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CH.l\..PTER I. 

THE MATERIALS. 

'' He b·uildeth his lwitse as ci moth, and as a booth that the keepett· 
maketh.''-JoB xxvii. 18.

���· �-��1lt11110G, and frost, and sno,v ! November 
has come rou11d ag�ain ; and· now for 
tl1e dark: half-hours over the glowing 

fire ! for at this time, eve11 those busy people 
,v l1ose l1an<ls are never still, will not call us 
" idle," if ,ve thro,v aside our slates, and books, 
and work, a11d loo!r about us for something won
derful: Yes, our minds can go out for a11 airing· 
in spite of the "\\1eatl1�r, and they will soo11 find 
a. numbe1: of real wonders at wl1Jch to look-

D 



6 ON BUlLDlNG HOUSE�. 

wonders that are often· 1ost sig·l1t of in the bustle 
and g·lare of tl1e day-tin1e. 

Did you ever think before that you were aJl 
builders 1 Yes, you are ; and you are all build
ing\ as fast as ever you can, houses i11 whicl1 
your souls exist. 

When a man builds a house of brick or stone, 
the appointed or regular surveyor comes round to 
see if he is making it safe and strong ; and this 
evening I am g·oing to bring the Surveyor to look 
at this wonderful street of houses, ,vhich I see 
rising up in th.is very room. First, we must 
1oo1{ at the materials ; and then we must ex
amine the foundations,-for of course yo11 all 
want houses that will keep the weather out. 

Your souls do not want such a. house as I 
helped to make once, 011 a cold, frosty, winter's· 
day. 'l'he snow had been falling· for hours, when 
I and my brothers ran out to l1ave all sorts of 
fun. We made paths i11 the snow ; ,ve made 
balls, and pelted each other ; we found long icicles 
hanging to tl1e spout of the pump, wl1ich of cour_se 
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,ve at� ; and tl1en when we wanted sometl1ing� 
fresh to do, 011e of my brothers cried out-

" Let us build a snow-l1ouse, large e11ough to 
l1old us all I " 

Could there be better ·fun for children 1 No, I 
do not think there could ; and ,ve were soon as 
l1ard at work as any set of bricklayers and car
penters that ever you saw. Our tools were our 
garden spades, and · ,vith these we quickly cleared 
a large space of ea�th, piling up all .the snovv 
which we removed

,. 
�o make our ,valls. We left a 

narro,v aperture for the door-way, but ,, ... e thought 
as the ,veather was so very cold we could do with
out a window. Q,ur work went on very fast, for 
,ve did it all with. a will; my post ,vas inside the 
house, and I had to beat down the snow th·at m,y 
brotl1ers piled up from without, and to .shape and 
smooth the walls. On ·we toiled, till at last they 
rose above our heads, and then we agreed that- it 
was time .to make the roof. How was this to be 
done 1 We had to think a little over it. but at 
last we thought of the long sticks which the 

n2 



8 ON BUILDING HOUSES. 

gardener used in the spi1ing, for his peas and 
beans ; these were our rafters-for we laid them 
across the house fron1 wall to wall, and then piled 
tl1e snow upon them. The11 the house was com
plete, and we were full of joy. I must own that 
we had to stoop very low to get in at the door
way; but still, that did not matter much-we 
thought it was the nices�, w�rmest, snuggest little 
house tl1at ever had been. We pleased ourselves 
,vitl1 · thinking how much. more comfortable it 
would be to spend a r1igl1t in there, than wander
ing about in the snow outside ; and ,ve thought 
over all the stories we l1ad heard about travellers 
in the Arctic region�, and agreed tl1at a snow
house was not such a bad shelter after all, It 
"ras well for us that we could not do as ,ve liked, 
or I fancy ,ve should have passed at least part of 
tl1e night out there in the cold ; but wl1en the 
bell rang for our school-room tea, all our bright 
dreams l1ad to vanis�, and ,ve were soon lying' in 
our co1nfortable beds, ,vith a better roof over our 
l1eads than that of snow . 
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But what becan1e of our beautiful house 1 
Alas ! alas ! tha.t very night it began to rain, and 
as the heavy drops came down, the snow melted, 
and, sad -to say, i11 the morning the roof had fallen 
in ; and though the "ralls last�d many days, yet 
every hour they were sinking away inch by inch, 
till at last the1:e was not even one little white 
patch left to show wh.ere our beautiful building· 
had once stood. Ah ! it was formed of bad 
materials ; th-e rain soon made an end of it. 

