someday,—"At evening time there shall be light." 
Somewhere these aching hearts will understand:
Our pain was the refining of our gold, 
Our darkness but the shadow of His hand! 

When our sight
Is made perfect in His grace, 
In the light 
Of the glory of His face
All will be plain!—Martha Snell Nicholson, in Gospel Herald. 


No Clouds, No Showers
"We know that all things work together for good to them that love God" (Rom. 8:28). 

We are often comforted by the words of others who have experienced the loving-kindness of our God, but if we are able to bear witness to it we must experience it for ourselves. 

And old saint was speaking of God's great goodness so joyously that it seemed as though she had never known a trial. "But have you never had any clouds?" she was asked, "Clouds?" she replied; "why of course, elsewhere would all the showers have come from that have refreshed and blessed me so?"

No clouds, no showers; no trials, no refuge; no labor, no "well done." But all is in His hands, who tempers all, balances all, and has nothing but our present and eternal good in view.—Scripture Truth.
Trials Turned to Triumphs

There is a mission in Japan which has a meeting place built by the stones that were thrown at the Christians in years gone by. A mob rushed upon the company and stoned them away; and when the time of peace came the Christians picked up the stones, and worked them into the building. "All things work together for good" (Rom. 8:28).—Glad Tidings.


Our Plimsoll Line 

God knows our frame, and does not place upon us more than we can bear. It is due to the efforts of Samuel Plimsoll (1824-1888), British reformer, that the Merchant Shipping Act of 1876 was passed, requiring all ships to bear a mark known as the Plimsoll line and indicating the maximum load line. By this act the Board of Trade of England was empowered to detain any vessel deemed unsafe, and the amount of cargo was restricted, thus making the long and perilous ocean voyages of those days much safer. The Plimsoll mark, with its gradations and figures, may be seen on the bow of ships near the water line as they lie at anchor. In God's sight, each of us has a similar mark. The burdens and responsibilities He gives us may seem unbearable, but He knows our limit; His everlasting arms are underneath, and by His grace we can bear them without sinking.—Sunday School Times. 



"I Know Him"
In China a faithful little Chinese woman was afflicted with a malady which caused almost unbearable pain. After some weeks of the most intense suffering she finally recovered, but after a few months the same malady again fastened itself upon her. She almost felt that she could not enter the days and weeks ahead, knowing what they held of pain and suffering. 

One Sunday afternoon a group of us went to call on her and before leaving we sang several Gospel songs and had prayer. When we opened our eyes she looked up at us and with tears streaming down her cheeks and in the midst of the most acute pain, said, "I don't know why, but I know Him." She knew that the hand which permitted it was a hand of love, therefore she gladly accepted anything which that hand should allow.—Gospel Herald. 



Enlargements

It is well when we can say with the Psalmist: "In pressure thou hast enlarged me" (Ps. 4:1, J. N. D. Trans.). Naturally pressure would diminish one, but God can use it to enlarge His saints. The way we are exalted and enlarged is not in our circumstances here, but in the knowledge of Christ.—Selected. 



"The Weaver"

Some years ago when I was a pastor in Minneapolis, Minnesota, I had in my congregation a woman who spent the last ten years of her life upon a sick​bed. She scarcely knew a day without pain, and yet she gave herself to the giving of thanks to God for the very testing through which she was passing. After her triumphant death, her husband found the following poem in her Bible. The title is "The Weaver." 

"My life is but a weaving
Between my Lord and me: 
I cannot choose the colors; 
He worketh steadily.
Ofttimes He weaveth sorrow, 
And I in foolish pride 
Forget He sees the upper, 
And I, the underside.

'`Not till the loom is silent
And the shuttles cease to fly,
Shall God unroll the canvas 
And explain the reason why 
The dark threads are as needful
In the Weaver's skillful hand 
And the threads of gold and silver 
In the pattern He has planned.

