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Tabernacle Sermon Illustrations

Acrostic on Tabernacle

The tabernacle in the wilderness was: 

1. Tripartite and Typical,
2. Appointed by the Almighty, 
3. Bound together by Bars, 
4. Entered from the East, 
5. Rested on Redemption, 
6. Needful for a Nomadic Nation, 
7. Adorned within and Anointed, 
8. Carried by Chosen men, 
9. Lighted by the Lord's priests, 
10. Erected again at Each Encampment. 

1. It was of three parts, the court, the holy place and the Holiest of all, and it is a type of Christ. 
2. Its purpose was that Jehovah might dwell among His people (Exod. 25. 8). 
3. Bars of wood overlaid with gold typify Christ's true humanity and His essential deity (Exod. 26. 24¬29). 
4. The gate of the court and the door of the tabernacle were on the East (Exod. 38. 13-16; Num. 3. 38). 
5. Each board rested on two sockets of silver, which is the emblem of redemption (Exod. 26. 15-25). 

6. It could be easily taken down and put together again. 
7. Its inner curtains of fine twined linen, and blue, purple and scarlet, had cherubim worked on them (Exod. 26. 1-6): and, when erected, the tabernacle was anointed (Exod. 40. 9). 
8. The three Levite families were responsible for its transport (Num. 4). 
9. The Shechinah glory over the Holiest of all gave divine light, and the lampstand in the holy place artificial light (Exod. 40. 34-38; Num. 8. 1-4). 10. 
10. See Num. 9. 15-23. 



Furniture of Tabernacle

The Kohathites upon their shoulders bear The holy vessels covered all with care. The Gershonites receive an easier charge, Two waggons full of cords and curtains large. Merari's sons four ponderous waggons load With boards and pillars of the House of God.—R. Murray McCheyne 
(Num. 4) 

Tact Sermon Illustrations

Tact is the business of handling porcupines without disturbing the quills. 



"One of the most tactful men I ever knew," says a Florida manufacturer, "was a man who fired me from my first job. He called me in and said: 

"'Son, I don't know how we're ever going to get along without you, but starting Monday, we're going to try.'"—Rotarian Magazine 


Tact is the ability to get the fleece of the flock without a flinch.—O. A. Batista 



Tact: Getting your point across without stabbing someone with it.—Richard Gordon in Boys' Life 


Tact is hard to define, but as I get it, it's a combination of flattery, lying, and wisdom.—Farm Journal 



It was at the private theatricals, and the young man wished to compliment his hostess, saying:

"Madam, you played your part splendidly. It fits you to perfection."

"I'm afraid not. A young and pretty woman is needed for that part," said the smiling hostess.

"But, madam, you have positively proved the contrary."



The senator from Utah was able to disarm by flattery the resentment of a woman at a reception in Washington, who upbraided him for that plurality of wives so dear to Mormon precept and practice.

"Alas, madam," the senator declared with a touch of sadness in his voice, "we are compelled in Utah to marry a number of wives."

His fair antagonist was frankly surprised.

"What do you mean?" she demanded.

The senator explained suavely:

"We have to seek there in several women the splendid qualities that here are to be found in one."

William Howard Taft Sermon Illustrations

When Mr. Taft was on his campaigning tour in the west, before he had been elected President, he stopped at the home of an old friend. It was a small house, not well built, and as he walked about in his room the unsubstantial little house fairly shook with his tread. When he got into bed that receptacle, unused to so much weight, gave way, precipitating Taft on the floor.

His friend hurried to his door.

"What's the matter, Bill?"

"Oh, I'm all right, I guess," Taft called out to his friend good-naturedly; "but say, Joe, if you don't find me here in the morning look in the cellar."



One morning a few summers ago President Taft, wearing the largest bathing suit known to modern times, threw his substantial form into the cooling waves of Beverly Bay. Shortly afterward one neighbor said to another: "Let's go bathing."

"How can we?" was the response. "The President is using the ocean."

Talent Sermon Illustrations

Shordy before Theodore Parker's death in 1860, at Florence, where his ashes now repose, an old friend said to Parker, "You have done much, you have given your life to God, to his truth, and to his work, as truly as any old martyr of them all."

"I don't know," was the reply, "I had great powers committed to me; I have but half used them."

No one who reads the sermons of Theodore Parker, no matter how he may disagree with the sentiments expressed therein, can question the fact that great powers had been committed to him.



To our view, accidents seem to bring great men to the front. But when you read how a feud in the Republican Party in Pennsylvania and a dispute between Greeley and Seward and Weed in New York resulted in the nomination of Lincoln at Chicago; or how a great man of letters has been introduced to the world through someone's happening to unroll his manuscript, as Johnson did with Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield; and how, but for apparently small incidents, Newton would have been a farmer, Faraday a bookbinder, and Pasteur a tanner, we conclude that if these great talents were in this way brought out and given the arena of opportunity, there must be thousands of men whom chance has not discovered, whose talents have not been brought to the surface. You can wander into any rural cemetery and say what Thomas Gray said of those venerable graves at Stokes Poges:

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have swayed,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre.
It is this reflection, the unevoked and undiscovered greatness in man, which makes us wonder about immortality, and the use God will make hereafter of those whom in this Life no man hath hired, when the trumpet of the Resurrection shall call them out of their graves and say to them, "Awake, awake, put on thy strength."



It was only an oxgoad, but there was a man's arm behind the oxgoad and a great spirit behind the arm. The oxgoad had been baptized with the spirit of courage and determination and faith. Thus it suffered a metamorphosis and became an irresistible weapon. There was no sword—no, not even Goliath's mighty weapon—nor spear nor lance among the host of Philistines that could match itself with the oxgoad in the hands of the Spirit-filled judge.

Shamgar is the kind of man who accomplishes much with little. He reminds us that it is not so much what we have as how we use what we have. It is not so much the tool as the man who holds the tool. It is not so much the sword, the weapon, that counts, as the spirit of the man who holds the sword.



Talent is wanting something bad enough to work for it. 



Use what talents you possess; the woods would indeed be very silent if no birds sang there except those that sang best.—Odd Moments, Sunshine Private Press 



Many a genius has been slow of growth. Oaks that flourish for a thousand years do not spring up into beauty like a reed.—George Henry Lewes 


Some talents that we little guess 
Our humblest neighbors may possess. 

Talk Sermon Illustrations

Be a good listener first, a good talker second, and you will not "wish I hadn't said that." Think twice and speak once, and you won't always be "shooting off."—Elmer Wheeler, Kiwanis Magazine 


The biggest talker is usually the littlest doer. 



You can always tell when a man's A fool by his chatter and his way. You can always know when a man is Wise by the things he does not say.—Sunshine Magazine 


Quiet people aren't the only ones who don't say much. 



Curtis Bok once said, "In the whole history of law and order the longest step forward was taken by primitive man when, as if by common consent, the tribe sat down in a circle and allowed one man to speak at a time"—New Outlook 



Barber: "I believe in free speech."
Customer: "That's good. I'd hate to have to pay to hear you."—The Lookout 


Thomas Carlyle, the sage of the 19th century Scotland once said, "Talk that does not end in any kind of action is better suppressed altogether." 



The trouble with the fast talker is that he may say something he hasn't even thought of yet. 



The less a man knows, the more he wants to tell it. 



Diogenes the sage once said: `We have two ears and only one tongue that we may hear more and speak less.' 

Talk may be cheap, but we often pay dearly for it. 

(Ps. 39. 1; 141. 3; Col. 4. 6; James 1. 26; 3. 2) 

Talkativeness Sermon Illustrations

Talkativeness is utterly ruinous to deep spirituality. The very life of our spirit passes out in our speech, and hence all superfluous talk is a waste of the vital forces of the heart. In fruit growing it often happens that excessive blossoming prevents a good crop, and often prevents fruit altogether; and by much loquacity the soul runs wild in word bloom and bears no fruit. I am not speaking of sinners, nor of legitimate testimony for Jesus, but of that incessant loquacity of nominally spiritual persons-of the professors of purifying grace. It is one of the greatest hindrances to deep, solid union with God. Notice how insignificant trifles are magnified by a world of words; how things that should be buried are dragged out into gossip; how a worthless non-essential is argued and disputed over; how the solemn, deep things of the Holy Spirit are rattled over in light manner. 

See the evil effects of so much talk. First, it dissipates spiritual power. The thought and feeling of the soul are like powder and steam—the more they are condensed, the greater their power. The true action of the heart, if expressed in a few Holy Ghost selected words, will sink into minds to remain for ever, but if dissipated in any rambling conversation, is likely to be of no profit. 

Second, it is a waste of time. If the hours spent in useless conversation were spent in secret prayer, or deep reading, we should soon reach a region of spiritual life and divine peace beyond our present dreams. 

Third, loquacity inevitably leads to saying unwise, or unpleasant, or unprofitable things. The Holy Spirit warns us that 'in the multitude of words there wanteth not sin'. We must settle this personally. I must guard my speech as a sentinel does a fortress. The cure for loquacity must be from within. To walk in the Spirit we must avoid talking for talking's sake, or merely to entertain.—Selected 
(Prov. 10. 19; 17. 27; Eccles. 5. 2, 3; Eph. 4. 29) 

Talkers Sermon Illustrations

Some years ago, Mark Twain was a guest of honor at an opera box-party given by a prominent member of New York society. The hostess had been particularly talkative all during the performance—to Mr. Clemens's increasing irritation.

Toward the end of the opera, she turned to him and said gushingly:

"Oh, my dear Mr. Clemens, I do so want you to be with us next Friday evening. I'm certain you will like it the opera will be 'Tosca.'"

"Charmed, I'm sure," replied Clemens. "I've never heard you in that."



It was a beautiful evening and Ole, who had screwed up courage to take Mary for a ride, was carried away by the magic of the night.

"Mary," he asked, "will you marry me?"

"Yes, Ole," she answered softly.

Ole lapsed into a silence that at last became painful to his fiancée.

"Ole," she said desperately, "why don't you say something?"

"Ay tank," Ole replied, "they bane too much said already."



"Sir," said the sleek-looking agent, approaching the desk of the meek, meaching-looking man and opening one of those folding thingumjigs showing styles of binding, "I believe I can interest you in this massive set of books containing the speeches of the world's greatest orators. Seventy volumes, one dollar down and one dollar a month until the price, six hundred and eighty dollars has been paid. This set of books gives you the most celebrated speeches of the greatest talkers the world has ever known and—"

"Let me see the index," said the meek man.

The agent handed it to him and he looked through it carefully and methodically, running his finger along the list of names.

Reaching the end he handed the index back to the agent and said: "It isn't what you claim it is. I happen to know the greatest talker in the world, and you haven't her in the index."



A guest was expected for dinner and Bobby had received five cents as the price of his silence during the meal. He was as quiet as a mouse until, discovering that his favorite dessert was being served, he could no longer curb his enthusiasm. He drew the coin from his pocket, and rolling it across the table, exclaimed: "Here's your nickel, Mamma. I'd rather talk."



A belated voyager in search of hilarity stumbled home after one o'clock and found his wife waiting for him. The curtain lecture that followed was of unusual virulence, and in the midst of it he fell asleep. Awakening a few hours later he found his wife still pouring forth a regular cascade of denunciation. Eyeing her sleepily he said curiously,

"Say, are you talking yet or again?"



"You must not talk all the time, Ethel," said the mother who had been interrupted.

"When will I be old enough to, Mama?" asked the little girl.



While the late Justice Brewer was judge in a minor court he was presiding at the trial of a wife's suit for separation and alimony. The defendant acknowledged that he hadn't spoken to his wife in five years, and Judge Brewer put in a question.

"What explanation have you," he asked severely, "for not speaking to your wife in five years?"

"Your Honor," replied the husband, "I didn't like to interrupt the lady."



She was in an imaginative mood.

"Henry, dear," she said after talking two hours without a recess, "I sometimes wish I were a mermaid."

"It would be fatal," snapped her weary hubby.

"Fatal! In what way?"

"Why, you couldn't keep your mouth closed long enough to keep from drowning."
And after that, Henry did not get any supper.



"Here comes Blinkers. He's got a new baby, and he'll talk us to death."

"Well, here comes a neighbor of mine who has a new setter dog. Let's introduce them and leave them to their fate."—Life.


A street-car was getting under way when two women, rushing from opposite sides of the street to greet each other, met right in the middle of the car-track and in front of the car. There the two stopped and began to talk. The car stopped, too, but the women did not appear to realize that it was there. Certain of the passengers, whose heads were immediately thrust out of the windows to ascertain what the trouble was, began to make sarcastic remarks, but the two women heeded them not.

Finally the motorman showed that he had a saving sense of humor. Leaning over the dash-board, he inquired, in the gentlest of tones:

"Pardon me, ladies, but shall I get you a couple of chairs?"



A—"I used a word in speaking to my wife which offended her sorely a week ago. She has not spoken a syllable to me since."

B—"Would you mind telling me what it was?"



In general those who have nothing to say Contrive to spend the longest time in doing it.—Lowell.
Talking Machine Sermon Illustrations

Many a man who has suffered from tongue-lashings at home will be moved to profound sympathy for the victim described as follows in a local news item of a country paper:

"Alice Jardine, a married woman, was charged with unlawfully wounding her husband, Charles Jardine, a laborer, by striking him with a pair of tongues."

Tar and Feathers Sermon Illustrations

The victim of the Klu Klux Klan plucked some feathers from his neck with one hand, while he picked gingerly at the tar on his legs with the other.

"The excitement," he murmured, "rose to a terrible pitch, but it soon came down."

Tardiness Sermon Illustrations

"You'll be late for supper, sonny," said the merchant, in passing a small boy who was carrying a package.

"No, I won't," was the reply. "I've dot de meat."—Mabel Long.


"How does it happen that you are five minutes late at school this morning?" the teacher asked severely.

"Please, ma'am," said Ethel, "I must have overwashed myself."

Teacher's Education Sermon Illustrations

Teacher's College—a place where the ignorant are incited to impart their knowledge to the indifferent.—Sheldon Arsine, College English


There's no reason to educate teachers in upper schools, advanced studies and then to teach peasant's children for 35 years that B-A spells "BA"—what a waste! A man who has been shaped by advanced studies couldn't be satisfied with such a modest post. I've therefore decreed that, in the normal school for teachers, instruction is not to be carried too far ... I'll go a step further. It will be a great problem to find jobs for the re-enlisted sergeants. A great part of them could be made teachers at village schools. It's easier to make a teacher of an old soldier than to make an officer of a teacher.—H. R. Trevor-Roper, Education, Hitler's Secret Conversations, permission for use granted by Farrar, Strauss and Cudahy, Inc., New York, copyright holder


An undertaker's apprentice decided to enroll in a teacher's college. One question on the entrance forms was "What did you like most about your former job?" He wrote, "Working with people."



A beginning teacher just fresh out of college encountered some difficulties in his enthusiasm to make good with some new and imaginative teaching techniques. He sought the counsel of his father, an experienced teacher, who said to him, "Son, if a young man like you does not feel the urge to reform education overnight, he doesn't have professional zeal. But, if after ten years, he feels that education reform can be accomplished overnight, he doesn't have any sense."

Teacher's Placement Sermon Illustrations

A low-paid teacher, father of three children, was getting desperate. When he wrote a personal statement for his placement papers, he included this statement: "I am a young married man, successful in my present position, but I want an interesting teaching job with less future and more present."—M. Dale Baughman
Teacher's Recuitment Sermon Illustrations

The superintendent of schools at Low Ridge was interviewing a prospective teacher. Having decided he wanted her, he was attempting to persuade her to sign a contract.

"We're not an extremely wealthy district and we don't have high salaries and unlimited funds like our neighbor Highwood, for in​structional materials," he apologized, "but I just know you'll love our school family and our friendly community."

"I'm sure I would," answered the candidate, "but tell me more about Highwood."—M. Dale Baughman, Teacher Placement Consultant, University of Illinois


A school recruitment official while interviewing a teacher applicant chanced to remark "You expect a high salary for one without experience."

"Don't forget," replied the candidate, "teaching is much harder when you dont know much about it."



A school superintendent was checking on an applicant for a teaching position. He called his former employer and asked "How long did this teacher work in your school system?"

"About six months," was the answer.

The inquiring superintendent was astonished. "He told me he'd been in your system a long time."

"Oh, he has! He's been here six years," explained the applicant's former employer, "but he worked about one month a year."

Teacher's Retirement Sermon Illustrations

A retired teacher carries a calling card which bears on one side his name and the legend: "Retired; no phone, no address, no pupils, no money," and on the other side: "Unworried, unhurried, unemployed, and unessential."

Teachers and Teaching Sermon Illustrations

Public schools need teachers brimming with the enthusiasm of football coaches.
Teachers should induce the lazy student to "play over his head intellectually," just as the football coach encourages his players to play to the limit of their ability.—Vernon Nickell, Former Superintendent of Public Instruction, Illinois


There are as many kinds of good teaching as there are good apples, good times, or good women. Appreciating one kind of good apple, good time or good woman does not make all other kinds bad.—Don Robinson, Phi Delta Kappan


The great teacher is rarely popular. He is interested in something more important than winning the affections of an unending anonymous procession of young people ... I have long maintained that any college can raise its standards simply by firing annually whichever professor is voted "Best Liked" by the graduating class.—Clifton Fadiman, Holiday


Four ninth-grade classes in a Philadelphia junior high school were asked to describe the qualifications of an ideal teacher.

From the students came this solitary gem, an unintentional proverb from Tom: "An old grouch discourages learning even more than a grouch."—Harry H. Matlock, Clearing House


In the U.S. the average college and university instructor now gets less pay than the average wageworker; the average full professor gets only 55% more than the wageworker despite his large investment of time and funds in obtaining a license to practice his profession. In Russia, by contrast, the average full professor gets 700% more than the average wageworker.—Dr. F. A. Harper, Freeman


As a teacher he was a firebug; he had the ability to light a lot of fuel.



Teacher to small boy: "No matter what your father said, money is not considered one of this country's major exports."—Larry Harris, The Christian Science Monitor


A teacher should always be determined to make it tough for his students, and by tough we do not mean unpleasant. We mean make the work tough enough to challenge them. 'Challenge-stimulated learning" is a tired but everlasting truism.—Don Robinson, Phi Delta Kappan


Unless teachers catch the new "drive and enthusiasm" in education, something new may be added to the handbook prepared by the principal.

It might read like this: "Teachers may leave the building at the dismissal bell on Friday—but please don't trample the pupils."



Teach—five letters ... its meaning? "To make to know how." Five words define it; five thousand won't perform its delicate task unless the teacher himself is taught, trained, made aware . . . .



The teacher who does not love poetry does a rather poor job of arranging a love affair between words and the child.—Frank Jennings


When the Germans marched into Paris in 1870, it was the German schoolmaster who marched down the street. It was the Jap schoolmaster who made pre-World War II Japan. It is the American schoolteacher who has made possible America as we know her today.

Paraphrasing H. G. Wells: The next 25 years will be a race between great teaching and the destruction of our civilization.

Leverett Wilson Springs: evaluating Hopkins. "His enthusiasm continued for threescore years with no abatement."

The responsibility for inspired teachers rests on college faculties.

When Dr. Frank McMurray retired as President of Teachers College, Columbia, he said, "Here we find the greatest thing in teaching, helping the student to find himself." He added, "If I had my educational career to live over again, I would take a greater interest in the individual student."



During the obsequies of a friend who had taught school for years, the parson had many fine things to say, ending on the theme that she is probably carrying on her work in heaven.

A teacher in the group leaned over to a colleague and groaned, "Good heavens, don't we ever get to quit!"—Eugene P. Beaten, Pennsylvania School Journal


She is a charming and thrifty Frenchwoman who teaches conversational French. The other day her television set did not function and she called the repairman. He spent 18 minutes checking the set and putting in a new tube, then presented her with a
bill for $9.60—$6 service charge and $3.60 for a new tube. The volatile Frenchwoman was voluble.

"Do you know," she said, "how long I have to work teaching French to pay that $6 you charged for 18 minutes' work?"

"No," answered the repairman, "but do you guarantee that your students can speak French? I guarantee that this TV set will run.'—Mrs. Arthur F. Shuey, Shreveport, Louisiana


The only trouble with psychology in teaching is that it is so seldom used. When the chips are down and in the classroom that may be nearly all the time, the teacher reverts to his own basic emotional pattern, which frequently includes impatience, irritation, and meeting hostility with hostility. He does not respond with the psychological pattern he has heard described as desirable in education lectures, for you cannot overlay a brand new personality on anyone by a lecture course in educational psychology or mental health, or even by an exposure to "the ideal group experience."—Don Robinson, Phi Delta Kappan


Don't be so disturbed by the fact that nearly half of the men in teaching, if they had their lives to live over again, would choose another occupation. Psychologists tell us that four-fifths of Americans are "so sick of their jobs they could spit at them!"



But the average graduating class of teachers, you tell me, should consist entirely of Christ-like characters who will ignore the needs of their families, labor twice as hard as anyone else to make a living, work in unfavorable circumstances, handicapped by an uncooperative public (indeed, in many cases, by an uncooperative administration as well), and remain idealistic. All this for the reward of having contributed to the enrichment and betterment of others.—Excerpt of a letter by Thomas Schneider, Cody High School, Detroit, Michigan Phi Delta Kappan
An 1872 list of rules for teachers, posted by a New York City principal, included: Each teacher will bring a bucket of water and scuttle of coal for the day's sessions. Men teachers may take one evening each week for courting purposes, or two evenings a week if they go to church regularly. After ten hours in school, the teachers should spend the remaining time reading the Bible or other good books. Any teacher who smokes, uses liquor in any form, frequents pool or public halls, or gets shaved in a barbershop will give good reason to suspect his worth, intentions, integrity and honesty.—From Esso Manhattan


The saddest of all obituaries might well be: "His hidden talents were never discovered." The intense concern of some parents for their "gifted" children probably stems from a feeling of their own latent but underdeveloped talents. And in this, the wealthiest of all lands, some children and youth will rarely if ever be nurtured in the rich and provocative presence of a gifted teacher. Many teachers, too, will remain mediocre, their potential but hidden talents undiscovered or underdeveloped.—Edgar Dale, The News Letter


He often deliberately posed a problem backwards—as if holding out a pair of scissors with the points toward you; you had to learn to grasp it from every angle. He squeezed knowledge from every experiment like juice from a grapefruit.—"A Teacher Who Turned Learning Into Adventure," NEA Journal


There is much more to good teaching than merely "keep​ing school." The attitudes, feelings, concepts, and practices that distinguish the fine teacher have been learned, and can, to a substantial degree, be taught.—Stephen Corey, Education Digest


Teaching is leaving a vestige of oneself in the development of another, and surely the child is a bank where you can deposit your most precious treasures.—Eugene P. Berth, Pennsylvania School Journal


Before 1900 about one-fourth of all the teachers in the United States had not finished even a high school course; one-fourth more had not more than a high school education; one-fourth more had only two years beyond the high school; the remaining one- fourth were college graduates, most of them with no professional training.—Frederick E. Bolton, Dean Emeritus, College of Education, University of Washington, Reprinted from U.S. News and World Report, June 7, 1957, published at Washington


Probably the best teachers in American colleges are the athletic coaches. It might seem to be undignified to employ teachers as we do coaches: "Win the games or seek another position." But it works. Even our colleges should realize that it is as important to teach a boy his mathematics as his football.—George B. Cutten, President Emeritus, Colgate University, School and Society


The colonial schoolmaster is unclassifiable. He was a God- fearing clergyman, he was an unintegrated rogue; he was amply paid, he was accorded a bare pittance; he made teaching a life career, he used it merely as a stepping stone; he was a classical scholar, he was all but illiterate; he was licensed by bishop or colonial governor, he was certified only by his own pretensions; he was a cultured gentleman, he was a crude-mannered yokel; he ranked with the cream of society, he was regarded as a menial. In short he was neither a type nor a personality, but a statistical distribution represented by a skewed curve.—The American Teacher


Not one professor in 50 can understand that the process of learning can be, and should be, in Milton's words "so sweet, so green, so full of goodly prospects and melodious sounds, that the harp of Orpheus were not more charming."—Reprinted by permission of Abelard​Schuman, Ltd. from the book Some of My Best Friends are Professors by George Williams, copyright 1958


Since they are young, be watchful of the word; 
For what today is spoken reappears
A rigid thing tomorrow to be heard
As even stronger truth by other ears.

Print carefully the message on these minds; 
Grave deep the golden character of love; 
Because of this you write tomorrow finds 
A rusty sword or yet the trampled dove.—Eugene T. Maleska, Former Associate Editor, Intercom, Junior High School Ass'n., New York City, now Coordinator of Teacher Recruitment, New York City Schools


Nobody knows all the answers. But I am sure—with a sureness that amounts to a passion—that along with our concern for refined, accelerated, toughened-up subject matter and raised standards of performance, we had better look to the fundamental prime-movers within our personality. In many a case the job is primarily to release and only then to stimulate the ability that is there.—Fred T. Wilhelms, Educational Leadership


A noted feminist once said that the best definition of education is that which remains in your mind after everything you have been taught has been forgotten. What remains in many a student's mind is something about the teacher—some trick of mind, some way of thought, some gesture, some view that he has towards life. Let us put it this way: some life style. And the life style of the teacher is something that can be communicated to the student.—"The Training of a Teacher Elite," Max Lerner, daily columnist, New York Post and Professor of American Civilization, Brandeis University, 12th Yearbook, 1959, The American Association of Colleges for Teacher Education, page 24


You cannot discover a youngster with fire in him unless the discovery is made by a teacher with fire in him There are no ways of discovering promise and talent in youngsters simply by tests. Tests can tell you about achievement and tests might conceivably tell you about some kind of potential; but after you have taken the whole battery of diagnostic tests there remains, nevertheless, the indispensable element. 

Carlyle used to say: "The big question about any man is—have you a fire in your belly?" There remains the indispensable element that only someone with the fire in his belly will be able to discover a youngster with fire in his belly.—"The Training of a Teacher Elite," Max Lerner, daily columnist, New York Post and Professor of American Civilization, Brandeis University, 12th Yearbook, 1959, The American Association of Colleges for Teacher Education, page 24


A spark plug functioning properly gives the exact amount of spark to produce maximum performance. This proper gauging is an important function in school and one which the teacher must ever attempt to perfect.—Homer T. Rosenberger, Superintendent of Training, Federal Bureau of Prisons, Wash​ington, D.C., Bulletin, NASSP


A teacher's salary may not be everything, but to most, it has a strong lead on whatever is running second.

Teaching and selling have some common ground. Both must arouse interest, maintain that interest and finally change the behavior of the target. However, the overlooked pupil often fares less well than the overlooked prospect, who is more likely to become a prospect again and again.—M. Dale Baughman


A teacher from abroad who had visited hundreds of classrooms in the United States said that there was one striking difference between their classrooms and ours. She said: "In our schools you can easily find the teacher. She is at the front of the room talking, a one-way transmission. Your teacher is not always at the front of the room. She may be working with an individual child or a small group."



Students describe their teachers: It's hard to say what most impressed me about my new teacher. I suppose the first thing I noticed was her unique appearance. She was short, which is nothing really unusual, and she was plump. But it was her face that was distinguished. It lay in folds of soft wrinkles accented by many laugh lines; her mouth was little and always carried a slight smile; and her eyes were the biggest, brownest and roundest eyes I have ever seen. What's more, they were very bright and ever sparkling with mischief. Her hair was soft, requiring attention, and yet it was always full of expression. She looked like a little Pekinese ready to pounce on something new and wonderful—at least that's how she looked to me.

Just because there is laughter coming from a room, a teacher has not lost control of his class. This is something that just does not occur in his sessions. He is able to maintain discipline without a large show. With just a word of warning the students will become quiet again. This is mainly because they respect this teacher and want to please him, not because they will be sent to the office or have their grades lowered.

Take Mrs. Youth for instance; she really wasn't young, but her outlook on life was young. She must have been at least 35, but you felt as if she could understand your problems and feelings as if she were 17. She always had a humorous story to illustrate a point or break the monotony. I never worked quite so hard fora teacher as I did for her.

Every way I looked at him from his round so-called fiat-top to his long, pointed brown shoes, I knew he was one of the teachers people talk about. His dress was real classy—striped suits and polka dot bow ties, along with loud shirts and red socks. His face looked so much like a bull dog, I kept wanting to say, "Here, boy, here." His face wasn't really that bad if he shaved more than once a week. It was just that silly smile and those big jaws.

His caption in the school's "Candyland" annual is "Lemon Drop." His attitude on the world is soured. There are only two things in all of God's creation which he reveres; Teddy Roosevelt and the Republican party. He dislikes teaching; he hates being required to help with extra-curricular activities; he despises crowds; he abhors church suppers; and he cannot tolerate people who disagree with him.

It was the firm conviction of everyone that he had to his name only one brown suit and a brown nylon shirt. He wore this suit and shirt every day. We were all greatly surprised one day when he wore a blue one, but we found out later he had to leave early that day to go to a funeral.

She reminds me of a walking mummy, because she never smiles, and looks like she is dead. She wears some of the weirdest dresses; they look like the ones my mother gave to our church to send to foreign countries.

Take Mrs. Gypsy, for instance, she was always dressed in a gaudy, glaring way. Not that I think a teacher should dress like a Puritan on Sunday, but who likes anyone to wear gaudy colors and tons of jewelry? Mrs. Gypsy wore chandeliers on her ears and bells on her toes.

Mr. H. reminded me of an extremely nervous cat. He would walk constantly back and forth across the room or around in a circle; it nearly drove a person crazy to watch him, especially if he sat in a front row. As he lectured, he had the habit of sticking his pencil into the large jowl of fat under his chin. Every time you asked him a question about English, he would look up at the ceiling, as if the answer was up there.

In the First World War, he was in the artillery, and the way he yelled and stomped around in class you would think the guns were still firing.

If you were in her classroom when she was writing on the board, you would have undoubtedly heard the jingle-jangle of her numerous bracelets. She had more armor on than the knights of old. After hearing this jingle-jangle constantly for an hour, you would adore the silence of the students shouting in the halls between classes.

Miss Stoneface is a serious lady who never cracks a smile and expects the same of her students. She believes that a little laughing spoils everything. There should be a lot of seriousness in the class​room, but just a little smile would make a serious matter much more interesting. Does she realize that life is not all work?

Mr. Business-Like never strayed off the subject. Mr. Business-Like was a great perfectionist and demanded everything his way. He never laughed or allowed us to laugh. If we did, we could be sure of getting an eraser or a piece of chalk thrown at us. From the moment we walked into the room until we left, the subject never strayed from English. This provided a dull hour and one to which few looked forward with anticipation.

His sense of humor smoothed over all the rough edges. When you went into his class, you had a good feeling about school, for he could keep his class in stitches and still teach the lesson and get his points across.

In my senior year at high school I entered my English course with a teacher who was a riot. He would begin and end every class with a sterling comment or clever joke. With these jokes he could control the moods and feelings of the class for a whole period.

Another teacher that I admire is Mr. J. From all indications, he seems to know his subject thoroughly and how to put it across. He has a wonderful sense of humor and knows how to mix it with the work to keep the attention of the class at all times. No matter what particular subject we are on, he knows how to make the joke that will put his point across to everyone.

Another outstanding feature about Miss O. was the delicate perfume she used. She used just the right amount, too, about half a bottle at a time.

Her hair has been dyed so often that it is all falling out, but what she does have is black—yes, just as black as coal. Anyone should know a teacher like her should have a few gray hairs—if not from age, at least from teaching.

I can see her in my mind's eye now; a short fattish little woman with tight, grayish, wispy curls framing her face. She reminded me of a top; it was as if the weight of her body would slowly topple her off her tiny feet. She was very proud of her feet. She tripped around in short, fast, little steps like an overweight ballet dancer.

The teacher I will never forget was my eighth grade teacher who taught English. He could never stick to a subject. He would be in the middle of a discussion on Rome which would remind him of Cairo, Illinois, and his boyhood. He was also the coach of our rules of baseball, basketball, and track, plus what we did wrong school, and half the period would be spent on the discussion of in yesterday's game. Since I played baseball reasonably well, I made an "A" in English all year.—Wilmer A. Lamar, Teachers as Students See Them, Stephen Decatur High School, Decatur, Illinois
There is an exaggerated notion at the moment, especially at the secondary school level, that curriculum reform is the be-all and end-all of our difficulties, with a seeming forgetfulness of the fact that the curriculum is but an educational instrument of small significance except as it derives integrity and strength and effect from the capacity of the teacher to instruct and inspire.—J. L. Morrill, Foreword to The Two Ends of the Log


Someone said payola started when the first kid gave a teacher an apple.—Marie Fraser, Indiana Teacher


A teacher who can arouse a feeling for one single good action, for one single good poem, accomplishes more than he who fills our memory with rows on rows of natural objects, classified with name and form.—Goethe


Teaching school is like making love—it's not the technique but the enthusiasm and thoroughness that counts.



When you think little of a fellow teacher, a parent, pupil, or administrator, then say as little as you think



Truly fine teachers of all times have the same characteristics. Indeed, today as in the past, the only reliable marks of great teaching personalities are the rich qualities of their interior selves.—Howard K. Holland, Clearing House


What nobler employment, or more valuable to the state, than that of the man who instructs the rising generation.—Marcus Tullius Cicero, Roman Orator


A good teacher has the ability to inject humorous remarks and illustrations when the classroom procedure becomes tedious, without becoming a clown and destroying an atmosphere of purposeful learning; also avoids being overly reserved or becoming a sour victim of pedagogical routine.—Homer T. Rosenberger, Bulletin, NASSP


Time magazine once described Willie Mays in the following manner: "Willie plays baseball with a boy's glee, a pro's sureness, and a champion's flair " Isn't this a colorful way of also describing an inspirational teacher, one who teaches with a boy's glee, a pro's sureness and a champion's flair?—M. Dale Baughman


Good teaching in all ages has been characterized by clear vision, broad wisdom, judicious restraint, and a fine sense of balance.—James Harold Fox, School and Society


There is no final way to judge the worth of a teacher except in terms of the lives of those he has taught.—Editorial, Peabody Journal of Education


The urge to learn is what counts. If you want to make people hanker, you must develop skill in appealing to the emotions through a convincing picture of what learning does for the learner.—M. Dale Baughman


The Research Institute of America lists these requirements for those who train others: (1) Desire to teach (2) Knowledge of the subject (3) Ability to communicate (4) Patience (5) Sense of humor (6) Time to do a thorough job.—Donald Kirkpatrick, Supervisory Management


Good teachers are like good parents. Their goodness is to be judged by the extent to which they become increasingly unnecessary to the growth of the individual.



Every instructional situation has an inherent emotional component. The developmental appropriateness of the lesson, the readiness of the individual students involved, motivation and the orderly sequence of the presentation, the authenticity of the material covered, pace change and a variety of other rather observable factors are those usually considered in our attempts to evaluate the instructional effectiveness of a given lesson.

In short, the technology of applied mechanics of the teaching effort are frequently identified by educators as indicative of the degree of success or failure that attends a given learning experience.

If this recognition of mechanics is to the exclusion of the emotional component of learning then a state of imbalance evolves which leaves some of the real issues of education unattended.

Learning occurs not only at the level of reason but also at the level of feeling. Inspirational instruction has to feature a blend of both.

This blend is not easy to come by in a society where the display of honest emotion is often interpreted by others to be a symbol of frailty and an occasion for apology. But we must reckon with the fact that our basic human values which enable the discrimination between right and wrong, the perception of beauty, the interpretation of morality and the appreciation of life itself emerge from a "symbiotic" relationship of reason and feeling.

To lean and retain these things requires an investment, and the act of becoming invested is a feeling process. Educators must be emotionally involved in the significance of their offerings if the impact of this investment is to be communicated to students.

A deep appreciation of stirring literature is a felt thing, the satisfaction of a mathematical breakthrough is an exhilarating sensation, a true understanding of the magnificence of natural law is a stimulating, yet humbling, experience.

The beauty of dawning intellectual recognition can be achieved in no other way than through feeling and this feeling can be germinated in young people if the instructional program features an adult leader capable of skillfully fusing reason and emotion.—Jerry Sloan, The Pointer


If you have a boy who just can't learn in your class, don't despair. He may be a late bloomer. It has now come out that Dr. Wernher von Braun, the missile and satellite expert, flunked math and physics in his early teens.—Mississippi Education Advance


A high school teacher who had an unruly class and also a sense of humor, came in one morning and found bedlam. He slapped his hand on the desk and lifted his voice, "I demand pandemonium," he said.—Wall Street Journal


Encouragement alone isn't enough; just as in gardening, water isn't everything, but you can't get flowers without it.—M. Dale Baughman


Director of Teacher Placement at the University of Illinois, J. Marlowe Slater sent a letter of commendation to a superintendent who had helped to organize a recognition program for retiring teachers in his system. The superintendent replied to the letter of commendation, in part, as follows:

"Thank you very much for your comments regarding our teacher retirement recognition and your excellent suggestion. The newspaper article carried only what happened that day. In addition to the gold watch which the teachers received, there will be plagues in the school buildings where each teacher taught..."—M. Dale Baughman
I am shocked to read the socialistic attitudes of so many people on the function of a teacher. According to George E. Sokolsky in The Chicago American, October 31, it is to "train the child to grow up into a man or woman, but most of all into a citizen with a sense of responsibility."

This is absurd! Rearing, training and educating is the job and responsibility of the parents. A teacher's job is to teach—not to train, motivate, understand, excuse. The job is to teach academic subjects which should be taught in classrooms

Education is a lifelong process, but the teacher should be only concerned with a part of it—giving instructions in certain subjects.

Recreation, dental work and polio inoculations are clearly the job of parents, although many do appreciate that the schools have taken over these responsibilities. We are not underpaid; we are the most overpaid babysitters in the world.—A public teacher


Teachers ought to provoke curiosity, array experience and help people learn to perceive, to generalize, to practice and to judge.



Teacher to colleague: "Not only is he the worst-behaved child in school, he has a perfect attendance record!"—Michigan Education Journal


Have you ever seen a plant with its leaves curled up? Have you watered it and watched the leaves spread out again, fresh and green? Almost as quick as that is the response of a child's mind to a teacher who knows how to nourish it.—Frederic G. Cassidy, Wisconsin Journal of Education


Teaching is mostly perspiration in putting a little inspiration to work. 



Some years ago a city educator on a cross-country tour stopped at a small rural township school. He asked the principal if it was difficult to get good teachers in that rather out-of-the-way section. The principal replied, "Oh, we have some very good teach​ers here. We have Plato and Shakespeare and Emerson and many others like them." To bring the best minds of the ages to enlighten the youth in small places—that is great teaching.—Ralph W. Sockman, "Big People in Small Places," Arkansas Methodist


A teacher, intent on impressing his pupils with an important point of grammar, stood on his desk and crowed like a rooster after he stated one of the best-known rules: "You will never forget this now," he told them. Years later he ran into one of the former students who said: "I'll never forget the day you stood on your desk and crowed like a rooster. But what was the rule we were supposed to remember?"—John G. Fuller, Saturday Review


Teachers must have zeal, enthusiasm and a concern for the individual's place in society—just as much as knowledge of the subjects they're teaching and ability to transfer this knowledge to young minds.

Nothing is as important as inspired teaching; which means we must have inspired teachers.



Teachers can tell,
But never teach,
Unless they practice 
What they preach.



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


Let the cowards and the dullards find safety in the tenure trap! The true teacher joyfully accepts the call of strange tomorrows, finds security and immortality in the healthy, happy, and intelligent citizens he has helped to shape



No bubble is so iridescent or floats longer than that blown by the successful teacher.—Sir William Osler



When a man becomes content with what he already knows, he ceases to be a good teacher. He cannot communicate the excitement of learning because for him the excitement has ceased to exist. Research is the lifeblood of intellectual pursuits.—Leonard H. Axe, Educational Leadership


In a way the great teacher—even the great mathematics teacher—does not teach anything quantitatively measurable. He performs certain actions, says certain things that create another teacher. This other teacher is the one hidden inside the student.—Clifton Fadiman, "Party of One," Holiday


Those who educate children well are more to be honored than even their parents.—Aristotle


One flower doesn't make a garden. Yet, with teachers as with flowers a pretty bloom and sweet aroma may have a lasting effect on the viewer.—M. Dale Baughman


Teaching is for many of us the most important profession of mankind. It is a creative one, requiring strength, experience, and imagination. If a beginning teacher has physical and emotional strength, experience will come. And only a person with imagination should teach.—Evelyn Adlerblum, Education Synopsis


I recognize three types of teaching: first, forced feeding, or "I know you hate it, but you've got to learn it"; second, spoon-feeding, or "Just remember what I told you"; third, invitation to learning, or "This is fine, let's share it." I believe that the most valuable and lasting results come from the third method.—Martin Staples Shockley, Journal of Higher Education


Many years ago when I was a young administrator, a wise superintendent said to me, with respect to selecting teachers, "Look for teachers who are green at the top." He went on to explain that anything "green at the top" was alive. He believed that a vital factor in the success of a teacher was to be alive. By that he meant love of people, curiosity in people and things, real interest in things people do. These are the things, he said, which cause people to sparkle and live.

This superintendent was not discounting the importance of knowledge and book learning. He was emphasizing that something more was necessary. How right he was. The vital factor in teaching success lies in the relation of teacher and pupils. Without vital interest in the lives of pupils, all his knowledge is largely useless. But with a strong interest in his pupils and their problems, his teaching can become a vital factor in their growth.

My advice to pupils who thirst for knowledge: "Squeeze the teacher for her last drop of thought-provoking and curiosity-sharpening talents."—M. Dale Baughman


If you can't be the best teacher in your school, make the best one hustle to stay ahead of you.



The good teacher is someone who can understand those not very good at explaining and explain it to those not very good at understanding.—W. A. Palmer, Homorton College, Scottish Education Journal


A young teacher may choose his wife by moonlight, but it isn't very wise to select his teaching position with no more illumination that that.—M. Dale Baughman


In these days of teacher shortages getting a teaching position is good deal like going into a restaurant with friends. You get what you order and then when you see what the other fellow has, you wish you had his.—M. Dale Baughman


A mechanical teacher, which resembles a pinball machine, is developed in California. The other kids will be complaining that it never lights up the "Tilt" sign for teacher's pet.



Even a profound knowledge of the subject is comparatively unimportant, except in advanced work; a brisk, idle man with a knack of exposition and the art of clear statement can be a scandalously effective teacher.—Arthur Christopher Benson, The Schoolmaster


We are frequently getting letters from parents praising their children's teacher—and one especially contained a most memorable statement. This mother wrote about two teachers. One, she said, had been intellectually stimulating to the point that her daughter became an honor student. The other teacher, because of her great patience and perceptive understanding, had helped her son to overcome extreme shyness to become a leader in the class. This thoughtful mother closed her letter with these words: "The power of a good teacher as an instructive force is almost awesome."—Dr. Carl F. Hansen, Editorial, Journal of Teacher Education


Is there some fact or story you want your fifth-grade pupils to know without fail?

Then have the information printed on bubble gum wrappers.—M. Dale Baughman


I venture the assertion that teachers constitute the most unwisely utilized professional group in this country. The ablest and poorest of them are utilized in exactly the same fashion.—Henry David, Teachers College Record


I would rather have my students within 50 feet of a great teacher than within 5 feet of a nonentity.—College President, Seven Studies, National School Boards Association


The willingness to "stand by" just in case help is needed—stand by without interfering.

The ability to love and accept every child as he is, while you sense what he can be.

That saving bit of humor which adds a light touch.

The time to be an avid listener.

One eye that doesn't see quite everything and an ear that misses what you shouldn't hear.

Your consistency, with rare and happy lapses.

The fact that you are only human—and make mistakes, too.

The respect you show each individual—and the dignity with which you treat them.
Your resolve to work with each member of your class with faith, hope, and no little charity.—Author Unknown


The best teacher is . . . the one who kindles an inner fire, arouses moral enthusiasm, inspires the student with a vision of what he may become and reveals the worth and permanency of moral and spiritual and cultural values.—Harold Garnet, American School Board Journal


The faculty committee was organizing the order of examinations. It was decided that the harder subjects should be placed first in the list and that history should have the final place. The woman teacher of history protested stoutly:

"But," declared the chairman, "it most certainly is one of the easiest subjects."
With an air of resoluteness the young lady shook her head and announced firmly, 

"Not the way I teach it. Indeed, according to the methods I use, it is a most difficult study and extremely perplexing."



Dear Lord! Help me to become the kind of teacher my principal would like me to be.

Give me that mysterious something which will enable me at all times to satisfactorily explain policies, rules, regulations and procedures to my students even though they never were explained to me!

Help me to teach, guide, and train the dim-witted, uninterested, stubborn, and reluctant without ever losing my patience or my temper!

Teach me to smile if it kills me!

Make me a better builder of men by helping me to develop larger and greater qualities of tolerance, understanding, sympathy, wisdom, perspective, mind-reading and equanimity!

And when, dear Lord, I shall have become the paragon of teaching virtue in this mortal world—Dear Lord, move over! Amen.



I took a piece of human clay,
And gently formed it day by day, 
And molded, with my skill and art,
A young child's soft and yielding heart. 
I came again when days were gone—
It was a man I gazed upon.
The form I gave him still he bore, 
But I could change him nevermore.—Author Unknown


Teaching is an art, not a science; a duty, not a business; a personality, not a voice; an outright gift, not a calculated exchange.—Cecil Cragg, Queens Quarterly


Every child has a right to success—he also has a right to failure. It is the teacher's job to try to help him strive for the right right.

All teachers who now deserve the name, recognize that self-control is the ultimate moral object in training youth—a self-control independent of temporary artificial restraints, exclusions, or pressures, as also of the physical presence of a dominating person. To cultivate in the young their self-control should be the steady objectives of parents and teachers.—Charles W. Eliot, educator, former president Harvard University


Teach the pupil not only to answer questions but also to question answers.



Three candidates for a vocational agriculture teaching position were waiting to be interviewed. As they waited, the superintendent asked one of them, "And what do you think you're worth?" Somewhat on the spot, the candidate puzzled for a moment and then answered, $4,800. The superintendent's reply was an eye-opener to the hopeful teachers-to-be. Explained the chief administrative officer, "Our school board doesn't want to talk to any appli​cant who thinks he is worth less than $5,000 per year."



No amount of pay ever made a good soldier, a good teacher, a good artist, or a good workman.—John Ruskin


A wise teacher sends this note to parents at the start of the school year: "If you promise not to believe everything your child says happens at school, I'll promise not to believe everything he says happens at home."—Ike London, quoted by Kays Gary in Charlotte Observer


Ace teachers don't like hobbles and can't stand fences.—M. Dale Baughman


He is discerning, genuine, and kind, 
In love with life, a seeker after truth, 
Forever learning to delight the mind, 
He leaves a priceless legacy to youth.

Not seeking to impress, nor yet to gain 
The fleeting admiration of the snob,
He does not flaunt degrees as do the vain, 
Intent on showing off before the mob.

His virtue lies in being what he seems,
A scholar and a gentleman at heart,
He never grows too old to share youth's dreams 
And all the wistful longings they impart.

Possessed of gentle humor, wise and kind, 
Aware of his responsibility,
He guards with patient care the growing mind 
To nourish knowledge and integrity.—Mrs. Viney Wilder


Paying no attention to the red traffic light, the whizzing cars, or the policeman's outraged whistle, the little old lady marched across the street. Brakes squealed, horns blasted and the cop strode angrily up to her. "Say, lady," he growled, "didn't you see my hand raised? Don't you know what that means?"

"Well, I should hope I do: snapped the lady. "I've been teaching school for 25 years.—Texas Outlook


This is a moment I thought I had been waiting for ever since I was nine years old Finally, I thought, I'm going to get a chance to tell a lot of teachers what I think of them. At about the age of nine that was my life's ambition. There was a slight difference of opinion between me and one of my teachers. We compromised, of course. That is to say, she had her way. She had her way, but I said to myself: "Just wait. Someday when I'm grown up, I'm going to tell teachers what I think of them." I would have added "and but good: except that the phrase had not then been invented.

So now I'm grown up, and now I'm here, and for the life of me I can't remember what it was I was going to scold about. All I can remember are the nice things teachers did for me. I'm willing to bet it's that way with most of us.—Eric A. Johnston, Address at Chicago Regional AASA Convention


Prestige of the Teacher. Unfortunately, teachers are often made fun of by cruel cartoonists and thoughtless motion picture and TV experts. Teachers are subject often to unfavorable conversation in the home and in social groups. Young people are aware of all of this and when somebody suggests that they consider teaching as a career too many of them are likely to smile and say: "Who wants to be a teacher?" But I repeat, prestige must first be established before an adequate supply of teachers will be available, and only the public can guarantee prestige.—H. Claude Hardy, New York State Education


The makers of Burma Shave put up some signs not so long ago offering "a trip to Mars for 900 empty jars." A man in Appleton, Wisconsin, informed them he was busily collecting jars and would soon be ready to travel. Said the Burma Shave people: "A trip to Mars you may earn, but it does not include a return." When you teach you always get a return.



Need for Competent Teachers: The importance of com​petence on the part of each teacher is emphasized by the fact that the average elementary teacher who retires this year will probably have taught approximately 1000 American citizens, and the average high school teacher about 5000 persons. Let us examine the educational ill effects of only 100 ineffectual high school teachers who retire. Fifty thousand American citizens would not have received adequate instruction in the high schools.—William Alexander, president of ASCD, ASCD News Exchange


Once there was a teacher and let it be said at once that by all ordinary criteria he was a poor teacher. His appearance was farmer-like, weather-beaten, unpretentious. His tie frequently needed straightening.

He had none of the essentials that are supposed to make a good teacher. He had neither magnetic outgoing personality, nor evident enthusiasm for his subject, nor a clear speaking voice. He could hardly hold the interest of his students or enlist their active participation in classroom discussion or work.

While teaching, he remained seated throughout the hour. He seldom looked directly at his audience While lecturing he would stare out the window. He seemed to be absorbed in private thoughts most of the time while in the classroom. Nor was he free of distracting mannerisms—ruffling his shock of hair or pulling his moustache on too many occasions. Questions from the students were not discouraged, but neither were they invited. Who was this teacher?—John Dewey


Wanted, then, a teacher! As Professor James H. Canfield stated nearly 60 years ago, "Not a recitation-post, not a wind. vane, not a water gauge, not a martinet, not a pedant, nor a pedagog—the mere slave to the student, but, a teacher. One who is a combination of heart, and head, and artistic training, and favoring circumstances. One who has that enthusiasm which never calculates its sacrifices, and is willing to endure all things if only good may come. One who loves his work; who throws his whole soul into it; who makes it his constant and beloved companion by day and night, waking and sleeping; who can therefore see more in his work than can any other."—Dr. Lloyd N. Morrisett, Professor of Educational Administration, University of California, Los Angeles, California NITTA Newsletter
John Steinbeck tells of a teacher who taught him in Salinas. "She aroused us," he says, "to shouting, book-waving discussions. We never could stick to ... the chanted recitation of memorized phyla. Our speculation ranged the world. She breathed curiosity into us so that we brought in facts or truths shielded in our hands like captured butterflies ...I have had many teachers who told me soon-forgotten facts, but only three created in me a new thing, a new attitude, a new hunger." He concludes by saying, 'What deathless power lies in the hands of such a person."



Good teaching is like throwing burrs at a blanket, and poor teaching like throwing beans.—R. L. Cooley, Bulletin, Wisconsin Association of Secondary School Principals


A teacher affects eternity. He can never tell where his in​fluence stops.—Henry Adams


'Tis noble to be good, 'ifs nobler to teach others to be good —and easier.—Mark Twain


Teachers pretend to know more than they do; they talk a great deal repeating the talk of the texts. The students repeat the talk of the talk of the text talkers.—Nathaniel Cantor, Educational Forum


One teacher received the following note (as an excuse for tardiness):

"Dear Teacher. Please excuse John for being late. His uncle died last night and we had a hard time waking him up this morning."—Ralph O. Ramstad, Minneapolis Federation of Men Teachers News Bulletin


There are only two classes of teachers, so far as compensation is concerned—those who are underpaid, and those who have no business in the classroom. It is impossible to place a cash value on the influence of a good teacher. By good teacher we do not necessarily mean those of high academic training, desirable as the training may be. The good teacher is a pleasant, understanding person who not only is skilled in the art of presenting subject-matter but one who just as skillfully, by precept and example, leads children into desirable habits and attitudes.—Robert E. McKinney, Speech to Southern Division, Illinois Education Association
Telephone Sermon Illustrations

A businessman handed the hotel manager a bouquet of flowers and said in a sympathetic voice, "It's for the switchboard operator."

The manager looked pleased. "Thank you. I'm sure she will appreciate the compliment on her fine service."

"Service!" roared the businessman. "I thought she was dead."



Where are telephone bills the highest? In Persia. Everybody speaks Persian to Persian.



A minister in Atlanta called another minister in Spartanburg, South Carolina. "Station to station?" The operator asked.

"No, Ma'am, parson to parson."

Television Sermon Illustrations
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Television is an appliance which changes children from irresistible forces into immovable objects.—The Philadelphia Principal


Two serious teenagers were enthusing over the early morning TV course they were taking, when one said, "Gee, what would you do if your set went off during a lecture?" 

"I dunno," mused the other, then had a happy idea: "I guess you'd have to send in an excuse from your repairman."—Jack Sterling Show, WCBS, New York


In Falls Church, Virginia, PTA members kept eyes fixed on TV programs through the hours children would be viewing them. They observed 185 programs for 114 1/2 hours, saw 281 assaults, 117 killings, 19 robberies, 16 kidnapings, 10 murder conspiracies, 3 arsons, 3 extortions, 3 jailbreaks, 1 lynching, 1 bombing, and 1 suicide.—Education, USA


We think of TV as new. So what's new? The picture has been a basic method for communication since the caveman scratched the first "Studio One" on his wall. There is an authenticated case of a cave mother who would not allow her children to even glance at the wall later than two hours after sundown, such was the violence and conflict depicted there. They went berserk and tried to choke the pet dinosaur.—Bill Laid, TV Editor, Louisville Courier-Journal
Temper Sermon Illustrations

Henderson, the actor, was seldom known to be in a passion. When at Oxford, he was one day debating with a fellow student, who, not keeping his temper, threw a glass of wine in the actor's face; upon which Henderson took out his handkerchief, wiped his face, and coolly said, "That, sir, was a digression; now for the argument."



Peter the Great made a law in 1722, that if any nobleman beat or ill-treat his slaves he should be looked upon as insane, and a guard should be appointed to take care of his person and his estate. This great monarch once struck his gardener, who being a man of great sensibility, took to his bed, and died in a few days. Peter, hearing of this, exclaimed, with tears in his eyes, "Alas! I have civilized my own subjects; I have conquered other nations; yet I have not been able to civilize or conquer myself."



Fletcher, of Saltown, is well known to have possessed a most irritable temper. His footman desired to be dismissed. "Why do you leave me?" said he. "Because, sir," to speak the truth, "I cannot bear your temper." "To be sure, I am passionate, but my passion is no sooner on than it is off." "Yes, sir," replied the servant, "but then it is no sooner off than it is on."



A Neat Reply

In certain debates in the House of Lords, in 1718, the bills proposed were opposed by Bishop Atterbury, who said, "he had prophesied last winter, that this bill would be attempted in the present session, and he was sorry to find he had proved a true prophet." Lord Coningsby, who usually spoke in a passion, rose, and remarked, that "one of the right reverends had set himself forth as a prophet; but for his part, he did not know what prophet to liken him to, unless to that famous prophet Balaam, who was reproved by his own ass." 

The bishop, in reply, with great readiness and temper exposed this rude attack, concluding in these words: "Since the noble lord hath discovered in our manners such a similitude, I must be content to be compared to the prophet Balaam; but, my lords, I am at a loss how to make out the other part of the parallel. I am sure that I have been reproved by nobody but his lordship." From that day forth, Lord Coningsby was called "Atterbury's Pad."



Dr. Hough, of Worcester, was remarkable for evenness of temper, of which the following story affords a proof. 

A young gentleman, whose family had been well acquainted with the doctor, in making the tour of England before he went abroad, called to pay his respects to him as he passed by his seat in the country. It happened to be at dinner-time, and the room full of company. The bishop, however, received him with much familiarity; but the servant in reaching him a chair, threw down a curious weather-glass that had cost twenty guineas, and broke it. The gentleman was under infinite concern, and began to make an apology for being the occasion of the accident, when the bishop with great good nature interrupted him. "Be under no concern, sir," said his lordship, smiling, "for I am much beholden to you for it. We have had a very dry season; and now I hope we shall have rain. I never saw the glass so low in my life." Every one was pleased with the humour and pleasantry of the turn; and the more so, as the Doctor was then more than eighty, a time of life when the infirmities of old age make most men peevish and hasty.



A Test

A cobbler at Leyden, who used to attend the public disputations held at the academy, was once asked if he understood Latin? "No," replied the mechanic, "but it is easy to know who is wrong in the argument." "How?" enquired his friend. "Why, by seeing who is first angry."



Casaubon, in his "Treatise on the Passions," relates the following pleasing anecdote of Robert, one of the greatest monarchs that ever swayed the sceptre of France. Having once surprised a rogue who had cut away the half of his mantle, he took no other notice of the offence than by saying mildly to him, "Save thyself, sinner, and leave the rest for another who may have need of it."



Garrick once complained to Sir Joshua Reynolds of the abuse with which he was loaded by Foote, when Sir Joshua answered, that Foote, in so doing, gave the strongest possible proof of being in the wrong; as it was always the man who had the worst side who became violent and abusive.



A mother heard her son crying near where the father was building a dog house.  

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"Daddy  hit his  thumb  with  the hammer," he sobbed.

"That's nothing for you to cry about," she said. "You should laugh."

"That's why I'm crying.  I did."



A man was complimented at the office for his tan. "How did you get that beautiful tan?" a friend asked him.

"It came along since I got married. My wife and I decided that when she got angry, I would go out doors until she cooled off."

Temperance Sermon Illustrations

Says Evangeline Booth:

"Drink has shed more blood, hung more crepe, sold more homes, plunged more people into bankruptcy, armed more villains, slain more children, snapped more wedding rings, defiled more innocence, blinded more eyes, dethroned more reason, wrecked more manhood, dishonored more womanhood, broken more hearts, blasted more lives, driven more to suicide and dug more graves than any other scourge that has cursed the world."—War Cry.


His Reasons

A lawyer was speaking at a large gathering with a great display of learning in opposition to prohibition. An old farmer who had been listening quietly, shut up his knife with a snap and said: "I may not understand all the points of this question, but I have seven good reasons for voting for prohibition." "What are they?" asked the lawyer. "Four sons and three daughters," was the reply.—Christian Herald.


The Saloon

The saloon is sometimes called a bar; 
That's true;
A bar to heaven, a door to hell,
Whoever named it, named it well.
A bar to manliness and wealth,
A door to want and broken health,
A bar to honor, pride and fame;
A door to grief and sin and shame, 
A bar to hope, a bar to prayer;
A door to darkness and despair,
A bar to honored, useful life;
A door to brawling, senseless strife.
A bar to all that's true and brave;
A door to every drunkard's grave. 
A bar to joys that home imparts, 
A door to tears and aching hearts. 
A bar to heaven, a door to hell, 
Whoever named it, named it well.—Written by a life-time prisoner in Joliet Prison.


What Pershing and Lloyd George Think of Drink

General Pershing said: "Banish the entire liquor industry fron- the United States; close every saloon, every brewery; suppress drinking by severe punishment to the drinker, and if necessary, death to the seller, or maker, or both, as traitors, and the nation will suddenly find itself amazed at its efficiency, and startled at the increase in its labor supply. I shall not go slow on prohibition, for I know what is the greatest foe to my men, greater even than the bullets of the enemy."

Lloyd George said: "Drink during the World War used up as much tonnage as the Germans have sunk with all their submarines; it killed more men than have been killed by the German submarines. Drink destroyed more food than all the submarines put together."—United Presbyterian.


The Man She Married

A speaker at a temperance meeting told how drink had once caused the downfall of a brave soldier. In the course of the sad story he said: "Sometimes after a debauch the man would be repentant, humble. He would promise his wife to do better. But, alas! the years taught her the barrenness of all such promises. One night when he was getting to be an old man—a prematurely old man, thin-limbed, stoop-shouldered, with red-rimmed eyes—he said to his wife, sadly: 'You're a clever woman, Jenny; a courageous, active, good woman. You should have married a better man than I am, dear.' She looked at him, and thinking of what he had been, she answered in a quiet voice: 'I did, James.'"—Sunday at Home.


Do You Know Me?

I am the greatest criminal in history. 
I have killed more men than have fallen in all the wars of the world.
I have turned men into brutes.
I have made millions of homes unhappy.
I have transformed many ambitious youths into hopeless parasites.
I make smooth the downward path for countless millions.
I destroy the weak and weaken the strong.
I make the wise man a fool and trample the fool in his folly.
I ensnare the innocent.
The abandoned wife knows me; the hungry children know me.
I have ruined millions and shall try to ruin more.
I am Alcohol.—H. W. Gibson.


It's the Brain that Counts

The noted surgeon, Dr. Charles Mayo, in addressing a large convention of boys, said in part:

"You can get along with a wooden leg, but you can't get along with a wooden head. The physical value of man is not so much. Man as analyzed in our laboratories is worth about ninety-eight cents. Seven bars of soap, lime enough to whitewash a chicken coop, phosphorus enough to cover the heads of a thousand matches, is not so much, you see.

"It is the brain that counts, but in order that your brain may be kept clear you must keep your body fit and well. That cannot be done if one drinks liquor.

"A man who has to drag around a habit that is a danger and a menace to society ought to go off to the woods and live alone. We do not tolerate the obvious use of morphine or cocaine or opium and we should not tolerate intoxicating liquor because I tell you these things are what break down the command of the individual over his own life and his own destiny.

"Through alcoholic stimulation a man loses his coordination. That is why liquor is no advantage to the brain. You hear people tell how they had their wits quickened for the first half-hour by liquor but they don't tell you how later their body could not act in coordination with their brain."



A Noted Physician's Reason

Giving evidence before the British Royal Licensing Commission, Dr. C. C. Weeks, noted British physician, was asked the reasons why he became a teetotaler. He replied: "My reasons, I am afraid, were entirely selfish. There wasn't much altruism about it. I was a young doctor, and I saw round me what was doing. The doctor whose practice I took killed himself with drink. All round me men were drinking, and I made a rule that during the day I would never drink with my patients. I found that without it I was a better cricketer and a safer catch. The thing that finally put it over was when I was called in consultation by another doctor. He was in evening dress, and had been out to dinner. He wasn't drunk, but he met me with that fatuous grin which is associated with drinking—and upstairs there was a tragedy. He had made a profound error of judgment in a woman at her hour of confinement. As I drove home I said to myself, 'This might happen to me,' and that night I made up my mind that I would not take any more alcohol."—Queensland Prohibitionist.
A President's Promise

But motor accidents increase, liquor-contributed juvenile delinquency grows, drinking among women and children at the open bar becomes a public scandal, and the number of saloon equivalents, open drinking places in America, reaches the appalling all-time record of nearly five hundred thousand. In spite of the inaugural promise of the President of the United States when he said, "The saloon must not return. By no possibility, at any time or under any conditions, at any place, or under any circumstances, shall that institution, the saloon, or its equivalent be allowed to return to American life,"—in spite of these solemn and measured words, "happy" days are here again!—Daniel A. Poling.


Presumption Not Faith

"I'll loose my camel and commit him to Allah's care," said a man one day to the Prophet, who replied, "Tie up your camel and commit him to God." How many foolishly run into temptation, even though they know alcohol has a fatal attraction for them. The wise man or woman will, by God's help, "tie up" their besetting sin, and commit themselves moment by moment into God's care, to be kept by his grace.—Christian Herald.


A Mother Kneeling in the Snow

The story is told that John G. Woolley was in a saloon drinking when he saw his mother kneeling in the snow just outside the door. He was awfully ashamed of her and slipped out the back door. That day's work against the evil of drink cost his mother her life. The saloon went on with its nefarious business. The son staggered on downward for thirteen awful years of sottishness. But finally the snow-set prayers of his mother won. He was converted and proved to be one of America's bitterest foes to the saloon and most eloquent advocates of temperance and prohibition. It takes not only resolution to restrain, prohibition to prohibit, but God in answer to prayer to make and preserve a sober nation.—Gospel Herald.


Liquor's Dreaded Bedfellow

Has not Professor J. B. S. Haldane of Cambridge University told us that "a man is about five times as likely to get cancer if he drinks beer daily and no milk, as if he drinks milk daily and no beer"? Also that "the death rate in the alcoholic trades from cancer of the mouth, throat, etc., at ages under 65, is double the average."—Sunday School Times.


Alcohol's Color Scheme

"Beverage alcohol," said "the doctor who knew," as quoted in Grit, "gives you a red nose, a black eye, a white liver, a yellow streak, a green brain, a dark brown breath, and a blue outlook!'

A color scheme that wouldn't appeal to a truly artistic soul!—Christian Union Herald.


Why This Town Stays Dry

One town which has been, is, and will be dry, whatever happens to the Eighteenth Amendment, is Harriman, Tenn., with a population of eight thousand. A clause in every deed to land provides that liquor shall not be allowed to be manufactured, sold, or even stored on the property, or the lot will revert to the company which founded the town.—The Union Signal.


Said Sgt. York, "I Used to Drink Liquor"

Sgt. Alvin York said, "I used to drink liquor; drank it for ten years; drank it until I broke the hearts of those who loved me and prayed for me. And then. one night in 1914, I knelt at the altar in a little mountain church in East Tennessee, and confessed and repented of my sins. I arose from that altar a new man in Christ Jesus, and broke with liquor forever !" And he is the soldier who, in World War I, disarmed and brought 153 German prisoners into camp!—The Chaplain.


"There is no disease in the world for which alcohol is a cure. . . . It does undeniably cause thousands of cases of disease. . . . Its use is ruinous to the kidneys, liver, heart, and smaller blood vessels, and gives rise to that most common fatality, high blood pressure.

"All this has been proven by innumerable tests. Two men may play tennis or chess equally well. Give one of them a single glass of beer and he will be easily defeated by the one who abstains."—Dr. Howard A. Kelly


No Happiness in a Bottle

Dr. Roy O. McClain, pastor of the First Baptist Church, Atlanta, Georgia, pours out barrels of truth about a bottle in these wise words:

"Seventy million Americans drink alcoholic beverages. Some are convinced that happiness can be bought in a bottle. What irony! The very process designed to induce an inner state of happiness contributes to its disappearance, oftentimes as early as the next morning's hangover. In this day when 'scientism' has been enthroned one should look at the scientific facts. It is not enough to denounce and negate. The new psychology toward drinking —a psychology of tolerance, one associated with 'the thing to do,' is little more than studied, heavily financed subterfuge.

"The measurable effects of alcohol are not stimulating but depressing. Acting as a narcotic, it sends life into a pink Valhalla for a miserly brief moment and there the ooze of its mild sedation seems to reduce problems tremendously. For a few minutes or hours the world is painted pastel while personality yields to the calloused hands of drunkenness.

"But such hands are impersonal hosts insomuch that a Japanese proverb begs for recognition: 'First the man takes a drink, then the drink takes a drink, then the drink takes the man.' And lo, the very state of affairs which seemed so intolerable now is compounded in misery.

"To millions of men and women the habit of drinking stems from the hectic pace of modern living. Life's everwhirling pace, its competitive demands, its ulcerated societies, all drive men to the point of despair. Having no real sense of inner calm, many seek it in external prods. When the workday is over, the ragged nerves, acutely accentuated by bumper-to-bumper trafBc, often dirty tenements and noisy voices, cry out for relief. The sight of congested, ugly apartments or flats, the pile of work left undone, yearn for some imaginary island of peace, quiet and beauty.

"Then cold, stark realism removes wishful thinking; there is no such island for most of us. Hence, the jaunt to the nearest saloon as an alternative. So, over the second or third drink, personality gambols through its make-believe world.

"The embarrassingly specific fact remains that problems still await the sobering process. One more problem is added by drinking and the ugly cycle begins again, day in and day out, until life ebbs away and the soul is lost in an undertow of loud talk, mounting debts and estrangement to God."

Barnum's Prefix

P. T. Barnum was a temperance advocate. Once when he was giving an address, a man in the gallery howled: "How does alcohol affect us, externally or internally?" "Eternally," flashed back Barnum.—Sunday School Times.


The Lord Our Keeper

A man who was a confirmed and hopeless drunkard, being about to go to the Fishing Banks with a fisherman, proposed, before they started, to "take drink." "No," said the fisherman; "I don't drink." "Don't you drink anything?" "No; I don't drink anything." "Why not?" "Because I am a Christian." "What!" said the man, "does Christ keep you from drinking?" "Yes," answered the fisherman, "Christ keeps me from drinking." The poor inebriate was struck by the reply. He thought, "There is help that I didn't think of.' He went home, and knelt down and said. "O Lord Jesus, keep me from drinking." His appetite for liquor suddenly left him. He was delivered.—The Monthly Visitor.


A Breaker of Hearts

In one of our cities not long ago a mother asked her pastor to come to see her. When he reached the home he found the mother with her children waiting for him. She was the wife of a man who was to be executed the following day for murder. And she said, "I am wondering if you would intercede and get my husband's body that we might bring him home, and have a little service here. And would you mind conducting that service for me?" The preacher did so. The next morning at the mother's request he went to her home and awaited the dread hour with them. Finally the hands on the clock pointed to noon, and there was just a sob. It was only a little while until a plain black wagon came down the street. It backed up to the front door, and the officers came in carrying a plain unpainted box. They placed it upon two chairs and hurried away. The preacher unfastened the lid and lifted it. The boy came and looked into the casket, then the mother came and stood there with her little ones. And as she stood and stroked the father's brow, she said to the preacher, "Father was such a good man when he didn't drink."—Sunday School Times.


Why He Differed with the Minister

At a church meeting a discussion on temperance was taking place, and an influential clergyman arose and made a vehement argument in favor of wine. When he had resumed his seat, a layman arose, and said: "Mr. Moderator, it is not my purpose to answer the learned argument you have listened to. My arguments are more humble. I knew a father who at great inconvenience educated his son at college. The son was dissipated, but reformed and remained steady for several years. One day he was invited to dine with a neighboring clergyman. He was offered wine, but refused until he was ridiculed. That he could not stand, so he drank, and has long since found a drunkard's grave. I am that father, and it was at the table of the clergyman who has just taken his seat that my son took the fatal glass of wine."—The Northern Messenger.


He Stood the Test

A young man from Virginia was transferred, apparently for no reason, to the New York office of his firm. He and his wife took rooms in Brooklyn, and the first Sunday went to a Baptist church there, remaining for Sunday school. A few weeks later, the wife told her teacher she was afraid her husband would not be able to keep his position, that the salesmen had to take their customers out for meals, and were not only supposed to buy liquor for them, but the heads of the firm insisted upon it, which he had flatly refused to do, saying that he didn't drink himself and would not give it to others. The salesman told him he would not last long if he took that stand. The teacher said how glad the woman should be to have a husband like that, and to give him every encouragement. One Sunday later, the wife told the teacher that her husband was to attend a conference the next day and they knew it meant only one thing—dismissal. Monday evening the wife telephoned her teacher, and she was greatly excited, for her husband had been given a big promotion, and they were to go back to Virginia. It seems that the firm, sensing ability and character, had sent him to New York, deliberately to test him, for this position called for a strong character and one who could withstand temptation, and he had stood the test. Of course the salesmen did not know it, but the heads of the firm did.—Sunday School Times.


The Better Soldier

"The soldier who abstains altogether is the best man. He can accomplish more, can march better, and is a better soldier than the man who drinks even moderately. Mentally and physically he is better. Brandy is the worst poison of all. Next to it comes beer. Each limits the capacity and lowers the mind, body, and soul. Strong drink tires and only increases thirst."—Count von Haeseler, one time commander of the German Sixteenth Army Corps.


"Alcohol should be regarded as a fifth column," says Dr. Chavasse, Bishop of Rochester, "the enemy within our gates, sabotaging armament output and sapping morale."—Sunday School Times.


Uncle Sam Ought to Know

Jim—"Too bad, ain't it, that Repeat ain't balanced the budget, nor reduced taxes, nor pushed off the bootlegger, nor chased off unemployment, nor brought true temperance, nor nothin'?"

Joe—"Yes, but Uncle Sam orter ha' known by observation that nobuddy ain't never pulled theirself outa trouble with a corkscrew!"—Evangelistic Echoes.


The Stealth of Sin

A remarkable story was recently told in the daily press. An oyster fisherman, on opening the shell of an oyster, discovered within a fish, three and a half inches long, alive and weakly struggling. The oyster, however, was not to be found. The fisherman was quite convinced that the fish had entered the open shell, and had been trapped by its closing. Once inside, however, it proceeded to devour the oyster, but being unable to open the shell, would have died in it.

Certain forms of sin enter the life through the door of a careless will. Once thus inside, their eviction is most difficult, and they speedily make themselves master of the premises, eventually destroying the whole life. Such also is the liquor traffic rapidly becoming in the United States. Permitted to enter through the door of repeal, it is gaining wider and wider control in individual lives. Permitted to remain, the results are certain in the lowering of moral ideals, the introduction of even more criminal savagery than has yet been seen in the "public enemies" of the states, and the destruction of multitudes of lives.—Alliance Weekly.
Clothing Someone's Daughter

"Papa, will you please give me a half crown for my new hat?" asked a schoolgirl of her father one morning. "No. May; I can't spare the money." The refusal came from the parent in a curt, indifferent tone. The disappointed girl went to school. The Father started for his place of business. On his way he met a friend, and invited him into a tavern for a drink. And the man who could not spare his daughter half a crown for a hat laid that sum on the counter, which just paid for the drinks. Just then the saloonkeeper's daughter entered, and said, "Papa, I want half a crown for my new hat." "All right," said the dealer, and, taking up the coin from the counter, handed it to the girl, who departed smiling. May's father was dazed, walked out alone, and said to himself, "To think I should have brought my money here for the rum seller's daughter to buy a hat with, after refusing it to my own daughter! I'll never drink another drop!"—The King's Business.


When Applied to Eggs

Clarence Darrow and Clarence True Wilson were debating. Said Darrow, "I bought some grape juice and put it away for a month and God turned it into wine." Wilson replied, "How about eggs? Nature in time will do the same thing to them. But I don't insist on eating them addled because it was nature that fixed them that way; and I don't argue my right to put them on the market." Darrow had no answer.—The King's Business.


Condemnation on the Face

An officer wearing the insignia of a colonel's rank called to see President Lincoln. Lincoln listened with sympathy to the man, for he knew that he had a record for gallantry, but he also knew that the lines on the officer's face told their own story of long and unrestrained indulgence. He rose up, and, as was his habit when deeply moved, he grasped the officer's hand in both of his own and said, "Colonel, I know your story, but you carry your condemnation in your face." The President afterward said. "I dared not restore this man to his rank and give him charge of one thousand men, when he puts an enemy into his mouth to steal away his brains."—Christian Herald.