A house th.at cannot keep the rain out is not 
of much us�, is it 1 It disappear� just when you 
want it most ; for in fine weather, when the sun 
is shining

,, 
and the birds are singing, it is pleasant 

to sit out of doors and enjoy the air. This is why 
I should very much like to know of what kind of 
materials you are building the houses in wb.ich 
your souls are to exist ; because I should be so 
sorry to see then1 melt a,vay as mine did, and 
to hear you cry out, "The rain and wind have 
come, and I have no shelter-no shelt_er-n1y· 
house has tumbled down." I daresay you laugh, 
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becau�e it is fine just now, and your l1ouse looks 
bright and promising; b_ut I am com_ing round, 
to-night like the surveyor, to l{nock at every. 
door, and see ,vhether each buildtng is fit for 
anyone to live in. 

Do you know wi�h what you are building 1 
With Hopes and Expectations ; those are the 

b! .. icks. It does not need a train of �arts, with 
E>training horses, to carry these n1aterials, doe� 
it 1 No. It is a very quiet work, and every
thing' li�s close at l1and. A!ld who . do y0u think 
the builder is·? Ah ! the builder .. is the· Mind. 
A clever, cunning, acpive fellow he is, and the 
,vay in which he piles up hopes on hopes, · a11d 
expectations on expectations, is something won
derful. He generally makes the beams of Good 
Resolutions, and though th�se often crack and 
break, he has such � .stock on hand, that he 
quickly replaces the broken ones ,vith others. 

You did not think before, did you, that your 
soul was living. in a house of hopes 1 But it is ; 
for the human soul is sucl1 a restless thi,ng, that it 
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is al \'\rays looking forward to the future. You do 
not care so n1ucl1 about the present minute, you 
are hopirig for something better-this evening, or 
to-1norrow, or the next day ; then if you have 
failed in anything to-day, you ma�e up your mind 
to do better to-morro,v. 

'· When I a1n a :i;nan, I will do this and that," 
says the boy. "Whe11 I am a woman, I shall be 
•this and tha�," says the girl. Al1 ! and in between
that time, there lie a thousand smalleF hopes ;
and so your busy mind is alway·s building· a house
for youi' soul to rest in. I wonder what you are
hoping' for just this minute 1 I am sure your mind
is busy with something that is going' to happen.
Now come ! let n1e try and guess 1 Are you
hoping that it will be fine next Saturday for the
cricket match 1 Or that your side will win at
football 1 Or that, in the next holidays, you will
get some fishing, or boating, or sl1ooting 1 Or are
you thinking of a party, and of a beautiful dress
to wear at it 1 Or, is it a splendid new toy you
are counting� on for your next birthday present '{
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Or, come ! perl1aps, it is only a cake for tea 1 
Still,. I am quite sure you are building with hopes 
of ·some kind. I ,vill tell you-of what you remind 
me. Long ago-it may have been in the Spring of 
the same year in. which we built the snow-house, 
I cannot be sure-some one gave us a number of 
pieces of paper, covered with· little black �ots. 
These dots, we �ere told, were the eggs laid by 
some moths, and out of them, as the weather 
grew warmer, ,vould creep silk-worms. We were 
all much delighted; you may be sure, and some 

' 

of us laid our papers in open boxes in the 
. 

. 

green-house, but the otl1ers carried theirs in 
their pockets, th�t they might· hatch the sooner. 
Som� boys have very odd ,vays, peculiar to 
themselves ; this we all know. It was not 
Io°:g before I saw tiny black \Vorms creeping 
about the paper ; these I shook carefully off 
into another box, in which were lying some 
fresh lettuce-leaves. I l{new that n1y little silk
worms. would rather have dined upon m�lberry
leaves, but that wise old tree had not then 
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opened his buds, so there were no n1ulberry-leaves 
to be had. The mulberry-tree is a foreigner, 
and I do not think l1e much likes our changeable 
climate ; he waits till the weather is pretty well 
settled before he dresses for the sumn1er. So the 
silkworms had to d? the best they could for some 
,veeks upon lettuce-leaves, and certainly they did 
not starve. Oh, how the little creatures ate ! 
They were al,vays at it, and as they grew larg�er 
they seemed to be trying which of them could 
take the largest mouthful. As you 1nay suppose, 
they grew very fast-so fast, that their slrins soo11 
became too sn1all for them ; then they ceas�d 
eating for a little ,vhile, till they could slip out of 
the old skins,� and start away in new ones. This 
-happened several times, and then they were full
grown, about two inches in length ; then they
stopped eating altogether, and I found them
standing quite still, with their heads raised about
a quarter of an inch fron1 the leaves, as thougl1
they ,vere lost in tl1e deepest thought. And so I
daresay they were, for they were all of the1n



