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�
Book I

Great art Thou, O Lord, and greatly to be praised; great is 
Thy power, and Thy wisdom infinite. And Thee would 

man praise; man, but a particle of Thy creation; man, that bears 
about him his mortality, the witness of his sin, the witness that 
Thou resistest the proud: yet would man praise Thee; he, but 
a particle of Thy creation. Thou awakest us to delight in Thy 
praise; for Thou madest us for Thyself, and our heart is restless, 
until it repose in Thee. Grant me, Lord, to know and understand 
which is first, to call on Thee or to praise Thee? and, again, to 
know Thee or to call on Thee? for who can call on Thee, not 
knowing Thee? for he that knoweth Thee not, may call on Thee 
as other than Thou art. Or, is it rather, that we call on Thee 
that we may know Thee? but how shall they call on Him in 
whom they have not believed? or how shall they believe without 
a preacher? and they that seek the Lord shall praise Him: for they 
that seek shall find Him, and they that find shall praise Him. I 
will seek Thee, Lord, by calling on Thee; and will call on Thee, 
believing in Thee; for to us hast Thou been preached. My faith, 
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Lord, shall call on Thee, which Thou hast given me, wherewith 
Thou hast inspired me, through the Incarnation of Thy Son, 
through the ministry of the Preacher. 

And how shall I call upon my God, my God and Lord, since, 
when I call for Him, I shall be calling Him to myself? and what 
room is there within me, whither my God can come into me? 
whither can God come into me, God who made heaven and 
earth? is there, indeed, O Lord my God, aught in me that can 
contain Thee? do then heaven and earth, which Thou hast made, 
and wherein Thou hast made me, contain Thee? or, because 
nothing which exists could exist without Thee, doth therefore 
whatever exists contain Thee? Since, then, I too exist, why do I 
seek that Thou shouldest enter into me, who were not, wert Thou 
not in me? Why? because I am not gone down in hell, and yet 
Thou art there also. For if I go down into hell, Thou art there. I 
could not be then, O my God, could not be at all, wert Thou not 
in me; or, rather, unless I were in Thee, of whom are all things, 
by whom are all things, in whom are all things? Even so, Lord, 
even so. Whither do I call Thee, since I am in Thee? or whence 
canst Thou enter into me? for whither can I go beyond heaven 
and earth, that thence my God should come into me, who hath 
said, I fill the heaven and the earth. 

Do the heaven and earth then contain Thee, since Thou 
fillest them? or dost Thou fill them and yet overflow, since they 
do not contain Thee? And whither, when the heaven and the 
earth are filled, pourest Thou forth the remainder of Thyself? 
or hast Thou no need that aught contain Thee, who containest 
all things, since what Thou fillest Thou fillest by containing 
it? for the vessels which Thou fillest uphold Thee not, since, 
though they were broken, Thou wert not poured out. And when 
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Thou art poured out on us, Thou art not cast down, but Thou 
upliftest us; Thou art not dissipated, but Thou gatherest us. But 
Thou who fillest all things, fillest Thou them with Thy whole 
self? or, since all things cannot contain Thee wholly, do they 
contain part of Thee? and all at once the same part? or each its 
own part, the greater more, the smaller less? And is, then one part 
of Thee greater, another less? or, art Thou wholly every where, 
while nothing contains Thee wholly? 

What art Thou then, my God? what, but the Lord God? For 
who is Lord but the Lord? or who is God save our God? Most 
highest, most good, most potent, most omnipotent; most merci-
ful, yet most just; most hidden, yet most present; most beautiful, 
yet most strong, stable, yet incomprehensible; unchangeable, yet 
all-changing; never new, never old; all-renewing, and bringing 
age upon the proud, and they know it not; ever working, ever 
at rest; still gathering, yet nothing lacking; supporting, filling, 
and overspreading; creating, nourishing, and maturing; seeking, 
yet having all things. Thou lovest, without passion; art jealous, 
without anxiety; repentest, yet grievest not; art angry, yet serene; 
changest Thy works, Thy purpose unchanged; receivest again 
what Thou findest, yet didst never lose; never in need, yet rejoic-
ing in gains; never covetous, yet exacting usury. Thou receivest 
over and above, that Thou mayest owe; and who hath aught that 
is not Thine? Thou payest debts, owing nothing; remittest debts, 
losing nothing. And what had I now said, my God, my life, my 
holy joy? or what saith any man when he speaks of Thee? Yet woe 
to him that speaketh not, since mute are even the most eloquent. 

Oh! that I might repose on Thee! Oh! that Thou wouldest 
enter into my heart, and inebriate it, that I may forget my ills, and 
embrace Thee, my sole good! What art Thou to me? In Thy pity, 
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teach me to utter it. Or what am I to Thee that Thou demandest 
my love, and, if I give it not, art wroth with me, and threatenest 
me with grievous woes? Is it then a slight woe to love Thee not? 
Oh! for Thy mercies’ sake, tell me, O Lord my God, what Thou 
art unto me. Say unto my soul, I am thy salvation. So speak, that 
I may hear. Behold, Lord, my heart is before Thee; open Thou 
the ears thereof, and say unto my soul, I am thy salvation. After 
this voice let me haste, and take hold on Thee. Hide not Thy 
face from me. Let me die—lest I die—only let me see Thy face. 

Narrow is the mansion of my soul; enlarge Thou it, that Thou 
mayest enter in. It is ruinous; repair Thou it. It has that within 
which must offend Thine eyes; I confess and know it. But who 
shall cleanse it? or to whom should I cry, save Thee? Lord, cleanse 
me from my secret faults, and spare Thy servant from the power 
of the enemy. I believe, and therefore do I speak. Lord, Thou 
knowest. Have I not confessed against myself my transgressions 
unto Thee, and Thou, my God, hast forgiven the iniquity of my 
heart? I contend not in judgment with Thee, who art the truth; I 
fear to deceive myself; lest mine iniquity lie unto itself. Therefore 
I contend not in judgment with Thee; for if Thou, Lord, shouldest 
mark iniquities, O Lord, who shall abide it? 

Yet suffer me to speak unto Thy mercy, me, dust and ashes. 
Yet suffer me to speak, since I speak to Thy mercy, and not to 
scornful man. Thou too, perhaps, despisest me, yet wilt Thou 
return and have compassion upon me. For what would I say, 
O Lord my God, but that I know not whence I came into this 
dying life (shall I call it?) or living death. Then immediately 
did the comforts of Thy compassion take me up, as I heard (for 
I remember it not) from the parents of my flesh, out of whose 
substance Thou didst sometime fashion me. Thus there received 
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me the comforts of woman’s milk. For neither my mother nor my 
nurses stored their own breasts for me; but Thou didst bestow 
the food of my infancy through them, according to Thine ordi-
nance, whereby Thou distributest Thy riches through the hidden 
springs of all things. Thou also gavest me to desire no more than 
Thou gavest; and to my nurses willingly to give me what Thou 
gavest them. For they, with a heaven-taught affection, willingly 
gave me what they abounded with from Thee. For this my good 
from them, was good for them. Nor, indeed, from them was it, 
but through them; for from Thee, O God, are all good things, 
and from my God is all my health. This I since learned, Thou, 
through these Thy gifts, within me and without, proclaiming 
Thyself unto me. For then I knew but to suck; to repose in what 
pleased, and cry at what offended my flesh; nothing more. 

Afterwards I began to smile; first in sleep, then waking: for 
so it was told me of myself, and I believed it; for we see the like 
in other infants, though of myself I remember it not. Thus, little 
by little, I became conscious where I was; and to have a wish to 
express my wishes to those who could content them, and I could 
not; for the wishes were within me, and they without; nor could 
they by any sense of theirs enter within my spirit. So I flung 
about at random limbs and voice, making the few signs I could, 
and such as I could, like, though in truth very little like, what I 
wished. And when I was not presently obeyed (my wishes being 
hurtful or unintelligible), then I was indignant with my elders for 
not submitting to me, with those owing me no service, for not 
serving me; and avenged myself on them by tears. Such have I 
learnt infants to be from observing them; and that I was myself 
such, they, all unconscious, have shown me better than my nurses 
who knew it. 
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And, lo! my infancy died long since, and I live. But Thou, 
Lord, who for ever livest, and in whom nothing dies: for before 
the foundation of the worlds, and before all that can be called 
“before,” Thou art, and art God and Lord of all which Thou hast 
created: in Thee abide, fixed for ever, the first causes of all things 
unabiding; and of all things changeable, the springs abide in Thee 
unchangeable: and in Thee live the eternal reasons of all things 
unreasoning and temporal. Say, Lord, to me, Thy suppliant; say, 
all-pitying, to me, Thy pitiable one; say, did my infancy succeed 
another age of mine that died before it? was it that which I spent 
within my mother’s womb? for of that I have heard somewhat, 
and have myself seen women with child? and what before that life 
again, O God my joy, was I any where or any body? For this have I 
none to tell me, neither father nor mother, nor experience of others, 
nor mine own memory. Dost Thou mock me for asking this, and 
bid me praise Thee and acknowledge Thee, for that I do know? 

I acknowledge Thee, Lord of heaven and earth, and praise 
Thee for my first rudiments of being, and my infancy, whereof 
I remember nothing; for Thou hast appointed that man should 
from others guess much as to himself; and believe much on the 
strength of weak females. Even then I had being and life, and 
(at my infancy’s close) I could seek for signs whereby to make 
known to others my sensations. Whence could such a being be, 
save from Thee, Lord? Shall any be his own artificer? or can there 
elsewhere be derived any vein, which may stream essence and life 
into us, save from thee, O Lord, in whom essence and life are 
one? for Thou Thyself art supremely Essence and Life. For Thou 
art most high, and art not changed, neither in Thee doth to-day 
come to a close; yet in Thee doth it come to a close; because all 
such things also are in Thee. For they had no way to pass away, 
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unless Thou upheldest them. And since Thy years fail not, Thy 
years are one to-day. How many of ours and our fathers’ years 
have flowed away through Thy “to-day,” and from it received 
the measure and the mould of such being as they had; and still 
others shall flow away, and so receive the mould of their degree 
of being. But Thou art still the same, and all things of tomorrow, 
and all beyond, and all of yesterday, and all behind it, Thou hast 
done to-day. What is it to me, though any comprehend not this? 
Let him also rejoice and say, What thing is this? Let him rejoice 
even thus! and be content rather by not discovering to discover 
Thee, than by discovering not to discover Thee. 

Hear, O God. Alas, for man’s sin! So saith man, and Thou 
pitiest him; for Thou madest him, but sin in him Thou madest 
not. Who remindeth me of the sins of my infancy? for in Thy 
sight none is pure from sin, not even the infant whose life is but 
a day upon the earth. Who remindeth me? doth not each little 
infant, in whom I see what of myself I remember not? What 
then was my sin? was it that I hung upon the breast and cried? 
for should I now so do for food suitable to my age, justly should I 
be laughed at and reproved. What I then did was worthy reproof; 
but since I could not understand reproof, custom and reason 
forbade me to be reproved. For those habits, when grown, we 
root out and cast away. Now no man, though he prunes, wit-
tingly casts away what is good. Or was it then good, even for a 
while, to cry for what, if given, would hurt? bitterly to resent, that 
persons free, and its own elders, yea, the very authors of its birth, 
served it not? that many besides, wiser than it, obeyed not the 
nod of its good pleasure? to do its best to strike and hurt, because 
commands were not obeyed, which had been obeyed to its hurt? 
The weakness then of infant limbs, not its will, is its innocence. 
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Myself have seen and known even a baby envious; it could not 
speak, yet it turned pale and looked bitterly on its foster-brother. 
Who knows not this? Mothers and nurses tell you that they allay 
these things by I know not what remedies. Is that too innocence, 
when the fountain of milk is flowing in rich abundance, not to 
endure one to share it, though in extremest need, and whose very 
life as yet depends thereon? We bear gently with all this, not as 
being no or slight evils, but because they will disappear as years 
increase; for, though tolerated now, the very same tempers are 
utterly intolerable when found in riper years. 

Thou, then, O Lord my God, who gavest life to this my 
infancy, furnishing thus with senses (as we see) the frame Thou 
gavest, compacting its limbs, ornamenting its proportions, and, 
for its general good and safety, implanting in it all vital functions, 
Thou commandest me to praise Thee in these things, to con-
fess unto Thee, and sing unto Thy name, Thou most Highest. 
For Thou art God, Almighty and Good, even hadst Thou done 
nought but only this, which none could do but Thou: whose 
Unity is the mould of all things; who out of Thy own fairness 
makest all things fair; and orderest all things by Thy law. This 
age then, Lord, whereof I have no remembrance, which I take 
on others’ word, and guess from other infants that I have passed, 
true though the guess be, I am yet loth to count in this life of 
mine which I live in this world. For no less than that which I 
spent in my mother’s womb, is it hid from me in the shadows of 
forgetfulness. But if I was shapen in iniquity, and in sin did my 
mother conceive me, where, I beseech Thee, O my God, where, 
Lord, or when, was I Thy servant guiltless? But, lo! that period 
I pass by; and what have I now to do with that, of which I can 
recall no vestige? 
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Passing hence from infancy, I came to boyhood, or rather 
it came to me, displacing infancy. Nor did that depart,—(for 
whither went it?)—and yet it was no more. For I was no lon-
ger a speechless infant, but a speaking boy. This I remember; 
and have since observed how I learned to speak. It was not that 
my elders taught me words (as, soon after, other learning) in 
any set method; but I, longing by cries and broken accents and 
various motions of my limbs to express my thoughts, that so I 
might have my will, and yet unable to express all I willed, or to 
whom I willed, did myself, by the understanding which Thou, 
my God, gavest me, practise the sounds in my memory. When 
they named any thing, and as they spoke turned towards it, I 
saw and remembered that they called what they would point out 
by the name they uttered. And that they meant this thing and 
no other was plain from the motion of their body, the natural 
language, as it were, of all nations, expressed by the countenance, 
glances of the eye, gestures of the limbs, and tones of the voice, 
indicating the affections of the mind, as it pursues, possesses, 
rejects, or shuns. And thus by constantly hearing words, as they 
occurred in various sentences, I collected gradually for what they 
stood; and having broken in my mouth to these signs, I thereby 
gave utterance to my will. Thus I exchanged with those about 
me these current signs of our wills, and so launched deeper into 
the stormy intercourse of human life, yet depending on parental 
authority and the beck of elders. 