When Business, Not Conscience, Voted

Did you ever sit at a table with strangers and overhear their conversation? These two women gave the liquor trade all that was coming to it. The younger one remarked that she couldn't understand the actions of her sister Helen's husband, John. As we remember, her exact words were: 'You know . . . it seems to me that he makes more `spiritual' talks than anybody in the church, except the preacher." Then she told about an auto accident she and her sister's husband John had experienced a few days before when a drunken driver had smashed into them. She said: "I couldn't help tell my 'spiritual' brother-in-law that that is what he voted for when he voted—for the re-legalization of the traffic—to help his business.".—National Voice.


The Greater Weapon

A company of people stood looking at an immense brass-mouthed gun. A gentleman said, "It is perfect and beautiful; but was there ever such a whole sure weapon of death?" "Yes, a distillery," said a lady aloud; and no one said a word more; they knew that every barrel of liquor scatters broadcast woe and want, shame and sorrow, disease and death.—New Illustrator.


A Squadron Leader Speaks Up

A "squadron leader" in the British Air Force, engaged daily in long distance reconnaissance flights and moral conflict with enemy 'planes, has borne the following striking testimony to the value of temperance: "I am not an abstainer," he said, "but in common with others on this job I must be a T. T. (total abstainer) if I am to be and do my best. The smallest quantity of alcohol is sufficient to affect adversely the powers of the eye, brain and hand that must be at their highest state of efficiency if we are to cope confidently and successfully with the enemy with whom, at any moment, we may be engaged in a life or death struggle thousands of feet in the air. What applies to alcoholic liquor applies also, in measure, to the use of tobacco and many of our men have given up smoking "for the duration."—From the London Daily Mail of January 21, 1940.


Cooked Brains

Ironical indeed was the appearance of a huge billboard recently displayed in the business district of Los Angeles, Calif. A huge portrait of a shrewd businessman appeared beside a slogan that, interpreted in one way, implied that real brains required a certain brand of whiskies. Behind the top portion of the head, electric lights flashed on and off at intervals, illuminating the area where the brain would be. The effect of the heat from the lights, however, gradually baked the paint on the forehead of the man in the picture. By daylight there could be seen a sharp alteration in the appearance of the forehead that had been "baked" by the repeated heat to which it had been exposed. The brain had been cooked. What a tragic symbol of what happens to the brain of many a man who yields to liquor propaganda!—The King's Business.


I Am Dry, Bone-Dry

Because I have known unborn babies to be cursed through booze; little children to starve because of booze; young people to be stunted for life through booze; gifted women to become imbecile through booze; leaders in industry to become beggars in the street because of booze; wedding rings to be sold for booze; every article of furniture to be pawned for booze; fortunes to be squandered for booze; girls to become prostitutes through booze; boys to become criminals through booze; women to be hanged because of booze; men to go to the electric chair because of booze; because of all the foregoing I am bone-dry.

Because I have never known booze to contribute to the happiness of a single child, or to the mental ability of a single young person, or to the moral uplift of a single middle-aged person, or to the comfort and blessedness of a single old person, I am bone-dry.

Why shouldn't I be bone-dry?—Guy Edward Mark.


What Criminals Say

Among many persons of some general intelligence, a notion prevails that fermented liquors rarely excite to crime. Such is not the judgment of those practically conversant with our criminal courts; such is far from the testimony of criminals themselves.—Cora Frances Stoddard.
Gas and Booze Don't Mix

Five gallons of gas and a pint of gin—
And all they found was a mess of tin.



What Is Intoxicating?

Dr. George O. Higley, Professor of Chemistry, Ohio Wesleyan University, says that drinking 3 per cent beer by volume, often results in hilarity, followed by surly behavior, with a loss of self-control, and often self-respect, the drinker's actions becoming careless and even immoral; that a larger dose of the same liquor might cause quarrelsomeness; fear, jealousy, and hatred might be aroused, without cause, so that crimes are committed; and that the subject showing any of these departures from normal condition is "intoxicated" in the proper meaning of the term, even though he does not stagger and is not "drunk" in the popular meaning of that term. It was, therefore, Dr. Higley's opinion that "a court may very properly hold as intoxicating not only whiskey, brandy, and gin, but also beer, even if it contains alcohol to the amount of only 3 per cent by volume."—Sunday School Times.


Might As Well Have What Was Left

When she married a fine young man and had a beautiful home, the young wife said, "This is heavenly." But the young man began to drink, and she suffered untold abuses and privations. A few years later he, her husband, was brought home a corpse, killed in a drunken brawl. After the funeral the saloonkeeper sent her notice that her home and all she had was his in settlement of her husband's drink bill. As she tried to break her last crust of bread into a saucer for her two children, she broke down and cried, the tears falling into the saucer. She poured these tears into a bottle and sent it to the seller of booze with a note which said, "These tears represent my love, my home, my husband, my hopes, my all. Take them, too. It is all I've got."—Selected.


Conviction Needed

A brewer was addressing a farmer's convention, laying stress upon how much grain the brewer's and distillers bought from the farmers. At the height of his flight of oratory he cried: "What would you farmers do with your surplus corn if we did not buy it?" A great hush came over the gathering; there seemed to be no answer to that startling question. But a little woman arose in the back of the hall and suggested: "Well, we might make it up into cornstarch to stiffen the men's backbones."—Otterbein Teacher.


Do You Want a "Following"?

In the early career of Miss Francis E. Willard, when the W.C.T.U. was yet in its infancy, the question came up as to whether the name "Christian" should be a part of the title of the organization. Some thought that by omitting the word "Christian" the organization would command a larger following. This, no doubt, was all true enough. Miss Willard was then at the beginning of her career. She took the floor and said, "If I understand correctly the purpose of this organiza tion, is not to get a following, but to set up a standard." Her argument won.

The Christian is to set a standard and present God's Truth, and not worry about a following.—Victory Magazine.


Why He Lived Through It

A bishop, while laboring in the capital of Argentine, was suddenly stricken with appendicitis. One of the best surgeons in the southern hemisphere was called. After a careful diagnosis, he said, "Your only hope is a surgical operation; but a man of your age ordinarily has only one chance in a hundred for recovery. Have you ever used alcoholic liquors ? Have you ever used tobacco in any form?" The bishop replied that he had never used either. The operation was a success. The blood of the patient was so pure that the wound healed like the flesh of a child. Later the surgeon said to the bishop, 'You are a walking temperance lesson."—From Teachers Quarterly.


A Burglar Married a Drinking Woman

A burglar married an alcoholic woman. In the first generation, their children included one murderer, one burglar, one sneak thief, one common drunkard and four abandoned women; in the second generation, two murderers, four burglars, six sneak thieves, two drunkards, and six abandoned women; in the third generation, five drunkards, six burglars, ten sneak thieves, eleven idiots, and twelve women of bad character; 74 defective descendants in all.—Sunday School Times.



A Surgeon's Success

At a banquet in New York, during the visit of Dr. Lorenz, the great Austrian surgeon, he was reported by the newspapers to have said: "I cannot say that I am a temperance agitator, but I am a surgeon. My success depends upon my brain being clear, my muscles firm, and my nerves steady. No one can take alcoholic liquors without blunting these physical powers, which I must keep always on edge. As a surgeon, I must not drink."—The Lighted Pathway.


Moderate Drinking

"The trouble with moderate drinking, so the scientists tell us, is that most of us cannot constrain our drinking habits," says John Nuveen, Jr., in a most helpful and readable pamphlet, "John Barleycorn, Esquire," published by The American Business Men's Research Foundation, Chicago. "The difficulty is that alcohol gradually weakens the brain tissues which exercise control. The situation is apparently not unlike our experience with the automobile. If, in violation of the advice of automotive engineers, we race up to every stop light and jam on the brakes, we eventually wear them down to the point where they do not hold, and we start slipping beyond the lights. Similarly our brain controls are apt to lose their effectiveness if called upon too frequently to resist demands for increased consumption which are characteristic of habit-forming drugs!"—Sunday School Times.


What He Had Tried

Judge Ben B. Lindsey was lunching one day — it was a very hot day—when a politician paused beside his table. "Judge," said he, "I see you are drinking coffee. That is a heating drink. In this weather you want to drink iced drinks, sharp, iced drinks. Did you ever try gin and ginger ale?" "No," said the judge, smiling, "but I have tried several fellows who have."—Classmate.
Not Mere Patching

A certain preacher was pressing home the question of the Lord at Bethesda, "Wilt thou be made whole?" Suddenly he leaned forward and said, "Remember, men, it's not patched up, but made whole." "That's it, that's just it, and all of it," responded a man, who rose and said, "I patched for years, but the patches fell off or made bigger holes. I had become a hard drinker. I lost my position. I sobered up and got another position, failed again and again. Still I patched, and still I fell. At last my wife and children went away to her parents. One wet, cold, windy night, as I sat half asleep in the doorway of an empty house, a Bible woman asked me to come to a mission. There the Lord Jesus found me. He didn't patch; He just made me whole. And now we are all together and happy again."—Milk of the Word.


Farragut's Choice

In giving an account of his early life, Admiral Farragut said: "My father went down in behalf of the United States Government, to put an end to Aaron Burr's rebellion. I was a cabin boy, and went along with him. . . . I knew all the wickedness there was at that time abroad. One day my father cleared everybody out of the cabin except myself, and locked the door. He said, 'David, what are you going to do? What are you going to be?"Well, Father,' I said, 'I am going to follow the sea.' Follow the sea, and be a poor, miserable, drunken sailor . . . ?' 'Oh, no, Father, I will not be that; I will tread the quarter-deck and command, as you do."No, David.' my father said, 'a person who has your principles and your bad habits will never tread the quarter-deck or command.' My father went out and shut the door after him, and I said then: 'I will change; I will never swear again; I will never drink again; I will never, gamble again'; and, gentlemen, by the help of God, I have kept those three vows to this time. I, soon after that, became a Christian, and that decided my future for time and for eternity."—Teacher.



Poison!

Dr. De Lancy Carter says :"Beer contains alcohol to the extent of from 3 to 5 percent... Therefore, in small or large amounts, bear ... contains alcohol.

"Alcohol is a narcotic, a poison, and an abnormal drug, the quantity matters not; the gradual accumulation of this poison has been found to be destructive to man, inasmuch as it destroys that moral, mental, and physical standard so necessary to the good of mankind."—Union Signal.


Just Less Ashamed

The great Canadian physician, Sir William Osier, was lecturing one day on alcohol. "Is it true," asked a student, "that alcohol makes people able to do things better ?" "No," replied Sir William, "it just makes them less ashamed of doing them badly."—From Moody Monthly.


What Each Got Out of It

From a bushel of corn the distiller got four gallons of whiskey, which retailed at      $16.80
The farmer got....................... .25
The U. S. Government got    4.40
The railroad got....................1.00
The manufacturer got..........4.00
The drayman got................... .15
The retailer got....................7.00
The consumer got.............Drunk
The wife got....................Hunger
The children got..................Rags
The politician got.............Office—The Southern Farmer


His Business Wouldn't Permit

A man in a covered wagon, driving through a Western town, stopped and hailed a man on the street. "Hey, any saloons in this town?" he asked. "Yes, four," was the answer. "Giddap," said the stranger, moving on. "I can't locate here; I've got three boys in this wagon." "Stop a minute," yelled the stranger, "what's your business?" "My business is to save these boys," came back th.3 answer, as he disappeared round a bend in the road.—Kansas City Star.


Burbank on Wine

A visitor, being shown a new grape by Burbank, asked if he had ever improved the wine grape, to which Bur bank replied: "This is not a wine grape. The continued use of wine destroys the finer qualities of both mind and body. Tell the children that I have never produced a superior wine grape and that if I ever do produce one, it shall be at once destroyed. No wine plant will ever be sent into the world from my plant school."—Luther Burbank on Temperance. Journal of Character training.


Starvation of the Brain

Dr. T. D. Crothers, in American Medicine, N. Y., says: "Science has proved beyond question that the action of alcohol is an anesthetic and depressant, and its continuous use is followed by sensory and motor impairments, and also poisoning and starvation of the brain and nervous system, hence sanity and responsibility are not possible...The fact of excessive use of alcohol should be accepted as evidence of mental impairment and inability to control acts and conduct."—Sunday School Times.


The Dangers of "Moderation"
The moderate use of fermented drinks carries with it the danger of immoderate use. The light exhilaration of the brain produced by alcohol is a pleasant sensation which, once experienced, leads to a desire for its repetition. Precisely there lies the danger, for this light mental exaltation, not very dangerous in itself, is after all the first stage of drunkenness, and that stage overstepped, the man drawn on by an unobserved decline, passes quickly from occasional intoxication to habitual drunkenness.—Dr. Bergeron, Member of the French Academy of Medicine.


A Physician Speaks Out

And again. Dr. J. H. Kellogg, of the famous Battle Creek Sanitarium, and member of the Michigan State Board of Health, says emphatically:

"Alcohol never, under any condition, increases the vital energy of the body, but on the contrary, decreases it in a marked and uniform manner through its poisonous influence upon the living cells.

"Alcohol is never a tonic or a stimulant. It is always a narcotic interfering with bodily functions and lessening the nerve tonic and vital energy.

"Alcohol diminishes, never increases the energy of the heart and hence is detrimental rather than beneficial in cases of shock, collapse, fainting, etc.

"Alcohol increases liability to infectious diseases and prevents the development of immunity.

"Alcohol does not aid digestion, but actually hinders it."—Gospel Herald.
Guilty As Charged

Why has there been persistent throughout the centuries this long opposition to alcohol as a beverage? Because there is something in beverage alcohol which is inimical to human welfare—to high civilization.

It is a dehydrating, protoplasmic poison, a habit-forming narcotic drug, a noxious commodity. It develops a consuming thirst, which allures and enslaves, and at length bestializes and disintegrates.

Because the liquor business is nefarious and devastating it has been subject to regulation by civilized nations for thousands of years, even as far back as the code of Hammurabi, king of Babylon and law-giver, 2300 years before Christ.

The liquor traffic is utterly lawless, mendacious, sinister and repugnant. The Eighteenth Amendment is repealed, but nature never repeals. Its implacable penalties are unrelenting and pitiless, no pardons, no reprieves; it is inescapable. Like the avaricious Shylock it claims "the pound of flesh," equally exacting. It is " denominated in the bond."—Bishop Charles Locke.


Hell Let Loose

Last summer in A—, I saw the name Helfenstein over a saloon. A man was walking along the street, and when he saw the name, being uneducated he spelled out the strange word as follows:
H-e-l—hell; f-e-n-s-t—f enced; e-i-n—in; hell fenced in. "Well, well," said he, "that's a good name for a saloon." The story is true, but the name for the saloon is not hell-fenced-in, but, rather, helllet-loose. If the saloon was confined to its own four walls we might not object so strenuously; but it lets hell loose on our streets and in our homes.—Sunday School Times.


Night's Driving Casualties

We are killing now on our highways and streets about one hundred persons a day, and injuring one hundred every hour. In proportion to traffic volume the period from midnight to 6 a.m. is the most dangerous. In this period occurred 17.3 per cent of all the accidents, although only 5.1 per cent of the day's traffic was using the streets. There is only one thing which explains the high percentage of accidents from midnight to 6 a.m., and that is Drink.—Dr. Clarence E. Macartney.


How the Brewer Puts It Over

Let me call attention to another distressing fact in connection with the war. Fine, upstanding, moral and Christian boys were betrayed by the authorities while in uniform. Here is a statement made by the brewers themselves, "One of the finest things that could have happened to the brewing industry was the insistence for high-ranking army officers to make beer available at army camps. Here is a chance for the brewers to cultivate a taste for beer in millions of young men who will eventually constitute the largest beer consuming section of our population."—Sunday School Times.


Tragic Evidence

The body of a young suicide was discovered in Louisville, and in one of the pockets was found this note: "I have done this myself. Don't tell anyone. It is all through drink." The printing of this letter in the public press drew two hundred and forty-six letters from two hundred and forty-six families, each of whom had a prodigal son who, it was feared, might be the suicide.—The Evangelical Christian.


Is This a Change of Heart?

A daily newspaper carried an ad which on first glance was quite astounding. A large space—a third of the page—was taken by a liquor manufacturer. And here was the message of the ad in large type: "We who make whiskey say: 'Drinking and driving do not mix.' "

This is exactly true, but how dare the industry admit such a thing? Why not make some of the claims of their cigarette chums, "Whiskey will improve your driving." "Not a wreck in a thankful." "For smooth roads and no stop lights, take three drinks of whiskey before starting." The possibilities are alluring!

Their difficulty is that the particular type of poison in which they deal is instantaneous in action. The liquor business runs almost without restraint today and it doesn't want to arouse the public conscience. So the manufacturers frankly declare in their ad, "It is very much to our self-interest to see that the privilege of drinking is not abused."

The ad closes with this exhortation, "Think before you drink! Don't drink before you drive!" But if they really think, they will never drink. Your only chance to exist as an industry is in building appetites which rob men of their abilities, including the ability to think. "Don't drink before you drive," say you. No, nor after!

However, as an industry you should recognize that another potential threat is the drunken pedestrian. We saw one topple over on the street car tracks at seven a.m. yesterday. If going without whiskey is good for the driver, it is also good for the walker. Go on with your reform, Mr. Whiskey Manufacturer, until you can get every person who drives and everyone who walks to give up drinking and you will earn the thanks of many children who cannot eat because father drinks.

We are afraid, however, that this ad does not indicate a change of heart.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


A Former Governor's Views on Liquor

"I am not a fanatic on the liquor question, but I continue to regard liquor as Public Enemy No. 1," declared Gov. Clyde R. Hoey, in his inaugural address as Governor of North Carolina.

"I have not changed either my opinion or position on this question," he said, "and I do not believe any solution has been found for this vexing problem. Personally, I cannot subscribe to the doctrine that the way to advance the cause of temperance and decrease drinking it to provide all the liquor you want and make it easily obtainable and readily accessible. You will never build a great state or a great country upon profits derived from the sale of liquor."



Our Major Problem

There is much that might be said about the social havoc that is being wrought by alcohol. It is bad enough that a man pays 25 cents for a drink, but even worse, that he gives 25 minutes of his life for each indulgence. But the liquor industry covers that up under a mask of festivity, making booze look like a desirable adjunct to congenial and successful living. It does not picture the bleary eye and the babbling tongue of the drinker, nor does it present the broken-hearted mother, the devastated home, the ragged children, and the empty cupboard. Liquor is one of America's major problems.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.
A Sermon in Rhyme

Someone in France received from the United States a poem, and sent it to the editor of the British Weekly. Here it is:

One evening in October
When I was far from sober,
And dragging home a load with manly pride,
My poor feet began to stutter,
So I lay down in the gutter,
And a pig came by and parked right by my side.

Then I warbled: "It's fair weather
When good fellows get together."
When a lady passing by was heard to say:
"You can tell a man who boozes By the company he chooses."
Then the pig got up and slowly walked away!—Sunday School Times.


Can You Save Your Captain?

On a stormy night a middle-aged man staggered into the Bowery Mission. He was intoxicated, his face unwashed and unshaven, and his clothes soiled and torn. He sank into a seat, and, gazing around, seemed to wonder what kind of a place he had come into. "Rescue the perishing" and other Gospel hymns were sung and seemed to interest him, and to recall some memory of his youth long since forgotten. As the leader of the meeting told the simple story of the Gospel, and how the Lord had come to seek and to save lost sinners, the man listened eagerly.

The leader in his younger days had been a soldier and had seen hard and active service. In the course of his remarks he mentioned several incidents which had occurred in his experience during the war, and he gave the name of the company in which he served. At the close of the meeting the man eagerly staggered up to the leader and in a broken voice said to him:

"When were you in that company you spoke of?"
"Why, all through the war," said the leader.
"Do you remember the battle of——.?"
"Perfectly."
"Do you remember the name of the captain of your company at that time?"
"Yes, his name was———

"You are right! I am that man. I was your captain. Look at me today, and see what a wreck I am. Can you save your old captain? I have lost everything I had in the world through drink, and I don't know where to go."

He was saved that night, and was soon helped by some of his former friends to get back his old position. He often told the story of how a soldier saved his captain, and how much he loved the words of "Rescue the perishing."—Gospel Herald.


An exact copy of the business card of J. J. McMurtrey, Dealer in Whiskies, Wines, Beer and Cigars, "The Temple Bar Saloon," Flagstaff, Arizona:

Friends and Neighbors: I am grateful for past favors and having supplied my store with a fine line of choice wines and liquors, allow me to inform you that I shall continue to make drunkards, paupers, and beggars, for the sober, industrious, respectable part of the community to support. My whiskies will excite riot, robbery, and bloodshed.

They will diminish your comforts, increase your expenses, and shorten life. I shall confidently recommend them as sure to multiply fatal accidents, and incurable diseases. They will deprive some of life, others of reason, some of character, and all of peace. They will make fathers fiends, mothers widows, children orphans, and all poor. I will train your sons in infidelity, dissipation, ignorance, lewdness and every other vice. I will corrupt the ministers of religion, obstruct the Gospel, defile the church, and cause as much temporal and eternal death as I can. I will thus "accommodate the public," it may be at the loss of my never-dying soul, but I have a family to support—the business pays, and the public encourage it.

I have paid my license and the traffic is lawful, and if I don't sell it somebody else will. I know the Bible says, "Thou shalt not kill," "No drunkard shall enter the kingdom of heaven," and I do not expect the drunkard-maker to fare any better, but I want an easy living and I have resolved to gather the wages of iniquity and fatten on the ruin of my kind. I shall therefore carry on my business with energy and do my best to diminish the wealth of the nation and endanger the safety of the State. As my business flourishes in proportion to your sensuality and ignorance. I will do my best to prevent moral purity and intellectual growth.

Should you doubt my ability, I refer you to the pawnshops, the poor house, the police court, the hospital, the penitentiary, and the gallows, where you will find many of my best customers have gone. A sight of them will convince you that I do what I say. Allow me to inform you that you are fools, and I am an honest saloonkeeper.—J. J. McMurtrey.


Twenty-Five Minutes

Life insurance companies are not governed by sentiment. They are coldly calculating.
The insurance business with them is a business and nothing more. Expectancy of life is the center of their interest, and they have reduced their calculations on expectancy to an exact science.

They have made this amazing discovery that every drink of liquor a man or woman takes reduces his expectancy of life by twenty-five minutes.

That is the result of a survey made by Dr. Arthur Hunter, actuary of the New York Life Insurance Co., after studying the records of sixty life insurance companies involving over two million persons.—National Voice.


Yes, It Warms One!

A patient was arguing with his dotter on the necessity of taking a stimulant. "But, Doctor, I must have some stimulant; I am cold, and it warms me." "Precisely," came the reply. "See here. this stick is cold," taking a stick of wood from the box beside the fire. "Nov it is warm, but is the stick benefited?" The man watched the wood first send out little puffs of smoke and then burst into flame, and replied, "Of course not; it's burning." And so are you when you warm yourself with alcohol; you are literally burning up the delicate tissues of your stomach and brain.—Sunday School Times.


When Savages Are Saved

Dr. J. G. Paton said that the savage inhabitants of the New Hebrides cultivate a plant from which is made intoxicating drinks. But as soon as they accept Christianity they dig up the roots, bring them together, and burn them in a great fire. They all become, as a matter of course, total abstainers.—Sunday School Chronicle.
Why Lincoln Refused to Smoke or Drink

One day Abraham Lincoln was riding in a stage coach, as they rode in those days, in company with a Kentucky colonel. After riding a number of miles together the colonel took a bottle of whiskey out of his pocket and said, "Mr. Lincoln, won't you take a drink with me?"

"No, Colonel, thank you," replied Mr. Lincoln, "I never drink whiskey."

They rode along together for a number of miles more, visiting very pleasantly, when the gentleman from Kentucky reached into his pocket and brought out some cigars, saying, "Now, Mr. Lincoln, if you won't take a drink with me, won't you take a smoke with me? For here are some of Kentucky's finest cigars."

"Now, Colonel," said Mr. Lincoln. "you are such a fine, agreeable man to travel with maybe I ought to take a smoke with you. But before I do so. let me tell you a story, an experience I had when a boy."

"My mother called me to her bed one day, when I was about nine years old. She was sick—very sick—and she said to me, `Abet', the doctor tells me that I am not going to get well. I want you to promise me before I go that you will never use whiskey nor tobacco as long as you live.' And I promised my mother I never would. And up to this hour, Colonel, I have kept that promise. Now would you advise me to break that promise to my angel mother and take a smoke with you?"

The Colonel put his hand on Mr. Lincoln's shoulder and said with a voice trembling with emotion: "No, Mr. Lincoln, I wouldn't have you do it for the world. It was one of the best promises you ever made. I would give a thousand dollars today if I had made my mother a promise like that and had kept it as you have done."

There is scarcely a man or woman in this country today but what believes that Abraham Lincoln's keeping his promise to his mother helped to make him the great and good and loved man that he was.—The Dry Legion.


The Beer Bottle Had to Go

Ethel Hubler tells about a family—father, mother, son Tommy—being invited to the home of a relative for dinner. On the dining table was a bottle of beer, placed there by the grandfather who thought he had to have "something to pep him up a little." As Tommy, nine years old, was known to regularly ask the blessing at meals, the host called upon him to voice their thanks.

Tommy was on the spot. He had never "said grace" over a beer bottle before, and he was troubled. All bowed their heads, including Tommy, but his lips uttered not a sound. Presently he raised his head, looked earnestly to his mother, and with tears in his eyes, said: "Mom, I just can't ask God to bless us with that beer bottle sittin' there."

One would have thought granddad was only in his teens from the way he quickly jumped up, grabbed the beer bottle, and made for the back door. When he returned Tommy asked the blessing, and the meal was eaten in a regular camp meeting way. "A little child shall lead."—Cumberland Presbyterian.


Clean Blood

Doctor Mayo, late chief of staff of Mayo clinic, one of the best and most widely known and highly respected physicians in the world, stood like a rock for the best things in life, "he dared to be different."

Here follows some of Dr. Mayo's sayings: "The majority of doctors and pharmacologists agree that alcohol is not a stimulant but a habit-forming narcotic poison in the same class with morphine. codeine, heroin, etc. Three drinkers out of ten become addicts. We doctors," he said, "must begin to promote temperance."

Dr. Mayo once asked a very prominent brewer why brewers did not find one-half per cent alcohol or "near beer" profitable. The brewer answered, "There is not enough alcohol in 'near beer' to produce the thirst that would lead people to drink more. It takes two per cent to three per cent alcoholic content to do that." Alcohol in the blood slows down the white corpuscles which are the body "policemen," making a person more susceptible to disease.

Good clean, clear, healthy blood safeguards humanity in a good many ways. Good clean healthy blood (no alcohol) would mean a lot less accidents, less money wasted. Any item which drains money from a community drains everyone's pocketbook.—Mary Kimberly in The United Evangelical.


The One He Wanted

A businessman once wanted somebody to fill a most important position, ono of great responsibility, so he advertised and got a large number of applications. From these he picked twenty men, and asked them to be at a certain place on a certain day. On that day he went and found the twenty men there. "Well, men," he said, "before we get on with the business, I think we may as well have a little drink. Come on," and he set off toward a licensed hotel nearby. The men quickly followed, all except one who lagged behind. "Hi hurry up ! Aren't you coming for a drink?" the employer shouted. "No thanks," said the man, "I'm a total abstainer." "Good for you," said the employer, "you're the man I want for this job!" and he turned and left the other men all tremendously surprised and disappointed.—Gospel Herald.


When a Fortune Is Bad News

In New York City there is an institution known as "The Stock Market." It is famous as a place where "lambs" are attracted for the "shearing." As I write I have been trying to get a job for a man I know. His father at one time was very well-to-do and had retired with a competency and was a good friend of mine. Then in some way this friend got into Wall Street. One day he said to me, "Bill, do you have any Anaconda Copper Stock?" "No," I replied. "Why?" "Well," he said, "I've just cleaned ap some $250,000 in it." I said to my brother later. "Ellis, I have some bad news concerning our friend Charlie Brown." "What is it?" "He has just cleaned up a quarter of a million in the stock market." "That doesn't sound like bad news to me. Why do you think so?" "Ellis, it will be his first drink of whisky." And it was. Some few months later he said to me, "Bill, I am all wiped out. I do not have a dollar to my name." The "lamb shearers" over in New York had done for him what they had done for thousands of others. My whilom rich friend has died, and here I am trying to find a job for his boy.—Sunday School Times.


Are We Locking up the Wrong Person?

A story is told of a woman who stood near the magistrate who was hearing a case against her husband. Somehow the pathetic face of the woman touched the judge, and he said to her, "I am sorry, but I must lock up your husband." "Your Honor," she returned, "wouldn't it be better for me and the children if you locked up the saloon and let my husband go to work?"—Christian Endeavor World.
A Boston deacon who was a zealous advocate for the cause of temperance employed a carpenter to make some alterations in his home. In repairing a corner near the fireplace, it was found necessary to remove the wainscot, when some things were brought to light which greatly astonished the workman. A brace of decanters, sundry bottles containing "something to take," a pitcher, and tumblers were cosily reposing in their snug quarters. The joiner ran to the proprietor with the intelligence.

"Well, I declare!" exclaimed the deacon. "That is curious, sure enough. It must be old Captain Bunce that left those things there when he occupied the premises thirty years since."

"Perhaps he did, returned the discoverer, but, Deacon, that ice in the pitcher must have been well frozen to remain solid."—Abbie C. Dixon.


Here's to a temperance supper,
With water in glasses tall,
And coffee and tea to end with
And me not there at all.



The best prohibition story of the season comes from Kansas where, it is said, a local candidate stored a lot of printed prohibition literature in his barn, but accidentally left the door open and a herd of milch cows came in and ate all the pamphlets. As a result every cow in the herd went dry.—Adrian Times.


A Michigan citizen recently received a letter from a Kentucky whisky house, requesting him to send them the names of a dozen or more persons who would like to get some fine whisky shipped to them at a very low price. The letter wound up by saying:

"We will give you a commission on all the orders sent in by parties whose names you send us."

The Michigan man belonged to a practical joke class, and filled in the names of some of his prohibition friends on the blank spaces left for that purpose.

He had forgotten all about his supposed practical joke when Monday he received another letter from the same house. He supposed it was a request for some more names, and was just about to throw the communication in the waste basket when it occurred to him to send the name of another old friend to the whisky house. He accordingly tore open the envelope, and came near collapsing when he found a check for $4.80, representing his commission on the sale of whisky to the parties whose names he had sent in about three weeks before.



Abstinence is as easy to me as temperance would be difficult.—Samuel Johnson.


If we could sweep intemperance out of the country there would be hardly enough poverty left to give healthy exercise to chari​table impulses.—Phillips Brooks


"I will tell you," said a gentleman when conversing with a friend on temperance, "how much it cost me to open my eyes on this subject. I began housekeeping with a bountiful supply of liquors; I continued in this way until my son became a drunkard! Then my eyes were opened."—Christian Age


A Siamese Definition

A certain Siamese teacher is remembered by a former missionary chiefly because of his unique definitions of English words. For instance, among his picturesque definitions was this: "Whisky—sin water." That's what whisky really is.—Sunday School Times.
Temptation Sermon Illustrations

A man is just as strong as his weakest moment. You could hardly say that Esau was a man of mere sensuality, who had no appreciation at all of the birthright or the blessing. That could not have been so, for we read of the bitter remorse that afterward seized him because he had once despised his birthright, and how, carefully and with tears, he besought Isaac to give it back to him. He was not a man of pronounced and uninterrupted materialism and animalism but a man who, in the temptation of a moment, threw away his birthright. He was just as strong as that weak moment when he came, hungry and thirsty from the fields, and smelled the pottage of his brother. A man's character is just as strong as the weakest link in it. It is arresting and solemnizing to remember that in the last analysis we are to be judged and tested not by our excellencies, not by our so-called strong points, but by our weakness. The real trial will be the trial and test of your weak place and your weak moment. A battle line is just as strong as the weakest point or place in die whole length of the line.



Once when a soldier was going off to the wars his sweetheart gave him a talisman which he was to take with him as a protection against temptation. The talisman consisted of a moth suspended between a star and a flame. When the soldier's heart inclined toward evil the moth sank toward the flame; but when his heart inclined toward good and resisted evil, the moth rose toward the star.



Perhaps the most beautiful paraphrase of the Lord's Prayer ever written is that to be found in the eleventh canto of Dante's Purgatory, where the souls that are being purged of their sins repeat the Lord's Prayer, not so much for themselves as for those who come after them on the dangerous path of life. Dante's rendering of the sixth petition is as follows:

Our virtue, which so soon doth harm receive, 
Put not to peril with our ancient Foe; 
But from his evil sting deliverance give.


There is a legend that Augustine, accosted on the street by a former mistress shortly after his conversion, turned and walked in the opposite direction. Surprised, the woman cried out, "Augustine, it is I."

But Augustine, proceeding on his way, cried back to her, "Yes, but it is not I."

What he meant was that there was a new Augustine, and that this new Augustine would avoid the very territory and appearance of evil.



There is an old legend of a monk who, when assailed by the devil in a low and immoral theater, asked the devil how he could be so bold as to tempt a servant of the Lord. The devil answered, "What business has a servant of the Lord in my territory?"

The command given to the man and the woman was not merely that they should not eat of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil, but diat they should not even touch it.



William Jennings Bryan used to tell of a man in his home town in Illinois who had been the victim of drink. He reformed, signed the pledge, and apparently was delivered out of his evil habit. But when he rode into town he continued to hitch his horse to the rail in front of the tavern. He pitched his tent toward Sodom, and soon was again a drunkard. The way to avoid evil is to avoid the appearance of it.



A man would not jump into the Niagara River above the falls, and then expect that by some miracle God would keep him from being swept over the falls. A man would not put a match to a keg of powder and then expect that God would keep him from being blown to atoms. And yet there are rational men and women, who have—outwardly at least—turned away from evil and given their allegiance to God, who walk in the way of temptation and seem to expect that they will be delivered.

To say "Lead us not into temptation (Matt. 6:13) is to ask that God will keep us from reading those books, going to those entertainments, meeting those associates, that stir up the evil which in every man's nature, for every soul has its own ladder down to hell.

We can lead ourselves, or permit others to lead us, into circumstance where temptation is certain to strike and where sin is almost equally certain to wound us. The thing is to avoid those circumstances.

There is not much use in a man's trying to row when his boat is only a hundred yards above Niagara Falls. When evil passions are once on the wing they are not easily recalled. When the desire for evil is roused within a man's breast through his own willfulness and carelessness, he may not be able to restraint his evil desires any more than a man can persuade an enraged, blood-excited tiger not to leap, or induce a hooded cobra not to strike.



Trochilus, one of the disciples of Plato, miraculously escaped from a storm at sea in which the ship was sunk and he himself almost perished. When he reached home, the first thing he did was to order his servants to wall up two windows in one of his chambers which looked out upon the sea. His fear was that on some fine, bright day, looking out upon the sea when it was calm and tranquil and flashing in the sunlight he should again be tempted to venture upon its treacherous waters. There are not a few windows looking out upon the sea of temptation which the soul would do well to wall up.



One of the noted publishers of Greal Britian tells the story of how he came as a youth from Scotland to take a job in London. One of the first companions that he fell in with took him one night to a house of shame; but as soon as he realized the nature of the place, without a moment's hesitation, he fled from it. To that quick and immediate decision he attributed his subsequent life of success and of honor.



The trees once rebelled against the ax and formed a league binding themselves that none of them would allow the ax to have wood for his helve, or handle. But the ax attended the convention of the trees and persuaded them to give him wood for his handle, so that he could cut down just the small bushes and trees which hid from view the stately splendor of the ash and the oak and the cedar. Thus beguiled, they gave him wood for that purpose. But the moment he was thus furnished he fell to and chopped down the trees, sparing none of them. Watch the beginnings of evil. If you avoid the very appearance of evil, as the Bible puts it, you will escape the reality of evil.



If the thought of a godly father, or a praying mother, or a faithful wife, or an innocent child, will sometimes hold a man back from sin, how much more will the thought of the presence of Christ deliver the soul in the time of temptation.

Every night at sunset four bugles are sounded from the castle rock at Edinburgh as night comes down over the great rock and the picturesque city. There is a tradition that after the fourth bugle has sounded over the darkening city those on the streets below can hear the sound of a fifth bugler—a bugler who long ago was slain. That is mere legend. But when a tried, troubled, tempted, or sin-wounded soul sounds the trumpet of resistance and repentance and recovery, out of the unseen comes the clear and unmistakable note of another trumpet. It is the answer of Christ to the soul which turns to him and seeks in the battle of life his presence and his help.

In the engrossing story of his life the Russian novelist Maxim Gorky tells of his experiences as a cabin boy on a steamer on the Volga River. Depraved, degraded, corrupted and corrupting men and women were all around him. Particularly evil in speech and action was the stewardess of the boat.

But Gorky relates that he suffered no harm, because his world was different from their world. "I did not grasp," he says, "the meaning of her speech, although I dimly guessed at it. But I was not disturbed by it. I lived far away from the stewardess, and from all that went on in that world. I lived behind a great rugged rock that hid me from all that world." You can have your own world if you are determined to have it. What kind of world do you want?



When he passed the haunt of the sirens Ulysses had his sailors bind him to the mast of the ship, so that even if he was tempted by their music to desert the path of honor and of duty his bonds would hold him fast. But the Argonauts, who went sailing into the Black Sea, seeking for the Golden Fleece in that very peninsula where not long ago a Russian army resisted the German hordes, took Orpheus with them on their ship; and when any danger beset them they had Orpheus play on his magic harp. So Christ in our hearts is the chief defense against temptation.



In an article dealing with the habits of tigers in a country of the Far East, the author tells of a man who, overcome with the heat, left the shelter of his cabin and lay down to sleep in the open with only a small frail mosquito netting stretched over him. Awakened by a mysterious warning such as men sometimes get, he saw approaching his place of bivouac a tiger, his eyes glaring in the night. Closer and closer the tiger came, and then he was joined by another. Repeatedly they came up to that mosquito netting, until their very breath made it quiver, but each time they drew back, mystified and alarmed, until with a wild roar of fear the man frightened them off.

The veil of innocence which God has wrapped around the soul will save it from destruction—until a man rends it himself by his own deliberate will and invites the foe to come in.



A man in a dream once saw himself in a glass cage surrounded by furious foes who sought with all manner of weapons to destroy him. But their weapons could not penetrate the wall of glass, and he looked down serenely upon their rage. Something like that Christ meant when he said, "These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye might have peace. In the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world" (John 16: 33). 



When Theseus set out on his dangerous journey through the Cretan labyrinth to slay the Minotaur, Ariadne put into his hand a silken thread. That thread would remind him of her and would guide him through the perils of the labyrinth and to the upper world again. But the Christian disciple in the dangerous passages of human life has something better than that—he has the promise of the presence of the Living Christ.



"She brought him butter in a lordly dish." (Judges 5:25.) This lordly dish was used only when the most honored and distinguished guests were in the home. The use of this dish by Jael made Sisera feel that Jael thought it a high honor to entertain him, and thus any suspicions he might have had were set at rest. Under the spell of flattery men are often fools immeasurable, and in its intoxication are led to do things that in the clear light of reason they would never have done. 

"She brought him butter in a lordly dish." That has spelled the downfall of many a man. In the memorable chapter in the book of Proverbs where a woman leads a man down to the chambers of death, it is the weapon of flattery which she employs. "With her much fair speech she caused him to yield, with the flattering of her lips she forced him. He goeth after her straightway, as an ox goeth to the slaughter, or as a fool to the correction of the stocks; till a dart strike through his liver; as a bird hasteth to the snare, and knoweth not that it is for his life." (Prov. 7:21-23) 



Marco Polo, the famous medieval traveler, tells of a great desert near the town of Lop where evil spirits lured travelers to destruction by means of an extraordinary delusion, if a traveler had fallen behind the caravan and was by himself, he would hear his name called in a familiar tone of voice. Thinking it was the voice of a companion and friend, he would leave the road and follow the voice, and so perish.

Probably no such place as Marco Polo describes ever existed. Nevertheless, what he relates is a parable which describes the temptation of a friend. The temptations which come to us through friendship are ofttimes the most dangerous.



A minister who had done great service in the church, and for God and man, had this to say: "I have had some degree of experimental acquaintance with Jesus Christ for almost forty years. I have borne the ministerial character for upwards of twenty-five years. I have been perhaps of some little use in the Church of God, and I have had a greater share of esteem among religious people than I had any reason to expect. Yet after all, it is possible for me in one single hour of temptation to blast my character, to ruin my public usefulness, and to render my warmest Christian friends ashamed of owning me."



On a soft summer evening King David, walking on the roof of his palace, saw a woman bathing. In that moment of time David plunged into a deep abyss of sin and murder and crime. In the courtyard of the high priest, while Jesus was being examined within, Peter and John stood by the fire warming themselves. Peter had shown great bravery so far that night. It looked as if his boast that he would be faithful to Christ even unto prison and unto death would be made
good. But a maidservant pointed her finger at him, and said, "Thou art one of them" (Mark 14:70), and in that moment Peter began to curse and to swear, and to say, "I know not this man."



One look, and Lot's wife was a pillar of salt. Just a look! There is "life for a look"; there is also death for a look. Augustine in his Confessions relates the story of a young man at Rome who had been won from a life of sin and licentiousness to Christ. He forsook his old ways. One day some of his friends persuaded him to go with them to the Colosseum. He took a seat with his companions far up on the topmost bench of that colossal ellipse. As soon as the trumpet rang for the spectacle to commence, he firmly closed his eyes, resolved not to look upon the unholy sights. So the spectacles passed. But at one act, or conflict, the excited and blood-intoxicated thousands put up a mighty roar of acclaim. At the sound, Alypius opened his eyes, just for a moment. But by the one look he was lost. He forsook Christ and went back to the world. Do not imagine that it is safe to take even one look at sin, just for a moment to caress it with the touch of furtive imagination. One look turned Lot's wife to a pillar of salt.



There is no fatalism in Christianity. We are not tempted beyond our powers to resist. King Edward III, looking down on the hills around Abbeyville, where the Black Prince was fighting and seemed to be engulfed by the enemy, refused to send any succor to his aid which might withdraw from him the honor of a well-contested victory. He saw in the danger of the Black Prince an opportunity for glory. So in our temptations our Great Commander wants us to win spiritual and moral strength and renown.

Only the rock which throws itself up against the current of a rapidly flowing river gives any idea of how strong the current is. It is when sin is resisted that we discover its power. Sin unresisted is as noiseless as the gliding stream and as viewless as the wind which sweeps over land and ocean.



In a story so popular a number of years ago, The Garden of Allah, the strongest and the most dramatic passage is that where the author describes the recreant and apostate monk thrown into the greatest distress and alarm when he beheld a man at prayer. The sight of a man so engaged cooled the ardor of his passion and reminded him of the vows he had broken and the sin he had committed. There would be less sinning in the world if there were more praying.



Homer tells us that when Ulysses came to the Aeaean isle where the daughter of the sun, Circe, lived, he climbed a hill and saw in the center of the island a palace embowered with trees. He sent forward one half of his crew under the command of Eurylochus to see if he could find hospitality. When the men approached the palace, which was surrounded by wild animals that had once been men now changed into beasts by Circe's art, they heard the sounds of soft music from within. When they entered—all but their leader, Eurylochus, who suspected danger—Circe served them with wine and other delicacies. When they had eaten and drunk heartilv she touched them one by one with her wand, and they then were immediately changed into swine. When Eurylochus brought the story of this disaster to Ulysses, he went forth to rescue his men. As he was going, he met on the way by Mercury, who warned him of the dangerous arts of Circe. But as Ulysses would not be dissuaded from his efforts, Mercury put in his hand a flower, the fragrance of which he was to inhale, which had the power to resist sorceries. Armed with this flower, Ulysses entered the palace of Circe, who entertained him as she had his companions; and when he had eaten and drunk, she touched him with her wand, saying, "Hence, seek the sty and wallow with thy friends!" But, protected from her spell by the flower which he carried, Ulysses drew his sword and compeled her to release his companions and restore them to their human form.

The Christian has a flower with which he can disarm temptation, and that flower is prayer.



In his famous Two Years Before the Mast Richard Henry Dana relates how at San Diego, on California coast, the sailors got out their needles and scissors and prepared themselves heavy garments—coats lined with wool and painted on the outside with tar; also heavy mittens, jerseys, and scarves. Why did they do this? Their ship was lying in the lovely bay at San Diego, where a tropical sun was smiling down upon them. Where was the ship going that these men were getting ready heavy winter garments? The ship was going around the Horn, where for days and weeks they would be sailing throse icy seas, driven with arctic gales, and ship's rigging would be coated with ice. Long before they reached the dangerous passage they were getting ready for it. 

It is wise to take a survey of our life, and to be ready for every eventuality.



Ahab was a weak and wicked king, yet he had a certain respect for himself and for his people. He told Ben-hadad that although he had consented to the first conditions laid down, this other he would not do: "This thing I may not do" (I Kings 20:9)! Every man ought to have a thus far and no farther in his character, a "This thing I may not do," in answer to the tempter.



A man once came to his physician complaining of physical weakness and low spirits, and how he was tempted to rely upon stimulants. The physician told him that to resort to stimulants in his condition would be injurious. When the patient declared that unless he drank he would be unequal to his work and would sink, the doctor said, "Then sink like a man."



Archimedes, the man who said, "Give me a place on which to rest my lever and I can move the world," is said to have destroyed the Roman fleet which was besieging Syracuse—where the Allied armies of the second World War landed for the Italian campaign—by setting them on fire by the reflection of mirrors. An unarmed and weak mathematician destroyed the armada of a great kingdom because he put himself in touch with the forces of the physical universe.

One unarmed and humble mortal can overthrow Satan and all his hosts if he will only put himself, and keep himself, in touch with that source of all spiritual power, the Lord Jesus Christ.



In Bunyan's great dream of Mansoul, that fortress and capital, although besieged by strong, cruel, subtle, and malignant foes, could not fall, and did not fall, until its gates were opened from within. Not until you and I enter into conspiracy with the foe at the gate of our soul can that enemy win the victory. We are able to bear it if we will.



In the days of the Civil War it was illegal to trade in cotton; but many unscrupulous speculators tried to buy cotton in the South, run it through the Union lines, and sell it at great profit in the North. One of these speculators approached a Mississippi steamboat captain and offered him $100 if he would run his cotton up the river for him. The captain declined, reminding him that it was illegal.

"I will give you $500," said the man.

"No," answered the captain.

"I will give you $1000."

"No," the captain said again.

"I will give you $3000."

At that the captain drew his pistol, and pointing it at the man said, "Get off this boat. You are coming too near my price."

That is the way to deal with temptation. That is the way Christ dealt with it. There was no parley, no delay; he said, "Get thee behind me, Satan" (Matt. 16:23). 



The great teacher Arnold of Rugby once wrote: "Of all the painful things connected with my employment nothing is equivalent to the grief of seeing a boy come to the school innocent and promising, and tracing the corruption of his character from the influence of the temptations around him, in the very place which ought to have strengthened it and improved it." He hints there at two principles of conduct—the importance and tragic fatality of companionship, and also the importance of the spiritual or unseen environment of every man's life. The influence of bad environment cannot be fatal to the soul unless the soul itself is friendly and receptive to that evil influence.



Mr. Valiant-for-Truth, when summoned to go over the river, said, "I am going to my Father's; and though with great difficulty I have got hither, yet now I do not repent me of all the trouble I have been at to arrive where I am. My sword I give to him that shall succeed me in my pilgrimage, and my courage and skill to him that can get it. My marks and scars I carry with me, to be a witness for me that I have fought His battles who will now be my rewarder."

Mere disinclination is no guarantee against any evil that men have done. The great doers of evil were the men who thought they could never do it. As a youth Napoleon wrote an essay for the Lyons Academy on the dangers of ambition. "Would that this hand had never learned to write!" exclaimed Nero when asked to sign his first death warrant. The same Robespierre who during the Reign of Terror sent thousands to the guillotine resigned his office as a provincial judge because he could not bring himself to pronounce sentence of death upon a man convicted of a capital crime.

The young king David, told that he would live to darken the closing days of his reign with murder and adultery, would have said, "Is thy servant a dog?" (II Kings 8:13). If Solomon had been told, as he knelt that holy night on Gideon's sacred slope to ask God for wisdom to discern between good and evil and to judge his people, that he would forsake his father's God and bend his aged knees to heathen deities and follow after strange women, he would have said it— "Is thy servant a dog?" Peter, told on that last night, as he boasted of his fidelity to Jesus, that before the sacramental wine was dry upon his lips he would have denied his Lord with an oath—surely Peter would have said it.

Clothe yourself with power to discern the secrets of men's hearts and foresee their actions, and tell this man or this woman of the offenses which they will one day commit, and they, too, will rise up to denounce you as an impostor and to exclaim against such a possibility. But in many a life your prophecy may be fulfilled, yea, more than fulfilled. How often the tears of Elisha would be our tears, did we have his power to search men's hearts! "Who can understand his errors?" (Ps. 19:12.)



Standing in one of the great limestone caves of Bermuda, you can hear the flow of an underground stream. Those waters, ceaselessly flowing, have eroded the cavernous depths with their vast resounding chambers and fantastic decorations. The mind reels as it tries to estimate how long that stream has been running.

While empires have risen and fallen, while new continents have been discovered and added to the map of the world, while generation after generation of men have come forth like the leaves of the forest, and like the leaves have fallen and perished, strewing the world with their dust, that stream which swiftly murmurs at your feet has been flowing on and on, never interrupted, never ceasing, never getting through with its work, a symbol of the tireless energy of those forces in the natural world which make and unmake the seas and the continents, extending the first verse of Genesis—"In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth"—over all the ages that have been and all that are yet to come.

So temptation flows like a river through the life of man. Old races die out, and new races take their place. New powers are thought out and new devices invented, but through each generation of men there flows this river of temptation. How long temptation has been here! How old it is! How unchanging it is! It is as new as birth and as old as death. It touches the life of the philosopher and the fool, the prince and the pauper, the sage and the savage, Christ and Judas. Wherever man has gone temptation has gone. It is man's shadow, haunting him wherever he goes and wherever he appears. It is the warfare from which there is no discharge.



Men often fall on their strongest side. "Wherefore let him that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he fall" (I Cor. 10:12). Moses was the meekest of men, yet he fell in a moment of angry presumption, when he smote the rock thrice and denounced the people as rebels. Elijah was the prophet of magnificent courage, and yet when Jezebel sought to kill him, Elijah, under the juniper tree, asked God to take away his life. Peter was the aposde of natural and impulsive courage. In the garden of Gethsemane, he drew his sword against the whole mob, and yet the same night he went down before the pointed finger of a serving maid.

The ancient city of Sardis fronted the broad valley of the Hermos River with the Tmolus Mountain at its back. The citadel toward the mountain was regarded as so naturally strong and impregnable that no defense was made on that side, and there it was that the soldiers of Cyrus made their ascent and took Sardis. Abraham, the man of great faith, at two times in his life resorted to miserable and cowardly falsehood.



When Paul shook the viper off his arm he shook it off into the fire. He did not shake it off into the bundle of fagots, or upon the ground, where it might strike him again, or bury its fangs in some other survivor of the shipwreck. He shook it off into the flame. That particular viper would never again menace the life of Paul, or the life of any other man. To resist a temptation half-heartedly, to say No with a certain tone of reservation in our minds, as if we might give it consideration tomorrow, is to make sure that temptation will return, and return stronger than it was before, because we ourselves are weaker. Although Saul tried to kill himself on the bloody field of Gilboa, the finishing blow was given to him by an Amalekite, one of those people whom, contrary to the commandment of God, Saul had spared. You spare your temptation today, shake it off into the bushes, or to the ground, instead of into the fire, into the flames, where it will be reduced to ashes, and it will come back to hiss and to strike and to curse tomorrow.



"Angels came and ministered unto him." (Matt. 4:11.) What unconscious beauty and grandeur in that sentence! Still these angels come to crown and acclaim the soul that has resisted temptation and has said to the tempter, "Get thee behind me, Satan" (Matt. 16:23).

After his desperate battle with Apollyon, Christian was ministered to by a hand which had in it the leaves of healing. Wounds received in resisting evil can always be healed. There is no poison in them. A hand invisible is reached down with leaves in it from the tree of life, which is for the healing of the soul. The only wounds which cannot be healed are those which you inflict upon yourself.



A man once watched an Indian preparing a snare with which to catch a wild animal. He was surprised to learn that the Indian never sprang the trap or pulled the noose the first time the animal appeared. Instead of that, he would let it come repeatedly and feed where the trap was, and then, when it had become bold and thoroughly familiar with the surroundings, he would set the trap so that the next time it came the animal would be caught in the snare.

That is the way temptation works. It does not drive its shaft into the heart of its victim at first, but deceives it and lures it on; and then the fatal blow is delivered.



Burglars when they rob a house sometimes chloroform those who dwell there so they may rob and loot at their pleasure. It would seem that Satan acts in much the same way when he despoils men of their souls. He casts them into a deep sleep, gives them a false sense of safety, the conviction that while temptation and evil might destroy others, it could never destroy them. It is while men sleep that the devil does his work. It was when Sisera, exhausted after the great Battle of Kishon, lay asleep in the house of Jael, where he had taken refuge, that that patriotic Hebrew took a hammer and drove a tent pin through the temple of the unconscious captain of Canaan. It was when Samson lay asleep on the lap of Delilah that the Philistines sheared him of his locks and stripped him of his great strength, and then put his eyes out and cast him into the dungeon to do the work of a slave.

Temptation is a sleepless, unwearying enemy. The Scotch-Irish forefathers who settled and conquered the wilderness of Western Pennsylvania, as they went about their daily toil, clearing the forests, cultivating the fields, looking after the stock, did so ever mindful of the fact that there was a cruel, crafty, merciless, and blood-thirsty foe always lurking about, waiting for an opportunity to find the settler off his guard and fire the fatal shot or hurl his tomahawk and rush forward with the encircling knife.

So, although we are often supinely oblivious of it, you and I have an enemy who is waiting and watching to find us off our guard; and his patience is never worn out and his enmity is unsleeping. How powerful a figure did the Lord use when he spoke to Cain, warning him against the temptation of hatred and jealousy that at length moved him to his dreadful crime: "Sin coucheth at the door" (Gen. 4:7). The figure is that of a wild animal, flattened against the ground or a rock, or against the limb of the tree, watching and waiting to make his fatal spring.



The dramatic events that took place in Russia during the second World War recalled the disastrous retreat of Napoleon from Moscow in 1801. The best account we have of that retreat is by Caulaincourt, the Duke of Vicenza, Napoleon's master of horse, who was with him in intimate contact all through the Russian campaign. Caulaincourt describes how the soldiers of the Guard, overcome by the cold, fell out of the ranks and lay prostrate in the snow, too weak or too numb to stand. Once they fell asleep they were dead. To sleep was to die.

He relates how on a number of occasions he tried to arouse men who had thus fallen to the ground, warning them that they would perish; but the drowsiness engendered by the cold was irresistibly strong. To all his entreaties the drowsy soldiers were deaf. The only words they uttered were to beg him for the love of God to go away and let them sleep.

So is it with the sleep of the soul, with the fatal allurement of temptation and of sin.



The ship which carried Paul was lured to its destruction by the south wind. Paul admonished the men to remain safe in the harbor at Fair Havens, but when the south wind blew softly, supposing that they had gained their purpose, they put out to sea on the last voyage, which ended on the rocks of Malta. All temptations come along the line of least resistance—the easy, the pleasant, the desirable. The thief is told that there is an easier and a more pleasant way to make money than by the sweat of the brow and the labor of the mind.

Gehazi saw the flashing colors of the Syrian raiment, not the leprous scars on the face. Achan saw the Babylonian garments, not the execrations of the people and the lamentations of his wife and children. Judas saw the glitter of the gold, not the darkness of remorse. The man who fools with whisky sees only the immediate stimulus and the good fellowship, and hears only the roaring chorus of his companions. He does not see the poisonous stuff eating out the vitality of his body and dulling the windows of his mind and defiling the temple of his spirit.

The young man who goes down into the swamp of impure and unclean living sees only the gratification of his curiosity, the strange excitement of his mysterious adventure. He does not see the awful retribution which nature exacts of those who break her laws; he does not see himself, his body devoured with ulcers, his will broken, his spirit degraded to a level far below that of the brute. He knows only that stolen waters are sweet and that bread eaten in secret is pleasant; he does not know that Death is there, and that her guests are in the depths of hell.



Could Christ Have Sinned?

Dr. I. M. Haldeman tells of a scene in New York State among the mountains. A bridge had been thrown across a great chasm hundreds of feet deep. One day he heard the first train on the road approaching, and looking out saw two huge locomotives drawn up on the bridge. There was a sharp challenging whistle, then the brakes crashed down, and the two great machines came to a standstill. There they waited for fully half a day right in the center of the bridge, with their great tons of iron quivering and beating and the bridge beneath like a great spider's web supporting them. What did it mean? They were there to demonstrate the strength of the bridge, to show there was no weakness in it; but that it was able to bear up under the greatest test put on it, and so was worthy of the fullest trust on the part of man. "All the weight of temptation was crowded on our Lord Jesus Christ in that hour when the Devil met him on the mount. He was "tempted in all points as we are," from animal appetites and desires, to the highest reaches of ambition for self - gratification and power. He was tempted and tried and tested at every point to prove and demonstrate to angels and to men that he could not say, "Yes" to the temptation; that He could not have sinned; that it was no more possible for Him to have sinned than it was possible for God to lie. "That we might see Him as the majestic, unbreakable bridge across the deep chasm of sin and death; and so seeing fling ourselves without reserve, and in unhesitating confidence upon Him as the One and all supreme object of our unfaltering faith and profound adoration."—From pamphlet by Haldeman, Could Our Lord Have Sinned?


Always a Way of Escape

There is a place in the Hudson river where, as you sail, you seem to be entirely hemmed in with hills. The boat drives on toward a rocky wall, and it seems as if it must either stop or be dashed to pieces. But just as you come within the shadow of the mountain, an opening is suddenly discovered, and the boat passes out into one of the grandest bays on the river.

So it is with temptation. You are not to seek it, not to enter into it; God promises no way out in such a case. But if it meets you on your Heaven-ward journey, you are to go straight on though you see no way out. God does not promise "a way of escape" until the temptation actually comes. The way will reveal itself in due time if you only keep on, your way being the way of duty. And remember that as in the river the beautiful bay lies just around the frowning rock, so often your sweetest and best experience in life lies just behind your most threatening temptation.—Selected.


When Temptation Comes

I was talking with a young man some time ago, who had gotten into sin. He came from a lovely home and had fine training. He began to go out to night clubs, and it upset the whole family in a terrible way. He did not think. I had a talk with that young man about it, and I told him that he could not do that and be a Christian. The young man yielded to the Lord Jesus Christ, and he is all right today. One thing I said to him in our conversation was this: "Young man, when you are tempted to go this way, when you are tempted to go into this place, you simply stop where you are and say, 'Now, Lord Jesus, here I am, You lead me in.' Do you think you would go in very often if you did that?" He said, "No, I do not think I would." Of course he would not! Whenever temptation comes to you, all you need to do is to stop just where you are and say, "Now, Lord Jesus, You lead me in." And the Lord Jesus will turn you around and send you the other way just as fast as you can go. There is victory in the conquest of self only in Jesus Christ. Only trust Him!—Christian Beacon.
Don't You Know Where the Snags Are?

A Yankee applied for the vacant position of pilot of a Mississippi steamer. The boat was a New Orleans, and the Yankee said he thought he could give satisfaction, providing they were lookin' for a man about his size and build. The owner looked at the lank form and rugged face of the applicant with some amusement, and then said, "Your size and build will do well enough, but do you know about the river—where the snags are, and so on?" "Well, I'm pretty well acquainted with the river," drawled the Yankee, with eyes fixed on the stick he was whittling, "but when you come in talking' about snags, I don't know exactly where they are." "You don't know where the snags are!" said the captain in a tone of disgust, "then how do you expect to get a position as pilot on this boat?" "Well, sir," said the Yankee, raising a pair of keen eyes from his whittling, and meeting his questioner's gaze with a grin, "I may not know just where the snags are, but you can depend on me knowin' where they ain't, and that's where I calculate to do, my sailin'."—Sunday School Times


Tried and True

When a founder has cast his bell he does not at once put it into the steeple, but tries it with the hammer, and beats it on every side, to see if there is a flaw. So when Christ converts a man, He does not at once convey him to heaven, but suffers him to be beaten upon by many temptations and afflictions, and then exalts him to his crown. As snow is of itself cold, yet warms and refreshes the earth, so afflictions, though in themselves grievous, keep the Christian's soul warm and make it fruitful.—Fellowship News.


"Massa, Yo' Property Am in Danger"

A Negro who had accepted the Lord Jesus as his Saviour, and realized the truth, "Ye are not your own, ye are bought with a price" (I Cor. 6:19, 20) used to exclaim in moments of trial or temptation, "Massa, yo' property am in danger." Trusting alone to Him "that is able to keep" (Jude 1:24), he felt secure.—Mason.


It Never Even Shook

Years ago a terrific storm was sweeping from the Northwest coast. The people of the city said to one another, "The lighthouse has gone down." But three days afterward the keeper of the lighthouse was seen upon the streets of the city and one of his friends said to him, "We heard the lighthouse had gone down in the storm." The old keeper looked on him in amazement and said: "Gone down! It is true the storm was the fiercest I have ever known, but in all the time she never shook." This is also true of our foundation. Storms of temptation and trial may beset us, but the foundation standeth sure.—J. Wilbur Chapman


Help for the Tempted

Frank W. Boreham passes on a story told by Handley Page, the airman. When Page landed at Kobar, in Arabia, a large rat managed to get into his airplane. When Page was in mid-air he discovered the rat's presence by the sound of gnawing behind him. Alarmed at the thought of the damage which those pitiless teeth might do, the aviator remembered that a rat is unable to survive in high altitudes. He determined to soar, and rose until he found difficulty in breathing. At length he ventured to descend to a lower level and upon landing he discovered that the rat was dead.

There is help for the tempted here. When we feel ourselves endangered by the pests that molest our souls, we need only to rise to a loftier level of Christian attainment.—The Y. C. Companion.


Garden Memories

In a garden Satan conquered, and in a garden he was conquered. Never walk in a garden without thinking of God our Saviour.—Graham Scroggie.


Not in the Direction of Home

Billy Bray, the Cornish miner and evangelist, says that one day when he was much discouraged, he found himself standing on the brink of a coal pit. Someone seemed to say to him, "Now, Billy, just throw yourself down there, and be rid of all your troubles." But he recognized the source of the temptation, and said, "Oh, no, Satan, you can just throw yourself down there. That is your way home. But I'm going to my Home in a different direction."—Sunday Companion.


How to Answer Satan

A famous preacher tells the story of a schoolboy who was brought to trust the Saviour through that wonderful verse, John 5:24. But when the boy got home and was sitting on a sofa in a room by himself, Satan began to tempt him to think it was all a mistake, and that Jesus had not really saved him at all. At length the temptation became so fierce that the boy said it seemed as though Satan was actually under the sofa talking to him. For a while the young Christian did not know how to answer Satan; but then he thought of or idea. Opening his pocket Bible, he placed his finger at John 5:24, and reached it under the sofa, and said, "There you are, Satan, read it for yourself!" The boy said it seemed as if at that moment the devil disappeared.—Selected.


Of Genesis 3 George Whitefield said, 'Moses unfolds more in that Chapter than all mankind would have been capable of finding out of themselves though they had studied it to all eternity.'

(Gen. 3. 1; 2 Cor. 11. 3)



Temptations divide the world into two classes; those who fail and go down under them and those who meet them successfully and gain strength of character through overcoming them. To the one class they are stumbling-blocks; to the other they are stepping-stones. To the one they are hindrances; to the other they are helps. It is not our temptations but the way we respond to them that counts.—H. O. Fanning
(Matt. 4. 1; Luke 22. 31, 32; 1 Cor. 10. 13; James 1. 12)



In your hearts enthrone Him,
There let Him subdue 
All that is not holy,
All that is not true. 
Look to Him, your Captain,
In temptation's hour, 
Let His will enfold you 
In its light and power.—Caroline M. Noel
Tender Memories Sermon Illustrations

"Please tell me, James," directed the young lady teacher, "where shingles were first used?"

"I could, ma'am," little Jimmie replied in great embarrassment, "but I'd rather not."

Terminology Sermon Illustrations
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When the bishop was entertained at an English country house, the butler coached carefully the new boy who was to carry up the jug of hot water for shaving in the morning.

"When you knock," the butler explained, "and he asks, 'Who's there?' then you must say, 'It's the boy, my Lord.'"

The lad, in much nervous trepidation, duly carried up the hot water, but in answer to the bishop's query as to who was at the door, he announced: "It's the Lord, my boy!"

The butler overheard and was horrified. He hammered into the youth's consciousness, the fact that a bishop must be addressed as my lord. Finally, he was satisfied that the boy understood, and permitted him to assist in serving the dinner that night. The youngster was sent to the bishop to offer a plate of cheese. With shaking knees, he presented the dish to the prelate, and faltered:

"My God, will you have some cheese?"



The master of the house returned from business somewhat early. He did not find his wife about, and so called downstairs to the cook:

"Bridget, do you know anything of my wife's whereabouts?"

"No, sor," Bridget answered, "Sure, I know nothin' but I'm thinkin', sor, it's likely they're in the wash."

Testimony Sermon Illustrations
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A soldier lay, bleeding to death from wounds, on the battlefield. Seeing a surgeon, he said faintly, 'Oh, doctor, please!' The doctor got down, dressed his wounds, gave him all possible relief, and ordered him to be conveyed to hospital.

'What's your name, doctor?' asked the wounded man.

'Oh, no matter!' replied the surgeon.

'But, doctor,' he said, 'I want to tell my wife and children who saved my life.'

(Ps. 66. 16; Acts 1. 8; 1 Tim. 1. 12-16)



A nurse in a Glasgow hospital is responsible for the following story of a Christian's last testimony in song.

A man came into the hospital for an operation on his tongue. In reply to his enquiries concerning the future, the surgeon told him that he would probably be able to speak with sufficient plainness to make himself understood, but he would never be able to sing again. Whereupon the sufferer said that, if that were the case, he must have one more song before his tongue was touched. In the presence of the doctors and nurses, he burst forth into song in Cowper's hymn, 'There is a fountain filled with blood', and concluded thus:

Soon in a nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing Thy power to save
When this poor lisping, cancerous tongue 
Lies silent in the grave.

The patient never recovered from the operation.

(Rev. 5. 9, 10)



Paul Smith, the famous hotel-keeper in the Adirondacks, told of a law suit that he had with a man named Jones in Malone.
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"It was this way: I sat in the courtroom before the case opened with my witnesses around me. Then Jones bustled in. He stopped abruptly, and looked my witnesses over carefully. Presently he turned to me.

"'Paul,' he asked, 'are those your witnesses?'

"'They are,' I replied.

"'Then you win,' he exclaimed. 'I've had them witnesses twice myself.'"



The grateful woman on the farm in Arkansas wrote to the vendors of the patent medicine:

"Four weeks ago I was so run down that I could not spank the baby. After taking three bottles of your Elegant Elixir I am now able to thrash my husband in addition to my other housework. God bless you!"



In one of the most desolate areas of Montana, a claim was taken by a man from Iowa. The nearest neighbor, from twenty miles away, visited the homesteader's shack, and introduced himself.

"Where did you come from?" the visitor inquired presently, and when he had been told:

"I can't understand why anybody should want to get out of that civilized country to come and live in this lonesomeness."

"Fact was," the man from Iowa explained somberly, "I didn't exactly like it down there any more. You see, it was this way. They got to telling things about me. Why, they even said I was a liar and hoss thief, and no better than I ought to be. And, by Jemima, I jest pulled out and went right away from them scandalous folks."

"Well, I swan!" the visitor exclaimed indignantly. "You can bet I wouldn't leave a place for any reason like that. I'd make them prove what they said."

The homesteader sighed dismally as he answered:

"That's jest the trouble—they did prove it!"

Texas Sermon Illustrations

The bigness of Texas is evident from a cursory examination of the map. But its effect upon the people of that state is not generally known. It is about six hundred miles from Brownsville, at the bottom of the map, to Dallas, which is several hundreds of miles from the top of the map. Hence the following conversation in Brownsville recently between two of the old-time residents:

"Where have you been lately, Bob? I ain't seen much of you."

"Been on a trip north."

"Where'd you go?"

"Went to Dallas."

"Have a good time?"

"Naw; I never did like them damn Yankees, anyway."

Texts Sermon Illustrations

In the Tennessee mountains a mountaineer preacher, who had declared colleges "the works of the devil," was preaching without previous meditation an inspirational sermon from the text, "The voice of the turtle shall be heard in the land." Not noting that the margin read "turtle-dove," he proceeded in this manner:

"This text, my hearers, strikes me as one of the most peculiar texts in the whole book, because we all know that a turtle ain't got no voice. But by the inward enlightenment I begin to see the meaning and will expose it to you. Down in the hollers by the streams and ponds you have gone in the springtime, my brethren, and observed the little turtles, a-sleeping on the logs. But at the sound of the approach of a human being, they went kerflop-kerplunk, down into the water. This I say, then, is the meaning of the prophet: he, speakinging figgeratively, referred to the kerflop of the turtle as the voice of the turtle, and hence we see that in those early times the prophet, looking down at the ages to come, clearly taught and prophesied the doctrine I have always preached to this congregation—that immersion is the only form of baptism."



John D. Rockefeller, Jr., once asked a clergyman to give him an appropriate Bible verse on which to base an address which he was to make at the latter's church.

"I was thinking," said young Rockefeller, "that I would take the verse from the Twenty-third Psalm: 'The Lord is my shepherd.' Would that seem appropriate?"

"Quite," said the clergyman; "but do you really want an appropriate verse?"

"I certainly do," was the reply.

"Well, then," said the clergyman, with a twinkle in his eye, "I would select the verse in the same Psalm: 'Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.'"

Thanks Sermon illustrations

In the midst of the storm, when the storm-battered vessel was plunging at its four anchors off the coast of Malta, Paul "gave thanks to God in presence of them all" (Acts 27:35). He could do that because he had faith in the word and promise God had given him.

Paul's reasons for gratitude to God cover the whole territory of human life and experience. He gives thanks for:

1) His daily bread (Acts 27:35)
2) Men who have faith in Christ (Rom. 1:8)
3) Deliverance from anxiety (II Cor. 2:14)
4) Deliverance from temptation (Rom. 7:25)
5) The memory of his friends (Phil. 1:3)
6) Kindness in the day of trouble (Acts 28:15)
7) The "unspeakable" gift (II Cor. 9:15)

Thanksgiving Sermon Illustrations

Be on the Lookout

Be on the lookout for mercies. The more we look for them, the more of them will we see. Blessings brighten when we count them. Out of the determination of the heart the eyes see. If you want to be gloomy, there's gloom enough to keep you glum; if you want to be glad, there's gleam enough to keep you glad. Better lose count in enumerating your blessings than lose your blessings in telling over your troubles. "Be thankful unto Him, and bless His Name."—Maltbie D. Babcock.


Grace Before Meals

We are indebted to a pastor friend who has uncovered for us certain information concerning soldiers saying grace at meals. Perhaps the reading of this letter from Chaplain (L. Col.) John Williamson will encourage this custom in other organizations. It is a great and proper thing to acknowledge God as the bestower of all gifts.

"It is true that in Company K of the 800th Signal Training Regiment, grace is said before each meal, but it is also true that the 206th Arkansas Regiment, which has been in the Army of the United States for over three years, follows the same custom. I was chaplain of this regiment for more than nine years, and when it became a part of the Army of the United States in January, 1941, I had the extreme satisfaction of inaugurating this custom. Every company mess and the officers' mess had grace said before meals.

"Last November, I met my successor, who became chaplain of the regiment when I was transferred to this station, and he told me that this is still being done. As far as I know, this the only regiment in the United States where grace is said before meals at every mess."—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


Thanksgiving

For the days when nothing happens,
For the cares that leave no trace, 
For the love of little children,
For each sunny dwelling-place, 
For the altars of our fathers,
And the closets where we pray, 
Take, O gracious God and Father, 
Praises this Thanksgiving Day.

For our harvests safe ingathered,
For our golden store of wheat, 
For the bowers and the vinelands,
For the flowers up-springing sweet, 
For our coasts from want protected,
For each inlet, river, bay,
By the bounty full and flowing,
Take our praise this joyful day.

For the hours when Heaven is nearest
And the earth-mood does not cling, 
For the very gloom oft broken
By our looking for the King,
By our thought that He is coming,
For our courage on the way,
Take, O Friend, unseen, eternal,
Praises this Thanksgiving Day.—Margaret E. Sangster.


Why the Minister Was Thankful

A preacher going to a country church one Sunday morning, was overtaken by a deacon who remarked, "What a bitterly cold morning, sir. I am sorry the weather is so wintry." "Oh," replied the minister, "I was just thanking God for keeping His Word." The man stared at him. "What do you mean?" he asked. "W ell, over three thousand years ago God promised that cold and heat should not cease, so I am strengthened by this weather to emphasize the sureness of His promises."—Gospel Gleaners.


Mountaintop Praise

When we get beyond the trials of this life we shall be filled more and more with thanksgiving. Ira D. Sankey used to tell a beautiful story. A child was on top of Mount Washington with her father, above the clouds, while a thunderstorm flashed and rumbled below. Where they stood was perfect calm and sunshine, though the eyes found nothing but the blue of heaven and a few rocks to rest upon. "Well, Lucy," said her father, "there is nothing to be seen here, is there?" But the child exclaimed: "Oh, Papa, I see the doxology! All around seems to say:

'Praise God from whom all blessings flow;
Praise Him, all creatures here below;
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host;
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.'"—Sunday School Times.


Put on the Garment of Praise

"The only drawbacks to this lovely homestead," said a poetical auctioneer, "are the litter of the rose leaves and the noise of the nightingales." Many of you have no drawbacks worth mentioning but the lack of time to handle all the good things God has given you. Still you fail to sing. Put on the garment of praise and let it cover you from shoulder to ankles. Its graceful folds will hide many a native defect and deformity. A songful soul is Heaven's delight and an earthly joy.—Gospel Herald.


Let's Not Conceal It

A kind uncle who had just returned from Paris brought his little niece a fine French doll. "Did you thank Uncle for the beautiful present?" asked her mother, as the little girl rushed into the house all aglow with enthusiasm over the new toy. "Yes, Mamma, but I didn't tell him so." This is the way with much of our gratitude. If you are thankful to God, tell him so. If you are grateful for the kindness of a friend express it, that the friend and you may be the better for it.—Record of Christian Work.


The Ones Who Never Gave Thanks

An honest farmer was asked to dine with a gentleman, and there asked a blessing at table as he was accustomed to do at home. His host said jeeringly, "That is old-fashioned; it is not customary nowadays for well-educated people to pray at table." The farmer answered that with him it was customary, but that some of his household never prayed over their food. "Ah, then," said the gentleman, "they are sensible and enlightened. Who are they?" The farmer answered, "They are my pigs."—Christian Herald.
First Thanksgiving Proclamation

By George Washington, 1789

WHEREAS it is the duty of all nations to acknowledge the providence of Almighty God, to obey His will, to be grateful for His benefits, and humbly to implore His protection, aid and favors .. .