14 ON BUILDING IIOUSES. 

going to build houses, an9- the question was where 
to begin. One active fellow started off at once, in 
a . corner of the box ; the others I put into little 
twists of paper, and they were all quickly �t work. 
But with :\·,vbat do you think they· built 1 Did 
they go and get little bits of stick-, ·as th� bi�·ds 
do; or did they cut pieces Ol1t of the rose-leaves, 
as certain bees do 1 No, neither the one nor the 

. . 

other ; they built t�eir houses out of their O'Yn 
m�terials. The web which they wove a;bout them-

I • 

selves came .out of their own heads
,. 

and it ,vas 
wonderful to ·watch them busy at their w:ork, till, 
by degrees, the walls gre,v so thick that the 
builder was lost to view, and by and by all was 
as still as death. . The house of the moth was 

. 

finished. 
A.nd is not. this what· yoit are doing 1 Weaving 

around yourselves a gol<len web of varied hopes, 
amidst which you are spending your ·days. 

Is it not a good thing to have·a house 1 Yes, 
indeed, it is a very good thing, if the house is a 
good one; but to be a good one it must be fitted, 
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as I said before, to keep the \veather out. And I 
"rant to know if all these hqpes apd expectations 
that your busy mind is ,veaving a.round you, will 
shelter your soul on a rainy day, or when a storm 
of wind is blowing 1 

Wl1at is a booth 1 A booth is a _sort of little 
tent_, made out of the boughs of trees twisted 
closely together. It makes a very _fair shelter 
from the heat of the sun. Do you remember 
that Jonah had a booth in which to s1.t, while he 
waited outside the great city of Nineveh 1 His 
booth was made of a gourd which grew up very 
quickly, and with its large leaves made a Solt of 
summer:-house for him; but when the rough east 
wind came, the goui=d soon withered away, and 
left poor Jonah without a shelter. Have you 
ever 1nade a. booth 1 You can easiiy do so, if 
you like, when the summer comes.. Yon .must 
g.et some long st.ick�, and put, one end of each
deep into the earth, then you must tie their tops
firn1ly together, so that they may arcl1 over
to,vards each other ; when you have n1ade several
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n,rcl1es, one bel1ind tl1e other, you 1nust unite 
them by fixing other sticks along the top and 
sides, and then if you plant some gourd or 
vegetable-marrow seeds at the foot of each. up
right pole, you ,vill soon have a booth. It 
,vill be very pleasant to sit there in the fine, 
sunny- ,ve.ather, but if �yoll once try it in a 
l1eavy storm of wind and rain you will not 
want to do s� again-. 

There are two things which test. the value 
of _ tl1e materials of ,vhicl1 a house is built. I 
wonder if you ca11 guess ,vhat the.se are 1 Yes. 
The rain and wind. 

-

I went, not long .ag�o,. to look over a house, with 
a_ lady who wanted .to find a ho1ne. A-s I passed 
f�·om room t�J° room, I tl1ought, " This is a very 
pretty little place, I think anyone rniglit be 
very happy here. But suddenly tl1e lady said : 
"Oh, this will not do at all ! look there,. and 
there, and there,'' and sl1e pointed to the ceil
ing�s of the rooms, and to one of the walls. 
Then I sa,v that she was rigl1t, for on the 
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ceilii1g-s were larg'e da.rk patches, "1hich said, as 
phiinl�y as possible-the roof is bad, it lets in 
the rai11 ; a11d as for the wall, the paper there ,vas 
stained and dark, a11d peeling' off in places. The 
hol1se "ras badly built ; it let the weatl1er in. 
W oltld sl1ch a place do to live in 1 Certainly no 
"1ise person wol1ld take such a hot1se. 

And now I ",ant to kno"r ,vhether those 
houses in ,vhich your souls are living are any 
hetter built than· this. Perhaps you are wonder
ing' whatever t11e rain and "7i11d· can be, tl1at beat 
ag,ainst tl1e houses that the 1\/Jind builds. I ,vill 
try and mr"ke it plain to you. I think Sickness is 
tl1e rain that often melts a"ray our l1opes; and I 
think Trouble, and Sorrow, and Adversity, like 
n1ig·hty "rinds, often make a ruin of all Olli' brig,ht 
plans. 