O God my God, what miseries and mockeries did I now 
experience, when obedience to my teachers was proposed to me, 
as proper in a boy, in order that in this world I might prosper, 
and excel in tongue-science, which should serve to the “praise 
of men,” and to deceitful riches. Next I was put to school to get 
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learning, in which I (poor wretch) knew not what use there was; 
and yet, if idle in learning, I was beaten. For this was judged right 
by our forefathers; and many, passing the same course before us, 
framed for us weary paths, through which we were fain to pass; 
multiplying toil and grief upon the sons of Adam. But, Lord, we 
found that men called upon Thee, and we learnt from them to 
think of Thee (according to our powers) as of some great One, 
who, though hidden from our senses, couldest hear and help us. 
For so I began, as a boy, to pray to Thee, my aid and refuge; and 
broke the fetters of my tongue to call on Thee, praying Thee, 
though small, yet with no small earnestness, that I might not be 
beaten at school. And when Thou heardest me not (not thereby 
giving me over to folly), my elders, yea my very parents, who yet 
wished me no ill, mocked my stripes, my then great and griev-
ous ill. 

Is there, Lord, any of soul so great, and cleaving to Thee with 
so intense affection (for a sort of stupidity will in a way do it); but is 
there any one who, from cleaving devoutly to Thee, is endued with 
so great a spirit, that he can think as lightly of the racks and hooks 
and other torments (against which, throughout all lands, men call 
on Thee with extreme dread), mocking at those by whom they are 
feared most bitterly, as our parents mocked the torments which 
we suffered in boyhood from our masters? For we feared not our 
torments less; nor prayed we less to Thee to escape them. And yet 
we sinned, in writing or reading or studying less than was exacted 
of us. For we wanted not, O Lord, memory or capacity, whereof 
Thy will gave enough for our age; but our sole delight was play; 
and for this we were punished by those who yet themselves were 
doing the like. But elder folks’ idleness is called “business”; that of 
boys, being really the same, is punished by those elders; and none 
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commiserates either boys or men. For will any of sound discretion 
approve of my being beaten as a boy, because, by playing a ball, 
I made less progress in studies which I was to learn, only that, as 
a man, I might play more unbeseemingly? and what else did he 
who beat me? who, if worsted in some trifling discussion with his 
fellow-tutor, was more embittered and jealous than I when beaten 
at ball by a play-fellow? 

And yet, I sinned herein, O Lord God, the Creator and 
Disposer of all things in nature, of sin the Disposer only, 
O Lord my God, I sinned in transgressing the commands 
of my parents and those of my masters. For what they, with 
whatever motive, would have me learn, I might afterwards 
have put to good use. For I disobeyed, not from a better 
choice, but from love of play, loving the pride of victory in 
my contests, and to have my ears tickled with lying fables, 
that they might itch the more; the same curiosity flashing 
from my eyes more and more, for the shows and games of 
my elders. Yet those who give these shows are in such esteem, 
that almost all wish the same for their children, and yet are 
very willing that they should be beaten, if those very games 
detain them from the studies, whereby they would have 
them attain to be the givers of them. Look with pity, Lord, 
on these things, and deliver us who call upon Thee now; 
deliver those too who call not on Thee yet, that they may call 
on Thee, and Thou mayest deliver them.  

As a boy, then, I had already heard of an eternal life, 
promised us through the humility of the Lord our God stoop-
ing to our pride; and even from the womb of my mother, 
who greatly hoped in Thee, I was sealed with the mark of His 
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cross and salted with His salt. Thou sawest, Lord, how while 
yet a boy, being seized on a time with sudden oppression of 
the stomach, and like near to death—Thou sawest, my God 
(for Thou wert my keeper), with what eagerness and what 
faith I sought, from the pious care of my mother and Thy 
Church, the mother of us all, the baptism of Thy Christ, my 
God and Lord. Whereupon the mother of my flesh, being 
much troubled (since, with a heart pure in Thy faith, she 
even more lovingly travailed in birth of my salvation), would 
in eager haste have provided for my consecration and cleans-
ing by the health-giving sacraments, confessing Thee, Lord 
Jesus, for the remission of sins, unless I had suddenly recov-
ered. And so, as if I must needs be again polluted should I 
live, my cleansing was deferred, because the defilements of 
sin would, after that washing, bring greater and more peril-
ous guilt. I then already believed: and my mother, and the 
whole household, except my father: yet did not he prevail 
over the power of my mother’s piety in me, that as he did not 
yet believe, so neither should I. For it was her earnest care 
that Thou my God, rather than he, shouldest be my father; 
and in this Thou didst aid her to prevail over her husband, 
whom she, the better, obeyed, therein also obeying Thee, 
who hast so commanded.  

I beseech Thee, my God, I would fain know, if so Thou 
willest, for what purpose my baptism was then deferred? was 
it for my good that the rein was laid loose, as it were, upon 
me, for me to sin? or was it not laid loose? If not, why does it 
still echo in our ears on all sides, “Let him alone, let him do 
as he will, for he is not yet baptised?” but as to bodily health, 
no one says, “Let him be worse wounded, for he is not yet 
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healed.” How much better then, had I been at once healed; 
and then, by my friends’ and my own, my soul’s recovered 
health had been kept safe in Thy keeping who gavest it. 
Better truly. But how many and great waves of temptation 
seemed to hang over me after my boyhood! These my mother 
foresaw; and preferred to expose to them the clay whence 
I might afterwards be moulded, than the very cast, when 
made.  

In boyhood itself, however (so much less dreaded for me 
than youth), I loved not study, and hated to be forced to it. 
Yet I was forced; and this was well done towards me, but I did 
not well; for, unless forced, I had not learnt. But no one doth 
well against his will, even though what he doth, be well. Yet 
neither did they well who forced me, but what was well came 
to me from Thee, my God. For they were regardless how I 
should employ what they forced me to learn, except to sati-
ate the insatiate desires of a wealthy beggary, and a shameful 
glory. But Thou, by whom the very hairs of our head are 
numbered, didst use for my good the error of all who urged 
me to learn; and my own, who would not learn, Thou didst 
use for my punishment—a fit penalty for one, so small a boy 
and so great a sinner. So by those who did not well, Thou 
didst well for me; and by my own sin Thou didst justly pun-
ish me. For Thou hast commanded, and so it is, that every 
inordinate affection should be its own punishment. 

But why did I so much hate the Greek, which I studied as a boy? 
I do not yet fully know. For the Latin I loved; not what my first 
masters, but what the so-called grammarians taught me. For 
those first lessons, reading, writing and arithmetic, I thought as 
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great a burden and penalty as any Greek. And yet whence was 
this too, but from the sin and vanity of this life, because I was 
flesh, and a breath that passeth away and cometh not again? For 
those first lessons were better certainly, because more certain; by 
them I obtained, and still retain, the power of reading what I find 
written, and myself writing what I will; whereas in the others, I 
was forced to learn the wanderings of one Aeneas, forgetful of my 
own, and to weep for dead Dido, because she killed herself for 
love; the while, with dry eyes, I endured my miserable self dying 
among these things, far from Thee, O God my life. 

For what more miserable than a miserable being who com-
miserates not himself; weeping the death of Dido for love to 
Aeneas, but weeping not his own death for want of love to Thee, 
O God. Thou light of my heart, Thou bread of my inmost soul, 
Thou Power who givest vigour to my mind, who quickenest my 
thoughts, I loved Thee not. I committed fornication against 
Thee, and all around me thus fornicating there echoed “Well 
done! well done!” for the friendship of this world is fornication 
against Thee; and “Well done! well done!” echoes on till one 
is ashamed not to be thus a man. And for all this I wept not, I 
who wept for Dido slain, and “seeking by the sword a stroke and 
wound extreme,” myself seeking the while a worse extreme, the 
extremest and lowest of Thy creatures, having forsaken Thee, 
earth passing into the earth. And if forbid to read all this, I was 
grieved that I might not read what grieved me. Madness like this 
is thought a higher and a richer learning, than that by which I 
learned to read and write. 

But now, my God, cry Thou aloud in my soul; and let Thy 
truth tell me, “Not so, not so. Far better was that first study.” 
For, lo, I would readily forget the wanderings of Aeneas and all 

The Confessions of Saint Augustine, by Saint Augustine.indd   14 11/13/17   12:12 PM



�  CONFESSIONS  �

15

the rest, rather than how to read and write. But over the entrance 
of the Grammar School is a vail drawn! true; yet is this not so 
much an emblem of aught recondite, as a cloak of error. Let 
not those, whom I no longer fear, cry out against me, while I 
confess to Thee, my God, whatever my soul will, and acquiesce 
in the condemnation of my evil ways, that I may love Thy good 
ways. Let not either buyers or sellers of grammar-learning cry 
out against me. For if I question them whether it be true that 
Aeneas came on a time to Carthage, as the poet tells, the less 
learned will reply that they know not, the more learned that he 
never did. But should I ask with what letters the name “Aeneas” 
is written, every one who has learnt this will answer me aright, 
as to the signs which men have conventionally settled. If, again, 
I should ask which might be forgotten with least detriment to 
the concerns of life, reading and writing or these poetic fic-
tions? who does not foresee what all must answer who have not 
wholly forgotten themselves? I sinned, then, when as a boy I 
preferred those empty to those more profitable studies, or rather 
loved the one and hated the other. “One and one, two”; “two 
and two, four”; this was to me a hateful singsong: “the wooden 
horse lined with armed men,” and “the burning of Troy,” and 
“Creusa’s shade and sad similitude,” were the choice spectacle 
of my vanity. 

Why then did I hate the Greek classics, which have the like 
tales? For Homer also curiously wove the like fictions, and is 
most sweetly vain, yet was he bitter to my boyish taste. And so 
I suppose would Virgil be to Grecian children, when forced to 
learn him as I was Homer. Difficulty, in truth, the difficulty of 
a foreign tongue, dashed, as it were, with gall all the sweetness 
of Grecian fable. For not one word of it did I understand, and to 

The Confessions of Saint Augustine, by Saint Augustine.indd   15 11/13/17   12:12 PM



�  SAINT AUGUSTINE  �

16

make me understand I was urged vehemently with cruel threats 
and punishments. Time was also (as an infant) I knew no Latin; 
but this I learned without fear or suffering, by mere observation, 
amid the caresses of my nursery and jests of friends, smiling and 
sportively encouraging me. This I learned without any pres-
sure of punishment to urge me on, for my heart urged me to 
give birth to its conceptions, which I could only do by learning 
words not of those who taught, but of those who talked with 
me; in whose ears also I gave birth to the thoughts, whatever I 
conceived. No doubt, then, that a free curiosity has more force 
in our learning these things, than a frightful enforcement. Only 
this enforcement restrains the rovings of that freedom, through 
Thy laws, O my God, Thy laws, from the master’s cane to the 
martyr’s trials, being able to temper for us a wholesome bitter, 
recalling us to Thyself from that deadly pleasure which lures us 
from Thee. 

Hear, Lord, my prayer; let not my soul faint under Thy dis-
cipline, nor let me faint in confessing unto Thee all Thy mercies, 
whereby Thou hast drawn me out of all my most evil ways, that 
Thou mightest become a delight to me above all the allurements 
which I once pursued; that I may most entirely love Thee, and 
clasp Thy hand with all my affections, and Thou mayest yet 
rescue me from every temptation, even unto the end. For lo, O 
Lord, my King and my God, for Thy service be whatever useful 
thing my childhood learned; for Thy service, that I speak, write, 
read, reckon. For Thou didst grant me Thy discipline, while I 
was learning vanities; and my sin of delighting in those vanities 
Thou hast forgiven. In them, indeed, I learnt many a useful 
word, but these may as well be learned in things not vain; and 
that is the safe path for the steps of youth. 
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But woe is thee, thou torrent of human custom! Who shall 
stand against thee? how long shalt thou not be dried up? how 
long roll the sons of Eve into that huge and hideous ocean, 
which even they scarcely overpass who climb the cross? Did 
not I read in thee of Jove the thunderer and the adulterer? both, 
doubtless, he could not be; but so the feigned thunder might 
countenance and pander to real adultery. And now which of 
our gowned masters lends a sober ear to one who from their 
own school cries out, “These were Homer’s fictions, transfer-
ring things human to the gods; would he had brought down 
things divine to us!” Yet more truly had he said, “These are 
indeed his fictions; but attributing a divine nature to wicked 
men, that crimes might be no longer crimes, and whoso com-
mits them might seem to imitate not abandoned men, but the 
celestial gods.” 

And yet, thou hellish torrent, into thee are cast the sons 
of men with rich rewards, for compassing such learning; and a 
great solemnity is made of it, when this is going on in the forum, 
within sight of laws appointing a salary beside the scholar’s pay-
ments; and thou lashest thy rocks and roarest, “Hence words 
are learnt; hence eloquence; most necessary to gain your ends, 
or maintain opinions.” As if we should have never known such 
words as “golden shower,” “lap,” “beguile,” “temples of the heav-
ens,” or others in that passage, unless Terence had brought a 
lewd youth upon the stage, setting up Jupiter as his example of 
seduction. 

“Viewing a picture, where the tale was drawn, 
Of Jove’s descending in a golden shower 
To Danae’s lap a woman to beguile.”   
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And then mark how he excites himself to lust as by celestial 
authority: 

“And what God? Great Jove, 
Who shakes heaven’s highest temples with his thunder, 
And I, poor mortal man, not do the same! 
I did it, and with all my heart I did it.”  

Not one whit more easily are the words learnt for all this 
vileness; but by their means the vileness is committed with less 
shame. Not that I blame the words, being, as it were, choice and 
precious vessels; but that wine of error which is drunk to us in 
them by intoxicated teachers; and if we, too, drink not, we are 
beaten, and have no sober judge to whom we may appeal. Yet, O 
my God (in whose presence I now without hurt may remember 
this), all this unhappily I learnt willingly with great delight, and 
for this was pronounced a hopeful boy. 

Bear with me, my God, while I say somewhat of my wit, 
Thy gift, and on what dotages I wasted it. For a task was set me, 
troublesome enough to my soul, upon terms of praise or shame, 
and fear of stripes, to speak the words of Juno, as she raged and 
mourned that she could not 

“This Trojan prince from Latinum turn.” 

Which words I had heard that Juno never uttered; but we 
were forced to go astray in the footsteps of these poetic fictions, 
and to say in prose much what he expressed in verse. And his 
speaking was most applauded, in whom the passions of rage 
and grief were most preeminent, and clothed in the most fitting 
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language, maintaining the dignity of the character. What is it to 
me, O my true life, my God, that my declamation was applauded 
above so many of my own age and class? is not all this smoke and 
wind? and was there nothing else whereon to exercise my wit and 
tongue? Thy praises, Lord, Thy praises might have stayed the yet 
tender shoot of my heart by the prop of Thy Scriptures; so had it 
not trailed away amid these empty trifles, a defiled prey for the 
fowls of the air. For in more ways than one do men sacrifice to 
the rebellious angels. 