Now, THEREFORE, I do recommend and assign Thursday, the 26th day of November next, to be devoted by the people of these States to the service of that great and glorious Being, who is the

Beneficent Author of all the good that was, that is, or that will be; that we may then all unite in rendering unto Him our sincere and humble thanks for His kind care and protection of the people of this country, and for all the great and various favors which He has been pleased to confer upon us.



After Saving Lives

Years ago, when the steamer Lady Elgin was sinking in Lake Michigan, a student in Evanston. Mr. Spencer, with great energy and exposure, saved seventeen lives. Broken in health from this effort, he was asked, when an old man, what returns of gratitude, if any, came. He answered, "Not one."—From accounts seen in the press at different dates.—Sunday School Times.


Thanksgiving Street

One night, at a prayer-and-praise meeting a good brother related a long, complaining strain of experiences about the trials and difficulties which are encountered on the way to Heaven. At the end of his talk, another brother arose and said, "I see that our brother who has just sat down, lives in Grumbling Street. I lived there myself for some time, but I never enjoyed good health. The air there is bad; the houses are bad, the water is bad; the birds never came and sang in the street, and I was gloomy and sad enough. But finally I moved. I moved to Thanksgiving Street, and ever since then I have had good health and so have my family. The air is pure, the water good, the houses are good; the sun shines in all day; the birds are always singing; and I am happy as I can be. Now, I would suggest to our brother, that he, too, move. There are plenty of houses `to let' in Thanksgiving Street."

Which street are you living on: Grumbling Street, or Thanksgiving Street? Don't forget, there is plenty of room on Thanksgiving Street, and your health would be better, and your heart happier if you would move there.—Gospel Herald.


Complaining

Ben had fallen into the habit of grumbling about this and that. He complained about the weather; he found fault with his friends and with the members of his family. He wanted to stop it, but somehow, as soon as anything would not go his way, he found himself grumbling again. Then he came across this verse:

"When thou hast truly thanked thy God
For every blessing sent,
But little time will then remain
For murmur or lament."

"I see now what the trouble has been," he told himself. "I've been grumbling so much that I've almost forgotten to be thankful for the things I have. Every time I find myself starting to complain about something I don't have, I'm going to say 'Thank You' to God for something that He has given me."

Ben found that the idea worked. It was much easier to keep out the grouchy, grumbling thoughts when he filled his mind with thankful ones. There simply was no room for the trouble makers, and after a bit they disappeared.

Ben was surprised, too, to see how many things a plain, everyday boy had for which to be thankful. There are many things like the sunshine, the flowers, his friends, his home, which he had been taking for granted. As he began thanking God for these things, he had a better appreciation of them.

Let's all try his plan, for God is very displeased with a complaining spirit. He says, "Do all things without murmurings (complaining)" (Phil. 2:14).—Junior Life.


"Praise the Lord for He is glorious: 
Never shall His promise fail;
God hath made His saints victorious;
Sin and death shall not prevail.

"Praise the God of our salvation! 
Hosts on high His power proclaim;
Heaven and earth and all creation
Laud and magnify His name."—Gospel Herald.


The Blessing from "Asking the Blessing"

I went into a restaurant one day and, after bowing my head and giving thanks for the food, a waitress came over to the table and said: "Pardon me, but you must be a Christian. I have looked for three months for a Christian to come in here, because I would like to be saved." I knew of at least fifteen professing Christians who were eating in that restaurant, but apparently not one of them had bowed his head, and I said, "Thank you, Lord." Here was this woman watching for a Christian and wanting to be saved, but seeing no one to help her.—From A Sure Remedy. by Dr. Walter L. Wilson.


Thinking and Thanking

Sir Moses Montefiore, the Hebrew philanthropist, had as the motto of his family, "Think and Thank." In the old Anglo-Saxon language thankfulness means "thinkfulness." Thinking of all God's goodnesses draws forth gratitude.—The King's Business.


Heavenly Father, kind and good, 
Now we thank Thee for this food;
For Thy love and tender care,
For Thy blessings that we share. 
Now to Thee our voices raise,
In a hymn of grateful praise."—Gospel Herald.
Everything Not Lost

A man stood in the street and gazed at his bomb-wrecked home. Then he said to his wife: "This morning someone came into our dugout and told me that we had lost everything. It's a lie. Thank God, I've still got health and strength to carry on with my job. I still have you, my dear, and the children. Thank God, you're all safe. Hitler hasn't smashed my faith in the love and wisdom of God, or my faith in the ultimate victory of right. I still have hope for the future. I can still call my soul my own. I am still alive and ready for action again. So I reckon that you and I ought to thank God that we have saved far more than we have lost. Houses and buildings may be wrecked and ruined, but you and I can still hold on to things which can never be shaken or destroyed."—Church Standard.


His Last Words

Some years ago, in Germany, a young man lay upon the operating table of hospital. A skilled surgeon stood near, a group of students round about. Presently, bending over the patient, the surgeon said: "My friend, if you wish to say anything, you now have the opportunity, but I must warn you that your words will be the last words that you will ever utter. (He had cancer of the tongue.) Think well, therefore, what you wish to say." You can readily imagine that such a statement at such a time would give pause to anyone. The young man therefore waited, apparently lost in deep thought. A deep solemnity settled over the faces of the onlookers. What words would he choose for such an occasion? The students bent eagerly forward. Some time passed, and then the lips at last parted, and at the sound of his voice you could have seen tears swim in the eyes of those present: "Thank God, Jesus Christ!"—Evangelical Visitor.


Be Thankful

One of the weekly duties of a young American girl in India was to visit a certain group of high - caste Hindu women—all younger than herself, mere girls, most of them, though already wives. She taught them the Life of Christ by telling them a new chapter in it each week, as they sat about their apartment, idly busy over their embroidery frames. She had come at last to the account of His death on the Cross, and was quietly relating the incidents of those six hours, when she caught the sound of sobbing — in the room, she thought. She paused, looked keenly about, saw nothing unusual, concluded the sound must have come in through the high lattice from the women's courtyard, and went on with her reading. Presently the sobs came again, unmistakably from a young girl whose back was almost turned toward the American girl. Quickly she knelt by her side, asking gently, "What is the trouble? Are you ill? In pain? What can I do to help you?" Through her raining tears the Hindu heathen girl answered, with sobs, "Oh, I cannot bear it—not another word! He suffered so—and you said it was for me! Oh, I cannot bear it—I love Him so!" Said the American girl when she told it afterward, "And I never knew till that minute how little I had loved my Saviour—I who had never shed a tear over His suffering for me."

Have you ever thanked Jesus for dying for you?—Happy Hour.


A well-known Christian in a small town in Scotland was afflicted with nasal catarrh. Dr. Adams of Hamilton, Lanarkshire, a nose, throat and ear specialist, operated on him, and the operation gave him the relief he wanted. He was so helped that he sat down, after he had paid the doctor's fee, and wrote a letter of thanks. In a day or two he received a reply from the surgeon saying he was going to keep the letter among his prized papers, as it was the first letter of thanks he had ever received.

(Ps. 100. 4; Col. 2. 7; 1 Tim. 4. 4)



A Christian in great perplexity prayed but found no relief in prayer. Looking up from where he knelt, his eye alighted on a card, 'Try Thanksgiving!' He did, and the Lord gave him peace and removed his cares.

(Phil. 4. 6; 1 Tim. 2. 1)



Then will I praise my God with song,
To Him my thanks shall rise,
And this shall please Jehovah more
Than offered sacrifice.—Selected
Theater Sermon Illustrations

"Say, old man," chattered the press-agent, who had cornered a producer of motion-picture plays, "I've got a grand idea for a film-drama. Listen to the impromptu scenario: Scene one, exterior of a Broadway theater, with the ticket-speculators getting the coin in handfuls, and—"

"You're out!" interrupted the producer. "Why, don't you know that the law don't permit us to show an actual robbery on the screen?"—P.H. Carey.


"Why don't women have the same sense of humor that men possess?" asked Mr. Torkins.

"Perhaps," answered his wife gently, "it's because we don't attend the same theaters."



It appears that at the rehearsal of a play, a wonderful climax had been reached, which was to be heightened by the effective use of the usual thunder and lightning. The stage-carpenter was given the order. The words were spoken, and instantly a noise which resembled a succession of pistol-shots was heard off the wings.

"What on earth are you doing, man?" shouted the manager, rushing behind the scenes. "Do you call that thunder? It's not a bit like it."

"Awfully sorry, sir," responded the carpenter; "but the fact is, sir, I couldn't hear you because of the storm. That was real thunder, sir!"



Everybody has his own theater, in which he is manager, actor, prompter, playwright, sceneshifter, boxkeeper, doorkeeper, all in one, and audience into the bargain.—J.C. and A.W. Hare.
Thief Sermon Illustrations

The thief and brigand on the cross has stolen horses, jewels, money, children; he has spoiled and plundered caravans. But now he steals heaven. He picks the lock of the gate of heaven with the key of repentance.



An old legend gives the names of the two thieves as Titus and Dumacus, and tells us that when they were crucified they were both well advanced in years. Long years before, when Joseph and Mary were in flight to Egypt with the infant Jesus, their caravan was waylaid by these brigands. Dumacus was for destroying Joseph and Mary and the child; but Titus, caught with the beauty of the child in Mary's arms, persuaded his companion to spare their lives and, addressing the child, said: "O blessed child, if the day should ever come when I shall need mercy, then on that day remember this deed."



Thievery From Within

Bankers are working on the problem of thievery from within. In the past, most embezzlements have been pulled by "loyal, trusted employees who never even took a vacation"—so no one else could get a peek at the books.

Today, banks insist everyone—including the president—take a vacation at irregular intervals so a different employee can get a look at the records.

Robert Dietsch, Scripps-Howard staff writer, writes: "Defalcations against banks were at a high level last year," the American Bankers Association reported. All told, the ABA estimated $15 million was embezzled in 1250 instances, or $3 million more than the previous record in 1960. There were 113 cases involving $10,000 or more, but the biggest by far involved the $2 million Mrs. Bernice Geiger took from the Sheldon (Iowa) National Bank and solicitiously (or so it seemed) distributed among her fellow townspeople.

Mrs. Geiger is now serving a 15-year sentence.

"Last year," the association wrote, "427 bankers were convicted of violations of the federal reserve act"—stealing money. Another 300 were awaiting trial or being hunted.

But the ABA also assured bank depositors that most embezzlement losses were covered by insurance and that the thieves in the business represented only one-tenth of one per cent of the seven hundred thousand persons employed. Banks lost an​other $2.4 million to "strangers"—outside holdup men. 

Thieves Sermon Illustrations

GEORGIA LAWYER (to colored prisoner)—"Well, Ras, so you want me to defend you. Have you any money?"

RASTUS—"No; but I'se got a mule, and a few chickens, and a hog or two."

LAWYER—"Those will do very nicely. Now, let's see; what do they accuse you of stealing?"

RASTUS—"Oh, a mule, and a few chickens, and a hog or two."



At a dinner given by the prime minister of a little kingdom on the Balkan Peninsula, a distinguished diplomat complained to his host that the minister of justice, who had been sitting on his left, had stolen his watch.

"Ah, he shouldn't have done that," said the prime minister, in tones of annoyance. "I will get it back for you."

Sure enough, toward the end of the evening the watch was returned to its owner.

"And what did he say?" asked the diplomat.

"Sh-h," cautioned the host, glancing anxiously about him. "He doesn't know that I have got it back."



Senator "Bob" Taylor, of Tennessee, tells a story of how, when he was "Fiddling Bob," governor of that state, an old negress came to him and said:

"Massa Gov'na, we's mighty po' this winter, and Ah wish you would pardon mah old man. He is a fiddler same as you is, and he's in the pen'tentry."

"What was he put in for?" asked the governor.

"Stead of workin' fo' it that good-fo'-nothin' nigger done stole some bacon."

"If he is good for nothing what do you want him back for?"

"Well, yo' see, we's all out of bacon ag'in," said the old negress innocently.



"Did ye see as Jim got ten years' penal for stealing that 'oss?"

"Serve 'im right, too. Why didn't 'e buy the 'oss and not pay for 'im like any other gentleman?"



Some time ago a crowd of Bowery sports went over to Philadelphia to see a prize fight. One "wise guy," who, among other things, is something of a pickpocket, was so sure of the result that he was willing to bet on it.

"The Kid's goin' t' win. It's a pipe," he told a friend.

The friend expressed doubts.

"Sure he'll win," the pickpocket persisted. "I'll bet you a gold watch he wins."

Still the friend doubted.

"Why," exclaimed the pickpocket, "I'm willin' to bet you a good gold watch he wins! Y' know what I'll do? Come through the train with me now, an' y' can pick out any old watch y' like."



In vain we call old notions fudge
And bend our conscience to our dealing.
The Ten Commandments will not budge
And stealing will continue stealing.—Motto of American Copyright League.


Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind;
The thief doth fear each bush an officer.—Shakespeare.
Thin People Sermon Illustrations

There was an old fellow named Green,
Who grew so abnormally lean,
And flat, and compressed,
That his back touched his chest,
And sideways he couldn't be seen.

There was a young lady of Lynn,
Who was so excessively thin,
That when she essayed
To drink lemonade
She slipped through the straw and fell in.

Thirst Sermon Illustrations

On September 22, 1586, Sir Philip Sidney, whose name is like ointment poured forth, was desperately wounded in a cavalry charge before the walls of Zutphen. As he was being carried to a dressing station, there occurred that beautiful incident forever associated with his name. "Being thirsty with excess of bleeding, he called for drink, which was presently brought him. But as he was putting the bottle to his mouth, he saw a poor soldier carried along who had eaten his last at the same feast, ghastly casting up his eyes at the bottle. Which Sir Philip perceiving, took it from his head before he drank and delivered it to the poor man with these words: 'Thy necessity is greater than mine,' and when he had pledged this poor soldier he was presently carried to Arnheim."



Probably few persons in this country know what the torment of extreme hunger is, and fewer still the torment of intense thirst. But they who have tasted this cup of bitterness testify to the fact that the torment of thirst is the worst suffering that can come upon the human frame. Soldiers lying desperately wounded upon the field of battle between the hostile lines, where none dared venture to their rescue, have harrowed the hearts of friend and foe alike with their piteous cries for water. Patients in the hospital recovering from a desperate operation call for water and eagerly swallow the few drops permitted them. Travelers lost in the desert or on the plains have dug like animals in the sand for a sign of water, or with glaring, distended eyeballs have rushed frantically toward the mirage that they thought was water. Shipwrecked persons tossing for days in the sea in an open boat, crazed by thirst, in spite of all threats and warnings and entreaties, will bail up the salt water and drink it. Crucifixion was a form of punishment and execution designed by a cruel people to put criminals to death, and to do it with the greatest degree of humiliation and torture. But the most unmitigated of the sources of anguish combined in that worst form of death was the terrible thirst.



After the Second World War, under the caption 'The Drink that made history' a popular monthly magazine published an article which described how the turning of the tide at El Alamein in the Eastern section of North Africa was due to a fortuitous circumstance that blasted the last hopes of the Nazis of gaining Alexandria. It concerned a supply of water.

The strength of the British forces in and around El Alamein, and of the German forces pressing down upon them, was almost equal. Both sides were hard pressed for drinking water: and thirst is a terrible thing to endure in the heat of the desert sands. The British forces had laid pipes from a known source of good water to their encampment, but, as was the custom, for the purpose of putting the pipelines to the test, the pipes were first filled with sea water as an economy measure. This was a procedure of which all the British troops in the North African campaign were aware. Nazi patrols, reconnoitring, came upon this pipeline just a day after it had been laid. The information was immediately transmitted to their camping quarters, and before long the Nazi soldiers, in desperation with thirst, made their way to where the pipes had been located, struck a hole in one with a pickaxe, and one after another gulped down the liquid that gushed from the hole in the pipe. Having consumed quantities of water without restraint, they did not realize that the water was salt till they experienced the agony that followed. Driven to desperation by suffering that far eclipsed their original thirst, they decided to surrender in a body; and the British forces in El Alamein were surprised to see a large company of enemy troops approach, with swollen tongues lolling out of their mouths, their hands stretched upright above their heads as a sign of surrender. The first act of the prisoners was to seize the water bottles of their captors and pour down their burning throats the sweet, living water for which their whole beings were gasping.

That was the incident that proved to be the turning-point in the campaign. Had it happened a day earlier, the pipes would have been empty: had it occurred a day later, they would have been full of good, drinking water.

Physical thirst is a terrible thing, a pang that racks the human frame, and is accompanied by an indescribably intense longing for satisfaction. It has its counterpart in the spiritual being of men. Detecting its intensity in mankind, the Lord Jesus—when here on earth as Man—said, 'If any man thirst let him come unto me and drink.' There are many who, like those German soldiers, in order to obtain a temporary satisfaction, turn to whatever bears the slightest resemblance to a thirst-quencher. Millions are vainly endeavoring to slake their thirst with the useless and transient pleasures of sin. These are positively harmful and produce, sooner or later, an agony of remorse and disappointment. Only One can satisfy the thirsty soul, and the only way to find satisfaction is to come to Him, surrender to His claims and receive His gift.

(Jer. 2. 13; John 4. 10-14; 7. 37; Isa. 44. 3; Rev. 21. 6)



The explorer, Coulthard, who perished of thirst in the Australian desert, left behind, in the place of his last encampment, the feebly-scrawled lines: 'Lost, lost, for want of water.'

(John 7. 37; Luke 16. 24)

Thoughts Sermon Illustrations

Our Thoughts

Our thoughts make us. They are the silent builders on the temple of character we are rearing. They give color and form to the whole building.

If we think truly, we are rearing a fabric whiter than Parian marble. If our thoughts are evil, the fabric that is rising within us is blemished.

The inner and the outer life will always correspond in the end. A bad heart will work through to the surface.

If a man's life is righteous you know his thoughts are just; unjust thoughts will never yield righteousness in conduct.

Thoughts seem mere nothings, flecks of cloud flying through the air, flocks of birds, flitting by, and gone. But they are the most real things about our life.

Our thoughts fly out like birds, and take their place in the world. Then our heart is still their home-nest, whither they will return at last to dwell.—War Cry.


"What Think Ye of Christ?"

Youth: Too happy to think—time yet. 

Manhood: Too busy to think—more gold.

Prime: Too anxious to think—worry.

Declining years: Too aged to think—old hearts harder get.

Dying bed: Too ill to think—weak, suffering alone.

Death: 'Tis too late to think—the spirit has flown.

Eternity: Forever to think — God's mercy past. Into hell I am righteously cast. Forever to weep my doom!

Accept Christ today!

"Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved."—Selected.


A Recipe for Health (Phil. 4:8)

"We do not advance upward unless we yearn upward,"' it has been said. Our thoughts shape our lives. We grow little or big by the ideals we cherish and the thoughts upon which we dwell.

"Avoid worry, anger, fear, hate, and all abnormal and depressing mental states," said an eminent authority on health. This victory over harmful thoughts cannot be achieved by suppressing these feelings, but by supplanting them with right thinking which is becoming to the followers of Jesus Christ, and which is the outgrowth of a close walk with the Lord.—Gospel Herald.


As We Think

The mind is like a crowded street 
Where phantom thoughts, like people, meet:
Some hard at work, some idle are,
Some stay at home, some wander far. 
Some thoughts wield power that ever lives-
A power that inspiration gives, 
While others dwell with us awhile, 
Then pass, as transient as a smile.
Thus come and go these thoughts of Ours,
Some, perfume-laden as the flowers, 
While others sear our lives with blight
And bring no pleasure or delight.
Our thinking lifts us to the stars,
Or seals our hearts with prison bars; 
Confers on us both joy and strife,
For as we think we fashion life.—Daniel Maurice Robins, in War Cry.


Thoughts Form Character

Every traveler should visit the mammoth caves of Kentucky and other parts of the South. Here one can see enormous pillars which have been formed by the steady dropping of water from the roof of the cavern. This masonry, formed of solid rock, made by the slow and silent process of nature, is truly marvelous. A single drop of water, finding its way from the surface down through the roof of the cave, deposits its sediment and another follows it and still another, each adding its imperceptible contribution, until the icicle of stone begins to grow, ultimately reaching the pillar which likewise has been forming on the bottom of the cave. It becomes a massive pillar which will stand until the end of the world.

There is a process just like that going on in each one of our hearts. Each thought that stirs for a moment sinks into the soul; as each little drop of water, with its limestone deposit, makes its contribution to the pillar in the cave. Other thoughts follow and yet others, until a habit of thought along a given line of reasoning, arousing similar emotions, is formed, erecting within our hearts monuments of purpose or pillars of ambition that have to do with our characters.

Character is the result of thought. Think high, and you will live high. Whether our lives shall be full and helpful, or cruel and hurtful, depends upon our thoughts. A good way to have clean, noble thoughts is to rise early each day and carefully read and study God's Holy Word, then wait before Him, letting the Word grip mind and heart.—Pentecostal Testimony


When you stop to think, don't forget to start again. 



There are men who can think no deeper than a fact.—Voltaire 



If you're a thinker, you're unique among your fellow men for it is estimated that 5% think, 10% think they think and 85% would rather die than think. 

Thou man a thinking being is defined, 
Few use the grand prerogative of mind. 
How few think justly of the thinking few,
How many never think who think they do.—Jane Taylor


A child, asked how he happened to think of something, said, "I got a kick in the mind and it said itself."—Lincoln Steffens, Education Digest
Did you ever have a brain throb when a man of greatness uttered a noble and creative thought? According to Genevieve Knudtson in Farmer's Wife, May, 1961, "Each of us has a touch of genius. Great thoughts and profound ideas wend across our minds like clouds across a summer sky." 

Whereas most of us experience the flash of new and original thoughts without follow-up meditation, great minds nurture and polish these thought flashes.

Says Mrs. Knudtson, "Thank God for men like Frost, Aristotle, Franklin and Thoreau who have redeemed our thoughts from mediocrity and made them immortal." 



According to a Pennsylvania State University researcher, the average person speaks at the rate of 125 to 160 words a minute, but thinks four times faster than he speaks. This department knows plenty of people who can speak that fast without thinking at all.—Counselor 


No lions are ever caught in mouse traps. To catch lions you must think in terms of lions, not in terms of mice. Your mind is always creating traps of one kind or another and what you catch depends on the thinking you do. It is your thinking that attracts you to what you receive.—Thomas Drier, industrial editor 


'Tis much easier to learn and remember than it is to think and investigate.—Thomas Gregory


The natural tendency among the majority of people is to think by proxy; we lean upon others, or we follow in their footsteps.—T. Sharper Knowlson


All the great thinkers have been masters of metaphor because all vivid thinking must be in images and the philosopher whose metaphors are blurred and diluted is one whose thinking is blurred and diluted.—T. Sharper Knowlson


Joe: "Why does the average girl prefer beauty to brains?" 
Flo: "Because the men who can see outnumber the men who can think." 



If you persisted in going to sea in a leaky boat, you'd know you had no excuse to offer when the boat sank under you. Yet you go about with leaks in your consciousness through which you allow negative thoughts to enter, warns Don Spencer in Thought Starters. Your consciousness must be sealed against such evil apparitions as selfishness, thoughtlessness, jealousy, pride, vindictiveness, anger, and the like, just as your boat must be sealed against the water on the outside. It is never the water in the ocean that sinks ships. It is the water that gets in where it has no business to be. 



The main reason that some of us get lost in thought is that it is such unfamiliar territory. 



It has been said, 'We are not what we think we are, but—what we think, we are.'

A naughty little weed one day
Poked up its tiny head.
`Tomorrow I will pull you up,
Old Mr. Weed,' I said.
But I put off the doing till,
When next I passed that way,
The hateful thing had spread abroad
And laughed at my dismay.

A naughty little thought one day
Popped right into my mind.
`Oh no!' I cried, 'I'll put you out
Tomorrow, you will find!' 
But once again I put it off, 
Till like the little weed,
The ugly thing sprang up apace
And grew into a deed. 

(Rom. 12. 2; Phil. 4. 8)



Sow a thought, you reap an action; sow an action, you reap a habit: sow a habit, you reap a character: sow a character, you reap a destiny.

(Prov. 12. 5; Ps. 19. 14; 2 Cor. 10. 5)



A young man went up from his home in the country to the city to take his degree in the University there. As a resident student, he had his own room in the hostel. After he had settled in, his mother, a godly, devoted Christian, decided to pay him a visit. She found that he was comfortably ensconced, and was taking an interest in the various courses of study to prepare him for his degree: but she was very shocked to see the kind of pictures he had fixed to the walls of his room in the hostel. They were portraits of semi-dressed artistes, film stars, and suggested much that was sensual, and unbecoming a young man who had been reared and trained at home as he had. The mother said not a word.

Instead of expressing her displeasure, she went home, had her photo taken, and sent him the very best that the photographer could provide, with the request that he would hang it in his room. The next time she visited him, all the other pictures were gone: only his mother's photograph adorned the wall. When she asked him about it, he replied, 'You see, mother, I could not have those pictures along​side of yours. They would be out of place.' 

(Rom. 8. 6; Phil. 4. 8; Col. 3. 1, 2)



He trudg'd along unknowing what he sought, 
And whistled as he went, for want of thought.—Dryden
Threats Sermon Illustrations

Chrysostom, summoned before the Roman Emperor Arcadius, and threatened with banishment, is said to have replied: 'Thou canst not banish me, for the world is my Father's house.'

`Then I will slay thee,' exclaimed the Emperor wrathfully.

Nay, but thou canst, for my life is hid with Christ in God.'

`Your treasures shall be confiscated,' was the grim reply.

`Sire, that cannot be. My treasures are in heaven, as my heart is there.'

`But I will drive thee from men and thou shalt have no friends left.'

`That you cannot do either, sire, for I have a Friend in heaven Who has said, "I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee".'

(Acts 4. 17, 21, 29; 9. 1; Col. 2. 3)



The mother, who was a believer in strict discipline, sternly addressed her little daughter, who sat wofully shrinking in the dentist's chair as the ogre approached forceps in hand:

"Now, Letty, if you cry, I'll never take you to the dentist's again."

Thrift Sermon Illustrations

It was said of a certain village "innocent" or fool in Scotland that if he were offered a silver sixpence or copper penny he would invariably choose the larger coin of smaller value. One day a stranger asked him:

"Why do you always take the penny? Don't you know the difference in value?

"Aye," answered the fool, "I ken the difference in value. But if I took the saxpence they would never try me again."



The Mrs. never misses
Any bargain sale,
For the female of the species
Is more thrifty than the male.



McANDREWS (the chemist, at two A.M.)—"Two penn'orth of bicarbonate of soda for indigestion at this time o' night, when a glass of hot water does just as well!"

SANDY (hastily)—"Well, well! Thanks for the advice. I'll not bother ye, after all. Gude nicht!"



The foreman and his crew of bridgemen were striving hard to make an impression on the select board provided by Mrs. Rooney at her Arkansas eating establishment.

"The old man sure made a funny deal down at Piney yesterday," observed the foreman, with a wink at the man to his right.

"What'd he do?" asked the new man at the other end of the table.

"Well, a year or so ago there used to be a water tank there, but they took down the tub and brought it up to Cabin Creek. The well went dry and they covered it over. It was four or five feet round, ninety feet deep, and plumb in the right of way. Didn't know what to do with it until along comes an old lollypop yesterday and gives the Old Man five dollars for it."

"Five dollars for what?" asked the new man.

"Well," continued the foreman, ignoring the interruption, "that old lollypop borrowed two jacks from the trackmen and jacked her up out of there and carried her home on wheels.'

"What'd he do with it?" persisted the new man.

"Say that old lollypop must've been a Yank. Nobody else could have figured it out. The ground on his place is hard and he needed some more fence. So he calc'lated 'twould be easier and cheaper to saw that old well up into post-holes than 'twould be to dig 'em."



A certain workman, notorious for his sponging proclivities, met a friend one morning, and opened the conversation by saying:

"Can ye len' us a match, John?"

John having supplied him with the match, the first speaker began to feel his pockets ostentatiously, and then remarked dolefully, "Man, I seem to have left my tobacco pouch at hame."

John, however, was equal to the occasion, and holding out his hand, remarked:
"Aweel, ye'll no be needin' that match then."



A Highlander was summoned to the bedside of his dying father. When he arrived the old man was fast nearing his end. For a while he remained unconscious of his son's presence. Then at last the old man's eyes opened, and he began to murmur. The son bent eagerly to listen.

"Dugald," whispered the parent, "Luckie Simpson owes me five shilling."

"Ay, man, ay," said the son eagerly.

"An" Dugal More owes me seven shillins."

"Ay," assented the son.

"An' Hamish McCraw owes me ten shillins."

"Sensible tae the last," muttered the delighted heir. "Sensible tae the last."

Once more the voice from the bed took up the tale.

"An', Dugald, I owe Calum Beg two pounds."

Dugald shook his head sadly.

"Wanderin' again, wanderin' again," he sighed. "It's a peety."



The canny Scot wandered into the pharmacy.

"I'm wanting threepenn'orth o' laudanum," he announced.

"What for?" asked the chemist suspiciously.

"For twopence," responded the Scot at once.



A Scotsman wishing to know his fate at once, telegraphed a proposal of marriage to the lady of his choice. After spending the entire day at the telegraph office he was finally rewarded late in the evening by an affirmative answer.

"If I were you," suggested the operator when he delivered the message, "I'd think twice before I'd marry a girl that kept me waiting all day for my answer."

"Na, na," retorted the Scot. "The lass who waits for the night rates is the lass for me."



"Well, yes," said Old Uncle Lazzenberry, who was intimately acquainted with most of the happenstances of the village, "Almira Stang has broken off her engagement with Charles Henry Tootwiler. They'd be goin' together for about eight years, durin' which time she had been inculcatin' into him, as you might call it, the beauties of economy; but when she discovered, just lately, that he had learnt his lesson so well that he had saved up two hundred and seventeen pairs of socks for her to darn immediately after the wedding, she 'peared to conclude that he had taken her advice a little too literally, and broke off the match."—Puck.
They sat each at an extreme end of the horsehair sofa. They had been courting now for something like two years, but the wide gap between had always been respectfully preserved.

"A penny for your thochts, Sandy," murmured Maggie, after a silence of an hour and a half.

"Weel," replied Sandy slowly, with surprising boldness, "tae tell ye the truth, I was jist thinkin' how fine it wad be if ye were tae gie me a wee bit kissie."

"I've nae objection," simpered Maggie, slithering over, and kissed him plumply on the tip of his left ear.

Sandy relapsed into a brown study once more, and the clock ticked twenty-seven minutes.

"An' what are ye thinkin' about noo—anither, eh?"

"Nae, nae, lassie; it's mair serious the noo."

"Is it, laddie?" asked Maggie softly. Her heart was going pit-a-pat with expectation. "An' what micht it be?"

"I was jist thinkin'," answered Sandy, "that it was aboot time ye were paying me that penny!"



The coward calls himself cautious, the miser thrifty.—Syrus.


There are but two ways of paying debt: increase of industry in raising income, increase of thrift in laying out.—Carlyle.


A Scotchman was questioned by a friend:

"Mac, I hear ye have fallen in love wi' bonny Kate McAllister."

"Weel, Sanders," Mac replied, "I was near—veera near—doin' it, but the bit lassy had nae siller, so I said to meaself, 'Mac, be a mon.' And I was a mon, and noo I jist pass her by."



The thrifty housewife regarded her dying husband with stern disapproval as he moaned and tossed restlessly from side to side.

"William Henry," she rebuked him, "you jest needn't kick and squirm so, and wear them best sheets all out, even if you be a-dyin'.''

Throne Sermon Illustrations

On the Father's throne of glory
Is a Man divine;
There my heart, O God, is tasting 
Fellowship with Thine.
Called to share Thy joy unmeasured,
Now is heaven begun:
I rejoice with Thee, O Father, 
In Thy glorious Son.

Here, who follows Him the nearest 
Needs must walk alone;
There, like many seas the chorus,
Praise surrounds the throne. 
Here a dark and silent pathway;
In those courts so fair
Countless hosts, yet each beholding 
Jesus only, there.—T.P. in Hymns of Ter Stegen and others 
(Rev. 3. 21; 4. 9; 5. 6-10)

Tides Sermon Illustrations

A Kansan sat on the beach at Atlantic City watching a fair and very fat bather disporting herself in the surf. He knew nothing of tides, and he did not notice that each succeeding wave came a little closer to his feet. At last an extra big wave washed over his shoe tops.

"Hey, there!" he yelled at the fair, fat bather. "Quit yer jumpin' up and down! D'ye want to drown me?"



At a recent Confederate reunion in Charleston, S.C., two Kentuckians were viewing the Atlantic Ocean for the first time.

"Say, cap'n," said one of them, "what ought I to carry home to the children for a souvenir?"

"Why, colonel, it strikes me that some of this here ocean water would be right interestin'."

"Just the thing!" exclaimed the colonel delightedly. From a rear pocket he produced a flask, and, with the aid of the captain, soon emptied it. Then, picking his way down to the water's edge, he filled it to the neck and replaced the cork.

"Hi, there! Don't do that!" cried the captain in great alarm. "Pour out about a third of that water. If you don't, when the tide rises she'll bust sure."



Nae man can tether time or tide.—Burns.
Time Sermon Illustrations

"As thy days thy strength shall be. This should be enough for thee; He who knows thy frame will spare Burdens more than thou canst bear!"—Selected.


Lost, Two Golden Hours

Time — how precious it is, yet how much of this precious time is squandered. People have no time for the Lord, for their time is spent attending the movies, reading novels, and performing their social "duties."

Watch the second hand of a timepiece. It passes from one mark to the next, and that portion of time is gone forever. How short one moment is, and our lives are made up of moments. The present moment is the only one we can call our own; the last one has already gone into the past, and what has been done or left undone cannot be altered; the next moment has not come, and it may never come, for us. We have no promise of the morrow—no promise of the next moment. What does time mean to you, friend?

"Lost, between sunrise and sunset, two golden hours, each set with sixty diamond minutes. No reward is offered for they are gone forever." How about those wasted hours, wasted days and years of the past? It is true, they can never be recalled; they cannot be lived over; but our wasting them can be forgiven, time can be redeemed.

Do you take time to be holy? How easy to let the cares of this life rob you of the reward promised for time well spent. If you have done that, the best use you can now make of your time will be to regain that which you lost. "Time lost in mending nets is gained in catching fish." If your net is broken, do not let time go by without your mending it; for the Lord may come before your net is mended, and find that you have not been a "fisher of men."

If your time is the Lord's, you have no time for the pleasures of this world. How true that Satan finds work for idle hands to do.

"Redeeming the time, because the days are evil," is timely advice. Let us spend each moment in such a way that we shall never regret the manner in which it was spent. Time is yours, now—not yesterday, and not tomorrow, but now. Some day it will have slipped out of your grasp. Remember the testimony of the dying Queen Elizabeth: "All my possessions for one moment of time."—Margaret Broecker, in Gospel Herald.


Redeeming the Time (Col. 4:5)

Time is a pearl of great price, and the wise merchantman treasures it with great care, turns it to best advantage. Dr. Parker said to a student, "Do not gallop through the Scriptures, go slowly and look around." The speed of our travel today looks like an effort to redeem the time; but what does the swift traveler see of wayside flowers, what does he hear of the songs of birds, what does he do with the time he is supposed to have saved?

It means seeking the best things that may be available; take time to be holy, for holiness is more precious than rubies; take time to pray, the minutes are not lost that are taken from human engagements, and given to waiting upon God. Work exhausts our strength but waiting upon God renews it; this is an invaluable investment of time.

It means seizing opportunities to do good.—The Christian (London).


Redeeming the Time

The days are passing swiftly by,
Let us redeem them, Lord, for Thee; 
Not waste a moment as they fly,
Nay, e'en the seconds may we buy, 
Until Thy face we see.

May we spend well each hour, each day,
In turning loss to perfect gain;
May this be ours; to point the way,
And bring to others Heaven's ray,
Some sunshine 'mid their rain.

May we like sunbeams from the blue,
Seek out each heaving, aching breast; 
May we like sun-bursts, e'er break through
The clouds, to give to hearts, anew, 
The promise of sweet rest.—R. E. Neighbour.


Begin Today

Dream not too much of what you'll do tomorrow,
How well perhaps you'll do another year;
Tomorrow's chance you do not need to borrow.
Today is here.

Boast not too much of mountains you will master;
The time you linger in this world below;
To dream is well, but doing brings us faster
To where we go.

Swear not some day to break some habit fetter
When this old year is dead and passed away;
But if you really want to live much better,
Begin today.—Mrs. Carl W. Johnson, in The Evangelical Beacon.


Do It Now

If you have work to do—do it now. 
If you have a witness to give—give it now.
If you have a soul to win—win him now.
If you have an obligation to discharge—discharge it now.
If you have a debt to pay—pay it noire.
If you have a wrong to right—right it now.
If you have a confession to make—make it now.
If you have a preparation to make--make it now.
If you have children to train—train them now.
Remember, time is passing and you are passing out of time.
We are a procrastinating lot. It is always what we are going to do tomorrow that entices us, but it is only what we do today that counts.—Gospel Herald.


Time Flies

When Raphael died at thirty-seven years of age, they carried his marvelous painting, "The Transfiguration," only half finished, in the funeral procession as a symbol of the incompleteness of life and the brevity of time. The wise and alert one girds up his loins to seize the present in doing and daring and enjoying.—A. C. Dixon.
Tomorrow

Today is the tomorrow, that yesterday you feared,
You faced it with forebodings, and dreaded as it neared;
But, when it came a-smiling, all filled with sunshine bright,
You said: Why did I worry? God is. and all is right.
Remember your tomorrows are hidden in God's will,
So, fretting not, have faith in God, and patient be, and still;
Then when tomorrow is today, you'll find sufficient grace
To guide you through in victory and with a happy face.
Count up all the tomorrows, in yesterdays you knew,
You'll find as each became today, God led you safely through;
And He who led, will lead you on, till all of your todays,
Will stand behind you, all arrayed, as blessed yesterdays.—R. E. Neighbour, in Gospel Herald.


Looking Forward

I've shut the door on Yesterday,
Its sorrows and mistakes;
I've locked within its gloomy walls
Past failures and heartaches.
And now I throw the key away 
To seek another room,
And furnish it with hope and smiles,
And every springtime bloom.

No thought shall enter this abode 
That has a hint of pain,
And every malice and distrust
Shall never therein reign.
I've shut the door on Yesterday,
And throw my key away—
Tomorrow holds no doubt for me,
Since I have found Today.



Dealing with Eternity

When Sir William Russell was on the way to the scaffold, he took his watch out of his pocket and handed it to the physician who waited upon him, as he said, "Will you kindly take my timepiece and keep it? I have no use for it; I am now dealing with eternity!" With us, Time is slipping away; eternity is coming. And it is the presence of Christ which fits the Christian to deal with eternity.—A. C. Dixon.


Time

A moment is a little thing;
But moments make the day. 
So crowd it with a worthy task 
Before it slips away.

A minute is not with us long,
But oh, the joy or pain
That ca/1 be crowded into it,
With loss, or priceless gain.

An hour of precious time, a day 
Will soon be slipping by,
A month, a year, the span of life—
Work; plan it well, and try.—M. E. Detterline.


"Lord, for tomorrow and its needs
I do not pray;
Keep me, my God, from stains of sin
Just for today.
Help me to labor earnestly,
And duly pray;
Let me be kind in word and deed,
Father, today."—Gospel Herald.


Do It Today

Wear today a cheerful face
In everything you do,
The sunshine that you radiate
Will shine right back at you.

Speak today a word of hope
To someone in distress,
When you lift another's load 
You make your burden less.

Do today a gracious deed
And do it with a smile,
It is little acts like these
That make your life worth while.—Grenville Kleiser.


Time is as much a trusteeship as money, and there are no capitalists. We cannot "invest" it to use in the future, but we can, by grace, use it fruitfully now and have the blessing and results in the future, to the glory of God. Each day is a sacred trust, and never returns. Each hour is a privilege. A wasted moment and a wasted coin are alike saddening to a believer.—The Student of Scripture.


"Redeeming the Time "

I have only just a minute, 
Just sixty seconds in it;
Forced upon me—can't refuse it, 
Didn't seek it, didn't choose it;
I must suffer if I lose it, 
Give account if I abuse it;
Just a tiny little minute, 
But eternity is in it.—Selected.


The clock of life is wound but once, 
And no man has the power
To tell just when the hands will stop—
At late or early hour.
Now is the only time you own;
So live, love, toil with a will;
Do not depend upon tomorrow, for
The clock may then be still.—Rev. B. Meyer.
One of your greatest possessions is the 24 hours directly ahead of you.—Grit 


E. W. Scripps, great publisher, once remarked of one of the men whom he had promoted: "He was obviously a good executive. He did not get excited and always seemed to have time on his hands." That's a fine ideal for others as well as executives: to organize and plan and concentrate on our work so that we always have time on our hands—time to think.—Fred Dearmond, Rotarian 



Time's Up

In Deuteronomy 31:14, we read: "And the Lord said unto Moses, Behold, thy days approach that thou must die: call Joshua, and present yourselves in the tabernacle of the congregation, that I may give him a charge. And Moses and Joshua went, and presented themselves in the tabernacle of the congregation."

In Jeremiah 28:16, we read: "Therefore thus saith the Lord; Behold, I will cast thee from off the face of the earth: this year thou shalt die, because thou hast taught rebellion against the Lord."

In Daniel 5:26-30, we read:

And this is the interpretation of the thing: Mene; God hath   numbered   thy   kingdom, and finished it. Tekel; Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found wanting. Peres; Thy kingdom is divided, and given to the Medes and Persians. Then commanded Belshazzar, and they clothed Daniel with scarlet, and put a chain of gold about his neck, and made a proclamation concerning him,  that he should be the third ruler in the kingdom. And in that night was Belshazzar the king of the Chaldeans slain. 

In Luke 12:20, we read: "But God said unto him, Thou fool, this night thy soul shall be required of thee: then whose shall those things be, which thou hast provided?"

In Hebrews 9:27, we read: "And as it is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment:"

All these sobering truths given concerning one solemn fact that are put into our minds and hearts in sweet and simple fashion by Frank L. Stanton in the poem he entitled Time's Up
Time's up for love and laughter; 
We drained the banquet cup. 
And now the dark comes after, 
And lights are out—Time's up!

O lovers in sweet places, 
With lips of song and sigh, 
Come forth with pallid faces 
And kiss your last goodbye.

O sweet bride at the marriage, 
Impatient at thy gates. 
Beside a sable carriage 
A ghostly groomsman waits.

O statesman, crowned and splendid, 
The laurel leaves thy brow; 
The long debate is ended—
The halls are voiceless now. 

Time's up for wooing, winning— 
For doubt, for dream, for strife; 
For sighing and for sinning— 
For love, for hate, for life!

Time's up. The dial's mark is 
On the last hour complete. 
Lie down there where the dark is 
And dream that Time was sweet.



Truths About the Time

Time is one of God's greatest gifts to men. Nothing is more valuable than time, for time spells opportunity. One may kill time, but he cannot restore it to fife. Time never comes back. All the world's money cannot buy back time. Nobody can unlive or relive one minute of all the time that has gone forever into time's tomb. And there comes a time when time is up. Stanton wrote these unique verses on that subject:

Time's up for love and laughter;
We drained the banquet cup, 
And now the dark comes after,
And lights are out . . . Time's up!

O lovers in sweet places,
With lips of song and sigh, 
Come forth with pallid faces
And kiss your last good-by! 

O sweet bride at the marriage,
Impatient at thy gates, 
Beside a sable carriage
A ghastly groomsman waits! 

O statesman,  crowned and splendid,
The laurel leaves thy brow; 
The  long  debate  is  ended—
The halls are voiceless now. 

Time's up  for wooing, winning—
For doubt, for dream, for strife; 
For sighing and for sinning —
For love, for hate, for life! 

Time's up . . . The dial's mark is
On the last hour complete. 
Lie down there, where the dark is
And dream that Time was sweet!

And Robert Merrill wrote, under the title "Time Flows":

A river cannot turn around
To run the other way, 
Nor has a traveler ever found
A road to yesterday. 

Man may wish and women weep,
But stars will plummet down, 
And neither faith nor hope may keep
A leaf from turning brown. 

Time was—is past: thou canst not it recall: 
Time is—thou hast: employ the portion small. 
Time future is not and may never be:
Time present is the only time for thee. 

(2 Cor. 6. 2)



On the dial at All Souls', Oxford, there is this inscription: "The hours perish, and are laid to our charge."—Selected


On the tower of an old English village there is a sun dial with the significant inscription, "Now, or When?"—The Biblical Illustrator


Albert Barnes during his long ministerial career rose every morning at four o'clock and worked diligently on his notes for Sunday School teachers until nine. That enabled him to produce his famous Bible commentaries now known as Barnes' Notes, without taking as much as one hour from the time neces​sary for his pastoral duties.—Selected


Our days are like identical suitcases—all the same size, but some people can pack more into them than others.—York Trade Compositor 



When as a child I laughed and wept, Time crept; 
When as a youth I dreamt and talked, Time walked;
When I became a full-grown man, Time ran; 
When older still I daily grew, Time flew; 
Soon shall I find in travelling on, Time gone; 
And face eternity begun, Time done.



Mrs. Hooligan was suffering from the common complaint of having more to do than there was time to do it in. She looked up at the clock and then slapped the iron she had lifted from the stove back on the lid with a clatter. "Talk about toime and toide waitin' fer no man," she muttered as she hurried into the pantry; "there's toimes they waits, an' toimes they don't. Yistherday at this blessed minit 'twas but tin o'clock an' to-day it's a quarther to twilve."



MRS. MURPHY—"Oi hear yer brother-in-law, Pat Keegan, is pretty bad off."

MRS. CASEY—"Shure, he's good for a year yit."

MRS. MURPHY—"As long as thot?"

MRS. CASEY—"Yis; he's had four different doctors, and each one av thim give him three months to live."—Puck.


A long-winded attorney was arguing a technical case before one of the judges of the superior court in a western state. He had rambled on in such a desultory way that it became very difficult to follow his line of thought, and the judge had just yawned very suggestively.

With just a trace of sarcasm in his voice, the tiresome attorney ventured to observe: "I sincerely trust that I am not unduly trespassing on the time of this court."

"My friend," returned his honor, "there is a considerable difference between trespassing on time and encroaching upon eternity."—Edwin Tarrisse.


A traveler, finding that he had a couple of hours in Dublin, called a cab and told the driver to drive him around for two hours. At first all went well, but soon the driver began to whip up his horse so that they narrowly escaped several collisions.

"What's the matter?" demanded the passenger. "Why are you driving so recklessly? I'm in no hurry."

"Ah, g'wan wid yez," retorted the cabby. "D'ye think thot I'm goin' to put in me whole day drivin' ye around for two hours? Gitap!"



Frank comes into the house in a sorry plight.

"Mercy on us!" exclaims his father. "How you look! You are soaked."

"Please, papa, I fell into the canal."

"What! with your new trousers on?"

"Yes, papa, I didn't have time to take them off."



A well-known Bishop, while visiting at a bride's new home for the first time, was awakened quite early by the soft tones of a soprano voice singing "Nearer, My God, to Thee." As the Bishop lay in bed he meditated upon the piety which his young hostess must possess to enable her to begin her day's work in such a beautiful frame of mind.

At breakfast he spoke to her about it, and told her how pleased he was.

"Oh," she replied, "that's the hymn I boil the eggs by; three verses for soft and five for hard."



There was a young woman named Sue, Who wanted to catch the 2:02; Said the trainman, "Don't hurry Or flurry or worry; It's a minute or two to 2:02."



FATHER—"Mildred, if you disobey again I will surely spank you."

On father's return home that evening, Mildred once more acknowledged that she had again disobeyed.

FATHER (firmly)—"You are going to be spanked. You may choose your own time. When shall it be?"

MILDRED (five years old, thoughtfully)—"Yesterday."



A northerner passing a rundown looking place in the South, stopped to chat with the farmer. He noticed the hogs running wild and explained that in the North the farmers fattened their hogs much faster by shutting them in and feeding them well.

"Hell!" replied the southerner, "What's time to a hog."



Dost thou love life? Then waste not time; for time is the stuff that life is made of.—Benjamin Franklin.


Time fleeth on,
Youth soon is gone,
Naught earthly may abide;
Life seemeth fast,
But may not last
It runs as runs the tide.—Leland.
Spare Moments

The great French Chancellor D'Aguesseau carefully employed every moment of his time. Observing that Madame D'Aguesseau always delayed ten or twelve minutes before she came down to dinner, he began to compose a work to which he intended to devote these few minutes, which would otherwise have been lost. The result was, at the end of fifteen years, a work in three large quarto volumes, which went through several editions.



Buffon thus relates the manner in which he acquired a habit of early rising. "In my youth," says he, "I was excessively fond of sleep, and that indolence robbed me of much time. My poor Joseph (a domestic who served him for sixty-five years) was of the greatest benefit to me in overcoming it. I promised him a crown for every time he should make me get up at six o'clock. He failed not the next day to rouse me, but I only abused and threatened him. He tried the day following, and I did the same, which made him desist. 'Friend Joseph,' said I to him at last, 'I have lost my time and you have gained nothing. You do not know how to manage the matter. Think only of my promise, and do not regard my threatenings.' The day following he 

accomplished his point. At first I begged, then entreated and abused, and would have discharged him; but he disregarded me, and raised me up by absolute force. He had his reward every day for my ill-humour at the moment of waking, by thanks, and a crown an hour after. I owe to poor Joseph at least ten or twelve volumes of my works."



Cuvier, the celebrated naturalist, was singularly careful of his time, and did not like those who entered his house to deprive him of it. "I know," said he, "that Monsieur l'Abbé Hauy comes to see me; our conversation is an exchange; but I do not want a man to come and tell me whether it is hot or cold, raining or sunshine. My barometer and thermometer know more than all possible visitors; and in my studies in natural history," added he, "I have not found in the whole animal kingdom a species, or class, or family, who frighten me so much as the numerous family of idlers"



Dr. Pepusch

"In one of my visits, very early in life, to that venerable master, Dr. Pepusch," says Dr. Burney, "he gave me a short lesson, which made so deep an impression that I long endeavoured to practise it. 'When I was a young man,' said he, 'I determined never to go to bed at night, till I knew something that I did not know in the morning.'"

Time Flies Sermon Illustrations

The ardent lover heard the clock strike the hours—first nine, then ten, then eleven. At the sound of twelve strokes, he burst forth passionately:

"How fleet are the hours in your presence, my beloved!"

"Don't be silly!" the girl chided. "That's pa setting the clock."

Tips Sermon Illustrations

American travelers in Europe experience a great deal of trouble from the omnipresent need of tipping those from whom they expect any service, however slight. They are very apt to carry it much too far, or else attempt to resist it altogether. There is a story told of a wealthy and ostentatious American in a Parisian restaurant. As the waiter placed the order before him he said in a loud voice:

"Waiter, what is largest tip you ever received?"

"One thousand francs, monsieur."

"Eh bien! But I will give you two thousand," answered the upholder of American honor; and then in a moment he added: "May I ask who gave you the thousand francs?"

"It was yourself, monsieur," said the obsequious waiter.

Of quite an opposite mode of thought was another American visiting London for the first time. Goaded to desperation by the incessant necessity for tips, he finally entered the washroom of his hotel, only to be faced with a large sign which read: "Please tip the basin after using." "I'm hanged if I will!" said the Yankee, turning on his heel, "I'll go dirty first!"



Grant Alien relates that he was sitting one day under the shade of the Sphinx, turning for some petty point of detail to his Baedeker.

A sheik looked at him sadly, and shook his head. "Murray good," he said in a solemn voice of warning; "Baedeker no good. What for you see Baedeker?"

"No, no; Baedeker is best," answered Mr. Alien. "Why do you object to Baedeker?"

The shick crossed his hands, and looked down at him with the pitying eyes of Islam. "Baedeker bad book," he repeated; "Murray very, very good. Murray say, 'Give the sheik half a crown'; Baedeker say, 'Give the sheik a shilling.'"



"What do you consider the most important event in the history of Paris?"

"Well," replied the tourist, who had grown weary of distributing tips, "so far as financial prosperity is concerned, I should say the discovery of America was the making of this town."



In telling this one, Miss Glaser always states that she does not want it understood that she considers the Scotch people at all stingy; but they are a very careful and thrifty race.

An intimate friend of her's was very anxious to have a well known Scotchman meet Miss Glaser, and gave her a letter of introduction to him. Miss Glaser, wishing to show him all the attention possible, invited him to a dinner which she was giving in London and after rather an elaborate repast the bill was paid, the waiter returning five shillings. She let it lie, intending, of course, to give it to the waiter. The Scotchman glanced at the money very frequently, and finally he said, his natural thrift getting the best of him:

"Are you going to give all that to the waiter?"

In a inimitable way, Miss Glaser quietly replied:

"No, take some."



"A tip is a small sum of money you give to somebody because you're afraid he won't like not being paid for something you haven't asked him to do."—The Bailie, Glasgow.
Tit for Tat Sermon Illustrations

The prize bull-dog attacked a farmer, who defended himself with a pitchfork, and in doing so killed the dog. The owner was greatly distressed, and reproached the farmer.

"Why didn't you use the other end of the fork," he demanded, "and just beat him off, without killing him?"

"I would have," the farmer answered, "if he had come at me with the other end."

Tithing Sermon Illustrations

When She Had No Testimony

Dr. Russell Conwell one night at a prayer meeting asked if there were any tithers present who had tithed through a series of years. Seven people stood up. He asked for a testimony from each one of them in emphasis of the fact of God's faithfulness in blessing them. Six gave radiant testimonies of blessings received. The seventh was a frail, gray-haired woman, who spoke with much reluctance: "I wish I could bear such testimony, but I cannot. I have skimped and saved and denied myself through the years to keep a vow made to tithe my income. But now I am old and I am losing my position. I have no means of support. I do not know what I shall do." She sat down, and the meeting was closed in the midst of a profound and distressing chill. Next day Dr. Conwell had an invitation from Mr. John Wanamaker to dine with him. At the table Mr. Wanamaker said: "I think you will be interested to know that we are about to inaugurate a pension system for our employees. The plan has been worked out, and we are to issue our first life pension today to a woman who has served us for twenty-five years." He mentioned her name, and it was that of the woman who had given the pessimistic testimony the night before!—Herald of Holiness.


Making $9 Go Farther Than $10

In recognizing the duty of tithe-giving, when one's income is limited and one's personal and family needs are great, it is essential to recognize the supernatural element in God's providential care of his children. If a Christian man has an income large enough to supply all his needs without difficulty, there is neither shadow of excuse nor show of decency in his failure to pay over one-tenth of it to the Lord. But when one feels the pinch of poverty every day of his life, then it is important that he should bear in mind that 9 cents will go farther than 10 cents would go and that $9 will go farther than $10 would go in providing for himself and his loved ones, when that other cent or that other dollar has been paid to the Lord, who claims it as His own. There is no mistake about this to him who has faith. Every child of God who has rested on this truth has found it to be a source of unfailing dependence. Only those disbelieve it who have never trusted God enough to try it even as an experiment. It is with individuals as it is with churches in this matter. Neither their troubles nor their doubts ever come from their giving too freely of their substance to the Lord.—The late Henry Clay Trumbull, founder of the Sunday School Times.


Tithing

A. A. Hyde, a millionaire manufacturer, said he began tithing when he was one hundred thousand dollars in debt. Many men have said they consider it dishonest to give God a tenth of their incomes when they were in debt. Mr. Hyde said he agreed with that thought until one day it flashed upon him that God was his first creditor. Then he began to pay God first and all the other creditors were eventually paid in full. If a man owes you money, it would be wise business policy on your part to encourage him to pay his debt to God first.—Sunday School Times.


God Gives Most

Some years ago I met a godly Baptist layman in South Carolina who was secretary and treasurer of a large cotton mill corporation. One day he told me: "Years ago when my children were small, my salary was too small for my actual needs. Strive as I would I could not keep out of debt. This became a heavy cross to me, and one night I was unable to sleep. I arose and went to my desk and spent a season in prayer to God for help and guidance. Then I took a pen and paper and wrote out a solemn contract with my heavenly Father. I promised Him that no matter what testings or trials came I would never turn back. Also that no matter how pressing were my obligations I would scrupulously tithe my income. Next I promised the Lord that if He would let me make a certain salary I would pay two-tenths, then if I made a certain larger salary would pay three-tenths. Finally I named a larger salary, which was far beyond anything I had ever hoped to earn, and told the Lord that if I ever reached such a salary I would give Him one-half of my income." Then the old gentleman smiled, and tears came into his eyes as he said, "Brother Browning, for many years it has been my privilege to give one-half of my income to the Lord.' I do not know whether or not good stewards will get good salaries or a very meager living, but I do know there is a Bible prosperity and Bible success that every good steward can obtain.—Sunday School Times.


William Colgate, The Soap Man

Many years ago a lad of sixteen years left home to seek his fortune. All his worldly possessions were tied in a bundle, which he carried in his hand. As he trudged along he met an old neighbor, the captain of a canal boat, and the following conversation took place, which changed the whole current of the boy's life:

"Well, William, where are you going?"

"I don't know," he answered, "Father is too poor to keep me at home any longer and says I must now make a living for myself."

"There's no trouble about that," said the captain. "Be sure you start right, and you'll get along finely."

William told his friend that the only trade he knew anything about was soap and candle making, at which he had helped his father while at home.

"Well," said the old man, "let me pray with you once more, and give you a little advice, and then I will let you go."

They both knelt down upon the towpath; the dear old man prayed earnestly for William and then gave this advice: "Someone soon will be the leading soapmaker in New York. It can be you as well as anyone. I hope it may. Be a good man; give your heart to Christ; pay the Lord all that belongs to Him of every dollar you earn; make an honest soap; give a full pound, and I am certain that you will be a prosperous and rich man."

When the boy arrived in the city, he found it hard to get work. Lonesome and far from home, he remembered his mother's words and the last words of the canal boat captain. He was then led to "seek first the Kingdom of God and His righteousness," and united with the church. He remembered his promise to the old captain, and the first dollar he earned brought up the question of the Lord's part. In the Bible he found that the Jews were commanded to give one-tenth; so he said, "If the Lord will take one-tenth, I will give that."

Having regular employment, he soon became a partner. After a few year; his partner died, and William became the sole owner of the business.

He now resolved to keep his promise to the old captain; he made an honest soap gave a full pound, and instructed his bookkeeper to open an account with the Lord, and carry one-tenth of all his income to that account. He prospered; his business grew; his family was blessed; his soap sold, and he grew rich faster than he had ever hoped. He then gave two-tenths; prospered more than ever; then he gave three-tenths; then four-tenths; then five-tenths.

He educated his family; settled all his plans for life; and gave all his income to the Lord's work. He prospered more than ever. This is the story of Colgate, who has given millions of dollars to the Lord's cause, and left a name that will never die.—Wayne Wiman, in Cumberland Presbyterian.
"And Company"

"Can I put some money in this bank?" A fifteen-year-old boy in faded clothing stood before the teller's window of the bank in the little town of Barwick, Ga. His suit, badly worn, and his general appearance marked him as a tenant-former's son. Three layers of pasteboard thrust inside his ragged shoes kept his feet off the stone floor. "How much do you want to put in, John?" the banker asked. "Four dollars," the boy answered. "How do you want the account made out?" The man's voice was kindly, for he knew the boy as one of the regulars over at the Methodist Sunday School. "John W. Yates and Company," the youngster answered gravely. The banker peered through the grating with a quizzical look on his face. "Who's the Company?" he queried. "God," the boy replied very solemnly. "I got my first month's pay today, and I'm starting my tithe account. This is God's money." The life story of John Yates reads like that of a Horatio Alger hero. Bookkeeper, bank teller, cashier, army quartermaster whose checks for $10,000,000 were honored, insurance salesman, and finally general agent with a national reputation, this man has been described by two pastors of great churches as "one of the most valuable laymen in Methodism." His mother, Lillie Yates, entered into a new religious experience in a revival meeting, and out of deep poverty and struggle began to devote a tenth of all income to the Lord. Lillie Yates' old tithing account book lies in the lower drawer of her son's big walnut desk alongside of his New Testament. He has shown it to tens of thousands of people in audiences before whom he has preached the doctrine of stewardship. He says, "That book might not have the approval of a bigwig C.P.A., but I am sure our Heavenly Father calls it mighty good bookkeeping." This church and Sunday school worker says he owes it all to the fact that his mother was a tither; her devotion to that principle marked him for life.—Herald of Light.


How Much Shall We Keep?

A servant of God had a little girl whom he was eager should be brought up to serve Him. He wanted to teach her that we should give one-tenth of our possessions to God. One day he called her into his study, where he had arranged ten piles of money. And he said:

"You see, I have ten piles of money here. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine—they belong to me; but this tenth one belongs to God." The little girl said: "Oh, Father, are you going to keep all the nine for yourself?"—The King's Business.


Praying and Giving

I met at a small hotel and exchanged experiences with a certain lady who told me this: When she and her husband were married, they decided to tithe. Some years later her husband had raised some objections, saying now they had eight children to clothe, feed, and educate, and he thought they should not spare so much money. She suggested taking time to pray and think about the matter; and when it was mentioned again she told him she had made it a very special subject of prayer, and the more she prayed the more she thought of the promise they had claimed in the beginning (Mal. 3:10). They had brought the tithes and God had given the blessing. She feared that if they withheld the tithe, God would withhold the blessing. As far as she was concerned, she would prefer to go without some new clothes, and let the children go without some things they seemed to need, and to do without some things for the house, than to rob God of His tenth. Her husband's answer had been, "Oh, well, just as you say!" As the Christmas season approached she was thinking of a dinner for poor people to which for twenty years she had never missed making a contribution. Now business had been very bad for months, and their income small. As she washed dishes she talked to God about the matter, and then, like a flash, the question came, "Why not ask God to give it through someone else?" Drying her hands, she went into the little parlor and knelt down and talked with God again about it. She felt as sure of the money as though it were already in her hand That evening her eldest daughter came in and said, "Mother, hold your hand." Placing there three coins, she said, "Mrs. So-and-so sent that to you for your poor people. She said you would know better where to send it than she would." Leading her daughter into the little parlor, she knelt once more, not to ask for anything, but to offer her thanks to God for lifting the burden and filling her soul with joy and peace.—Serving and Waiting.


A Peasant's Tithing

He came into the city one day after wheat harvest. Handing me fifty cents he said, "This is my tithe for the evangelistic team. I have just sold my wheat and received $5 for it." "But that means you have only $4.50 to live on until your crop of sweet potatoes is harvested!" "Yes, that is true, but you see this fifty cents is not mine. It belongs to my Heavenly Father, and I will not rob Him of that which is His." A week later he came in again and dropped twenty cents on my desk. "What is this?" I asked. "I have just sold my donkey for $2, and this twenty cents is not mine but the Lord's. I want it to go into the country evangelistic work."—C. R. Hills, in China's Millions.


Bonds or Tithes?

A poster caught my eye today; 
"Give ten per cent of all your pay
To buy war bonds. Come, do your share 
To let our boys know that you care."
I thought of folks this country o'er 
Who give a tenth, and even more, 
For bonds; and that's as it should be.
But then this thought occurred to me:

Did these same folks in days before
This awful tragedy of war,
When asked to tithe unto the Lord, Say,
"That's more than I can afford"?—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


The Tithe

Abraham commenced it.
Jacob continued it.
Moses confirmed it. 
Malachi commanded it.
Christ commended it.—Selected.


When They Tithed

The Belmont Presbyterian Church, South, at Roanoke, Va., with a membership of 425, ascertained through unsigned slips dropped in the collection plate, that 137 of its members had a definite income averaging $18 per week. The pastor challenged this group to tithe for a period of three months. One hundred and eighteen signed such an agreement. Immediately the weekly offering rose from $50 to $216 per week, amounting on one Sunday to $450. At the end of three months, the people who said in good faith, "We cannot carry on," had contributed $2,626. Many said, "As long as God gives me any kind of income, I am going to pay Him the tenth." "Bring ye the tithe . . . prove Me . . . I will pour you out a blessing," saith the Lord.—From a Presbyterian Church financial suggestion.
Titles of Honor Sermon Illustrations

An English lord was traveling through this country with a small party of friends. At a farmhouse the owner invited the party in to supper. The good housewife, while preparing the table, discovering she was entertaining nobility, was nearly overcome with surprise and elation.

While seated at the table scarcely a moment's peace did she grant her distinguished guest in her endeavor to serve and please him. It was "My Lord, will you have some of this?" and "My Lord, do try that," "Take a piece of this, my Lord," until the meal was nearly finished.

The little four-year-old son of the family, heretofore unnoticed, during a moment of supreme quiet saw his lordship trying to reach the pickle-dish, which was just out of his reach, and turning to his mother said:

"Say, Ma, God wants a pickle."



Dean Stanley was once visiting a friend who gave one of the pages strict orders that in the 

morning he was to go and knock at the Dean's door, and when the Dean inquired who was knocking he was to say: "The boy, my Lord." According to directions he knocked and the Dean asked: "Who is there?" Embarrassed by the voice of the great man the page answered: "The Lord, my boy."



"How did he get his title of colonel?"

"He got it to distinguish him from his wife's first husband, who was a captain, and his wife's second husband, who was a major."



For titles do not reflect honor on men, but rather men on their titles.—Machiavelli.


I hope I shall always possess firmness and virtue enough to maintain what I consider the most enviable of all titles, the character of an "Honest Man."—George Washington.
Titles Sermon Illustrations

Titles of Christ

Forth from Zion's citadel
Who is this led out to die, 
As those voices rise and swell
`Crucify! crucify!'?
Mocking rulers make reply, 
'Christ the King of Israel.'

Simon whom they did compel
After Him to bear His cross, 
Saw His anguish and could tell
How the soldiers dice did toss, 
How He died to bear our loss—
Christ the King of Israel.

Hushed by every heart and tongue!
There, to save our souls from hell 
He in agony is hung,
Numbered thus with thieves among. 
'Twas for us—O mark it well—
Christ, the King of Israel.

Like a wounded wild gazelle,
Stricken sore and mortally, 
From His parched lips there fell
Groans of dire extremity: 
'Why hast Thou forsaken me—
Christ the King of Israel?'

Finished what the Scripture saith
And the prophet's words foretell: 
Silenced now each infidel.
See! He bows His head in death, 
And He yields His parting breath—
Christ, the King of Israel.

Here, beside His cross is found 
Mercy without parallel.
This indeed is holy ground;
Let your sandals be unbound 
While we linger near its spell—
Christ the King of Israel.

Praises be for what befell
On that dark and dreadful day. 
Everywhere let people say,
'This our guilty fears can quell: 
Christ has borne our sins away—
Christ the King of Israel.'

Hail we Him, Emmanuel,
Throned upon the royal tree,
Who in distant islands dwell;
And from henceforth none but 
He Shall our God and Saviour be—
Christ the King of Israel.—R. Randall
(Mark 15. 32)

Tobacco Sermon Illustrations

"Tobaccy wanst saved my life," said Paddy Blake, an inveterate smoker. "How was that?" inquired his companion. "Ye see, I was diggin' a well, and came up for a good smoke, and while I was up the well caved in."



The native pointed with pride to two doddering ancients hobbling painfully down the village street, and informed the stranger:

"Them fellers is the Dusenbury twins—ninety-eight year old!" The visitor was duly impressed, and asked to what the pair of venerable citizens attributed their long life.

"It's kind o' which and t' other," the native confessed. "Obadiah declares its all along o' his chewin' an' smokin' an' snuffin' day in an' day out, fer nigh onto a hundred year; an' Ebenezer declares he has his health becase he never touched the filthy weed."

Toilette Details Sermon Illustrations

The little girl who had observed certain details in the toilette preparations of her elders, was observed by her mother at work over her most elaborate doll in a somewhat strange manner.

"Whatever are you trying to do with your doll, Mary?" the mother asked.

"I'm just going to put her to bed, mummy," the child replied seriously. "I've taken off her hair, but I can't get her teeth out."

Tolerance Sermon Illustrations

Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all.
Close up his eyes and draw the curtain close;
And let us all to meditation. —Shakespeare (King Henry VI)



Whitefield, the great preacher, belonged to the Calvinistic wing of the Methodists, and the early and ardent friendship between him and Wesley cooled perceptibly toward the end of their ministry. But when Whitefield died in New England and the news came back to England, at the close of a memorial sermon on the life of his eloquent colleague, a little bigoted woman who thought none but Calvinists could enter the Kingdom of Heaven, and imagined that Wesley thought none but Arminians could enter, came forward and asked him if he expected to see "dear Dr. Whitefield in heaven."

Wesley answered, "No!"

"Ah!" said the woman, "I was afraid you would say that."

Then Wesley rejoined, "Do not misunderstand me. George Whitefield will be so near the throne that men like me will never get a glimpse of him." Would that all Christians could at least wish that for their brethren with whom they differ in points of doctrine and practice!

Toleration Sermon Illustrations

When we speak of the necessity of the great beliefs, we do not mean a flat uniformity as to matters in Christian doctrine about which men may differ. When Charles V was trying to bring the world to a uniformity of belief, and employing the thumbscrew and the rack to that end, he was one day experimenting with three clocks in his retreat at Yuste. Unable to make the three clocks keep exactly the same time, he gave it up in disgust, exclaiming, "Here I was trying to make a whole world believe exactly alike, and I can't even make three clocks keep the same time."



Carlyle wrote of John Knox: "Tolerance has to tolerate the unessential and see well what that is. Tolerance has to be noble, measured, just in its very wrath, when it can tolerate no longer. But on the whole, we are not here altogether to tolerate! We are here to resist, to control and vanquish withal. We do not tolerate Falsehoods, Thieveries, Iniquities, when they fasten upon us; we say to them, Thou art false, thou art not tolerable!"



One Saturday evening a visitor appeared at Pastor Rutherford's door. Being welcomed as a guest, he took his place with the rest of the family at family worship that evening and was catechized in his turn. Rutherford asked him, "How many Commandments are there?" His reply was, "Eleven." Rutherford corrected him, but his guest maintained his position, quoting for authority the words of Christ, "A new commandment I give unto you, That ye love one another" (John 13:34).

Early Sabbath morning Rutherford arose, as was his custom, and went out for meditation to a near-by thicket. Arrived there, he was surprised to hear the voice of prayer in behalf of the souls that day to assemble for worship. Rutherford was now beginning to suspect that he was entertaining angels unawares, and soon his guest made known his identity. He was none other than the celebrated Archbishop Usher. They had sweet converse together, and at the morning service the Archbishop entered the Covenanter pastor's pulpit and preached on "The New Commandment."



Wesley once said: "I have no more right to object to a man holding a different opinion from mine, than I have to differ from a man because he wears a wig and I wear my own hair. But if he takes his wig off, and shakes the powder in my eyes, I shall consider it my duty to get rid of him as soon as possible."

Tomorrow Sermon Illustrations

They were having a great banquet one night at Thebes in Greece. The chief ruler, Archias, and the other magnates of the city had taken their seats at the banqueting table; and the dancers and singers had commenced their entertainment. There were enemies plotting against the life of Archias and his companions. In the midst of the banquet a friend brought to him a sealed letter, warning him that he was in peril of assassination. Archias glanced at it and then, laying it aside, said, "Pleasure tonight. Business tomorrow." In a short time the assassins, who were diguised as female entertainers, drew their daggers and slew Archias and his companions.

For the great business of eternal life there is only one time, and that it today.



The only convenient season is God's season. Clement L. Vallandigham—the eloquent, powerful, and somewhat notorious "Copperhead" and opponent of Lincoln's administration—came of godly parents, his father being the pastor of the Presbyterian church at Lisbon, Ohio. Although he was the subject of many prayers and had before him daily the example of true Christian living, Vallandigham deferred till well along in life a profession of faith in Christ as his Saviour.

In a beautiful letter written in 1855 to his brother he pays an eloquent tribute to his godly home and his saintly father and mother, and then says: "Yet in all this have I not seen God visibly, palpably, seen and felt him as my God and Redeemer. Religion has ever been to me a thing belonging to the future, a something some day to be sought after, certainly to be sought after, but tomorrow. That tomorrow never came: there was no such thing in all God's creation to come; and I knew and realized it not these many years. Fool that I was! Tomorrow was ever one day in advance. Yesterday, this day, was the morrow. It came, but it was no longer tomorrow, but Today with all its terribleness, and it was all that belonged to me."



Listen! I hear the strains of music—glad, joyous, triumphant music. It is the song of those who overcame, who reached their goal, who won the prize, who escaped from the bondage of sin and habit, who stood on the stage of influence and usefulness, who drank the golden cup of happiness, who came off conquerors and more than conquerors. They are the men who said "Today."

Listen! I hear another music—not the music of triumph and gladness, but the music of a dirge, a lamentation, rising and falling in mournful measures. It is the song of those who lost the way and now wander in darkness, who threw away their talents and wasted their gifts, who are hopelessly enwound with the chains of evil habit, who cry in vain for loved ones hid in death's dateless night, whose lights went out while they slept and who now cry in vain at the golden gates of eternal life, "Open to us!" But the only answer that comes back is that word "Too late!"



When we say, "Boast not thyself of tomorrow" (Prov. 27:1), we do not mean that a man is not to take wise forethought for tomorrow. Any worthy life must plan nobly for tomorrow. Most of the blessings of civilization and liberty which we enjoy are fruit sown by men who thought about tomorrow. We should all plan for greater things, statelier mansions, a nobler life, tomorrow—and a life tomorrow that is better than today's. But no one can boast of tomorrow. No one can count on tomorrow. How many good things were going to be done tomorrow but were never done; for tomorrow was always one day ahead, or always one day behind—Yesterday.

He was going to be all that a mortal should be Tomorrow. 
No one should be finder or braver than he Tomorrow. 
A friend who was troubled and weary he knew, 
Who'd be glad of a lift and who needed it, too; 
On him he would call and see what he could do Tomorrow.

Each morning he stacked up the letters he'd write Tomorrow. 
And thought of the fol\s he would fill with delight Tomorrow.
It was too bad, indeed, he was busy today,
And hadn't a minute to stop on his way; 
More time he would have to give others, he'd say, Tomorrow.

The greatest of workers this man would have been Tomorrow. 
The world would have known him, had he ever seen Tomorrow. 
But the fact is he died and faded from view, 
And all that he left here when living was through 
Was a mountain of things he intended to do Tomorrow


A man once had a vision in which he seemed to be standing in the midst of an assembly of evil spirits. On the throne sat their dark ruler, Satan, grasping the scepter of wickedness in his hand. Summoning his subjects about him, Satan said in a loud voice, "Who will go to earth and persuade men to accomplish the ruin of their souls?"

One of the attendant spirits said, "I will go."

"And how will you persuade them?" asked the grim monarch.

"I will persuade them," was the answer, "that there is no heaven."

But Satan replied: "No, that will not do. You will never be able to force such a belief on the generality of mankind."