Am I 11ot right 1 Yes ; I think you under
stand me 11Ow. These are the thing's that test 
the hot1ses of hopes. y\T ould you like to see one 
tested 1 You shall. There was a young' lady 
once, 1vl10 bl1ilt a house of hopes about a party 
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t,hat she was to give. She had her dress pre
pared with g�reat care, and her ornaments made 
bright and pretty, and a wreath of white lilies all 
spangled with gold to wear llpon her head; but 
when. the gue�ts had arrived, and the music ,vas 
sounding below, and the voice of mirth could be 
heard, she was lying on her bed in pain and sorrow, 
and the only visitor she saw that night was the 
doctor, who forbade her to rais� her ac.hing head 
from the pillow. He spoke words of pity which 
she did not care to hear, for she knew that he 
thought 'nothing of her poor fragile ·booth; but 
when he was gone, sl1e turned and· gazed at the 
spangled wreath, lying unused upon· her table, and 
shed bitter tears of disappointment. Hers had 
been hopes which a little sickness, like a l)assing� 
shower, could melt away for ever. It was not 
much better tl1an the snow-house, ,vas it 1 It·was 
a poor sort of shelter when the sickness came. 

Perhaps yot1 say : " But ray hopes are not 
such poor tliings as that ; ma11y a passing sick-
11ess may come ancl go, but it could not crush· 
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,niy· hopes. I am looking forward to life ; I 
l1ope to g·et 011 ; I hope to win m·y ,vay to n�n1e 
and _fame." Oh, I see ! then yours is a fine big 
tovver, and you think it ,vill still ra.ise its lofty 
l1ead in spite of every shower that can beat upon 
it. But· have you thought that sometimes the 
rain goes 011 a11d on for days, and weeks, and 
months, and years 1 Would your tower stand if 
yo_u were lying, like a poor lad of whom I l1eard 
the other day, on a bed of sickness ? Not just 
for a day or tvv·o, but alivays. And what do you 
think it was that laid him- down 1 Only the blow 
of a cricket-ball upon his knee; yet it is feared 
that he will never be well again. Mind, I do not 
say that siclcness will come to you; I only want 
you to see whether,· if it did, your hopes ,vould 
still stand. I an1 afraid tl1at great big to,ver of 
yours would not be worth much, would it 1

But ,ve must not forg·et -the winds. Trouble 
and trial come like mighty ,vinds, and make fine 
havoc a1nongst the houses of hopes. God says : 
"He bringeth the vvind out of His treasuries;" 
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and, "'l,l1ou canst not tell whence it cometh or 
whitl1er it goeth.'' Nor can we guard against the 
blasts of trouble that co1ne and go in this world. 

Have you ever been -out in a tremendous gale 
of wind ? I ,vas on a fort once, in the south of 
England, ,vhen so fierce a blast came from the 
sea that I could not stir a step, and for a 
n1on1ent I was- lifted off my feet. I never felt 

I, 

more helpless, for I could not stir to find a 
place of shelter. We do not k:now much of the 
force of tl1e wind in this country; the storms 
n1entioned in tl1e Bible are the terrible tor
nadoes a.nd cyclones that sweep over eastern 
lands. There is a 1vhirlwind spoken of in the 
Book of Job. It is said that Job· had seven 
sons and th.ree daug�hters, w.ho were spending 
their tin1e in feasting and revelry ; and Goel 
pern1itte-d Satan to send a '' great ,vind fro111 
the wjlderness, and s�note the four corners of 
the house, and it fell 11pon the young men," 
and all died beneath its ruins. No doubt tl1at 

' 

was a ,vhirl\vind. A whirlwind is forined by 



1'HE M.A. TE RIALS. 21 

t,vo currents of air n1eeting each otner, when 
they rush rapidly round and round, and catch 
up water, or dust, or whatever is near them, 
and carry it along with a whirling motion. It 
is thought that ,vaterspouts are tl1us formed out 
at sea, or o,,.er lal{es, and fish have often been 
poured down on to dry land when these water
spouts have brolten. What a strange journey 
for a fish to tal{e -,- to g·o riding about· among 
the clouds ! Wl1en you re111en1ber ho,v heavy 
water is, it gives you son1e idea of the tre
mendous force of tl1e wild winds, that can gather 
up such a vast quantity, and carry it for miles 
over the land. 