"He knows, He loves, He cares; 
Nothing this truth can dim. 
He gives His very best to those 
Who leave the choice with Him." 



The Master Weaver

Are the threads of your life all tangled? 
Have the plans that you dreamed gone astray 
Do the bright tones clash with each other, 
And the dark ones cloud most of the way? 

Remember the Master Weaver
Can straighten the tangled strands, 
And weave anew the pattern 
If you place the threads in His hands.

The dark days and the bright ones
Will be woven with infinite skill, 
For both joy and sorrow are needed 
His perfect plan to fulfill.

Some day you will see the upper side, 
In its matchless symmetry, 
His plan, with the threads all blended
In an exquisite harmony.—Lillian M. Weeks, in Sunday School Times. 


We read the story of a young woman, a sincere and beautiful woman, who had consecrated herself to the work of Christian missions and was to go out to India. But before she went, an accident disabled her mother, and the journey had to be postponed. For three years she ministered to her mother, until the mother died, leaving as her last request that before going to India, the daughter should go and visit her sick sister in the far West. She went, intending to sail for India immediately on her return. But she found the sister dying of a lingering illness and without proper attention. Once more she waited until the end came. Again her face was turned eastward when the sister's husband suddenly died, and five orphan children, all of them young, had no soul on earth to care for them but herself. "No more projects for going to the heathen," she wrote to a friend; "this lonely household is my mission." She was greatly disappointed, but cheerfully submitted to the will of God, and set herself, with loving devotion, to a mother's task. Fifteen years she devoted to them. In her forty-fifth year, God showed her the key to the mystery of her unanswered prayers, and revealed to her why He had held her back from India, as she laid her hand, in blessing, on the heads of three of these young people whom she had mothered, ere they sailed as missionaries to the land whither, twenty years before, she had consecrated her life to go. Her broken plan had been replaced by a larger and a better one. She could not go, but three went in her stead: a three hundred per cent interest for twenty years.—Louis Albert Banks. 
Knowing the Code
Four men were standing in a telegraph office while a message was being received. Three of them heard merely a succession of taps. The other surprised his companions by repeating the message aloud. He knew the code, and to him every tap or group of taps meant a letter. Pharaoh's kine and ears of corn were fantastic and meaningless pictures to all but the man to whom God gave the key. It is the same today. We cannot puzzle out the problem of life by ourselves; without God all is dark, mysterious, incomprehensible. But our Father holds the key, and He will give all needful light to those who trust in Him.—Sunday School Times.


Shadows of the Almighty

"There are ferns in the garden of the soul as well as flowers. The flowers grow best in the sunshine; the ferns grow best in the shade. 

"There is the fern of Patience, and the fern of Longsuffering, and the fern of Meekness. And the great Gardener of the soul delights in ferns, and purposes to save them from destruction by the garish day. 

"And so He takes us into the shade—the shade of disappointment, or the shade of sorrow, or the shade of sickness and pain. But it is a very blessed shadow, for it is the `Shadow of the Almighty.' And here the ferns flourish and the cloudy day makes the garden beautiful."—J. H. Jowett.
Theodore Roosevelt Sermon Illustrations

A delegation from Kansas visited Theodore Roosevelt at Oyster Bay some years ago, while he was president. The host met them with coat and collar off, mopping his brow.

"Ah, gentlemen," he said, "dee-lighted to see you. Dee-lighted. But I'm very busy putting in my hay just now. Come down to the barn with me and we'll talk things over while I work."

Down to the barn hustled President and delegation.

Mr. Roosevelt seized a pitchfork and—but where was the hay?

"John!" shouted the President. "John! where's all the hay?"

"Sorry, sir," came John's voice from the loft, "but I ain't had time to throw it back since you threw it up for yesterday's delegation."