Then a second spoke up and said, "I will go."

"And how will you persuade them?" asked Satan.

"I will persuade them that there is no hell."

But again Satan answered: "That will not do. You will never persuade the generality of men that that is so, for conscience will witness against you. We must have something else, something which will appeal to all classes and ages and dispositions and which will be acceptable to the human race as a whole."

Thereupon a dark spirit glided forward and said, "Satan, I will go."

"And what wilt thou tell them?" asked Satan.

"I will tell them," answered the spirit, "that there is no hurry."

He was the spirit chosen to go—and still he is abroad in the earth.



Tomorrow is the chain that binds men to loathsome habit. Tomorrow is the barred and bolted door that shuts man out from the house of his dreams. "Tomorrow" is the epitaph upon the graves of those who failed and came short of life's true goal. Tomorrow is the downward path that leads men into the land of regret. Tomorrow is the siren's song that seduces men from the path of duty. Tomorrow is the slumber that paralyzes the energies of man. Tomorrow is the snare that traps men's feet. Tomorrow is the sword of self-destruction upon which men fall. "Tomorrow" is the word cut over the realms of the lost. "Tomorrow" is the word which, in that kingdom of the lost, blends with that other word "Never, nevermore." "Today" is the Holy Ghost's word. "Tomorrow" is the word of the tempter and deceiver of mankind.

Tongue Sermon Illustrations

A woman once came to one of the old Puritan divines of London and told him that thhe bands which he wore with his pulpit gown were altogether too long, and that they annoyed her greatly. She would like his permission to shorten them. Confident of his acquiescence, she had come armed with a pair of scissors. The minister mildly acquiesced and handed over the offending bands to the woman, who shortened them according to her taste with her scissors and then handed the fragments back to the minister.

When he received them, he thanked her and said: "Now, my good woman, there is something about you that is altogether too long, and which has annoyed me greatly, and since one good turn deserves another, I would like permission to shorten it."

"Certainly," said the woman, "you have permission to do so, and here are the shears."

Whereupon the worthy divine said, "Very well, madam, put out your tongue."



The Crimes of the Tongue

There are pillows wet by sobs; there are noble hearts broken in the silence whence comes no cry of protest; there are gentle, sensitive natures seared and warped; there are old-time friends separated and walking their lonely way with hope dead and memory but a pang; there are cruel misunderstandings that make all life look dark—these are but few of the sorrows that come from the crimes of the tongue.—William George Jordan.


The Tongue

"A sharp tongue is the only edge-tool that grows sharper with constant use."—Washington Irving. 
"By examining the tongue of a patient, physicians find out the diseases of the body and philosophers the diseases of the mind."—Justin.
"The most ferocious monster in the world has his den just behind the teeth."—Author Unknown. 

"Give not thy tongue too great liberty, lest it take thee prisoner."—Quaries.
"Never throw mud. You may miss your mark, but you must have dirty hands."—Joseph Parker. 
"When men speak ill of you, live so that nobody will believe them."—Selected.


The Builder versus the Wrecker

I watched them tearing a building down—
A gang of men in a busy town;
With a "ho heave ho" and a lusty yell 
They swung a beam and the side war fell;
I asked the foreman, "Are these men skilled?
And the kind you would hire, if you were to build?"
He laughed and said, "Why, no indeed 
Just common laborers is all I need; 
They can easily wreck in a day or two 
That which has taken builders years to do."
So I said to myself, as I went on my way,
What part in the game of life do I play?
Am I shaping my deeds to a well-made plan,
Carefully measuring with a rule and square,
Patiently doing the very best I can,
Or am I a wrecker, who walks the town,
Content with the labor of tearing down?—Selected.


Blessed is the man who, having nothing to say, abstains from giving wordy evidence of it!—War Cry.


Mind that Tongue

John Wesley was preaching. He was wearing a new bow tie with two streamers hanging down from it. There was a sister in the meeting who didn't hear a word about Jesus, but sat with a long face and saw nothing but those two streamers. When the service was over she went up and said, "Pardon me, Mr. Wesley, will you suffer a little criticism?" "Yes," replied Mr. Wesley. "Well," she said, "Mr. Wesley, your bow tie is too long and it is an offense to me." He said, "Have you a pair of shears ?" After receiving the shears he handed them to her saying that she would know how they would look best. She reached over and clipped off the streamers. Then he said, "Is that all right now?" "Yes, that is much better." He said, "Do you mind letting me have those shears? Would you mind a little criticism? Your tongue is a great offense to me—it is a little too long. Please stick it out while I take some off." Of course she resented the suggestion.

James said that if we could control the tongue we would be able to control the whole body.

Let us all seek God every morning to have Christ to possess us that our tongues will be under His control, speaking only words of kindness and wisdom. There will always be plenty of people to do the scolding, faultfinding, backbiting. A still tongue shows a wise head. If we must talk, let our words be measured words of wisdom, peace, and love.—The Pentecostal Testimony.


Only a Word

Only a word of anger,
But it wounded one sensitive heart; 
Only a word of sharp reproach,
But it made the teardrops start; 
Only a hasty, thoughtless word, 
Sarcastic and unkind.
But it darkened the day before so bright,
And left a sting behind.

Only a word of kindness,
But it lightened one heart of its grief ;
Only a word of sympathy,
But it brought one soul relief;
Only a word of gentle cheer.
But it flooded with radiant light 
The pathway that seemed so dark before,
And it made the day more bright.—Our Pentecostal Boys and Girls.
Unsaid—Undone

It is not always the thing that you say, 
That brings the heavy heart;
But that which you have left unsaid
Oft brings the keenest smart.
For many a heart might lightened be 
Through words which you might speak;
And some poor soul new strength receive
That now is sad and weak.

It is not always the thing you do,
That brings the load of care;
But often things you leave undone
Bring souls nigh to despair.
The kindly deed, the pleasant smile,
The look you might have giv'n,
Perhaps had lifted fainting ones,
And brought them nearer Heav'n.

Not only for things said and done, 
Must we an answer make;
For things unsaid, and things undone
Have caused full many an ache.
And many a load had never been,
And many a care had flown,
Had you and I God's voice obeyed,
Left naught unsaid, undone.—Anna L. Dreyer, in John Three Sixteeen.


What Do with this Talent?

There are men who pride themselves on their candor, and it degenerates into brutality. One such man said to John Wesley once, "Mr. Wesley, I pride myself in speaking my mind; that is my talent." "Well," said John Wesley, "the Lord wouldn't mind if you buried that!"—Dr. Griffith Thomas.


Mean Tongues of Orthodox Christians

"If any man offend not in word, the same is a perfect man, and able also to bridle the whole body." That is what the Holy Spirit said through James in the third chapter of the book he wrote. This statement we should know to be true even if it were not in the Bible. All of us know, if we stop to think, that our most difficult task is to control our tongues. There is nothing today that is doing more to deaden the spiritual testimony of orthodox Christianity than the long, backbiting, mean tongues of some supposedly orthodox Christians. There are Christians that talk much about a separated life, and boast about what they do and do not do, and speak with great pride about their loyalty to orthodoxy, who spend their time dipping their tongues in the slime of slander and speaking the death warrant to the reputation of other orthodox Christians.

The Bible is filled with condemnation of people that slander other people. It condemns with great severity people who even take up a reproach about other people. It is just as bad to carry a rumor around after it starts as it is to start it.—Bob Jones, Sr., in The Fellowship News.


Be Silent

It is a great art in the Christian life to learn to be silent. Under oppositions, rebukes, injuries, still be silent. It is better to say nothing than to speak in an excited manner, even if the occasion should seem to justify a degree of anger. By remaining silent the mind is enabled to collect itself and call upon God in secret prayer. And thus you will speak to the honor of your holy profession, as well as to the good of those who have injured you when you speak from God.—Selected.


Spoken Words

Guard well thy lips; none, none can know (Prov. 13:3)
What evils from the tongue may flow (James 3:5, 6) ;
What guilt, what grief may be incurred (Judg. 11:35)
By one incautious word (Mark 6:22, 25, 26).
Be "slow to speak," look well within (Prov. 4:5),
To check what there may lead to sin (James 1:25),
And pray unceasingly for aid (Col. 4:2),
Lest unawares thou be betrayed (Luke 21:34).
"Condemn not, judge not"—not to man (I Cor. 4:3)
Is given his brother's faults to scan (Matt. 7:3).
The task is God's and His alone (Matt. 7:5),
To search out and subdue His own (1 Cot. 9:27).
Indulge no murmurings: oh, restrain (Phil. 2:14, 15)
Those lips so ready to complain (Job 27:4);
And if they can be numbered, count (Ps. 103:2, 3)
Of one day's mercies the amount (Lam. 3:23).
Shun vain discussions, trifling themes (Tit. 3:9);
Dwell not on earthly hopes and schemes (Deut. 6:4-7) ;
Let words of wisdom, meekness, love (James 3:13),
Thy heart's true renovation prove (Luke 6:45).
Set God before thee; every word (Gen. 17:1)
Thy lips pronounce by Him is heard (Ps. 139:4);
Oh, couldst thou realize this thought (Luke 12:2),
What care, what caution would be taught (Luke 12:3)!—Anonymous.


'The boneless tongue, so small and weak, 
Can crush and kill,' declares the Greek.

'The tongue destroys a greater horde,' 
The Turk asserts, 'than does the sword.'

A Persian proverb wisely saith,
'A lengthy tongue—an early death.'

Or sometimes takes this form instead, 
'Don't let your tongue cut off your head.'

'The tongue can speak a word whose speed,' 

The Chinese say, 'outstrips the steed.'

While Arab sages this impart,
'The tongue's great storehouse is the heart.'

From Hebrew writ this maxim sprung, 
'Though feet should slip, ne'er let the tongue.'

The sacred writer crowns the whole:
'Who keeps his tongue doth keep his soul!' 

(Prov. 21. 23; 1 Pet. 3. 10)

An old lady in the London parish of the famous Doctor Gill made a nuisance of herself by constant interference in the affairs of others. As a gossip she was notorious. It appeared to her that the neckbands worn by the Doctor were longer than was fitting. She therefore took occasion to visit the clergyman, and harangued him at length on the sinfulness of pride. Then she exhibited a pair of scissors, and suggested that she should cut down the offending neckbands to a size fitting her ideas of propriety. The Doctor listened patiently to her exhortation, and at the end offered her the neckbands on which to work her will. She triumphantly trimmed them to her taste, and returned the shorn remnants to the minister.

"And now," said the Doctor, "you must do me a good turn also."

"That I will, Doctor," the woman declared heartily. "What can it be?"

"Well," the clergyman explained, "you have something about you which is a deal too long and which causes me and many others such trouble, that I should like to see it shorter."

"Indeed, dear Doctor, I shall not hesitate to gratify you. What is it? See, here are the scissors! Use them as you please."

"Come, then," said the Doctor, "good sister, put out your tongue."

Total Abstinence Sermon Illustrations

One of the dashing soldiers of the Confederacy was the great cavalry leader "Jeb" Stuart, who was killed at Yellow Tavern in 1864 in battle with the troopers of Sheridan, and who, when he was dying, had members of his staff sing "Rock of Ages" to help him over the river. Someone proffered Stuart a flask of whisky to relieve him in his great suffering, but he would not drink of it, saying that he had promised his mother that he would abstain from strong drink.



One of the most outspoken Christians of the Union army was General O. O. Howard. When Howard came from the Army of the Potomac to join Sherman in the campaign from Chattanooga at Atlanta, many of the officers joked about his Christian ways and his total abstinence. On one occasion when one of the high generals was urging Howard to go with them and have a drink, and was twitting him with his peculiarity, Sherman, who was present and who himself was not noted for his piety, spoke up in his abrupt, severe manner: "Let Howard alone! I want one general in this army who doesn't drink."

Tracts Sermon Illustrations

Does Tract Distribution Pay?

At a London "May Meeting," Rev. Dr. Len G. Broughton said: Some years ago one of the most brilliant young American actors that the stage had, was walking the streets of one of our Western cities one night, on his way to the theater, and as he turned a corner, near the theater, a humble woman, whose name has never been known, handed him a tract, and out of respect to the woman he put the tract in his overcoat pocket, never expecting to read it. He went to his hotel after he had performed in the theater, and somehow he got hold of the tract, and he said, "I believe I'll see what this tract is about," and he began to read it, and found it so interesting that he could not quit it. When he had finished the tract, he went to bed, and began to think along the lines of its teaching and somehow he found it impossible to sleep that night. All through the night the teaching of that tract kept wandering through his mind. Next morning he endeavored to dismiss it from his thoughts, and gave himself over to the rehearsal for the coming night, but he could not get it out of his mind, he could not sufficiently fix his mind on rehearsing his part, and presently it ended in his consulting a minister. He told him his experience, and the minister began, when he had done, to preach to him Jesus, and that brilliant young Western American actor then and there bowed his heart and yielded to Jesus. Five months after that he entered a theological seminary to prepare himself for the Christian ministry, and a few years ago George C. Lorimer, the pastor of Tremont Temple in Boston, went home to meet his God; and if he could stand on this platform tonight, he would say one of the greatest unused forces in the Christian Church today, is the tract.—Evangelistic Echoes.


Sister Abigail, while traveling on a ferry boat, put a Gospel tract in a bottle and threw it in the river. Some days later a shabbily dressed stranger with that very bottle in his hand stood at her door. He confided that he was about to commit suicide in the river when he saw the floating bottle. The Scripture verses found in the bottle so convicted him of his need of Christ that he came to see Sister Abigail, whose name appeared on the tract. Thus, this man who had been on the brink of eternal death passed into eternal life.—Gospel Herald.


Saved by a Tract

We feel strongly that there is a great need of causing all Bible-loving Christians to realize the importance of distributing the Gospel message in print, and thereby combating the many errors that are propagated so largely by various religious cults and atheistic organizations, as well as arousing the careless and indifferent. One of the "weak things" which God is pleased to use is a Gospel tract—a little piece of paper on which is printed His Word—given in faith and love to the passer-by.

The following incident shows that God blesses such a ministry:

Recently a young Lithuanian was ordained to the Gospel ministry in Chicago. He had passed a creditable examination as to his salvation, his call to the ministry, and his knowledge of the Bible. This, in brief, is his story:

He was reared in the Roman Catholic faith in his native land. He came to this country when quite young. He became a confirmed gambler; one night in desperation he made a last plunge, and lost. After midnight he left the gambling hall intending to end it all in the lake. Walking down the street, someone handed him a tract entitled, "The Way of Life Made Plain." This tract has a diagram illustrating the two ways, the broad and the narrow—with the Red Cross at the parting of the ways. It shows clearly the need of salvation, bringing the reader to the definite question, "Which way do you choose?"

The young Lithuanian stopped to look at the leaflet that had been given him. He read: "We must all meet God. Are you prepared? Are you saved? This is a very important question. Your happiness or misery for all eternity is involved in it." He was startled by the word "eternity" which seemed to stand out in bold letters. He was convicted of his lost condition and of his great need. He continued reading. He saw the way of life clearly pointed out. He called upon the Lord to save him, and God heard his cry. The work was begun in his heart, and soon he was rejoicing in the consciousness of sins forgiven and a new life imparted. He is now devoting all of his time in telling his fellow countrymen the good news of salvation by grace through faith in the Lord Jesus Christ.—Selected.


The Right to Distribute Tracts

Tract Distributors are sometimes hindered in their work by town and city officials. Sometimes they are forbidden to give out Christian literature from house to house. Many towns and cities have passed ordinances against such distribution. In the light of a Supreme Court decision, such ordinances are wrong, and any local official who stop; tract distribution has not only gone beyond his power, but has interfered with the liberty of the distributor.

In an opinion rendered by Chief Justice, the Honorable Charles E. Hughes, on March 28, 1938, in the case of Lovell versus the City of Griffin, Ga. (see Volume 58, No. 12, April 15, 1938), the following was said:

"The liberty of the press is not confined to newspapers and periodicals. It necessarily embraces pamphlets and leaflets. Liberty of circulation is as essential to that freedom as liberty of publishing. Indeed, without the circulation, the publication would be of little value."—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


Tracts Never Die

Just before a young man was about to embark from the United States as a marine, a woman put in his trunk a single tract. It lay in his trunk neglected for many months traveling thousands of miles in the world's waterways. Returning to this country years later, he was doing shore duty when he found the tract while rummaging through his trunk. To pass the time he read it. His conscience became aroused until he finally accepted Christ as Saviour.

Unlike a sermon, the message of a tract can be printed over and over again into millions of copies and the Word of Life can reach the far corners of the earth. When you give out a tract, you may never know how the Lord may use it. It may pass from hand to hand. It may go around the world. Its message may bring life to countless souls. Tracts never die... and every Christian has the privilege and responsibility of distributing them.



Tracts Bring Joy into Your Life

Doctor Sunshine is her name. She is a little old woman of 76 whom God saved. Handicapped, living alone, the Lord led her into tract work. She became known as Doctor Sunshine because of the joy in her own life and the sunshine which she brought into the hearts and homes of others. If you have never before given out tracts, we believe a new joy in the Christian life awaits you if you will start. By witnessing with tracts God can sweeten your day. Your fellowship with the Lord will be more precious and you will feel that you have tried to make Christ known by means of the printed page.

Only a Tract

It's only a tract! You may tear it,
And crumple it up in your hand; 
The wind, as it passes, may bear it
And scatter it over the land.

It's only a tract! You may spurn it,
And deem it unworthy a thought; 
May ridicule, trample, and burn it,
Despise it, and set it at naught.

It's only a tract! But it telleth
Of holiness, happiness, Heaven; 
Where God in eternity dwelleth
With sinners His love has forgiven.

It speaks of a future in glory,
Of present enjoyment and bliss; 
And will you neglect a message,
So loving, so joyous as this?

It whispers, "No matter how hardened,
No mater how vile you have been,
You may at this moment be pardoned
And saved from the bondage of sin."

It points to the Substitute dying,
The Sinless, for sinners like you. 
Oh, soul, on His merits relying,
Come, prove that its message is true!

It is but a tract! Yet its warning
Is whispered in Jesus' own voice; 
And at thy acceptance or scorning
Either Heaven or hell will rejoice!—Selected.


Objectors Silenced

There are those who object to tract work because they have seen tracts on the sidewalks which were discarded by the recipients. True, some of the tracts distributed may be wasted, but the work is abundantly worthwhile even making that allowance. (Luke 8:5-8).

When tracts are printed in very large quantities, an attractive two-page tract can often be produced at the rate of twenty-five for one cent, and a four-page tract at a dozen for a cent. At that rate one must see from a dozen to twenty-five tracts thrown away before the thought of wasting one cent could be entertained.

On the other hand, seeing a tract on the sidewalk by no means proves it wasted. A man wrote from Newark, N. J., saying he was walking to his work one rainy morning and noticed a piece of printed paper on the sidewalk which had been trampled upon. He was in a reading mood and although the paper was wet and dirty, he stooped, picked it up and perused it. He said: "The paper proved to be a tract entitled: `$35,000 Spurned For a Son.' As I read it, I thought of ten persons to whom I should like to give a copy. The tract bears your imprint, so would you please send me some extra copies of it?" The extra copies were cheerfully sent — so that discarded tract led to an increased circulation of itself.

Someone may say: "I have seen a tract taken from an envelope and hurled into the wastepaper basket." Granted. But even then you cannot be positive that it is wasted. A janitress in New York City wrote saying she had found a tract in a waste-paper basket and she liked it so well she was sending a dime for a quantity.

Another person may say: "I saw tracts torn to pieces and scattered to the winds." Maybe so — but if you concluded that that was wasted effort and material on the part of the tract worker, you may be mistaken! A person writing from a distance said he had found a piece of paper the title of which he didn't know for it was torn off. "But," said he, "there was sufficient left to show me my condition and my Saviour and to inform me where I could secure more such literature. So I am sending to you for a sample packet of all your literature as I should love to read the missing part of this paper!"—Tracts and Their Use by Olson.


Look to Jesus

An earnest city missionary in New York was passing through the tramcars going down to Fulton Ferry, distributing a little card, which read: "When tempted, when in despair, when sick, when dying, look to Jesus!" One of these cards fell into the hands of a passenger on the car, who read it. As the man who gave it to him started out of the car, the passenger followed him and said, "Friend, let me speak a word to you. I have just buried my wife and two children and I have been unfortunate in business. Life is a blank to me; it is as dark as midnight. I was on my way to Fulton Ferry, thinking I would end it all down there in the river, but the little card you gave me has given me hope!"—Dr. A. C. Dixon.


Tract Distribution Works

Ever since the invention of printing, God has been pleased to use the printed page as a means of getting His Word into the hands and hearts of men. John Wesley saw the importance of the printed page and wrote hundreds of tracts which he distributed in great quantities as he visited town after town on horseback. Think of the chain of blessing that has resulted through the conversion of Hudson Taylor who was brought to Christ as he read a tract that had been placed in one of Ins father's books.
I know that tract distribution works today because I have seen it work. In a New York subway, I watched a little girl of eleven pass through the cars and give tracts to 400 people. In a few minutes she reached more people with the Word of Life than some churches do in a whole week or month.

The other day a serviceman in a California hospital wrote telling of his conversion through a tract. In his letter he passed on a dollar and asked that we send more tracts of the same kind that he might give to his buddies as they lay in their beds with plenty of time to think.

Hitchhiking one day, a Canadian evangelist noticed a farmer plowing in his field. Upon seeing his lunch box by the fence post a little further down the road, the evangelist opened the bucket and placed a tract on top of the lunch. The farmer had been troubled about his soul. At noon when he saw the tract in his lunch bucket, he did not understand how it came to be there but its contents were a message from God, and the tract was the means of his conversion.

Tract distribution works... and every Christian should be a consistent distributor of the Word of Life in tract form. Our generation is hungry for the Word of Life. We must feed them. The tract is only a tiny morsel, but may he used by God in the salvation of a precious soul.

Someone has said, "The Pen is mightier than the sword." In the great challenging days ahead, we must be pre pared to reach the great masses of people with the pen. In America, in our own Gospel enlightened country, there are 27,000,000 young people who do not darken the doors of any church. One way to reach this great number is by the printed page. I believe that printed page evangelism should be one of the means in God's hand in getting the Gospel to the uttermost parts of the world. Christian, He needs YOU. He needs your feet to go. He needs your hands to give out the Word of Life!—Clyde H. Dennis Director, Tract club of America.
Every Christian Can Use Tracts

The housewife, the farmer, the business man, the factory worker... no matter what your position in life... there are multitudes of opportunities to give out tracts. Get in the habit of carrying tracts with you at all times. If you are a housewife, keep a tract box near the door. If you are a business man, always keep tracts in your letter folder. If you are a factory worker, keep a supply in your lunch box or in your jacket pockets. Look for opportunities to give out tracts. Give them on the elevator. Give them on the train, the bus, the street car. Put tracts in your letters. Send them with your checks and bills. Encourage the placing and the maintenance of a tract rack in your church. Encourage other Christians to use tracts. Show them titles that you have enjoyed using.—Clyde H. Dennis, Director, Tract Club of America.


Only a Tract

Yes, only a tract, but what wonders it can accomplish when it falls into the hands of a hungry heart. It is like the seed that falls upon good ground and takes root, springing up to bear much fruit. But the seed in itself is powerless and without value apart from the soil, and it can only be brought into contact with the soil through the sower. A marvelous illustration of this is the following experience.

In connection with her work among the Jewish people of St. Louis, Miss M. was visiting a friend in the hospital. While engaged in conversation, a woman patient across the room asked, "Do you carry your Bible with you to read to people who wish to hear?"

"Yes," was the answer.

Soon Miss M. was reading Psalm 27 to the woman, quoting also other Scriptures. Then she prayed with her.

The woman expressed deep appreciation for the interest shown her. After a heart-to-heart talk she realized her need of the Saviour, and then gave herself to Him. She was to be dismissed from the hospital that day and Miss M. desiring to help her find a church home where she might receive nourishment for her soul, handed her the tract, Who Is He? on which she wrote her name and telephone number.

Several days later, this friend called Miss M. and requested that she visit her. She had given that tract to a Jewish man, who had read it, and it had made a powerful impression on him. He asked if he might see Miss M. Of course she was glad of the opportunity, and the young Christian arranged the interview.

At the very outset of their visit, Miss M. asked the man, "What do you think of this Jesus of whom the tract speaks?"

His immediate reply was, "There must be something to it. I have never been more stirred in my life. How can it be false with so many indisputable proofs from prophecy and history that He is the true Messiah for whom my people have been looking so long."

Needless to say, this confession brought untold joy to the heart of the faithful worker. Several days later the man phoned her, requesting a prayer book. She gave him a copy of the New Testament instead, for which he was most grateful, and he promised to read it carefully. The worker took the occasion to help make the plan of salvation clearer, and he expressed his full intention to follow the Lord at any cost. A short time later he made a public profession of faith.

Here we have one of the most thrilling accounts of the marvelous leading of the Holy Spirit and the power of the silent witness. A follower of Christ visits in the hospital; a patient overhears and finds the Saviour. She in turn is immediately used to give an unbelieving Jew a little tract.

Only a tract, you say? Yes, but what marvels it can accomplish! In the hospitals. on the streets, in your office, in school, in the house next door — everywhere there are those who are waiting for someone to speak a word, or to hand them a tract which might start them on the upward road.—Rev. Jacob Gartenhaus; courtesy Moody Monthly.


His Head Was in a Noose

There went out a sower to sow (Mark 4:3). Mark J. Goodger, the "Highway Bible Evangelist," covers the United States every year on a bicycle, giving out tracts from door to door. At one two-story house in South Carolina he rang the bell six times because he heard sounds within. Finally a man opened the door, received the tract, and slammed the door violently in Mr. Goodger's face. A week later he was strangely led to ring the bell of the same house. This time, the man soon appeared. He led Mr. Goodger up to the attic. At the top. Mr. Goodger immediately saw a rope dangling from the rafters, a noose at the end, and a box below. The man said, "Sir, when yom kept ringing my doorbell last week my head was in that noose. I was ready to jump. Because you were so persistent, I decided to go down and see who it was. After receiving your tract, I again returned to the garret, but I sat down because I was arrested by the title of your tract. I read the tract, and God spoke to me. Now I am trusting in the Lord." As the man sat on the box, Mr. Goodger seized his opportunity to show him clearly the way of salvation. But for a tract, the man would have been in eternity without Christ.—Moody Church News.


God's Use of an Oyster

A professional diver said he had in his house what would probably strike a visitor as a very strange chimney ornament. It was the shell of an oyster holding a piece of a printed paper. The possessor of this ornament was diving on the coast when he observed at the bottom of the sea this oyster on a rock with a piece of paper in its mouth, which he detached and commenced to read through the goggles of his headdress. It was a Gospel tract! Coming to him so strangely and unexpectedly it so impressed him that he said, "I can't hold out against God's mercy in Christ any longer, since it pursues me thus." And there in the ocean depths he became a repentant man, accepted Christ, and was assured that his sins were forgiven. "Saved at the bottom of the sea" is his testimony. Is it not wonderful that God can use even an oyster as His messenger? Perhaps God is forced to use oysters when men fail. Let's get busy for God.—Christian Victory.


Guided to Read

God's guidance, as with Israel, leads into spiritually enriching experience, rich fruitage and at times into miraculous God - honoring victories. Wilberforce was guided to read, Rise and Progress of Religion in the Soul by Doddridge. It led him to Christ, and through this came freedom to all slaves in the British Empire. Sir Walter Scott, guided to read Dr. Watts' Hymn Book for Children, was saved from suicide and a lost eternity. William Carey, guided to read, Captain Cook's Voyages, was led as a missionary to India where he gave the Bible to over 200,000,000 million people in different languages. Henry Martyn, guided to read Carey's Published Letters, went to India and Persia, Adoniram Judson, guided to read Buchanan's Star in the East, went to Burma. David Livingstone, being guided to read Dr. Dick's Philosophy of a Future State, went to his great work in Africa.

Trade Unions Sermon Illustrations

CHAIRMAN OF THE COMMITTEE—"Is this the place where you are happy all the time?"

ST. PETER (proudly)—"It is, sir."

"Well, I represent the union, and if we come in we can only agree to be happy eight hours a day."
Training Sermon Illustrations

The mountain goat which lives in the higher reaches of the mountains must in due season teach her offspring how to jump from crag to crag.

When they come to the edge of a ledge which mother has selected, the little fellow naturally hesitates, so mother promptly pushes him over the cliff. Terrified, the young goat manages to strike his feet against a jutting rock, and then he bounces safely to a trail below. Mother knows that there is a ledge below, and a trail that her son can jump to, for she has made these jumps many times before, and she will not lead her offspring into a task he is incapable of. The feet of a mountain goat are made 'non​skid.' In like manner God trains His people. It is through God-appointed trials that our faith is strengthened.—Christian Victory 
(Deut. 32. 11; James 1. 12)

Traitors Sermon Illustrations

The story has often been told of Mr. H. St. John standing in the private chapel of Keble College, Oxford, contemplating Holman Hunt's masterpiece, 'The Light of the World'. Suddenly, the silence was broken by a crowd of tourists led by a guide, a man with a particularly strident voice. After a hasty explanation of the painting, he announced, 'The original of this picture was sold for £5,000.' Without a moment's hesitation Mr. St. John stepped forward and said very quietly, 'Ladies and gentlemen, may I say that the true Original of this picture was sold for thirty pieces of silver?' After a moment's silence, the crowd of people passed out of the chapel without another word.

(Matt. 26. 14-16)



Thirty pieces of silver for the Lord of life they gave:
Thirty pieces of silver—only the price of a slave, 
But it was the priestly value of the holy One of God:
They weighed it out in the temple, the price of the Saviour's blood.

Thirty pieces of silver laid in Iscariot's hand:—
Thirty pieces of silver, and the aid of an armed band,
Like a lamb that is brought to the slaughter, led the Holy Son of God
At midnight from the garden where His sweat had been as blood.

Thirty pieces of silver burned in the traitor's brain:
Thirty pieces of silver! but oh! it is hellish gain: 
`I have sinned and betrayed the guiltless,' he cried with a fevered breath
And he cast them down in the temple and rushed to a madman's death.

Thirty pieces of silver lay in the House of God: 
Thirty pieces of silver, but oh! 'twas the price of blood.
And so, for a place to bury the stranger in, they gave
The price of their own Messiah Who lay in a borrowed grave.

It may not be for silver: it may not be for gold; 
But still by tens of thousands is this precious Saviour sold.—
Sold for a godless friendship, sold for a selfish aim,
Sold for a fleeting trifle, sold for an empty name!

Sold in the mart of science! sold in the seat of power!
Sold at the Shrine of Fortune! sold in Pleasure's bower!
Sold, where the awful bargain none but God's eye can see:
Ponder, my soul, the question, 'Shall He be sold by thee?'

Sold! O God, what a moment! stifled is con​science' voice:
Sold! and a weeping angel records the awful choice:
Sold! but the price of the Saviour to a living coal shall turn,
With the pangs of remorse for ever deep in the soul to burn.—William Blane
(Exod. 21. 32; Zech. 11. 12, 13; Matt. 26. 15; 27. 3, 4)



Still, as of old, man by himself is priced:
For thirty silver pieces Judas sold himself, not Christ.

(Matt. 27. 3, 4; Acts 1. 18)

Tramps Sermon Illustrations

LADY—"Can't you find work?"

TRAMP—"Yessum; but everyone wants a reference from my last employer."

LADY—"And can't you get one?"

TRAMP—"No, mum. Yer see, he's been dead twenty-eight years."

Transfiguration Sermon Illustrations

Transfiguration of Jesus. 

In Raphael's famous painting of the Transfiguration the artist has portrayed two scenes on a single canvas. In the upper part the Saviour shines in a blaze of supernatural light. Moses and Elias are doing homage to Him, and the favoured three lie prostrate at His feet. In the lower zone, earthbound souls are seeking salvation and yearning with deep emotion for the healing of the stricken child.—H. St. John
(Mark 9. 2-8; 14-27)

Transformation Sermon Illustrations

No more the power of human mind 
Nor strength of human will,
But vision of the open face
The newborn heart to fill.

Rejoicing in that fadeless light
Reflectors we shall be;
While walking with Him, we become 
Like Him whose face we see.—F. H. Oakley

(2 Cor. 3. 18)



Biographers of Fenelon tell us that he lived in such intimate fellowship with God that his very face shone. Lord Peterborough, a skeptic, was obliged to spend a night with him at an inn. In the morning he rushed away, saying, 'If I stay another night with that man, I shall be a Christian in spite of myself.' Someone else said of him, 'His manners were full of grace, his voice full of love, and his face full of glory.' 

(Exod. 34. 29; 2 Cor. 3. 18)



Archibald Orr Ewing, a successful business man in Glasgow, went to China as a missionary. Through communion with his Lord Jesus Christ, his features became so radiant that the people there gave him a new name—`Mr. Glory-face'.

(Exod. 34. 29; 2 Cor. 3. 18; 4. 6)



A Christian leader, a servant of Christ known for his devoutness and gracious manner, was calling at a home on a pastoral visit to the family, and knocked at the door. The knock was answered by a little girl, the daughter of the house, who, on opening the door and seeing the stranger, immediately ran inside, saying, '0 mother, come: Jesus is at the door.'—'Reflecting as a mirror the glory of the Lord and changed into the same image from glory to glory.'

(2 Cor. 3. 18)



The word 'Metamorphoo', the Greek for 'transform', occurs three times in the New Testament: Matt. 17. 2; Rom. 12. 2 and 2 Cor. 3. 18.

From that Greek word we get our English term—`metamorphosis'. The entomologist, when he uses the term, envisages the trans​formation of the caterpillar through the chrysalis stage into the beautiful winged butterfly. It is a change of form and appearance from ugliness to beauty, but it also suggests a change of habits and manner of life.

(1 Cor. 6. 9-11)



Look on His face: so shall His light Divine 
On Thee in radiancy and beauty shine:
Walk in His steps; the path that Jesus trod 
Shall lead thee safely on to Heaven and God. 
List to His voice, and thou shalt ever hear
His words of comfort, peace, thy heart to cheer. 
Put thou thy hand in His, and thou shalt see 
How strong, how firm His hold on thee shall be.

(2 Cor. 3. 18)



Gazing on the cloudless glory of the Lord they love,
While on high He fills with radiance those bright courts above,
Day by day a change is passing o'er each upturned brow,
Soon to shine with Christ in glory, though so dimly now.

(2 Cor. 3. 18; 1 John 3. 2; Dan. 12. 3)



He who sets out to change individual lives may be an optimist; but he who sets out to change society without first changing the individual is a lunatic.—Dr. S. M. Zwemer
(Acts 26. 18)



A British vessel landed Mr. and Mrs. Paton on an island under armed guard and stood by while the crew built the missionaries a house in which to dwell. Then they sailed away, convinced that they would never see the courageous couple again.

What followed constitutes one of the greatest and most thrilling romances of all time. The people with whom the Patons worked were brutal and cruel almost beyond hope. After a short time Mrs. Paton died of a tropical disease that was swift and deadly. Her husband buried her, and so low were the standards of the natives that they demanded her body for their feast. John Paton had to lie upon her grave, musket in hand, ten days and nights, aided only by his dog. This was the only way he could preserve his wife's body. When he was sure that the dear form was corrupted so as to be inedible, he retired to his lonely house and began the translation of the Bible into the native tongue. For thirty years he laboured with those people. Then a commission of the British Government visited the Islands and published an official document of congratulation, saying that the `cannibals' of the New Hebrides had now become the most advanced and cultured of all the native tribes who lived under the British flag. In those thirty years a race had been transformed and redeemed by the cultural power of the wonderful Word.—Harry Rimmer
(Ps. 119. 105; 2 Cor. 3. 18)



There is a story told of an American who went over to Paris, and, wishing to buy his wife a little gift, purchased a phosphorescent, mother-of-pearl match-box container; and the beauty of it was that in the dark it was said to radiate a wonderful light. He packed it in his trunk, took it home to the U.S.A., and after the family welcome dinner asked for the lights to be put out. In the dark he took the match-box container from his pocket to present it to his wife, but, when he looked at it, it was as black as the darkness around. Then he said, 'That is just what they palm off on foreigners. I've been swindled.' Next day his wife, a bit curious, discovered on the box a few words in French. She took it down to some friends who had a French maid and had it translated. That night, in the darkness, it was all aglow, for she had followed the instructions written on the box, which said: 

'If you keep me all day long in the sunlight,
I will shine for you all night long in the darkness.' 

(2 Cor. 4. 6; Phil. 2. 15)

Transient Sermon Illustrations

Transience of Earthly Things

Once in Persia reigned a king, who upon his signet ring
'Graved a maxim true and wise which, if held before the eyes,
Gave him counsel at a glance fit for every change and chance:
'Even this shall pass away.'

Trains of camels through the sand brought him gems from Samarcand;
Fleets of galleys through the seas brought him pearls to match with these,
But he counted not his gain treasures of the mine or main;
'What is wealth?' the king would say: 'Even this shall pass away.'

In the revels of his court, at the zenith of the sport,
When the palms of all his guests burned with clapping at his jests,
He, amid his figs and wine, cried, 'Oh, loving friends of mine!
Pleasures come, but not to stay: Even this shall pass away.'

Fighting on a furious field, once a javelin pierced his shield,
Soldiers with a loud lament bore him bleeding to his tent.
Groaning from his tortured side, 'Pain is hard to bear,' he cried,
'But with patience, day by day, even this shall pass away.'

Towering in the public square, twenty cubits in the air,
Rose his statue carved in stone. Then the king, disguised, unknown,
Stood before his sculptured name musing meekly, 'What is fame?
Fame is but a slow decay—Even this shall pass away.'

Struck with palsy, sere and old, waiting at the Gates of gold,
Said he with his dying breath, 'Life is done, but what is death?'
Then, in answer to the king, fell a sunbeam on his ring,
Showing by a heavenly ray: 'Even this shall pass away.'

(Heb. 11. 25; James 4. 14)

Transmutation Sermon Illustrations

Fred Stone, of Montgomery and Stone fame, and Eugene Wood, whose stories and essays are well known, met on Broadway recently. They stopped for a moment to exchange a few cheerful views, when a woman in a particularly noticeable sheath-gown passed. Simultaneously, Wood turned to Stone; Stone turned to Wood; then both turned to rubber.

Travellers Sermon Illustrations

An American tourist, who was stopping in Tokio had visited every point of interest and had seen everything to be seen except a Shinto funeral. Finally she appealed to the Japanese clerk of the hotel, asking him to instruct her guide to take her to one. The clerk was politeness itself. He bowed gravely and replied: "I am very sorry, Madam, but this is not the season for funerals."



A gentleman whose travel-talks are known throughout the world tells the following on himself:

"I was booked for a lecture one night at a little place in Scotland four miles from a railway station.

"The 'chairman' of the occasion, after introducing me as 'the mon wha's coom here tae broaden oor intellects,' said that he felt a wee bit of prayer would not be out of place.

"'O Lord,' he continued, 'put it intae the heart of this mon tae speak the truth, the hale truth, and naething but the truth, and gie us grace tae understan' him.'

"Then, with a glance at me, the chairman said, 'I've been a traveler meself!'"—Fenimore Marlin.


Two young Americans touring Italy for the first time stopped off one night at Pisa, where they fell in with a convivial party at a cafe. Going hilariously home one pushed the other against a building and held him there.

"Great heavens!" cried the man next the wall, suddenly glancing up at the structure above him. "See what we're doing!" Both roisterers fled.

They left town on an early morning train, not thinking it safe to stay over and see the famous leaning tower.



Mr. Hiram Jones had just returned from a personally conducted tour of Europe.

"I suppose," commented a friend, "that when you were in England you did as the English do and dropped your H's."

"No," moodily responded the returned traveller; "I didn't. I did as the Americans do. I dropped my V's and X's."

Then he slowly meandered down to the bank to see if he couldn't get the mortgage extended.—W. Hanny.


A number of tourists were recently looking down the crater of Vesuvius. An American gentleman said to his companion.

"That looks a good deal like the infernal regions."

An English lady, overhearing the remark, said to another:

"Good gracious! How these Americans do travel."



An American tourist hailing from the west was out sight-seeing in London. They took him aboard the old battle-ship Victory, which was Lord Nelson's flagship in several of his most famous naval triumphs. An English sailor escorted the American over the vessel, and coming to a raised brass tablet on the deck he said, as he reverently removed his hat:

"'Ere, sir, is the spot where Lord Nelson fell."

"Oh, is it?" replied the American, blankly. "Well, that ain't nothin'. I nearly tripped on the blame thing myself."



On one of the famous scenic routes of the west there is a brakeman who has lost the forefinger of his right hand.

His present assignment as rear-end brakeman on a passenger train places him in the observation car, where he is the target for an almost unceasing fusillade of questions from tourists who insist upon having the name, and, if possible, the history, of all the mountain cañons and points of interest along the route.

One especially enthusiastic lady tourist had kept up her Gattling fire of questions until she had thoroughly mastered the geography of the country. Then she ventured to ask the brakeman how he had lost his finger:

"Cut off in making a coupling between cars, I suppose?"

"No, madam; I wore that finger off pointing out scenery to tourists."



Know most of the rooms of thy native country before thou goest over the threshold thereof.—Fuller.


When I was at home, I was in a better place; but travelers must be content.—Shakespeare.


As the Spanish proverb says, "He who would bring home the wealth of the Indies must carry the wealth of the Indies with him." So it is in traveling: a man must carry knowledge with him, if he would bring home knowledge.—Samuel Johnson.
Travelling Sermon Illustrations

A Tiresome Companion

The celebrated George Selwyn was once travelling, and was interrupted by the frequent impertinence of a companion, who was constantly teasing him with questions, and asking him how he did. "How are you now, sir?" said the impertinent. George, in order to get rid of his importunity, replied, "Very well: and I intend to continue so all the rest of the journey."



Charles Lamb

A farmer, by chance a companion in a coach with Charles Lamb, kept boring him to death with questions, in the jargon of agriculturists, about crops. At length he put a poser—"And pray, sir, how are turnips this year?" "Why that, sir," stammered out Lamb, "will depend upon the boiled legs of mutton."



An English gentleman travelling through the Highlands, came to the inn of Letter Finlay, in the braes of Lochaber. He saw no person near the inn, and knocked at the door. No answer. He knocked repeatedly with as little success; he then opened the door, and walked in. On looking about, he saw a man lying on a bed, whom he hailed thus: "Are there any Christians in this house?" "No," was the reply, "we are all Camerons."



Welcome Sight

A writer of a modern book of travels, relating the particulars of his being cast away, thus concludes: "After having walked eleven hours without having traced the print of human foot, to my great comfort and delight, I saw a man hanging upon a gibbet; my pleasure at the cheering prospect was inexpressible; for it convinced me that I was in a civilized country!"

Treachery Sermon Illustrations

The Italian workman in the West was warned to look out for rattlesnakes. He was assured, however, that a snake would never strike until after sounding the rattles. One day, while seated on a log, eating his lunch, the Italian saw a rattlesnake coiled ready to strike. He lifted his legs carefully, with the intention of darting away on the other side of the log the moment the rattles should sound their warning. But just as his feet cleared the top of the log, the snake struck out and its fangs were buried in the wood only the fraction of an inch below the Italian's trousers. The frightened man fled madly, but he took breath to shriek over his shoulder:
"Son of a gun! Why you no ringa da bell?"

Treason Sermon Illustrations

It was during the Parnell agitation in Ireland that an anti-Parnellite, criticising the ways of tenants in treating absentee landlords, exclaimed to Archbishop Ryan of Philadelphia: "Why, it looks very much like treason."

Instantly came the answer in the Archbishop's best brogue: "Sure, treason is reason when there's an absent 't'."



Treason doth never prosper: what's the reason?
Why if it prosper, none dare call it treason.

Treasure Trove Sermon Illustrations

An old negro, who had almost attained the century mark, nearly blind, almost completely disabled, without friends, relations, or money, felt himself about to die, and stealthily made his way into a farmer's barn, where he burrowed into the haymow. But the farmer had observed the man's entrance, and after getting his shotgun, he hurried to the barn.

"I got you!" he cried savagely. "Dog gone you! I got you!"

The moribund derelict thrust his black face from the mow, and showed his toothless gums in a grin, as he answered:

"An' a great git you got!"

Trees Sermon Illustrations

Fruitful at 132

In Jerseyville, Illinois, there is the oldest fruit tree in Jersey County —a 132-year-old pear tree. It is bearing fruit again this year. The famous tree was brought here from New Jersey by Dr. Ralph Van Pelt in 1830 by covered wagon. The tree has attracted wide attention. Several years ago the Department of Agriculture and several state departments of agriculture cut scions from it for propagation.

Knowledge of that tree ought to encourage old people to believe that, no matter how heavy the weight of years, they can bear fruit and make what Jesus said a reality in their lives: "Herein is my Father glorified, that ye bear much fruit; so shall ye be my disciples" (John 15:8).

Old people can remain young in spirit and remain creatively active all their lives, even as Goethe who completed Faust at eighty; even as Titian who painted masterpieces at ninety-eight; even as Toscanini who conducted at eighty-five; even as Justice Holmes who wrote Supreme Court decisions at ninety; even as Edison who was busy in his laboratory at eighty-four; even as Benjamin Franklin who helped to frame the American Constitution at eighty; even as Adenauer who showed statesmanship and leadership at eighty-four; even as Churchill who was wielding world-wide influence at eighty-five, even as ex-president Herbert Hoover who wrote history at eighty-seven. 



CURIOUS CHARLEY—"Do nuts grow on trees, father?"
FATHER—"They do, my son."
CURIOUS CHARLEY—"Then what tree does the doughnut grow on?"
FATHER—"The pantry, my son."

Trails Sermon Illustrations

The particular thorn which troubles you, whether it be the positive distress of something present or the lack of something desired and sought after, is undoubtedly for your good. You may not see it, but it may be keeping you humble, keeping you safe, and teaching you to lean upon God.

Samuel Rutherford, writing once a letter of consolation to a sorely tried friend, reminded him that Christ, in selecting a cross for him, had ten thousand upon which he might have drawn and that, of this great number, this was the particular cross which he had chosen for him. This is worth thinking about when your thorn seems sharper than you can endure. This is the cross and this the thorn which Christ has chosen for you.



John Wesley was one day walking along the road with a friend who, sore vexed and troubled, expressed his doubts of God's goodness. 'I don't know what I shall do with all my worries and troubles,' said he. Wesley noticed a cow looking over a stone wall, and put the question, 'Why does a cow look over the wall?'

`Because it can't see through it, I suppose,' replied his friend.

`Precisely!' said Wesley. 'So, if you can't see through your troubles, try looking over them: and look up to God.'



Pressed out of measure and pressed to all length; 
Pressed so intensely, it seems beyond strength: 
Pressed in the body and pressed in the soul, 
Pressed in the mind till the dark surges roll: 
Pressure by foes, and pressure by friends: 
Pressure on pressure, till life nearly ends. 
Pressed into knowing no helper but God; 
Pressed into loving the staff and the rod: 
Pressed into liberty where nothing clings, 
Pressed into faith for impossible things.
Pressed into living a life in the Lord, 
Pressed into living a Christ-life outpoured. 

(Ps. 73. 26; Job. 23. 10; 2 Cor. 1. 8)



A jeweler gives as one of the surest tests for diamonds the `water test'. He says: 'An imitation diamond is never so brilliant as a genuine stone. If your eye is not experienced enough to detect the difference, a simple test is to place the stone under water. The imitation diamond is practically extinguished. A genuine diamond sparkles under water and is distinctly visible. If you place a genuine stone beside an imitation under water, the contrast will be apparent to the least experienced eye.'

Many seem confident of their faith so long as they have no trials; but when the waters of sorrow and affliction overflow them, their faith loses its brilliancy. It is under these circum​stances that the true children of God shine as genuine jewels.

(Job. 23. 10; Isa. 43. 1, 2; 1 Pet. 1. 7)



As woods, when shaken by the breeze,
Take deeper, firmer root, 
As winter's frosts but make the trees
Abound in summer fruit; 
So every Heaven-sent pang and throe
That Christian firmness tries, 
But nerves us for our work below,
And forms us for the skies.—Lyte


Happy is he whose heart Hath found the art
To turn his double pains to double praise.—Geo. Herbert


Passing Trials

"Our light affliction, which is but for a moment" (II Cor. 4:17).

He was a very illiterate negro, who could only spell his way through the Bible with great effort and often failed to grasp the full import of the passages he tried to read. Rising to his feet in a testimony meeting where the leader had called upon each one to give his favorite portion of Scripture, the aged, colored brother said, "I gets more help from dem bressed words 'And it came to pass' than anything else in the Bible."

Asked what he meant, he explained, "When I'se so upset wid trouble and pestered wid trials, I goes to the Bible and begins to read, and I never goes far before I come across dem words, 'It came to pass' and I says, Tress de Lawd. It didn't come to stay. It come to pass!' " Surely we may all learn from his simple faith. 



The colored man was before the court, accused of horse-stealing. The prosecuting attorney read the indictment sternly, and then asked:

"Are you guilty, or not guilty?"

The prisoner wriggled perplexedly, and then grinned propitiatingly as he said:

"Now, suh, boss, ain't dat perzakly de ting we'se done gwine diskiver in dis-yere trial?"

Tribulation Sermon Illustrations

It takes tribulation to make a Corinthian column. The mighty monarch of the forest in Wisconsin or Georgia felt the fierce blows of the ax, until at length it fell with a vast sigh to the earth, leaving a lonely place against the sky. Tribulation cast it into the river and floated it to the sawmills; tribulation sawed it and cut it and shaped it and hammered it.
But there it stands now, recalling the temple of Olympian Zeus and holding the dome over our heads as we worship the invisible God.



Trouble may be sent to us by God, but it is not necessary for us to know why. That old saint of Scotland, Samuel Rutherford, once in deep distress was tempted to murmur and almost gave up hope. But ere long he was given comfort and strength in his distress, and began to see the purpose of it. It was then he wrote that we must never try to read God's messages through the envelope in which they come. He meant that it takes time for God's purpose to be made clear to us. "Fool that I was," wrote Rutherford, "not to know that the messages of God are not to be read through the envelope in which they are enclosed."



Two men were once discussing why it is that you cannot see the stars by day. The stars are still there; the distance is not greater by day than by night; why, then, cannot these mighty lamps be seen by day? One man maintained that they could be seen if one went far enough down in a well. The other denied the proposition but permitted himself to be lowered into the well. After he had been lowered a certain distance, he was asked if he could see the stars, and said, "No." Still farther down the same question was asked, with the same answer. But when he had been lowered to a great depth, then, looking up toward the heavens, he said he was able to see the stars.

Go down deep enough into a well, and you can see the stars by day. So to those who are willing to cooperate with God, and to will for themselves the things which he hath willed for them, the deep well of adversity and trouble is a place whence they can see the stars of the spiritual heavens and know that in all and above all and through all is God, and that God is love.



Even the heaviest troubles will pass away. Lincoln used to say to himself so often in the midst of his many distresses, "This, too, shall pass away." That was the word engraved upon an emerald given to an Eastern king by his daughter. Unable to control his anxious moments, he asked his wise men for a motto suitable alike in prosperity and adversity. After many suggestions had been rejected, his daughter gave him an emerald with this inscription upon it, "This, too, shall pass away."



The tried man is the strong man, not the untried one. Thomas Guthrie, after he left Edinburgh, pursued scientific studies at the Sorbonne, in France. In the chemistry lecture one day the professor, lecturing on iron, produced a Damascus blade. "To put it to the trial, he placed the sword in the hands of a very powerful man, his assistant, desiring him to strike it with all his might against a bar of iron. With the arm of a giant the assistant sent the blade flashing around his head, and then down on the iron block, into which, instead of being shivered like glass, it imbedded itself, quivering, but uninjured." The lecturer stated that he believed these swords owed their remarkable temper to the fact that the iron of which they were made was smelted by the charcoal of a thorn bush that grew in the desert. The life that has had thorns in it, that has had its blade tempered with the ashes of the thorns—with trial, adversity, temptation—is the strong, the flashing, the penetrating, the conquering life.



There is an old Greek story of a soldier under Antigonus who had a disease that was extremely painful and likely at any time to destroy his life. In every campaign he was in the forefront of the hottest battle. His pain prompted him to fight in order to forget it, and his expectation of death at any time made him court death on the martial field. His general, Antigonus, so admired the bravery of the man that he had him cured of his malady by a renowned physician. From that moment the valiant soldier was no longer seen at the front. He avoided danger instead of seeking it, and sought to protect his life instead of risking it on the field. His tribulation made him fight well; his health and comfort destroyed his usefulness as a soldier.

Were you relieved of some burden, or healed of some disease, or set free from some worry, you might lose in moral and spiritual power and influence.



In a magazine article a prominent newspaper editor of the South tells what tribulation did for him. He was often bitterly attacked, and answered railing with railing and reviling with reviling. He was successful from a business standpoint, but he lived in an atmosphere of bitterness and scorn and belligerency.

One day he was taken sick, and for weary weeks lay at the point of death. In the great silence and quiet of the antechamber of death he had time to look into the heart of things. When he was convalescent, he saw about him the flowers that friends had sent, heard his wife real telegrams and letters and repeat messages that had come, and saw how the churches, which he had long attacked because he thought they had attacked him, had prayed for him.

He emerged from the shadow country a new man. "I still walk," he says, "down the streets of Elizabeth City, and to all appearances I may seem the same to all my neighbors. But I am not the same. My little excursion into the Valley of the Great Shadow, and the revelation of the beauty of human nature that it brought me, has softened me and made me a more humble, a more grateful, and a more reverent individual. There has come back to me a line which I read years and years ago, and which had little meaning for me at the time: 'In a world where death is, I have no time for hate.'"



Henry Ward Beecher, who himself came up out of the severest kind of tribulation which can befall mortal man, has a noble paragraph on the subject: "No man can enter into the Kingdom of God without strife. No virtue can be wrought out without strife. Our virtues are like crystals hidden in rocks. No man shall find them by any soft ways, but by the hammer and by fire. If there is anything which is to endure the fear of death, and the strifes of the eternal world, it is that to which we come by suffering. And we are to account nothing too heavy, nothing too sharp, nothing too long, in this life that shall bring us at last, crowned and robed and sceptred, into the presence of our own God to be participators of His immortality."



The English poet Southey, whose "The Inchcape Rock" and "The Battle of Blenheim" many learned in their childhood, illustrated in his life the purifying and uplifting power of tribulation. His life was bound up in his son Herbert, who died at the age of nine. When the tidings were first brought to him, and when he was first able to speak, Southey uttered the words of Job: "The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord" (1:21). The blow was a terrible one. "The head and flower of my earthly happiness is cut off," he wrote, "but I am not unhappy." In the Fragmentary Thoughts occasioned by his son's death, broken fragments without connection, we catch echoes of his grief, but also of his Christian submission and faith. Here are some of those fragments:

"Thy life was a day, and, sum it well, life is but a week of such days, with how much storm and cold and darkness! "

Come, then, Pain and infirmity—appointed guests, 
My heart is ready.
But the key to his victory is summed up in this fragment:

My soul Needed perhaps a longer discipline,
Or sorer penance, here.

In the great grief that had overtaken him, Southey strove to find the meaning in the discipline and refinement of his own spirit.



One of the cousins of John Brown speaks in a letter of a remark made by his famous relative one day when the theory of human perfection was being discussed. Meaning that you could never judge a man's true character until you saw him in the midst of trial, he said: "We never know ourselves till we are thoroughly tried. As the heating of an old smooth coin will make the effaced stamp visible again, so the fire of temptation reveals what is latent even to ourselves."

Trigonometry Sermon Illustrations

A prisoner was brought before a police magistrate. He looked around and discovered that his clerk was absent. "Here, officer," he said, "what's this man charged with?"

"Bigotry, your Honor," replied the policeman. "He's got three wives."

The magistrate looked at the officer as though astounded at such ignorance. "Why, officer," he said, "that's not bigotry—that's trigonometry."

Trinity Sermon Illustrations
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Norman Macleod used to sum up his Christian faith in these words: "There is a Father in heaven who loves us, a Brother-Saviour who died for us, a Spirit who helps us to be good, and a home where we shall all meet at last."



On one of the Canadian rivers, which flows through a fearful chasm, which stand confronting one another two mighty crags, whose pinnacles tower hundreds of feet into the heavens, and whose roots lay hold upon the foundations of the earth. They have been named "Trinity" and "Eternity."

So in the Christian revelation, confronting one another and inseparable from any true thought of God, there stand these two doctrines of the Christian God—his eternity, the successionless and timeless existence of the everlasting I Am, and his trinity, his threefold expression of himself as God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost. Both of these ideas baffle human comprehension. When we try to grasp either one of them, the words of Job come to our lips: "Canst thou by searching find out God? canst thou find out the Almighty unto perfection?" (11:7). The question answers itself. When we try to behold the triune God, we feel like a man who gazes upon the midday sun.



To the great One in Three 
Eternal praises be
Hence evermore. 
His sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see, 
And to eternity
Love and adore.—Anonymous


I believe in God the Father . . . and in Jesus Christ, His only begotten Son ... I believe in the Holy Spirit.—Apostles' Creed.


And the catholic faith is this: That we worship one God in Trinity, and Trinity in Unity.—Athanasian Creed
Triplets Sermon Illustrations

When the domestic event was due, the prospective father, being ordered out of the house, celebrated the occasion with many friends in a number of saloons. He celebrated so well that the clock was striking three in the morning when he entered the house. A nurse hurried to him, and undid some wrappings that revealed three tiny faces. The father stared reproachfully at the clock in the hall, and then, again regarding his group of children, spoke earnestly:

"Oi'm not superstitious, but Oi thank hivin Oi didn't come home at twelve!"

Triumph Sermon Illustrations

Paul uses several times the figure of a Roman triumphal procession. On the triumphant Roman conqueror great honours were conferred. When he returned from the field of battle victorious he received a great ovation in his capital. He had a magnificent entry into the capital attended by the spoils of war, and by princes, nobles and generals whom he had taken captive. White horses, or elephants, or lions, or tigers, drew his splendid chariot. Fragrant odours were diffused, and flowers were scattered along the way while incense was burned on the altars. The whole city was filled with the smoke of the sacrifices, and with aromatic perfumes.

It is from the same Greek word that Paul uses that we derive our English word `triumph'.

(2 Cor. 2. 14; Eph. 4. 8; Col. 2. 15 

Trouble Sermon Illustrations

"What is the trouble, wifey?"

"Nothing."

"Yes, there is. What are you crying about, something that happened at home or something that happened in a novel?"



It was married men's night at the revival meeting.

"Let all you husbands who have troubles on your minds stand up!" shouted the preacher at the height of his spasm.

Instantly every man in the church arose except one.

"Ah!" exclaimed the preacher, peering out at this lone individual, who occupied a chair near the door. "You are one in a million."

"It ain't that," piped back this one helplessly as the rest of the congregation gazed suspiciously at him: "I can't get up—I'm paralyzed!"



JUDGE—"Your innocence is proved. You are acquitted."

PRISONER (to the jury)—"Very sorry, indeed, gentlemen, to have given you all this trouble for nothing."



A friend of mine, returning to his home in Virginia after several years' absence, met one of the old negroes, a former servant of his family. "Uncle Moses," he said, "I hear you got married."

"Yes, Marse Tom, I is, and I's having a moughty troublesome time, Marse Tom, moughty troublesome."

"What's the trouble?" said my friend.

"Why, dat yaller woman, Marse Tom. She all de time axin' me fer money. She don't give me no peace."

"How long have you been married, Uncle Moses?"

"Nigh on ter two years, come dis spring."

"And how much money have you given her?"

"Well, I ain't done gin her none yit."—Sue M.M. Halsey.


If you want to forget all your other troubles, wear tight shoes.



Never bear more than one kind of trouble at a time. Some people bear three—all they have had, all they have now, and all they expect to have.—Edward Everett Hale.
Trust Sermon Illustrations

Strength comes to us equal to our need. "As thy days, so shall thy strength be." (Deut. 33:25.) How many promises of God's Word there are which are of a nature to deliver us from fear! They are like moles, or sea walls, thrust out into the deep, and within their shelter all is peace and quiet.

Dwight L. Moody's favorite verse was Isaiah 12:2: "I will trust, and not be afraid." He used to say: "You can travel first class or second class to heaven. Second class is, 'What time I am afraid, I will trust.' First class is, 'I will trust, and not be afraid.' " That is the better way. Why not buy a first-class ticket?



A man was once being conducted by a guide over a dangerous Alpine trail. At length they came to a place where a great rock jutted out over the precipice, leaving only the fragment of a pathway. The guide laid hold on the rock with one hand and put his other hand down on what was left of the trail, the hand extending out over the abyss. He told the other man to step on his hand and forearm and thus pass around the rock in safety. The man hesitated and was afraid; but the guide said, "Do not fear to stand on my hand. That hand has never yet lost a man!"

The pierced hand of Christ has never yet lost a man who took that hand and put his trust in him.



Madame Chiang Testifies

A missionary traveling inland writes the following:

We had the pleasure of meeting Madame Chiang Kai-shek during an air alarm. She is a charming woman, and her faith is triumphant. Madame Chiang said: "God has eyes, He can see, and He knows that our cause is righteous. The darkest hour comes before the dawn. It is easy to trust God when all goes smoothly, but when everything is dark, then it means faith."

Let us pray that she and the Generalissimo may continue to triumph. His favorite hymn is "Lead kindly light, amid the encircling gloom."—China's Millions


Foolish Birds and People

One morning I wanted to feed the birds. It was gray and cold and the ground was covered with snow. I stepped out on the porch and flung them handfuls of crumbs and called to them. No. there they sat, cold and hungry and afraid. They did not trust me. As I sat and watched and waited, it seemed to me I could get God's viewpoint more clearly than ever before. He offers, plans, waits, hopes, longs for all things for our good. But He has to watch and wait as I did for my timid friends.—Sunday School Times.


"Careful and Troubled"

And Jesus answered and said...thou art careful and troubled about many things.—By WINIFRED M. NIENHUIS, Oak Park, Ill.

"Careful and troubled"—ah, weary one, rest;
Cease thy vain striving and lean on His breast;
He knows the dangers that lurk just ahead,
Knows, too, when heart fails and all hope has fled.
"Careful and troubled"—ah, burdened one, trust,
Why should you fear? God is faithful and just!
He has His covenant honored with you, 
Surely the promises given are true.
"Careful and troubled"—so filled with unrest,
Dreading the dawn with its toil and its test,
Trust Him your courage and strength to renew,
He will give grace for each task you must do.
Nothing is hid from His all-seeing eye, 
Never a teardrop, nor even a sigh; 
"Careful and troubled" you never need be,
Trust Him completely and doubtings will flee.—Moody Monthly.


A Great Compliment

One wet, foggy, muddy day, a little girl was standing on one side of a street in London waiting for an opportunity to cross over. Those who have seen London streets on such a day, with their wet and mud, and have watched the rush of cabs, hansoms, omnibuses, and carriages, will not wonder that a little girl should be afraid to try to make her way through such a Babel as that. So she walked up and down, and looked into the faces of those who passed by. some looked careless, some harsh, some were in haste, and she did not find the one she sought, until at length an aged man, rather tall and spare, and of grave yet kindly aspect, came walking down the street. Looking into his face, she seemed to see the one for whom she had been waiting, and she went up to him and whispered timidly:

"Please, sir, will you help me over?"

The old man saw the little girl safely across the street, and when he afterward told the story he said of the incident. "That little child's trust was the greatest compliment I ever had in my life."

That man was Lord Shaftesbury. He had received honors at the hands of a mighty nation; he was complimented with the freedom of the greatest city on the globe; he had received the honors conferred by royalty; but the greatest compliment he ever had in his life was when that little unknown girl singled him out in the jostling crowd of a London street and dared to trust him, stranger though he was, to protect and assist her.—Selected.


Where to Trust

Trust in yourself, and you are doomed to disappointment; trust in your friends, and they will die and leave you; trust in money, and you may have it taken from you; trust in reputation, and some slanderous tongue may blast it; but trust in God, and you are never to be confounded in time or eternity.—D. L. Moody.


Why Everyone but God?

How often we trust each other,
And only doubt our Lord.
We take the word of mortals,
And yet distrust His Word;

But oh, what light and glory
Would shine o'er all our days, 
If we always would remember
God means just what He says.—A. B. Simpson.
A Million Testimonies

Shott's drug store in Galveston, Tex., was open continuously day and night for twenty-six years. At the close of this long period all their filled prescriptions were displayed, above them read this sign: "Trusted One Million Times." Daniel did not betray God's trust in him.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


Greatness of Faith

Two Christians were once speaking of their experiences, and one said, "It is terribly hard to trust God and realize His hand in the dark passages of life." "Well, brother," said the other, "if you cannot trust a man out of your sight, he is not worth much; and if you cannot trust God in the dark, it shows you do not trust Him at all."—Courtesy of Moody Monthly.


Can We Hold Out?

I met an old Negro and asked him how long he had been serving the Lord. "Fifty years," he replied. "Well, Uncle," I said, "after keeping the faith for so long, you must feel pretty confident of holding out to the end." "Ah, Massa," he replied, "it's only a question of whether de Lord can hold on, and I reckons I can trust Him."—Sunday School Times.


What though my life with wintry cares be vexed,
On a kind Father's watchful love I rest,
He meets this moment's need, I leave the rest:
And always trusting shall be always blest.—Selected.


Without Any Props

A consecrated Christian worker writes in a personal letter to a friend; "The truth is, I have been pretty much worried by the financial situation, and yesterday the Lord sent peace into my heart, so that now I have that sweet assurance that He will provide in His own time... I have been learning that the kind of trust that God wants is when everything is gone and only God remains. It's no trick to trust the Lord when the props are still standing."—Sunday School Times.


When the Check is Paid in Full

Only the one who went all the way received the blessing. Says Russell Sewall: "I carried a check halfway to the bank. Did the bank therefore pay me half the value of the check? Nay; the bank didn't pay me a cent till I went all the way to the paying teller's window. And then the check was paid in full. Half-trust in God is no trust at all, and gets no reward; and that is why so many Christians lead flabby lives."—Christian Union Herald.


Trusting the Doctor

A medical man under conviction of sin, was visiting a patient who was saved and happy in the Lord. "Now," said he addressing the sick one, "I want you just to tell me what is—this faith in Jesus, and all that sort of thing that brings peace." His patient replied, "Doctor, I felt that I could do nothing, and I have put my case in your hands—I am trusting in you! This is exactly what every poor sinner must do to be saved—put implicit trust in the Lord Jesus." "Is that all," exclaimed the doctor, "simply trusting in the Lord Jesus? I see it as I never did before. He has done the work." "Yes, Jesus said on the Cross, 'It is finished' (John 19:30), and 'whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life' (John 3:16)." From that sick bed the doctor went away rejoicing in Christ.—Scattered Seed.


Trust Illustrated

A bridge builder named Scott a few years ago superintended the erection of a railway bridge in Crawford, Ind. When that bridge was finished, he knew every joint in it and what it would stand. When the time came to put it into use the engineer asked Mr. Scott, before venturing to drive his train across, "Is the bridge all safe?" By way of reply the bridge builder laid his own body under the new bridge and signaled the train to come on.

When it is evident that a minister iF trusting the same bridge into eternity that he recommends to others, it adds great weight to his testimony.—New Century Leader.


Resignation

A visitor was once walking along a high part of the shore of the Dead Sea when he lost his balance and fell into the water. He could not swim and, in desperation lest he should sink and be drowned, he began to fling his arms about. At last he was exhausted and felt he could do no more. Then he found something happen: the water bore him up. The water of the Dead Sea is so heavy with salt and other minerals that when he lay still in it he found he floated on the surface. He could not drown so long as he resigned himself to the power of the deep. So too with us. There is a power beneath us and around us waiting to bear us up. We should cease from all our floundering and fruitless efforts and let the power of God undergird us.—R. H. W. Shepherd.


Joy in Trusting

"The Lord redeemeth the soul of His servants and none of them that trust in Him shall be desolate" (Ps. 34:22).

What a vast portion of our lives is spent in anxious and useless forebodings concerning the future, either our own or that of our dear ones! Present joys, present blessings, slip by, and we miss half their sweet flavor, and all for want of faith in Him who provides for the tiniest insect in the sunbeam. Oh, when shall we learn the sweet trust in God our little children teach us every day by their confiding faith in us? We, who are so mutable, so faulty, so irritable, so unjust: and He who is so watchful, so pitiful, so loving, so forgiving! Why cannot we, slipping our hand into His each day, walk trustingly over that day's appointed path, knowing that evening will bring us sleep, peace, and Home?—Phillips Brooks.


What Held Her Faith

"How did you feel, Auntie, while the horses were running down the hill?" "I trusted to Providence till the breeching gave way; then I shut my eyes and gave up for lost." The good woman in question was not the only Christian whose faith held only by a strap.—Dr. T. L. Cuyler.
Whom Do We Trust Most?

A mature Christian man who has served the Lord truly and effectively for many years writes to a friend about a new work and new experiences that he is having. He says: "What a change! I think, also, that I am going to enjoy resting wholly on the Lord for daily needs. I never did it before in my life. I do not know where the rent for next month is coming from, but I am not worried at all. I am wondering why I have always slept better when some big (financial) man underwrites me, and a bit nervous when only the Lord says He will supply all my needs! Aren't Christians funny?"—Sunday School Times.


Simply Trusting

There is an easy, practical way to have faith. A minister said to an evangelist who was holding services in his church: "I have no faith in this matter, but I see it is in the Word of God and I am going to act on God's Word, no matter how I feel." And the evangelist replied, "Why, that is faith!" The Word of God is the secret of faith. "Faith cometh by hearing, and hearing by the word of God." We do not attain or achieve faith, we simply receive it as we read God's Word...Many a child of God is failing to enjoy God's richest blessings in Christ because he fails to receive the gift of faith. He looks within himself for some quality that will enable him to believe, instead of "looking unto Jesus the author and finisher of our faith."—Sunday School Times.


I Stoop

Into a dark tremendous sea of cloud, 
It is but for a time: I press God's lamp 
Close to my breast: its splendours, soon or late,
Will pierce the gloom: I shall emerge ere long!"—Browning.


He does not even watch the way.
His father's hand, he knows 
Will guide his tiny feet along
The pathway as he goes.

A childlike faith! A perfect trust!
God grant to us today,
A faith that grasps Thy Father Hand 
And trusts Thee all the way.—War Cry.


Until I learned to trust
I never learned to pray,
And I did not fully learn to trust 
Till sorrow came my way.

Until I felt my weakness,
His strength I never knew;
Nor dreamed till I was stricken
That He could see me through. 

(Ps. 34. 6; 56. 3, 11; Isa. 12. 2; 26. 4)



Have you lifted anchor and hoisted sail?
Does your ship sail out to sea?
Do you tremble at peril and dread the gale
Where the waves and winds are free.
THEN TRUST IN GOD!

Is your old sail salt with the frozen foam?
And grey as the seagull's wing?
Do you long for land and native home,
When the great waves clutch and cling?
THEN TRUST IN GOD!

O the sea of Faith bath storms, God knows;
And the haven seems very far,
But he is God's true child who goes
With his eyes on the polar star. 
THEN TRUST IN GOD!

With his hands on the canvas, his foot on the ropes,
Filling each sail with wind and glee,
With dauntless courage and quenchless hopes 
Sail the ships o'er the infinite sea.
THEN TRUST IN GOD!

And the Infinite Christ Who stilled the waves
On the Sea of Galilee.
Speaks a message of peace to each troubled heart 
That sails o'er the infinite sea.
THEN TRUST IN GOD!

(Prov. 3. 5; Isa. 26. 4; Acts 27. 24, 25)



A trust is known by the companies it keeps.—Ellis O. Jones.


TOMPKINS—"Ventley has received a million dollars for his patent egg dating machine. You know it is absolutely interference-proof, and dates correctly and indelibly as the egg is being laid."

DEWLEY—"Is the machine on the market yet?"

TOMKINS—"Oh, my no! and it won't be on the market. The patent was bought by the Cold Storage Trust."

Truth Sermon Illustrations

On the great rocks and crags of the California coast near Monterey, one can see cedars of Lebanon growing in the very midst of the rock. In some way the seed found a place in the rock and, with nature's mighty and mysterious power of germination and growth, drove its way straight up and through the heart of the rock until it found the sun and the light and waved its branches over the surges of the Pacific. So is the power of one single seed of divine truth.



In the Apocryphal book of First Esdras (chaps. 3-4) it is related that after a great feast which Darius, the king of Persia, had given to the governors of 127 provinces, from India to Ethiopia, four young men of the king's guard agreed that each of them should speak a sentence, and that he whose sentence should seem wiser than the others should be clothed in purple, drink in gold, sleep on gold, have a chariot with bridles of gold, a chain about his neck, sit next to Darius, and be called his cousin. Each one wrote his sentence, sealed it, and laid it under the pillow of the king. In the morning the king found the writings under his pillow and called the young men before him to defend their statements.

The first had written: "Wine strongest." In defense of his proposition he cited the well-known effects of strong drink, how it leveled all distinctions of rank, making the fatherless child and the king on the tlhrone as one; how it could cause a man to forget pain and remember neither sorrow nor debt; how it made the poor imagine themselves rich; but also how it made men forget both friends and brethren, and fight one with another, arousing a hidden personality of evil within them so that afterward they could not remember what they had done or said. For these reason wine was strongest.

The second had written: "The king is strongest." In defense of his proposition he pointed to the unlimited sway over land and sea of such a monarch as Darius. In remotest parts his word was law. If he commanded one people to make war upon another, it was done. Men slew and were slain at his bidding. The farmers brought forth their increase and bore it unto the king as tribute. Only one man, yet none dared to depart without his permission; and what he desired, that they fulfilled. What could be stronger than such a power?

The third had written: "Women are strongest." In defense of his proposition he reminded his judges how kings might be great upon the earth, but that it was women who bore them, and that without women men could not be. Gold and silver and all goodly things men forsake in behalf of a woman. Even a man's own father and mother he would forsake for love of a woman. His country, too, he would forego if love called upon him to do it. All the fruit of his labor man will give to a woman. For woman's sake man sails the seas and crosses the rivers and fights with wild beasts and walks in darkness. For a woman men make fools of themselves and become slaves of passion, "For her sake" being the epitaph of many a man. By thousands men sinned and perished because they were drawn on by the awful and mysterious power of love for woman.

The fourth had written: "Truth is strongest." In defense of his proposition he told his judges how all the earth called upon the truth, how heaven had blessed it, and how evil works trembled in the presence of the truth. Wine and kings and women are strong, and they are wicked—but all of them perish. Truth endureth forever. She is the source of justice and order. She is the strength, kingdom, power, and majesty of all ages. When he had finished, all the people shouted and said, "Great is Truth!"



Fox wrote of John Wycliff: "For though they digged up Wycliff's body, burned his bones, and drowned his ashes, yet the word of God, and truth of His doctrine, with the truth and success thereof, they could not burn; which yet to this day for the most part of his articles do remain."