Have you ever seen a waterspout 1 I have, and 
I will tel� you about it. We ,vere living, ,vben 
,ve sa,v it, far from the sea, in Berk:shire, and 
therefor"e it was all the more wonderful. I tl1ink 
I must have been about ten years old ; and one 
day we had just finished our dinner, wl1en 
.some one· said there was g·oing to be a heavy 
thunderstorm. A very blacl{ cloud ,vas sweeping 

C 



22 ON BUILDING HOUSES . 
. 

to,vards us, and the thunder was growling in 
the distance� I was not afraid· of tl1e lightning, 
as some child'ren are, for I had be�n taught 
that .God holds' the stottns in I-Iis Hand, and 
that they can only do whait He wills; so I ·was 
rather pleased to think of the · splendid flashes 
that I should soon see. .But, before I had left 
the table,011e of my .brothers, who had run to the 
window,-cried out,I "W_hat a funny cloud I" Our 
tutor turned round_, and .said at once, '' It is ·a 
waterspout I " As yol1 may suppos_e, we were all 
at the window in a. 1n0ment to see the great 
woil.der, It �as, indeed, a strange sight ! In 
the midst of dark clouds, . that loo.ked as black 
as ink, was a grey-coloured pillar; in the form 
of a c.ornucopia. It was rey.olving at a tremendollS 
paQe, whirled ·round and ,round by the win.ds that 
had gathered it up ; , the thick:er end ,vas in the 
clouds, the thinner came down 'towards the earth. 
Scarcely had we time to see all this, when it

burst; and the volumes of water pol1red out from 
t.he• lo,ver end on to tl1e earth. I do not re-
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membex· ,vhat became of our afternoon lessons ; I 
only know that. ot1r tutor was off in no time at all, 
,vith two of my brothers, to see �vhat had happened 
where it fell. I alll ve1�y sorry that I ,va.s not 
allowed to go; too, for tl1en I could_ have told you 
all about -it ; bt1t I heard afterwards that it had 
burst over a11 engine-house, about half-a-mile from 
us, and l1ad washed off the roof; and deluged the 
place with water. That is all that I can tell 
you of what I have seen myself of whirlwinds 
and waterspouts ; but I have read of the 
terrible work that a tornado does when it 
rages in India. There was .one in tp.e spi:ing, 
a few years back, which lifted a - larg�e boat 
out of the river, where, a minute before, it had 
been ,floating in peace, and carried it high t1p 
in the air for some distance, and then let it 
drop · upon a field where it ,vas · broken to 
pieces. A 11umber of other large boats were 
shattered in a minute or two; and then the 
dreadful w4irlwind swe-pt on till it reached· ·a 
village. The darkness was intense, only the roar 

C 2 
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of the storm could be heard, and the crashing· of 
the great trees, that were torn up roqts and all, 
and dashed about in the whirlpool of air, while a 
lurid glare lit up the horizon. It must, :indeed, 
hav-e been a terrible moment for those poor 
villagers ;_ but they had not long to think about it, 
for in less time than it takes to tell it, the wind 
rushed upon them, thre,v down the vv�alls, twisted 
off the roofs of the houses, and made most 
dreadful havoc. It is easy for 11s to sit here in 
safety and talk about it, but what must ·it l1ave 
been to have b-een there 1 Y Oll mig·ht have 
been treated like a poor cow, ,vhich was found 
afterwards an1ong the top br�.nches of a lofty 
tree. It was quite dead, of course; but there 
it hung, where the whirl\vind l1ad flung it, 
among the brolren boughs. I am sure tl1at 
at such a time the bravest heart would be ft1ll 
of terror. 

And is not the poor heart te!rified, when the 
blast of adversity sweeps over its fragile house 
of hopes 1 I am sure it is. I have heard 
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of some who l1ave been so crushed ,vhen the 
storm of tronble l1as burst upon them, that 
they have ended their own lives rather than 
1ace the ruin that has come upon tl1em. Oh, 
how terrible l But if you are still building a 
moth's house yours�lf, speal{ gently of such; 
for you do not know yet the weary days, the 
wakeful nig·hts, the panics of nervous terror, the 
anguish of heart, and sometimes the remorse, that 
such a poor soul feels, as it sees its once beautiful 
hopes dashed down for ever, and finds that it is 
left amidst the ruin, a disappointed thing. 