But what marvel that I was thus carried away to vanities, 
and went out from Thy presence, O my God, when men were 
set before me as models, who, if in relating some action of theirs, 
in itself not ill, they committed some barbarism or solecism, 
being censured, were abashed; but when in rich and adorned 
and well-ordered discourse they related their own disordered 
life, being bepraised, they gloried? These things Thou seest, 
Lord, and holdest Thy peace; long-suffering, and plenteous in 
mercy and truth. Wilt Thou hold Thy peace for ever? and even 
now Thou drawest out of this horrible gulf the soul that seeketh 
Thee, that thirsteth for Thy pleasures, whose heart saith unto 
Thee, I have sought Thy face; Thy face, Lord, will I seek. For 
darkened affections is removal from Thee. For it is not by our 
feet, or change of place, that men leave Thee, or return unto 
Thee. Or did that Thy younger son look out for horses or chari-
ots, or ships, f ly with visible wings, or journey by the motion of 
his limbs, that he might in a far country waste in riotous living 
all Thou gavest at his departure? a loving Father, when Thou 
gavest, and more loving unto him, when he returned empty. 
So then in lustful, that is, in darkened affections, is the true 
distance from Thy face. 
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Behold, O Lord God, yea, behold patiently as Thou art wont 
how carefully the sons of men observe the covenanted rules of 
letters and syllables received from those who spake before them, 
neglecting the eternal covenant of everlasting salvation received 
from Thee. Insomuch, that a teacher or learner of the hereditary 
laws of pronunciation will more offend men by speaking without 
the aspirate, of a “uman being,” in despite of the laws of grammar, 
than if he, a “human being,” hate a “human being” in despite of 
Thine. As if any enemy could be more hurtful than the hatred 
with which he is incensed against him; or could wound more 
deeply him whom he persecutes, than he wounds his own soul 
by his enmity. Assuredly no science of letters can be so innate as 
the record of conscience, “that he is doing to another what from 
another he would be loth to suffer.” How deep are Thy ways, 
O God, Thou only great, that sittest silent on high and by an 
unwearied law dispensing penal blindness to lawless desires. In 
quest of the fame of eloquence, a man standing before a human 
judge, surrounded by a human throng, declaiming against his 
enemy with fiercest hatred, will take heed most watchfully, lest, 
by an error of the tongue, he murder the word “human being”; 
but takes no heed, lest, through the fury of his spirit, he murder 
the real human being. 

This was the world at whose gate unhappy I lay in my 
boyhood; this the stage where I had feared more to commit a bar-
barism, than having committed one, to envy those who had not. 
These things I speak and confess to Thee, my God; for which I 
had praise from them, whom I then thought it all virtue to please. 
For I saw not the abyss of vileness, wherein I was cast away from 
Thine eyes. Before them what more foul than I was already, 
displeasing even such as myself? with innumerable lies deceiving 
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my tutor, my masters, my parents, from love of play, eagerness 
to see vain shows and restlessness to imitate them! Thefts also I 
committed, from my parents’ cellar and table, enslaved by greedi-
ness, or that I might have to give to boys, who sold me their play, 
which all the while they liked no less than I. In this play, too, I 
often sought unfair conquests, conquered myself meanwhile by 
vain desire of preeminence. And what could I so ill endure, or, 
when I detected it, upbraided I so fiercely, as that I was doing 
to others? and for which if, detected, I was upbraided, I chose 
rather to quarrel than to yield. And is this the innocence of boy-
hood? Not so, Lord, not so; I cry Thy mercy, my God. For these 
very sins, as riper years succeed, these very sins are transferred 
from tutors and masters, from nuts and balls and sparrows, to 
magistrates and kings, to gold and manors and slaves, just as 
severer punishments displace the cane. It was the low stature 
then of childhood which Thou our King didst commend as an 
emblem of lowliness, when Thou saidst, Of such is the kingdom 
of heaven. 

Yet, Lord, to Thee, the Creator and Governor of the universe, 
most excellent and most good, thanks were due to Thee our 
God, even hadst Thou destined for me boyhood only. For even 
then I was, I lived, and felt; and had an implanted providence 
over my well-being—a trace of that mysterious Unity whence 
I was derived; I guarded by the inward sense the entireness of 
my senses, and in these minute pursuits, and in my thoughts on 
things minute, I learnt to delight in truth, I hated to be deceived, 
had a vigorous memory, was gifted with speech, was soothed 
by friendship, avoided pain, baseness, ignorance. In so small a 
creature, what was not wonderful, not admirable? But all are gifts 
of my God: it was not I who gave them me; and good these are, 
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and these together are myself. Good, then, is He that made me, 
and He is my good; and before Him will I exult for every good 
which of a boy I had. For it was my sin, that not in Him, but in 
His creatures-myself and others—I sought for pleasures, sublimi-
ties, truths, and so fell headlong into sorrows, confusions, errors. 
Thanks be to Thee, my joy and my glory and my confidence, my 
God, thanks be to Thee for Thy gifts; but do Thou preserve them 
to me. For so wilt Thou preserve me, and those things shall be 
enlarged and perfected which Thou hast given me, and I myself 
shall be with Thee, since even to be Thou hast given me. 
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The Author’s Apology  
for His Book

{1} When at the first I took my pen in hand
Thus for to write, I did not understand
That I at all should make a little book
In such a mode; nay, I had undertook
To make another; which, when almost done,
Before I was aware, I this begun.

And thus it was: I, writing of the way
And race of saints, in this our gospel day,
Fell suddenly into an allegory
About their journey, and the way to glory,
In more than twenty things which I set down.
This done, I twenty more had in my crown;
And they again began to multiply,
Like sparks that from the coals of fire do fly.

Nay, then, thought I, if that you breed so fast,
I’ll put you by yourselves, lest you at last

The Pilgrim's Progress by John Bunyan.indd   3 11/13/17   12:14 PM



�  JOHN BUNYAN  �

4

Should prove ad infinitum, and eat out
The book that I already am about.

Well, so I did; but yet I did not think
To shew to all the world my pen and ink
In such a mode; I only thought to make
I knew not what; nor did I undertake
Thereby to please my neighbour: no, not I;
I did it my own self to gratify.

{2} Neither did I but vacant seasons spend
In this my scribble; nor did I intend
But to divert myself in doing this
From worser thoughts which make me do amiss.

Thus, I set pen to paper with delight,
And quickly had my thoughts in black and white.
For, having now my method by the end,
Still as I pulled, it came; and so I penned
It down: until it came at last to be,
For length and breadth, the bigness which you see.

Well, when I had thus put mine ends together,
I shewed them others, that I might see whether
They would condemn them, or them justify:
And some said, Let them live; some, Let them die;
Some said, JOHN, print it; others said, Not so;
Some said, It might do good; others said, No.

Now was I in a strait, and did not see
Which was the best thing to be done by me:
At last I thought, Since you are thus divided,
I print it will, and so the case decided.

{3} For, thought I, some, I see, would have it done,
Though others in that channel do not run:
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To prove, then, who advised for the best,
Thus I thought fit to put it to the test.

I further thought, if now I did deny
Those that would have it, thus to gratify.
I did not know but hinder them I might
Of that which would to them be great delight.

For those which were not for its coming forth,
I said to them, Offend you I am loth,
Yet, since your brethren pleased with it be,
Forbear to judge till you do further see.

If that thou wilt not read, let it alone;
Some love the meat, some love to pick the bone.
Yea, that I might them better palliate,
I did too with them thus expostulate:—

{4} May I not write in such a style as this?
In such a method, too, and yet not miss
My end—thy good? Why may it not be done?
Dark clouds bring waters, when the bright bring none.
Yea, dark or bright, if they their silver drops
Cause to descend, the earth, by yielding crops,
Gives praise to both, and carpeth not at either,
But treasures up the fruit they yield together;
Yea, so commixes both, that in her fruit
None can distinguish this from that: they suit
Her well when hungry; but, if she be full,
She spews out both, and makes their blessings null.

You see the ways the fisherman doth take
To catch the fish; what engines doth he make?
Behold how he engageth all his wits;
Also his snares, lines, angles, hooks, and nets;
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Yet fish there be, that neither hook, nor line,
Nor snare, nor net, nor engine can make thine:
They must be groped for, and be tickled too,
Or they will not be catch’d, whate’er you do.

How does the fowler seek to catch his game
By divers means! all which one cannot name:
His guns, his nets, his lime-twigs, light, and bell:
He creeps, he goes, he stands; yea, who can tell
Of all his postures? Yet there’s none of these
Will make him master of what fowls he please.
Yea, he must pipe and whistle to catch this,
Yet, if he does so, that bird he will miss.

If that a pearl may in a toad’s head dwell,
And may be found too in an oyster-shell;
If things that promise nothing do contain
What better is than gold; who will disdain,
That have an inkling of it, there to look,
That they may find it? Now, my little book,
(Though void of all these paintings that may make
It with this or the other man to take)
Is not without those things that do excel
What do in brave but empty notions dwell.

{5} ‘Well, yet I am not fully satisfied,
That this your book will stand, when soundly tried.’
Why, what’s the matter? ‘It is dark.’ What though?
‘But it is feigned.’ What of that? I trow?
Some men, by feigned words, as dark as mine,
Make truth to spangle and its rays to shine.

‘But they want solidness.’ Speak, man, thy mind.
‘They drown the weak; metaphors make us blind.’

The Pilgrim's Progress by John Bunyan.indd   6 11/13/17   12:14 PM



�  THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS  �

7

Solidity, indeed, becomes the pen
Of him that writeth things divine to men;
But must I needs want solidness, because
By metaphors I speak? Were not God’s laws,
His gospel laws, in olden times held forth
By types, shadows, and metaphors? Yet loth
Will any sober man be to find fault
With them, lest he be found for to assault
The highest wisdom. No, he rather stoops,
And seeks to find out what by pins and loops,
By calves and sheep, by heifers and by rams,
By birds and herbs, and by the blood of lambs,
God speaketh to him; and happy is he
That finds the light and grace that in them be.

{6} Be not too forward, therefore, to conclude
That I want solidness—that I am rude;
All things solid in show not solid be;
All things in parables despise not we;
Lest things most hurtful lightly we receive,
And things that good are, of our souls bereave.

My dark and cloudy words, they do but hold
The truth, as cabinets enclose the gold.

The prophets used much by metaphors
To set forth truth; yea, who so considers Christ,
his apostles too, shall plainly see,
That truths to this day in such mantles be.

Am I afraid to say, that holy writ,
Which for its style and phrase puts down all wit,
Is everywhere so full of all these things—
Dark figures, allegories? Yet there springs
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From that same book that lustre, and those rays
Of light, that turn our darkest nights to days.

{7} Come, let my carper to his life now look,
And find there darker lines than in my book
He findeth any; yea, and let him know,
That in his best things there are worse lines too.

May we but stand before impartial men,
To his poor one I dare adventure ten,
That they will take my meaning in these lines
Far better than his lies in silver shrines.
Come, truth, although in swaddling clouts, I find,
Informs the judgment, rectifies the mind;
Pleases the understanding, makes the will
Submit; the memory too it doth fill
With what doth our imaginations please;
Likewise it tends our troubles to appease.

Sound words, I know, Timothy is to use,
And old wives’ fables he is to refuse;
But yet grave Paul him nowhere did forbid
The use of parables; in which lay hid
That gold, those pearls, and precious stones that were
Worth digging for, and that with greatest care.

Let me add one word more. O man of God,
Art thou offended? Dost thou wish I had
Put forth my matter in another dress?
Or, that I had in things been more express?
Three things let me propound; then I submit
To those that are my betters, as is fit.

{8} 1. I find not that I am denied the use
Of this my method, so I no abuse
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Put on the words, things, readers; or be rude
In handling figure or similitude,
In application; but, all that I may,
Seek the advance of truth this or that way
Denied, did I say? Nay, I have leave
(Example too, and that from them that have
God better pleased, by their words or ways,
Than any man that breatheth now-a-days)
Thus to express my mind, thus to declare
Things unto thee that excellentest are.

2. I find that men (as high as trees) will write
Dialogue-wise; yet no man doth them slight
For writing so: indeed, if they abuse
Truth, cursed be they, and the craft they use
To that intent; but yet let truth be free
To make her sallies upon thee and me,
Which way it pleases God; for who knows how,
Better than he that taught us first to plough,
To guide our mind and pens for his design?
And he makes base things usher in divine.

3. I find that holy writ in many places
Hath semblance with this method, where the cases
Do call for one thing, to set forth another;
Use it I may, then, and yet nothing smother
Truth’s golden beams: nay, by this method may
Make it cast forth its rays as light as day.
And now before I do put up my pen,
I’ll shew the profit of my book, and then
Commit both thee and it unto that Hand
That pulls the strong down, and makes weak ones stand.
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This book it chalketh out before thine eyes
The man that seeks the everlasting prize;
It shews you whence he comes, whither he goes;
What he leaves undone, also what he does;
It also shows you how he runs and runs,
Till he unto the gate of glory comes.

{9} It shows, too, who set out for life amain,
As if the lasting crown they would obtain;
Here also you may see the reason why
They lose their labour, and like fools do die.

This book will make a traveller of thee,
If by its counsel thou wilt ruled be;
It will direct thee to the Holy Land,
If thou wilt its directions understand:
Yea, it will make the slothful active be;
The blind also delightful things to see.

Art thou for something rare and profitable?
Wouldest thou see a truth within a fable?
Art thou forgetful? Wouldest thou remember
From New-Year’s day to the last of December?
Then read my fancies; they will stick like burs,
And may be, to the helpless, comforters.

This book is writ in such a dialect
As may the minds of listless men affect:
It seems a novelty, and yet contains
Nothing but sound and honest gospel strains.
Wouldst thou divert thyself from melancholy?
Wouldst thou be pleasant, yet be far from folly?
Wouldst thou read riddles, and their explanation?
Or else be drowned in thy contemplation?

The Pilgrim's Progress by John Bunyan.indd   10 11/13/17   12:14 PM



�  THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS  �

11

Dost thou love picking meat? Or wouldst thou see
A man in the clouds, and hear him speak to thee?
Wouldst thou be in a dream, and yet not sleep?
Or wouldst thou in a moment laugh and weep?
Wouldest thou lose thyself and catch no harm,
And find thyself again without a charm?
Wouldst read thyself, and read thou knowest not what,
And yet know whether thou art blest or not,

By reading the same lines? Oh, then come hither,
And lay my book, thy head, and heart together.

    —John Bunyan.