"The brook," wrote Thomas Fuller, "did convey his ashes into Avon; Avon into the Severn; Severn into the narrow seas, they into the main ocean. And thus the ashes of Wycliff are the emblem of his doctrine, which now is dispersed all the world over."

And Wordsworth, following the lead of Fox and Fuller, has preserved the same simile for us in the well-known sonnet:

As thou these ashes, little Brook! wilt bear
Into the Avon, Avon to the tide
Of Severn, Severn to the narrow seas,
Into main ocean they, this deed accurst
An emblem yields to friends and enemies,
How the bold Teacher's Doctrine, sanctified
By truth, shall spread, throughout the world dispersed.



The late Dr. A. T. Pierson told the following story of General Robert E. Lee. Hearing General Lee speak in the highest terms to President Davis about a certain officer, another officer, greatly astonished, said to him. `General, do you not know that the man of whom you spoke so highly to the President is one of your bitterest enemies, and misses no opportunity to malign you?' Yes,' replied General Lee, 'but the President asked my opinion of him, and I gave him a true answer, he did not ask his opinion of me.'

(Prov. 12. 17; Zech 8 16; Eph. 4. 25)



Truth—Eternal

Truth is a queen who has her eternal throne in heaven, and her seat of empire in the heart of God.—Bossuet 
(Dent. 32. 4; Isa. 65. 16; John 8. 32; Rom. 3. 7)



Truth—Ever true

Since truth is always true
And only true can be,
Keep me, O Lord, as true to truth
As truth is true to Thee.—T. Baird
(Eph. 4. 25; Heb. 6. 18)



Future reign of Truth

Careless seems the Great Avenger; history's pages but record
One death-grapple in the darkness 'twixt false systems and the Word,
Truth for ever on the scaffold, Wrong for ever on the throne:
Yet that scaffold sways the future, and behind the dim unknown
Standeth God within the shadows keeping watch above His own.—J. Russell Lowell 
(2 Tim. 4. 4; Titus 1. 1, 14)

Girt with Truth

At the battle of Bothwell Brig, the ammunition of the Covenanters ran out. They were waiting for a barrel of bullets, but instead, a barrel of raisins was sent to them. So they sat down in defeat. Today, as then, the soldiers of Jesus Christ must have less confectionery and more of the Truth of God. We must have our loins girt about with truth.

(Eph. 6. 14)



Hand of Truth

The nimble lie
Is like the second hand upon the clock; 
We see it fly: while the hour hand of truth
Seems to stand still, and yet it moves unseen, 
And wins at last, for the clock will not strike 
Till it has reached its goal.—H. W. Longfellow
Ps. 43. 3; Prov. 23. 23)



It fortifies my soul to know
That, though I perish, Truth is so:
That, howsoe'er I stay and range,
Whate'er I do, Thou dost not change:
I steadier step when I recall
That, if I slip, Thou dost not fall.—Clough


Christians are to speak the whole truth without distortion, diminution, or exaggeration. The word of a Christian ought to be his bond, every syllable being the expression of "truth in the inward parts." The sacred majesty of truth is ever to characterize and hallow all his communications.—Eadie


There was a young lady named Ruth,
Who had a great passion for truth.
She said she would die
Before she would lie,
And she died in the prime of her youth.



Women do not really like to deceive their husbands, but they are too tender-hearted to make them unhappy by telling them the truth.



Nature ... has buried truth deep in the bottom of the sea.—Democritus.


"Tis strange—but true; for truth is always strange, Stranger than fiction."—Byron.
Truth-Tellers Sermon Illustrations

The little girl evidently appreciated the fact that all men and women are liars, for Punch records the following as the dialogue between her and her mother when she had been caught in a fib:

Mother: "It is very naughty to tell untruths, Kitty. Those who do so, never go to heaven."

Kitty: "Don't you ever tell an untruth, Mummy?"

Mother: "No, dear—never."

Kitty: "Well, you'll be fearfully lonely, won't you, with only George Washington?"

Turkeys Sermon Illustrations

"Ah," says the Christmas guest. "How I wish I could sit down to a Christmas dinner with one of those turkeys we raised on the farm, when I was a boy, as the central figure!"

"Well," says the host, "you never can tell. This may be one of them."—Life.
Tutors Sermon Illustrations

A tutor who tooted a flute
Tried to teach two young tooters to toot.
Said the two to the tutor,
"Is it harder to toot, or
To tutor two tutors to toot?"—Carolyn Wells.
Twins Sermon Illustrations

"Faith, Mrs. O'Hara, how d' ye till thim twins aparrt?"

"Aw, 't is aisy—I sticks me finger in Dinnis's mouth, an' if he bites I know it's Moike."—Harvard Lampoon.
Typographical Errors Sermon Illustrations

The woman lecturing on dress reform was greatly shocked when she read the report as published in the local paper. The writer had been innocent enough, for his concluding sentence was:

"The lady lecturer on dress wore nothing that was remarkable."

But the merry compositor inserted a period, which was left undisturbed by the proofreader, so that the published statement ran:

"The lady lecturer on dress wore nothing. That was remarkable."



The poet, in a fine frenzy, dashed off a line that was really superb: "See the pale martyr in his sheet of fire."

The devilish compositor so tangled the words that, when the poem was published, this line read: "See the pale martyr with his shirt on fire."



The critic, in his review of the burlesque, wrote: "The ladies of Prince Charming's household troops filled their parts to perfection."

The compositor, in his haste, read an n for the r in the word parts, and the sentence, thus changed, radically in its significance, duly appeared in the morning paper.

Tyrants Sermon Illustrations

Tyrants were unconstitutional monarchs who ruled Greek cities or states in the seventh to the third centuries B.C. Under the rule of these upstarts many cities and states attained their great power and splendour.

They were not necessarily bad or cruel rulers. They were often patrons of the Arts and Literature. But they were usurpers, men who rose to power out of party strife and general unrest.

Dionysius, the Tyrant of Syracuse, started life as a clerk in a public office. He ruled Syracuse, the capital or principal city of Sicily, for thirty years, and concentrated in it the 'greatness and glory of the Greek world in the West'. Timoleon was a Greek general who made himself master of Corinth, and later was chosen by popular vote to attack Syracuse, of which he became the Tyrant, ruling well for many years. Hiero II, another General, rose to be Tyrant and was acclaimed as king, ruling wisely and maintaining peace for fifty years.

The name `tyrannus' (tyrant) is of obscure origin. Today it has acquired a meaning far removed from its original one of 'king' or `monarch', but we have seen in Europe and are seeing in the Middle East and Egypt a remarkable recrudescence of the movement which played such a notable part in Greek history. Hitler, Mussolini, Stalin, and Nasser, all men of the people, with no hereditary rights or claims to kingship, forced their way to supreme authority by a 'will to power' similar to that of the Greek tyrants. History will record the use they made of the authority they obtained.

We are reminded of the tyrant we read of in the Book of Daniel, that king 'who shall do according to his will', who shall exalt himself, and 'magnify himself above every god, and shall speak marvelous things against the God of gods, and shall prosper till the indignation be accomplished'. These tyrants already mentioned prospered till the indignation was accomplished, or will prosper till the indignation be accomplished, and we know what befell some of them.

(Dan. 11. 36; Acts 19. 9)

Umbrellas Sermon Illustrations

A man left his umbrella in the stand in a hotel recently, with a card bearing the following inscription attached to it: "This umbrella belongs to a man who can deal a blow of 250 pounds weight. I shall be back in ten minutes." On returning to seek his property he found in its place a card thus inscribed: "This card was left here by a man who can run twelve miles an hour. I shall not be back."



A reputable citizen had left four umbrellas to be repaired. At noon he had luncheon in a restaurant, and as he was departing he absent-mindedly started to take an umbrella from a hook near his hat.

"That's mine, sir," said a woman at the next table.

He apologized and went out. When he was going home in a street car with his four repaired umbrellas, the woman he had seen in the restaurant got in. She glanced from him to his umbrellas and said:

"I see you had a good day."



"That's a swell umbrella you carry."

"Isn't it?"

"Did you come by it honestly?"

"I haven't quite figured out. It started to rain the other day and I stepped into a doorway to wait till it stopped. Then I saw a young fellow coming along with a nice large umbrella, and I thought if he was going as far as my house I would beg the shelter of his timbershoot. So I stepped out and asked: 'Where are you going with that umbrella, young fellow?' and he dropped the umbrella and ran."



One day a man exhibited a handsome umbrella. "It's wonderful how I make things last," he exclaimed. "Look at this umbrella, now. I bought it eleven years ago. Since then I had it recovered twice. I had new ribs put in in 1910, and last month I exchanged it for a new one in a restaurant. And here it is—as good as new."

Unbelief Sermon Illustrations

P. T. Barnum was not only a great showman but something of a homely philosopher. He once observed that more people were humbugged into believing too little than were humbugged into believing too much. The danger today is that people will be humbugged into believing nothing.



Years ago a great Christian scholar, Dr. Franz Delitzsch of Leipzig University, made this prediction. Speaking to his students, he said: "Young men, the battle is now raging around the Old Testament. Soon it will pass into the New Testament field—it is already beginning there. Finally it will press forward to the citadel of your faith, the Person of Jesus Christ. There the last struggle will occur. I shall not be here then, but some of you will. Be true to Christ, stand up for him, preach Christ and him crucified.

Unchanging Sermon Illustrations

Unchanging God

Galileo was one of the world's greatest leaders in scientific discovery. His revolutionary teachings raised the ire of the cardinals. He was finally summoned to appear before the Inquisition. There he confessed his error in having taught his new theories, especially that which related to the earth revolving round the sun, but as he walked away he is said to have muttered defiantly—Tut it moves, just the same.' True—the Divine laws abide. God's will directs God's laws, and God's Word enshrines them. Human prejudice may war against God's laws but it cannot change them. Then let us cleave to the Lord Who changes not and to the Word of His grace.—Indian Christian

(Acts 17. 24-27; Mal. 3. 6; Heb. 1. 10-12)



Unchanging God

'We are shaking the world,' he said—
'With our conflict of black shirt and red.
We are clearing the stage For a saner age,
And the old taboos are dead.'
Said the old, old woman, 'Shake on!
I have watched men shaking this eighty years, my son.'

'We have conquered the air,' he said,
'And distance and time are fled.
Our liners race
Through realms of space
With their silver wings outspread.'
Said the old, old woman, 'Such fuss!
The birds could do it before they heard of us.'

'We have finished with God,' said he.
'From the shackles of myth break free!
There is little need 
Of an outworn creed, 
And a futile Deity. 
Said the old, old woman, 'Let be!
God sits at my fireside, waiting to talk with me.' 

(Isa. 40. 21-23; 43. 11; Mal. 3. 6)



Unchanging Christ

When from my life the old-time joys have vanished—
Treasures, once mine, I may no longer claim—
This truth may feed my hungry heart, and famished.—

Lord, Thou remainest! Thou art still the same!
When streams have dried, those streams of glad refreshing—
Friendships so blest, so pure, so rich, so free; 
When sun-kissed skies give place to clouds depressing—
Lord, Thou remainest, still my heart hath Thee.

When strength hath failed, and feet, now worn and weary,
On gladsome errands may no longer go—
Why should I sigh, or let the days be dreary?
Lord, Thou remainest! Could'st Thou more bestow?

Thus through life's days—whoe'er or what may fad me—
Friends, friendships, joys—in small or great degree—
Songs may be mine—no sadness need assail me, 
Since Thou remainest, and my heart hath Thee.—J. Danson Smith
(Heb. 1. 11; 13. 8)



'Thou remainest!' What a comfort in this transient scene of life,
When our hopes so full of promise crash to earth in life's mad strife.

'Thou remainest I' friends have failed us—friends that were, while skies were blue;
But as sorrow's darkening shadows overspread, they proved untrue.

'Thou remainest!' wealth has vanished; comforts too have taken wing;
Poor our lot of earthly treasure, yet our hearts can gaily sing.

'Thou remainest!' health has left us: bloom of youth has ebbed away,
Beauty gone and charm departed, things of time born for a day.

`Thou remainest!'—hope is kindled. Come what may, yes, weal or woe,
'Tis enough our hearts to comfort—We remains!' all else may go.

(Heb. 1. 11; 13. 8) 

Uncle Sam Sermon Illustrations

"Origin of Uncle Sam"
A short time after the war of 1812, Elbert Anderson, of Troy, New York, a contractor for the army, went to Troy to purchase some provisions. It was Anderson's habit to stamp all boxes containing goods with his initials and those of the United States, thus— "E. A." and "U. S." One of the inspectors, an old man, popular for his wit and humor, was named Samuel Wilson, familiarly known as Uncle Sam.

One day a new man in the office asked what the letters on the boxes stood for, and an employee, thinking to tease Uncle Sam, replied: "E. A. for Elbert Anderson who contracts for the supplies, and U. S. for Uncle Sam who inspects them."

The joke spread and ere long the letters, "U. S." became generally applied to the name Uncle Sam. Some cartoonist, looking for a popular figure to impersonate the United States, hearing the story, used the characteristic Uncle Sam of the inspecting room dolled up in flag-like clothes.

Unfailing God Sermon Illustrations

He faileth not, for He is God:
He faileth not: He's pledged His Word: 
He faileth not: He'll see you through, 
This God with whom we have to do.

(Zeph. 3. 5; Josh. 1. 5; 21. 45; 23. 14)

Unity Sermon Illustrations

Mr. J. A. Abbott, Vice-President of the L.A.D. Motors Corporation of Brooklyn, spoke to the employees of his organization on the subject of Loyalty and Cooperation. He closed his address with this ringing verse from Kipling's Second Jungle Book:

`Now this is the Law of the Jungle—as old and as true as the sky;
And the Wolf that shall keep it may prosper, but
the Wolf that shall break it must die.
As the creeper that girdles the tree-trunk, the
Law runneth forward and back—
For the strength of the Pack is the Wolf, and the strength of the Wolf is the Pack.'—Dale Carnegie
(Ps. 133. 1-3; Acts 1. 14; 4. 31, 32; Phil. 1. 27)



Dwelling Together in Unity

E'en as the ointment whose sweet odours blended 
From Aaron's head upon his beard descended, 
And, falling thence, with rich perfume ran o'er 
The holy garb the High Priest wore:
So doth the unity that lives with brothers 
Share its best blessings and its joys with others.—Rumphuyzen 
(Ps. 133; Gal. 3. 28; Eph. 4. 3)



Unity in Face of Enemy

If there is one thing more than another required in the Church of God to-day, it is that we present a united front to the enemy. There is a great need of aggressive unity. Just before the battle of Trafalgar, Nelson inquired of Admiral Collingwood where his captain was, and learned that he and Captain Rotherham were not on good terms with each other. Sending a boat for the captain, he placed the hands of Collingwood and Rotherham together, pointed to the enemy's ships, and earnestly looking them both in the face, he uttered the simple words: 'Look, yonder is the enemy.' It was enough; disagreements were forgotten, and victory was gained.—Hy Pickering
(Phil. 1. 27; 4. 2)



Achilles and Agamemnon were fighting in the Trojan War against the Trojans. At the siege of Troy, Achilles, in a fit of jealousy, sat sullen in his tent and refused to cooperate. This nearly lost the Greeks their victory over the Trojans.

(1 Cor. 1. 10; Phil. 4. 2)



On a hot sultry night a small company of Christians was vainly trying to be comfortable on the front steps of a dwelling in a certain city in one of the Western States of America. Suddenly one of the party proposed that they all go to the prayer meeting at the `First Church'. 'What put that notion into your head?' queried one of the party. 'Oh, it's so hot here, I can't stand it any longer. I thought if we went down there we would get cooled off. It is the coolest place I know.'

A member of an East London church was asked how they were getting on at the church of which he was a member. 'We are quite united,' he replied, 'for we are all frozen together.' Alas! there are perhaps many prayer meetings characterized by this type of unity.

(Acts 1. 14; 4. 31, 32; Jude 20)



Family Unity

There is in South India a story of a wealthy landowner who had some very quarrelsome sons, always jealous of one another and always at strife among them​selves. On his deathbed he called them and divided his property among them. Then he called for some sticks to be brought, nicely tied into a bundle, and asked them one by one, beginning at the eldest, to break the bundle. So long as they were thus closely bound together, they could not break any of the sticks. Now,' he said to the eldest, 'untie the bundle, and try to break the sticks singly.' This was not difficult, and soon each of the sticks, broken one by one, lay before them in two pieces.

The father thus taught them that—united they stood: divided they fell.

(Acts 2. 1, 2; 4. 31, 32; Phil. 1. 27; 2. 2)



Coming together is a beginning: keeping together is progress: working together is success in the Christian assembly for:

As One Flock, we are gathered together—John 10. 16
As One Family, we dwell together—Ps. 133. 1 
As One Body, we are joined together—Eph. 4. 16
As One Temple, we are framed together—Eph. 2. 21
As One Household, we are built together—​Eph. 2. 19, 20
As One Kingdom, we are to strive together—Phil. 1.27
As One Hierarchy, we are raised up together​—Eph. 2. 6.



Maintaining Unity

In 1747 there arose differences and disunity among the Moravian brethren, a group of local churches whose influence and missionary effort were widespread. Count Zinzendorf, with representative elders, arranged to hold a Conference at which the differing views on the subject of their controversy might be aired and discussed amicably among themselves. The leaders came—some from long distances to the place at which the Conference was to be held, arriving on the appointed day, each prepared to contest the view he supported and confident that it would receive the acceptance of the majority. They arrived about the middle of a week.

In his wisdom Count Zinzendorf proposed that they should spend some time over the Word and in prayer, and suggested a Bible Reading. The book chosen was the first Epistle of John, and they spent the remaining days till the end of the week becoming familiar with the teachings of that letter, and learning that one of its main lessons was 'love for all the brethren'. They agreed that on the first day of the week, like the disciples in the early Church, they should come together to break bread, and in so doing were reminded that they, being many, were 'one Body!' The reading and study of God's Word and the fellowship at the Lord's Supper had a very salutary effect on all, and the result was that when, on Monday morning, they commenced to examine the matters on which they differed, their differences and disputes were quickly settled, each bowing to the Word of God and thus helping to 'keep the unity of the Spirit in the bond of peace'.

(1 Cor. 10. 16-17; Eph. 4. 3; Phil. 1. 10)

Let all the saints terrestrial sing,
With those to glory gone; 
For all the servants of our King,
In earth and heaven, are one.—Selected


The union for which the Lord Jesus prayed was a union of spiritual men. Any other union is not only worthless but harmful. A union of professors of one dead Church with those of another dead Church is only a filling of a funeral morgue. A union of dead professors with living saints is but to pour the putrid water of a stagnant pool into a living spring. The union which Christ contemplated was a holy union springing from oneness in Him.—The Biblical Illustrator


An apparent union may be produced by not thinking at all as well as by all thinking alike. But this is confusion rather than unity. It is a freezing together as cold congregates all bodies how heterogeneous soever: sticks, stones, and water. Unity ef​fected by the Spirit is something quite different. The heat of the Spirit first makes a separation of different things. Then it unites those that are of the same Spirit.—Selected


On the day before the Battle of Trafalgar, Lord Nelson took two of his captains who were at variance to a spot where they could see the fleet that opposed them. "Yonder," said the Admiral with a sweep of his hand, "are your enemies." The captains shook hands and forgot their differences in the face of their common enemy.—The Biblical Illustrator
Universe Sermon Illustrations

In his History of the Conquest of Peru Prescott describes the first impressions made by the Spanish invaders upon the Peruvians. When they saw the Spanish ships like floating castles riding in their bays, and looked with dread upon the knights astride their war horses, or fled in terror before the discharge of their artillery, and beheld with awe the white faces of the strangers, as if they were children of that luminary which the Peruvians worshiped, and heard in silence the haughty invader's account of the might of his emperor and the vastness of his dominions, they interpreted it all as the handwriting in the heavens by which the god of the Incas proclaimed the approaching downfall of their empire.

Now they knew for a certainty that their empire was not the only deity, and they suspected that this handful of strangers was the advance army of a great host which would someday sweep the Incas from their seats of power. 

Suppose that some of the interesting fancies about the other worlds of our universe should prove to be true, and that one day there should suddenly arrive in our midst a company of beings from another world, armed with superior powers and bearing the unmistakable evidences of a superior civilization, in comparison with which ours would be as the barbarism of Peru was to the glory of Spain, what effect would such a visit and such a demonstration have upon mankind? Would it sadden him or depress him, or fill him with dread lest one day he should see the heavens filled with squadrons of airy warriors and our proudest and oldest civilizations falling before a ruthless invader?



Imagine a mighty globe described in space, a globe of such stupendous dimensions that it shall include the sun and his system, all the stars and nebulae, and even all the objects which our finite capacities can imagine. Yet, what ratio must the volume of this great globe bear to the whole extent of infinite space? The ratio is infinitely less than that which the water in a single drop of dew bears to the water in the whole Atlantic Ocean.—Sir Robert S. Ball
(Ps. 19. 1; Isa. 40. 12)

Unprincipled People Sermon Illustrations

Captain Anything in the 'Holy War' was an accommodating creature, not much concerned about which side he served so long as it was safe. Dean Swift called a man of his type an 'Anythingarian', and Dante showed his regard for this unsatisfactory creature by giving the `Anythings' a very unpleasant place in his `Inferno'.

The man who takes sides may have his embarrassments, but the man who refuses to take sides does not escape embarrassments. He often finds that his neutral position only increases and aggravates them. 'Mr. Anything,' says Bunyan, 'became a brisk man in a broil, but both sides were against him because he was true to none.'—John Macbeath
Mr. Anything probably believes that—

'A merciful Providence fashioned him hollow 
That he might the better his principles swallow.'

(Gal. 4. 9)

Urim and Thummim Sermon Illustrations

A preacher in England had frequent conversations with an uneducated cobbler who, nevertheless, was well acquainted with the Word of God.

One day he mentioned the cobbler's remarkable knowledge of the Bible to a young friend. His friend boasted that he could ask some questions the cobbler would not be able to answer. On being introduced to the man, the visitor asked, 'Can you tell me what the Urim and Thummim were?' The cobbler replied, 'I don't know exactly; I understand that the words apply to something that was on the breastplate of the high priest. I know the words mean "Lights and Perfection" and that through the Urim and Thummim the high priest was able to discern the mind of the Lord. But I find that I can get the mind of the Lord by just changing a few letters. I take this blessed Book, and by usin' and thummin' it, I get the mind of the Lord.'—Dr. H. A. Ironside
(Exod. 28. 30; Ezra 2. 61-63; Deut. 33. 8; Ps. 119. 105; Col. 1. 9)

Usefulness Sermon Illustrations

Asses and Horses

Balaam's ass saw what her master could not see, and sat down in the way in defiance of Balaam, but in obedience to God. Then the ass spoke God's message to the perverse prophet after he had mercilessly beaten his beast three times. The ass saved Balaam. Not long ago an English duke and three companions were doing some Alpine climbing. A blizzard burst on them: the donkey refused to go a step forward. A couple of guides came to the rescue and found that they (donkey and all) were within a step or two of a deep crevasse. The donkey had saved them. Men can be more stupid than donkeys. In England about thirty years ago a poor widow lived with her three girls. She took in washing for a living. Once she had no bread, and, kneeling down, she prayed, 'Lord, if you will only send food for the children, I don't mind for myself.' A knock came to the door, and the baker asked if she wanted any bread that day. 'No, thank you,' she said, for she would not go into debt for anything. The baker drove his van to the next street. Suddenly the horse bolted back and stood at the widow's house. Knocking again, the baker asked the same question and got the same answer. This time the baker whipped his horse and drove off to a street further on. For the third time the horse ran back. Addressing the widow, the baker said: 'My horse has come back here three times, and I don't understand it at all. It's something far above my thinking. I've had the horse fifteen years and she's never done such a thing before, so I'm going to give you all that's left in the van.' Several loaves of bread as well as other foodstuffs were handed to the widow. Now, if God can use asses, can He not use the weakest of us? If God can use horses, can He not use all of us? One more question? If the widow had gone into debt to buy bread that day, would God have wrought for her in such a wonderful way?—Alpha in the Indian Christian 
(Num. 22. 28; Matt. 21. 7)

Valentine's Day Sermon Illustrations

One of the legends centering around this day is of Valentine, a saintly lover of Christ. In the early days of the faith, he used to go clandestinely to the homes of the poor, leaving baskets of food and other gifts at the doors. None knew who bestowed these blessings. When the secret came out, the people arose to honor their benefactor. They also began to send anonymous greetings and gifts to one another. But more than a lovers' day, it is Love's day. Christ has brought innumerable benefits to the world. Unbelief does not know the donor. But we do! Do we love him in return?

Valley Sermon Illustrations

Passing Through

We are passing through the Valley,
And the road is sometimes steep, 
And the mountains all around us
Often make the shadows deep. 
'Tis the narrow Vale of Baca,
'Tis the valley full of shade; 
But we're only passing through it,
So we need not be afraid. 
Far away the land of Beulah
Wrapped in sunlight may be seen, 
And this little bit of valley
Is now all that lies between. 
Just beyond it is the sunshine,
Just beyond it is our home. 
When we reach it, 'twill not matter
By what valley we have come. 
One there is Who trod the Valley,
And He suffered much from thirst. 
He was weary, worn and footsore
As He trod the way the first.
But His footsteps made the pathway
Which we now may safely tread, 
And it makes the road more easy
When we know He's just ahead. 
Just before He left the Valley
And emerged into the light,
All His friends He gathered round Him
E'er He vanished out of sight. 
Words of comfort then were spoken
To the travelers in the vale.

Not one promise that He made them
Has been ever known to fail.—W. D. Morrow
(Ps. 23. 4; 84. 6; Isa. 43. 1, 2; John 16. 33)



Vision Across Valley

I stood upon the hillside
In driving mist and rain.
The wind was round me whistling 
A sobbing, sad refrain.
But away across the valley 
The hill was bathed in light, 
And in its golden glory
Was radiantly bright.

But would I reach that hillside 
This valley I must tread: 
The glory of the sunlight
Is to the valley wed.
And so, methought, how often 
The story of our years
Is but a glimpse of glory
Through vision cleared by tears.—F. H. Oakley
(Deut. 11. 11; 1 Sam. 17. 3; 1 Kings 20. 28; Luke 3. 5)

Values Sermon Illustrations

'Rabbi! begone! Thy Powers
Bring loss to us and ours:
Our ways are not as Thine—
Thou lovest men—we, swine.
Oh get Thee gone, Omnipotence, and take this fool of Thine!
His soul? What care we for his soul? Since we have lost our swine.'
The Christ went sadly: He had wrought for them a sign
Of love and tenderness divine—
They wanted swine!
Christ stands without your door and gently knocks,
But if your gold or swine the entrance blocks, 
He forces no man's hold, He will depart
And leave you to the treasures of your heart.—John Oxenham
(Mark 5. 15-18)



"The trouble with father," said the gilded youth, "is that he has no idea of the value of money."

"You don't mean to imply that he is a spendthrift?"

"Not at all. But he puts his money away and doesn't appear to have any appreciation of all the things he might buy with it."



An American girl who married a Bavarian baron enjoyed playing Lady Bountiful among the tenants on her husband's estate. On the death of the wife of one of the cottagers, she called to condole with the bereaved widower. She uttered her formal expressions of sympathy with him in his grief over the loss of his wife, and she was then much disconcerted by his terse optimistic comment:

"But it's a good thing, your ladyship, that it wasn't the cow."

Wives are to be had for the asking; cows are not.

Vanity Fair Sermon Illustrations

Then I saw in my dream, that when they were gone out of the wilderness, they presently saw a town before them, and the name of that town was 'Vanity,' and at that town there is a fair kept called Vanity Fair because the town where it is kept is lighter than vanity; and also because all that is there sold, or that cometh thither, is vanity.

The fair is no new-erected business, but a thing of ancient standing. I will show you the original of it.

Almost five thousand years ago, there were pilgrims walking to the Celestial City, as these two honest persons were; and Beelzebub, Appolyon and Legion, with their companions, perceiving the path that the pilgrims made, that the way to the city lay through this town of Vanity, they contrived here to set up a fair; a fair wherein should be sold all sorts of vanity; therefore at this fair are all such merchandises sold, as houses, lands, trades, places, honours, preferments, titles, countries, kingdoms, lusts, pleasures, and delights of all sorts as whores, bawds, wives, husbands, children, masters, servants, lives, blood, bodies, souls, silver, gold, pearls, precious stones and what not.

Now, as I said, the way to the Celestial City lies just through this town, and he that will go to the City, and yet not go through this town, must needs go out of the world. The Prince of princes Himself, when here, went through this town to His own country.

Now these pilgrims, as I said, must needs go through this fair. Well, so they did: but behold, even as they entered into the fair, all the people of the fair were moved and the town itself as it were in a hubbub about them, and that for several reasons:

First, the pilgrims were clothed with such kind of raiment as was diverse from the raiment of any that traded in the fair. The people, therefore, made a great gazing upon them: some said they were fools, some they were bedlams, and some they were outlandish men.

Secondly, and as they wondered at their apparel, so they did likewise at their speech, for few could understand what they said; they naturally spoke the language of Canaan, but they that kept the fair were the men of the world; so that, from one end of the fair to the other, they seemed barbarians each to the other.

Thirdly, but that which did not a little amuse the merchandisers was, that these pilgrims set very light by all their wares; they cared not so much as to look upon them, and if they called upon them to buy, they would put their fingers in their ears, and cry, 'Turn away mine eyes from beholding vanity,' and look upwards, signifying that their trade and traffic was in heaven.—Pilgrim's Progress
(Eccles. 1. 2; 2. 11; Eph. 4. 17)

Vanity Sermon Illustrations

MCGORRY—"I'll buy yez no new hat, d' yez moind thot? Ye are vain enough ahlriddy."

MRS. MCGORRY—"Me vain? Oi'm not! Shure, Oi don't t'ink mesilf half as good lookin' as Oi am."



"Of course," said a suffragette lecturer, "I admit that women are vain and men are not. There are a thousand proofs that this is so. Why, the necktie of the handsomest man in the room is even now up the back of his collar." There were six men present and each of them put his hand gently behind his neck.



A New York woman of great beauty called one day upon a friend, bringing with her her eleven-year-old daughter, who gives promise of becoming as great a beauty as her mother.

It chanced that the callers were shown into a room where the friend had been receiving a milliner, and there were several beautiful hats lying about. During the conversation the little girl amused herself by examining the milliner's creations. Of the number that she tried on, she seemed particularly pleased with a large black affair which set off her light hair charmingly. 

Turning to her mother, the little girl said:

"I look just like you now, Mother, don't I?"

"Sh!" cautioned the mother, with uplifted finger. "Don't be vain, dear."



That which makes the vanity of others unbearable to us is that which wounds our own.—La Rochefoucauld.


The fair penitent explained to the confessor how greatly she was grieved by an accusing conscience. She bewailed the fact that she was sadly given over to personal vanity. She added that on this very morning she had gazed into her mirror and had yielded to the temptation of thinking herself beautiful.

"Is that all, my daughter?" the priest demanded.

"Then, my daughter," the confessor bade her, "go in peace, for to be mistaken is not to sin."

Versatility Sermon Illustrations

A clergyman who advertised for an organist received this reply:

"Dear Sir:

"I notice you have a vacancy for an organist and music teacher, either lady or gentleman. Having been both for several years I beg to apply for the position."

Vessel Sermon Illustrations

Meet for the Master

When King George V was opening the Conference on Disarmament, a special room was prepared in New York so that the king's message might be relayed through the United States of America. Just at the critical moment, a man tripped over the cable and broke it, and twenty minutes would be required to repair it. Something had to be done.

Mr. Vivian, who was in charge, threw himself into the breach, seized one end of the cable in one hand and the other end in the other, and stood there as the king's message passed through his body. Then he fell down and was taken to hospital. His body was the vessel used to convey, uninterrupted, the king's message.

(Phil. 1. 20; 2 Tim. 2. 21; 4. 11)

Vicarious Sermon Illustrations

Vicarious Death

In peace let me resign my breath
And Thy salvation see.
My sins deserve eternal death,
But Jesus died for me.

These lines were written by Dr. Valpy, who gave them to a friend Dr. Marsh, the author of the Life of Captain Hedley Vicars, and the verse became a great blessing to him. Dr. Marsh gave the lines to his friend, Lord Roden, who was so impressed that he got Dr. Marsh to write them out, and then fastened the paper over the mantelpiece in his study. There, yellow with age, they hung for many years.

Some time after this an old friend, General Taylor, one of the heroes of Waterloo, came to visit Lord Roden at Tollymore Park. Lord Roden noticed that the eyes of the old veteran were fixed for a few moments on the motto over the mantelpiece.

`Why, General,' said Lord Roden, 'you will soon know those lines by heart.'

`I know them now by heart,' replied the General with feeling—and the simple words were the means of bringing him to know the way of salvation. Some two years after, the physician who had been with the old General while he lay dying, wrote to Lord Roden to say that his friend had gone, and that his last words were Dr. Valpy's lines which he had learnt to love in his lifetime.

Years afterwards, at the house of a neighbour, Lord Roden happened to tell the story of the old General and these lines; and among those who heard it was a young officer in the British army. He listened carelessly enough. A few months later, Lord Roden received a message from the officer that he wanted to see him, as he was in a rapid decline. As the Earl entered, the dying officer extended both his hands and repeated the lines, adding, `That is God's message of comfort and peace to me in this illness.'

And so the simple lines presenting the vicarious death of the Lord Jesus Christ for sinners became a blessing to many.

(1 Cor. 15. 3; Gal. 2. 20; 1 Pet. 3. 18)



In the North of Scotland, where the main railway line crosses a gulley—bridged by a viaduct—one night a fearful storm raged, and the little burn under the viaduct became a raging torrent.

A young shepherd, a Highland laddie, sheltered his sheep as best he could for the night, and in the morning, long before dawn, he set out to see how they fared. As he made his way up the hillside he noticed, to his dismay, that the central column of the viaduct had gone, and the bridge was broken. He knew the mail train was due and, if not warned, would be dashed to pieces and many lives lost. He made his way up as best he could, wonder​ing if he would be in time. As soon as he reached the rails he heard the pound of the mighty engine. He stood and beckoned wildly, but the engine-driver, making up time, drove on. The train drew nearer, and still he stood, beckoning it to stop. At last it came to where he stood, and he flung himself in front of the engine. The driver applied the brakes and managed to stop the train in its own length. The stop was sudden and the passengers, awakened, came to see what was the matter. The driver said,

'It has been a close shave this time. We might all have been lost. Come and I'll show you the one who saved us tonight.'

A little way along they saw the mangled remains of the shepherd laddie who gave his life for them, dying that they might live.

(1 Thess. 5. 10; Tit. 2. 13, 14)



Vicarious Sufferings

Wounded for me, wounded for me:
There on the cross He was wounded for me.

Lady Kinnaird used to relate the following story. The Duke of Windsor, then Prince of Wales, arranged to visit a hospital in London where some of the sorest wounded and mutilated soldiers in the first Great World War were being treated. The Medical Superintendent met him and was showing him round. 'I hear you have in this hospital some of the worst-wounded men in the War,' said the Prince. 'How many altogether?' On learning that there were 36, the Prince asked to be permitted to go round their ward and see them all. He was taken into a ward, and saw badly wounded soldiers all lying comfortable in the hospital beds, and receiving the best attention. He went round the ward, had a cheery word for all, made enquiries as to their near relatives, wives, families, etc., and encouraged them with words of hopefulness. Then, turning to the Medical Officer, he said, `Doctor! you told me there were 36 badly wounded men: I have only seen 30 in this ward. Where are the other six?' Your Highness!' said the doctor, 'the others are in such a pitiable condition that we thought it well to spare you the pain of visiting them."But, doctor, I must see them all, every one.' So they went on into another ward where lay five men, terribly disfigured and wounded, some of them blind, some having lost limbs, and all just physical wrecks. The Prince was deeply moved, and showed his affection for the men in every possible way, speaking words of cheer and comfort. 'But where is the thirty-sixth man?' he asked. 'I must see him also.' The Medical Superintendent, realizing that the Prince was not to be put off, led him into a ward apart, where lay a young man in a very pitiable condition—blind, disfigured, maimed —a wreck of a fine physique he had once possessed. The Prince, stooping down, kissed the man on the forehead, and, as he rose, with tears streaming down his cheeks, he turned to the doctor and said, 'Doctor, wounded for me, wounded for me.'

(Isa. 53. 5; Rom. 4. 25)

Victory Sermon Illustrations

More Than Conquerors

More than conquerors through Him who loved us,
Read the promise o'er and o'er; 
Not almost or very nearly,
But conquerors and more.
When the world to sin would lure me 
Is there victory for me?
Can I stand against the pressure 
And a conqueror truly be?
When the tempter like an angel 
Garbs himself in robes of light,
Can I recognize his cunning
Be a victor in the fight?
And when passions rise within me,
Anger, jealousy and pride,
Can I still be more than conqueror
When by these I'm sorely tried?
By myself I'm weak and helpless,
And I'll fall in sore defeat, 
As upon life's rugged highway
With temptation I shall meet.
But with CHRIST, oh blest assurance!
More than conqueror I shall be,
As I yield HIM full possession
And He lives and reigns in me.—Lillian M. Weeks.


Either Give It Up or Get More

A very practical man has confessed: "I have too much religion or too little; I must either give up what I have, or get more. I have too much religion to let me enjoy a worldly life, and too much worldliness to let me enjoy religion." He ended the dilemma triumphantly. He solved the problem by the whole-hearted acceptance of Christ as his living Lord. He put an end to divided loyalty, to doubtful obedience.—Dr. C. C. Albertson.


Victory

If you can smile when things go wrong, 
And everybody wears a frown;
If you can hum a little song,
When castles have all fallen down.

If you can smile when friends are few, 
Or this world's treasures pass away; 
If you can to yourself be true;
And keep on smiling all the day.

If you can smile when death has come.
Snatched someone dear to you away; 
If you can keep your lips still dumb,
When others cruel things will say.

If you will sometimes play the clown, 
Though aching is your heart the while;
If you can turn temptation down,
And with it always wear a smile.

Then you have fought the battle: won
A conquest greater far than wealth. 
What others would—you've really done,
You've won a victory over self.—Mary J. Theobald.


One Day at a Time

Learning to live only one day at a time is one of the most vital lessons of the Christian life. Yet how slow we often are to "learn it by heart"! A beautiful picture is given by William M. Strong in a recent bulletin of the Soldiers' and Gospel Mission of South America, of which he is founder and director: "Only those who have lived in a country where fruits and flowers are dependent on irrigation," writes Mr. Strong, "can fully comprehend the parable of God's provision which we see every hour of every day in the green fields that surround Coihueco during the summer months. Central Southern Chile is a land of great rains for about seven months in the year, and the balance of the time is one of almost utter dryness. It is in these dry months that we see one of the Lord's miracles at work. The snowcapped mountains in front of the house at Mission headquarters are the storehouses of one of God's inexhaustible blessings. That heavenly mechanism which controls all nature here lets down each day only just enough water to supply that day's need for the thirsty fields; so through these long, dry months of summer, every day in exactly the same quantity, comes flowing through the ditches that life-giving supply, without which an arid desert would form each year over the face of south-central Chile. What a striking picture this, to those of His children who have come to know Him well enough to walk with Him by faith, telling Him (and Him alone) of their need, and then seeing Him work with all His marvelous ways of supplying that need—many times from the most unexpected sources and, marvel of marvels, always quite enough!"—Sunday School Times.


Victory through the Blood of the Lamb

Dr. Sewall, an old Methodist, when dying, shouted aloud the praises of God. His friends said, "Dr. Sewall, do not exert yourself; whisper, doctor, whisper."

"Let angels whisper," said he, "but the soul cleansed from sin by the Blood of Christ, a soul redeemed from death and hell, just on the threshold of eternal glory—oh, if I had a voice that would reach from pole to pole, I would proclaim it to all the world: Victory! Victory! through the Blood of the Lamb!"

Perhaps we the saints, who are still alive and well, ought to shout out the glorious Gospel more!—Christian Victory.


Psalm 23 in Action

In the time of the Covenanters a group of children was ordered to be shot. A little girl of eight looked up into the face of one of the soldiers, and said: "Sodger man, will ye let me take my wee brither by the hand and die that way?" "Bonny Whigs ye are," cried Westerha, "to die without a prayer." "If it please ye, sir," said the little girl, "me and Alec canna pray, but we can sing 'The Lord's my shepherd.' My mother learned it us afore she gaed awa." Then all the bairns stood up, and from their lips rose the quavering strains, "The Lord's my shepherd; I'll not want." As they sang, trooper after trooper turned away. Man after man fell out, and the tears rained down their cheeks. At last even Westerha turned and rode away, for the victory was to the bairns through the singing of the twenty-third Psalm.—Christian Union Herald.
It's Worse in a Believer

A Christian woman who had found the secret of victory over sin through constant faith in Christ was waited on by a friend to persuade her that anything else than daily and hourly trespass was impossible in our present condition. As he left, he said, "Now, my friend, always remember that sin in a believer is a very different thing from sin in an unconverted person." "Yes," was the memorable reply, "it is a great deal worse."—Times of Refreshing.


Weighted Wings

Once when I was in Switzerland I saw an eagle, a splendid bird, but it was chained to a rock. It had some twenty or thirty feet of chain attached to its legs, and to an iron bolt in the rock. There was the king of birds, meant to soar into Heaven, chained to earth. That is the life of multitudes of believers. Are you allowing business, are you allowing the cares of the world, are you allowing the flesh to chain you down, so that you cannot rise?—Selected.


This Too Is Victory

To love Him more than all beside,
E'en more than life,
To serve Him on whate'er betide, 
Through sin and strife;
To sing when shadows round you fall, 
And know no grief;
To pray when dangers thick enthrall,
In all belief;
To faithful be where others stray, 
And never fail;
To carry on when dark the way,
And never quail;
To stand aloof from ev'ry stain,
Keep pure and white;
To walk in solitude or pain,
Yet in the light;
To never swerve from all His will, 
Whoe'er may call;
To onward press, all patient, still, 
Whate'er befall;
This, too, is victory.—R. E. Neighbour, D.D.


Not by Subtraction

"Put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make not provision for the flesh, to fulfill the lusts thereof" (Romans 13:14).

A student, vile of mind, once filled the walls of his "den" at college with evil pictures. And one day when he did not expect her, his mother paid him a visit. She sat in his room and he knew she saw these evil things. Not a word of comment did she offer, but she went to a picture shop and bought the finest likeness she could get of Jesus Christ, and sent it to her son. When next she visited his room, there was not an evil picture in it, but on the wall in solitary grandeur was the big, fine picture of the Saviour. "You know, mother," he said in a shamefaced way, "I found the old, bad pictures would not go with this one, and so they had to come down and go out." She had solved his problem not by subtraction, but by addition. And so Augustine found it fifteen hundred years ago. "Thou didst cast out my sins," he said, "by coming in Thyselt, Thou greater sweetness."—R. H. W. Shepherd.


A Living Hope

The saintly A. J. Gordon, as he lay in the chamber in West Brookline Street, Boston, looked up and with one radiant burst of joy, cried, "Victory! Victory!" and so he went Home.—Gospel Herald.


"Not I"

During the Welsh revival a man was converted who had been a notorious drunkard. His conversion made him a sober and respectable man. The publican was angry to lose such a good customer, and called out to him one day as he passed the public house: "What's gone wrong, Charlie? Why do you keep going past instead of coming in?" Charlie halted for a moment, then with a skyward glance and a grateful tear glistening in his eye, replied: "Sir, it is not just that I keep going past; We go past! Ah, yes, that is the secret! We go past—Jesus and I." Faith unites me to the living Christ, so that His life flows to me, and I can sing—

Moment by moment, I'm kept in His love;
Moment by moment, I've life from above.—Sunday School Times.


The news of the result of the Battle of Waterloo was eagerly awaited by the people of Great Britain, for so much depended on it. Somehow or other the message came with one word short, and only two words got across—'Wellington defeated'. The country was plunged into mourning, and great was the lamentation until the mistake was discovered, and the omitted third word arrived—`Napoleon —so that it read 'Wellington defeated Napoleon'. Their sorrow was turned into joy, and great rejoicings followed the mourning. Christ was the glorious Victor at the Cross, where so much for the whole world depended on the issues of the conflict with Satan.

In what might seem defeat
He won the meed and crown, 
Trod all our foes beneath His feet 
By being trodden down.

(Col. 2. 15)



It is told of Hannibal that when he came, in utter amazement and grief, into the presence of his father who had been crucified by the Romans, he lifted up his hand before that Roman cross and swore by all his gods that he would fight to the death the power that had crucified his father.

The Christian's conflict is with sin and Satan in light of the Cross, and in all these things `we are more than conquerors through Him that loved us'.

(Rom. 8. 37; 1 Cor. 15. 57; Heb. 12. 2-4)

Victory at the Last

Some of us have been like the tribe of Gad, of whom we read in Gen. 49. 19, 'A troop shall overcome him; but he shall overcome at the last.' Our adversaries for a while were too many for us, they came upon us like a troop. Yes, and for the moment they overcame us, and they exulted greatly because of their temporary victory. Thus they only proved the first part of the heritage to be really ours, for Christ's people, like Gad, shall have a troop overcoming them.

This being overcome is very painful, and we should have despaired if we had not by faith believed the second line of our Father's benediction, 'He shall overcome at the last.' `All's well that ends well,' said the poet, and he spoke the truth. A war is to be judged, not by first successes or defeats, but by that which happens 'at the last'. The Lord will give to truth and righteousness victory 'at the last', and, as Mr. Bunyan says, that means for ever, for nothing can come after 'the last'.—C. H. Spurgeon 
(Rom. 8. 36, 37; Rev. 5. 5, 10)



Victory through Trust in Christ

A painter once painted the devil playing a game of chess with a young man whose eternal soul was at stake. The scene showed the devil with a look of glee on his face as he checkmates the young man whose look of despair acknowledges defeat. There appears no other move for him to make.

A great chess player came across the work of art and, after carefully studying the game, he set up a chess board with the pieces in a similar position. After much thought and time, he saw that defeat could be turned into victory. By making just one certain move on the young man's behalf, the devil was placed in a position of utter defeat.

In the game of life, youth has no chance against the wiles of the devil who is determined to ruin the soul. But at Calvary the Lord Jesus intervened and made a 'move' that enables youth today, who trust in Christ, to have complete victory.

`Thanks be unto God Who giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.'—Youth for Christ Magazine 

(Rom. 8. 37; 1 Cor. 15. 57)



That celebrated statue, the Winged Victory, has suffered during the centuries to the extent of losing its head and other less vital parts. When the Irish tourist was confronted by this battered figure in the museum, and his guide had explained that this was the famous statue of victory, he surveyed the marble form with keen interest.

"Victory, is ut?" he said, "Thin, begorra, Oi'd loike to see the other fellow."

Viewpoint Sermon Illustrations

In our junior high school science program we hope that our students can look at a star or any object from three points of view, that of a philosopher, a social scientist, and a scientist, as illustrated in the following poem: 

Twinkle, twinkle little star, 
Many light-years away you are.
Your magnitude, distance, size we've measured, 
Your solacing light we've often treasured! 
Yet all our measures lend no clue 
To the biggest question: "Who made you?" 

or 

Twinkle, twinkle little star,
A beacon in the sky you are.
At the zenith of the celestial plane, 
You wond'rously, yet indifferently reign. 
While serving us as goal and guide, 
To our humble zenith, without pride. 

yet

Twinkle, twinkle little star, 
I need not wonder what you are. 
For viewed through spectroscopic lens, 
You're helium and hydrogen.—The Greenwich Public Schools Bulletin 



Heard at the Lake of the Woods tournament: A low 70 shooter: "I didn't hit a good shot all day." A fellow who had 99: "Thank goodness, I finally had a good round for a change."—T. O. White, Champaign-Urbana News Gazette 


True contentment depends not upon what we have. A tub was large enough for Diogenes but a world was too small for Alexander.—Colton, The Lion 


If the grass looks greener on the other side of the fence, you can bet the water bill is higher.—Laugh Book 


A little girl was frying to move a table which was in her way. Her mother called, "Mary, you can't move that table, it is as big as you are." And the little girl replied, "Yes, I can move it, for I am as big as it is."—Rev. Frederick Helfer, Link 



So he buckled right in, with a trace of a grin 
On his face, if he worried he hid it. 
And tackled the thing that couldn't be done,
It couldn't be done, but he did it.—Edgar A. Guest
So he started the thing that couldn't be done, 
With a grin and a will he set to it, 
To tackle this thing that couldn't be done, 
And by golly—he couldn't do it.—Boyd J. Hagan


As the Roman philosopher Epictetus remarked almost 2,000 years ago: "Men are disturbed not by things, but by the views which they take of them."—Epictetus 



Grandpa was visiting Chicago and was frankly appalled by the heavy traffic choking every thoroughfare. "You gotta nice town here," opined Grandpa, "but it looks to me like you fellers let yourselves get a mite behind in your haulin’!"—Santa Fe Magazine 


There was a little old lady munching a solitary dinner in a restaurant. Finally she summoned a waiter and said, "This is the stringiest spinach I ever ate." 

"Madam;' he said, "you're trying to eat it through your veil."—Ollie M. James, Cincinnati Enquirer 


In a supermarket the other day, I heard a wife remark philosophically to her husband: "Look at it this way, dear—the more it costs the more green stamps we get!"—Ivern Boyett


Nothing seems impossible to the person who doesn't have to do it himself.—Nuggets 



The fact is, there are no big jobs; only small machines. The Panama Canal and the Suez were big because they were measured with teams of mules and a hand shovel.—Robert G. LeTourneau, Mover of Men and Mountains 


Hostess—I have a lonesome bachelor I'd like you girls to meet. 
Athletic girl—What can he do? 
Chorus girl—How much money does he have? 
Society girl—Who is his family? 
Religious girl—To what church does he belong? 
Secretary—Where is he? 



When you are at the foot of the great Pyramid, you can only see the side which faces you. If I am on the opposite side, I only see the face opposite to you. We have no chance of viewing things with the same eye as long as we continue to remain on our positions. But if by chance we decide climbing to the top of the Pyramid, whatever be our start, we are sure to meet at the summit. 

It is from the summit, by a higher view of things, that men of divergent trends of thought can find a ground of common understanding.—Adly Anaraos, "The View from the Top of the Pyramid," Rotarian


To a foot in the shoe all the world is like leather.

Vine Sermon Illustrations

The world's biggest vine is reputed to be found in Scotland—a country with a cold, uninviting climate. Known as the Kippen vine, it was planted 65 years ago, covers 8 acres, and 8 men and women work on it all the year round. It produces an average annual crop of 2,000 bunches of grapes. Cuttings from this vine have been sold to growers in Commonwealth countries, to Switzerland, and even to sunny Spain. Every year thousands of people from all over the world come to see it. Despite adverse climatic conditions this vine grows on. These climatic hindrances have been brought under control.—Indian Christian
(John 15. 1-8; Rom. 5. 5; Gal. 5. 22)

Virgin Birth Sermon Illustrations

Where does Mark's Gospel begin? With the baptism of Jesus—that is, with his public life and ministry. The fact that Mark does not write about the birth and childhood of Jesus in no way invalidates the facts related by Matthew and Luke. It discredits them no more than McMaster, in his history of the United States which commences with the year 1784, invalidates the facts about the Colonial history of the United States which are related by Bancroft.

You might as well argue that there was no Declaration of Independence and no Bunker Hill because there is no mention of these events in a history of the United States which commenced with the Civil War as to argue that there was no virgin birth because Mark, who records the public life of Jesus, makes no reference to it. The birth and childhood of Jesus lay outside the scope and plan of his treatise.

Virgin Mary Sermon Illustrations

A little lad in Central Africa had learned to read the New Testament in the mission school. Sometime later, the Roman Catholic fathers persuaded him to be baptized into the Roman Catholic Church. They gave him a medal to wear on which was a representation of the virgin. 'It will be easier for you to pray when you look at that,' they said, 'and the mother of Jesus will pray to her Son for you.'

Several months passed, and the boy returned to the evangelical mission. Asked the reason why he did not go to the Catholics, he said, 'I read in the Gospels that Mary lost Jesus when she was on a journey; so I thought, if she forgot her own little boy, she will surely forget me: so I am going to pray straight to Jesus.'—The Good Samaritan 
(Luke 2. 44-49; John 2. 5)

Visions Sermon Illustrations

In his book The Wilson Era, Josephus Daniels, secretary of the navy under Wilson, relates how he once asked Andrew Carnegie what was the secret of his remarkable success. Carnegie replied, "I owe it all to my flashes."

Mystified, Daniels said, "What do you mean by 'flashes'?"

"All my life," replied Carnegie, "I woke up early in the morning, and always there came into my mind with the waking a flash telling me what to do that day, and if I followed those matin flashes, I always succeeded."

"You mean," said Daniels, "that you have heavenly visions, and like the man in the Scriptures you were not disobedient to your visions?"

"Call it that if you like," answered Carnegie, "or call it flashes; but it was the following of those silent admonitions and directions which brought me the success you say I have achieved."

Whatever may be said about the flashes in the business world, there is no doubt about flashes of divine impulse in the moral and spiritual world. When they come, happy is the man who, like Paul, is not disobedient to the heavenly vision.



"Living Above"

Over the door of a little cabinetmaker's shop in London there hangs this sign, "Living Above." It is a notification to his customers that he can be found above his shop if the door is locked. It is a great thing for a worker to be able to say he is living above his work; that his dreams and hopes and real life are above the level of his day's toil. He may have to work amid the clods and clutter, but at least he can live above. No matter how lowly a man's work, his life can be above.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


What the Sculptor Saw in the Stone

In an article on "The World of the Unseen," in the Presbyterian, the Rev. Stuart Nye Hutchison, D.D., tells the following incident to illustrate the lure of the unseen. Out in the Black Hills of Dakota the distinguished sculptor, the late Gutzon Borglum, carved in the rocks of the mountainside one of the most stupendous memorials on earth. The greatest thing Borglum ever did, however, is the head of Lincoln in the capitol in Washington. He cut it from a block of marble which had long been in his studio. It is said that into that studio every morning came an old Negro woman to dust. She had become accustomed to seeing that marble block standing there, and for days had not noticed it. One morning she came in and saw to her astonishment and terror the unmistakable lineaments of Lincoln appearing in the stone. She ran to the sculptor's secretary and said, "Am dat Abraham Lincoln?" "Yes." said the secretary, "that is Abraham Lincoln." "Well," said the old woman, "how in de world did Massa Borglum know that Abraham Lincoln was in dat block of stone?" The vision of the unseen is what transforms and glorifies Christian work. The people for whom our missionaries labor are many of them so unattractive; that is what we see. But off in the un seen we see what Jesus saw in those men of Galilee, the men and women they may be and will be when touched by the Spirit of Christ.—Alliance Weekly.


Walking Straight

Some boys were once trying to see which could make the straightest track across a snowy field. One succeeded in making a perfectly straight track. When asked how he did it he said, "I kept my eyes fixed on the goal, while you fellows kept yours on your feet." If "mine eyes are ever toward the Lord," I will walk a straight way.—Earnest Worker


They Looked Up

An article in The Christian Advocate not long ago told of a lesson which a London physician learned from his children in the early days of the present war. His children were playing outside the home one night when one of the sudden blackouts occurred. At first they were terrified by the sudden darkness, and then they looked up.

A short time later they made their way into their father's office, and with faces aglow with happiness, exclaimed: "Look, father, we can see the stars—stars right here in London!" The doctor had always associated those blackouts with the historic words of Sir Edward Grey, uttered August 3, 1914: "The lights are going out all over Europe tonight." To him those blackouts had been inexpressibly depressing, unrelieved by any gleam of grace or ray of hope. In relating the incident, the doctor says: "Now my heart tells me—taught by my children—that the lights of God are still shining. The very darkness makes them more visible, if we will but lift our downcast eyes."
Of course! "The lights of God are still shining." They remind us that the Saviour is still "upholding all things by the word of His power" (Heb. 1:3). They remind us that God has not abdicated in favor of any dictator or combination of dictators. Sometime soon, probably when the night seems darkest, up there in the sky will appear "The Bright and Morning Star," to be seen only by His own, and "to be admired in all them that believe . . . in that day" (Rev. 22:16; II Thess. 1:10).—The Ohio Independent Baptist.


One with a vision of the Lord
Who walks beneath His shining face, 
And never will his stand retrace, 
And never sheathe his flaming sword.
One all endued with faith, who dares, 
With iron in blood, tested nerves; 
Who from his vision never swerves, 
Whose torch shines steady, never flares.—Gospel Herald.


A Lincoln Story

A good many years ago a young man living eight miles from the village of Charleston, Illinois was employed as a field laborer. When not hired out to neighboring farmers he would go into the forest on his father's homestead and cut cordwood.

In the fall of the year, before the autumn rains set in and made the roads impassable, he would yoke the oxen to an old cart and go to Charleston and sell wood to the residents of that town. Times were hard and quite often selling wood was far from being an easy task. On one occasion darkness came on before he was able to dispose of his wood.

At last the wood was unloaded and he started home. But before he had gone far, rain began to fall. Eight miles was a long journey with an ox team. At a farm house he asked permission to stay overnight. The request was granted.

The farmer was also the horse doctor and a man of influence in that section of the country. That night the farmer and the young man talked until long after midnight.

The next morning the farmer and his wife stood in their doorway and watched the youth and his oxen wind their way over the hill. The man turned to his wife and said, "Someday this country will hear of that fellow." He really meant the community would hear of that fellow. But it would have been correct if he had said, "Some day the world will hear of that fellow.' "

The name of that fellow was Abraham Lincoln.—Clinton M. Hicks.
Real Eyesight

Physical eyesight is one of God's best gifts to men—but there is something better. A devoted Christian woman has suffered from dimming sight, and recently a physician was examining her eyes. He did not find much encouragement in his first examination, and expressed his sympathy. She was not disturbed, but told him, in a true and radiant Christian testimony, how good the Lord had been to her and her husband. The physician made a reply that is worth remembering, "You have no eyesight," he said, "but you have vision." And he spoke the truth—for she sees and rejoices in eternal treasures that can never be taken from her.—Sunday School Times.


"I don't look back; God knows the fruitless efforts,
The wasted hours, the sinning, the regrets;
I leave them all with Him who blots the record,
And mercifully forgives, and then forgets.
"I don't look forward; God sees all the future,
The road that, short or long, will lead me Home,
And He will face with me its every trial 
And bear for me the burdens that may come.
"But I look up—into the face of Jesus, 
For there my heart can rest, my fears are stilled;
And there is joy, and love, and light for darkness,
And perfect peace and every hope fulfilled."—Selected.


The Uplifted Eye

"I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help. My help cometh from the Lord, which made heaven and earth" (Ps. 121:1, 2). We need to live the life of the upward look. If we keep our eyes constantly on the things of earth we live on a low plane and miss the best in life. We are like the man who found a gold coin on the streets and ever afterward kept looking downward in the hope of finding more of the treasures of earth. He missed the beauties of the flowers and the sky and kept his eyes fastened on the dust and mire of the street. We need the upward look in order to receive necessary help in the experiences of life. By keeping our faces turned Heaven-ward we are prepared to meet temptations and to care for the duties and responsibilities of life that come our way. "If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things which are above, where Christ sitteth on the right hand of God."—Christian Monitor.


Seeing What Is Going to Be

A number of years ago a noted artist was working on a great mural. This was to be a great work of art which he intended to be the masterpiece of his life. He had erected a scaffold and was standing upon it, putting in the background of the picture. A friend suddenly came into the studio and stood quietly in the rear of the room, looking at the work. The artist was slapping on the gray tones and deep blues all across the canvas for the background. Then he wished to view his work from a better perspective so he descended the ladder and stepping back, with his eyes on the canvas, he backed right into his friend without seeing him. Enthusiastically he said, "This is going to be the masterpiece of my life! What do you think of it? Isn't it grand?" His friend replied, "All that I see is a great dull daub." Then said the artist, "Oh, I forgot. When you look at the picture you see only what is there. Now, whenever I look at it, I see what is going to be there."—H. A. Ironside.


Gain or Loss

"A young man once found a five-dollar bill on the street," says William Feather, a well-known writer. "From that time on he never lifted his eyes when walking. In the course of years he accumulated 29,519 buttons, 54,172 pins, twelve cents, a bent back, and a miserly disposition. He lost the glory of the sunlight, the sheen of the stars, the smiles of friends, tree-blossoms in the spring, the blue skies, and the entire joy of living."—San Francisco News.


The Lost Image

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


Making a Dream Come True

A Scotch boy by the name of Alexander Duff had a dream in which, in a chariot of great glory, God drew near to him where he lay musing on a hillside, and calling to him said, "Come up, hither; I have work for thee to do."

That vision never faded from his memory. He went to grammar school and to St. Andrews University, where a missionary society was formed among the students, Duff becoming its first librarian.

In 1829 he went out to India as the first missionary from the Scottish church. He was a real pioneer. He opened a school in Calcutta, and later helped to establish a medical college there.

If you have a dream of doing great service for God, try to make it come true as Alexander Duff made his dream come true.—Selected.


The Faraway Look

A poor shoemaker, in his dreary little shop in a great city, one day found by accident that there was one little place in his dark room from which he could get a view, through a window, of green fields, blue skies, and faraway hills. He wisely set his bench at that point, so that at any moment he could lift his eyes from his dull work and have a glimpse of the great beautiful world outside. From the darkest sick-room, and from the midst of the keenest sufferings there is always a point from which we can see the face of Christ and have a glimpse of the glory of Heaven. If only we can find this place and get this vision, it will make it easy to endure even the greatest suffering.—The King's Business.


Not "What," But "Who"

We had rooms connecting: just a door between us, and it was open most of the time. Dr. Griffith Thomas was always engaged in work, and I am a man with enough to keep me employed. As we sat together in the hotel we could talk through the open door. I shall never forget the last season together, both ministering in a Southern city. Dr. Thomas looked up from his desk and said, "Oh, Tucker, we don't know what is in the future, do we?" "No, Dr. Thomas, thank God, we do not!" All was silent for a time; then again he cried, "Oh, Tucker, we know who is in the future, don't we?"—The Wonderful Word.
Vision—Clear

The glories of the sunrise sky 
That greet the dawn of day
We all may see but must rise up: 
Yes, it is MUST, not MAY.

Yet even then a little thing,
If held too near the eye,
Can hide the vast expanse o'erhead:
Yes, even hide the sky.

So help me, Lord, to vision clear 
Throughout the coming day,
To see, and know that Thou art near 
To guide me in Thy way.—F. H. Oakley
(Acts 26. 19; Eph. 1. 18, 19)



Vision—Spiritual

Among his stories of the great Revival in Scotland, Woodrow tells of a devout minister, who, once a year, visited a distant parish. On the road he was accustomed to alight from his grey 

pony at a little wayside inn nestling in a lonely hollow out among the heather-covered hills. When he drew rein for the first time at this cosy little hostelry, the daughter of the house tripped out and took charge of his beast. He at once became interested in her. She was a typical Scots lassie, with rosy cheeks and laughing eyes, who did everything in her power to make his visit restful and pleasant. Eager to make the most of the opportunity, he engaged the girl in conversation and soon came to grips on the matter of her soul's salvation.

Unable to lead her to a definite decision, he extracted a promise that, until they met again, she would daily offer a prayer, 'Lord, shew me myself!' On his return a year later, the sparkle and gaiety had vanished, the brightness had left her eyes, and she could talk of nothing but her wickedness and waywardness, her faithlessness and her need. He again tried to persuade her to trust the Saviour, but she could not believe such love could be intended for her.

She promised again to offer another daily prayer he taught her, 'O Lord, shew me Thyself.'

On his return the next year he saw in her face settled peace and overflowing gratitude. The first prayer brought her to herself: the second gave her a vision of her Saviour and led her to Him.

(Isa. 6. 1-7)

Vocabulary Sermon Illustrations

A teenage listener is said to have asked Dr. John Mackay why it is that theologians are forever inventing hard words like ecumenical." 

"My dear young woman," ran his reply, "the term 'ecumenical' is really no more difficult to pronounce than `economical'; but more important, it is not only linguistically legitimate, but conceptually inevitable."—Janet Harbison, "John Mackay of Princeton," Presbyterian Life 


J. Hyde Sweet of the Nebraska City News-Press told of the recent church service where a rather deaf lady in town asked the usher to seat her up as far front as possible. "I've always had terrible trouble hearing," she said, "and some of these churches have terrible agnostics."—Laugh Book 


John L. Lewis tells the story of the two coal miners who were inseparable buddies. One had gone to work in the mines as a boy and had received little or no formal education. 

The other, more fortunate, had received a college education. One day they had a falling out and decided to settle the matter with their fists. "When either of us has had enough, he should say `sufficient'," suggested the educated mine worker. "OK," said the other.

For two hours the two men pummeled each other with all their might. Finally the educated coal miner could stand no more. "Sufficient!' he cried. 

His opponent stood up, dusted himself off, and said: "I've been trying to think of that word for an hour and a half."—Omaha World-Herald 


A new word has been added to our American vocabulary. In describing a boy of his acquaintance, a youth said, 'He's psycho-ceramic."

"What's that?" someone asked. 
"Crackpot."—The Cab Stand 


A man who had been waiting impatiently in the post office could not attract the attention of either of the girls behind the counter.

"The evening cloak," explained one of the girls to her companion, "was a redingote design in gorgeous lam6 brocade with fox fur and wide pagoda sleeves." 

At this point the long-suffering customer broke in with, "I wonder if you could provide me with a neat purple stamp with dinky perforated hem. The ensemble deliberately treated on the reverse side with mucilage. Something at about 4 cents."—James J. Kelly, Quote 



Scott's Ivanhoe has a passage pointing out that in feudal days barnyard animals were called by their Anglo-Saxon names—cow, calf, sheep, pig. But when they were dressed for the table they were served as beef, veal, mutton and pork, all Norman designations. 

By the same token, when educators are among themselves they speak of pupils, test, teacher or textbook. But when talking in public, they refer to them as student personnel, evaluative instrument, faculty members, and instructional material.—Southern Illinois Schools 

Voice Sermon Illustrations

Echo of our Master's Voice

Crossing the Channel the other day, as we were nearing the pier, we heard a loud clear voice ringing over the boat. It came from a small dirty-looking boy standing near the engine-room. We could not hear what he said, but we could feel that the great wheels were beginning to revolve more slowly.

Again the clear tones were heard, and suddenly the motion of the engines was reversed and the paddles began to turn in an opposite direction. At first it appeared as if the boy had the entire control of the vessel, and certainly he seemed quite capable of guiding her.

The orders he gave were with authority, and with the utmost confidence; there was no hesitation in his manner or in his voice. On approaching nearer to him the mystery was explained.

His eyes were intently fixed on the little bridge above his head, where stood the captain. It was some time, however, before we discovered how he gave his orders to the boy. He seldom spoke, and then but a word, and yet the boy kept shouting down below as if moved by some unseen power.

At last we found that it was by short, sharp movements of the hand that the captain gave his orders. Quite unintelligible as they were to us, to the boy all was clear, every movement had its meaning, and no sooner did a little wave of the hand say 'forward' than the voice was heard, 'Full speed ahead', and instantly the mighty engines moved in obedience.

We pondered over this, and wished we were more like the captain's boy. The boy was (like John the Baptist of old) simply 'a voice', but as the Baptist's voice derived all its importance because it was the Lord's, so did the boy's because it was but an echo of the captain's.—Dr. A. T. Schofield 
(Matt. 3. 3; John 1. 23)



A lanky country youth entered the crossroads general store to order some groceries. He was seventeen years old and was passing through that stage of adolescence during which a boy seems all hands and feet, and his vocal organs, rapidly developing, are wont to cause his voice to undergo sudden and involuntary changes from high treble to low bass.

In an authoritative rumbling bass voice he demanded of the busy clerk, "Give me a can of corn" (then, his voice suddenly changing to a shrill falsetto, he continued) "and a sack of flour."

"Well, don't be in a hurry. I can't wait on both of you at once," snapped the clerk.



ASPIRING VOCALIST—"Professor, do you think I will ever be able to do anything with my voice?"

PERSPIRING TEACHER—"Well it might come in handy in case of fire or shipwreck."—Cornell Widow.


The devil hath not, in all his quiver's choice,
An arrow for the heart like a sweet voice.—Byron.
Vows Sermon Illustrations

There is a story in India of one who went on a voyage to another country and was returning by ship to his own country when they encountered stormy seas. In great fear of drowning he prayed to his god, and vowed to sacrifice ten fat oxen if his life were saved. The storm passed over and the sea became calm again.

Before he landed at the port, he reconsidered his promise of ten oxen, and thought the god might be satisfied with five. On his way home, he again thought over his vow, and feared he was still too generous, so he vowed to sacrifice two oxen if he reached home safely without mishap.

Arrived home, he retired to rest, but could not sleep, and vowed that he would the next day take one fat bullock from his herd and make a public sacrifice to his god in thanks​giving for his preservation and safe return. But, awaking in the night, he again changed his mind, and thought his goat might be a good substitute for an ox. When he told his wife the next morning that he intended offering the one goat they had to their god in gratitude for the preservation of his life, she strongly objected, saying that it had just begun to give a seer of milk daily and she could not afford to lose that milk. 'All right,' said he, 'I shall take to the temple a large basket of peanuts: and these will surely be better and more pleasing to the god than an animal sacrifice.' So he prepared the basket of peanuts and was on his way to the temple, when it occurred to him that he had not tasted peanuts for some 

considerable time. So he began to take a few and liked them so well that he had eaten them all by the time he reached the temple. All that was left to pay the vow that he had made was a basket of husks.

(Deut. 12. 10, 11; 23. 23; Eccles. 5. 5; Mal. 1. 14)



A Christian in a South Indian town where there was a large assembly, lay at death's door with typhoid fever. At that time the assembly was very poor and met in a schoolroom 150 years old, and too small for the congregation of God's people. They very much needed a hall sufficiently spacious for the increasing numbers being added to the local church, and there was only Rs.2,000 in hand.

The sick brother then made a vow that, if the Lord restored him to health, he would provide a commodious hall for the local assembly. When he recovered from his sickness, Satan tempted him to break his vow and withhold the money, but the Lord had the victory and the hall was built and called `Bethany', which means 'the house of the poor'. It not only provided what was so much needed for the assembly but became, as the years passed, the birthplace of many souls. The brother who fulfilled his vow and gave so generously for the construction of the hall was granted renewed health and prospered in his business.

(Gen. 28. 20; Judg. 11. 39; Eccles. 5. 4, 5)

Voyage Sermon Illustrations

Guidance on Life's Voyage

The Captain of the ship is the man who might be supposed to know. He is a specialist. And Paul sets over against his nautical erudition the unsatisfying words, 'I perceive'. It is a case of Reason on the one hand and Revelation on the other.

That is the exact point at which the world has always missed its way. Adam believed the captain of the ship. Later Noah predicted a flood. Again the insistent voice of Revelation was scouted.

There can be no doubt about it. The unseen world is the triumphant world. The spiritual is, after all, the sane and safe. The only way of avoiding shipwreck in Church and State is clearly to pay heed to 'the things spoken by Paul'.—Dr. F. W. Boreham
(Acts 27. 10, 11)



Shipwreck and Its Cause

An old pilot, trusted and wise, one night many years ago, was taking his vessel up between the coasts of Wales and Ireland. He had been over the course innumerable times without disaster. This night, nearing port and home, he was running full steam ahead. With his keen eye he watched compass and chart. Suddenly with a sickening, crashing sound, on the hidden rocks went the vessel. Loss of life, loss of ship, marked the wreck. Later, in investigating the wreckage, close and interested examination revealed that someone, in seeking to clean or tamper with the compass, had slipped a thin knife blade into the compass box, near the needle, and the blade had broken off. That little piece of foreign steel was sufficient to deflect, though only slightly, the needle by which the clear-eyed pilot was steering the boat. When he thought he was on the true course, he was really rushing toward the rocks. Such a little thing—such a mighty wreck!

(1 Kings 13. 11-26; James 3. 4)

Wages Sermon Illustrations

"Me gotta da good job," said Pictro, as he gave the monkey a little more line after grinding out on his organ a selection from "Santa Lucia." "Getta forty dollar da month and eata myself; thirty da month if da boss eata me."



Commenting on the comparatively small salaries allowed by Congress for services rendered in the executive branch of the Government and the more liberal pay of some of the officials, a man in public life said:

"It reminds me of the way a gang of laborers used to be paid down my way. The money was thrown at a ladder, and what stuck to the rungs went to the workers, while that which fell through went to the bosses."



A certain prominent lawyer of Toronto is in the habit of lecturing his office staff from the junior partner down, and Tommy, the office boy, comes in for his full share of the admonition. That his words were appreciated was made evident to the lawyer by a conversation between Tommy and another office boy on the same floor which he recently overheard.

"Wotcher wages?" asked the other boy.

"Ten thousand a year," replied Tommy.

"Aw, g'wan!"

"Sure," insisted Tommy, unabashed. "Four dollars a week in cash, an' de rest in legal advice."



While an Irishman was gazing in the window of a Washington bookstore the following sign caught his eye:

DICKENS' WORKS
ALL THIS WEEK FOR
ONLY $4.OO

"The divvle he does!" exclaimed Pat in disgust. "The dirty scab!"



The difference between wages and salary is—when you receive wages you save two dollars a month, when you receive salary you borrow two dollars a month.



He is well paid that is well satisfied.—Shakespeare.


The ideal social state is not that in which each gets an equal amount of wealth, but in which each gets in proportion to his contribution to the general stock.—Henry George.
Waiters Sermon Illustrations

Recipe for a waiter:

Stuff a hired dress-suit case with an effort to please,
Add a half-dozen stumbles and trips;
Remove his right thumb from the cranberry sauce,
Roll in crumbs, melted butter and tips.—Life.
Waiting Sermon Illustrations

Waiting on the Lord

Frequently a merchant receives—a day or two ahead—a card from a firm of manufacturers or suppliers to this effect: 'Our Mr. — — will have the pleasure of waiting on you on such and such a day.' The commercial traveller arrives and waits, not outside the shop door, but inside. He sits or stands in the presence of the merchant, converses with him in a friendly way, and expects to receive an order for supplies. If he receives none, he takes leave and promises to wait on him again when the merchant's stock is less.

In exactly the same way God wants us to wait upon Him, not at a distance, but in His presence, within the veil.

(Isa. 40. 31; Prov. 8. 34; Heb. 10. 19)

Walking With God Sermon Illustrations

He `walked with God!' Could grander words be written?
Not much of what he thought or said is told: 
Not where or what he wrought is even mentioned;
He `walked with God'—brief words of fadeless gold!

How many souls were succoured on his journey—
Helped by his words, or prayers, we may not know;
Still, this we read—words of excelling grandeur, 
He walked with God while yet he walked below.

And, after years, long years, of such blest walking,
One day he walked, then was not, God said `Come!
Come from the scene of weary sin-stained sadness!
Come to the fuller fellowship of Home!'