Yes, and these blasts of trouble crush the 
hopes of children, as weli as of grown-up people. 
When I was at school, there was a little girl 
there whose. p�rents "rere in a _good position in 
life, and she expected to be educated as a lady, 
and to be brought up to a life of ease a11d plea
sure ; but one morning a letter came to the lady 
who took care of her, saying that the child's 
father ,vas a ruined man, and that she must 
leave her comfortable home, and go ,vith hin1 
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to a foreign land, to spend lier years in toil and 
poverty. Poor ma11 ! he was wronged as well 
as ruined, but no one could shield him from the 
blast of trouble. 

Now, then, let us just look at youf· houses of 
hopes. Would they stand a storm like this 1 
If your father was to lose all his money

., 
or 

was to be too ill to work for· you, what would 
become of them 1 There are 1nany kinds of 
storms-there are tornadoes, and cyclones, and 
simoons-· and there, are many different kinds of 
trouble. I CR,nnot name half of them. But I 
am sure that if only one of them came your way, 
you would need a shelter; and I want to kno\\,.

whetl1er your hopes would be untouched if Sick
ness, or Pqverty, or $uffering was to come upon 
you 1

Po you kno,v that when builders want to run 
up their work s1ightly and quickly, in bad 
weather, they have all sorts of tricks, by which 
they qeceiye the surveyor, whose duty it is to 
see that the building is safe. I heard of one, 
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the other day, wl10 had built his wall in such 
bad weather that l1e knew it was bending out
,vards, and might fall at any minute ; so he 
ordered his 1nen to lean a number of long poles 
and planks against it, so that the surveyor's eye 
might be deceived. And so it was; and he let 
tl1e bad work pass. 

The strongest kind of house that can be built is 
made of good stone, and as tl1is lool{s better than 
bad bricks, it is a custom to cover the fronts of 
houses that have been made of second-rate bricks 
witb. white plaster, which is carefully marked out, 
to look like large blocks of stone. 

Is not this a sham 1 And the rain and wind, 
"\\7hich might beat for years against a granite 
house, soon begin to ,vear a,vay the plaster. I 
have seen houses with the plaster breaking off 
leaving the poor rp.aterial ,vitbin, in full view. 

Tl1ere are "�hole streets of plastered houses in 
London, and do you know tl1at the souls of hun
dreds and hundreds of people are living in houses 
of. hopes, covered over with the plaster of pro-
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fession. How is this ·1 · Well, there is a general 
state of secret fear among those who are building 
up hop·es a11d expectations ; they have see11 so 
many hopes bligl1ted by sickness a11d trial, that 
they always feel that chang�e and decay may come 
to them next, so they long· to have something that 
will stand the test when it does come. But will 
1nere professio11 shelter the soul from rain and 
wind, and keep the hopes from breaking down ? 
No, indeed ; it does not strengthen the wall at 
all, it only looks well to an unpractised eye. 
When the rain and win·d come, it soon wears 
away, and leaves the poor soul without a shelter. 

Only the other day, I stood by one -who had 
lived all her long life in one of these plastered 
houses. She had been a regular chapel-goer, 
she had had the name of being a Christian, but 
now·tbat weary sickness had come upon ber, all 
the plaster of her empty profession cot1ld do her 
no good, and she found l1erself unsheltered in the 
cold and rain. It was a sad sight, a very sad 
sight, to gaze at her poor anxious face� And out 
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of the rui11s of that l1ouse of false hopes and false 
professions, came this terrible cry, " There is no 
hope for me ! no hope for n1e ! O.h, I would give 
fifty thousand pounds, if I had them, for peace ! 
I would creep 011 my knees up the street if I 
could only get it." 

Well, there was one comfort, and a great com
fort, in her case; her soul had awakened to its 
misery and its danger, ere it · was too late to 
escape. But many and many a one goes on 
trusting to his plastered walls-to the profession 
he is n1aking-till the house falls on him, 
and he perishes in the ruins. Oh, dear ones, 
profession will not do for God. If you have 
been sheltering your .soul under the mere name 
of being a Christian, I hope you will run out 
of your plastered house this very evening. It 
is better to ,. stand outside, and cry to God 
" I have no shelter ! no shelter ! " than to go 
to sleep in an unsafe place. 