The Pilgrim's Progress by John Bunyan.indd   11 11/13/17   12:14 PM



12

�

The Pilgrim’s Progress
In the Similitude of a Dream

{10} As I walked through the wilderness of this world, I lighted 
on a certain place where was a Den, and I laid me down in that 
place to sleep: and, as I slept, I dreamed a dream. I dreamed, 
and behold, I saw a man clothed with rags, standing in a certain 
place, with his face from his own house, a book in his hand, and 
a great burden upon his back. [Isa. 64:6; Luke 14:33; Ps. 38:4; 
Hab. 2:2; Acts 16:30, 31] I looked, and saw him open the book, 
and read therein; and, as he read, he wept, and trembled; and, 
not being able longer to contain, he brake out with a lamentable 
cry, saying, “What shall I do?” [Acts 2:37]

{11} In this plight, therefore, he went home and refrained 
himself as long as he could, that his wife and children should not 
perceive his distress; but he could not be silent long, because that 
his trouble increased. Wherefore at length he brake his mind to 
his wife and children; and thus he began to talk to them: O my 
dear wife, said he, and you the children of my bowels, I, your 
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dear friend, am in myself undone by reason of a burden that 
lieth hard upon me; moreover, I am for certain informed that 
this our city will be burned with fire from heaven; in which 
fearful overthrow, both myself, with thee my wife, and you my 
sweet babes, shall miserably come to ruin, except (the which 
yet I see not) some way of escape can be found, whereby we 
may be delivered. At this his relations were sore amazed; not for 
that they believed that what he had said to them was true, but 
because they thought that some frenzy distemper had got into 
his head; therefore, it drawing towards night, and they hoping 
that sleep might settle his brains, with all haste they got him 
to bed. But the night was as troublesome to him as the day; 
wherefore, instead of sleeping, he spent it in sighs and tears. So, 
when the morning was come, they would know how he did. 
He told them, Worse and worse: he also set to talking to them 
again; but they began to be hardened. They also thought to 
drive away his distemper by harsh and surly carriages to him; 
sometimes they would deride, sometimes they would chide, and 
sometimes they would quite neglect him. Wherefore he began 
to retire himself to his chamber, to pray for and pity them, and 
also to condole his own misery; he would also walk solitarily in 
the fields, sometimes reading, and sometimes praying: and thus 
for some days he spent his time.

{12} Now, I saw, upon a time, when he was walking in the 
fields, that he was, as he was wont, reading in his book, and 
greatly distressed in his mind; and, as he read, he burst out, as he 
had done before, crying, “What shall I do to be saved?”

{13} I saw also that he looked this way and that way, as if he 
would run; yet he stood still, because, as I perceived, he could 
not tell which way to go. I looked then, and saw a man named 
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Evangelist coming to him and asked, Wherefore dost thou cry? 
[Job 33:23]

{14} He answered, Sir, I perceive by the book in my hand, 
that I am condemned to die, and after that to come to judgment 
[Heb. 9:27]; and I find that I am not willing to do the first [Job 
16:21], nor able to do the second. [Ezek. 22:14]

CHRISTIAN no sooner leaves the World but meets 
EVANGELIST, who lovingly him greets with tidings of another: 
and doth show Him how to mount to that from this below.

{15} Then said Evangelist, Why not willing to die, since this 
life is attended with so many evils? The man answered, Because 
I fear that this burden is upon my back will sink me lower than 
the grave, and I shall fall into Tophet. [Isa. 30:33] And, Sir, if I be 
not fit to go to prison, I am not fit, I am sure, to go to judgment, 
and from thence to execution; and the thoughts of these things 
make me cry.

{16} Then said Evangelist, If this be thy condition, why 
standest thou still? He answered, Because I know not whither to 
go. Then he gave him a parchment roll, and there was written 
within, Flee from the wrath to come. [Matt. 3:7]

{17} The man therefore read it, and looking upon Evangelist 
very carefully, said, Whither must I fly? Then said Evangelist, 
pointing with his finger over a very wide field, Do you see yonder 
wicket-gate? [Matt. 7:13, 14] The man said, No. Then said the 
other, Do you see yonder shining light? [Ps. 119:105; 2 Pet. 1:19] 
He said, I think I do. Then said Evangelist, Keep that light in 
your eye, and go up directly thereto: so shalt thou see the gate; 
at which, when thou knockest, it shall be told thee what thou 
shalt do.

{18} So I saw in my dream that the man began to run.
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Now, he had not run far from his own door, but his wife 
and children, perceiving it, began to cry after him to return; but 
the man put his fingers in his ears, and ran on, crying, Life! life! 
eternal life! [Luke 14:26] So he looked not behind him, but fled 
towards the middle of the plain. [Gen. 19:17]

{19} The neighbours also came out to see him run [Jer. 
20:10]; and, as he ran, some mocked, others threatened, and 
some cried after him to return; and, among those that did so, 
there were two that resolved to fetch him back by force. The 
name of the one was Obstinate and the name of the other 
Pliable. Now, by this time, the man was got a good distance 
from them; but, however, they were resolved to pursue him, 
which they did, and in a little time they overtook him. Then 
said the man, Neighbours, wherefore are ye come? They said, 
To persuade you to go back with us. But he said, That can by 
no means be; you dwell, said he, in the City of Destruction, the 
place also where I was born: I see it to be so; and, dying there, 
sooner or later, you will sink lower than the grave, into a place 
that burns with fire and brimstone: be content, good neigh-
bours, and go along with me.

{20} OBST. What! said Obstinate, and leave our friends and 
our comforts behind us?

CHR. Yes, said Christian, for that was his name, because 
that ALL which you shall forsake is not worthy to be compared 
with a little of that which I am seeking to enjoy [2 Cor. 4:18]; 
and, if you will go along with me, and hold it, you shall fare as I 
myself; for there, where I go, is enough and to spare. [Luke 15:17] 
Come away, and prove my words.

{21} OBST. What are the things you seek, since you leave all 
the world to find them?
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CHR. I seek an inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and 
that fadeth not away [1 Pet. 1:4], and it is laid up in heaven, and 
safe there [Heb. 11:16], to be bestowed, at the time appointed, 
on them that diligently seek it. Read it so, if you will, in my 
book.

OBST. Tush! said Obstinate, away with your book; will you 
go back with us or no?

CHR. No, not I, said the other, because I have laid my hand 
to the plough. [Luke 9:62]

{22} OBST. Come, then, neighbour Pliable, let us turn again, 
and go home without him; there is a company of these crazy-
headed coxcombs, that, when they take a fancy by the end, are 
wiser in their own eyes than seven men that can render a reason. 
[Prov. 26:16]

PLI. Then said Pliable, Don’t revile; if what the good 
Christian says is true, the things he looks after are better than 
ours: my heart inclines to go with my neighbour.

OBST. What! more fools still! Be ruled by me, and go back; 
who knows whither such a brain-sick fellow will lead you? Go 
back, go back, and be wise.

{23} CHR. Nay, but do thou come with thy neighbour, 
Pliable; there are such things to be had which I spoke of, and 
many more glorious besides. If you believe not me, read here in 
this book; and for the truth of what is expressed therein, behold, 
all is confirmed by the blood of Him that made it. [Heb. 9:17–
22; 13:20]

PLI. Well, neighbour Obstinate, said Pliable, I begin to come 
to a point; I intend to go along with this good man, and to cast 
in my lot with him: but, my good companion, do you know the 
way to this desired place?
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{24} CHR. I am directed by a man, whose name is Evangelist, 
to speed me to a little gate that is before us, where we shall receive 
instructions about the way.

PLI. Come, then, good neighbour, let us be going. Then they 
went both together.

OBST. And I will go back to my place, said Obstinate; I will 
be no companion of such misled, fantastical fellows.

{25} Now, I saw in my dream, that when Obstinate was gone 
back, Christian and Pliable went talking over the plain; and thus 
they began their discourse.

{26} CHR. Come, neighbour Pliable, how do you do? I am 
glad you are persuaded to go along with me. Had even Obstinate 
himself but felt what I have felt of the powers and terrors of what 
is yet unseen, he would not thus lightly have given us the back.

PLI. Come, neighbour Christian, since there are none but us 
two here, tell me now further what the things are, and how to be 
enjoyed, whither we are going.

{27} CHR. I can better conceive of them with my mind, 
than speak of them with my tongue. God’s things unspeakable: 
but yet, since you are desirous to know, I will read of them in 
my book.

PLI. And do you think that the words of your book are 
certainly true?

CHR. Yes, verily; for it was made by Him that cannot lie. 
[Titus 1:2]

PLI. Well said; what things are they?
CHR. There is an endless kingdom to be inhabited, and 

everlasting life to be given us, that we may inhabit that kingdom 
for ever. [Isa. 45:17; John 10:28, 29]

PLI. Well said; and what else?
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CHR. There are crowns and glory to be given us, and gar-
ments that will make us shine like the sun in the firmament of 
heaven. [2 Tim. 4:8; Rev. 3:4; Matt. 13:43]

PLI. This is very pleasant; and what else?
CHR. There shall be no more crying, nor Sorrow: for He 

that is owner of the place will wipe all tears from our eyes. [Isa. 
25:6–8; Rev. 7:17, 21:4]

{28} PLI. And what company shall we have there?
CHR. There we shall be with seraphims and cherubims, crea-

tures that will dazzle your eyes to look on them. [Isa. 6:2] There 
also you shall meet with thousands and ten thousands that have 
gone before us to that place; none of them are hurtful, but loving 
and holy; every one walking in the sight of God, and standing in his 
presence with acceptance for ever. [1 Thess. 4:16, 17; Rev. 5:11] In 
a word, there we shall see the elders with their golden crowns [Rev. 
4:4], there we shall see the holy virgins with their golden harps [Rev. 
14:1–5], there we shall see men that by the world were cut in pieces, 
burnt in flames, eaten of beasts, drowned in the seas, for the love 
that they bare to the Lord of the place, all well, and clothed with 
immortality as with a garment. [John 12:25; 2 Cor. 5:4]

PLI. The hearing of this is enough to ravish one’s heart. But 
are these things to be enjoyed? How shall we get to be sharers 
thereof?

CHR. The Lord, the Governor of the country, hath recorded 
that in this book; the substance of which is, If we be truly willing 
to have it, he will bestow it upon us freely.

PLI. Well, my good companion, glad am I to hear of these 
things: come on, let us mend our pace.

CHR. I cannot go so fast as I would, by reason of this burden 
that is on my back.
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{29} Now I saw in my dream, that just as they had ended this 
talk they drew near to a very miry slough, that was in the midst 
of the plain; and they, being heedless, did both fall suddenly into 
the bog. The name of the slough was Despond. Here, therefore, 
they wallowed for a time, being grievously bedaubed with the 
dirt; and Christian, because of the burden that was on his back, 
began to sink in the mire.

{30} PLI. Then said Pliable; Ah! neighbour Christian, where 
are you now?

CHR. Truly, said Christian, I do not know.
PLI. At this Pliable began to be offended, and angrily said to 

his fellow, Is this the happiness you have told me all this while 
of? If we have such ill speed at our first setting out, what may we 
expect betwixt this and our journey’s end? May I get out again 
with my life, you shall possess the brave country alone for me. 
And, with that, he gave a desperate struggle or two, and got out 
of the mire on that side of the slough which was next to his own 
house: so away he went, and Christian saw him no more.

{31} Wherefore Christian was left to tumble in the Slough 
of Despond alone: but still he endeavoured to struggle to that 
side of the slough that was still further from his own house, and 
next to the wicket-gate; the which he did, but could not get out, 
because of the burden that was upon his back: but I beheld in 
my dream, that a man came to him, whose name was Help, and 
asked him, What he did there?

CHR. Sir, said Christian, I was bid go this way by a man 
called Evangelist, who directed me also to yonder gate, that I 
might escape the wrath to come; and as I was going thither I 
fell in here.

{32} HELP. But why did not you look for the steps?
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�
Preface

Poets have delighted to sing of the morning as “Mother of the 
Dews,” “sowing the earth with orient pearl;” and many of the 

saints, upstarting from their beds at the first blush of dawn, have found 
the poetry of nature to be the reality of grace as they have felt the dews 
of heaven refreshing their spirits. Hence morning exercises have ever 
been dear to enlightened, heaven-loving souls, and it has been their 
rule, never to see the face of man till they have first seen the face of 
God. The breath of morn redolent of the smell of flowers is incense 
offered by earth to her Creator, and living men should never let the 
dead earth excel them; truly living men tuning their hearts for song, 
like the birds, salute the radiant mercy which reveals itself in the east. 
The first fresh hour of every morning should be dedicated to the Lord, 
whose mercy gladdens it with golden light. The eye of day openeth 
its lids, and in so doing opens the eyes of hosts of heaven-protected 
slumberers; it is fitting that those eyes should first look up to the great 
Father of Lights, the fount and source of all the good upon which 
the sunlight gleams. It augurs for us a day of grace when we begin 
betimes with God; the sanctifying influence of the season spent upon 
the mount operates upon each succeeding hour. Morning devotion 
anchors the soul, so that it will not very readily drift far away from 
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God during the day: it perfumes the heart so that it smells fragrant 
with piety until nightfall; it girds up the soul’s garments so that it is 
less apt to stumble, and feeds all its powers so that it is not permitted to 
faint. The morning is the gate of the day, and should be well guarded 
with prayer. It is one end of the thread on which the day’s actions are 
strung, and should be well knotted with devotion. If we felt more the 
majesty of life, we should be more careful of its mornings. He who 
rushes from his bed to his business and waiteth not to worship, is as 
foolish as though he had not put on his clothes, or cleansed his face, 
and as unwise as though he dashed into battle without arms or armor. 
Be it ours to bathe in the softly-flowing river of communion with God, 
before the heat of the wilderness and the burden of the way begin to 
oppress us.

In penning these short reflections upon certain passages of Holy 
Writ, the author has had in view the assistance of the private meditations 
of believers. A child may sometimes suggest a consolation which might 
not otherwise have cheered a desolate heart; and even a flower smiling 
upward from the sod may turn the thoughts heavenward: may we not 
hope that, by the Holy Spirit’s grace, as the reader turns, morning 
by morning, to our simple page, he will hear in it a still small voice, 
whose speech shall be the word of God to his soul? The mind wearies 
of one thing, and we have therefore studied variety, changing our 
method constantly; sometimes exhorting, then soliloquizing, then 
conversing; using the first, second, and third persons, and speaking 
both in the singular and the plural—and all with the desire of avoiding 
sameness and dulness. Our matter, also, we venture to hope, is wide in 
its range, and not altogether without a dash of freshness. Readers of our 
sermons will recognize many thoughts and expressions which they may 
have met with in our discourses; but much is, to the author at least, 
new, and, as far as anything can be when it treats upon the common 
salvation, it is original. We have written out of our own heart, and most 
of the portions are remembrances of words which were refreshing in 
our own experience, and therefore we hope the daily meditations will 

Morning_by_Morning_by_Charles_Spurgeon.indd   4 11/13/17   1:04 PM



�  MORNING BY MORNING  �

v

not be without savor to our brethren; in fact, we know they will not if 
the Spirit of God shall rest upon them.