Such be the tribute of thy pilgrim journey
When life's last mile thy feet have bravely trod—
When thou hast gone to all that there awaits thee, 
This simple epitaph—‘He walked with God'.—J. Danson Smith 

(Gen. 5. 22-24; Heb. 11. 5)

War Sermon Illustrations

In the midst of the darkness and misery and sin and horror of world conflict, nevertheless something there is stirring and uplifting about the fact that so many splendid young men rise up to say, "Here am I; send me" (Isa. 6:8). That, indeed, is their splendor and glory. Over the gate of the Soldier's Field at Harvard University—the athletic stadium dedicated by Henry Lee Higginson to Charles Russell Lowell, James Lowell, and Robert Gould Shaw, "friends, comrades, kinsmen who died for their country"—are cut these lines by Emerson:

Though love repine, and reason chafe, 
There came a voice without reply, "
'Tis man's perdition to be safe, 
When for the truth he ought to die."


The two most famous legions in the Roman army were the Tenth Legion and the Thundering Legion. The Tenth Legion was composed of Caesar's veteran shock troops. In every great emergency it was upon that legion that he called, and it never failed him. The Thundering Legion was the name given to the Militine Legion in the days of the philosopher emperor—and yet one of the worst persecutors of the Church—Marcus Aurelius.

Tertullian tells us how the legion won that name, the "Thundering Legion." In A.D. 176 the army of the emperor was engaged in a campaign against the Germans. In their march the Romam found themselves encircled by precipitous mountains which were occupied by their savage enemies. In addition to the danger the army was tormented by thirst because of the drought. It was then that the commander of the Praetorian Guard informed the emperor that the Militine Legion was made up of Christians, and that they believed in the power of prayer.

"Let them pray, then," said the emperor. The soldiers of the Legion then bowed on the ground and earnestly besought God in the name of Christ to deliver the Roman army. They had scarcely risen from their knees when the great thunderstorm arose, accompaniec by hail. The storm drove the barbarians out of their strongholds; and, descending from the mountains, they entreated the Romans for mercy. His army delivered from death at the hands of the barbarians, and delivered from death by the drought, the emperor decreed that this legion should be thereafter called the "Thundering Legion." He also abated somewhat his persecution of the Christians.



At the Battle of Shiloh, where Johnston tried to push Grant into the Tennessee River, there was nothing but victory and enthusiasm for the Confederates on the first day. Yet this was Henry M. Stanley's arraignment of war:

"It was the first Field of Glory I had seen in my May of life, and the first time that Glory sicked me with its repulsive aspect and made me suspect it was all a glittering lie. My thoughts reverted to the time when these festering bodies were idolized objects of their mothers' passionate love, their fathers standing by, half-fearing to touch the fragile little things, and the wings of civil law outspread to protect parents and children in their family loves, their coming and going followed with pride and praise, and the blessing of the Almighty overshadowing all.

"Then, as they were nearing manhood, through some strange warp of Society, men in authority summoned them from school and shop, field and farms, to meet in the weeds in a Sunday morning for mutual butchery with the deadliest instruments ever invented, Civil Law, Religion, Morality complaisantly standing aside while 90,000 young men who had been preached and moralized to for years were let loose to engage in the carnival of slaughter."



A man was once asked, "Is it true that all the peoples of the earth could get into Texas?" "Yes," he said, "it is true—provided they went in as friends."



On the cottage at Rijnsburg where the philosopher Spinoza lodged from 1660 to 1670 is this inscription:

Alas, if all men were but wise,
And would be good as well, 
The earth would be a Paradise, 
Where now 'tis mostly Hell.


"Whence Come Wars"

There is something pathetic in the way humanity raises its wounded head after each war with a new determination to stop all war. Man repeats his age-old mistake of building without God. But there has been of late rather a widespread recognition that war is more than a material problem. Two outstanding military leaders have expressed this thought, as reported by Time (Sept. 10). Air Chief Marshal Sir Arthur
Harris said: "If you couple the atomic bomb with the projected missile you have something with possibilities that hardly bear contemplation. . . . The whole world is now in the range of this weapon. . . .War will go on until there is a change in the human heart—and I see no signs of that." At the Japanese surrender General MacArthur said: "Military alliance, balances of power, League of Nations all in turn failed. ... We have had our last chance. If we do not now devise some greater and more equitable system Armageddon will be at our door. The problem basically is theological and involves a spiritual recrudescence and improvement of human character that will synchronize with our almost matchless advance in science, art, literature, and all material and cultural developments of the past, two thousand years. It must be of the spirit if we are to save the flesh." Sir Arthur Harris has got to the root of the trouble ("the human heart") and General MacArthur goes a step farther by pointing out that "the problem . . . involves a spiritual recrudescence." These statements approach two basic truths of Scripture, that the human heart is desperately wicked, and that man must be born again, and General MacArthur has indicated in a number of public utterances that he knows and believes the Bible. Scripture plainly teaches that the whole world will never be converted, and that wars will not cease until the return of Christ. But we may still hope and pray that men like Harris and MacArthur, and other leaders, may go still farther and recognize that even the human heart can be changed by the Gospel, which "is the power of God unto salvation to everyone that believeth."—Sunday School Times.


The Lord, a Man of War

Question: Is there a single precept or example in the New Testament justifying the use of carnal weapons for any cause?

Answer: Why restrict your question to the New Testament? Is not the God of the Old Testament the same as the God of the New Testament? Moses said of Him, "The Lord is a man of war: the Lord is his name" (Exod. 15:3). The record goes on to relate that He destroyed the hosts of Pharaoh in the Red Sea. There are righteous wars, such as wars waged in defense of one's country, or in defense of our civil and religious liberties, all of which necessitate the use of carnal weapons. Usually such wars are not wars of aggression, waged for the enlargement of territory. Again, righteous wars have been fought at the direct command of God for the punishment of national sins. For example, men, women, and children were ordered by God to be destroyed by the Israelites (Deut. 2:34). Concerning the New Testament teaching, has the questioner never read the book of Revelation? Of the rider upon the white horse, called faithful and true, that "in righteousness he doth judge and make war" (Rev. 19:11) ? There are armies even in heaven (v. 14), and some day they will be victorious upon the earth (vv. 19, 20). We deplore wars, but sometimes they are righteous and necessary.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.
Wishful Thinking

"Who goes there
In the night,
Across the wind-swept plain?"

"We are the ghosts of a valiant war, 
A million murdered men."

"Who goes there
At the dawn,
Across the sun-swept plain?"

"We are the ghosts of those who swear
It must never be again."—Thomas C. Clark.


The "Spoils" of War

When, after many battles past,
Both, tired with blows, make peace at last,
What is it, after all, the people get? 
Why! Taxes, widows, wooden legs and debt.—Sunday School Times.


Another Crop on Flanders Field

Yes, Flanders still produces them,
The blood-red poppies of the war. 
In field, on hillside, they are seen,
The flame-red showing where they are.

The years have quickly sped along
Since cannon boomed above your head, 
Since in amazement you looked on
And dropped your petals on the dead.

The spring and summer came around;
For men the seasons cannot stop.
And though your blossoms fall unseen,
You smile and bear another crop—

Another crop for Flanders fields?
Oh, not a crop of human life!
They fertilized your fields back there—
Those men who toppled in the strife.

Your soil is richer through their blood.
The world is poorer—poor, indeed,
Ignoring what at cost they taught,
And ever blind to human need.

The sheep now graze on Flanders field
A little lad to be their guide
Like other lads in other years,
Before, by cannon shot, they died.

The shepherd boy will soon be grown, 
The poppies watch him through the years;
They bend and think of other boys—
You call it dew—but it is tears.

Oh, tell me, sin-mad world of men,
These wars of hatred, can they stop? 
Don't drive these boys to battlefields,
And mow them down—another crop!—Will H. Houghton.


What It Cost

The cost of killing a soldier increased from $50 in the time of Julius Caesar to between $50,000 and $75,000 in World War II, according to H. V. Churchill, an industrial chemist.

Churchill said the expense of war-time killing has risen steadily though the centuries, with a tremendously great advance occuring between World War I and World War II.

By the time of Napoleon, the cost had became $1,500 for each man killed, the chemist said, and during World War I the figure was about $2,500. He added that Napoleon's advisers and allies thought the cost far too high in their time.

Churchill cited as the reason for the huge increase in the cost the fact that war is now fought with machinery—which adds greatly to the cost—although manpower still is the backbone of war.

"The development of mechanical devices and improvement of machinery has lifted a great deal of hard physical labor from men's shoulders but military men are turning this machinery to war purposes instead of using it for peaceful pursuits," he declared.—Chicago Daily News.


Malice Toward None

"With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in; to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow and his orphan—to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations."—From Second Inaugural Address by Abraham Lincoln.



Battlefield Yielding

William Howard Taft, of honored memory, with great optimism, once wrote, "The battlefield as a place of settlement of disputes is gradually yielding to arbitral courts of justice. The interests of great masses are not being sacrificed as in former times, to the selfishness, ambitions, and aggrandizement of sovereigns," etc. But Mr. Taft wrote this in 1911! However, the point is that many advocates of peace base their activities and expectation on the battlefields "gradually yielding."—Gospel Herald.


War will never yield but to the principles of justice and love, and these have no sure root but in the religion of Jesus Christ.—Channing


Not human strength or mighty hosts, 
Not charging steeds or warlike boasts 
Can save from overthrow. 
But God will save from death and shame 
All those who fear and trust His Name, 
And they no want shall know.—Psalter
"Flag of truce, Excellency."

"Well, what do the revolutionists want?"

"They would like to exchange a couple of Generals for a can of condensed milk."



If you favor war, dig a trench in your backyard, fill it half full of water, crawl into it, and stay there for a day or two without anything to eat, get a lunatic to shoot at you with a brace of revolvers and a machine gun, and you will have something just as good, and you will save your country a great deal of expense.



"Who are those people who are cheering?" asked the recruit as the soldiers marched to the train.

"Those," replied the veteran, "are the people who are not going."—Puck.


He who did well in war, just earns the right
To begin doing well in peace.—Robert Browning.


A great and lasting war can never be supported on this principle [patriotism] alone. It must be aided by a prospect of interest, or some reward.—George Washington.


A report has come from Mexico concerning the doings of three revolutionary soldiers who visited a ranch, which was the property of an American spinster and her two nieces. The girls are pretty and charming, but the aunt is somewhat elderly and much faded, though evidently of a dauntless spirit. The three soldiers looked over the property and the three women, and then declared that they were tired of fighting, and had decided to marry the women and make their home on the ranch.

The two girls were greatly distressed and terrified, but even in their misery they were unselfish.

"We are but two helpless women," they said in effect, "and if we must, we bow to our cruel fate. But please—oh, please—spare our dear auntie. Do not marry her."

At this point, their old-maid relation spoke up for herself:

"Now, now, you girls—you mind your own business. War is war."



"How do countries come to go to war?" the little boy inquired, looking up from his book.

"For various reasons," explained the father. "Now, there was Germany and Russia. They went to war because the Russians mobilized."

"Not at all, my dear," the wife interrupted. "It was because the Austrians—"

"Tut, tut, my love!" the husband remonstrated. "Don't you suppose I know?"

"Certainly not—you are all wrong. It was because—"

"Mrs. Perkins, I tell you it was because—"

"Benjamin, you ought to know better, you have boggled—"

"Your opinion, madam, has not been requested in this matter."

"Shut up! I won't have my child mistaught by an ignoramus."

"Don't you dare, you impudent—"

"And don't you dare bristle at me, or I'll—"

"Oh, never mind!" the little boy intervened. "I think I know now how wars begin."



At our entry into the World War, a popular young man enlisted and before setting forth for camp in his uniform made a round of farewell calls. The girl who first received him made an insistent demand:

"You'll think of me every single minute when you're in those stupid old trenches!"

"Every minute," he agreed solemnly.

"And you'll kiss my picture every night."

"Twice a night," he vowed, with the girl's pretty head on the shoulder of the new uniform coat.

"And you'll write me long, long letters?" she pleaded.

"I'll write every spare minute," he assured her, "and if I haven't any spare minutes, I'll take 'em anyhow."

After a tender interval punctuated with similar ardent promises, he went away from there, and called on another girl. In fact, he called on ten separate and distinct pretty girls, and each of them was tender and sought his promises, which he gave freely and ardently and when it was all done with, he communed with himself somewhat sadly.

"I do hope," he said wearily, "there won't be much fighting to do over there—for I'm going to be awfully busy."



Camp Dinner

During the war, in which the eccentric Count Schaumbourg Lippe commanded the artillery in the army of Prince Frederick of Brunswick, against the French, he one day invited several Hanoverian officers to dine with him in his tent. When the company were in high spirits, and full of gaiety, several cannon balls flew in different directions about the tent. "The French," exclaimed the officers, "are not far off." "No, no," replied the Count, "the enemy, I assure you, are at a great distance; keep your seats." The firing soon afterwards recommenced; when one of the balls carrying away the top of the tent, the officers suddenly rose from their chairs, exclaiming, "The French are here!" "No," replied the Count, "the French are not here; and, therefore, gentlemen, I desire you will again sit down, and rely upon my word." The balls continued to fly about; the officers, however, continued to eat and drink without apprehension, though not without whispering their conjectures to each other upon the singularity of their entertainment. The Count, at length, rose from the table, and addressing himself to the company, said, "Gentlemen, I was willing to convince you how well I can rely upon the officers of my artillery; for I ordered them to fire during the time we continued at dinner, at the pinnacle of the tent, and they have executed my orders with great punctuality."

French Grenadier

During the assault of Thurot on the town of Carrickfergus in 1760, an incident took place, reflecting at once the highest lustre on the soldier concerned, and evincing the union of consummate courage with noble humanity. Whilst the combatants were opposed to each other in the streets, and every inch was pertinaciously disputed by the British forces, a child by some accident escaped from a house in the midst of the scene of action, and ran, unawed by the danger, into the narrow interval between the hostile fronts. One of the French grenadiers seeing the imminent danger of the child, grounded his piece; left the ranks in the hottest fire; took the child in his arms, and placed it in safety in the house from which it had come, and then with all possible haste returned to resume his part in the fight.



George I

During the siege of Fort St. Philip, a young lieutenant of marines was so unfortunate as to lose both his legs by a chain-shot. In this miserable and helpless condition he was conveyed to England, and a memorial of his case presented to a board; but nothing more than half-pay could be obtained. Major Manson had the poor lieutenant conducted to court on a public day, in his uniform; where, posted in the ante-room, and supported by two of his brother officers, he cried out, as the king was passing to the drawing-room, "Behold, sire, a man who refuses to bend his knee to you; he has lost both in your service." The king, struck no less by the singularity of his address, than by the melancholy object before him, stopped, and hastily demanded what had been done for him. "Half-pay," replied the lieutenant, "and please your majesty." "Fye, fye on't," said the king, shaking his head; "but let me see you again next levee-day." The lieutenant did not fail to appear, when he received from the immediate hand of royalty a present of five hundred pounds, and an annuity of two hundred pounds a-year for life.



Charles VI

At the breaking out of the war against the Turks, in the year 1717, the Emperor Charles VI. of Austria took leave of his general, Prince Eugene, with the following words: "Prince, I have set over you a general, who is always to be called to your council, and in whose name all your operations are to be undertaken." With this he put into his hand a crucifix, richly set with diamonds, at the foot of which was the following inscription, 'Jesus Christus Generalissimus.'—"Forget not," added the Emperor, "that you are fighting his battles who shed his blood for man upon the Cross. Under his supreme guidance, attack and overwhelm the enemies of Christ and Christianity."



George the Second

It was once found an impracticable task to make George the Second acquiesce in a judgment passed by a court-martial on the conduct of two officers high in the army. One of the officers had made himself amenable to military law, by fighting in opposition to the orders of his commander in chief, instead of retreating; by which act of disobedience, the general's plans were frustrated. On these circumstances being detailed to the king, his majesty exclaimed, "Oh! the one fight, the other run away." "Your majesty will have the goodness to understand, that General ---- did not run away; it was necessary for the accomplishment of his schemes, that he should cause the army to retreat at that critical moment; this he would have conducted with his wonted skill, but for the breach of duty in the officer under the sentence of the court-martial." "I understand," impatiently returned the king; "one fight, he was right; the other run away, he was wrong." It was in vain that ministers renewed their arguments and explanations; his majesty could not, or would not, understand the difference between a disgraceful flight and a politic retreat; they were therefore obliged to end a discussion which merely drew forth the repetition of the same judgment—"The one face the enemy and fight, he right; the other turn his back and not fight, he wrong."



Ximenes

At the siege of Oran, in Africa, Cardinal Ximenes led the Spanish troops to the breach, mounted on a charger, dressed in his pontifical robes, and preceded by a monk on horseback, who bore his archiepiscopal cross. "Go on, go on, my children," exclaimed he to the soldiers, "I am at your head. A priest should think it an honour to expose his life for his religion. I have an example in my predecessors, in the archbishopric of Toledo. Go on to victory." When his victorious troops took possession of the town, he burst into tears on seeing the number of the dead that were lying on the ground; and was heard to say to himself, "They were indeed infidels, but they might have become Christians. By their death, they have deprived us of the principal advantage of the victory we have gained over them."



An Odd Grenadier

During the famous siege of Gibraltar, in the absence of the fleet, and when an attack was daily expected, one dark night, a sentinel, whose post was near a tower facing the Spanish lines, was standing at the end of his walk, looking towards them, his head filled with nothing but fire and sword, miners, breaching, storming, and bloodshed, while by the side of his box stood a deep narrow-necked earthen jug, in which was the remainder of his supper, consisting of boiled pease. A large monkey (of which there were plenty at the top of the rock), encouraged by the man's absence, and allured by the smell of the pease, ventured to the jug; and, in endeavouring to get at its contents, thrust his neck so far into the jug, as to be unable to withdraw it. At this instant, the soldier approaching, the monkey started up to escape, with the jug on his head. This terrible monster no sooner saluted the eyes of the sentry, than his frantic imagination converted poor pug into a blood-thirsty Spanish grenadier, with a tremendous cap on his head. Full of this dreadful idea, he instantly fired his piece, roaring out that the enemy had scaled the walls. The guards took the alarm; the drums were beat; signal-guns fired; and in less than ten minutes, the governor and his whole garrison were under arms. The supposed grenadier, being very much incommoded by his cap, and almost blinded by the pease, was soon overtaken and seized; and by this capture, the tranquillity of the garrison was soon restored, without that slaughter and bloodshed which every man had prognosticated at the beginning of this dire alarm.

A Ragged Regiment

In 1690, the French attacked and defeated the Prince of Waldeck at Fleurus. During this action, a lieutenant-colonel of a French regiment was on the point of charging. Not knowing how to animate his men, who were discontented at having commenced the campaign without being fresh clothed, he said to them, "My friends, I congratulate you, that you have the good fortune to be in presence of a regiment newly clothed. Charge them vigorously, and we will clothe ourselves." This pleasantry so inspired the soldiers, that they rushed on, and speedily defeated the regiment.



The Ladies of Beauvais

Charles the Bold, Duke of Burgundy, laid siege to the City of Beauvais in the year 1472. After investing it closely for twenty-one days, his troops made a general assault, and were on the point of carrying the place, when a band of women, headed by a lady of the name of Jeanne Hachette, rushing to the walls, opposed such a resistance, with showers of stones, and other missiles, that the tide of fortune was instantaneously turned. A Burgundian officer, who attempted to plant the duke's standard on the walls, was fiercely attacked by Jeanne Hachette, who, snatching the standard from his hands, threw him headlong over the wall. The assailants, in short, were completely repulsed; nor was the distaff, once thrown aside, resumed, till the ladies of Beauvais had forced the Duke of Burgundy to retire in shame from their walls. In memory of this gallant achievement, the Municipality of Beauvais ordered a general procession of the inhabitants to take place every year, on the 10th of July, the day on which the siege was raised, in which the ladies were to have the privilege of preceding the men. As long as Jeanne Hachette lived, she marched in this annual procession, at the head of the women, bearing the standard which she had captured from the Burgundian officer; and at her death this standard was deposited in the church of the Dominicans, and a portrait of the heroine placed in the Town-Hall of Beauvais.



Charles XII. was dictating a letter to his secretary during the siege of Stralsund, when a bomb fell through the roof into the next room of the house where they were sitting. The terrified secretary let the pen drop from his hand. "What is the matter?" said Charles, calmly. The secretary replied, "Ah, sire, the bomb!" "But what has the bomb to do," said Charles, "with what I am dictating to you?—go on."



Gonsalvo of Cordova

In an engagement which the Spaniards fought under Gonsalvo of Cordova, their powder-magazine was blown up by the first discharge of the enemy; but so far was this from discouraging the general, that he immediately cried out to his soldiers, "My brave boys, the victory is ours! Heaven tells us by this signal that we shall have no further occasion for our artillery." This confidence of the general passed on to the soldiers; they rushed to the contest, and gained a complete victory.



Algerine Captain

Louis XIV., who had once bombarded Algiers, ordered the Marquess du Quesne to bombard it a second time, in order to punish the treachery and insolence of the Moors. The despair in which the Corsairs found themselves at not being able to beat the fleet off their coasts, caused them to bring all the French slaves, and fasten them to the mouths of their cannon, where they were blown to pieces, the different limbs of their bodies falling even among the French ships. An Algerine captain, who had been taken on a cruize, and well treated by the French while he had been their prisoner, one day perceived, among those unfortunate Frenchmen who were doomed to the cruel fate just mentioned, an officer named Choiseul, from whom he had received the most signal acts of kindness. The Algerine immediately begged, entreated, and solicited in the most pressing manner, to save the life of the generous Frenchman; but all in vain. At last, when they were going to fire the cannon to which Choiseul was fixed, the captain threw himself on the body of his friend, and closely embracing him in his arms, said to the cannonier, "Fire! since I cannot serve my benefactor, I shall at least have the consolation of dying with him." The Dey, in whose presence this scene passed, was so affected with it, that he commanded the French officer to be set free.



Marshal Boufflers

A few days previous to the battle of Malplaquet, it was publicly talked of at Versailles, that a very important battle would soon take place between the French army commanded by Marshal Villars, and the allied army under Prince Eugene and Marlborough. Louis XIV., who for some years had met with many mortifying repulses, seemed to be very uneasy about the event. Marshal Boufflers, in order to quiet in some degree the perturbation of his sovereign's mind, offered, though a senior officer to Villars, to go and serve under him, sacrificing all personal considerations to the glory of his country. His proposal was accepted, and he repaired to the camp. On his arrival, a very singular contest took place between the two commanders. Villars desired to have Boufflers for his leader; but the latter persisted in yielding him all the glory, while he shared the danger. No event in the life of Boufflers ever contributed more to render his name illustrious. Marshal Villars, who commanded the left wing at the battle, being obliged to retire on account of a wound he had received, Marshal Boufflers charged the enemy six times after this accident; but finding they had made themselves master of a wood through which they penetrated into the centre of the French army, he yielded them the field of battle, and made a retreat in such good order, that the allies declined pursuing him.



War by Candle Light

Shortly after the commencement of the last Peninsular war, a tax was laid on candles, which, as a political economist would prove, made them dearer. A Scotch wife, in Greenock, remarked to her chandler that the price was raised, and asked why. "It's a' owin' to the war," said he. "The war!" said the astonished matron, "gracious me! are they gaun to fight by candle licht?"



Admiral Duncan's address to the officers of his fleet, when they came on board his ship for his final instructions, previous to the memorable engagement with Admiral De Winter, was couched in the following laconic and humorous words:—"Gentlemen of my Fleet, you see a very severe Winter fast approaching; and I have only to advise you to keep up a good fire!"



A Noble Enemy

When the Laura and Andromeda frigates were wrecked in a violent hurricane in the West Indies, on the coast of the Martinique, thirty-five men were thrown ashore alive. The Marquess de Bouille, on hearing of the circumstance, took them to his house, where he treated them most hospitably. After he had cured them of their bruises and sickness, and had clothed them from head to foot, he sent them with a flag of truce to the commanding officer of St. Lucia, with a letter, stating that these men having experienced the horrors of shipwreck, he would not add those of war, and had therefore set them free, and at liberty again to serve their country.

Warning Sermon Illustrations

From the steeple of St. Mary's Church in Cracow, Poland, a bugle has been sounded every day for the last seven hundred years. The last note on the bugle is always muted and broken, as if some disaster had befallen the bugler. This seven-hundred-year commemoration is in memory of a heroic trumpeter who one night sounded a blast on his trumpet and summoned the people to defend their city against the hordes of the invading Tartars. As he was sounding the last blast on his trumpet, an arrow from one of the Tartars struck him and killed him. Hence the muffled note at the end.



The Divine Warning

There is a time we know not when, a place we know not where,
That marks the destiny of men for glory or despair.
There is a line by us unseen that crosses every path,
That marks the boundary between God's patience and His wrath.
To pass that limit is to die, to die as if by stealth: 
It does not dim the beaming eye or pale the glow of health.
The conscience may be still at ease, the spirits light and gay:
That which is pleasing still may please, and care be thrust away.
But on that forehead God has set indelibly a mark
Unseen by man, for man as yet is blind and in the dark.
And yet the doomed man's path below as Eden may have bloomed:
He did not, does not, will not know, or feel that he is doomed.
He thinks, he feels that all is well: his every fear is calmed;
He lives, he dies, he wakes in hell not only doomed but damned.
O! where is this mysterious bourne by which our path is crossed
Beyond which God Himself hath sworn that he who goes is lost?
How long may we go on in sin? How long will God forbear?

Where does hope end, and where begin the confines of despair?
An answer from the skies is sent:—Ye who from God depart,
While it is called today, repent, and harden not your heart.

(Job. 36. 18; Heb. 3. 7, 8, 15; 4. 7)



Warnings of Danger

The road signs for motorists on all main highways are instructive for travellers to eternity. Dangerous crossings or bends are indicated before the motorist comes to them, and we are warned to 'Keep Death off the road', and to pursue a `Safety first' policy in preference to speeding. Frequently too the warning is reinforced by a large hoarding containing the words—`You have been warned'.

God's Word is replete with warnings to travelers to eternity, so that none can say they have not been warned.

(Ps. 19. 11; Ezek. 33. 4-6; Matt. 3. 7; Acts 20. 31)



Pietro had drifted down to Florida and was working with a gang at railroad construction. He had been told to beware of rattlesnakes, but assured that they would always give the warning rattle before striking.

One hot day he was eating his noon luncheon on a pine log when he saw a big rattler coiled a few feet in front of him. He eyed the serpent and began to lift his legs over the log. He had barely got them out of the way when the snake's fangs hit the bark beneath him.

"Son of a guna!" yelled Pietro. "Why you no ringa da bell?"

George Washington Sermon Illustrations

A Barnegat schoolma'am had been telling her pupils something about George Washington, and finally she asked:

"Can anyone now tell me which Washington was—a great general or a great admiral?"

The small son of a fisherman raised his hand, and she signaled him to speak.

"He was a great general," said the boy. "I seen a picture of him crossing the Delaware, and no great admiral would put out from shore standing up in a skiff."



A Scotsman visiting America stood gazing at a fine statue of George Washington, when an American approached.

"That was a great and good man, Sandy," said the American; "a lie never passed his lips."

"Weel," said the Scot, "I praysume he talked through his nose like the rest of ye."

Wasps Sermon Illustrations

The wasp cannot speak, but when he says "Drop it," in his own inimitable way, neither boy nor man shows any remarkable desire to hold on.

Waste Sermon Illustrations

The automobile rushed down the road—huge, gigantic, sublime. Over the fence hung the woman who works hard and long-her husband is at the cafe and she has thirteen little ones. (An unlucky number.) Suddenly upon the thirteenth came the auto, unseeing, slew him, and hummed on, unknowing. The woman who works hard and long rushed forward with hands, hands made rough by toil, upraised. She paused and stood inarticulate—a goddess, a giantess. Then she hurled forth these words of derision, of despair: "Mon Dieu! And I'd just washed him!"—Literally translated from Le Sport of Paris.


A Boston physician tells of the case of a ten-year-old boy, who, by reason of an attack of fever, became deaf. The physician could afford the lad but little relief, so the boy applied himself to the task of learning the deaf-and-dumb alphabet. The other members of his family, too, acquired a working knowledge of the alphabet, in order that they might converse with the unfortunate youngster.

During the course of the next few months, however, Tommy's hearing suddenly returned to him, assisted no doubt by a slight operation performed by the physician.

Everyone was, of course, delighted, particularly the boy's mother, who one day exclaimed:

"Oh, Tommy, isn't it delightful to talk to and hear us again?"

"Yes," assented Tommy, but with a degree of hesitation; "but here we've all learned the sign language, and we can't find any more use for it!"

Water of Life Sermon Illustrations

Water is man's great necessity. Without it no child can thrive, no nation can exist. What is the word that you hear from the lips of the traveler lost on the face of the scorched desert? "Water!" What is the word that you hear on the lips of the sick and feverish man as he tosses on his bed? "Water!" What is the piteous appeal and murmur that you hear on the lips of the wounded in battle as they lie on the field of carnage? "Water." How beautiful, then, is this metaphor, "the water of life"! As the body must have water, so the soul must have the water of life. The Bible closes with an invitation to drink of that water. The invitation takes in everyone! "Whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely" (Rev. 22:17).



A ship in distress off the Canadian coast, with its fresh water supply completely exhausted, sent out an S.O.S. for fresh water. The reply came back immediately: `Let your buckets down!' They had sailed into the fresh water of the River St. Lawrence.

Rev. 21. 6; 22. 17

Water Supply Sermon Illustrations

Water, water everywhere! The atmosphere often contains as much as 50,000 tons of water over one square mile of the earth's surface at summer temperature. All our food contains water—in watery fruits as much as 95 per cent. About 70 per cent of the human body is water.

In industry the great raw material is water. It takes 10 gallons of water to produce one gallon of petrol; 24 gallons to produce a pound of paper; 70 gallons to make a pound of woolen cloth; and 65,000 gallons to produce a ton of highly finished steel. In highly industrialized countries the need of still greater supplies of water is of paramount importance. Water supply is a big industry in the U.S.A. By weight of material handled it is 7 times as big as all other industries put together.

In Iceland there is an abundance of drinking water, so pure and clear and free from bacteria that no purification is needed. Springs of hot water are used for heating houses, schools and public buildings, and this hot water is so clean that it corrodes neither concrete nor iron and can be used even in cooking. In India how much we would appreciate such a boon!

The Bible has a lot to say about water. In John's Gospel, for example, chapter after chapter is occupied with it. Pots of water, a well of water, pools of water, a lake of water, rivers of water, and a basin of water (chapters 2, 4, 5, 6, 7, 9, and 13). John tells us how Christ transformed the 

water, drank of the water, and walked on the water (2. 9; 4. 7; 6. 19). The disciples baptized in it and the Lord applied spiritual lessons from the water. But in chapter 5 He dispensed with the need of it. Why?

The sick folks at the pool of Bethesda were looking to the water instead of looking to the Lord Who provided it. How sad that men should be occupied with the creature or the created thing rather than with the Creator.

When the Lord took the poor impotent man's case in hand it is not surprising that He healed him without any reference to the water. This man had been an invalid for years before Christ was born in Bethlehem, but in an instant the Saviour loosed him from his longstanding sickness and made him fully whole. This wasn't a water-cure but a wonder-cure genuinely and miraculously wrought by the divine Healer, and all without money and without price.

The moral is clear and plain. Make sure that you go straight to the Lord Himself for deliverance when the need arises.

Now the frail vessel Thou hast made, No hand but Thine can fill—
The waters of the earth have failed, And I am thirsty still.
Oh! Peace of God that passeth thought, I daily hourly sing,
My heart is at the secret source of every living thing.—A. Soutter
(John 4. 10; 5. 3)

Way to Heaven Sermon Illustrations

A gentleman was driving in his car through a town in Renfrew-shire, Scotland, the town of Kilmacolm, and stopped to hail a roadmender and ask him please to tell him the way to Glasgow. After giving him explicit directions, the roadmender asked, 'Excuse me, sir, but do you know the way to Heaven?' 'No, I don't,' replied the gentleman in the car. 'Jesus said, "I am the Way",' said the roadmender. Thanking him, the man drove on to Glasgow, turning over in his mind the roadmender's words. On his return to London, the same man was involved in a fatal road accident, and taken to hospital where, after arranging his affairs, he died. Ten days later two young men wearing black ties, and in deep mourning, arrived in the town of Kilmacolm, enquiring for a roadmender who, as a witness for the Lord Jesus Christ, had told their father the way to Heaven. He had commissioned them to take the journey after the funeral service was over, and to thank the Christian roadmender for pointing out the way to Heaven when he showed their father the way to Glasgow: 'and,' they added, 'he understood and is now in Heaven.' 

(John 14. 6)

Ways of God Sermon Illustrations

God's ways are behind the scenes, and He moves all the scenes He is behind.—J. N. Darby
(Ps. 77. 13-19)



His ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all His paths are peace.
His words are words of graciousness 
And love which ne'er shall cease.
His works are works of holiness 
And victory over sin.
His wounds are wounds of tenderness: 
He only wounds to win.—F. H. Oakley
(Ps. 18. 30; Prov. 3. 17)

Wealth Sermon Illustrations

If you want to make a living you have to work for it, while if you want to get rich you must go about it in some other way.



The traditional fool and his money are lucky ever to have got together in the first place.—Puck.


He that is proud of riches is a fool. For if he be exalted above his neighbors because he hath more gold, how much inferior is he to a gold mine!—Jeremy Taylor.
Weather Sermon Illustrations

"How did you find the weather in London?" asked the friend of the returned traveler.

"You don't have to find the weather in London," replied the traveler. "It bumps into you at every corner."



An American and a Scotsman were discussing the cold experienced in winter in the North of Scotland.

"Why, it's nothing at all compared to the cold we have in the States," said the American. "I can recollect one winter when a sheep, jumping from a hillock into a field, became suddenly frozen on the way, and stuck in the air like a mass of ice."

"But, man," exclaimed the Scotsman, "the law of gravity wouldn't allow that."

"I know that," replied the tale-pitcher. "But the law of gravity was frozen, too!"



Two commercial travelers, one from London and one from New York, were discussing the weather in their respective countries.

The Englishman said that English weather had one great fault—its sudden changes.

"A person may take a walk one day," he said, "attired in a light summer suit, and still feel quite warm. Next day he needs an overcoat."

"That's nothing," said the American. "My two friends, Johnson and Jones, were once having an argument. There were eight or nine inches of snow on the ground. The argument got heated, and Johnson picked up a snowball and threw it at Jones from a distance of not more than five yards. During the transit of that snowball, believe me or not, as you like, the weather changed and became hot and summer like, and Jones, instead of being hit with a snowball, was—er—scalded with hot water!"



Ex-President Taft on one of his trips was playing golf on a western links when he noticed that he had a particularly good caddie, an old man of some sixty years, as they have on the Scottish links.

"And what do you do in winter?" asked the President.

"Such odd jobs as I can pick up, sir," replied the man.

"Not much chance for caddying then, I suppose?" asked the President.

"No, sir, there is not," replied the man with a great deal of warmth. "When there's no frost there's sure to be snow, and when there's no snow there's frost, and when there's neither there's sure to be rain. And the few days when it's fine they're always Sundays."



On the way to the office of his publishers one crisp fall morning, James Whitcomb Riley met an unusually large number of acquaintances who commented conventionally upon the fine weather. This unremitting applause amused him. When greeted at the office with "Nice day, Mr. Riley," he smiled broadly.

"Yes," he agreed. "Yes, I've heard it very highly spoken of."



The darky in question had simmered in the heat of St. Augustine all his life, and was decoyed by the report that colored men could make as much as $4 a day in Duluth.

He headed North in a seersucker suit and into a hard winter. At Chicago, while waiting for a train, he shivered in an engine room, and on the way to Duluth sped by miles of snow fields.

On arriving he found the mercury at 18 below and promptly lost the use of his hands. Then his feet stiffened and he lost all sensation.

They picked him up and took him to a crematory for unknown dead. After he had been in the oven for awhile somebody opened the door for inspection. Rastus came to and shouted:

"Shut dat do' and close dat draff!"



There was a small boy in Quebec,
Who was buried in snow to his neck;
When they said, "Are you friz?"
He replied, "Yes, I is—
But we don't call this cold in Quebec."—Rudyard Kipling.


Sunshine is delicious, rain is refreshing, wind braces up, snow is exhilarating; there is really no such thing as bad weather, only different kinds of good weather.—Ruskin.


The old colored attendant at the court house had a formula for addressing the judge: "What's the news this mawnin', Jedge?"

And the judge's habitual reply was to the effect that there was no news in particular.

But one morning, in answer to the usual query, there came a variation:

"Our country has declared war against Spain." The darky scratched his head thoughtfully, then rolled his eyes to squint at the cloudless blue of the sky, and finally remarked in a pleased tone:

"They shohly done picked a fine day fer it."

Wedding Anniversaries Sermon Illustrations

Uncle Ephraim had put on a clean collar and his best coat, and was walking majestically up and down the street.

"Aren't you working to-day, Uncle?" asked somebody.

"No, suh. I'se celebrating' mah golden weddin' suh."

"You were married fifty years ago to-day, then!"

"Yes, suh."

"Well, why isn't your wife helping you to celebrate?"

"Mah present wife, suh," replied Uncle Ephraim with dignity, "ain't got nothin' to do with it."

Wedding Presents Sermon Illustrations

Among the presents lately showered upon a dusky bride in a rural section of Virginia, was one that was a gift of an old woman with whom both bride and groom were great favorites.

Some time ago, it appears, the old woman accumulated a supply of cardboard mottoes, which she worked and had framed as occasion arose.

So it happened that in a neat combination of blues and reds, suspended by a cord of orange, there hung over the table whereon the other presents were displayed for the delectation of the wedding guests, this motto: FIGHT ON; FIGHT EVER.

Weddings Sermon Illustrations

An actor who was married recently for the third time, and whose bride had been married once before, wrote across the bottom of the wedding invitations: "Be sure and come; this is no amateur performance."



A wealthy young woman from the west was recently wedded to a member of the nobility of England, and the ceremony occurred in the most fashionable of London churches—St. George's.

Among the guests was a cousin of the bride, as sturdy an American as can be imagined. He gave an interesting summary of the wedding when asked by a girl friend whether the marriage was a happy one.

"Happy? I should say it was," said the cousin. "The bride was happy, her mother was overjoyed, Lord Stickleigh, the groom, was in ecstasies, and his creditors, I understand, were in a state of absolute bliss."—Edwun Tarrisse.


The best man noticed that one of the wedding guests, a gloomy-looking young man, did not seem to be enjoying himself. He was wandering about as though he had lost his last friend. The best man took it upon himself to cheer him up.

"Er—have you kissed the bride?" he asked by way of introduction.

"Not lately," replied the gloomy one with a far-away expression.



The curate of a large and fashionable church was endeavoring to teach the significance of white to a Sunday-school class.

"Why," said he, "does a bride invariably desire to be clothed in white at her marriage?"

As no one answered, he explained. "White," said he, "stands for joy, and the wedding-day is the most joyous occasion of a woman's life."

A small boy queried, "Why do the men all wear black?"—M.J. Moor.


Lilly May came to her mistress. "Ah would like a week's vacation, Miss Annie," she said, in her soft negro accent; "Ah wants to be married."

Lillie had been a good girl, so her mistress gave her the week's vacation, a white dress, a veil and a plum-cake.

Promptly at the end of the week Lillie returned, radiant. "Oh, Miss Annie!" she exclaimed, "Ah was the mos' lovely bride! Ma dress was pcrfec', ma veil mos' lovely, the cake mos' good! An' oh, the dancin' an' the eatin'!"

"Well, Lillie, this sounds delightful," said her mistress, "but you have left out the point of your story—I hope you have a good husband."

Lillie's tone changed to indignation: "Now, Miss Annie, what yo' think? Tha' darn nigger nebber turn up!"



There is living in Illinois a solemn man who is often funny without meaning to be. At the time of his wedding, he lived in a town some distance from the home of the bride. The wedding was to be at her house. On the eventful day the solemn man started for the station, but on the way met the village grocer, who talked so entertainingly that the bridegroom missed his train.

Naturally he was in a "state." Something must be done, and done quickly. So he sent the following telegram:

Don't marry till I come.—HENRY.—Howard, Morse.


In all the wedding cake, hope is the sweetest of the plums.—Douglas Jerrold.
Weights and Measures Sermon Illustrations

"Didn't I tell ye to feed that cat a pound of meat every day until ye had her fat?" demanded an Irish shopkeeper, nodding toward a sickly, emaciated cat that was slinking through the store.

"Ye did thot," replied the assistant, "an" I've just been after feedin' her a pound of meat this very minute."

"Faith, an' I don't believe ye. Bring me the scales."

The poor cat was lifted into the scales. Thy balancd at exactly one pound.

"There!" exclaimed the assistant triumphantly. "Didn't I tell ye she'd had her pound of meat?"

"That's right," admitted the boss, scratching his head. "That's yer pound of meat all right. But"—suddenly looking up—"where the divvil is the cat?"

Welcomes Sermon Illustrations

When Ex-President Taft was on his transcontinental tour, American flags and Taft pictures were in evidence everywhere. Usually the Taft pictures contained a word of welcome under them. Those who heard the President's laugh ring out will not soon forget the western city which, directly under the barred window of the city lockup, displayed a Taft picture with the legend "Welcome" on it.—Hugh Morist.


Come in the evening, or come in the morning,
Come when you're looked for, or come without warning,
Kisses and welcome you'll find here before you,
And the oftener you come here the more I'll adore you.—Thomas O. Davis.
Wells Sermon Illustrations

Wells Dug

A newspaper dated June 13, 1862, made this report: The army of Mississippi has taken a position near Tupelo, about fifty miles south of Corinth. It is stated that this is the first point at which a sufficient supply of good water could be obtained in addition to offering other advantages of comfort for a large army in camp. About one hundred wells have already been dug at Tupelo and more are being dug daily. A number of ovens have been built for use of the troops.

Well digging was done in the days of Abraham and Isaac, ever since Hagar, in the wilderness of Beersheba, saw a well of water and filled a bottle with water (Genesis 21:19): ever since "Abraham reproved Abimelech because of a well of water which Abimelech's servants had violently taken away" (Genesis 21:25); ever since the event we read of in Genesis.

And Isaac digged again the wells of water, which they had digged in the days of Abraham his father; for the Philistines had stopped them after the death of Abraham: and he called their names after the names hy which his father had called them. And Isaac's servants digged in the valley, and found there a well of springing water (Gen​esis 26:18,19).

And it came to pass the same day, that Isaac's servants came, and told him concerning the well which they had digged, and said unto him, We have found water (Genesis 26:32).

Wells have not all been the same size. 
Wells have not all been the same depth. 
Wells have not all been of the same age. 
Wells have not all been digged the same way. 

But water, H2O is water everywhere and all the time, such as Adam and Eve drank on their honeymoon.   Jesus, sitting on Jacob's well curb at Sychar, talking to the woman whom He met there, spoke of a different well of water:

Whosoever drinketh of this water shall thirst again: But whosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall never thirst; hut the water that I shall give him shall be in him a well of water springing up into everlasting life (John 4:13,14).

West Sermon Illustrations

EASTERN LADY (traveling in Montana)—"The idea of calling this the 'Wild-West'! Why, I never saw such politeness anywhere."

COWBOY—"We're allers perlite to ladies, ma'am."

EASTERN LADY—"Oh, as for that, there is plenty of politeness everywhere. But I refer to the men. Why, in New York the men behave horribly towards one another; but here they treat one another as delicately as gentlemen in a drawing-room."

COWBOY—"Yes, ma'am; it's safer."—Abbie C. Dixon.
Whales Sermon Illustrations

At the time when petroleum began to be used instead of whale oil for burning in lamps, a kindly old lady was deeply perturbed by the change.

"What," she wanted to know, "will the poor whales do now?"

Whiskers Sermon Illustrations

An elderly man was on his way home by train from a session of three days at a convention of his political party. (This was antedating the era of prohibition.) The man's personal preferences had been gratified in the nominations at the convention, and he had celebrated in a way only too common in the bibulous period of our history. His absorption in other things and of other things had led him to neglect shaving throughout the three days. Now, as he chanced to move his hand over his chin, it encountered the long growth of white bristles, and he was aroused to a realization of his neglect. To determine just how badly he needed a shave, the elderly gentleman opened his handbag, and fumbled in it for a mirror. In his confused condition, he seized on a silver-backed hair-brush of the same set, pulled it forth, and held it up to his face with the bristles toward him. He studied these with great care, groaned and muttered:

"I look worse than I thought for. Whatever will Sarah Ann say!"

Whisky Sermon Illustrations

This is from an Irish priest's sermon, as quoted in Samuel M. Hussey's "Reminiscences of an Irish Land Agent": "'It's whisky makes you bate your wives; it's whisky makes your homes desolate; it's whisky makes you shoot your landlords, and'—with emphasis, as he thumped the pulpit—'it's whisky makes you miss them.'"



In a recent trial of a "bootlegger" in western Kentucky a witness testified that he had purchased some "squirrel" whisky from the defendant.

"Squirrel whisky?" questioned the court.

"Yes, you know: the kind that makes you talk nutty and want to climb trees."



General Carter, who went to Texas in command of the regulars sent south for maneuvers along the Mexican border, tells this story of an old Irish soldier: The march had been a long and tiresome one, and as the bivouac was being made for the night, the captain noticed that Pat was looking very much fatigued. Thinking that a small drop of whisky might do him good, the captain called Pat aside and said, "Pat, will you have a wee drink of whisky?" Pat made no answer, but folded his arms in a reverential manner and gazed upward. The captain repeated the question several times, but no answer from Pat, who stood silent and motionless, gazing devoutly into the sky. Finally the captain, taking him by the shoulder and giving him a vigorous shake said: "Pat, why don't you answer? I said, 'Pat, will you have a drink of whisky?'" After looking around in considerable astonishment Pat replied: "And is it yez, captain? Begorrah and I thought it was an angel spakin' to me."

Whistle Sermon Illustrations

Sound Burns and Death

A siren whistle that kills flies and mosquitoes in ten seconds is described in (he Journal of the Acoustical Society of America, The whistle is hooked to a horn, that directs the sound. But don't make one yet. It has to be almost as close to the fly as a swatter. If you started whistling the flies to death, you soon would become dizzy and probably start seeing double.

The human risks of this whistle are new to science. The scientists are hunting for some sort of a loud-speaker to kill crop insects.

The siren makes a noise too high-pitched for human ears to hear. But after a little while a person close to it gets dizzy. He does not have to be in the sound stream—in fact, if any part of him is directly in the beam of sound, close up, that part gets very hot. If a hand is placed in the stream, with fingers touching, the places where they touch become burned. The temperature at these flesh contact points jumps to more than 150° Fahrenheit.

Workers spending an entire day in the state college whistle room report that they become more than ordinarily tired. Those who open their mouths while the whistle is blowing feel a cool tickling sensation in their mouths.  Some like this tickle,
others don't.

The reasons for these effects are not known, except the burning. The whistle kills the insects because the sound waves over​heat their bodies. It heats anything the sound blast touches. These burns kill cockroaches and caterpillars in three to four minutes. The roaches used were about two inches long. White mice died in one minute from the sound bums, except one mouse which was shaved. Naked, he lived more than, two minutes. The reason was that fur traps the heat faster.

All this makes me think of what the Bible says of the sound of a shaken leaf:

And upon them that are left alive of you I will send a faintness into their hearts in the lands of their enemies; and the sound of a shaken leaf shall chase them; and they shall  flee, as fleeing from a sword; and they  shall fall when none pursueth (Leviticus 26:36). 

Widowhood Sermon Illustrations

During the parade at the last encampment of the G.A.R., a woman in the crowd of spectators made herself not only conspicuous, but rather a nuisance by the way she carried on. She waved a flag with such vigor as to endanger the bystanders and yelled to deafen them. An annoyed man in the crowd after politely requesting her to moderate her enthusiasm, quite without effect, bluntly told her to shut up.

"Shut up yourself!" she retorted in high indignation. "If you had buried two husbands who had served in the war, you would be hurrahing, too."

Widows Sermon Illustrations

During the course of conversation between two ladies in a hotel parlor one said to the other: "Are you married?" "No, I am not," replied the other. "Are you?"

"No," was the reply, "I, too, am on the single list," adding: "Strange that two such estimable women as ourselves should have been overlooked in the great matrimonial market! Now that lady," pointing to another who was passing, "has been widowed four times, two of her husbands having been cremated. The woman," she continued, "is plain and uninteresting, and yet she has them to burn."



One of the ladies assembled at the club was describing the wedding she had just attended:

"And then, just as Frank and the widow started up the aisle to the altar, every light in the church went out."

The listeners exclaimed over the catastrophe.

"And what did the couple do then?" someone questioned.

"Kept on going. The widow knew the way."



A widow visited a spiritualistic medium, who satisfactorily produced the deceased husband for a domestic chat.

"Dear John," the widow questioned eagerly, "are you happy now?"

"I am very happy," the spook assured her.

"Happier than you were on earth with me?" the widow continued, greatly impressed.

"Yes," John asserted, "I am far happier now than I was on earth with you."

"Oh, do tell me, John," the widow cried rapturously, "what is it like in heaven?"

"Heaven!" the answer snapped. "I ain't in heaven!"

Wife Sermon Illustrations

John Roebling, Pittsburgh's famous bridge builder, builder of Brooklyn Bridge, settled first at Saxonburg, Pennsylvania, where he manufactured the first wire rope. Here he married Johanna Herting, one of the settlers who had come with the colony from Germany. In 1864, when Roebling was building the Cincinnati-Covington bridge, his wife died. He wrote in the family Bible this beautiful tribute to her:

"Of those angels in human form who are blessing this earth by their unselfish love and devotion, this dear departed wife was one. She never thought of herself, she only thought of others. No trace of ill-will toward any person ever entered her unselfish bosom. And, oh, what a treasure of love she was toward her own children! No faults were ever discovered, she knew only forbearance, patience, and kindness. My only regret is that such pure unselfishness was not sufficiently appreciated by myself. In a higher sphere of life I hope to meet you again, dear Johanna. And I also hope that my own love and devotion will then be more deserving of yours."



Too often an angelic wife, an angel on earth, goes to heaven before we realize that she is an angel. In Browning's "Paracelsus" the philosopher who made fame and ambition his god, at the expense and sacrifice of human affection and love, confesses his error to Festus in the hospital at St. Sebastian:

And she is gone; sweet human love is gone!
'Tis only when they spring to heaven that angels 
Reveal themselves to you; they sit all day 
Beside you, and lie down at night by you 
Who care not for their presence, muse or sleep, 
And all at once they leave you, and you know them!


The word wife literally means weaver. In the times before the factories arose, the wool was spun by the girls, who were therefore called spinsters; and the thread was woven into cloth by the mother, who was therefore called wife. And Trench well remarks that "in this word is wrapped up a kind of earnest, indoor, stay-at-home occupation, as being fit for one who bears this name." This is indeed a far cry from many who bear this name today.—The Biblical Illustrator


A young skeptic in the congregation once interrupted Billy Sunday with the question:

"Who was Cain's wife?"

The Evangelist answered in all seriousness:

"I honor every seeker after knowledge of the truth. But I have a word of warning for this questioner. Don't risk losing salvation by too much inquiring after other men's wives."

Wild Women Sermon Illustrations

The old sea captain was surrounded at the tea party, to which his wife had dragged him, much against his will, by a group of women pestering him for a story from his adventures. Finally, at the end of his patience, he began.

"Once, I was shipwrecked on the coast of South America, and there I came across a tribe of wild women, who had no tongues."

"Mercy!" exclaimed all the fair listeners with one voice. "But they couldn't talk."

"That," snapped the old sea captain, "was what made them wild."

Will of God Sermon Illustrations

The last words of Richard Baxter, the famous English Puritan divine, author of the celebrated work The Saints' Everlasting Rest and the man "who preached as a dying man to dying men, and never sure to preach again," were these: "Lord, what thou wilt, where thou wilt, and when thou wilt."



Dr. Gray's "Set Back"

Dr. James M. Gray says, "Once, when convalescing from a long illness, it was suggested that for the benefit of the change I visit the British provinces. The arrangements were all made when unexpectedly another malady threw me on my bed again. How disappointing! For what was I waiting longer in the sick room? Soon I received a satisfac tory answer. Picking up a newspaper, I read that the steamer on which I should have sailed struck a reef on entering St. John harbor and almost instantly sank."—Sunday School Times.


Why God Changes Our Plans

Sudden changes in our plans may be hard to accept. But they may be forced upon us by some circumstance over which we may have no control. And God may be back of the circumstance. Yet the plans were very dear to us, and we had set our hearts upon carrying them through. Why should God have permitted them to be changed, or to be set aside completely?

Someone has written: " 'Thou God seest me' is a precious thought. He sees us and our path beset with danger, and He plans our ways and guides us accordingly. That is why he often permits reverses and failure to come our way. He changes our plans, for He sees the danger in them." What a blessing, then, that God does not always let us carry out our plans!

When a baby plans, with great interest and pleasure, to play with brightly burning fire, a loving parent is likely to change the baby's plans. Yet that brightly burning fire, dangerous as it is, may not be as grave a danger as would be the result of some plans that we are prevented by God's love from carrying through. As this writer reminds us: "knowing the end from the beginning, He cannot mistake." Our plans are sometimes mistaken; God's plans are always perfect.—The Sunday School Times.


One or the Other Must Go

At a meeting in Massachusetts, a speaker, who had just delivered an urgent appeal to a group of young people to accept Christ, was asked this startling question by a young girl, "Sir, I should like to know how we can be Christians, and have our own way." Perhaps many of us have either consciously or unconsciously asked this same question. We have sought, in a measure at least, to do God's will, but we have reserved the right to have our own way whenever it pleases us. This is not God's plan for Christian living and service, however, and it always brings conflict, and unrest, and lack of joy and power.—John W. Lane, Jr., in the Sunday School Times and Christian Youth.


Knowing and Doing God's Will

Why do we want to know God's will? Most Christians would feel that this was a strange question, for those whose lives are yielded to God have a real desire to know His plan for them in order that they may follow it in their lives. But is there not sometimes too great a lapse of time between knowledge and obedience? Dr. William L. Pettingill the well-known Bible teacher and author of many books, at a meeting of the Philadelphia Fundamentalists made a penetrating remark on this subject. "Most people," he said, "don't want to know the will of God in order to do it; they want to know it in order to consider it." It often takes time to learn just what God wants us tc do in any particular matter, but once we know His purpose we ought not to delay in at least beginning to carry it out by His grace. And when obedience is prompt, "when we walk with the Lord in the light of His Word, what a glory He sheds on our way!"—Sunday School Times.


We Are His Workmanship

Behind our lives the Weaver stands, 
And works His wondrous will;
We leave it in His all-wise hands,
And trust His perfect skill.—Selected.


A Soft Pillow

Someone says, "The will of God which we sometimes think so hard, is, if we only knew it, just the softest pillow to rest upon." If we recognized that there was no choice but God's, no aim but such as had Him for its object, how it would take the worry and care from our lives! Have we learned that we are only safe, happy, right, when He chooses?—Gospel Herald.


God's Plan for Us

God has a plan for every life in Christ Jesus. What a wondrous truth is this! And yet how reasonable a one. Shall the architect draw the plans for his stately palace? Shall the artist sketch the outlines of his masterpiece? Shall the shipbuilder lay down the lines for his colossal ship? And yet shall God have no plan for the soul which He brings into being and puts "in Christ Jesus"? Surely He has.

Yea, for every cloud that floats across the summer sky: for every blade of grass that points its tiny spear Heavenward, God has a purpose and a plan. How much more then, for you who are His own in Christ Jesus, does God have a perfect life plan.—James H. McConkey.


Missing God's Plan

A gentleman captured two baby eagles and raised them with great care. They grew to be fine specimens of this noble bird, until one day the door of their cage was left open by accident and the birds escaped. One flew to a nearby tree, where it roosted on a low branch, for it could not use its wings, never having learned to fly except in the close confinement of its cage. It was not long until it met an untimely death by the gun of a hunter. The other eagle fell or was knocked into a swift flowing river and was drowned. Both of these eagles missed God's plan for their lives by being taken captive by man. They were created to live in high places and to soar aloft in the sky, but instead they were doomed to live on the ground and to meet an early death.

God created you and me to live on a high plane and to carry out the great plans He has for our life. May we have wisdom to yield our lives to Him so that the forces of sin may not take us captive, and cause us to miss His plan fog our life.—Gospel Herald.
Flow to Know God's Will

When I was crossing the Irish Channel one dark starless night, I stood on the deck by the captain and asked him, "How do you know Holyhead Harbor on so dark a night as this?" He said, "You see those three lights? Those three must line up behind each other as one, and when we see them so united we know the exact position of the harbor's mouth." When we want to know God's will there are three things which always concur—the inward impulse, the Word of God, and the trend of circumstances! God in the heart, impelling you forward. God in His Book, corroborating whatever He says in the heart; and God in circumstances, which are always indicative of His will. Never start until these three things agree.—F. B. Meyer.


In the center of the circle
Of the will of God I stand:
There can come no second causes,
All must come from His dear hand. 
All is well! For 'tis my Father
Who my life hath planned.

Shall I pass through waves of sorrow?
Then I know it will be best;
Though I cannot tell the reason,
I can trust, and so am blest.
God is Love, and God is faithful,
So in perfect Peace I rest.—Gospel Herald.


When the Bird Stopped Struggling

Wordsworth, in one of his poems, tells about a bird that was carried from Norway by a storm. It fought hard against the gale in its effort to win its way back to Norway, but all in vain. At last it yielded to the wind, and instead of being carried to destruction it was borne to the warm shores of England, to the green meadows and forests. So when we try to fight against God's will we are making efforts which will come to naught, and are doing so to our own injury and loss. But if we willingly accept God's will, it will be for our good; we shall be borne on to blessedness and joy.—John T. Montgomery, M. A.


Go Slow

Be slow to take new steps in the Lord's service, or in your business, or in your families. Weigh everything well; weigh all in the light of the Holy Scriptures, and in the fear of God.

Seek to have no will of your own, in order to ascertain the mind of God, regarding any steps you propose to take; so that you can honestly say, you are willing to do the will of God, if He will only please to instruct you.

But when you have found out what the will of God is, seek for His help, and seek it earnestly, perseveringly, patiently, believingly, and expectantly: and you will surely, in His own time and way, obtain it.—Selected.


"My Jesus, As Thou Wilt"

The hymn, "My Jesus, as Thou Wilt" was written by Benjamin Schmolke, and is based on Mark 14:36. We can hear its heart-throbs in every line. Schmolke's home town was nearly destroyed by fire. Two of his own children were taken by flames. Later he himself was stricken with paralysis which eventually led to blindness. Yet he could sing his "Hymn of Trust":

My Jesus, as Thou wilt!
Oh may Thy will be mine! 
Into Thy hand of love
I would my all resign.
Through sorrow or through joy, 
Conduct me as Thine own, 
And help me still to say,
"My Lord, Thy will be done."—Ivan H. Hagedorn, S.T.D., in the Sunday School Times.


Misjudging God

A lady who had an only child said to Mrs. Pearsall Smith, "I do not dare to pray, 'Thy will be done,' because I am afraid God will take away my little boy or will send me some heavy trial ' To which Mrs. Smith replied, "Suppose your child should come to you and say, `I want to be and do just what you desire today,' would you say to yourself, `Now is my opportunity to make this child do all the disagreeable duties I want done; I will take advantage of his willingness to please me by cutting off his pleasures today, and will keep him at hard discipline'?" "No, no," said the mother, "I would give him the best day I could possibly plan." "And can you think God is less just and loving than you?"—Sunday School Times.


God's Reason Always Perfect

To a severely afflicted man the question was put, "Do you see any special reason for this sore trial?" He answered immediately, "No, but I am as well satisfied as if I saw a thousand, for my Father's will is the perfection of reason.—G. H. Knight.


It Makes a Difference Who Is with You

What God calls a man to do, He will carry through. I would undertake to govern half a dozen worlds if God called me to do it; but if He did not call me to do it, I would not undertake to govern half a dozen sheep.—Payson in Sabbath Reading.


Seeing the Father's Hand

So long as we look at second causes, at men or things, as being the origin and source of our sorrows, we shall be filled completely with burning indignation and hopeless grief. But when we come to understand that nothing can happen to us except as our Father permits, and that, though our trials may originate in some lower source, yet they become God's will for us as soon as they are permitted to reach us through the defense of His environing presence — then we smile through our tears and kiss the dear Hand that uses another as its rod, and our hearts are at rest.

Judas may seem to mix the cup and put it to our lips; but it is nevertheless the cup which our Father giveth us to drink—and shall we not drink it? Much of the anguish passes away from life's trials as soon as we discern our Father's hand. Then affliction becomes chastening. There is a great difference between the two. Affliction may come from a malignant and unfriendly source; but chastening is the work of the Father, yearning over His children, desiring to eliminate from their characters all that is unlovely and unholy, and to secure in them entire conformity to His character and will.—F. B. Meyer.
Sealed Orders

Sometime, I know not when or how,
All things will be revealed;
And until then content am I
To sail with orders sealed.—Selected.


Of Which Will Are You Afraid?

In a prayer-meeting a good sister prayed, "Lord, we're afraid of our wills, we're afraid to do our wills for fear of the consequences; teach us Thy will!" There was something striking about that prayer. The majority of people, including some professed Christians, are afraid of God's will rather than their own.—Spring Grove Ripplet.


The Blueprints

An engineer was confined to his bed, his lower limbs being paralyzed, but because of his reputation for great skill he was asked to draw the blueprints for a great suspension bridge. The plans were at length completed and placed in the herds of those who were to do the work. Months passed by and the bridge was finished. Four men came to the engineer's room and carried him out on his cot to a place from whence he could view the bridge spanning a wide river, over which vehicles were rapidly passing. Tears filled his eyes, and looking down at the blueprints in his hands, he cried out, "It's just like the plan; it's just like the plan." God has his blueprints. They are world plans; others are individual life plans. Have we found His plan for our lives, and are we obediently walking therein? There can be no greater reward, when looking back over our lives from eternity, than to hear Him say, "It's just like the plan; it's just like the plan."—The Wonderful Word.


Just to let the Father do,
What He will:
Just to know that He is true,
And be still.
Just to follow hour by hour
As He leadeth.
Just to draw the moment's power 
As it needeth.
Just to trust Him, that is all,
Then the day will surely be
Peaceful, whatsoe'er befall,
Bright and blessed, calm and free.—Selected.


God's Will Always Best

God's will is always the best; it is always divine love. A stricken wife, standing beside the coffin of her husband, said to a friend: "There lies my husband, my only earthly support, my most faithful human friend, one who has never once failed me; but I must not forget that there lies also the will of God, and that that will is perfect love." By faith she saw good and the blessing in what appeared to her the wreck of all her happiness. But truly the good and the blessing are in every dark providence which comes into the life of God's child. Our Father never means us harm in anything He does or permits. His word is, "I know the thoughts that I think toward you, thoughts of peace."—J. R. Miller


Safely Having Our Own Way

One of my boys, when he was about eight or ten years of age, was what you would call a husky boy, and liked to have his own way. I said to him one day, "Philip, you ought not to want your own way." He dropped his head as if I had given him a problem to solve; after thinking awhile he said, "Father, if I choose the will of the Lot d and go His way because I want to, don't I still have my own way?" If you learn that secret you have the whole secret of the Christian life.—Sunday School Times.


Better than Doing the Lord's Work

Miss Miriam Booth, daughter of the founder of the Salvation Army, a beautiful, brilliant, cultured woman, began her Christian work with great promise, and had unusual success. Very soon disease laid hold upon her and brought her down to the point of death. A friend visiting her one day told her that it seemed a pity that a woman so capable should be hindered by sickness from doing the Lord's work. She replied with gentle grace, "It is great to do the Lord's work, but it is greater to do the Lord's will."—Northwestern Pilot.


Will of God

His Plan for today is all that I ask;
With Him I can leave the 'Tomorrow'.
So by faith I can walk, and with Him I can talk: 
Just today, with its joy or its sorrow,
He my pathway hath planned, and, led by His hand,
Through the fire while the gold He's refining, 
Be it trial or test, He knows what is best,
So I travel where love's light is shining.

With no plan of my own, but with Him on the Throne,
And to Him all my problems confiding, 
He gives me a song as I journey along,
And His 'fullness of joy' is abiding.
Though the path may be steep, and the storm round me sweep,
Yet my soul He is constantly feeding;
And my strength He renews and with fresh power endues,
As I walk where my Master is leading.

Just His will for today, just to watch and to pray,
To be still when to me He is speaking,
Just to kneel at His feet, in that secret retreat,
Where His face I am constantly seeking. 
His plan for today, let it bring what it may,
Be it 'fullness of joy' or 'deep sorrow',
In His love let me rest, for He knows what is best,
So with Him I can leave the 'tomorrow'.—Alfred Easterbrook
(Matt. 6. 34; Eph. 5. 17; Col. 1 .9)

How to Ascertain

1) I seek at the beginning to get my heart into such a state that it has no will of its own in regard to a given matter. Nine-tenths of the trouble with people is just here. Nine-tenths of the difficulties are overcome when our hearts are ready to do the Lord's will, whatever it may be. When one is truly in this state, it is usually but a little way to the knowledge of what His will is.

2) Having done this, I do not leave the result to feeling or simple impression. If I do so, I make myself liable to great delusions.

3) I seek the will of the Spirit of God through, or in connection with, the Word of God. The Spirit and the Word must be combined. If I look to the Spirit alone without the Word I lay myself open to great delusions also. If the Holy Ghost guides us at all, He will do it according to the Scriptures and never contrary to them.

4) Next I take into account providential circumstances. These often plainly indicate God's will in connection with His Word and Spirit.

5) I ask God in prayer to reveal His will to me aright.

6) Thus, through prayer to God, the study of the Word and reflection, I come to a deliberate judgement according to the best of my ability and knowledge, and if my mind is thus at peace, and continues so after two or three more petitions, I proceed accordingly.

7) In trivial matters, and in transactions involving most important issues, I have found this method always effective.—George Muller
(Rom. 12. 1, 2; Col. 1. 9)

Wind Sermon Illustrations

A poet wrote:
I woke in the night,
The wind was pawing at my shutters,
With his wild prancing hoofs.
The swishing of his tail lashed the trees into the roof.
The shriek of his neighing was as a siren,
Announcing all the fires of hell.
The sound of his going was all the engines
Of earth rushing to extinguish them.

I cowered under the covers with wildly beating heart 
Then—the truth came to my mind. 
God rides that wind
He holds the reins by the arms of His might, 
He guides those curveting hoofs aright. 
The flying black Pegassus of the night, 
Obeys God's voice in his untamed flight, 
I am safe in God's care! 

As to comfort for our hearts that verse is all organs in one diapason, a volume in a line.



VISITOR—"What became of that other windmill that was here last year?"

NATIVE—"There was only enough wind for one, so we took it down."



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.—Caroline A. Mason.
Windfalls Sermon Illustrations

A Nebraska man was carried forty miles by a cyclone and dropped in a widow's front yard. He married the widow and returned home worth about $30,000 more than when he started.

Wine Sermon Illustrations

When our thirsty souls we steep,
Every sorrow's lull'd to sleep.
Talk of monarchs! we are then
Richest, happiest, first of men.
When I drink, my heart refines
And rises as the cup declines;
Rises in the genial flow,

That none but social spirits know.
To-day we'll haste to quaff our wine,
As if to-morrow ne'er should shine;
But if to-morrow comes, why then—
We'll haste to quaff our wine again.
Let me, oh, my budding vine,
Spill no other blood than thine.

Yonder brimming goblet see,
That alone shall vanquish me.
I pray thee, by the gods above,
Give me the mighty howl I love,
And let me sing, in wild delight.

"I will—I will be mad to-night!"
When Father Time swings round his scythe,
Intomb me 'neath the bounteous vine,
So that its juices red and blythe,
May cheer these thirsty bones of mine.—Eugene Field.
Wisdom Sermon Illustrations

Men of great wealth want to see more wise men. Notice their gifts to education. It is estimated that there are more than 10,000 foundations in the United States. Some of these are of great size. They have been set up by successful men who have a great desire to see their lifetime savings used wisely. They want to see wise men developed. 

And yet we are not finding as great a wealth of wise men as we might like. 

We are told "You can lead a horse to water, but you cannot make him drink. You can labor with your students, but you cannot make them think." 

And then answers a professor 
Who has handled many a colt 
You may make your horse get thirsty 
If you will just feed him salt.—Speaking to American Youth 


If he is indeed wise he does not bid you enter the house of his wisdom but rather leads you to the threshold of your own mind. 



Thomas Jefferson: "The wise know too well their own weakness to assume infallibility; and he who knows most, knows how little he knows."—Friendly Chat 



The difference between a "wise guy" and a wise man is plenty.—Dr. Galen Starr Ross, president of Capitol College of Oratory & Music, Columbus, Ohio 


The wise man knows everything; the shrewd man everyone.—Round Table Talk, Collegiate Cap & Gown Company 


The simple realization that there are other points of view is the beginning of wisdom. Understanding what they are is a great step. The final test is understanding why they are held.—Charles M. Campbell, quoted in New Outlook 



A college professor once said of a particularly poor student, "The trouble with him is that he does not know that he does not know." That is true ignorance. It is real wisdom to know when we do not know.—Reverend H. Pleune, Christian Observer 


Wise men are neither cast down in defeat nor exalted by success.—Pythagoras 



To be sell-skeptical is the beginning of self-wisdom.—H. A. Overstreet 



A man becomes wise by watching what happens to him when he isn't.—Dublin Opinion 


A wise man will hear and increase learning; and a man of understanding shall attain unto wise counsels.—Song of Solomon 



He is no fool who gives what he cannot keep to gain what he cannot lose.—Jim Eliot, Defender 


The older I grow, the more I distrust the familiar doctrine that age brings wisdom.—H. L. Mencken, Today's Health Wit & Wisdom, by Noah D. Fabricant 



To profit from good advice requires more wisdom than to give it.—C. Collins 



A gourd wound itself around the lofty palm and in a few weeks climbed to its very top. "How old may'st thou be?" asked the newcomer. "About 100 years." "About 100 years, and no taller! Only look, I have grown as tall as you in fewer days than you count years." 

"I know that well," replied the palm. "Every summer of my life a gourd has climbed up around me as proud as thou art, and as short lived as thou wilt be."—Reverend A. Purnell Bailey, Grit 


It's a wise child that goes out of the room to laugh when the old man mashes his thumb.

Wishes Sermon Illustrations

George Washington drew a long sigh and said: "Ah wish Ah had a hundred watermillions."

Dixie's eyes lighted. "Hum! Dat would suttenly be fine! An' ef yo' had a hundred watermillions would yo' gib me fifty?"

"No, Ah wouldn't."

"Wouldn't yo' give me twenty-five?"

"No, Ah wouldn't gib yo' no twenty-five."

Dixie gaxed with reproachful eyes at his close-fisted friend. "Seems to me, you's powahful stingy, George Washington," he said, and then continued in a heartbroken voice. "Wouldn't yo' gib me one?"

"No, Ah wouldn't gib yo' one. Look a' heah, nigger! Are yo' so good for nuffen lazy dat yo' cahn't wish fo' yo' own watermillions?"



"Man wants but little here below
Nor wants that little long,"
'Tis not with me exactly so;
But'tis so in the song.

My wants are many, and, if told,
Would muster many a score;
And were each a mint of gold,
I still should long for more.—John Quincy Adams.
Witness Sermon Illustrations

Make me a witness, Lord,
So faulty I and weak,
My trembling word can scarce be heard, 
So loud my failings speak.

Make me a witness, Lord; 
Subdue my will to Thine
That, led by Thee, in meek accord,
My lamp may brightly shine.

Make me a witness, Lord,
That all at home may see
A constant daily growth in grace, 
And glory give to Thee.

Make me a witness, Lord, 
To those I daily meet,
That I may be Thy messenger 
In neighbourhood and street.

Make me a witness, Lord,
With every talent given;
And let my treasure all be stored 
In deepest vaults of heaven.

Make me a witness, Lord,
By gift, and prayer, and pen, 
In native land and far abroad
Telling Thy love to men.

Make me a witness, Lord,
And use me in Thy way; 
Though sacrifices we applaud,
'Tis better to obey.

Make me a witness, Lord;
Thou needest even me;
How strange that I can aid afford
When captives Thou wouldst free.

Make me a witness, Lord;
That souls on Thee may call, 
And glorify Thy name adored,
O Jesus, Lord of all!—G. Alexander
(Acts 1. 8)



A thirteen-year old girl left her village and was travelling to another place. On the road a priest met her. He asked her, `Child, I think you are a Christian. Is it because your father is a Christian that you have become a Christian?'

To that she replied, 'No, a Christian Sadhu came to our house and preached. I thought about it again and again. Then from my own experience I knew that Christ was the Saviour. That is why I became a Christian.'

The lama burned with anger. He took her and shut her in a dark room, giving her no food or water. The man was amazed to hear her singing with great gladness. After four days he went to see her. What was it that he saw there? He did not see that poor child singing. She was speaking quietly to someone, and with eyes closed. What was she saying? The lama tried to understand. This is what he heard from her:
'O Lord, I thank Thee that I have received the privilege of suffering for Thee. Lord, have mercy on this lama. Open the eyes of his heart to see the light.'

Hearing this sincere prayer, the man broke down and cried. He fell at her feet and before very long he accepted her words as he would the words of a Guru. That lama told everyone he saw about the wonderful strength of the girl; and not only that, he desired to receive that wonderful strength himself.—Sadhu Sundar Singh
(2 Kings 5. 2, 3; Acts 1. 8; 5. 41)



Witness To the Bible 

When the train came in my colleague, Robertson, was glad to find an empty compartment, and as he sped through the rich fields of the County Clare, he refreshed himself with the fruits of the richer fields of the Word of God.

After some time the train stopped at a station, and a priest came in. Directly it started he courteously said: `What is that book you are reading?' The Word of God,' replied Robertson. He was not ashamed to call the Bible the Word of God, for so had his Master and the inspired writers named it (Mark 7. 13; John 10. 35; Rom. 10. 17; 2 Cor. 2. 17).

The priest, expecting to hear the word `Bible', looked somewhat confused at this answer, but after a moment or two of hesitation asked: `How do you know it is the Word of God?'

`I know what you want me to say.'

`What do I want you to say?'

`You want me to say that I know it is the Word of God because your Church says so.'
'Well, how do you know it is God's Word?'