God Himself has looked upon tnese false pro
fessions; let us hear. what He says. about th.em. 
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"Because they have seduced my people, saying, 
Peace, and there was no peace ; and one built up 
a slender wall, and, lo, others daubed it with un
tempered mortar ; say unto them which daub it 
with untempered mortar, that it shall fall ; there 
shall be an overflowing shower ; and ye, 0 great 
l1ailstones, shall fall ; and a stormy wind shall rend 
it. Lo, ,vhen the wall is fallen, shall it not be 
said unto you, Where is the daubing wherewith 
ye have daubed it 1 Therefore thus saith the 
Lord God ; I will even rend it with a stormy 
wind in my. fury; and there shall be an over
flowing shower in ·mine anger, and great hail
stones in my fury to co11sume it. So will I break 
down the wall that ye have daubed with un
tempered morta!, and . bring it do,vn to the 
ground, so that the foundation thereof shall be · 
discovered in the 1nidst thereof : ... and ye shall 
know that I am the Lord." (E.zek. xiii. 10-14.) 

Did you ever go to see an old ruin 1 People 
are very fond of making excursions to look at 
ruins. I was staying in Dev.011shire once, and 
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my friends took me a long distance to see the 
ruin of a Cornish castle. The weather was not 
very fine when we started 011 our eicursio11, but 
by the time we had found our way along the 
overgrown paths to the spot where the castle 
stood, bowered in trees, it was pouring with 
1�ain. Did ,ve find a roof to shelter us there 1 
011 ! no ; the roof had fallen in long ago, and 
tl1ough barons and their trains had once feasted 
there, no voice welcomed_ us to the ancient halls ; 
tl1ere was neither food nor shelter to be found 
among those crumbling walls. We crept as best 
we could under the masses of luxuriant ivy that 
mantled the ancient gateway, or crouched in old 
window seats, cold an.d damp, ,vhile the hea.vy 
drops pattered on to the rank weeds tl1at carpeted 
the roofless chambers. And it may be that my 
voice reaches some poor soul now, that is stand
ing, shivering and weeping, amidst the ruin of 
its hopes. Gone-all gone. The bright expecta
tions with which life began have crumbled to 
nothing, and trouble and sickness are beating 
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on your poor, unsheltered head. Failed, every
tl1ing has failed, and every effort that yott have 
made to repair the dam�ge seems but to have 
hastened the fall. 0 h, poor soul ! listen, listen, 
there is a voice for you i11 the pelting rain, there 
is a ,vhisper on the dreary wind. It is the voice 
of One who loves you, and wl10 stands with open 
arms, crying to your shivering soul, " Come unto 
me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and 
I ivill give you 1�est." (Matt. xi_. 2 8.) 



CHAPTER II. 

THE SAND-A BAD FOU:NDATION. 

".And every one that heareth these sayings of mine, aud doeth them not, 
shall· be likened unto a foolish 1nan, ivhfoh built his house upon the 
sand : And tlte rain clesoended, anc'! the floods oanie, and the winds 
blew, and beat upon that house; ancl it fell: and great was th8 
fall of it."-MATT. vii. 26, 27. 

HE sands I oh, the beautiful sands I How 
lovely they look in the morning sun
lig·ht, when the tide is lo,v I Have Y<?ll; 

e':er been to the sea-side 1 If not, yot1 do not 
know all the fun thaji is to be had t1pon the 
golden sands. It was our very first -thought when 
,ve were children, and heard that .we were going 
to the sea-side, as to whether there were any 
sands at the place named. How anxiously ,ve 
used to ,vatcl1 the receding waves to see if our 
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desire was to be granted, and· then ho,v great was 
our joy a'S, spade in hand, \ve · raced down to the 
,vater's edg·e and bega11 our .. play. What did we 
play at 1 Why, we made large heaps of sand, and 
beat it do\vn as hard as "re could ; then, when ,ve 
had formed a fine big� castle, we made n1oats and 
earth,vorks between it a11d the sea, and the ft1n 
was to stand upon the castle, vvhen �he tide was 
coming in, and s.ee whose fortifications would re
sist the water longest. Splash, splash, came the 
little summer waves, ju·st as if they ,vere ·at play 
with us, running up a:nd running down ag�in, and 
seeming at fitst to pretend that they could not 
get at us, as we stood upon our mot1rtds. Then 
we would jump down and run after the water, and

cry, "Y 011 cannot catch us," and the moment t�e 
,vave rose to break ·again, we were back anq. on 
our castles, where it could not reach tis. ·All very 
well for a little time ; but steadily and quietly the 
water rose, and veTy ·soon there was a struggle to 
keep up the outworks, which somehow or other 
seemed to melt away, as if they ,vere niade of
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brown sugar; and at last those playful waves 
broke in against the tower itself, and very, very 
soon, the citadel was stormed, and we were in full 
retreat. 