Our ambition has led us to hope that our little volume may also 
aid the worship of families where God’s altar burns in the morning. 
We know that it has been the custom in some households to read 
Mason, Hawker, Bogatsky, Smith, or Jay, and without wishing to 
usurp the place of any of these, our “Morning by Morning” aspires 
to a position among them. Our happiness will overflow should we be 
made a blessing to Christian households Family worship is, beyond 
measure, important both for the present and succeeding generations, 
and to be in part a chaplain in the houses of our friends, we shall 
esteem to be a very great honor.

We have written no prayers, because we think that a prayer is good 
for nothing if it be not written on the heart by the Holy Spirit, and 
made to gush forth warm from the soul. We should as soon think of 
printing a form for our children to use in addressing their parents, as 
draw up a form to be offered to our Father who is in heaven. It has 
been said in defence of forms, “Better to go on crutches than not at 
all;” but it is our firm conviction that those who truly go in the sense 
of worshipping aright, might with a little effort, and an earnest cry to 
the Holy Spirit for assistance, go much better on their own proper legs 
than upon the cripple’s wearisome aids.

Hymns we have selected; but our fear is that comparatively few 
English families will use them; on the northern side of the Tweed the 
singing of the psalm is far more general. Would to God that the daily 
turmoil were less vehement—that we had more time and heart for 
praising the name of the Lord! Praise makes worship complete, and 
without it the pillar of devotion lacks its capital.

If there be not time to read both our morning portion and the usual 
chapter, we earnestly entreat that our book may be dispensed with, for 
it were a sore affliction to us to know that any family read the Word of 
God less on our account. We have had it in our heart to lead our friends 
to search their Bibles more than ever, and therefore we have culled 
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passages out of corners and nooks of Scripture, that curiosity might 
lead to a search for their context; we shall be disappointed indeed, 
if, after all, we frustrate our own design by diverting one moment of 
time to the perusal of our remarks which ought to have been given to 
searching the Word of God itself.

The hope has also been cherished that village and cottage 
preachers may sometimes glean a text and suggestions for a sermon 
from our daily page. Certainly they are very free to do so if they can; 
the thoughts are not ours, but are common property. Tossed about 
by cares, and worried by business, men’s minds are not always in a 
condition on Saturday evenings to rise from earth and start upon a 
line of meditation; but once let their thoughts get wing, they can fly 
well enough, and the very events of the week help their flight; perhaps 
we may lift some heart upwards, and if so, God be praised. Possibly 
a hint here given may serve as a match to set fire to a preacher’s soul, 
and that heart on a blaze may warm and gladden hundreds. Amen, 
and the Lord our God say so too.

Hoping for a favorable reception for our present attempt, we have 
already commenced a volume of the same size and character for evening 
reading, which will, by Divine permission, follow so soon as we can 
prepare it. Meanwhile, with many prayers for Heaven’s blessing upon 
this our labor of love, and with earnest requests for the prayers of the 
faithful, this work is humbly dedicated to the honor of the Triune 
Jehovah, and respectfully presented to the Christian Church.

Clapham, December, 1865.
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J A N U A R Y  1
“They did eat of the fruit of the land of Canaan that year.” 

 — Joshua v. 12.

Israel’s weary wanderings were all over, and the promised rest was 
attained. No more moving tents, fiery serpents, fierce Amalekites, 

and howling wildernesses, they came to the land which flowed with 
milk and honey, and they ate the old corn of the land. Perhaps this 
year, beloved Christian reader, this may be thy case or mine. Joyful is 
the prospect, and if faith be in active exercise, it will yield unalloyed 
delight. To be with Jesus in the rest, which remaineth for the people 
of God, is a cheering hope indeed, and to expect this glory so soon is a 
double bliss. Unbelief shudders at the Jordan which still rolls between 
us and the goodly land, but let us rest assured that we have already 
experienced more ills than death at its worst can cause us. Let us 
banish every fearful thought, and rejoice with exceeding great joy, in 
the prospect that this year we shall begin to be “forever with the Lord.”

A part of the host will this year tarry on earth, to do service for 
their Lord. If this should fall to our lot, there is no reason why the New 
Year’s text should not still be true. “We who have believed do enter 
into rest.” The Holy Spirit is the earnest of our inheritance. He gives us 
“glory begun below.” In heaven they are secure, and so are we preserved 
in Christ Jesus; there they triumph over their enemies, and we have 
victories too. Celestial spirits enjoy communion with their Lord, and 
this is not denied to us: they rest in His love, and we have perfect peace 
in Him; they hymn His praise, and it is our privilege to bless Him too. 
We will this year gather celestial fruits on earthly ground, where faith 
and hope have made the desert like the garden of the Lord. Man did 
eat angels’ food of old, and why not now? O for grace to feed on Jesus, 
and so to eat of the fruit of the land of Canaan this year.
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J A N U A R Y  2
“Continue in prayer.” — Colossians iv. 2.

It is interesting to remark how large a portion of Sacred Writ is 
occupied with the subject of prayer, either in furnishing examples, 

enforcing precepts, or pronouncing promises. We scarcely open the 
Bible before we read, “Then began men to call upon the name of the 
Lord;” and just as we are about to close the volume, the “Amen” of 
an earnest supplication meets our ear. Instances are plentiful. Here 
we find a wrestling Jacob—there a Daniel who prayed three times a 
day—and a David who with all his heart called upon his God. On 
the mountain we see Elias; in the dungeon Paul and Silas. We have 
multitudes of commands, and myriads of promises. What does this 
teach us, but the sacred importance and necessity of prayer? We may 
be certain that whatever God has made prominent in His Word, He 
intended to be conspicuous in our lives. If He has said much about 
prayer, it is because He knows we have much need of it. So deep 
are our necessities, that until we are in heaven we must not cease to 
pray. Dost thou want nothing? Then, I fear thou dost not know thy 
poverty. Hast thou no mercy to ask of God? Then, may the Lord’s 
mercy show thee thy misery! A prayerless soul is a Christless soul. 
Prayer is the lisping of the believing infant, the shout of the fighting 
believer, the requiem of the dying saint falling asleep in Jesus. It is 
the breath, the watchword, the comfort, the strength, the honor of a 
Christian. If thou be a child of God, thou wilt seek thy Father’s face, 
and live in thy Father’s love. Pray that this year thou mayest be holy, 
humble, zealous, and patient; have closer communion with Christ, 
and enter oftener into the banqueting-house of His love. Pray that 
thou mayest be an example and a blessing unto others, and that thou 
mayest live more to the glory of thy Master. The motto for this year 
must be, “Continue in prayer.”
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J A N U A R Y  3
“I will ... give thee for a covenant of the people.” — Isaiah xlix. 8.

Jesus Christ is Himself the sum and substance of the covenant, and 
as one of its gifts He is the property of every believer. Believer, canst 

thou estimate what thou hast gotten in Christ? “In Him dwelleth all 
the fulness of the Godhead bodily.’’ Consider that word “God” and its 
infinity, and then meditate upon “perfect man” and all his beauty; for 
all that Christ, as God and man, ever had, or can have, is thine—out of 
pure free favor, passed over to thee to be thine entailed property forever. 
Our blessed Jesus, as God, is omniscient, omnipresent, omnipotent. 
Will it not console you to know that all these great and glorious 
attributes are altogether yours? Has He power? That power is yours to 
support and strengthen you, to overcome your enemies, and to preserve 
you even to the end. Has He love? Well, there is not a drop of love in 
His heart which is not yours. You may dive into the immense ocean of 
His love, and you may say of it all, “It is mine.” Hath He justice? It may 
seem a stern attribute, but even that is yours; for He will, by His justice, 
see to it, that all which is promised to you in the covenant of grace, shall 
be most certainly secured to you. And all that He has as perfect man is 
yours. As a perfect man the Father’s delight was upon Him. He stood 
accepted by the Most High. O believer, God’s acceptance of Christ is 
thine acceptance; for knowest thou not that the love which the Father 
set on a perfect Christ, He sets on thee now?  For all that Christ did 
is thine. That perfect righteousness which Jesus wrought out, when 
through His stainless life He kept the law and made it honorable, is 
thine, and is imputed to thee. Christ is in the covenant.

“My God, I am thine—what a comfort divine! 
What a blessing to know that the Saviour is mine! 
In the heavenly Lamb thrice happy I am, 
And my heart it doth dance at the sound of his name.”
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“Grow in grace, and in the knowledge of our Lord  

and Saviour Jesus Christ.” — 2 Peter iii. 18.

Grow in grace—not in one grace only, but in all grace. Grow in 
that root-grace, faith. Believe the promises more firmly than you 

have done. Let faith increase in fulness, constancy, simplicity. Grow 
also in love. Ask that your love may become extended, more intense, 
more practical, influencing every thought, word, and deed. Grow 
likewise in humility. Seek to lie very low, and know more of your 
own nothingness. As you grow downward in humility, seek also to 
grow upward—having nearer approaches to God in prayer and more 
intimate fellowship with Jesus. May God the Holy Spirit enable you 
to “grow in the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour.” He who grows 
not in the knowledge of Jesus, refuses to be blessed. To know Him is 
“life eternal,” and to advance in the knowledge of Him is to increase 
in happiness. He who does not long to know more of Christ, knows 
nothing of Him yet. Whoever hath sipped this wine will thirst for 
more, for although Christ doth satisfy, yet it is such a satisfaction, 
that the appetite is not cloyed, but whetted. If you know the love of 
Jesus—as the hart panteth for the water-brooks, so will you pant after 
deeper draughts of His love. If you do not desire to know Him better, 
then you love Him not, for love always cries, “Nearer, nearer.” Absence 
from Christ is hell; but the presence of Jesus is heaven. Rest not then 
content without an increasing acquaintance with Jesus. Seek to know 
more of Him in His divine nature, in His human relationship, in 
His finished work, in His death, in His resurrection, in His present 
glorious intercession, and in His future royal advent. Abide hard by 
the Cross, and search the mystery of His wounds. An increase of love 
to Jesus, and a more perfect apprehension of His love to us, is one of 
the best tests of growth in grace.
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“And God saw the light, that it was good: and God divided  

the light from the darkness.” — Genesis i. 4.

Light might well be good, since it sprang from that fiat of goodness, 
“Let there be light.” We who enjoy it, should be more grateful for 

it than we are and see more of God in it and by it. Light physical is said 
by Solomon to be sweet, but gospel light is infinitely more precious, for 
it reveals eternal things, and ministers to our immortal natures. When 
the Holy Spirit gives us spiritual light, and opens our eyes to behold 
the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ, we behold sin in its true 
colors, and ourselves in our real position; we see the Most Holy God 
as He reveals Himself, the plan of mercy as He propounds it, and the 
world to come as the Word describes it. Spiritual light has many beams 
and prismatic colors, but whether they be knowledge, joy, holiness, 
or life, all are divinely good. If the light received be thus good, what 
must the essential light be, and how glorious must be the place where 
He reveals Himself! O Lord, since light is so good, give us more of it, 
and more of Thyself, the true light.

No sooner is there a good thing in the world, than a division is 
necessary. Light and darkness have no communion; God has divided 
them, let us not confound them. Sons of light must not have fellowship 
with deeds, doctrines, or deceits of darkness. The children of the day 
must be sober, honest, and bold in their Lord’s work, leaving the works 
of darkness to those who shall dwell in it forever. Our churches should 
by discipline divide the light from the darkness, and we should by our 
distinct separation from the world do the same. In judgment, in action, 
in hearing, in teaching, in association, we must discern between the 
precious and the vile, and maintain the great distinction which the 
Lord made upon the world’s first day. O Lord Jesus, be Thou our light 
throughout the whole of this day, for Thy light is the light of men.

Morning_by_Morning_by_Charles_Spurgeon.indd   5 11/13/17   1:04 PM



�  C. H. SPURGEON  �

6

J A N U A R Y  6
“Casting all your care upon Him; for He careth for you.” 

 — 1 Peter v. 7.

It is a happy way of soothing sorrow when we can feel—“HE careth 
for me.” Christian! do not dishonor your religion by always wearing 

a brow of care; come, cast your burden upon your Lord. You are 
staggering beneath a weight which your Father would not feel. What 
seems to you a crushing burden, would be to Him but as the small 
dust of the balance. Nothing is so sweet as to

“Lie passive in God’s hands, 
And know no will but His.”

O child of suffering, be thou patient; God has not passed thee over 
in His providence. He who is the feeder of sparrows, will also furnish 
you with what you need. Sit not down in despair; hope on, hope ever. 
Take up the arms of faith against a sea of trouble, and your opposition 
shall yet end your distresses. There is One who careth for you. His eye 
is fixed on you, His heart beats with pity for your woe, and His hand 
omnipotent shall yet bring you the needed help. The darkest cloud 
shall scatter itself in showers of mercy. The blackest gloom shall give 
place to the morning. He, if thou art one of His family, will bind up 
thy wounds, and heal thy broken heart. Doubt not His grace because 
of thy tribulation, but believe that He loveth thee as much in seasons 
of trouble as in times of happiness. What a serene and quiet life might 
you lead if you would leave providing to the God of Providence! With 
a little oil in the cruse, and a handful of meal in the barrel, Elijah 
outlived the famine, and you will do the same. If God cares for you, 
why need you care too? Can you trust Him for your soul, and not for 
your body? He has never refused to bear your burdens, Ho has never 
fainted under their weight. Come, then, soul! have done with fretful 
care, and leave all thy concerns in the hand of a gracious God.
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“For me to live is Christ.” — Philippians i. 21.

The believer did not always live to Christ; he began to do so when 
God the Holy Spirit convinced him of sin, and when by grace 

he was brought to see the dying Saviour making a propitiation for 
his guilt. From the moment of the new and celestial birth the man 
begins to live to Christ. Jesus is to believers the one pearl of great 
price, for whom we are willing to part with all that we have. He has 
so completely won our love, that it beats alone for Him; to His glory 
we would live, and in defence of His gospel we would die; He is the 
pattern of our life, and the model after which we would sculpture our 
character. Paul’s words mean more than most men think; they imply 
that the aim and end of his life was Christ—nay, his life itself was Jesus. 
In the words of an ancient saint, he did eat, and drink, and sleep 
eternal life. Jesus was his very breath, the soul of his soul, the heart 
of his heart, the life of his life. Can you say, as a professing Christian, 
that you live up to this idea? Can you honestly say that for you to live 
is Christ? Your business—are you doing it for Christ? Is it not done for 
self-aggrandizement and for family advantage? Do you ask, “Is that a 
mean reason?” For the Christian it is. He professes to live for Christ; 
how can he live for another object without committing a spiritual 
adultery? Many there are who carry out this principle in some measure; 
but who is there that dare say that he hath lived wholly for Christ as the 
apostle did? Yet, this alone is the true life of a Christian—its source, 
its sustenance, its fashion, its end, all gathered up in one word—Christ 
Jesus. Lord, accept me; I here present myself, praying to live only in 
Thee and to Thee. Let me be as the bullock which stands between the 
plough and the altar, to work or to be sacrificed; and let my motto be, 
“Ready for either.”
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“The iniquity of the holy things.” — Exodus xxviii. 38.