Rooster Sermon Illustrations

Doings of a Dominicker

From Greenwood, S. C, June 9, 1962, came this report: An old speckled rooster who traveled nine perilous miles on foot back to his hens, his home and his former owners, now has special privileges in the chicken yard of Mr. and Mrs. Jack Crozier. Dominicker, the Barred Plymouth Rock, will never again have to worry about the lurking dangers of the ax and the stew pot. Elevated to the post of Boss Rooster, he will be permitted to live out his days, strutting, preening and accepting favors from his eighty adoring "good-laying" wives.

The Croziers, who operate a small grocery and service station at their home on McCormick Highway, are all shook up over the hardship they unthinkingly Imposed on their home-loving chanticleer when the sold him down the river. "We sold him for seventy-five cents to a farmer below Verdery, about nine miles south of Greenwood," Mrs. Crozier explained. "The man was interested in the Barred Rock strain and I think we are the only poultry raisers in this area who have them."

"So about three weeks after the sale, Dominicker arrived back home. He announced his return by crowing lustily when he got within sight of the chicken yard. The hens cackled a welcome, and we were amused and tickled to see that old rooster again. I wouldn't part with him now for any price, and when that man who bought him shows up here, I'll be happy to give him his money back."

Royalty Sermon Illustrations

Royal Array for Juliana

In Amsterdam, a glittering array of royalty helped Queen Juliana and Prince Bernhard celebrate their silver wedding anniversary—the first week in May, 1962. Six ruling monarchs were there—Elizabeth of Britain, Baubouin of Belgium, Frederik of Denmark, Olav of Norway, the Shah of Iran, and the Grand Duchess Charlotte of Luxembourg. Nearly one hundred lesser members of European royalty came. The visitors were greeted at the airport by Crown Princess Beatrix and her three sisters.
After a gala ball in Amsterdam's royal palace, the guests were driven the following day to Europe's largest flower park, the Keukenhof, in Holland's famous flower-bulb area. Tulips and jonquils were in bloom. To accent Holland's maritime tradition, the royal guests sailed on the North Sea in the twenty-thousand-ton world-cruise ship Oranje.

The queen's fifty-third birthday was declared a national holiday. Juliana, princess of Orange-Nassau, and Bernhard, Prince of Lippebiesterfield, were married Januray 7, 1937. The silver wedding celebrations were set for May because of Holland's harsh winter climate.

Former Queen Wilhelmina, age eighty-two, did not join in the festivities, but did watch part of them on T.V. 

But  greater  attention—and holy  and  worshipful  attention—was given by the hosts of heaven when Jesus, whom the world coldly received on a pallet of straw and cruelly thrust out on the point of a spear, was betrayed for five more than twenty-five pieces of silver and died at eight years more than twenty-five. 

Rules Sermon Illustrations

General Booth's Rules

General Booth, of Salvation Army service and fame, had ten rules for Christian living.  They are:

1. Consider your body as the temple of the Holy Spirit and treat it with reverence and care.

2. Keep your mind active. Stimulate it with thoughts of others that lead to doing something.

3. Take time to be holy with daily Bible reading and prayer.

4. Support the church. Mingle with others.

5. Cultivate the presence of God. He wants to enter your life and will as far as you let him.

6. Take God into the details of your life. You naturally call upon him in trouble and for the bigger things.

7. Pray for this troubled war-threatened world and the leaders who hold the destinies of the various nations.

8. Have a thankful spirit for the blessings of God—country, home, friends, and numerous other blessings.

9. Work as if everything depended upon work, and pray as if everything depended upon prayer.

10. Think of death not as something to be dreaded, but as a great and new experience where loved ones are met and ambitions realized.

Ruling Passion Sermon Illustrations

Noah Webster, the maker of the dictionary, carried his exact knowledge as to the meaning of words into ordinary speech. A story told of him—which is, of course, untrue—illustrates the point.

Noah's wife entered the kitchen, to find him kissing the cook.

"Why, Noah," she exclaimed, "I am surprised!"

The lexicographer regarded his wife disapprovingly, and rebuked her: "You are astonished—I am surprised."