`By a threefold witness—The first, external; the second, internal; the third, personal. The external evidence is: that the Old Testament was given to us by the Hebrew Church, and the New Testament by the Greek Church, after a most minute safeguarding and trans​cription of the original documents by these Churches. Your Church had nothing whatever to do with the matter. The internal evidence is prophecy. There are thousands of predictions—some of them thousands of years old—in the books. Many of these have been fulfilled, others are now in the course of fulfillment; and the remainder will most certainly be fulfilled. These predictions were impossible to the keenest of human foresight. For instance, it was foretold that the Messiah should be born in a certain village; that on a certain day in a certain year He would ride into the city of Jerusalem seated on a colt the foal of an ass; that He would be crucified, and buried; and after three days rise again. All this came to pass exactly as foretold centuries beforehand. The personal evidence is that this Book is the only book that revealed me to myself. I learned from it that I am totally corrupt; that my heart is a depthless source of all forms of sin known and unknown; that I am incapable of self-recovery; and that no Church has power to give me a new moral nature. But the Book made a further revelation to me—it revealed Christ to me. It told me how He loved me, and how He suffered on the Cross, beneath the wrath of God, the full penalty of my sins, and of my sinful nature; and it assured me that if I committed myself by faith to Him, He would make Himself known to me inwardly; would remove from my conscience the sense of guilt and fear; would fill my heart with joy and peace, and flood my whole being with divine love. I found all this to be true. He did reveal Himself to my heart. I know Him—I love Him—He has saved me from the wrath to come; and I have the joyful consciousness, by His Holy Spirit, that He will save me from wrath; and that His promise is true that whoever trusts Him shall never perish; and that all who rest their sinful souls upon Him and upon His precious blood, and upon His divine promises, never shall be, and never can be, confounded. So I know by personal experience that this Book is the Word of God.'

The priest had evidently never heard such a triple testimony in his life. His face betrayed the surprise, the confusion, the darkness, and the awe, which he felt. Just at this moment the train stopped at his station. He rose and, with a bow, left the carriage.—George Williams 
(Isa. 41. 21-23; 1 John 5. 9, 10)

Witness to Christ the Saviour. 

'Witnesses unto Me.' George Cutting the author of Safety, Certainty and Enjoyment, when cycling past a cottage in a Norfolk village, felt it right to shout: 'Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world!' The impulse came a second time, and again he shouted. Six months after, visiting from house to house in that village, he entered the cottage. Asking the good woman if she was saved, she replied, `Oh yes! Six months ago I was in great distress of soul; and while pleading for God's help, a voice cried: "Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world"; and when I asked God to repeat what He had said, the voice came again.'

(John 1. 29; Acts 1. 8)



Witness—to Witness—to Christ the Saviour 

Sophie—of Sophie's Sermons fame—was a converted scrub woman who said that she was called to scrub and preach. She was made fun of by someone who said she was seen talking of Christ in front of a cigar store to a wooden Indian. Sophie replied, 'Maybe I did; my eyesight is not good any more. But talking to a wooden Indian about Christ is not as bad as being a wooden Christian and never witnessing about Christ to anyone.'

During the 1859 revival in Ireland an ignorant man was converted. He could do nothing more than tell what the Lord had done for his soul. He went over to Scotland to work in some mills there, and in the factory where he worked 1300 hands were employed. So great was the impression made upon them by his simple testimony that no less than 600 were led to Christ.

(Ps. 66. 16; Acts 1. 8; 4. 33)



"The trouble is," said Wilkins as he talked the matter over with his counsel, "that in the excitement of the moment I admitted that I had been going too fast, and wasn't paying any attention to the road just before the collision. I'm afraid that admission is going to prove costly."

"Don't worry about that," said his lawyer. "I'll bring seven witnesses to testify that they wouldn't believe you under oath."



On his eighty-fourth birthday, Paul Smith, the veteran Adirondock hotel-keeper, who started life as a guide and died owning a million dollars' worth of forest land, was talking about boundary disputes with an old friend.

"Didn't you hear of the lawsuit over a title that I had with Jones down in Malone last summer?" asked Paul. The friend had not heard.

"Well," said Paul, "it was this way. I sat in the court room before the case opened with my witnesses around me. Jones busted in, stopped, looked my witnesses over carefully, and said: 'Paul, are those your witnesses?' 'They are,' said I. 'Then you win,' said he. 'I've had them witnesses twice myself.'"

Witnessing Sermon Illustrations

In Bulwer-Lytton's The Last Days of Pompeii there is a beautiful example of how the gospel spread as one man told it to another. Glaucus, falsely charged with the crime of murder, was condemned to fight with a lion in the arena. He was led to the revolving door under the temple of Jupiter, and through the narrow opening thrust into the dungeon. A pitcher of water and a loaf of bread were placed before him; the door closed, and he was left in darkness.

As the handsome young Athenian, suddenly thrust down to the lowest abyss of ignominy and horror, realized his plight, the bitterness of his soul gave vent to a groan of anguish. With that, a voice from the recess of the darkness answered his groan: "Who is my companion in this awful hour? Athenian Glaucus, is it thou?"

The speaker was Olynthus, only yesterday converted to Christianity and now condemned as an atheist to fight with a tiger.

Now near to death, the Christian ex-gladiator and prizefighter crept in the darkness to the side of the cultivated Greek pagan and hurried to tell him of his Christian faith: how his God was with him in the dungeon, how God's smile penetrated the darkness, and how on the eve of death his heart whispered of immortality and earth receded from him but to bring his weary soul nearer to heaven. "And there, as oft in the early ages of the Christian creed, it was in the darkness of the dungeon, and over the approach of death, that the dawning Gospel shed its soft and consecrating rays."



Cured by Testimony

I have heard Dr. Fred Moffitt, who was born in Scotland, say that as a boy he stammered so terribly that he was the laughingstock of the neighbors. Soon after his conversion he attended a testimony meeting. He wanted to testify as to what the Lord had done for him, but the thought of his stammering tongue held him back. The call to testify became so insistent that he promised the Lord that if a girl sitting near him testified he would, too. Soon the girl arose and gave her testimony, and Fred Moffitt kept his promise. Not only did the Lord help him to give this testimony but his stammering tongue has given him no further trouble from that day to this. He is pastor of the great First Baptist Church of Frankfort, Ky.—Sunday School Times.


A Faithful Witness

Over seventy years ago, a United States naval cutter the Colfax, sailed under Captain Charles Jones. On board this ship was a little Chinese lad who very quickly won his way into the hearts of the captain and crew. Captain Jones became the hero of young Soong, and whatever he did was just right in the eyes of the lad.

One day the captain told Soong that Jesus Christ was the hero and guide of his life, and the Chinese boy, although he did not at first quite understand, began to get a new picture of God—a picture very different from the idols he had worshiped in the temple in China. Young Soong became a Christian and received his education in America. He went back to China with a wonderful message of what Christ had done in his life. He began to print the Gospel in the Chinese language.

Soong married a Chinese girl and they had six children. One girl is Mrs. Sun Yat Sen the wife of China's liberator; another girl is Mrs. H. H. Kung, wife of the minister of finance. Mei-ling Soong is Madam Chiang Kai-shek, a leader not only in China but throughout the world. A son, T. V. Soong, is a member of the cabinet. The generalissimo, his wife and all of her family, are Christians. And all because a sea captain was true to his calling as a Christian!

Because Captain Jones was a faithful witness, China today is showing the world what Christ can do in a nation that will give Him a chance. What glorious transformations we could behold in the hearts of individuals and in the life of nations, if more men remembered the words of the Risen Christ: "You are to be My witnesses both in Jerusalem and in all Judea, and in Samaria, and to the very ends of the earth."—Dallas "Reminder."


His Answer Was God's Answer

A Hindu, who had become a Christian, on his way to church one Sabbath, passed some British soldiers who thought they would joke with him. "Hello, Sammy," they called. "How's Jesus this morning?" The Hindu stopped and looked at them. "You Sahibs come from a great country that has known Jesus a long time. It is your country that has given us this Book to teach us of Him," and he held up his Bible. "You ask how Jesus is this morning. Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, and today, and forever." Two of the soldiers could not sleep that night. The next day they went to the Hindu. They said, "We could not rest until we gave ourselves to Jesus. You brought us to him."—The Presbyterian.


While in Prison

A very earnest preacher of the Gospel was caught and put into prison in the south of Spain, and expected to die. There were Anarchists and Communists in the prison; they were desperate, and began to write curses on the wall against their captors, so the evangelist wrote on the wall, "Fear not them which kill the body, but are not able to kill the soul: but rather fear him which is able to destroy both soul and body in hell." Underneath he wrote John 3:16 in full. That attracted attention. One of the prisoners was a young schoolmaster, and the evangelist had the joy of leading him to Christ. One day the schoolmaster said to him. "My name is on the list today to be shot; I am so glad you wrote that text on the wall. Before, I should have been desperate, but now, although I do not want to die, I am not desperate, because I know I am going to be with Jesus, and I shall see you again one day." They embraced one another and he was taken out and shot, but one day we shall see him in Glory, brought to the Lord Jesus Christ by the faithful testimony given in prison.—From an address by P. J. Bullard to Women's Protestant Union.


Keep up Your Testimony

A Presbyterian youth from New Orleans was a naval "wireless" operator during the war. Early one morning, after a night on duty, he snatched a few minutes for his 'quiet hour" when no message was going over, and he was reading the Twenty-third Psalm. Suddenly the thought came to him to send the Psalm out over the water and see if any ship would take it up. He did, and as he sent the last word, sixteen ships answered a wireless "Amen."—The Elim Evangel.


Faithful Witnessing

Some years ago a commuter on the Long Island Railroad was known to every regular patron on the five o'clock local. He was a well-dressed, soft-spoken young man who lived at Jamaica. Every evening after the train left the subway he would rise and go to the front of the car. As he walked back he would speak to every passenger, saying, "Excuse me; but if any of your family or any of your friends are blind, tell them to consult Dr. Garl. He restored my sight." That is evangelism. He did not argue. He testified. Courteously, courageously, confidently he commended to each and all the one who had opened his eyes. He had good news and he told it. If we who are redeemed would do likewise!—United Presbyterian.
My Challenge to Laymen

My challenge to laymen is that when Christ said, "Go ye into all the world, and preach the Gospel," He did not mean only preachers but everyone who believed on Him as the Lord of Glory. The division between the clergy and the laity is a division of our own making, and was not instituted by Christ, nor was it evidenced in the early Church. They believed the word "Go" meant every man, and they obeyed the Lord's command. My challenge to you is for a return to this first century conception of Christianity where every believer is a witness to the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ.—R. G. Le Tourneau, Peoria, Ill.


In the Elevator

We have a marvelous opportunity to witness for the Lord Jesus Christ in a way preachers cannot witness. In business we meet multitudes of people who never go to church. Peter Stain comes into my office occasionally. He came one morning, and we had a delightful time of fellowship. When he was leaving, another gentleman, an executive in a large utility company, who had been calling on one of the members of our firm, was leaving also, and they took the same elevator. The only occupants of the car were Mr. Stam, the gentleman, and the lady who operates the elevator. Mr. Stam never misses an opportunity to witness. He said to the elevator operator, as he was getting off, "I hope when you make your last trip it will be up and not down." The girl was so startled she swallowed her gum. He said, "My dear girl, I am getting on in years. I am seventy, and one of these days I am going to meet my Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. I hope I shall meet you there." She hasn't forgotten that.—Erling Olsen, in Moody Monthly.


Better Have a New One

Max I. Reich tells of a man who had a wonderful blessing in Christ. He wrote out the story of it and frequently used to read it to his friends. One day when a visitor came to his home he said to his wife: "Would you mind going upstairs and getting my blessed experience? I have not seen it for some time." When the wife returned she told him that the "blessed experience" had been chewed into small pieces by the mice. Do we not need to ask God to keep us fresh that our testimony may be ever new?—The King's Business.


Reluctant to Witness

A minister conversed with a man who professed conversion. "Have you united with the church?" he asked him. "No, the dying thief never united with the church and he went to heaven," was the answer. "Have you talked to your neighbors about Christ?" "No, the dying thief never did." "Have you given to missions?" "No, the dying thief did not." "Well, my friend," said the minister, "the difference between you two seems to be that he was a dying thief, and you are a living one."—Otterbein Teacher.


Keep Witnessing

The Countess of Huntington was walking in her garden one day where a workman was repairing part of the garden wall. She spoke to the man about his soul, but the word seemed to have little effect. Years after, while speaking to another workman she said, "Thomas I fear you have not looked to Christ for salvation." "Your ladyship is mistaken,' replied the workman, "I have looked and am saved." "How did it happen?" inquired the countess. "It was while you were speaking to James, my fellow workman, when we were repairing the garden wall." "How did you hear?" "I was on the other side, and heard your words through a hole in the wall." "Faith cometh by hearing, and hearing by the Word of God."—Selected.


Worship Witnesses

Genuine worship witnesses for Christ. Conversation on a Pullman was shockingly irreverent, and about gambling. A little fellow in wee pajamas, timidly kneeling at his berth, prayed with childish voice, "Now I Lay Me Down to Sleep." Profanity ceased. Gambling conversation died into silence. Eyes of hardened men became moist. One rough man said, "I would like to know what that little fellow (worshiper) has that I have lost."—Gospel Herald.


Nailing His Colors to the Pole

When Captain Hedley Vicars was converted he resolved at once to fly his colors. He bought a large Bible and laid it openly on his table. "It was to speak for me," he said, "before I was strong enough to speak for myself." It spoke with effect, and many of his old companions made sport of his religion, or cut him for it. He stood by his guns, but not without trembling. "Would that I felt as little fear of being called a Christian," he said, "as I used to feel in being enlisted against Christianity." Yet trembling was not retreating, and he went straight on with his duties alike as a Christian and as a soldier. "Enable me, Lord Jesus," he prayed, "to please my colonel and yet to please Thee"—Sunday School Times.


Does Persistence Pay?

One of his officers gave me the secret of this pastor's success when he told me his own experience. He found himself out of a position and decided he would call upon the minister and see if he knew of any opening. It was Monday morning. When he knocked at the minister's home, he was ushered in and asked to sit in the living room, and told that the pastor would be right down. As he sat waiting the thought occurred—now when the pastor enters he will say, "Good-morning Brother. Are you saved this morning?" This was his usual greeting to the milkman, the grocer, and every one he met. "Well," said the inner voice to the waiting man, "you might as well settle it now and be saved, so you can say 'yes' when he asks you." The man dropped on his knees, cried out in repentance, and was born of the Spirit. Soon the pastor came in and said, "Good-morning, Brother. Are you saved this morning?" "I am," said the visitor. The pastor knew the man and was surprised. "When did that happen?" "Two minutes ago," was the reply. "I knew you'd ask me, so I got it all settled before you came in."—Selected.


Why the Women Were Prominent

Some years ago, Dr. H. H. Snell, an English Bible teacher of repute, was walking along a busy street with a brother in the Lord, when their attention was attracted to two women who were conducting a street meeting, giving out the Gospel to a great throng of both sexes. The unnamed brother, a rigid stickler as to the letter of the Word, turned to the Doctor and said, "What a disgusting thing to see those women so forgetful of their place, as to be preaching in public!" The venerable Dr. Snell replied, "My brother, it is because you and I are not there that God is using them."—Dr. H. A. Ironside, in Serving-and-Waiting.
Ready Witnessing

An African slaveholder had in his employ a poor black boy who, having heard of the missionaries and their preaching, had a desire to go and hear about Christ. He crept away quietly one evening. But he had to pass by his master's window, and was seen by the slaveholder.

"Where are you going?" called the master.

The boy, trembling, answered, "Me go to hear the missionaries, Massa."

"To hear the missionaries indeed! If you ever go there, you shall have thirty-nine lashes and be put in irons."

The boy answered, "Me tell Massa—me tell the great Massa."

"What do you mean—tell the great Master?" asked the man angrily.

"Me tell the great Massa, Lord of Heaven, that Massa was angry with me because I wanted to go and hear His Word."

Greatly astonished, the master said, "Go along and hear them, then."

After the boy had gone, the master became restless and troubled. He had not thought that he himself had a Master in Heaven, who knew all that he was doing. He determined to follow the slave to the Christian service.

He stood in the rear of the little assembly and listened eagerly to the words of the missionary, who was preaching from the text, "Lovest thou Me?"

"Is there one poor slave here who loves Jesus Christ?" he asked. "One who dares to confess Him?"

The black boy sprang forward, and holding up both hands while tears coursed down his cheeks, cried out earnestly, "Yes, Massa, me do love Him! Me love Him with all my heart!"

The slaveholder went home still more astonished, but convinced of the power of the Gospel. As a result he gave his heart to God and lived a consistent Christian life.—Gospel Herald.


Putting in a Word for Jesus

Among others that came forward for special blessing at the close of a meeting for the deepening of spiritual life, in the north of London, was a lady who appeared to us to be far more concerned about her spiritual state than others did that had accompanied her. She was asked if it was pardon for sin she needed. "No," was the reply. "Then is it purity of heart that you are seeking?" "Oh! no," she sobbed again. "The reason that I have come forward is because I feel that I want power to put in a word for Jesus."—Dr. Thomas Payne.


How John Wanamaker Began the Christian Life

To Mr. Charles Alexander, Mr. Wanamaker told this story of his conversion: A salesman asked me if I wouldn't go to his church. I was at a prayer meeting there one night, where there were perhaps two hundred persons. It was a quiet, old-fashioned meeting. A handsome old man of about seventy years got up and, in the gravest way, said that he was just waiting for God to take him; that he had lived his life; that God had been good to him; and it was all summed up in the statement that religion was a good thing to DIE by. sat back, and I always had a great fashion of talking to myself. I said: "Well, old man, you can't touch me; you have lived your life; you haven't any sympathy with a big boy; it has passed over my heart!" Soon after, a young man got up. He was perhaps thirty-five, and he said: "You have heard an old man tell you that religion was good to die by. I want to tell you it is good to LIVE by. I have just begun the Christian life. Two years ago I was converted. I had just begun business, and I had had a prejudice against religion. They told me that a man had to have a face a yard long and could not smile or do anything that would make him happy. You see, I was deceived about that. I am a great deal happier since I became a Christian because it settled things. I am a better business man; a great load has rolled off my heart, and I can give myself more to my work!" I listened to him, and I said to myself : "There you are; you want to be a business man, and he tells you how you can be a better business man. He tells you that religion is good to live by. Another man tells you that religion is good to die by!" I said; "Suppose you were in court and heard two statements like that, would you believe them ?" "Yes," I replied to myself. "Well," I said, "do you intend ever to be a Christian?" "Yes," "Well, if it's a good thing, why don't you be it right away?" I said: "Yes, I WILL!" I waited in the meeting until everybody went out except the janitor and the old minister, and as he came down the aisle, he met a country boy coming up, and I was the boy. I simply said to him: "I have settled it tonight to give my heart to God." And he reached out his hand and said: "God bless you, my son; you will never regret it!" I didn't wait to get some feeling. I accepted the FACT that I was a sinner, and that there was a Saviour for sinners, and I came to Him simply on the proposition that the gift of God is eternal life!—Selected.


A Dumb Believer

"Well, I never knew before that you were a Christian," said one man to another in a Michigan logging camp, "though we've been on the job together here for two years. When the sky pilot was here last winter and talked with me about my soul, I told him if so clean a chap as you could get along without religion I believed I could take a chance on it myself." The silent Christian felt that he had been disloyal to Christ.—New Century Leader.


The Saved Bolshevist

A little Bolshevist girl had accepted Christ at a camp conference. A friend asked her what she would do when she got back to her Bolshevist home in Manitoba. "I'm afraid there isn't anything that I can do. The people would kill me if I tried to tell them about Jesus," she replied. "There are many who will spend their eternity in hell unless you show them the way to Heaven," explained her friend. She squared her shoulders, and with a look of determination said, "Yes, I am going back to tell them, no matter what it costs."—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


His Lesson on Swearing

Some time ago a client came to my office, a Southern gentleman who has approximately six million dollars of funds in our investments. During the course of the conversation he used my Lord's name in a way I didn't like, and I stopped him. "Please, sir, that name you just used is the most precious name I know anything about. I love it more than anything in this world, and I don't like to hear that name used in the fashion you did: I am a Christian." What do you think he said? "So am I. I teach a Sunday school class down South". "Well," I said, "you would not have guessed it in a thousand years," and something inside said to me, "Are you going to lose that contract?" Just recently I had in my office—the Southern gentleman, this time in company with his wife. He said, "This is the man who gave me such a thrashing when I was up here." She turned to me and said, "I am glad you did, because he deserved it. He has been a different man since."—Erling C. Olsen, in Moody Monthly.
A Word by the Wayside

An engineer on the Northwestern Railway, who is a true Christian, says: "I was one day waiting on the side track for the express to go by, when a tramp stepped into the cab and asked for something to eat. I took out my dinner pail and gave him a piece of pie and a sandwich. He thanked me, and in doing it swore an awful oath, in which he used the Name of our Lord Jesus Christ. I said, 'Brother, do you know who you are talking about?' He replied, 'No, sir,' I said, 'You have been speaking about the best Friend I have. He has done everything for me, and I wish you would not speak His Name again until you know Him.'

"He slowly climbed down and went towards the back of the train, with the sandwich in one hand and the piece of pie in the other, but he did not eat. He walked slowly and kept looking back toward the engine. Finally he went between two cars and ate his lunch. He met one of the train crew, near the back of the train, and said to him: 'What kind of an engineer have you got?' The brakeman replied: 'We have a good engineer. Didn't he treat you well?' Yes,' replied the tramp, 'but he said something to me that took me back to when I was a little fellow and said my prayers at my mother's knee.' That tramp went slowly around the curve and out of sight, and probably I will never see him again. But I do not think he will use the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ again as he did."—Selected.


Denying Christ

A boy in Sunday school unmercifully denounced Peter as a coward for denying his Lord and said that he knew he would have been faithful. Several weeks later his teacher noticed that he was much depressed and in a private interview asked the reason. Then he told how he was present when some boys talked against Christians and the Bible in a mean and irreverent way and he had not said a word in reply. He felt that by his silence he had denied his Lord and was as bad as Peter. How many older people have been guilty of similar denials!—Selected.


For Silent Christians

At a meeting in a city of Nankin a Chinaman rose and began to cry for mercy with groans and tears. When at length he found utterance he prayed, "O God, forgive me; I have been a dummy Christian. When I was converted the devil came to me and said, 'There are preachers to do the preaching; you need not bother about it.' I listened to the devil's lie, and all those years I have been a dummy Christian, living in ease while souls have been lost."—Selected.


Spreading the Joyful News

There was living in a fair-sized village in Tinnevelly a man who was sorely crippled by ulcers on both legs and feet. Someone persuaded him to go to the "White Doctor," who lived sixty miles away. The missionary put him to bed and washed and dressed those poor feet with tender care, day after day, week after week. And each day the patient listened to the Gospel message. One morning the doctor read John 1:12: "As many as received him, to them gave ha power to become the sons of God.'' "Stop, sahib," cried the healed cripple. "Is it possible for any man to become a son of God?" What this "believing" and "receiving" meant was carefully explained. After a little prayer together, the native sprang up, and with a face radiant with joy, cried, "Now I'm a son of God. I must hurry back to my village and spread this joyful news." A few weeks afterward the patient returned with two of the leading men of the village with him, to say that everyone in his village desired to become "sons of God," and that he had taught them how to do so from the holy Book. The missionary was astonished. "How could you do that?" he asked. "You cannot read!" "No," said he, "but there was a man in the village, who could read. He read and I explained." Then he begged the doctor to come to the village and teach the people more, and then baptize them.—Abridged from The Unknown God, by One Who Loves Him.


A Safe Rule to Follow

"Talk to God about your neighbors, and talk to your neighbors about God."



Miss Havergal's Brave Testimony

Frances Ridley Havergal was a devoted Christian as well as an accomplished singer. She was a guest at an occasion where many distinguished people, including the King himself, were present. A famous Italian prima donna had been engaged to furnish entertainment for the brilliant audience, and after a number of wonderful renditions, Miss Havergal was asked if she would sing. She paused a moment in uncertainty, then stepped to the piano and made a most exquisite rendering of a difficult aria from one of Handel's oratorios. Then even before the applause ceased she began to sing to her own accompaniment the words of one of her most deeply spiritual poems, for which her pen had become so noted:

Oh, Saviour, precious Saviour,
Whom yet unseen we love,
Oh, Name of might and favor.
All other names above.

Among the first to congratulate her was the renowned Italian artist who said to her, "You have something I do not have, and I want it."—The Presbyterian.


The Best Doctoring

There is an American medical missionary in a foreign field who is more interested in the spiritual health of his patients than in their physical health, while at the same time he is greatly used as a physician and surgeon. Difficult, even baffling, physical cases are brought to his hospital, and, by keeping in touch with the latest medical and surgical research in America, he has been able to restore health in a wonderful way. But the fact in which he rejoices is, as he wrote in a letter home last year, "The more the patients come in, the more the Gospel goes out."—Sunday School Times.


Subpoenaed

God hasn't retained many of us as lawyers, but He has subpoenaed all of us as witnesses.—Heart and Life.


Faith of our fathers, we will love
Both friend and foe in all our strife,
And preach Thee, too, as love knows how, 
By kindly deeds and virtuous life.—Frederick W. Faber


The atheist who spent a few days with the saintly Fenelon said: "If I stay here much longer, I shall become a Christian in spite of myself." Fenelon had used no word of controversy, or even of solicitation. It was the quiet, convincing argument of a holy life that led to the remark.—Selected
Wits Sermon Illustrations

Wits' End Corner

Are you standing at 'Wits' End Corner', 
Christian, with troubled brow?
Are you thinking of what is before you 
And all you are bearing now?
Does all the world seem against you, 
And you in battle alone?
Remember—at Wits' End corner
Is just where God's power is shown.

Are you standing at Wits' End Corner, 
Blinded with wearying pain,
Feeling you cannot endure it,
You cannot bear the strain,
Bruised through the constant suffering, 
Dizzy and dazed and numb?
Remember—to Wits' End Corner 
Is where Jesus loves to come.

Are you standing at Wits' End Corner, 
Your work before you spread,
All lying, begun, unfinished
And pressing on heart and head,
Longing for strength to do it, 

Stretching out trembling hands?
Remember—at Wits' End Corner 
The Burden Bearer stands.

Are you standing at Wits' End Corner, 
Yearning for those you love,
Longing and praying and watching, 
Pleading their cause above,
Trying to lead them to Jesus,
Wond'ring if you've been true?
He whispers—at Wits' End Corner—
`I'll win them as I won you.'

Are you standing at Wits' End Corner?
Then you're just in the very spot 
To learn the wondrous resources
Of Him Who faileth not!
No doubt to a brighter pathway
Your footsteps will soon be moved, 
But only at Wits' End Corner
Is the 'God Who is able' proved. 

(Ps. 34. 19; 107. 27)

Wives Sermon Illustrations

"Father," said a little boy, "had Solomon seven hundred wives?"

"I believe so, my son," said the father.

"Well, father, was he the man who said, 'Give me liberty or give me death?'"—Town Topics.


A charitable lady was reading the Old Testament to an aged woman who lived at the home for old people, and chanced upon the passage concerning Solomon's household.

"Had Solomon really seven hundred wives?" inquired the old woman, after reflection.

"Oh, yes, Mary! It is so stated in the Bible."

"Lor', mum!" was the comment. "What privileges them early Christians had!"



CASEY—"Now, phwat wu'u'd ye do in a case loike thot?"

CLANCY—"Loike phwat?"

CASEY—"Th' walkin' diligate tils me to stroike, an' me ould woman orders me to ke-ape on wurrkin'."



Governor Vardaman, of Mississippi, was taken to task because he had made a certain appointment, a friend maintaining that another man should have received the place. The governor listened quietly and then said:

"Did I ever tell you about Mose Williams? One day Mose sought his employer, an acquaintance of mine, and inquired:

"'Say, boss, is yo' gwine to town t'morrer?'

"'I think so. Why?'

"'Well, hit's dishaway. Me an' Easter Johnson's gwine to git mahred, an' Ah 'lowed to ax yo' ter git a pair of licenses fo' me."

"I shall be delighted to oblige you, Mose, and I hope you will be very happy."

"The next day when the gentleman rode up to his house the old man was waiting for him.

"'Did you git 'em, boss?" he inquired eagerly.

"'Yes, here they are.'

"Mose looked at them ruefully, shaking his head. 'Ah'm po'ful sorry yo' got 'em, boss!'

"'Whats the matter? Has Easter gone back on you?'

"'It ain't dat, boss. Ah done changed mah min.' Ah'm gwine to mahry Sophie Coleman, dat freckled-faced yaller girl what works up to Mis' Mason's, for she sholy can cook!'

"Well, I'll try and have the name changed for you, but it will cost you fifty cents more.'

"Mose assented, somewhat dubiously, and the gentleman had the change made. Again he found Mose waiting for him.

"'Wouldn't change hit, boss, would he?'

"'Certainly he changed it. I simply had to pay him the fifty cents.'

"'Ah was hopin' he wouldn't do it. Mah min's made up to mahry Easter Johnson after all.'

"'You crazy nigger, you don't know what you do want. What made you change your mind again?'

"'Well, boss, Ah been thinkin' it over an' Ah jes' 'lowed dar wasn't fifty cents wuth ob diff'runce in dem two niggers.'"



A wife is a woman who is expected to purchase without means, and sew on buttons before they come off.



"What are you cutting out of the paper?"

"About a California man securing a divorce because his wife went through his pockets."

"What are you going to do with it?"

"Put it in my pocket."



A woman missionary in China was taking tea with a mandarin's eight wives. The Chinese ladies examined her clothing, her hair, her teeth, and so on, but her feet especially amazed them.

"Why," cried one, "you can walk or run as well as a man!"

"Yes, to be sure," said the missionary.

"Can you ride a horse and swim, too?"

"Yes."

"Then you must be as strong as a man!"

"I am."

"And you wouldn't let a man beat you—not even if he was your husband—would
you?"

"Indeed I wouldn't," the missionary said.

The mandarin's eight wives looked at one another, nodding their heads. Then the oldest said softly:

"Now I understand why the foreign devil never has more than one wife. He is afraid!"—Western Christian Advocate.


PAT—"I hear your woife is sick, Moike."
MIKE—"She is thot."
PAT—"Is it dangerous she is?"
MIKE—"Divil a bit. She's too weak to be dangerous any more!"

SON—"Say, mama, father broke this vase before he went out."
MOTHER—"My beautiful majolica vase! Wait till he comes back, that's all."
SON—"May I stay up till he does?"



"Because a fellow has six talking machines," said the boarder who wants to be an end man, "it doesn't follow that he is a Mormon."



It was a wizened little man who appeared before the judge and charged his wife with cruel and abusive treatment. His better half was a big, square-jawed woman with a determined eye.

"In the first place, where did you meet this woman who, according to your story, has treated you so dreadfully?" asked the judge.

"Well," replied the little man, making a brave attempt to glare defiantly at his wife, "I never did meet her. She just kind of overtook me."



"Harry, love," exclaimed Mrs. Knowall to her husband, on his return one evening from the office, "I have b-been d-dreadfully insulted!"

"Insulted?" exclaimed Harry, love. "By whom?"

"B-by your m-mother," answered the young wife, bursting into tears.

"My mother, Flora? Nonsense! She's miles away!"
Flora dried her tears.

"I'll tell you all about it, Harry, love," she said. "A letter came to you this morning, addressed in your mother's writing, so, of course, I—I opened it."

"Of course," repeated Harry, love, dryly.

"It—it was written to you all the way through. Do you understand?"

"I understand. But where does the insult to you come in?"

"It—it came in the p-p-postscript," cried the wife, bursting into fresh floods of briny. 

"It s-said: 'P-P-P. S.—D-dear Flora, d-don't f-fail to give this l-letter to Harry. I w-want him to have it.'" "'Did you git 'em, boss?" he inquired eagerly.

"'Yes, here they are.'

"Mose looked at them ruefully, shaking his head. 'Ah'm po'ful sorry yo' got 'em, boss!'

"'Whats the matter? Has Easter gone back on you?'

"'It ain't dat, boss. Ah done changed mah min.' Ah'm gwine to mahry Sophie Coleman, dat freckled-faced yaller girl what works up to Mis' Mason's, for she sholy can cook!'

"Well, I'll try and have the name changed for you, but it will cost you fifty cents more.'

"Mose assented, somewhat dubiously, and the gentleman had the change made. Again he found Mose waiting for him.

"'Wouldn't change hit, boss, would he?'

"'Certainly he changed it. I simply had to pay him the fifty cents.'

"'Ah was hopin' he wouldn't do it. Mah min's made up to mahry Easter Johnson after all.'

"'You crazy nigger, you don't know what you do want. What made you change your mind again?'

"'Well, boss, Ah been thinkin' it over an' Ah jes' 'lowed dar wasn't fifty cents wuth ob diff'runce in dem two niggers.'"



A wife is a woman who is expected to purchase without means, and sew on buttons before they come off.



"What are you cutting out of the paper?"

"About a California man securing a divorce because his wife went through his pockets."

"What are you going to do with it?"

"Put it in my pocket."



A woman missionary in China was taking tea with a mandarin's eight wives. The Chinese ladies examined her clothing, her hair, her teeth, and so on, but her feet especially amazed them.

"Why," cried one, "you can walk or run as well as a man!"

"Yes, to be sure," said the missionary.

"Can you ride a horse and swim, too?"

"Yes."

"Then you must be as strong as a man!"

"I am."

"And you wouldn't let a man beat you—not even if he was your husband—would you?"

"Indeed I wouldn't," the missionary said.

The mandarin's eight wives looked at one another, nodding their heads. Then the oldest said softly:

"Now I understand why the foreign devil never has more than one wife. He is afraid!"—Western Christian Advocate.


PAT—"I hear your woife is sick, Moike."
MIKE—"She is thot."
PAT—"Is it dangerous she is?"
MIKE—"Divil a bit. She's too weak to be dangerous any more!"



SON—"Say, mama, father broke this vase before he went out."
MOTHER—"My beautiful majolica vase! Wait till he comes back, that's all."
SON—"May I stay up till he does?"

"Because a fellow has six talking machines," said the boarder who wants to be an end man, "it doesn't follow that he is a Mormon."



It was a wizened little man who appeared before the judge and charged his wife with cruel and abusive treatment. His better half was a big, square-jawed woman with a determined eye.

"In the first place, where did you meet this woman who, according to your story, has treated you so dreadfully?" asked the judge.

"Well," replied the little man, making a brave attempt to glare defiantly at his wife, "I never did meet her. She just kind of overtook me."



"Harry, love," exclaimed Mrs. Knowall to her husband, on his return one evening from the office, "I have b-been d-dreadfully insulted!"

"Insulted?" exclaimed Harry, love. "By whom?"

"B-by your m-mother," answered the young wife, bursting into tears.

"My mother, Flora? Nonsense! She's miles away!"
Flora dried her tears.

"I'll tell you all about it, Harry, love," she said. "A letter came to you this morning, addressed in your mother's writing, so, of course, I—I opened it."

"Of course," repeated Harry, love, dryly.

"It—it was written to you all the way through. Do you understand?"

"I understand. But where does the insult to you come in?"

"It—it came in the p-p-postscript," cried the wife, bursting into fresh floods of briny. 

"It s-said: 'P-P-P. S.—D-dear Flora, d-don't f-fail to give this l-letter to Harry. I w-want him to have it.'"



"By jove, I left my purse under the pillow!"
"Oh, well, your servant is honest, isn't she?"
"That's just it. She'll take it to my wife."



There swims no goose so gray, but soon or late
She finds some honest gander for her mate.—Pope.


A clerk showed forty patterns of ginghams to a man whose wife had sent him to buy some for her for Christmas, and at every pattern the man said: "My wife said she didn't want anything like that."

The clerk put the last piece back on the shelf. "Sir," he said, "you don't want gingham. What you want is a divorce."



Maids are May when they are maids, but the sky changes when they are wives.—Shakespeare.


In the election of a wife, as in
A project of war, to err but once is
To be undone forever.—Thomas Middleton.


Of earthly goods, the best is a good wife;
A bad, the bitterest curse of human life.—Simonides.
Woman Sermon Illustrations

The disciples, John tells us—and he was one of them—marveled to find their Master talking with a woman. Alone, too! And yet none of them asked him why he did it, or what it was he hoped to get out of a conversation with her. That brief comment of John, that the disciples "marveled that he talked with the woman" (John 4:27), shows how Christ has changed the world.

Woman, who made it fit and decent and moral for a prophet to talk with thee? Who threw a zone of mercy and protection about thy little child? Who lifted thee up and changed thee from man's plaything to man's companion? Who changed thee from man's chattel and property to man's friend and equal and inspirer? Who obliterated the brand of the slave from thy face and put on thy brow the halo of chivalry and tenderness and romance? Who so changed thy lot that, instead of marveling today that a prophet should talk with a woman, what men marvel at is that there was ever a day when men should have marveled that Christ talked with a woman? Come, then, Woman; bring thine alabaster box, filled with the ointment precious and very costly. Come, break thy box and pour thine ointment of love and gratitude upon his head and feet. Come, wash his feet with thy tears of love and wipe them with thy hair for a towel!



A brilliant and eccentric professor in a theological seminary used to tell the men in his classes never to marry a woman unless they were willing to go to hell for her sake. In the sense in which he meant it—that they should have a love which many waters could not quench and a devotion which laughed at death and hell—the advice was not unwholesome. But in another sense it is true that many a man has gone to hell for the sake of a woman, and also that many a woman has gone to hell for the sake of some man.



Help Those Women

"And I intreat thee also, true yoke fellow, help those women . ." (Phil. 4:3).

He was unschooled, and trying to give a word of exhortation. He fumbled through the opening verses of Philippians 4, but became confused over the names of the two women referred to in verse 2, and so he read, "I beseech Odious and I beseech Soontouchy that they be of the same mind in the Lord." He then proceeded to attempt an application of the truth according to the names as he had misunderstood them.

How much trouble is made among Christians by women like Odious, Who are so unpleasant to get on with, and Soontouchy, who get offended over every little trifle! The application was good, though the interpretation was faulty.



Woman—the only sex which attaches more importance to what's on its head than to what's in it.



"How very few statues there are of real women."
"Yes! it's hard to get them to look right."
"How so?"
"A woman remaining still and saying nothing doesn't seem true to life."



"Oh, woman! in our hours of ease
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please"—
So wrote Sir Walter long ago.
But how, pray, could he really know?
If woman fair he strove to please,
Where did he get his "hours of ease"?—George B. Morewood.


MISS SCRIBBLE-"The heroine of my next story is to be one of those modern advanced girls who have ideas of their own and don't want to get married."

THE COLONEL (politely)-"Ah, indeed, I don't think I ever met that type."—Life.


You are a dear, sweet girl,
God bless you and keep you—
Wish I could afford to do so.



Here's to man—he can afford anything he can get. Here's to woman—she can afford anything that she can get a man to get for her.—George Ade.


Here's to the soldier and his arms,
Fall in, men, fall in;
Here's to woman and her arms,
Fall in, men, fall in!



Most Southerners are gallant. An exception is the Georgian who gave his son this advice:

"My boy, never run after a woman or a street car—there will be another one along in a minute or two."



Here's to the maid of bashful fifteen;
Here's to the widow of fifty;
Here's to the flaunting, extravagant queen;
And here's to the housewife that's thrifty.

Chorus:
Let the toast pass,—
Drink to the lass,
I'll warrant she'll prove an excuse for the glass.—Sheridan.


Here's to the ladies, the good, young ladies;
But not too good, for the good die young,
And we want no dead ones.
And here's to the good old ladies,
But not too old, for we want no dyed ones.



When a woman repulses, beware. When a woman beckons, bewarer.—Henriette Corkland.


The young woman had spent a busy day.

She had browbeaten fourteen salespeople, bullyragged a floor-walker, argued victoriously with a milliner, laid down the law to a modiste, nipped in the bud a taxi chauffeur's attempt to overcharge her, made a street car conductor stop the car in the middle of a block for her, discharged her maid and engaged another, and otherwise refused to allow herself to be imposed upon.

Yet she did not smile that evening when a young man begged:

"Let me be your protector through life!"

I am very fond of the company of ladies. I like their beauty, I like their delicacy, I like their vivacity, and I like their silence.—Samuel Johnson.


Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears
Her noblest work she classes, O:
Her 'prentice hand she tried on man,
An' then she made the lasses, O.—Burns.


Not from his head was woman took,
As made her husband to o'erlook;
Not from his feet, as one designed
The footstool of the stronger kind;
But fashioned for himself, a bride;
An equal, taken from his side.—Charles Wesley.


A cynic, considering the fact that women was the last thing made by God, asserts that the product shows both His experience and His fatigue.



The following extract is from the diary of a New England woman who lived in the eighteenth century:

"We had roast pork for dinner and the Doctor, who carved, held up a rib on his fork, and said: 'Here, ladies, is what Mother Eve was made of.'"

"'Yes,' said sister Patty, 'and it is from very much the same kind of critter'."



The little girl reported at home what she had learned at Sunday School concerning the creation of Adam and Eve:

"The teacher told us how God made the first man and the first woman. He made the man first. But the man was very lonely with nobody to talk to him. So God put the man to sleep. And while the man was asleep, God took out his brains, and made a woman of them."

Woman Suffrage Sermon Illustrations

WOMAN VOTER—"Now, I may as well be frank with you. I absolutely refuse to vote the same ticket as that horrid Jones woman."



Kate Douglas Wiggin was asked recently how she stood on the vote for women question. She replied she didn't "stand at all," and told a story about a New England farmer's wife who had no very romantic ideas about the opposite sex, and who, hurrying from churn to sink, from sink to shed, and back to the kitchen stove, was asked if she wanted to vote. "No, I certainly don't! I say if there's one little thing that the men folks can do alone, for goodness sakes let 'em do it!" she replied.



MR. E.N. QUIRE—"What are those women mauling that man for?"

MRS. HENBALLOT—"He insulted us by saying that the suffrage movement destroyed our naturally timid sweetness and robbed us of all our gentleness."



"Did you cast your vote, Aunty?"

"Oh, yes! Isn't it grand? A real nice gentleman with a beautiful moustache and yellow spats marked my ballot for me. I know I should have marked it myself, but it seemed to please him greatly."



"Does your wife want to vote?"

"No. She wants a larger town house, a villa on the sea coast and a new limousine car every six months. I'd be pleased most to death if she could fix her attention on a smaller matter like the vote."



"What you want, I suppose, is to vote, just like the men do."

"Certainly not," replied Mrs. Baring-Banners. "If we couldn't do any better than that there would be no use of our voting."



"There's only one thing I can think of to head off this suffrage movement," said the mere man.

"What is that?" asked his wife.

"Make the legal age for voting thirty-five instead of twenty-one."—Catholic Universe.


MAMIE—"I believe in woman's rights."
GERTIE—"Then you think every woman should have a vote?"
MAMIE—"No; but I think every woman should have a voter."—The Woman's Journal.


During the Presidential campaign the question of woman suffrage was much discussed among women pro and con, and at an afternoon tea the conversation turned that way between the women guests.

"Are you a woman suffragist?" asked the one who was most interested.

"Indeed, I am not," replied the other most emphatically.

"Oh, that's too bad, but just supposing you were, whom would you support in the present campaign?"

"The same man I've always supported, of course," was the apt reply—"my husband."



During the agitation in behalf of woman's suffrage, an ardent advocate pleaded with a tired-looking married woman, and said:

"Just think! Wouldn't you love to go with your husband to the voting place, and there cast your vote along with his?"

The woman shook her head decisively and she answered:

"For goodness sake! If there's one single thing that a man's able to do by himself, let him do it."

Wonders Sermon Illustrations

Wonders of Old

The Seven Wonders of the ancient world were:

1. The Great Pyramid

2. The Colossus of Rhodes (overthrown by an earthquake)

3. The Hanging Gardens of Babylon

4. The Temple of Diana in Ephesus

5. The Statue of Jupiter in Athens

6. The Halicarnassus (Mausoleum)

7. The Pharos Lighthouse at Alexandria. 

But God's Wonders of old far exceed any and all of these.

(Ps. 77. 11, 14; 105. 5; Dan. 4. 2, 3



Wonders of God's Works

Queen Elizabeth—known as Good Queen Bess—had as her motto, graven on some of her coins, the words in Latin, 'A Domino factum est istud et mirabile oculis noris'. The English
translation is: 'This is the Lord's doing and it is marvelous in our eyes.'

When she was told that she had become Queen of England, these were the words she uttered.

(Ps. 118. 23; Rom. 15. 19; Heb. 2. 4)



A Scottish botanist sallied forth to the moors one bright morning to study his favourite flowers. He plucked a heather bell and put it upon the glass of his microscope. Stretching himself on the ground, he began to scrutinize it through his microscope. Moment after moment passed, and still he remained there, entranced by the beauty of the simple flower. Suddenly a shadow fell on the ground beside him, and, looking up, he saw a tall weather-beaten shepherd gazing down with a smile of half-concealed amusement at the man who was spending his time looking through a glass at so common a thing as a heather bell. The botanist handed him the glass and bade him have a look.

The shepherd took the microscope and looked through it at the little flower, then rose with tears streaming down his weather-beaten face. 'Isn't it beautiful?' asked the botanist. 'It's beautiful beyond words,' replied the shepherd, 'but oh! the thousands of times I've trampled them under my feet.'

(Matt. 6. 28, 29)



Wonder of Wonders

Nathaniel Olson writes of how the world is full of wonders. There are wonders in nature, science, medicine, inventions. In fact, the world is one big wonder.

Salt is a wonder. When I think that salt is composed of two poisonous substances, I am filled with wonder.  How is it possible that salt, which is necessary to life, is composed of sodium and chlorine, either of which, if taken individually, would kill you? I can't answer it; neither can you. It's a wonder!

The alnico magnet is a wonder. It is the strongest magnet in the world, and yet it is composed of three nonmagnetic substances—aluminum, nickel and cobalt. Can it be explained? No. It's a wonder!

Water is a wonder. Its chemical formula is H2O. That means it has two parts of hydrogen for each part oxygen. Oxygen is flammable; hydrogen readily burns. Unite hydrogen and oxygen into water and you put out fires with it! That's another wonder.

Salvation is the wonder of wonders! How God can take a poor, vile, hopeless sinner and transform him into a respectable person is the greatest wonder on this earth. Is it happening? Yes, it's happening every day. On the skid rows of our cities, in wealthy and poor homes, in jungles, in Chinese houseboats; in fact, whenever any soul wants Christ, the wonder of the new birth is taking place. People who read and believe that Christ is the Saviour as revealed in God's Word are finding that they know the wonder of wonders. 

Words Sermon Illustrations

Sir Walter Scott relates how, when he was a lad of fifteen, he was at a house to which came Scotland's famous poet Robert Burns. Some question was asked about a painting on the wall. Scott was the only one who knew the facts, and with a timid voice he told the great poet what he wanted to know. Long after, Scott treasured the light in the eye of Burns and the kindly greeting and recognition that he gave him. According to another account, Burns not only gave Scott a kind look but on another occasion said to him: "You will be a great man in Scotland, my lad. You have it in you to be a writer." Scott went home and cried all night for joy at this word of recognition and encouragement from the great poet.



When Martin Luther was entering Worms to make his great stand before the emperor and the Diet, that stand that means so much to mankind today, an old knight clapped him on the shoulder, and said: "My dear monk, my poor monk, thou art going to make such a stand as neither I nor any of my companions in arms have ever made in our hottest battles. If thou art sure of the justice of thy cause, then forward in God's name, and be of good courage, God will not forsake thee."



The Bible has wonderful examples of the power of speech and the blessedness of the "word fitly spoken" (Prov. 25:11). There was the incident of Naaman and Elisha. Naaman had come all the way from Syria to be cured of his leprosy; but when Elisha sent out his servant to meet him and told him to go wash seven times in the Jordan, Naaman was in a rage and, turning his chariot about, started homeward. But one of his officers spoke the word in season and said to him, "My father, if the prophet had bid thee do some great thing, wouldest thou not have done it? how much rather then, when he saithnto thee, Wash, and be clean?" (II Kings 5:13).

Naaman saw the sense in this, put down his pride and anger, went and washed in the Jordan, and his flesh became as the flesh of a little child.



When Grant received the news, after his great victories in the West, that the Senate had confirmed his nomination to the grade of lieutenant general and commander in chief of all the armies of the Union, almost the first thing he did was to write a letter to Sherman. In that letter he says: "While I have been eminently successful in this war, in at least gaining the confidence of the public, no one feels more than I how much of this success is due to the energy and skill, and the harmonious putting forth of that energy and skill, of those whom it has been my good fortune to have occupying subordinate positions under me. There are many officers to whom these remarks are applicable to a greater or lesser degree proportionate to their ability as soldiers; but I want to express my thanks to you and McPherson as the men to whom, above all others, I feel indebted for whatever I had of success. How far your advice and suggestions have been of assistance, you know. How far your execution of whatever has been given you to do entitled you to the reward I am receiving, you cannot know as well as I do."

There, indeed, was a beautiful word of gratitude and thanks, and "fitly spoken . . . like apples of gold in pictures of silver" (Prov. 25:11).



Addison has a passage in The Spectator about the Roman Catholic doctrine of purgatory, how some authors must stay there until the influence of their evil writings has disappeared. But who can tell when that influence will come to an end?



We stand by the side of him from whose loved eyes the light of this life is fading, and eagerly do we strive to catch the word which the lips of the dying man are struggling to pronounce. Often, even to the most attent ears, that word is lost. The man would like to speak but cannot. How strange is that moment when the great stillness comes down and it is clear to the watchers that these lips have spoken in this life their last word. Now not a single word can be added; now not a single word can be retracted. What we have spoken, we have spoken.

O friends, let our words be words which shall have a sweet echo yonder in the Great Day, words which have blessed and not cursed, helped and not hindered, encouraged and not discouraged, heartened and not disheartened, increased and not diminished men's faith in man and in God, brightened and not dimmed the hopes of man for life here and glory hereafter. "Set a watch, O Lord, before my mouth; keep the door of my lips!" (Ps. 141:3.)



The rule of silence enforced by the Trappist monks is a searching comment on the power of ill-advised speech to do injury. Words are the ambassadors of the soul. Imagine a spring landscape without thie light of the sun! So would history be without the life and the color given it by words. It was said of Luther that his words were like battles.

Religion, freedom, vengeance, what you will— 
A word's enough to raise mankind to kill.
Likewise, a word is enough to hold mankind back from killing and to inspire him to noble thinking and glorious living.



No one ever used words with such beauty and charm as John Bunyan. Take Pilgrim's Progress out of English literature and how much it has been impoverished! In Grace Abounding John Bunyan tells how one day he was sitting on a bench outside a neighbor's shop window, "cursing, and swearing, and playing the madman, after my wonted manner." Within the window sat a woman, herself loose and ungodly but who, shocked at Bunyan's profanity, expostulated with him and told him that his words made her tremble.

This reproof silenced and sobered him, and from that time forward he was able to leave off swearing. Bunyan relates this incident as one of the steps in his conversion. Who knows what part that courageous and spontaneous rebuke and warning played in the history of Bunyan's glorious life.



I'm careful of the words I say to keep them soft and sweet. 
I never know from day to day which ones I'll have to eat.—Lay o' the Land 


Learn this and you'll get along, no matter what your station: An ounce of keep-your-mouth-shut beats a ton of explanation. 



It is better either to be silent or to say things of more value than silence. Sooner throw a pearl at hazard than an idle or useless word; and do not say a little in many words, but a great deal in a few. 



Many wise words are spoken in jest, but they can't compare with the number of foolish words spoken in earnest. 



The next time you receive a letter that carries the word "Sincerely" above the signature of the writer, pause a moment and think of the origin of that word. As you may recall, it was first used as "sincerely," meaning "without wax," by ancient sculptors to mark a flawless piece of work. Wax was then commonly employed to conceal defects, to patch a chipped nose, a poorly shaped finger, etc. Sincerely is too honest a word to be used loosely, but it is a good word when consciously employed. 

When you speak, speak clearly and naturally. Say what you mean and mean what you say; be brief and sensible. Words should drop from the lips as beautiful coins newly issued from the mint, deeply and accurately impressed, perfectly finished, neatly struck by the proper organs, distinct, sharp, in due succession and of due weight.—Alfred Auston, Slips of Speech, Funk and Wagnalls Company 


The Army has had about 2,000 portable showers built for the use of missile men who accidentally spill rocket fuel on themselves. They use ordinary water.

But the Army doesn't call them showers. They are "rocket pro-pellant personnel neutralizers."—Laugh Book 


Man lives by ideas, and words are the pieces of which ideas are built. Words can poison, words can heal. Words start and fight wars but words make peace. Words lead men to the pinnacles of good, and words plunge men to the depths of evil.—Marguerite Schumann, Director of Publicity, Lawrence College, Appleton, Wisconsin, Secretary 


A word fitly spoken is like apples of gold in pictures of silver.—Proverbs 25:11 



Here are some stumbling blocks in the way of the foreigner who is studying our language: 

Bear is like bare, and pear is like pare, but tear is pronounced tier and tare. Then hear is like here, and sear is like sere, and dear, shear like deer and sheer. Beat's not like great, nor beak like break, and neither is freak like steak; while beam, strange to say, will rhyme with seam, as well as with cream and dream. 

Feign, deign and reign rhyme with fain, Dane and rain, as well as with skein, rein, vein. Although sew is like so, still new is like gnu, and ewe we pronounce just you. 

Though dough rhymes with toe, and rough with ruff; enough, tough, and sough with gruff. But cough rhymes with off, and bough is like bow, while plough is the same word as plow. With bow, too, like beau, we have dough like doe, and glow, grow, and owe like go. But growl is like owl, while grown, mown and own don't rhyme well with brown but with bone.—Kalends, Sunshine Magazine 


Two men, members of a religious order, wanted to smoke while walking in the garden. They agreed that each would ask his superior for permission 

The first one returned to find the second one smoking and complained indignantly: "I was refused!"

"What did you ask?" inquired the second one.

"I asked if I could smoke while meditating." 

"Oh," said the other, blowing his smoke reflectively, "I asked if I could meditate while smoking!" 



Use workhorse words that know how to sell. Scan the best sales jobs in print, and you will find them rich in short words that tease the taste, make glad the eye, tickle the nose, and please the ear. There are nip, twang, bite, and tang in short sales words. There is sweet, sour, tart, or dry, as need be. There are words that we can hear like the swish of silk; soft words with the feel of swan's down; words with a smell like musk, smoke, cheese, mint, and rose ... all of them good sales tools. With practice, words may be used like the notes of a musical scale, to create any mood you wish. To all of us in marketing, that is like money in the bank.—T. H. Tompson, Round Table Talk 


Not only to say the right thing at the right place but far more difficult to leave unsaid the wrong thing at the tempting moment.—George S. Benson, Friendly Chat


The authority of words depends on the speaker. A proclamation in words made ex-king Edward king. His own written words deprived him of his kingdom.

One day, when the Emperor Napoleon was reviewing his troops, his horse attempted to bolt. A private soldier sprang forward quickly and stopped it. 'Thank you, Captain,' said the Emperor. 'Of what regiment, sire?' asked the soldier. 'Of my guards,' was the reply. Walking over to a group of officers, the soldier announced his rank and was laughed at. 'Who said it?' asked they. 'The Emperor,' he replied; and that was enough.

(Ps. 89. 34; John 10. 35; 1 Pet. 1. 25)

Work Sermon Illustrations

Send Somebody Else

The laziest man in the village was actually running. His hat was off, and his coat was flying in the wind. On and on he sped, till, crash, he collided with the portly vicar, and picked himself out of the roadway. "Why, what on earth has made you run— and so fast, Sam?" asked the vicar. "Can't wait," gasped Sam, "I heard of some work." The vicar caught him by the arm, "And did you get the job?" he asked. "I don't know," replied the man, struggling. "I only just heard of it. I'm going to find out." "Well, good success to you, Sam," said the vicar, releasing his grasp. "What kind of work is it?" "Some washing for me wife." Many people are like Sam; they say, "Here am I, Lord; send somebody else."—Gospel Herald.


Lost Taste

A woman in Philadelphia used to employ occasionally an old Negress known as Aunt Cecelia. For some time she lost sight of her. Meeting the washerwoman one morning, she said: "Good morning, Aunt Cecelia. Why aren't you washing nowadays?" "It's dis way, Miss Anne. I'se been out o' work so long, dat now, when I could work, I finds I'se done lost my taste for it." This is evidently the attitude of many nominal members of the church. They have become so accustomed to doing nothing for Christ, be. yond occupying their pew once a week, that they have no inclination to Christian activity, even when the opportunities are right before them.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


When God Wants Work Done

God never goes to the lazy or the idle when He needs men for His service. When God wants a worker He calls a worker. When He has work to be done, He goes to those already at work. When God wants a good servant, He calls a busy man. Scripture and history attest this truth.

Moses was busy with his flocks at Horeb.
Gideon was busy threshing wheat by the wine press.
Saul was busy searching for his father's lost beasts.
Elisha was busy plowing with twelve yoke of oxen.
David was busy caring for his father's sheep.
Nehemiah was busy bearing the king's wine-cup.
Amos was busy following the flock. 
Peter and Andrew were busy casting a net into the sea.
James and John were busy mending their nets.
Matthew was busy collecting customs. 
William Carey was busy mending and making shoes.—Watchman-Examiner.


Helping

Sam and Joe were two colored laborers. They were sent to the basement of the factory to work. The superintendent, on his regular morning round of inspection, failed to find the men. After searching a while he discovered Sam fast asleep. Looking for Joe the superintendent found him loafing about in the back part of the basement. "What have you been doing, Joe?" "Why, mister," said Joe, "I'se been a-helpin' Sam." There are too many of us helping Sam. It is now 1,900 years since Christ died, and half of the race does not know anything about it as yet. Important, worthwhile news of the world is flashed around the globe within twenty-four hours, but, selah! The greatest news ever to reach the ear of mortal man is yet unknown to half the race.—Gospel Herald.


The Hindered Christ

The Lord Christ wanted a tongue one day,
To speak a word of cheer
To a soul that was weary and worn and sad,
And freighted with doubt and fear. 
He asked me for mine, but 'twas busy quite
With my own affairs from morn till night.
The Lord Christ wanted two hands one day,
To do a loving deed.
He wanted two feet on an errand for Him
To run with welcome speed.
But I had need of my own that day. 
To His gentle pleading, I said Him nay.

So all that day I used my tongue, 
My hands and feet I chose.
I said some bitter angry words
That hurt one heart God knows. 
My hands I used in useless play
And my willing feet went a crooked way.
And the dear Lord's work, was it left undone,
For the lack of a willing heart?
It is through men that He speaks to men
And each must do his part-
I hope He used another that day
But I wish I'd let Him have His way.— The Pilot.


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).


Thought for the Day

"Fronting my task, these things I ask: 
To be true this whole day through; 
To be content with honest work, 
Fearing only lest I shirk;
To see and know and do what's right; 
To come, unsullied, home at night."—Selected.


"If faith produce no works, I see 
That faith is not a living tree.
Thus faith and works together grow; 
No separate life they e'er can know; 
They're soul and body, hand and heart; 
What God hath joined, let no man part."—Hannah More.
Too Easily Pleased

A Japanese boy came to the home of a minister in Los Angeles and applied for a position. Now it happened that the household was already well supplied with servants; so the minister's wife said, "I am sorry, but we really haven't enough work to keep another boy busy."

"Madam," said the Oriental politely, "I am sure that you have. You may not know what a little bit of work it takes to keep me employed." One does not have to go to Japan to find such people; they can be found in most churches.—Record of Christian Work.


We are not here to play, to dream, to drift,
We have hard work to do, and loads to lift;
Shun not the struggle, face it; 'tis God's gift,
Be strong!!

It matters not how deep entrenched the wrong,
How hard the battle goes, the day how long,
Faint not, fight on, tomorrow comes the song,
Be strong!!



At the End of the Report

"It was my privilege to meet on one occasion with a little society in a small town," said the leader of a young people's organization. "But it was a little society with a large spirit. They required written reports at each business meeting. At the end of each report this sentence was added, 'This work done for Jesus Christ.' If nothing had been done, the report was written, 'Nothing done for Jesus Christ.' The president told me that that little sentence made a profound impression, and its effects were visible and audible in greatly improved work."—Earnest Worker.


The Italian Immigrant's Gratitude

When Mario Izzo, an Italian immigrant, was put on relief in a western Pennsylvania town, he looked at his first weekly check, seized a broom, and went out to sweep the streets six hours a day, six days a week. He explained: "I think this is a wonderful country. I decide I will be an honest man with this country. So I start to sweep. My bread it tastes sweet, and I feel like an honest man, because I work." A lesson for you? and for me?—Readers' Digest.


Why Trouble God?

Dr. Adam Clarke, the great commentator, was a slow worker, and he could only produce his wealth of literary treasures by long and patient toil. He therefore made it his custom to rise early every morning. A young preacher, anxious to emulate the distinguished doctor, asked him one day how he managed it. "Do you pray about it?" he inquired. "No," the doctor quietly answered, "I get up." Mr. Moody used to tell how once he came upon a group of wealthy American Christians praying for the removal of a debt of five hundred dollars on their church building. "Gentlemen," said Mr. Moody in his incisive way. "I don't think if I were you, I should trouble the Lord in this matter."—Light.


Don't Be a Wheelbarrow!

There is a sign at the entrance of a great manufacturing plant that reads: "If you are like a wheelbarrow—going no farther than you are pushed—you need not apply for work here." The real beauty of Christian living lies in "the second mile." Jesus talked at length to His followers that they were to be known by the beauty of going a little farther, and, consistent with His own teaching, He took the road to Calvary.—Young People's Weekly.


You Can Win

No matter how hard,
Your problem may be,
And rugged the hill to climb, 
You can win the day
If you plug away
And make good use of your time.

The man who despairs
Before a hard task
And slumps in an easy chair, 
Has nothing to win,
When he weakly gives in,
But vain disappointment and care.

Be up and alert,
Get on with your job.
Don't dream of the things you will do; 
Push on toward the goal
With heart, mind and soul,
And prove the true mettle in you.—Grenville Kleiser.


"Every Christian should be a workman for God, but no one can be a workman for God until he is the workmanship of God."—Selected.


A Question of Ownership

A Canadian Sunday school superintendent felt that he was not receiving sufficient co-operation from the parents, teachers, and officers of the school. In order to have the individual responsibility better realized, he assembled the entire school, and started his talk by asking, very emphatically, "Whose Sunday school is this?" For a moment there was silence, then a tiny blue mitten was raised. Leaning down to its wee owner in a front seat, the young superintendent said, smilingly, "All right, Penelope, you tell us." The child raised her blue eyes and in so soft a tone that he had difficulty in hearing her, said, "It's Jesus' Sunday school." The unexpected reply inspired the entire membership to a new spirit of consecration, as leader and classes alike recognized that they were indeed co-workers with God for the building up of His Kingdom. —Adapted from Sunday School Times.


A Safe Motto

When Temple Hall, London, was built, the Masters of the Bench ordered a handsome clock to be placed there, with an appropriate motto on the face of it.
For many days the skilful mechanic waited for the motto, until, becoming impatient, he made his way to the Benchers' Chambers, and pressed them for the needed words. One of the Masters, becoming angry, rose up and said to the mechanic: "Go about your business." The latter, thinking this was the order, placed the words on the face of the clock, and there they were allowed to remain. If Christian workers would have for their motto, "Go about your Father's business," what mighty wonders would be accomplished!—Sunday School Times.
Emerson said:

"The human race is divided into two classes—those who go ahead and do something, and those who sit still and inquire why it was done in that way instead of another."



A Japanese Lad's Secret

The greatest defeat I ever had in my life was to take second place in an oratorical contest in college; to bow to a Japanese lad who had been in this country but five years. When he landed at Ellis Island in New York, having come through England, he could not speak twenty-five words of English; and yet he stood up there the master of English oratory. Why? I can give you the secret; I learned it; I wanted to know. The lad rose every morning at five o'clock and with his open Bible before him he spent the next hour in reading it and in prayer. And on Friday mornings, he, along with his fellow Japanese students, rose at four o'clock and spent two hours in prayer and went fasting without their breakfast to their classes in order that they might know the meaning of discipline and prayer. That is the power of religion in the life of youth. But how many of our colleges or great universities of today are teaching, are encouraging that sort of thing?—From address of Elmer Ward Cole at Christian Action Week, Lake James.


Not Ashamed

In the stone works a young man was suddenly set to do a piece of carving. The man on the job had been taken ill, and the task had to be finished on time. The young man did not know what the stone was for, but he went at the work in his accustomed painstaking way. He chiselled out a stem here, a leaf there, and flowers above. The master workman approved the job, and the stone left the works. Some months passed. Then one day the young man was walking through the great and beautiful building that the city had just completed and opened. He came to the most prominent pillar, a handsome column crowned with a piece of lily work. "Why," he exclaimed, "that's my bit of work!" And taking off his cap, he gazed at it and said reverently, "Thank God, I did that job well!" When I overhead the young man's remark, and saw the light in his eyes, and he told me about it, I knew, if I had never known before, that work is a holy thing. Right wages and just treatment for workmen are proper adjuncts, but above and beyond them your bit of work is holy to you.—The Christian Life.


Our Part in the Harvest

A famous evangelist was on one occasion trying to point out to a group of miners the care and bounty with which God had endowed the earth. "Look at your own occupation," he said. "Isn't it wonderful how God's foresight has enabled us to get fuel and power from the earth?" "That's quite right, sir," replied one of the men, "but I wish He had put it nearer the top." Is not this the spirit of many people today? They realize the goodness of God, no doubt; but wish He did not ask them to do so much. God gave the Israelites manna, but did not throw it into their tents; they had to gather it. He sends us the harvest year by year, but we must reap it.—Christian Herald.


"Unfolded" Legs

Samuel Johnson paid a high, though unintended, compliment to John Wesley: "His conversation is good, but he is never at leisure. He always has to go at a certain hour. This is very disagreeable to a man who loves to fold his legs and have his talk out as I do." John Wesley's legs were "unfolded" most of his ninety years. He had felt his Master's passion for souls, and sought to save the lost.—Free Churchman.


A Georgia man was paid 500 an hour to tear down a chim¬ney he had built 50 years ago for 37¢ a day.—Parts Pups 


As a rule I do not rhyme. 
My life is but a race with time, 
When papers overflow the folder 
A man must know he's getting older.—M. Dale Baughman


Soon after the great Edmund Burke had been making one of his powerful speeches in the British Parliament, his brother Richard was found sitting in silent reverie; and when asked by a friend what he was thinking about, he replied:

"I have been wondering how Ed has contrived to monopolize all the talent in our family. But then I remember that when the rest of us were doing nothing, or were at play, he was always at work."

And the force of this anecdote is increased by the fact that Richard always was considered, by those who knew him best, to be superior in natural talents to his brother; yet the one rose to greatness, whereas the other lived and died in obscurity. 



Can anything be sadder than work left unfinished? Yes—work never begun.—Christina Rossetti, Partners 


Mankind is composed of those who work, those who pretend to work, and those who do neither.—Battista Grassi in Your Creative Power 



Whether a job is large or small, 
If I can't do it well I won't do it at all, 
And I owe to such firm self-discipline 
Job after job I refuse to begin!—Thomas Usk, Rotarian 



It is the biggest mistake in the world to think you are working for someone else. Try to realize that someone is paying you for working for yourself. 



We know a lot of fellows who brag about being sell-made men; but it's our considered opinion that most of them knocked off work too soon. —Minonk News Dispatch 


Quite a few people are already working on a four-day week. Trouble is, it takes 'em five or six days to do it.—Earl Hall, Hall Syndicate—P K Sideliner 


Nothing stops work quicker than people who have nothing to do and spend their time with people who are busy. 



Tired businessman's observation: "It's simply fantastic the amount of work you can get done, if you don't do anything else:'—Eleanor Clarage in Cleveland Plain Dealer 

Blessed is the man who has found his work. One monster there is in the world—the idle man.—Carlyle, Friendly Chat 



Working is more than a way of earning a livelihood. It is a way of keeping one's self-respect.—Friendly Chat 



There is no better way to take the irk out of work than to put love into it. 



A farmer who was asked what time he went to work in the morning replied, "Son, I don't go to work. I'm surrounded with it all the time." 



Work and Shirk are two little brothers; 
Work is always busy, doing things for others; 
Shirk is very lazy, and lies around the house, 
Stretching and yawning, as useless as a mouse. 
All through the day Work makes things hum,
But Shirk sits around, and just looks glum. 
Which do you think is dearly loved by others— 
Work or Shirk, these well-known little brothers?—From The Young Soldier, Toronto Sunshine Magazine 


In the Concordance the order is—Word, Work, Worker, World. It is the Word—God's Word—for the whole world; but, between the two and indispensable, are work and worker. Often the true sequence is reversed. Christians feel the need of the world, look for a work to do, and then turn to the Word for their message.

(Isa. 55. 11; Mark 16. 15; 2 Tim. 4. 2)



Life's Work

Holman Hunt, painter of 'The Light of the World', started life in a London office. The firm with which he was employed was engaged in the cotton trade. He drew flies on the window so well that his employer thought them real. Had he remained in the office, he would have missed his vocation.

H. G. Wells was first a draper's assistant, then a science master, and after that he found his life's work in writing.

David Livingstone, who spent so many years and endured so many hardships as a missionary in Africa, found his life's work right away, and, like Isaiah, responded to the call of the Lord, `Here am I: send me'.

(Jer. 1. 5; 1 Tim. 1. 12, 13)



Our life's work is a complete whole, yet it is made up of little things, good works. 'We are God's workmanship': and the word Paul uses is the Greek word from which we derive the English word `Poem'.

In her book Odd Patterns in the Weaving—Mrs. Sonia E. Howe in her narration mentions something seen when she was still in her teens. A famous Russian academician was working at a Mosaic, a copy of an old oil painting which had been in a famous Cathedral. He was putting in tiny pieces of marble, one by one, to carry out the beautiful design. Sonia Howe approached him and said, 'Is not this fearfully dull, uninteresting work?'

`No, not at all,' the artist replied, 'for, you see, it is work for eternity.'

(1 Cor. 15. 58; Col. 1. 28, 29)



Nothing, either great or small,
Nothing, sinner, no; 
Jesus did it, did it all,
Long, long ago.—Selected


All work and no play
Makes Jack surreptitiously gay.



"Wot cheer, Alf? Yer lookin' sick; wot is it?"
"Work! nuffink but work, work, work, from mornin' till night!"
'"Ow long 'ave yer been at it?"
"Start tomorrow."—Punch.


Several men were discussing the relative importance and difficulty of mental and physical work, and one of them told the following experience:

"Several years ago, a tramp, one of the finest specimens of physical manhood that I have ever seen, dropped into my yard and asked me for work. The first day I put him to work helping to move some heavy rocks, and he easily did as much work as any two other men, and yet was as fresh as could be at the end of the day.

"The next morning, having no further use for him, I told him he could go; but he begged so hard to remain that I let him go into the cellar and empty some apple barrels, putting the good apples into one barrel and throwing away the rotten ones—about a half hour's work.

"At the end of two hours he was still in the cellar, and I went down to see what the trouble was. I found him only half through, but almost exhausted, beads of perspiration on his brow.

"'What's the matter?' I asked. 'Surely that work isn't hard.'

"'No not hard,' he replied. 'But the strain on the judgment is awful.'"

World Sermon Illustrations

The world—that is, our physical world, this planet on which we live and our solar universe—will one day come to an end. It had a beginning, when God created the heavens and the earth. "Through faith we understand that the worlds were framed by the word of God, so that things which are seen were not made of things which do appear" (Heb. 11:3). This is the conclusion, not only of faith, but of reason. When men begin to speculate as to possible ways in which the earth might come to an end, there is much difference of opinion. Some tell us that the earth in its rotation, held back by the tides, will gradually slow down until it lies dead and inert, only the corpse of a world. It is said, too, that the sun will withdraw its energies, that its fires will go out and that our planet will become an empire of cold and night. In his The Foundations of Belief Lord Balfour wrote: "After a period long compared to the dimensions of time open to our investigation, the energies of our system will decay. The glory of the sun will be dimmed, and the earth, tideless and inert, will not longer tolerate the race which has for a moment disturbed its solitude."



Wherever men prove traitors to their best selves, wherever Christian disciples forsake Jesus, the reason is the same—the love of this present world.

O world, O world, what a deceiver thou art! How quickly thou canst shrink and fade for us into mere nothingness! In how brief a moment, by one single blow on the head, or a fever in the blood, or a tumult in the heart, we are through with thee forever, and thy vain show is over! Yet how thou dost seduce us with thy flattery and charm us with thy painted face, so that, in our blind infatuation and flaming love for thee, for one little moment more of thine unreal corruptive joys, we gladly sell our souls, forget our God, crucify our Lord afresh, and forego our hopes of eternal happiness!



Man of the Converted 

It is now many years since my friend Kilner was one of the shining lights of London, as he had just been the leading counsel in a well-known society law case concerning a certain celebrated pearl necklace.

`I remember it was about this time that his mother came to me in great distress. She and her only daughter were devoted and prayerful Christians, and had succeeded in persuading my brilliant friend, who was far from the fold, to go one night to the Metropolitan Tabernacle to hear Mr. Moody, who was then holding services in it. He had gone, and thence he went on to his club, and at midnight he returned home and knocked at his mother's bedroom door and told her with great emphasis and in strong language that it was the last religious service he would attend. "Mother," he said, "I love you and Dora, and never hope to do anything else; but I beg of you never to ask me to go to a service. I can't stand the stuff; the world is good enough for me".'

With these words Dr. A. T. Schofield commences his story of 'The West-end Barrister'. The doctor remembered that Kilner had a lovely tenor voice. Dr. Schofield each night used to sit in the gallery at D. L. Moody's meetings singing tenor in the choir, but felt the tenor was very weak. After much prayer he ventured to put the suggestion to Kilner that he come and help to sing the tenor part in his choir.

`Certainly, certainly,' he said; 'I'll come with pleasure if I can be of any help; and if it's not too difficult.'

So they arranged to meet on the following Tuesday night at 8 p.m. on Westminster
Bridge. At the appointed hour Dr. Schofield found his friend waiting for him.

When they got to the Tabernacle, Dr. Schofield said, 'We turn in here."Why, that is the place I was in to hear that American preacher,' he said. `I'm not going in there; not if I know it,' said Kilner.

The doctor persuaded the barrister to accompany him inside, telling him he must come and sing like a bird.

The great building was crammed to the roof, and the doctor knew that somewhere in the building two women were sitting crying to God in their agony for their only son and brother. When the singing began, the neighbouring members of the choir all turned round at the sound of the magnificent tenor voice they thought Dr. Schofield had developed, but soon discovered it was his friend Kilner who sang magnificently, for nothing is more easy to divorce than the heart and the voice. As the choir was composed of born-again Christians, the doctor realised that technically he had no right whatever to introduce Kilner.

When the singing was over, Kilner naturally wanted to go. He was glad to have been of help but he had an appointment.

`Look here, Kilner,' said Dr. Schofield, `I know all about that appointment. What you are really afraid of is the sermon. Well, you needn't be. The fact is, we've another piece coming on at the end, and I'd dearly like you to stay for that.'

`All right, old man,' he said, 'you've got me here and intend to keep me. Anyhow, I'll see you through.' And so he stayed, and Moody began.

Schofield was in agony as he listened to Moody preach what he considered an impossible and hopeless sermon that consisted of a purely imaginary conversation between John the Baptist and Herod the Great on the topics of the day. The plan of salvation and the work of Christ were all introduced, but Schofield wanted the direct Gospel message which none could deliver like Moody. At last the sermon came to an end, and then Kilner's fine tenor was heard once more, and the service was over.

`Come along now,' said Kilner, 'we'll have supper at my club.' Then, seeing a crowd, he whispered, 'Hallo, where are all those people going to?'