W-hat a veil is lifted up by these words, and what a disclosure 
is made! It will be humbling and profitable for us to pause 

awhile and see this sad sight. The iniquities of our public worship, its 
hypocrisy, formality, lukewarmness, irreverence, wandering of heart 
and forgetfulness of God, what a full measure have we there! Our 
work for the Lord, its emulation, selfishness, carelessness, slackness, 
unbelief, what a mass of defilement is there! Our private devotions, 
their laxity, coldness, neglect, sleepiness, and vanity, what a mountain 
of dead earth is there! If we looked more carefully we should find 
this iniquity to be far greater than appears at first sight. Dr. Payson, 
writing to his brother, says, “My parish, as well as my heart, very 
much resembles the garden of the sluggard; and what is worse, I find 
that very many of my desires for the melioration of both, proceed 
either from pride, or vanity, or indolence. I look at the weeds which 
overspread my garden, and breathe out an earnest wish that they were 
eradicated. But why? What prompts the wish? It may be that I may 
walk out and say to myself, ‘In what fine order is my garden kept!’ 
This is pride. Or it may be that my neighbors may look over the wall 
and say, ‘How finely your garden flourishes!’ This is vanity. Or I may 
wish for the destruction of the weeds, because I am weary of pulling 
them up. This is indolence.” So that even our desires after holiness 
may be polluted by ill motives. Under the greenest sods worms hide 
themselves; we need not look long to discover them. How cheering is 
the thought, that, when the High Priest bore the iniquity of the holy 
things, he wore upon his brow the words, Holiness to the Lord; 
and even so while Jesus bears our sin, He presents before His Father’s 
face not our unholiness, but His own holiness. O for grace to view our 
great High Priest by the eye of faith!
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“I ... will be their God.” — Jeremiah xxxi. 33.

Christian! here is all thou canst require. To make thee happy thou 
wantest something that shall satisfy thee; and is not this enough? 

If thou canst pour this promise into thy cup, wilt thou not say, with 
David, “My cup runneth over; I have more than heart can wish”? 
When this is fulfilled, “I am thy God,” art thou not possessor of all 
things? Desire is insatiable as death, but He who filleth all in all can fill 
it. The capacity of our wishes who can measure? but the immeasurable 
wealth of God can more than overflow it. I ask thee if thou art not 
complete when God is thine? Dost thou want anything but God? Is 
not His all-sufficiency enough to satisfy thee if all else should fail? 
But thou wantest more than quiet satisfaction; thou desirest rapturous 
delight. Come, soul, here is music fit for Heaven in this thy portion, 
for God is the Maker of Heaven. Not all the music blown from sweet 
instruments, or drawn from living strings, can yield such melody as 
this sweet promise, “I will be their God.” Here is a deep sea of bliss, 
a shoreless ocean of delight; come, bathe thy spirit in it; swim an 
age, and thou shalt find no shore; dive throughout eternity, and thou 
shalt find no bottom. “I will be their God.” If this do not make thine 
eyes sparkle, and thy heart beat high with bliss, then assuredly thy 
soul is not in a healthy state. But thou wantest more than present 
delights—thou cravest something concerning which thou mayest 
exercise hope; and what more canst thou hope for than the fulfilment 
of this great promise, “I will be their God”? This is the masterpiece of 
all the promises; its enjoyment makes a heaven below, and will make 
a heaven above. Dwell in the light of thy Lord, and let thy soul be 
always ravished with His love. Get out the marrow and fatness which 
this portion yields thee. Live up to thy privileges, and rejoice with 
unspeakable joy.
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“There is laid up for me a crown of righteousness.” 

 — 2 Timothy iv. 8.

Doubting one! thou hast often said, “I fear I shall never enter 
heaven.” Fear not! all the people of God shall enter there. I love 

the quaint saying of a dying man, who exclaimed, “I have no fear of 
going home; I have sent all before; God’s finger is on the latch of my 
door, and I am ready for Him to enter.” “But,” said one, “are you not 
afraid lest you should miss your inheritance?” “Nay,” said he, “nay; 
there is one crown in heaven which the angel Gabriel could not wear; 
it will fit no head but mine. There is one throne in heaven which 
Paul the apostle could not fill; it was made for me, and I shall have 
it.” O Christian, what a joyous thought! thy portion is secure; “there 
remaineth a rest.” “But cannot I forfeit it?” No; it is entailed. If I be a 
child of God I shall not lose it. It is mine as securely as if I were there. 
Come with me, believer, and let us sit upon the top of Nebo, and view 
the goodly land, even Canaan. Seest thou that little river of death 
glistening in the sunlight, and across it dost thou see the pinnacles of 
the eternal city? Dost thou mark the pleasant country and all its joyous 
inhabitants? Know then that if thou couldst fly across thou wouldst 
see written upon one of its many mansions, “This remaineth for such 
a one; preserved for him only. He shall be caught up to dwell forever 
with God.” Poor doubting one, see the fair inheritance; it is thine. If 
thou believest in the Lord Jesus, if thou hast repented of sin, if thou 
hast been renewed in heart, thou art one of the Lord’s people, and there 
is a place reserved for thee, a crown laid up for thee, a harp specially 
provided for thee. No one else shall have thy portion; it is reserved in 
heaven for thee, and thou shalt have it ere long, for there shall be no 
vacant thrones in glory when all the chosen are gathered in.
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“These have no root.” — Luke viii. 13.

My soul, examine thyself this morning by the light of this text. 
Thou hast received the word with joy; thy feelings have been 

stirred, and a lively impression has been made; but, remember, that to 
receive the word in the ear is one thing, and to receive Jesus into thy 
very soul is quite another; superficial feeling is often joined to inward 
hardness of heart, and a lively impression of the word is not always a 
lasting one. In the parable, the seed in one case fell upon ground having 
a rocky bottom, covered over with a thin layer of earth; when the seed 
began to take root, its downward growth was hindered by the hard 
stone, and therefore it spent its strength in pushing its green shoot aloft 
as high as it could, but having no inward moisture derived from root 
nourishment, it withered away. Is this my case? Have I been making 
a fair show in the flesh without having a corresponding inner life? 
Good growth takes place upwards and downwards at the same time. 
Am I rooted in sincere fidelity and love to Jesus? If my heart remains 
unsoftened and unfertilized by grace, the good seed may germinate 
for a season, but it must ultimately wither, for it cannot flourish on a 
rocky, unbroken, unsanctified heart. Let me dread a godliness as rapid 
in growth and as wanting in endurance as Jonah’s gourd; let me count 
the cost of being a follower of Jesus; above all let me feel the energy 
of His Holy Spirit, and then I shall possess an abiding and enduring 
seed in my soul. If my mind remains as obdurate as it was by nature, 
the sun of trial will scorch, and my hard heart will help to cast the 
heat the more terribly upon the ill-covered seed, and my religion will 
soon die, and my despair will be terrible; therefore, O heavenly Sower, 
plough me first, and then cast the truth into me, and let me yield Thee 
a bounteous harvest.
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“Ye are Christ’s.” — 1 Corinthians iii. 23.

Ye are Christ’s. You are His by donation, for the Father gave you to 
the Son; His by His bloody purchase, for He counted down the 

price for your redemption; His by dedication, for you have consecrated 
yourself to Him; His by relation, for you are named by His name, and 
made one of His brethren and joint-heirs. Labor practically to show 
the world that you are the servant, the friend, the bride of Jesus. When 
tempted to sin, reply, “I cannot do this great wickedness, for I am 
Christ’s.” Immortal principles forbid the friend of Christ to sin. When 
wealth is before you to be won by sin, say that you are Christ’s, and 
touch it not. Are you exposed to difficulties and dangers? Stand fast in 
the evil day, remembering that you are Christ’s. Are you placed where 
others are sitting down idly, doing nothing? Rise to the work with all 
your powers; and when the sweat stands upon your brow, and you are 
tempted to loiter, cry, “No, I cannot stop, for I am Christ’s. If I were 
not purchased by blood, I might be like Issachar, couching between 
two burdens; but I am Christ’s, and cannot loiter.” When the siren 
song of pleasure would tempt you from the path of right, reply, “Thy 
music cannot charm me; I am Christ’s.” When the cause of God invites 
thee, give thyself to it; when the poor require thee, give thy goods and 
thyself away, for thou art Christ’s. Never belie thy profession. Be thou 
ever one of those whose manners are Christian, whose speech is like the 
Nazarene, whose conduct and conversation are so redolent of heaven, 
that all who see you may know that you are the Saviour’s, recognizing 
in you His features of love and His countenance of holiness. “I am a 
Roman!” was of old a reason for integrity; far more, then, let it be your 
argument for holiness. “I am Christ’s.”
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“Jehoshaphat made ships of Tharshish to go to Ophir for gold: but they 

went not; for the ships were broken at Eziongeber.” 
 — 1 Kings xxii. 48.

Solomon’s ships had returned in safety, but Jehoshaphat’s vessels 
never reached the land of gold. Providence prospers one, and 

frustrates the desires of another, in the same business and at the same 
spot, yet the Great Ruler is as good and wise at one time as another. 
May we have grace to-day, in the remembrance of this text, to bless 
the Lord for ships broken at Ezion-geber, as well as for vessels freighted 
with temporal blessings; let us not envy the more successful, nor 
murmur at our losses as though we were singularly and specially tried. 
Like Jehoshaphat, we may be precious in the Lord’s sight, although 
our schemes end in disappointment. The secret cause of Jehoshaphat’s 
loss is well worthy of notice, for it is the root of very much of the 
suffering of the Lord’s people; it was his alliance with a sinful family, 
his fellowship with sinners. In 2 Chronicles xx. 37, we are told that 
the Lord sent a prophet to declare, “Because thou hast joined thyself 
with Ahaziah, the Lord hath broken thy works.” This was a fatherly 
chastisement, which appears to have been blessed to him; for in the 
verse which succeeds our morning’s text we find him refusing to allow 
his servants to sail in the same vessels with those of the wicked king. 
Would to God that Jehoshaphat’s experience might be a warning to 
the rest of the Lord’s people, to avoid being unequally yoked together 
with unbelievers! A life of misery is usually the lot of those who are 
united in marriage, or in any other way of their own choosing, with 
the men of the world. O for such love to Jesus that, like Him, we may 
be holy, harmless, undefiled, and separate from sinners; for if it be 
not so with us, we may expect to hear it often said, “The Lord hath 
broken thy works.”
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“Mighty to save.” — Isaiah lxiii. 1.

By the words “to save” we understand the whole of the great 
work of salvation, from the first holy desire onward to complete 

sanctification. The words are multum in parvo; indeed, here is all 
mercy in one word. Christ is not only “mighty to save” those who 
repent, but He is able to make men repent. He will carry those to 
heaven who believe; but He is, moreover, mighty to give men new 
hearts, and to work faith in them. He is mighty to make the man 
who hates holiness love it, and to constrain the despiser of His name 
to bend the knee before Him. Nay, this is not all the meaning, for the 
divine power is equally seen in the after-work. The life of a believer is 
a series of miracles wrought by “the Mighty God.” The bush burns, 
but is not consumed. He is mighty to keep His people holy after He 
has made them so, and to preserve them in His fear and love until He 
consummates their spiritual existence in heaven. Christ’s might doth 
not lie in making a believer and then leaving him to shift for himself, 
but He who begins the good work carries it on; He who imparts the 
first germ of life in the dead soul, prolongs the divine existence, and 
strengthens it until it bursts asunder every bond of sin, and the soul 
leaps from earth, perfected in glory. Believer, here is encouragement. 
Art thou praying for some beloved one? O give not up thy prayers, for 
Christ is “mighty to save.” You are powerless to reclaim the rebel, but 
your Lord is Almighty. Lay hold on that mighty arm, and rouse it to 
put forth its strength. Does your own case trouble you? Fear not, for 
His strength is sufficient for you. Whether to begin with others, or to 
carry on the work in you, Jesus is “mighty to save;” the best proof of 
which lies in the fact that He has saved you. What a thousand mercies 
that you have not found Him mighty to destroy!
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“Do as Thou hast said.” — 2 Samuel vii. 25.

God’s promises were never meant to be thrown aside as waste 
paper; He intended that they should be used. God’s gold is not 

miser’s money, but is minted to be traded with. Nothing pleases our 
Lord better than to see His promises put in circulation; He loves to see 
His children bring them up to Him, and say, “Lord, do as Thou hast 
said.” We glorify God when we plead His promises. Do you think that 
God will be any the poorer for giving you the riches He has promised? 
Do you dream that He will be any the less holy for giving holiness to 
you? Do you imagine He will be any the less pure for washing you 
from your sins? He has said, “Come, now, and let us reason together, 
saith the Lord: though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as 
snow; though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.” Faith 
lays hold upon the promise of pardon, and it does not delay, saying, 
“This is a precious promise; I wonder if it be true?” but it goes straight 
to the throne with it, and pleads, “Lord, here is the promise. ‘Do as 
Thou hast said.’” Our Lord replies, “Be it unto thee even as thou wilt.” 
“When a Christian grasps a promise, if he do not take it to God, he 
dishonors him; but when he hastens to the throne of grace, and cries, 
“Lord, I have nothing to recommend me but this, ‘Thou hast said 
it,’” then his desire shall be granted. Our heavenly Banker delights 
to cash His own notes. Never let the promise rust. Draw the word of 
promise out of its scabbard, and use it with holy violence. Think not 
that God will be troubled by your importunately reminding Him of 
His promises. He loves to hear the loud outcries of needy souls. It is 
His delight to bestow favors. He is more ready to hear than you are to 
ask. The sun is not weary of shining, nor the fountain of flowing. It is 
God’s nature to keep His promises; therefore go at once to the throne 
with “Do as Thou hast said.”
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�
Preface

W-hen the noise and turmoil of the day are over, it is sweet to 
commune with God: the cool and calm of eventide agree most 

delightfully with prayer and praise. The hours of the declining sun are 
so many quiet alleys in the garden of time wherein man may find his 
Maker waiting to commune with him, even as of old the Lord God 
walked with Adam in Paradise in the cool of the day. It is meet that 
we should set apart a peaceful season ere the day has quite departed, a 
season of thanksgiving for grace abounding, of repentance for follies 
multiplied, of self-examination for evils insinuating. To leap from day 
to day like a mad hunter scouring the fields, is an omen of being 
delivered over to destruction; but the solemn pause, the deliberate 
consideration—these are means of grace and ensigns of an indwelling 
life. The tide of ocean stays a while at ebb before it resolves to flood 
again; the moon sometimes lingers at the full; there are distinct hedges 
in nature set between the acres of time—even the strike of the bell is a 
little mound of warning: men should not remove landmarks, but beat 
the bounds frequently and keep up with due interval and solemnity 
the remembrance of the passing away of days, and months, and years: 
each evening it were well to traverse the boundaries of the day, and 
take note of all it has brought and all it has seen.
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The drops of the night come from the same fount as the dew of 
the morning: he who met Abraham at break of day communed with 
Isaac in the field at eventide. He who opens the doors of the day with 
the hand of mercy draws around His people the curtains of the night, 
and by His shining presence makes the outgoings of the morning 
and of the evening to rejoice. A promise at dawn, and a sure word at 
sunset, crown the brow of day with light, and sandal its feet with love. 
To breakfast with Jesus and to sup with him also, is to enjoy the days 
of heaven upon the earth. It is dangerous to fall asleep till the head is 
leaned on Jesus’ bosom. When divine love puts its finger on the weary 
eyelids, it is brave sleeping; but that the Lord’s beloved may have such 
sleep given to him, it is needful that he should make a near approach 
to the throne, and unburden his soul before the great Preserver of men. 
To enter into the blaze of Jehovah’s presence by the way of the atoning 
blood is the sure method to refine ourselves of earthly dross, and to 
renew the soul after exhausting service. The reading of the word, and 
prayer, are as gates of carbuncle to admit us into the presence chamber 
of The August Majesty, and he is most blessed who most frequently 
swings those gates upon their sapphire hinges. When the stars are 
revealed, and all the hosts of heaven walk in golden glory, then surely 
is the time when the solemn temple is lit up, and the worshipper is 
bidden to enter. If one hour can be endowed with a sacredness above its 
fellows, it must be the hour when the Lord looseth the bands of Orion, 
and leadeth forth Areturus and his sons: then voices from worlds afar 
call us to contemplation and adoration, and the stillness of the lower 
world prepares an oratory for the devout soul. He surely never prays 
at all who does not end the day as all men wish to end their lives—in 
prayer.

In many households the gathering of the family for evening prayer 
is more easy than the morning opportunity, and in all the tents of our 
Israel the evening sacrifice should be solemnly remembered. Ere we 
cower down beneath the wings of the Eternal, let us entreat Him to 
deliver us from the terror by night, and give us safe dwelling in His 
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secret place. It is blessed work to set the night warders in their posts by 
supplication, and then commit ourselves without fear to the embraces 
of divine love.

Having had the seal of our Master’s blessing set upon our former 
volume, entitled “Morning by Morning,” we have felt encouraged to 
give our best attention to the present series of brief meditations, and 
we send them forth with importunate prayer for a blessing to rest upon 
every reader. Already more than twenty thousand readers are among 
our morning fellow-worshippers. Oh that all may receive grace from 
the Lord by means of the portion read; and when a similar number 
shall be gathered to read the evening selection, may the Father’s smile 
be their benison. We have striven to keep out of the common track, and 
hence we have used unusual texts, and have brought forward neglected 
subjects. The vice of many religious works is their dulness—from this 
we have striven to be free: our friends must judge how far successfully. 
Out of our own experience we have drawn much of our matter, and 
we have always felt assured that a truth which has been sanctified to 
our own good will not be without an unction for others. If we may 
lead one heart upward which otherwise had drooped, or sow in a single 
mind a holy purpose which else had never been conceived, we shall be 
grateful. The Lord send us such results in thousands of instances, and 
His shall be all the praise. The longer we live, the more deeply are we 
conscious that the Holy Spirit alone can make truth profitable to the 
heart; and therefore in earnest prayer we commit this volume and its 
companion to His care.

C. H. Spurgeon.
May, 1868.
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“We will be glad and rejoice in thee.” — Song of Solomon i. 4.

We will be glad and rejoice in Thee. We will not open the gates of 
the year to the dolorous notes of the sackbut, but to the sweet 

strains of the harp of joy, and the high sounding cymbals of gladness. 
“O come, let us sing unto the Lord: let us make a joyful noise unto 
the rock of our salvation.” We, the called, and faithful, and chosen, 
we will drive away our griefs, and set up our banners of confidence 
in the name of God. Let others lament over their troubles, we who 
have the sweetening tree to cast into Marah’s bitter pool, with joy 
will magnify the Lord. Eternal Spirit, our effectual Comforter, we 
who are the temples in which Thou dwellest, will never cease from 
adoring and blessing the name of Jesus. We will; we are resolved 
about it; Jesus must have the crown of our heart’s delight; we will 
not dishonor our Bridegroom by mourning in His presence. We are 
ordained to be the minstrels of the skies; let us rehearse our everlasting 
anthem before we sing it in the halls of the New Jerusalem. We will be 
glad and rejoice: two words with one sense, double joy, blessedness 
upon blessedness. Need there be any limit to our rejoicing in the 
Lord even now? Do not men of grace find their Lord to be camphire 
and spikenard, calamus and cinnamon, even now, and what better 
fragrance have they in heaven itself? We will be glad and rejoice in 
Thee. That last word is the meat in the dish, the kernel of the nut, 
the soul of the text. What heavens are laid up in Jesus! What rivers of 
infinite bliss have their source, ay, and every drop of their fulness in 
Him! Since, O sweet Lord Jesus, Thou art the present portion of Thy 
people, favor us this year with such a sense of Thy preciousness, that 
from its first to its last day, we may be glad and rejoice in Thee. Let 
January open with joy in the Lord, and December close with gladness 
in Jesus. 
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J A N U A R Y  2
“Let the people renew their strength.”— Isaiah xli. 1.

All things on earth need to be renewed. No created thing -continueth 
aby itself. “Thou renewest the face of the year,” was the Psalmist’s 

utterance. Even the trees, which wear not themselves with care, nor 
shorten their lives with labor, must drink of the rain of heaven, and 
suck from the hidden treasures of the soil. The cedars of Lebanon, 
which God has planted, only live because day by day they are full of 
sap fresh drawn from the earth. Neither can man’s life be sustained 
without renewal from God. As it is necessary to repair the waste of the 
body by the frequent meal, so we must repair the waste of the soul by 
feeding upon the Book of God, or by listening to the preached Word, 
or by the soul-fattening table of the ordinances. How depressed are our 
graces when means are neglected! What poor starvelings some saints 
are who live without the diligent use of the Word of God, and secret 
prayer! If our piety can live without God, it is not of divine creating; 
it is but a dream; for if God had begotten it, it would wait upon Him 
as the flowers wait upon the dew. Without constant restoration we 
are not ready for the perpetual assaults of hell, or the stern afflictions 
of heaven, or even for the strifes within. When the whirlwind shall 
be loosed, woe to the tree that hath not sucked up fresh sap, and 
grasped the rock with many intertwisted roots. When tempests arise, 
woe to the mariners that have not strengthened their mast, nor cast 
their anchor, nor sought the haven. If we suffer the good to grow 
weaker, the evil will surely gather strength and struggle desperately 
for the mastery over us; and so, mayhap, a painful desolation, and a 
lamentable disgrace may follow. Let us draw near to the footstool of 
divine mercy in humble entreaty, and we shall realize the fulfilment of 
the promise, “They that wait on the Lord shall renew their strength.” 
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“The voice of one crying in the wilderness, Prepare ye the way of the 

Lord, make his paths straight.” — Luke iii. 4.

The voice crying in the wilderness demanded a way for the Lord, 
a way prepared, and a way prepared in the wilderness. I would be 

attentive to the Master’s proclamation, and give Him a road into my 
heart, cast up by gracious operations, through the desert of my nature. 
The four directions in the text must have my serious attention. 

Every valley must be exalted. Low and grovelling thoughts of God 
must be given up; doubting and despairing must be removed; and 
self-seeking and carnal delights must be forsaken. Across these deep 
valleys a glorious causeway of grace must be raised.

Every mountain and hill shall be laid low. Proud creature- 
sufficiency, and boastful self-righteousness, must be levelled, to make a 
highway for the King of kings. Divine fellowship is never vouchsafed to 
haughty, high-minded sinners. The Lord hath respect unto the lowly, 
and visits the contrite in heart, but the lofty are an abomination unto 
Him. My soul, beseech the Holy Spirit to set thee right in this respect.

The crooked shall be made straight. The wavering heart must have 
a straight path of decision for God and holiness marked out for it. 
Double-minded men are strangers to the God of truth. My soul, take 
heed that thou be in all things honest and true, as in the sight of the 
heart-searching God.

The rough places shall be made smooth. Stumbling-blocks of sin 
must be removed, and thorns and briers of rebellion must be uprooted. 
So great a visitor must not find miry ways and stony places when He 
comes to honor His favored ones with His company. Oh that this 
evening the Lord may find in my heart a highway made ready by His 
grace, that He may make a triumphal progress through the utmost 
bounds of my soul, from the beginning of this year even to the end of it. 
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“Joseph knew his brethren, but they knew not him.” 

 — Genesis xlii. 8.

This morning our desires went forth for growth in our acquaintance 
with the Lord Jesus; it may be well to night to consider a kindred 

topic, namely, our heavenly Joseph’s knowledge of us. This was most 
blessedly perfect long before we had the slightest knowledge of Him. 
“His eyes beheld our substance, yet being imperfect, and in His book 
all our members were written, when as yet there was none of them.” 
Before we had a being in the world we had a being in His heart. When 
we were enemies to Him, He knew us, our misery, our madness, and 
our wickedness. When we wept bitterly in despairing repentance, and 
viewed him only as a judge and a ruler, He viewed us as His brethren 
well beloved, and His bowels yearned towards us. He never mistook 
His chosen, but always beheld them as objects of His infinite affection. 
“The Lord knoweth them that are His,” is as true of the prodigals who 
are feeding swine as of the children who sit at the table.

But, alas! we knew not our royal Brother, and out of this ignorance 
grew a host of sins. We withheld our hearts from Him, and allowed 
Him no entrance to our love. We mistrusted Him, and gave no credit 
to His words. We rebelled against Him, and paid Him no loving 
homage. The Sun of Righteousness shone forth, and we could not 
see Him. Heaven came down to earth, and earth perceived it not. Let 
God be praised, those days are over with us; yet even now it is but 
little that we know of Jesus compared with what He knows of us. We 
have but begun to study Him, but He knoweth us altogether. It is a 
blessed circumstance that the ignorance is not on His side, for then it 
would be a hopeless case for us. He will not say to us, “I never knew 
you,” but He will confess our names in the day of His appearing, and 
meanwhile will manifest Himself to us as He doth not unto the world. 
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“And God saw the light.” — Genesis i. 4.

This morning we noticed the goodness of the light, and the Lord’s 
dividing it from the darkness; we now note the special eye which 

the Lord had for the light. “God saw the light”—He looked at it with 
complacency, gazed upon it with pleasure, saw that it “was good.” If 
the Lord has given you light, dear reader, He looks on that light with 
peculiar interest; for not only is it dear to Him as His own handiwork, 
but because it is like Himself, for “He is light.” Pleasant it is to the 
believer to know that God’s eye is thus tenderly observant of that 
work of grace which He has begun. He never loses sight of the treasure 
which He has placed in our earthen vessels. Sometimes we cannot see 
the light, but God always sees the light, and that is much better than 
our seeing it. Better for the. judge to see my innocence than for me 
to think I see it. It is very comfortable for me to know that I am one 
of God’s people—but whether I know it or not, if the Lord knows it, 
I am still safe. This is the foundation, “The Lord knoweth them that 
are His.” You may be sighing and groaning because of inbred sin, and 
mourning over your darkness, yet the Lord sees “light” in your heart, 
for He has put it there, and all the cloudiness and gloom of your soul 
cannot conceal your light from His gracious eye. You may have sunk 
low in despondency, and even despair; but if your soul has any longing 
towards Christ, and if you are seeking to rest in His finished work, 
God sees the “light.” He not only sees it, but He also preserves it in 
you. “I, the Lord, do keep it.” This is a precious thought to those who, 
after anxious watching and guarding of themselves, feel their own 
powerlessness to do so. The light thus preserved by His grace, He will 
one day develop into the splendor of noonday, and the fulness of glory. 
The light within is the dawn of the eternal day. 
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“Now the hand of the Lord was upon me in the evening.” 

 — Ezekiel xxxiii. 22.

In the way of judgment this may be the case, and, if so, be it mine to 
consider the reason of such a visitation, and hear the rod and Him 

that hath appointed it. I am not the only one who is chastened in the 
night season; let me cheerfully submit to the affliction, and carefully 
endeavor to be profited thereby. But the hand of the Lord may also 
be felt in another manner, strengthening the soul and lifting the spirit 
upward towards eternal things. Oh that I may in this sense feel the 
Lord dealing with me! A sense of the divine presence and indwelling 
bears the soul towards heaven as upon the wings of eagles. At such 
times we are full to the brim with spiritual joy, and forget the cares 
and sorrows of earth; the invisible is near, and the visible loses its power 
over us; the servant-body waits at the foot of the hill, and the master-
spirit worships upon the summit in the presence of the Lord. Oh, that 
a hallowed season of divine communion may be vouchsafed to me 
this evening! The Lord knows that I need it very greatly. My graces 
languish, my corruptions rage, my faith is weak, my devotion is cold: 
all these are reasons why His healing hand should be laid upon me. His 
hand can cool the heat of my burning brow, and stay the tumult of my 
palpitating heart. That glorious right hand which moulded the world 
can new-create my mind; the unwearied hand which bears the earth’s 
huge pillars up can sustain my spirit; the loving hand which encloses 
all the saints can cherish me; and the mighty hand which breaketh in 
pieces the enemy can subdue my sins. Why should I not feel that hand 
touching me this evening? Come, my soul, address thy God with the 
potent plea, that Jesu’s hands were pierced for thy redemption, and 
thou shalt surely feel that same hand upon thee which once touched 
Daniel and set him upon his knees that he might see visions of God.
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“My sister, my spouse.” — Song of Solomon iv. 12.