`Oh!' said Schofield, `they're going to the after-meeting.'

`Are you going?' Kilner asked.

`Well, I was,' said the doctor. 'At any rate, if you don't mind, you go on, and I'll follow you in half-an-hour.'

But the barrister would have none of that. So they walked together into the crowded hall, and he took a front seat opposite to D. L. Moody. Away in a corner the doctor caught sight of the pale faces of Kilner's mother and sister.

Then the real Moody shone forth. 'Well,' said he, leaning his arms on his desk, `you've heard all about it. Won't you come? Won't you come? We're here for business and want to know which of you will close with the offer of salvation, and take Jesus Christ for his Saviour. Don't be afraid; He is waiting for you. Now, what man has courage to rise and take the Lord Jesus as his Saviour?'

Up got Kilner, the first of any one, and walked across the room to the evangelist. He held out his hand, and said, 'I'll take Him, Mr. Moody.'

So the man of the world, who had said, 'The world is good enough for me,' was brought to know and serve the Lord Jesus Christ Who said, 'Ye are not of the world, even as I am not of the world.' The depth, reality and Divine power of the gospel were afterwards demonstrated for many years by the Christian life of the Society Clubman, George Kilner. Dr. A. T. Schofield never had any idea as to what actually caused the miracle of Kilner's conversion. 'The wind bloweth where it listeth.'

(John 3. 8; 17. 16; Eph. 2. 2)

World—or the Word? 

A rich lord in England who was a friend of Royalty years ago was converted. He lost his taste at once for the pleasures of the Court and the high society into which his state brought him. He retired from it all, and in the country district where he had his residence used to gather to break bread with a very few humble folk.

He began to love his Bible, and soon found that his gardener who had been a believer for years knew much more about it than he. Often he would walk out of his large mansion and search for his gardener. On finding him he would tell him to put down his tools for an hour and bring his Bible, and there they would talk over the Scriptures, the lord asking the questions and finding great joy in the new treasures he had discovered in the Word as shown to him by the humble gardener. An hour spent like this was far sweeter to him than an invitation to court. In fact the society of the world became painful to him, while the fellowship of believers was very precious.—A. L. Goold (India) 

(Rom. 12. 2; 1 John 2. 15-17)



If you go to the banks of a little stream and watch the flies that come and bathe in it, you will notice that, while they plunge their bodies, they keep their wings high out of the water and fly away with their wings unwet. Now, that is the lesson for us. Here we are, immersed in the cares and business of the world, but let us keep the wings of our faith and love out of the world so that, with these unclogged, we may be ready to take our flight to heaven.—Charles Inglis
The Christian is not ruined by living in the world, but by the world living in him.

(John 17. 16-19; Gal. 6. 14; 1 John 2. 15-17)



The world is like an ocean. In the world we are boats. A boat is only useful in the water: if the boat is in the water, it is useful. If the water is in the boat, it will sink beneath the waves. Therefore bale out the water.—Sadhu Sundar Singh
(John 17. 16-18; Rom. 12. 2; James 4. 4)



A greatly-used minister of the Word of God who had a wide and accurate knowledge of the Scriptures was approached, after one of his addresses, by one of his audience who said, 'I'd give the world to know the Scriptures as you know them.' His immediate reply was—`And that's just what it cost me—the world.'

(Gal. 1. 4; Phil. 3. 19, 20)



The world is like the statue of a virgin made of wood and iron which used to stand in the museum at Strassburg. When a victim approached, the virgin opened her arms to receive him; but, when once she had enfolded her victim, she closed on him with a hundred knives and lances, and then dropped him into a gulf. So the world mocks her lovers. But Daniel was never mocked by the world, because he loved not this present world but loved God.

Worldliness Sermon Illustrations

Purity Dearer than Life

In the forests of northern Europe and Asia a little animal called the ermine lives. He is mostly known among us by his snow-white fur, a thing than which there is nothing more beautiful on the fur markets of the world. In some countries the state robes of judges are lined with it, the white being emblematic of purity and honor. The ermine has a peculiar pride in his white fur coat. At all hazards he protects it against anything that would spoil it.

It is said that the fur hunters take cruel advantage of the ermine's care to keep his coat clean. They do not set a snare to catch him at some unwary moment, but instead find his home, a cleft in the rock or the hollow of a decaying tree, and daub the entrance and interior with filth. Then their dogs start the chase. Frightened, the ermine flees toward his home, his only place of refuge. He finds it daubed with uncleanness, and he will not spoil his pure white coat. Rather than go into the unclean place he faces the yelping dogs and preserves the purity of his fur at the price of his life. It is better that he be stained by blood than spoiled by uncleanness.
The ermine is right—purity is dearer than life.—Walking With God.


Whose Christ?

Christians who countenance places of worldly amusement give the world a false conception of Christianity, for they indicate by their presence in these places that Jesus Christ can save but He cannot satisfy; that there has to be some addition of the world to make the Christian happy. I met a girl in the city of Liverpool who listened one evening as I spoke about complete separation from the world. She went home, but was very unhappy. She came back in desperation to tell me that if the theater and movies and worldly amusements went out of her life, she would have nothing to live for. I said, "God help you." "But," she said, "I belong to the Oxford Group Movement." "Well," I said, "what has that to do with it?" "We are told to have our quiet time in the morning," she answered, "and then we can take Jesus into all these places." "Well," I said, "you may take your Jesus into those places, but you cannot take the One I know."—Herbert Lockyer, in An Instrument of Ten Strings.


Better than Good Mixers

We often hear someone say, when speaking of his pastor, "He's such a good mixer!" Commenting on this statement, an evangelist said: "You don't need a mixer; you need a separator!"—Selected.


When Blistering One's Feet

I have read somewhere of a minister sitting on a hotel plaza at Saratoga one morning. He was greeted by a young girl who said to him: "Good morning, Doctor." "Good morning," he replied. "Are you very well this morning?" She answered, "Oh, I am so tired! I blistered my feet dancing last night. By the way, Doctor, what do you think about dancing?" Very gravely he answered, "You are a professing Christian, are you not? Did you ever blister your feet for God?" The young girl felt the question deeply, and turned away. A few days afterward she spoke to the minister again and said: "Doctor, I have scarcely slept since you asked me that question, and I want to tell you I have never blistered my feet for the Lord, but from this time on I will work for him to the best of my ability."—Watchman-Examiner


Dancing Christians

A young person once came to the venerable Daniel Witt, of Virginia, with the question, "Is there any harm in dancing?" The gentle and tender old man replied, thoughtfully, "Just how much harm there may be in dancing I cannot say, but of this much I am sure, I have been a Baptist minister for over forty years and I have never yet seen a dancing Baptist that was of any account as a church member."—The Illustrator.


Farewell, Vain World

David Brainerd, under the date of April 25, 1742, wrote in his journal:

"Farewell, vain world, my soul can bid adieu;
Your Saviour taught me to abandon you.
Your charms may gratify a sensual mind,
But cannot please a soul for God designed.
Forbear to entice, cease then my soul to call;
'Tis fixed through grace—my God shall be my all.
While He thus lets me Heavenly glories view,
Your beauties fade; my heart's no room for you."—Gospel Herald.


Wishful Wishing

How often we wish that we had the ability of another! A devoted missionary who was at home on furlough had been called to speak in the neighborhood in which he spent his boyhood days. After a very interesting service, a boyhood friend of his stepped up to him and said, "Robert, you have an experience which I do not have. You have a character which will stand anything that can come to you. Really, I'd give the world to have such an experience and character as you have."

The missionary paused a moment, then he said, "John, that's exactly what my experience cost me. It cost me the world. I had my choice of the two. The world, with its perplexities, has nothing lasting, but if we give up the world for the Cross, we are not really giving up very much, and yet it is the hardest thing for people to give up."

"I never thought of that, but it's true that one has to choose between the world and life eternal and it is only by having a daily walk with God as you have had, that perfects character. Tonight I, too, want to give up the world with all its pleasures and follow Christ."

We say, "I'd give the world"—but would we?—Gospel Herald.


The Two Clocks

Traversing one night a city street, I was startled by a sharp clanging above my head. On looking up, I found myself directly beneath the tower wherein a huge clock was striking the midnight hour. I took my watch from my pocket, and lo, the slender overlying hands were pointing exactly to the hour of twelve.

It scarcely seemed possible that that tiny piece of mechanism in my hand could keep time with the huge machinery that filled a whole room of the tower; but the proof was before me, and as I gazed at the two pairs of hands of such diverse proportions, I understood as never before that the most insignificant human being needed only to be clean, 'In running order, and divinely regulated to keep time with Divinity itself—to be perfect even as the Father is perfect.—Northern Christian Advocate.
Reason for Alarm

Thomas Guthrie used to say: If you find yourself loving any pleasure better than your prayers, any book better than the Bible, any house better than the house of God, any table better than the Lord's table, any persons better than Christ, any indulgence better than the hope of Heaven—take alarm.—Selected.


A Young Man's Question

A young man of twenty wrote to the question and answer column of a newspaper as follows: "I'm puzzled about life, and I wonder if you could help me? Am I different from everyone else of my age? Or do they wear false masks as I do? I go to parties and dances and act as if I were enjoying myself like everyone else I know. But I am not enjoying myself at all. I always feel that there is something missing, and I don't know what it is. . . Behind the laughing and the fun I think I look at life just a bit more seriously than most I know. I see more in life than just having a good time. Do you think this wrong at twenty? In a few years will I see things differently? Or should I take off the false face now, and act the way I feel?"

This young man was asking someone what was the matter with him, but got no help. He was not asking the right One. The Word of God would have put him on the right track.—Young People's Delight.


A Guide

Anything that dims my vision of Christ or takes away my taste for Bible study or cramps my prayer life or makes Christian work difficult is wrong for me, and I must, as a Christian, turn away from it. This simple rule may help you find a safe path for your feet along life's road.—J. Wilbur Chapman.


Not Loss, But Gain

A worldly, Christless young man went to visit his aunt, a Christian lady who had always been kind to him during the visit she took every opportunity to impress upon her nephew the need of Christ. "Oh," he replied one day in answer to a remark from her, "Christianity and religion are all very good no doubt, when one comes to a certain time in life; but it is not the thing for a young fellow 22 years of age. How could I give up the pleasures of the world and wear a long face? When one is old it may be all very well then." "Why George!" gently asked his aunt, "who asked you to give up the pleasures of the world? I am sure I never did. I only asked you to accept Christ's gospel." "Oh, is that it?" he replied; "I always thought I had to give up a lot. Well, if I become a Christian, I would not be as tight-laced as some folk I know—for instance, I would go in for many jolly things you do not." "Never mind that," answered his aunt; "accept Jesus first, and see about all that in the future." Shortly afterwards the young man did accept Christ, and when next he saw his aunt, as they returned to their former conversation he remarked: "Do you know, aunt, I find I have given up far more than I ever dreamed I should be willing to; and yet I don't count it a loss but positive gain."—Gospel Herald.


Ask the Police About Dancing

Even the "nice" dances are dangerous. The mid-semester "prom" of the Central High School in St. Paul for several years had been regarded by the local police as "a bad one." To improve the situation, the Hi-Y clubs at Central, made up of Y.M.C.A. members, were asked to sponsor the dance; but this year the affair was worse than usual. Two police women who attended reported that they were repeatedly insulted and even threatened with slugging. Policemen had to be called to keep order, and the Hi-Y clubs were temporarily suspended. It is often said that the private high school and college dances are in an altogether different class from public affairs and are quite unobjectionable. Ask the police in your city about that!—Walther League Messenger.


But pleasures are like poppies spread; 
You seize the flower, its bloom is shed;
Or like the snowflake in the river,
A moment white, then melts forever;
Or like the Borealis race,
That flit ere you can point their place; 
Vanishing amid the storm.

These words are highly descriptive of the vanishing pleasures of time; but as Haldor Lillenas so clearly points out, we are:

Not made that our souls in sin should rust
And God's purpose forever miss; 
Not made to be buried in the dust 
But to rise to the heights of bliss.
Made to commune with God Himself,
And with Him ever be;
Not made for the trifling things of time.
But to live for eternity.—Gospel Herald.


A. C. Dixon's Experience

The late A. C. Dixon, well-known American preacher, at one time pastor of the Moody Church in Chicago, and later of the Metropolitan Tabernacle, London, England, in one of his addresses tells of having been drawn into one of these orders with the understanding that he was joining a mutual insurance company.

In describing the initiation, he said: "When I got inside and found presiding over the idiotic orgies, my deacon, one of the most dignified of the church, and found him putting me through that sort of proceeding,—and some of the prominent church-members with him, I felt like a fool, and I had half a conviction that they felt a little the same way."

"Before the first meeting was over," said Pastor Dixon, "the Chairman of the Annual Ball Committee made a report, and informed us that the tickets for the public ball were for distribution, and each of us were expected to distribute so many, and urge his friends to attend. `Well, well,' I thought, 'I am in it; I never thought I would get into a thing like this.' "

"So I didn't have any more sense than just to get up and say, 'I am not in the habit of attending public balls, and I don't know how to sell tickets to public balls. I believe your public ball is an abomination unto Heaven, and I cannot advise any of the members of my church to go.' "

"I went home," said the preacher, "feeling a little twinge of conscience, and I confess I did not go to sleep quite as early as usual that night. I had gotten mixed up with unbelievers, unequally yoked. I could not manage them; they had all the yoke on their side, and they were just carrying me headlong like a blind ox yoked in with them. I could not do a thing but just kick and follow, and I did that."

Next came an invitation to a progressive euchre party, and some time later to a stag party. Pastor Dixon now wrote to the lodge secretary: "My dear Sir,— I don't believe in your balls, and I don't believe in your progressive euchre parties; and as I cannot influence this concern for good, I offer my resignation."—The Christian Cynosure.
A Colored Preacher's Sermon

In preaching on the text, "Adam, where art thou?" a negro preacher said: "I make three divisions to dis tex. Fustly, in de fust place, ebery man got to be somewhar. Secondly: Some men is whar dey ought not to be. Third, dey dat is whar they ought not to be, is gwine to find demselves whar dey don't want to be."

The man who walks in the counsel of the ungodly is where he ought not to be. And he is destined to find himself where he doesn't want to be.—Robert Greene Lee.


Going "Anywhere"

"I think a Christian can go anywhere," said a young woman who was defending her continued attendance at some very doubtful places of amusement.

"Certainly she can," rejoined her friend; "but I am reminded of a little incident which happened last summer, when I went with a party of friends to explore a coal mine. One of the young women appeared dressed in a dainty white gown. When her friends remonstrated with her, she appealed to the old miner who was to act as guide of the party.

"Can't I wear a white dress down into the mine?" she asked petulantly.

"Yes'm," returned the old man, "there's nothin' to keep you from wearin' a white frock down there, but there'll be considerable to keep you from wearin' one back."

There is nothing to prevent the Christian wearing his white garments when he seeks the fellowship of that which is unclean, but there is a great deal to prevent him from wearing white garments afterwards.—Sunlight for the Young.


How Many Legs Has a Dog?

Kapitango Kusita, an evangelist overseer of the Dondi Church, Portuguese Africa, was discoursing on following the "white" path, and the "white" path only. It was night, and the crowd of natives sat around the camp fire. A native dog passed between the fire and the listeners.

"Look at that dog! How many legs has it ?" asked the preacher.

"Four," came the surprised reply.

"Yes, four indeed," retorted Kapitango, "but have you ever seen the four legs of a dog trying to follow more than one path at a time? No, no! The four all go together, but yet people with only two legs try to follow two paths, and even more at one time: Christ and the world, God and mammon "—Record of Christian Work.


What Keeps the Eyes Clean?

Some years ago I ministered in the mountains of Pennsylvania to the miners in the soft coal region. The members of the little church were all miners. Between four and five o'clock in the evening they would come home from the mines, and I wouldn't recognize the men I knew very well, for they were just as black as the mines where they had been working. Working sometimes in veins only three feet in height, bending all day in that coal dust, they came out black as the coal. But there were two spots on each miner's face just as clean as when he went in in the morning—his eyes. The tear-glands of the eyes had kept their eyes just as clean and bright and shining, midst all the dirt, as when they went in. God said that He will keep us as the apple of His eye, and He does; He keeps us clean. It is the blood, the blood of Christ.—From the published lesson-sermons of Pastor Edward Drew, Paterson, N. J.


Let worldly minds the world pursue, 
It has no charms for me; 
Once I admired its trifles too, 
But grace has set me free.—Selected
Worm Sermon Illustrations
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Worm—Helpless

When William Carey was suffering from a dangerous illness, he was asked, 'If this illness should prove fatal, what would you select as the text for your funeral sermon?' He replied, 'Oh! I feel that such a poor sinful creature is unworthy to have anything said about him; but if a funeral sermon must be preached, preach from the words, "Have mercy upon me".' He directed in his will that his tombstone should be inscribed: 

WILLIAM CAREY. 
Born—August 17, 1761. Died—
A wretched, poor and helpless worm,
On Thy kind arms I fall.

Dr. Jowett wrote, 'Could anything be in greater contrast than a worm and an instrument with teeth. The worm is bruised by a stone, crushed beneath a passing wheel. An instrument with teeth can break and not be broken. And the mighty God can convert one into another. The mighty God can make us stronger than our circumstances.'

(Gen. 18. 27; Isa. 41. 14, 15)



A country girl was home from college for the Christmas holidays and the old folks were having a reception in her honor. During the event she brought out some of her new gowns to show to the guests. Picking up a beautiful silk creation she held it up before the admiring crowd.

"Isn't this perfectly gorgeous!" she exclaimed. "Just think, it came from a poor little insignificant worm!"

Her hard-working father looked a moment, then he turned and said: "Yes, darn it, an' I'm that worm!"

Worry Sermon Illustrations

A large percentage of the things which we dread never happen. Probably, if a man could keep a register of his fears through twenty-five or fifty years of life, it would show that a very small percentage of the things which he dreaded came to pass.

In his house in Chelsea in London they show you the sound-proof chamber, a sort of vaulted apartment, which Carlyle had built in his house so that all the noise of the street would be shut out and he could do his work in unbroken silence. 

One of his neighbors, however, kept a cock that several times in the night and in the early morning gave way to vigorous self-expression. When Carlyle protested to the owner of the cock, the man pointed out to him that the cock crowed only three times in the night, and that after all that could not be such a terrible annoyance. "But," Carlyle said to him, "if you only knew what I suffer waiting for that cock to crow!" There are a lot of people like that in life—harassed and suffering because they are waiting for something disastrous and unpleasant to happen.



Some time ago the United States public health service issued a statement in connection with the prevalence of nervous diseases and the tendency of worry to weaken and shorten life. In this statement was the following observation, no doubt suggested by the words of Jesus: "So far as is known, no bird ever tried to build more nests than its neighbor. No fox ever fretted because he had only one hole in which to hide. No squirrel ever died of anxiety lest he should not lay by enough for two winters instead of one, and no dog ever lost any sleep over the fact that he had not enough bones laid aside for his declining years."

There is a world of sense in that observation. Even in the hardest times it is a remote, a very remote, chance that anyone in the population will starve to death or freeze to death, and in the case of those who fear God it becomes so remote as to be practically an impossibility. A long time ago the psalmist said, "I have been young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread" (Ps. 37:25).



There is no doubt about the fact of worry in life, and no doubt either about the effect of worry. There is a great passage in Faust on this subject. In one of the last scenes in Act V, four gray sisters appear at midnight at the palace door. These are Want, Guilt, Necessity, and Care. The first three are unable to enter the palace, but the keyhole is free to the entrance of Care. When Faust addressed Care after she had entered the palace, Care answered:

Though no ear should choose to hear me, 
Yet the shrinking heart must fear me; 
Though transformed to mortal eyes, 
Grimmest power I exercise. 
On the land or ocean, yonder, 
I, a dread companion, wander,
Always found, yet never sought.

Whom I once possess shall never
Find the world worth his endeavour 
Endless gloom around him folding,
Rise nor set of sun beholding, 
And he knows not how to measure 
True possession of his treasure. 
Be it happiness or sorrow, 
He postpones it till the morrow: 
To the future only cleaveth. 
Nothing, therefore, he achieveth.
This Care breathed in the face of Faust and blinded him. This is a true description of the effects of care. It weakens men and saddens them, frightens them and blinds them to the satisfactions of life. Too often, no matter what men profess as to their faith, worry and anxiety make them practical atheists, for worry fears the future more than it fears God.



When Lincoln was on his way to Washington to be inaugurated, he spent some time in New York with Horace Greeley and told him an anecdote which was meant to be an answer to the question which everybody was asking him: Are we really to have Civil War? In his circuit-riding days Lincoln and his companions, riding to the next session of court, had crossed many swollen rivers. But the Fox River was still ahead of them; and they said one to another, "If these streams give us so much trouble, how shall we get over Fox River?"

When darkness fell, they stopped for the night at a log tavern, where they fell in with the Methodist presiding elder of the district who rode through the country in all kinds of weather and knew all about the Fox River. They gathered about him and asked him about the present state of the river. "Oh, yes," replied the circuit rider, "I know all about the Fox River. I have crossed it often and understand it well. But I have one fixed rule with regard to Fox River—I never cross it till I reach it."



Worry and Physical Ailments

"His commandments are not grievous," and they were given "for our good always (I John 5:3; Deut. 6:24). The blessings of obedience are very far reaching. In a recent article in the Philadelphia Inquirer Dr. James W. Barton writes that men returning from the war area are suffering from various ailments not caused by wounds, but by "the constant worry about the war itself." He says that civilians are even more easily upset by emotional disturbances than soldiers, "because soldiers, generally speaking, have more calmness of spirit and control of the emotions. ... It is known that about one-half of patients consulting a physician have no organic disease and in about one-fourth of the cases seen by a consultant the cause of the symptoms is this tenseness or awareness, together with worry, strain, and fatigue. . . . Prolonged shock or fear (which is really worry) can affect the workings of all the organs of the body." Now it is perfectly natural for both soldiers and civilians to worry in these days of global warfare. But the Christian has within him a supernatural life. He is exhorted to "be careful for nothing," and at the same time he is told how to be rid of his care: "By prayer and supplication with thanksgiving let your requests be made known unto God. And the peace of God, which passeth all understanding, shall keep your hearts and minds through Christ Jesus" (Phil. 4:6, 7). And when this command is obeyed, through the strength that God gives, it brings with it physical as well as spiritual blessings.—Sunday School Times.


God Always Watches

An old lady in England had stood the bombings with amazing grit. When asked the secret of her fortitude amidst such frightful danger, she replied "Well, every night I say my prayers and then I remember 'ow the parson told us God is always watching, so I go to sleep. After all, there's no need for two of us to lie awake."—The Christian Century.
Spiritual Sabotage

"Sabot" is the French word for a wooden shoe. Sabotage, then, was the practice of throwing a wooden shoe into the machinery to stop the work. It has come to mean any attempt to hinder production or spoil a product.

There is a wooden shoe that Satan would cast into our souls to hinder us in accomplishing the plan of God; that "sabot" is worry, which casts a cloud between the soul and God. It paralyzes the spirit, sours the disposition and hinders Christian service. Jesus was aware of this when He bade us "take ... no thought for the morrow" (Matt. 6:34). He was not encouraging indifference or laziness, but exhorting us to trust our Father. Watch out for wooden shoes! Down with spiritual saboteurs.—Selected.


Anticipating Trouble

I have lived a long life and seen lots of trouble, but most of it didn't happen. Jacob prepared for a trouble that didn't happen.—A church bulletin board.


Why Worry?

Much has been written about the unique prayers of Edward Taylor, better known as "Father Taylor," the sailor preacher of Boston. One Sunday before he was to sail for Europe, he was entreating the Lord to care well for his church during his absence. All at once he stopped and ejaculated: "What have I done? Distrusted the providence of Heaven! A God that gives a whale a ton of herring for breakfast, will He not care for my children?"—Finest of the Wheat.


Worry and Stomach Trouble

Dr. W. C. Alvarez, the stomach specialist at the Mayo clinic says that 80 per cent of the stomach disorders that come to them are not organic, but functional. Wrong mental and spiritual attitudes throw functional disturbances into digestion. Most of our ills are caused by worry and fear and it is my experience that faith is more important than food in the cure of stomach ulcers.

In order to keep your commission clean you must be free from worry and fear. Worry is not merely weakness; it is wickedness. It is atheism. It says God has abdicated and that we have to hold the world together by our worrying. The opposite happens. Worriers wreck their world as well as their lives. Worry is sin against God and ourselves. Cast it on Christ and His Cross; then you will live by cheer, rather than by fear.

Keep your commission clean by refusing to indulge in unnecessary hate and restraint.—Selected.


Letting God Govern

When Bulstrode Whitelock was embarking as Cromwell's envoy to Sweden in 1653, he was much disturbed in mind as he rested in Harwich on the preceding night, while he reflected on the distracted state of the nation. It happens that a confidential servant slept in an adjacent bed, who, finding that his master could not sleep, at length said, "Pray, sir, will you give me leave to ask you a question?"

"Certainly."

"Pray, sir, do you not think that God governed the world very well before you came into it?"

"Undoubtedly."

"And pray, sir, do you not think that He will govern it quite as well when you are gone out of it?"

"Certainly."

"Then, sir, pray excuse me, but do not you think you may trust Him to govern it quite as well as long as you live?"

To the question Whitelock had nothing to reply, but, turning about, soon fell fast asleep.

Christian, don't you think God can govern the circumstances and steps of your life as He did for the Prophets and Apostles of old? "Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow. They toil not, neither do they spin; and yet I saw unto you, that even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these" (Mat. 6:28, 29).—Sunday School Times.


Responsible for One End Only

The man sitting beside the stove in the little telegraph office dropped his newspaper as the person who had just handed in a message departed. "That's one of them little places way up Northwest, isn't it?" he asked. When the operator had assented he continued: "Well, according to the papers they've been having a terrible snowstorm up there lately—roads all blocked and everything. More than likely the message will never reach the man it's intended for after you've sent it." The operator looked up impatiently. "I'm not running both ends of the line," he said. "I'm only responsible for this end. Probably there's someone at the other end who knows his business without my trying to carry his worries for him." How many of our worries come from trying to take care of both ends of the line—our own and God's!—Sunday School Times.


Nothin' to Worry 'Bout

A Negro washerwoman who had a very happy disposition was a constant source of surprise to her employer. She was never in the dumps. She never had any despondent spells, but was always rejoicing in the Lord. She was a very poor woman. She lived in two small rooms with almost no furniture or comforts of any kind, yet at the age of fifty-nine she was quite happy and contented. One evening her master said, "Jack [her name was Mrs. Jackson], what makes you so happy all the time? I never see you in the dumps. I never see you crying over anything. What is the secret of your constant joy?" Her reply was wonderful. We may all learn a lesson from it. She said: "I have no money to lose, so I never worry 'boat losing nothin'. What little furniture I has at home has all been given to the Lord, so if it gets stole or burned up, the Lord done burned up His own stuff. He never burned up nothin' of mine. And then I has a big, healthy body, and if I gets sick and dies, I'se going right to be with Jesus, so I never worry 'bout that. I'd just as soon that would come. So, you see, I haven't nothin' to worry 'bout, so I just sings."—Bible Expositor and Illuminator.
The Everlasting Arms

One dark night a man slipped and rolled down a steep place. He stopped the descent by grasping a bush on the hillside, which left him dangling in the air. His attempt to climb up the hill was in vain. Below was darkness. He strained every muscle as he kept a tight grip on the bush. Finally, his strength was exhausted. In despair he let go and dropped—just six inches! Many of us worry and struggle with our nerves at high tension when all the time we only need to let go and drop into the "everlasting arms" just beneath us.—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


"Be Anxious About Nothing"

"Modern science has brought to light the fact that worry will kill, and determines, from recent discoveries, how worry kills. Scores of deaths, set down to other causes, are due to worry alone. Anxiety and care, the fretting and chafing of habitual worry, injure beyond repair certain cells of the brain, which being the nutritive center of the body, cause other organs to become gradually injured; and when some disease of these organs, or ailments arise, death finally ensues. Insidiously, worry creeps upon the brain in the form of a single, constant, never-lost idea; and as the dropping of water over a period of years will wear a groove in a stone, so worry, gradually, imperceptibly, but no less surely, destroys the brain cells that are, so to speak, the commanding officers of mental power, health, and motion.

Worry is an irritant, at certain points, producing little harm if it comes at intervals or irregularly. But against the iteration and reiteration of one idea of a disquieting sort the cells of the brain are not proof. It is as if the skull were laid bare, and the surface of the brain struck lightly with a hammer every few seconds, with mechanical precision, with never a sign of a let-up or the failure of a stroke. Just in this way does the annoying idea, the maddening thought that will not be done away with, strike or fall upon certain nerve cells, never ceasing, and week by week, diminishing the vitality of these delicate organisms, so minute that they can only be seen under the microscope."

Do not worry. Do not hurry. "Let your moderation be known to all men."—Arthur T. Pierson.


Worry! Why worry? what can worry do?
It never keeps a trouble from overtaking you.
It gives you indigestion and woeful hours at night, 
And fills with gloom the passing days, however fair and bright.
It puts a frown upon your face and sharpness in your tone;
You're unfit to live with others and unfit to live alone.
Worry! Why worry? what can worry do?
It never keeps a trouble from overtaking you.
Pray! Why pray? What can praying do? 
Praying really changes things, arranges life anew. 
It's good for digestion, gives peaceful hours at night,
And fills the grayest, gloomiest days with rays of glowing light.
It puts a smile upon your face, and the love-note in your tone,
Makes you fit to live with others and fit to live alone.
Pray! Why pray? What can praying do?
It brings God's love and power from Heaven to, live and work with you.
Praise! Why praise? What does praising do? 
Praise satisfies the heart of God and brings new joy to you,
Provides a tonic for the soul, and keeps you always bright
With memories of blessings sent, and joyful songs at night.
And when there's 'Thank you' on your face, and the praise-note's in your tone,
Folks all will want to live with you: you'll never be alone.
Praise! Why praise? What does praising do? 
Praise always says that God is good: experience proves it true.

(Phil. 4. 6-7)



Worry. 'Worry,' we are told, is from an Anglo-Saxon word which means 'harm' and is another form of the word 'wolf'. It is something harmful and bites and tears as a wolf which mangles a sheep. There are times, no doubt, when we must feel anxious because of harm suffered or anticipated by ourselves or others, and this may be beneficial because it rouses to necessary activity; but often worry has the opposite effect, paralyses us and unfits us for duty, and also distracts our thoughts and obscures our vision.

An old story tells of an angel who met a man carrying a heavy sack and enquired what was in it. 'My worries,' said the man. 'Let me see them,' asked the angel. When the sack was opened, it was empty. The man was astonished and said he had two great worries. One was of yesterday which he now saw was past; the other of tomorrow which had not yet arrived. The angel told him he needed no sack, and the man gladly threw it away.—Workers Together 
(Matt. 6. 25, 34; 1 Pet. 5. 7)



Said the Robin to the Sparrow, 
'I should really like to know 
Why these anxious human beings 
Rush about and worry so.'
Said the Sparrow to the Robin, 
'Friend, I think that it must be
That they have no Heavenly Father 
Such as cares for you and me.'

The Born-again Human's Reply to the Sparrow

I believe I have a Heavenly Father,
I believe He knows just what I need; 
I believe He's able to relieve me,
I believe He listens when I plead.

I am sure His Word can never fail me,
I am sure He means just what He says, 
I am sure He'll carry out His promise,
I am sure He'll guide me all my days.

I can trust Him though I cannot trace Him, 
I can trust Him even in the dark;
I can trust Him for He is my Pilot,
I can trust Him with my little barque.

I will wait until He sends the answer,
I will wait until He opes the door; 
I will wait until He lifts the burden,
I will wait upon Him evermore.

I do praise Him, for He is my Saviour,
I do praise Him, for He is my Lord,
I do praise Him for His grace and favour,
I do praise Him for His holy Word.—E. C. Adams
(Matt. 6. 31-33)

Well, I am done, my nerves are on the rack: 
I've laid it down today:
It was the last straw broke the camel's back—
I've laid that down today.
And I'll not fume, nor fret, nor fuss, nor fight:
I'll walk by faith a bit and not by sight. 
I think the universe will work all right—
I've laid it down today.

So here and now, the overweight, the worry—
I'll lay it down today.
The all-too-anxious heart, the tearing hurry—
I'll lay it down today.
O eager hands! O feet so prone to run!
I think that He Who made the stars and sun 
Can mind the things you've had to leave undone: 
Do lay them down today!

(Ps. 44. 22; 1 Pet. 5. 7)



Bishop Taylor Smith used to write the following in his autograph books:

The worried cow would have lived till now
If she had saved her breath;
But she feared her hay wouldn't last all day, 
And she mooed herself to death.

(Luke 12. 29-32)



When you see the lilies spinning in distress, 
Taking thought to manufacture loveliness;
When you see the little birds build barns for store, 
That's the time for you to worry, not before. 

(Luke 12. 27, 28)



Worry, a Denial of Faith

Prayer is an acknowledgment of faith; worry is a denial of faith. Prayer is putting my hand in God's, trusting to His loving guidance; worry is withdrawing my hand, and denying His power to lead me. Prayer leads through the door of faith into the presence of God; worry leads through the door of anxiety into the darkness of loneliness and discouragement. If prayer rules the life victory results.—Selected.


Said the robin to the sparrow,
"I should really like to know 
Why these anxious human beings
Rush about, and worry so?"

Said the sparrow to the robin, 
"Friend, I think that it must be
They have no Heavenly Father 
Such as cares for you and me."—Elizabeth Cheyney
Worship Sermon Illustrations

One of the world's greatest cathedrals is that at Toledo. He who has seen it can never forget it. It is worthy of the description of Bescauer. In this description he speaks not only of the beauty of architecture but of the beauty of worship also when he says: "Imagine a world of stone, immense as the spirit of our religion, somber as its traditions, enigmatic as its parables, and yet you will not have even a remote idea of this eternal monument of the enthusiasm and faith of our ancestors—a monument upon which the centuries have emulously lavished their treasures of knowledge, inspiration, and the arts. In the cathedral heart dwells silence, majesty, the poetry of mysticism, and a holy dread which guards those thresholds against worldly thoughts, and the paltry passions of earth. Consumption of the body is stayed by breathing pure mountain air; atheism should be cured by breathing the atmosphere of faith."



On the Gothic towers of this church, looking down upon you as you come into the church and leave it, are the gargoyles, not less hideous than those which are to be found on the towers of the medieval churches. There is something mysterious about putting a gargoyle with his devilish countenance on the house of God. The gargoyle seems to have been a symbol of how worship and faith in Christ cast out the evil spirit from the heart of man. However that may be as a true explanation of an architectural monstrosity, there is no doubt that worship and prayer in the church subdue passion and cast out evil spirits. There are those who have entered the doors of this church who had evil purposes in their hearts, or who were about to yield to what would have been fatal temptation; but they left the church changed, emancipated, and delivered.



The Jews have a legend that when Abraham started on his journeys he saw the stars in the heavens and said, "I will worship the stars." But ere long the stars set. Then Abraham saw the constellations—the Pleiades and the rest of them—and he said, "I will worship the constellations." But the constellations also set. Then Abraham saw the moon sailing high in the heavens and he said, "I will worship the moon." But the moon also vanished when her season was over. Then Abraham saw the sun in all his majesty, coming out of his chamber like a bridegroom and rejoicing as a strong man to run a race. But when the day was spent, he saw the sun sink on the western horizon. Stars, constellations, moon, and sun—all were unworthy of his worship, for all had set and all had disappeared. Then Abraham said, "I will worship God, for he abides forever."

God alone is worthy of your worship. Whatever else you worship—ambition, money, appetite, beauty, affections, friends—all of them, one by one, like the heavenly bodies, set and disappear. But God remains. Jesus Christ remains. He is the same yesterday, today, and forever. Give him first place in your life. Give him your devotion, your strength,
and your love.



In More's Utopia the people have beautiful churches and a rich ritual, with lights and incense and sweet odors, not because these have any particular power with the Deity, but because this "unhurtful and harmless kind of worship pleaseth them." All the people at church wear white apparel. The holy days are two each month, the first and the last. On these days, before repairing to the churches, the wives fall down before the husbands and the children before the parents, confessing their faults or omissions. "Thus if an cloud of privy displeasure was risen at home, by this satisfaction it is overblown, that they may be present at the sacrifices with pure and charitable minds. For they be afraid to come there [to church] with troubled conscience. Therefore, if they know themselves to bear any hatred or grudge towards any man, they presume not to come to the sacrifices before they have reconciled themselves and purged their consciences, for fear of great vengeance and punishment for their offence."



Why Did They Go to Church?

Lyman Beecher Stowe, in "Saints, Sinners, and Beechers," tells of one occasion when Thomas K. Beecher substituted for his famous brother, Henry Ward Beecher, at Plymouth Church, Brooklyn. Many curiosity seekers came to see and hear Henry Ward Beecher. Upon Thomas K. Beecher's appearance in the pulpit the sightseers started for the doors. Thomas K. raised his hand for attention, and made this announcement: "All those who came here this morning to worship Henry Ward Beecher may now withdraw from the church; all who came to worship God may remain."—Christian Beacon.


An Inopportune Moment

The moment seemed inopportune for worship. So many things needed prompt attention. No home for his wife and children. No shed for the cattle. So much required to be done that called for thought, plan, arrangement, effort, toil. If ever there lived a man who could plead that distracting necessities excluded the worship of God, that man was Noah. But not so with Noah. All shall be yielded to Him who is above all. He who is first shall be the first. He who is best shall have the best. The earth's first building after the judgment shall be an altar for the worship of Jehovah. Noah's first care is to bless the care which has so cared for him. His first posture is the bended knee and uplifted knife.—"Christ Is All."


Wesley's Open-Air Meetings

John Wesley conducted an open-air service in a little village in Cornwall two hundred years ago, and said concerning the same: "I preached Christ our 'wisdom, and righteousness, and sanctification, and redemption.' I could not conclude till it was so dark that we could scarce see one another. And there was on all sides the deepest attention: none speaking, stirring, or scarce looking aside. Surely here, though in a temple not made with hands, was God worshiped in the beauty of holiness."—Methodist Recorder, London.


Sunrise in a Tourist Camp

In the summer of 1927 we were driving from Seattle to Boston. Coming down the Black Hills Highway in South Dakota, we stopped late one afternoon at an isolated tourist camp. No other campers had arrived. At dusk, however, to our surprise, five carloads of Sioux Indians drove in. We learned that they were on their way to a Christian convocation service. At 4:30 next morning I looked out of our tent, and there about two hundred feet away, motionless as a bronze statue, silhouetted against the pale glow of the coming dawn, was an aged Indian kneeling. His hands were clasped, his face was up-turned, and his whole attitude was one of adoration and worship. Filled with wonder and awe, I quietly wakened the others in our party. Then as we looked out over the camp. we saw that in the lifted doorway of every tent, other Indians were kneeling. Silently our heads, and our hearts, too, bowed with those of our brothers in Christ.—Secret Place.


When One Partner Died

A traveler called his companion's attention to a firm's peculiar name. It was "Head & Hart." The companion remarked: "Poor Hart has died and left Head alone." This often occurs in Christian life, worship, and service—all head and no heart.—Sunday School Superintendent.
Roosevelt's Retort

Dr. L. S. Bauman, of Long Beach, recently used the illustration that Roosevelt was a church-goer. It is said that on one gloomy Sunday morning during the World War, he walked three miles in order to attend worship. One of his neighbors, noticing this, said to him: "I can worship in the fields or anywhere else." "Yes," replied Mr. Roosevelt, "but no one will ever suspect you of it!"—The King's Business.


What Is Worship?

Dictionaries tell us that worship is the act of paying Divine homage to God. Though manifestly external in varied ways, it remains definitely an internal experience—a matter of the spirit. Little Mary played blithely in the sunshine, catching at something with her hands. Obviously, the child was experiencing great joy. Her observing mother discovered from her words and movements that little Mary was "catching sun beams." She revelled in the golden flood, loved it, adored it. Right now, she essentially worshiped in the sunshine, but not God.

A little later Mother joined her little girl. Comradely they called each other's attention to scenes burnished bright in the sunshine. Mother was careful to mention its warmth and beauty. "God is in the sunshine," she said reverently. "God—warming the world, making trees grow, birds sing, flowers bloom, and little girls healthy and happy. Thank You, God, for the good sunshine!"

That was all. Mother and child went their own way. Later in the afternoon, standing beside a bed of bright verbenas glowing in the sun, little Mary was heard to say, "Thank You, God, for the sunshine!" Mother smiled reverently. She knew that in the present sunshine her little girl had found and loved an ever-present God. Now the child had worshiped, not merely flowers and sunshine, but the Heavenly Father as the good Giver of them.

Every day is full of worship opportunities for the child. Now he is swept away by the beauty of a bird song; a half hour later he may stand amazed before a simple flower. He may reverently plant a seed which, in God's good ground, warmed by His sunshine, watered by His rain, attended to by the child himself leads through a series of experiences producing worshipful attitudes and bringing God into the life of the child. Even the awe of the storm can reveal the Heavenly Father.

To worship best, a child needs a reverent home environment. Father and mother, representing the governing power which the child knows, ought to make this seem good and in harmony with a higher Power to which they look and which they try to express. They should forget form and give attention to sincere experience. The child must find and interpret God through the things he knows and loves best.

A little song in the evening, a glittering star in the night, a word of prayer at bedtime, simple grace before meals, a deep appreciation for one another —such things as these can produce deep reverence in the child and associate God beautifully with his life. They should be an integral part of the home atmosphere and set up to best bless the children.

Worship is adoration, praise, respect, love coming from within and manifesting itself in numerous ways. We are not concerned greatly with outward demonstrations. Let them be what they will. The internal experience, the spontaneous Heaven-ward flight of the soul—that is what counts. It cannot happen amid irreverence or superficial routine in any home. Give the child a wholesome environment to grow in—and to find his God.—Herbert Wendell Austin, in The Lighted Pathway.


To give God the service of the body and not of the soul—is Hypocrisy:
To give God the service of the soul and not of the body—is Sacrilege:
To give God neither is Atheism:
To give God both is Worship.

(Ps. 29. 2; 96. 9)



The word 'Worship' is an Anglo-Saxon word, and means `worthship' or `worthiness'. The word commonly translated `worship' in the New Testament—though there are several other Greek words—is `Proskuneo', to kiss the hand toward. This is thought to be derived from the slave's manner of salutation and homage when he entered the presence of his master, the act being a mark of reverence and respect, and also implying affection. Hence, in ascriptions of worship, we have the expression—`Thou art worthy'.

During one of the Crusades, Philip Auguste, king of France, before he went into one of his battles, removed his royal crown from his head and, setting it on a table with the inscription 'Au plus digne' (to the most worthy), he made his oration, as was the custom of leaders in those days. He asked his nobles, knights and men to forget that he was their king and commander, and to consider that the crown which he had laid aside for the battle would be the prize of the one who carried himself most worthily and bravely and contributed most to their victory. They entered the battle and returned victorious. All gathered round the table on which the crown had been placed. One of the nobles, stepping forward, took in his hands the royal crown and, advancing toward the monarch, placed it on his head, saying-'Tu, O roi, es le plus digne' (Thou, O king, art the most worthy).

(Rev. 4. 4; 5. 9, 10, 12)



When Charles Lamb was discussing with some associates the persons they would like to have seen, he added, `There is one other person. If Shakespeare was to come into this room we should all rise to meet him, but if that person was to enter, we should fall down and try to kiss the hem of His garment.' He alone is worthy of the soul's most reverent and submissive attitude. To see Him is to come to the greatest experience, to see the greatest hour, and feel the intensest passion that any life can experience.—John Macbeath
(Rev. 1. 17; 5. 6-10)



It is often very blessed around the Lord's table to have the mind and heart directed, through suitable teaching and exhortation, to the death and resurrection of the Lord Jesus, and also to the practical godliness that such grace lays claim to in the lives of the children of God; and surely it commends itself to the spiritual judgement of all that what of ministry precedes the 'breaking of bread' should be in the way of concentrating the attention upon the Lord Jesus Himself and His great redemptive work. Other teachings, useful and necessary in their own place, might at such a time be an intrusion and a positive hindrance to spiritual worship.

The saints ought indeed to be in fit condition to worship. But are they so? Do not many come and surround the Lord's table weary, careworn, burdened, vexed with wandering thoughts, finding themselves often incapable of rising above themselves and their circumstances.—J. R. Caldwell
(John 4. 23; 1 Cor. 11. 26)

My God, how wonderful Thou art, Thy majesty how bright!
How beautiful Thy mercy-seat in depths of burning light!

How dread are Thine eternal years, O everlasting Lord!
By prostrate spirits, day and night, incessantly adored.

How wonderful, how beautiful the sight of Thee must be,
Thine endless wisdom, boundless power and awful purity!

O how I fear Thee, living God, with deepest, tenderest fears,
And worship Thee with trembling hope and penitential tears!

Yet I may love Thee too, 0 Lord, Almighty as Thou art,
For Thou hast stooped to ask of me the love of my poor heart.

No earthly father loves like Thee; no mother, e'er so mild,
Bears and forbears as Thou hast done with me, Thy sinful child.—F. W. Faber
(Ps. 96. 9; John 4. 23-25)



Worship and Worshippers

Night-watchmen, vigilant, devout—
Successors in the Shepherd line
Of martyrs, prophets, kings—were out 
Among the hills of Palestine.
Amazed, they saw Heav'n's sons of flame,
And sought and found th'Incarnate Lord, 
And Shepherd-Chief, of fairest Name;
They watched Him, worshipped and adored.

Aged Simeon, with inward sight
Illumined, and with power endowed, 
Held in his arms the One Whose might
Upheld all things. 'Fore Him there bowed 
The hearts of all that remnant-race
That feared the Lord, and oft made tryst 
With one another. Now in grace
Their gladdened eyes beheld the Christ.

And from the sunny East were drawn
The sages by His magnet-love.
And Joseph's home with treasure shone, 
And worship rose to God above.
Their gifts they joyfully unveiled:
Pure, burnished gold of Ophir's kind, 
While frankincense and myrrh exhaled 
And incense sweet—'twas LOVE enshrined.—A. Soutter
(Matt. 2. 1-11; Luke 2. 8-16; 28)



We adore Thee, Sinless One! 
For the battle fought and won,
For the thorn-crown on Thy brow, 
For the crown Thou wearest now;

For the hands nailed to the tree, 
Hands that opened Heaven for me: 
Sacred feet pierced through for sin, 
Side that let the red spear in.

We adore Thee for the blood
Sprinkled by the Throne of God, 
Blood that bathed a crimson tide—
Brow and hands and feet and side.

Blood that o'er my sins doth flow, 
Making me as white as snow, 
Shed for me when Jesus died.
We adore Thee, Crucified!

(Rev. 1. 5, 6; 5. 9, 10)



A distinguished explorer spent a couple of years among savages of the Upper Amazon. He attempted a forced march through the jungle at an extraordinary speed. All went well for two days. On the third morning all the natives were sitting on their haunches looking very solemn. The Chief explained: 'They're waiting for their souls to catch up with their bodies.'—James Truslow Adams 
(Num. 8. 24; 1 Chron. 6. 32; John 4. 24)

Worth Sermon Illustrations

How Much?

Supposing today were your last day on earth,
The last mile of the journey you've trod, 
After all of your struggles, how much are you worth?
How much could you take home to God?

Don't count as possessions your silver and gold, 
For tomorrow you leave them behind.
And all that is yours to have and to hold
Are the blessings you've given to mankind.

Just what have you done as you've journeyed along,
That was really and truly worthwhile?
Do you feel you've done good and returned it for wrong?
Could you look o'er your life with a smile? 

(Gal. 6. 9)

Wrath Sermon Illustrations

Wrath of God

In the days of ancient Greece, Dionysius I illustrated the lot of princes by seating Damocles, the flatterer, who had enviously praised his master's princely state, at a sumptuous banquet with a sword suspended by a single hair.

The man of the world without Christ may enjoy the pleasures of sin and the treasures of this world, but if he has not obeyed the Son of God, 'the wrath of God abideth on him'. 

(John 3. 36)

Writing on the Wall Sermon Illustrations

Belshazzar there in the kingly hall 
Is holding royal festival.

The vassals sat in glittering line,
And emptied the goblets of glowing wine.

The yelling laughter was hushed, and all 
Was still as death in the royal hall.

And see! and see! on the white wall high 
The form of a hand went slowly by;

And wrote, and wrote, on the broad wall white, 
Letters of fire, and vanished in night.

Pale as death, with a steady stare,
And with trembling knees, the king sat there;

The horde of slaves sat shuddering chill; 
No word they spoke but were deathlike still.

The Magicians came, but of them all,
None could read the flame-script on the wall.

But that same night in all his pride,
By the hands of his servants Belshazzar died.—Heinrich Heine, trans. by C. G. Leland 

(Dan. 5)



Writing on the Wall

During the Second World War, one of the German leaders, Rudolf Hess, a close associate of Adolf Hitler, flew to Britain and landed in a field in Scotland where he was made captive. He said he had come on a visit to the Duke of Hamilton, his friend. Remarking on the incident at the time, Lord Halifax said, 'He saw the writing on the wall', using an illustration from the Bible.

(Dan. 5. 5, 24-28)

Writing Sermon Illustrations

Reading maketh a full man; conference a ready man; and writing an exact man.—Francis Bacon, "Of Studies" 


Did you hear about the young spring poet who sent some verses to the editor of a magazine. The verses were entitled, "Why do I live?" It is reported the editor's reply was as follows: "You live just because you happened to send your poem by post instead of bringing it in person."



"You waste too much paper," said the editor.
"But how can I economize?" 
"By writing on both sides."
"But you won't accept stories written on both sides of the sheet."
"I know, but you'd save paper just the same."—Heywood Advertiser 



How to write forceful prose: Mull over thoughts that are mullable, and cull every word that's cullable.—Tom Pease, Editor and Publisher 


Jensen: "So your nephew has taken up writing. Has he sold anything yet?" 
Benson: "Yes—his overcoat, his radio, and his wrist watch." 



Unfortunately, a lot of people who have half a mind to write a book, do so. 



Webster has the words and I pick them up from where they be; here a word and there a word—it's so easy, 'tis absurd. I merely 'range them in a row; Webster's done the work, you know. Word follows word, 'til inch by inch, I have a column—what a cinch! I take the words that Webster penned and merely lay them end to end!—Don Marquis 


After the young reporter had been repeatedly admonished to cut his stories to the bare essentials, he decided that the editor really meant it; so the next item he turned in read like this: 

"J. Smith looked up the elevator shaft to see if the car was on its way down. It was. Age, forty-five." 



All authors know the sting of receiving rejection slips from publishers, but we have just read a rejection note from a superlatively elite Chinese publisher which would be almost a pleasure for any author to receive. Wrote the publisher to the author thus: 

"Illustrious Brother of the Sun and Moon! Look upon the slave who rolls at thy feet, who kisses the earth before thee, and demands thy charity permission to speak and live. We have read thy manuscript with delight. By the bones of our ancestors, we swear that never before have we encountered such a masterpiece! Should we print it, his Majesty the Emperor would order us to take it as a criterion and never again print anything which was not equal to it. As that would not be possible before 10,000 years, all tremblingly we return the manuscript and beg thee 10,000 pardons. See—my head is at thy feet, and I am thy slave forever and ever!" 



Writing by the Spirit. 

Dr. John Owen said to King Charles II, 'Your Majesty, if I could write as does that tinker—John Bunyan —in Bedford, I would gladly lay down all my learning.'

In prison, where he wrote his Pilgrim's Progress, John Bunyan had only a Bible and a Concordance, but the Holy Spirit guided his pen as he wrote.

(Jer. 36. 2, 4; Heb. 2. 2; Philem. 19)

X-Ray Sermon Illustrations

Walking X-Ray Machines

One of the most startling, even terrifying, facts disclosed by our nuclear physicists is that all men, women and children who become contaminated by radiation are walking X-ray machines, emitting deadly gamma rays, another cause of blood cancer.

This terrifying condition, the physicists say, results from eating food tainted with Strontium-90, one of the poisonous substances in fallout. Strontium-90 is a durable poison. After it enters the system, it accumulates in the bones and emits gamma rays—just like an X-ray machine. It remains active for more than one hundred years! Worse, yet, it is contagious and. in some mysterious way increases strength on contact. For example, an infected person carrying more Strontium-90 than another will transmit his higher gamma ray charge to the other.

Thus, often unwittingly people are as "the pestilence that walketh in darkness, and the destruction that wasteth at noon​day" (Psalm 91:6).

Yet, I wonder if those who have bodies that emit cancerous gamma rays do less harm than do those who, with no thought of their influence upon the souls of men, walk after the flesh and not after the Spirit, who refuse to walk honestly among men (I Thessalonians 4:12), who walk disorderly among folks, who walk not worthy of the Lord, who "walk as other Gentiles walk, in the vanity of their mind" (Ephesians 4:17). 

Yale University Sermon Illustrations

The new cook, who had come into the household during the holidays, asked her mistress:

"Where ban your son? I not seeing him round no more."

"My son," replied the mistress pridefully. "Oh, he has gone back to Yale. He could only get away long enough to stay until New Year's day, you see. I miss him dreadfully, tho."

"Yas, I knowing yoost how you feel. My broder, he ban in yail sax times since Tanksgiving."

Yielding Sermon Illustrations

Yielding to God

'Why am I not happy?' inquired a wealthy lady as she stood beside the missionary, Dr. Goforth of China, in her home.

`Have you surrendered all?' enquired the man of God, quietly.

`Yes, as far as I know, I have surrendered all,' responded the woman.

`Are you sure?' insisted Dr. Goforth, `that your all is on the altar?'

`My all is on the altar, I believe,' answered the woman again.

`And you are willing for God to take your little girl here and send her to China?' asked the missionary, placing his hand on her head.

`God take my daughter and make her a missionary in China! I should say not. I want her with me,' exclaimed the mother.

`And yet you tell me you have yielded all, and you haven't even given your own child to God. How can you expect God's blessing and peace and joy? You stand as it were between God and His will for your daughter, and you say to Him, "Thus far shalt Thou come and no farther. You can have my home; You can have my money; You can have me, but—don't touch my daughter." Madam do you call that surrender?'

(Mark 12. 44; Rom. 6. 13; 12. 1; Phil. 3. 8)

Yonkers Sermon Illustrations

An American took an Englishman to a theater. An actor in the farce, about to die, exclaimed: "Please, dear wife, don't bury me in Yonkers!"

The Englishman turned to his friend and said: "I say, old chap, what are yonkers?"

You Sermon Illustrations

Here's to the world, the merry old world,
To its days both bright and blue;
Here's to our future, be it what it may,
And here's to my best—that's you!

Youth Sermon Illustrations

In his vision Jeremiah saw the potter working on the wheels, and the vessel he was forming was marred; but, because it was still soft, the potter was able to make another vessel out of it, not the one originally designed, but still one of use and honor. Later on the prophet was commanded to take a potter's bottle, completely formed and hardened, not capable of being worked over, and break it in the valley of Hinnom. The clay had been made into the bottle, and the bottle had been hardened in the fire. Its quality was fixed, and, since it did not suit the owner's purpose, it was good for nothing and was shivered into fragments.

Youth is a picture of the first vision; its clay is soft and ductile, and the mistakes made may be remedied. But middle life and age—that is a picture of the second vision. The vessel has been completely formed, and hardened in the fire of experience; no improvement can be made and all the mistakes and marrings must remain.



Take the man who has failed in the race of life or who, if successful, wears honors that are tainted and does, as a matter of habit, things that once he would have scorned to do—take that man back to the morning of his consecration, to the day when he left the doors of the college with the fires of high resolution and lofty ambition burning in his heart; and let him contrast his present disenchanted, disillusioned, easy-principled self with that youth of long ago, when the fleece was filled with dew and God spake on every wind that blew. 

Oh, these abandoned, forgotten, sinned-against Ophrahs of the past! Now the fleece is dry; no flame goes up from the altar; no voice of God makes the heart beat quick and the eye look up.



Winston Churchill, whose marvelous gift of words rallied his nation and all free peoples when invasion threatened England, in an autobiography written in 1930, My Early Life, A Roving Commission, expresses his regret that he did not have a university training. But that regret was tempered by his observation of how college men wasted their time, and he wrote: "But I now pity undergraduates, when I see what frivolous lives many of them lead in the midst of precious, fleeting opportunity. After all, a man's life must be nailed to a cross, either of thought or of action. Without work, there is no play."



Youth is like one of those fountains in the park at Versailles, or in the gardens of Peterhof in Russia. What wonderful reflections, combinations, sparklings, scintillations, and radiant iridescence are to be seen in the play of a fountain when the sunlight builds a rainbow through the jet of water and a million drops are transfigured into jewels like those which flashed and flamed upon the walls of the Holy City—jasper, sapphire, calcedony, emerald, sardonyx, sardius, chrysolite, beryl, topaz, chrysoprase, jacinth, and amethyst—and fall, mingled with fire, upon the watery pavement.

But yonder an unseen hand turns an invisible valve, and the column of water begins to sink lower and lower. The glorious color fades from the drops, the ripples disappear, and the face of the pool becomes smooth and still. All its splendor is gone, all its music is hushed. The spirit is gone out of the pool. So flashes and flames for a little in all its beauty and glory the fountain of youth. And then it sinks. Make the most of it!



Youth faces an open door. It whispers its great messages, points to its great goals, calls for hard labor and application, for clean living and the avoidance of that which will hurt or defile the soul, and measures the ground for laying the foundations of future strength and character. In the bracing air and golden light of youth things can be planned and things can be done which afterward cannot be planned, cannot be achieved. The metals of life are molten and can be worked into almost any form that is desired. But when this metal has cooled with the years it cannot be worked. One day, whether youth has been used or misused, slowly but inexorably its golden door begins to close, and soon the door is shut. No self-deception, no assumed but unreal energies, no art of the beauty shop or the dressmaker or the hairdresser, can hide the fact that the door is shut and youth is gone.

That voice which rings out of the Old Testament, "Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth" (Eccles. 12:1), applies not only to that greatest interest of life, the soul's relationship to God, but to all that is good and desirable in life.



One day an Oxford undergraduate, after a night of dissipation, was lying on his bed in his chambers when one of his own set of idlers came into his room and said to him, "You are a fool. You are wasting your time and your chance. Your way of going on is silly and senseless. Why not rouse yourself and do something worthy?"

That very moment the young man, who had been letting youth's precious moments pass by unused, like the water of an ornamental fountain through the hands of a nymph or a child, came to himself and resolved to change his way. He ordered his servant to lay the fire the next morning at five o'clock. Thus he began to pursue that course of study and application which in time made him one of the noted men of his day, and, through his celebrated book—Paley's Evidences—a great defender of the Christain faith.



A Shabby Thing—Yet Not Hopeless

In my university days at Edinburgh there was a young medical student named Macfarlane. He was one of our finest athletes, and everybody liked him. One day he was stricken with typhoid, which proved fatal. Macfarlane in his days of boisterous health had neglected his Lord, and when one of his friends, visiting him in his sickness, led his thoughts to the Saviour, he turned and said: "But wouldn't it be a shabby thing to turn to Christ now?" "Yes," replied his friend, "it will be a shabby thing, but it will be shabbier not to turn to Him at all!" And I believe that poor Macfarlane turned his shame-filled soul to the Lord.

But it is shabby to offer our Lord the mere dregs of life's cup. It is shabby to offer Him the mere hull of the boat when the storms of passion have carried its serviceableness away.

Let me offer Him my best, my finest equipment, my youth! Let me offer Him the best, and give Him the helm when I am just setting sail and life abounds in golden promise! "Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth."—J. H. Jowett.


Give thou thy youth to God,
With all its budding love:
Send up thy opening heart to Him,
Fix it on One above.

Take thou the side of God,
In things or great or small, 
So shall He ever take thy side, 
And bear thee safe through all.

Quail not before the bad,
Be brave for truth and right, 
Fear God alone, and ever walk 
As in His holy sight.—Rev. Horatius Bonar.
Grown Cold

I once saw, lying side by side in a great workshop, two heads made of metal. The one was perfect,—all the features of a manly, noble face came out clear and distinct in their lines of strength and beauty; in the other scarcely a single feature could be recognized,—it was all marred and spoiled. "The metal had been allowed to grow a little too cool, sir," said the man who was showing it to me. I could not help thinking how true that was of many a form more precious than the metal. Many a young soul that might be stamped with the image and superscription of the King while it is warm with the love and glow of early youth, is allowed to grow too cold, and the image is marred.—Sunday School Times.


The Ideal Boy

The question was recently asked of young women students at the Moody Bible Institute, "What do you look for in a Christian young man?" Replied one of the first-term girls:

"I like to believe that the age of chivalry is not dead—that Christian mothers are raising their sons to love, honor and respect women.

"I'm glad I'm a Christian and can look forward to God's choice for my mate; and while I've never submitted this order to my Lord, here is my idea of the ideal boy:

"He loves the Lord with his whole heart, and is a servant of mankind for Jesus' sake. He is quiet and serious by nature, but possessed of a gratifying sense of humor. Nobility of character and gentleness of spirit mark him as a man of God.

"He is an aggressive person, not slothful in business; fervent in spirit, serving the Lord.

"Because he loves his fellow men he is always friendly and courteous. His manners, above reproach. His conversation, such as becomes a son of the King. He is patient, kind, and forgiving, willing to acknowledge his own shortcomings rather than to judge another's.

"I'll be a busy helpmate—when I find him—for I'll be everlastingly patching his clothes, especially the knees of his trousers!"—Courtesy Moody Monthly.


Give me, oh! give me back the days of my youth,
Poor, yet how rich!—my glad inheritance,
The inextinguishable love of truth, 
While life's realities were all romance,
Give me, oh! give youth's passions unconfined,
The rush of joy that felt almost like pain,
Its hate, its love, its own tumultous pain, 
Give me my youth again!—Goethe.


The world winks at the sins of young men; and yet they are none so little after all the bones of our youthful feastings at Satan's table will stick painfully in our throats when we are old men. He who presumes upon his youth is poisoning his old age. How large a tear may wet this page as some of us reflect upon the past! (Spurgeon). "O Lord, remember not my sins, but remember me!"—Selected.


Sunday Schools Instead of Jails

For five years Mayor E. H. Couch, of Guntersville, Alabama, has been sending minor offenders of all ages to Sunday School instead of levying fines or jail sentences. Only recently did the plan become known. Then it was found that not one over 100 so sentenced reappeared before Mayor Couch charged with any crime. About half of the culprits became regular attendants at Sunday School after their sentences expired. Most of them, before their sentences, had never been to Sunday School. When the plan was divulged, Mayor Couch made the following statement:

"I thought it was better to send offenders to a place where they would be in company with our best citizens rather than to the one place where in Guntersville they are sure to be thrown with our worst. For success of the idea I did not make public that they were being made to go to Sunday School. Then they would have been embarrassed."—The Watchman-Examiner.


The Ideal Girl

When young men were asked, "What do you look for in a Christian young woman?" one student replied:

"Assembling the following thoughts was not an easy job, but I believe that they cover almost everything anyway. I look for a girl who:

"1. Seeks God's will first.
"2. Has associates that I like.
"3. Is liked by my associates.
"4. Will give me the benefit of a doubt.
"5. Is neat and orderly in her appearance as well as in her work.
"6. Is practical.
"7. Is thoughtful about small things.
"8. Is a deep thinker, not just a silly talker.
"9. Manages her spare time wise13, such as in athletics.
"10. Is tactful.
"11. Is not agreeable at the expense of righteousness."

Wrote another boy student: "The worst predicament possible for me would be an unhappy marriage. Therefore, take away the nagging neurotic, the giggling no-account, the gossiping gadabout, the spendthrift socialite, or the painted plutocrat—a mixture of artificialities which leave me in doubt as to where the humbug ends and the woman begins.

"Give me a strong, sound, sociable, serious, sensible servant of our Saviour, burdened for souls and selected for the same field of service as I.

"Give me a champion cook, a child-cherishing, cheerful, chary, charming, capable, compassionate companion, and I'm certain of continual contentment."—The Moody Student. 


"Even in Ophrah!" You would think that if Gideon was going to forget God and worship idols, he would have set up his idol anywhere save in Ophrah, with the great and holy memories of his youth. Yet is not this what we often see in life, idols built in Ophrah? Take the man who has long ceased to name the name of God back to the church of his youth, back to the old family pew, and let him sit there and call up the days and the faces that are gone; let him think of the youth, the child, that once sat there with a heart that was free from the stain of sin; and let him compare that child, as pure as the morning dew, with the sated sinner worshiping the idols of this world.

A man is as young as his faith, as old as his doubt; as young as his self-confidence, as old as his fear; as young as his hope, as old as his despair. 

Nobody grows old merely by living a number of years; people grow old only by deserting their ideals. Years wrinkle the skin but giving up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.

Fortunate are we mortals in discovering that each individual has a fountain of youth within himself—that to keep it ever flowing, he need only be confident of the future and strong in the courage of his convictions.—Anonymous, (Courtesy of Sun Press, Inc.) 


Needed for today's youth: itching pills, not tranquilizers. 



I don't feel the least hostile to young people or bothered about them. I don't understand them, but when I was young, people didn't understand me. It's a perfectly natural process.—E. M. Forster, quoted in Forbes 



There is a growing feeling that the juvenile is turning out to be an incorrigible hoodlum threatening our standard of living. ... The teenager is weary of being brushed aside by a disinterested parent. He is discouraged at being just another behavior study for a child psychologist, too ... For every three juvenile delinquents, America has 97 decent, honorable, law-abiding young citizens. The sins of the three are visited upon the 97 and American youth in the aggregate endures and suffers criticism for the unlawful aggressions of the minority.—Edward S. Piggins, Police Commissioner of Detroit 


The biggest difference between men and boys is just the cost of their toys. 



Teenagers who whistle at girls in the street are merely going through a stage—which'll probably last 50 years.—Leo Fuld 


Youths who leave home to set the world on fire often come back for more matches. 



Applying at the accounting department for his first job, the recent high school graduate was momentarily stymied by a question on the application blank which read: 'What machines can you operate?" 

Pausing briefly, he finally wrote: "Slot and pin ball."—Chicago Daily News Weekend 



The girl who was invited on her first date called her pastor to get some advice about it. He said, "If your boyfriend places his hand on one shoulder, I'll not worry. If he places his hand on the other shoulder, I'll not worry; if he places his head on your shoulder, I'll do some conscientious worrying." She had her date and came back to her pastor a couple of weeks later and he said, "How did you get along?" "Well, pastor, my boyfriend placed his hand on one shoulder and then on the other shoulder and then, pastor, I decided to place my head on his shoulder and let his own preacher do the worrying about the situation."—Judge Luther W. Youngdahl, U. S. District Court for the District of Columbia, Indiana Freemason 


A television producer recently planned to take his cameras to a large metropolitan high school in order to picture the confusion and drift of teenagers. A team of interviewers went into the high school beforehand to look for weird specimens of the shook generation, juvenile thugs, wild dressers, cool cats, and so on. The whole show eventually had to be called off because the interviewers could not find any wild people. The school was full of regular teenagers who do homework, drink Cokes, listen to records, cheer at football games, worry about their weight and acne, look at television, go to dances, and wonder about what they are one day going to do for a living. As far as American teenagers are concerned, these activities seem to be about par for the course-television and Hollywood notwithstanding.—John R. Fry, Presbyterian Life 


Too many parents provide sanitary cups for their children's lips while letting their brains drink out of the dirtiest containers for words and thoughts. 



After a junior high school class toured the White House, the teacher asked each student to write impressions of the visit. One boy wrote: "I was especially glad to have the opportunity to visit my future home."



There's little need to worry about what will become of today's young people. They'll get old and worry about what will become of young people.—Billy Arthur, Quote 


Today teenagers sometimes call their parents triangles. You know what a triangle is—that's a square with something missing. Perhaps the thing that is missing is consistency in adult thinking.—June Parker Goldman, Speech at Illinois JHS Association Spring Conference, 1960


In our civilization all is planned for youth and too little for age.—Arthur Brisbane, The Kiplinger Magazine 


If all you know about teenagers is what you read in the papers, you'd better get out and meet a few of them.—Bill Vaughan, VFW Magazine 


After a ruthless process of rejection, five applicants for the post of errand boy remained to be interviewed. 

The interviewer sought to amuse himself by asking the boys puzzling questions to test their real knowledge. 

"How far away from the Earth is the North Star?" was the question fired at one shiny-faced youngster. 

"I'm sorry I cannot give you the exact figure offhand, sir," was the reply. "But on a rough estimate I should say that it is far enough away not to interfere with my running errands." 

He got the job. 



British Railways officials, appealing to the children of Bootle, England: "Stop putting your heads on the track in front of approaching trains. Locomotive drivers are getting so nervous over this practice that many refuse to operate trains going anywhere near Bootle."



The youth of a nation are the trustees of posterity.—Benjamin Disraeli
Guidance has changed more in 40 years than children, says Francis S. Warner. 

"In fact, kids basically have changed hardly at all," Warner says, and he should know—retiring after 40 years as school janitor and custodian.

The most valuable thing teachers can do in guidance, Warner says, is to manage the two or three mean kids found in every group, "so the other children will influence the mean ones instead of vice versa."—Springfield, Massachusetts 


The belief that youth is the happiest time of life is a fallacy, declares Carl Holmes, the literary wizard of New York. Every age has its silver lining and its golden glow. When we are young in spirit, we cannot help but enjoy life, no matter how old we are. Youth lies not in years but in feeling. I was once told by a friend, "In the central place of your heart there is a wireless station. So long as it receives messages of beauty, cheer, courage, and strength from fellow men and from the Infinite, so long are we young."—Friendly Chat 


Youth today demands the excitement of a quick realization of results from intriguing techniques.—Jan de Swart, quoted by Conrad Brown, "The Pure Research of Jan De Swart," Craft Horizons 


A woman working in a greeting card shop asked a teenager who had been looking through the selection of cards if she needed help. The girl answered, "Yes. Do you have a sympathy card for a girl whose telephone is out of order?"—Chicago Tribune 



Our young nephew, who lives on a ranch, was staying with us so that he could attend school in Denver. As he dressed for his first dance, I asked him if he was taking a date. "No," he said. "I'm just going stud."—Charles Christianson in True 



It requires knowledge as well as imagination to translate a boy's aggression into a plea for help—as one approved school headmaster said when he heard a boy cursing at a housemaster; "He's not really swearing; he's crying for Mum."—Oswald Bell, Girl Scout Leader 


Youth is a world in miniature: bounded on the north by a thin substance called the skull bone, on the south by twin bits of shoe leather, and on the east and west by the outstretched finger-tips of expectation and hope.—Henry W. Prentiss, Journal of Education


Writing about children, an eminent physician recently affirmed he knew as much about boys and girls as any adult in the world—which, he added, is absolutely nothing. This was his way of saying that the heart of a child is wrapped in mystery, as of course it is. But if the prayers written by the 12-year-olds in my (confirmation) classes are any indication, the soul of every child harbors the highest hopes as well as the deepest fears of mankind.—William S. Hill, Christian Century 



Youngsters aren't what they used to be. They never are. Each generation has its own outlook, its own problems, its own environment. Obvious as this may sound, parents tend to forget it. One expert who studied over 1,000 autobiographies of college students writes, "The youth of today has faced more moral alternatives by the time he is 20 years of age than his grandparents faced in a lifetime."—"Teaching Children Right from Wrong." Changing Times 


Age and youth look upon life from the opposite ends of the telescope; to the one it is exceedingly long; to the other exceedingly short.—Defender 


In the bright lexicon of youth there may be no such word as "fail," but he soon learns a lot of dandy synonyms.—Nuggets 


The teenager sent his girl friend her first orchid with this note: "With all my love and most of my allowance." 



What America really needs is more young people who will carry to their jobs the same enthusiasm for getting ahead that they display in traffic.—Changing Times


I took a piece of plastic clay 
And idly fashioned it one day,
And as my fingers pressed it still, 
It moved and yielded to my will.

I came again when days were past, 
The bit of clay was hard at last; 
The form I gave it still it bore,
But I could change that form no more.

I took a piece of living clay
And gently formed it day by day, 
And moulded with my power and art
A young child's soft and yielding heart.

I came again when years were gone: 
It was a man I looked upon;
He still that early impress wore, 
And I could change him nevermore.

( Exod. 2. 9; Prov. 22. 6)



The story is told of the poet Coleridge who had listened to quite a vehement argument by a visitor against religious instruc​tion of the young. His caller had concluded with the statement of his determination not to prejudice his children in any form of religion, but to allow them at maturity to choose for themselves. Coleridge made no immediate comment, but shortly afterwards asked this same visitor if he would like to see his garden. Receiving a reply in the affirmative, he led his guest to a strip of lawn overgrown with weeds.

`Why, this is no garden. It is nothing but a weed-patch,' said the guest.

`Oh,' replied Coleridge, 'that is because it has not come to its age of discretion. The weeds you see have taken the opportunity to grow and I thought it unfair in me to prejudice the soil toward roses and strawberries.'

(Prov. 22. 6)

Youth and Salvation

It has been calculated that—
after 25 years of age, only one in 1,000 is saved:
after 35 years of age, only one in 50,000 is saved:
after 45 years of age, only one in 200,000 is saved:
after 55 years of age, only one in 300,000 is saved:
after 75 years of age, only one in 700,000 is saved.

Dr. Wilbur Chapman once tested a meeting in which 4,500 were present. The result was: 

400 of those present were saved under 10: 
600 were saved between 10 and 14: 
600 were saved between 14 and 16:
1000 were saved between 16 and 20:
24 only were saved after 36.
The number of unsaved present was 1,875.

All this goes to prove the importance of reaching the youth of any country with the gospel message, with a view to leading them to Christ.

(Eccles. 12. 1; Acts 7. 58; 9. 11-18)



Youth and Salvation

Sir James Falshaw, formerly Chairman of the North British Railway Company, a personal friend of Queen Victoria, a shrewd financier, and a most successful business man, was asked, during the progress of a banquet given in his honour when he was eighty years of age, 'In the interests of the young men present, who are anxious to make the most of life, I wish to ask one question, Sir James. Is there anything in your life, any one factor, upon which you can lay your finger as the secret of your wonderful prosperity.'

The old man rose up, straight as a dart, and said, 'I can answer that question without much difficulty. Whatever prosperity, success and honour have attended my life, I attribute to the fact that when I was fifteen years of age, I gave my heart to God.'

(Eccles. 12. 1; Prov. 23. 26)



From the youth of our country shall armies arise, 
The gospel of peace to proclaim;
O'er the land and the seas, the glad message that flies, 
Shall re-echo Immanuel's name.—Selected
Zeal Sermon Illustrations

An Indian having heard from a white man some strictures on zeal, replied, "I don't know about having too much zeal; but I think it is better the pot should boil over than not boil at all."—Selected
Zones Sermon Illustrations

TEACHER—"How many zones has the earth?"
PUPIL—"Five."
TEACHER—"Correct. Name them."
PUPIL—"Temperate zone, intemperate, canal, horrid, and o."—Life.