Observe the sweet titles with which the heavenly Solomon, with 
intense affection, addresses his bride, the church. My sister, 

one near to me by ties of nature, partaker of the same sympathies. 
My spouse, nearest and dearest, united to me by the tenderest bands 
of love; my sweet companion, part of my own self. My sister, by my 
Incarnation, which makes me bone of thy bone and flesh of thy flesh; 
my spouse, by heavenly betrothal, in which I have espoused thee unto 
myself in righteousness. My sister, whom I knew of old, and over whom 
I watched from her earliest infancy; my spouse, taken from among the 
daughters, embraced by arms of love, and affianced unto me forever. 
See how true it is that our royal Kinsman is not ashamed of us, for He 
dwells with manifest delight upon this two-fold relationship. We have 
the word “my” twice in our version; as if Christ dwelt with rapture 
on His possession of His church. “His delights were with the sons of 
men,” because those sons of men were His own chosen ones. He, the 
Shepherd, sought the sheep, because they were His sheep; He has gone 
about “to seek and to save that which was lost,” because that which was 
lost was His long before it was lost to itself or lost to Him. The church 
is the exclusive portion of her Lord; none else may claim a partnership, 
or pretend to share her love. Jesus, thy church delights to have it so! 
Let every believing soul drink solace out of these wells. Soul! Christ 
is near to thee in ties of relationship; Christ is dear to thee in bonds 
of marriage union, and thou art dear to Him; behold, He grasps both 
of thy hands with both His own, saying, “My sister, my spouse.” Mark 
the two sacred holdfasts by which thy Lord gets such a double hold of 
thee that He neither can nor will ever let thee go. Be not, O beloved, 
slow to return the hallowed flame of His love.
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“Thy love is better than wine.” — Song of Solomon i. 2.

N   othing gives the believer so much joy as fellowship with Christ. 
-He has enjoyment as others have in the common mercies of life, 

he can be glad both in God’s gifts and God’s works; but in all these 
separately, yea, and in all of them added together, he doth not find 
such substantial delight as in the matchless person of his Lord Jesus. 
He has wine which no vineyard on earth ever yielded; he has bread 
which all the cornfields of Egypt could never bring forth. Where can 
such sweetness be found as we have tasted in communion with our 
Beloved? In our esteem, the joys of earth are little better than husks 
for swine compared with Jesus, the heavenly manna. We would rather 
have one mouthful of Christ’s love, and a sip of His fellowship, than 
a whole world full of carnal delights. What is the chaff to the wheat? 
What is the sparkling paste to the true diamond? What is a dream to 
the glorious reality? What is time’s mirth, in its best trim, compared 
to our Lord Jesus in His most despised estate? If you know anything 
of the inner life, you will confess that our highest, purest, and most 
enduring joys must be the fruit of the tree of life which is in the midst 
of the Paradise of God. No spring yields such sweet water as that well 
of God which was digged with the soldier’s spear. All earthly bliss 
is of the earth earthy, but the comforts of Christ’s presence are like 
Himself, heavenly. We can review our communion with Jesus, and 
find no regrets of emptiness therein; there are no dregs in this wine, no 
dead flies in this ointment. The joy of the Lord is solid and enduring. 
Vanity hath not looked upon it, but discretion and prudence testify 
that it abideth the test of years, and is in time and in eternity worthy 
to be called “the only true delight.” For nourishment, consolation, 
exhilaration, and refreshment, no wine can rival the love of Jesus. Let 
us drink to the full this evening.
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“Serve the Lord with gladness.” — Psalm c. 2.

Delight in divine service is a token of acceptance. Those who serve 
God with a sad countenance, because they do what is unpleasant 

to them, are not serving Him at all; they bring the form of homage, but 
the life is absent. Our God requires no slaves to grace His throne; He is 
the Lord of the empire of love, and would have His servants dressed in the 
livery of joy. The angels of God serve Him with songs, not with groans; 
a murmur or a sigh would be a mutiny in their ranks. That obedience 
which is not voluntary is disobedience, for the Lord looketh at the heart, 
and if He seeth that we serve Him from force, and not because we love 
Him, He will reject our offering. Service coupled with cheerfulness is 
heart-service, and therefore true. Take away joyful willingness from the 
Christian, and you have removed the test of his sincerity. If a man be 
driven to battle, he is no patriot; but he who marches into the fray with 
flashing eye and beaming face, singing, “It is sweet for one’s country 
to die,” proves himself to be sincere in his patriotism. Cheerfulness is 
the support of our strength; in the joy of the Lord are we strong. It acts as 
the remover of difficulties. It is to our service what oil is to the wheels of 
a railway carriage. Without oil the axle soon grows hot, and accidents 
occur; and if there be not a holy cheerfulness to oil our wheels, our spirits 
will be clogged with weariness. The man who is cheerful in his service 
of God, proves that obedience is his element; he can sing,—

“Make me to walk in Thy commands,  
’Tis a delightful road.”

Reader, let us put this question—Do you serve the Lord with 
gladness? Let us show to the people of the world, who think our religion 
to be slavery, that it is to us a delight and a joy. Let our gladness 
proclaim that we serve a good Master.
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“In my flesh shall I see God.” — Job xix. 26.

Mark the subject of Job’s devout anticipation—“I shall see God.” 
He does not say, “I shall see the saints,”—though doubtless that 

will be untold felicity,—but “I shall see God.” It is not, “I shall see the 
pearly gates, I shall behold the walls of jasper, I shall gaze upon the 
crowns of gold,” but “I shall see God.” This is the sum and substance 
of heaven, this is the joyful hope of all believers. It is their delight to 
see Him now in the ordinances by faith. They love to behold Him 
in communion and in prayer; but there in heaven they shall have an 
open and unclouded vision, and thus seeing “Him as He is,” shall be 
made completely like Him. Likeness to God—what can we wish for 
more? And a sight of God—what can we desire better? Some read the 
passage, “Yet, I shall see God in my flesh,” and find here an allusion to 
Christ, as the “Word made flesh,” and that glorious beholding of Him 
which shall be the splendor of the latter days. Whether so or not, it is 
certain that Christ shall be the object of our eternal vision; nor shall 
we ever want any joy beyond that of seeing Him. Think not that this 
will be a narrow sphere for the mind to dwell in. It is but one source of 
delight, but that source is infinite. All His attributes shall be subjects 
for contemplation, and as He is infinite under each aspect, there is no 
fear of exhaustion. His works, His gifts, His love to us, and His glory 
in all His purposes, and in all His actions, these shall make a theme 
which will be ever new. The patriarch looked forward to this sight of 
God as a personal enjoyment. “Whom mine eyes shall behold, and 
not another.” Take realizing views of heaven’s bliss; think what it will 
be to you. “Thine eyes shall see the King in His beauty.” All earthly 
brightness fades and darkens as we gaze upon it, but here is a brightness 
which can never dim, a glory which can never fade—“I shall see God.”
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“I have prayed for thee.” — Luke xxii. 32.

How encouraging is the thought of the Redeemer’s never-ceasing 
intercession for us. When we pray, He pleads for us; and when we 

are not praying, He is advocating our cause, and by His supplications 
shielding us from unseen dangers. Notice the word of comfort addressed 
to Peter—“Simon, Simon, Satan hath desired to have you that he may 
sift you as wheat; but”—what? “But go and pray for yourself.” That 
would be good advice, but it is not so written. Neither does he say, “But 
I will keep you watchful, and so you shall be preserved.” That were a 
great blessing. No, it is, “But I have prayed for thee, that thy faith fail 
not.” We little know what we owe to our Saviour’s prayers. When we 
reach the hill-tops of heaven, and look back upon all the way whereby 
the Lord our God hath led us, how we shall praise Him who, before 
the eternal throne, undid the mischief which Satan was doing upon 
earth. How shall we thank Him because He never held His peace, but 
day and night pointed to the wounds upon His hands, and carried our 
names upon His breastplate! Even before Satan had begun to tempt, 
Jesus had forestalled him and entered a plea in heaven. Mercy outruns 
malice. Mark, He does not say, “Satan hath sifted you, and therefore 
I will pray,” but “Satan hath desired to have you.” He checks Satan 
even in his very desire, and nips it in the bud. He does not say, “But 
I have desired to pray for you.” No, but “I have prayed for you; I have 
done it already; I have gone to court and entered a counterplea even 
before an accusation is made.” O Jesus, what a comfort it is that Thou 
hast pleaded our cause against our unseen enemies; countermined their 
mines, and unmasked their ambushes. Here is matter for joy, gratitude, 
hope, and confidence.
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“I have yet to speak on God’s behalf.” — Job xxxvi. 2.

We ought not to court publicity for our virtue, or notoriety for 
our zeal; but, at the same time, it is a sin to be always seeking 

to hide that which God has bestowed upon us for the good of others. 
A Christian is not to be a village in a valley, but “a city set upon a hill;” 
he is not to be a candle under a bushel, but a candle in a candlestick, 
giving light to all. Retirement may be lovely in its season, and to 
hide one’s self is doubtless modest, but the hiding of Christ in us can 
never be justified, and the keeping back of truth which is precious to 
ourselves, is a sin against others and an offence against God. If you 
are of a nervous temperament and of retiring disposition, take care 
that you do not too much indulge this trembling propensity, lest you 
should be useless to the church. Seek in the name of Him who was 
not ashamed of you to do some little violence to your feelings, and tell 
to others what Christ has told to you. If thou canst not speak with 
trumpet tongue, use the still, small voice. If the pulpit must not be thy 
tribune, if the press may not carry on its wings thy words, yet say with 
Peter and John, “Silver and gold have I none, but such as I have give I 
unto thee.” By Sychar’s well talk to the Samaritan woman, if thou canst 
not on the mountain preach a sermon; utter the praises of Jesus in the 
house, if not in the temple; in the field, if not upon the exchange; in 
the midst of thine own household, if thou canst not in the midst of 
the great family of man. From the hidden springs within let sweetly 
flowing rivulets of testimony flow forth, giving drink to every passer 
by. Hide not thy talent; trade with it; and thou shalt bring in good 
interest to thy Lord and Master. To speak for God will be refreshing 
to ourselves, cheering to saints, useful to sinners, and honoring to 
the Saviour. Dumb children are an affliction to their parents. Lord, 
unloose all Thy children’s tongues.
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“The iron did swim.” — 2 Kings vi 9.

The axe-head seemed hopelessly lost, and as it was borrowed, the 
honor of the prophetic band was likely to be imperilled, and so 

the name of their God to be compromised. Contrary to all expectation, 
the iron was made to mount from the depth of the stream and to 
swim; for things impossible with man are possible with God. I knew 
a man in Christ but a few years ago who was called to undertake a 
work far exceeding his strength. It appeared so difficult as to involve 
absurdity in the bare idea of attempting it. Yet he was called thereto, 
and his faith rose with the occasion; God honored his faith, unlooked-
for aid was sent, and the iron did swim. Another of the Lord’s family 
was in grievous financial straits; he was able to meet all claims, and 
much more, if he could have realized a certain portion of his estate, 
but he was overtaken with a sudden pressure; he sought for friends 
in vain, but faith led him to the unfailing Helper, and lo! the trouble 
was averted, his footsteps were enlarged, and the iron did swim. A 
third had a sorrowful case of depravity to deal with. He had taught, 
reproved, warned, invited, and interceded, but all in vain. Old Adam 
was too strong for young Melancthon, the stubborn spirit would not 
relent. Then came an agony of prayer, and before long a blessed answer 
was sent from heaven. The hard heart was broken, the iron did swim.

Beloved reader, what is thy desperate case? What heavy matter hast 
thou in hand this evening? Bring it hither. The God of the prophets 
lives, and lives to help His saints. He will not suffer thee to lack any 
good thing. Believe thou in the Lord of Hosts! Approach Him pleading 
the name of Jesus, and the iron shall swim; thou too shalt see the finger 
of God working marvels for His people. According to thy faith be it 
unto thee, and yet again the iron shall swim. 
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“Beginning to sink, he cried, saying, Lord, save me.” 

 — Matthew xiv. 30,

S-inking times are praying times with the Lord’s servants. Peter 
-neglected prayer at starting upon his venturous journey, but when 

he began to sink his danger made him a suppliant, and his cry, though 
late, was not too late. In our hours of bodily pain and mental anguish, 
we find ourselves as naturally driven to prayer as the wreck is driven 
upon the shore by the waves. The fox hies to its hole for protection; 
the bird flies to the wood for shelter; and even so the tried believer 
hastens to the mercy-seat for safety. Heaven’s great harbor of refuge 
is All-prayer; thousands of weather-beaten vessels have found a haven 
there, and the moment a storm comes on, it is wise for us to make for 
it with all sail.

Short prayers are long enough. There were but three words in 
the petition which Peter gasped out, but they were sufficient for his 
purpose. Not length but strength is desirable. A sense of need is a 
mighty teacher of brevity. If our prayers had less of the tail feathers 
of pride and more wing, they would be all the better. Verbiage is to 
devotion as chaff to the wheat. Precious things lie in small compass, 
and all that is real prayer in many a long address might have been 
uttered in a petition as short as that of Peter.

Our extremities are the Lord’s opportunities. Immediately a keen 
sense of danger forces an anxious cry from us the ear of Jesus hears, 
and with Him ear and heart go together, and the hand does not long 
linger. At the last moment we appeal to our Master, but His swift hand 
makes up for our delays by instant and effectual action. Are we nearly 
engulfed by the boisterous waters of affliction? let us then lift up our 
souls unto our Saviour, and we may rest assured that He will not suffer 
us to perish. When we can do nothing Jesus can do all things; let us 
enlist His powerful aid upon our side, and all will be well.
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“But I give myself unto prayer.” — Psalm cix. 4.

Lying tongues were busy against the reputation of David, but  
 he did not defend himself; he moved the case into a higher court, 

and pleaded before the great King Himself. Prayer is the safest method 
of replying to words of hatred. The Psalmist prayed in no cold-hearted 
manner; he gave himself to the exercise,—threw his whole soul and 
heart into it,—straining every sinew and muscle, as Jacob did when 
wrestling with the angel. Thus, and thus only, shall any of us speed 
at the throne of grace. As a shadow has no power because there is no 
substance in it, even so that supplication, in which a man’s proper 
self is not thoroughly present in agonizing earnestness and vehement 
desire, is utterly ineffectual, for it lacks that which would give it force. 
“Fervent prayer,” says an old divine, “like a cannon planted at the gates 
of heaven, makes them fly open.” The common fault with the most 
of us is our readiness to yield to distractions. Our thoughts go roving 
hither and thither, and we make little progress towards our desired 
end. Like quicksilver, our mind will not hold together, but rolls off 
this way and that. How great an evil this is! It injures us, and, what 
is worse, it insults our God. What should we think of a petitioner, if, 
while having an audience with a prince, he should be playing with a 
feather or catching a fly?

Continuance and perseverance are intended in the expression of 
our text. David did not cry once, and then relapse into silence; his 
holy clamor was continued till it brought down the blessing. Prayer 
must not be our chance work, but our daily business, our habit, and 
vocation. As artists give themselves to their models, and poets to their 
classical pursuits, so must we addict ourselves to prayer. We must be 
immersed in prayer as in our element, and so pray without ceasing. 
Lord, teach us so to pray that we may be more and more prevalent in 
supplication.
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