As for paddling! that was _a joy that I never 
should have known ·anything about;. had riot a 
gr�at wave one day taken pity·upon_me, and c0me 
on to the shore with such a sudden ,splash and 
rush, that although I and ·my brother were play
ing above . the water-mark, we were up to our 
waists in water .in .a moment; and to our very 
great delight, we w�re wet through for once. 

But then there are-sueh treasures to be found 
.on the sands.! In some places· there are hanks of 
shells, in others there are beautiful pebbles and
cornelian, agate, and -amb-er. Shells are the 
houses of fishes, and most . beautiful homes they 
are. The doors of some of them open with hinges, 
and the walls are tinted with pink and saffr.on; 
the chamoers gleam with �11 tl1e hues of the rain
bow, and I do I\Ot .think that any king .. or queen 
has a more beautiful palace. lt ,vas II}J great joy 
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to gather baskets full of these pretty thi�gs ; I 
used to spend hours in searching for new varieties. 
But cot1ld we always play upon the sands 1 .Oh, 
no. When �he tide came t1p_, we had to get away 
on to the cliffs; and ,voe to those who should be 
caught; busy at their play, in some little sandy 
nook amongst the cliffs, for those gentle, laughing 
waves knew no mercy, they could hear no cries 
for pity; by a law· "'hich controlled them, they 
were bound to rise, and tl1ey would drown every
one who staJred within their reach. 

And what does the Lord Jesus mean by bl1ild
ing a house: upon the sand 1 I think He means 
founding ou1; hopes and expectations on any of 
the things of this world. ·The rain and v1ind test 
the walls, but the flood tests the foundation. 

I once saw, at a sea-side- place, two worn and 
broken posts sticking up out of the sand. I 
looked at them, and ,vondered how they came 
there, for there were no buildings near, nor was 
there a breakw·ater in sig·ht. Afterwards I was told 
they ,vere all tl18it remained of a house for a life-
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boat, wl1icli had once been built upon that sandy 
shore. The rain and wind had not destroyed tl1e 
"'-alls, but upon one wild winter's night the huge 
waves of the :flood-tide l1ad rolled in upon the 
house, and l1ad wasl1ed it all away, for it was 
built upon tl1e sand. 

And, dear ones ! it may be that sickness and 
trouble n1ay not come your way, to test your 
hopes, and melt away your expectations; but the 
flood, you know, must rise sooner or later, and 
then if your hop-es have been founded on the 
things of this ,vorld; tlie Lord says the house will 
fall down. Yes, it rnust fall, because sand cannot 
resist water. 

But what is the flood 1 I think the flood means 
Death ; because King David; speaking by the 
Spirit of God, says : " The ,va.ves of death com
passed me;" and Moses also says, "Thou carriest 
them away as with a flood." 

Now you will see how Death, like the great tide
wave upon the sea-shore, comes in; and sweeps 
everything away that belongs to this world. 

D 
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Sometimes in the evening, at low tide, I have 
seen the sands covered with castles and houses 
tl1at the c4ildren had built upon them. You c9uld 
hardly step without crushing some beautiful 1:>uild ... 
i�ng that · busy little han4s had made. But in 
the morning·, when tl1e tid� was ebbing again, 
how smooth a�d bright the sands were,-there 
�as not a single tr�ce of a11 the fine p11i1dings 
Qf the day before. Well, I think this world is 
very like the sands at low tide ; men and w9men 
�re busy everyw4ere building upon it houses of 
hopes, which n1ust all go do,vn bef<:�re the :r�sing� 
tide. 

Shall I tell you about a flood that I saw once 1 . 
., . 

I wilL; for I remen1ber it very V(�ll. It w�s not 
so very terrible as tl1e one ·of which the Lord 
speaks) wl1_en He say�, " and tl1� flo9d caµie ; " 
but still it· was a real fl9od, �11d peop�e whose 
houses were built on low gro11nd had tq be take11 
out of them i11 boats. For days and days, the 
great river that ran near. our house, had peen 
rusqing ·aio_ng at twice its- llSual -speed. In the 
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quiet evening you could hear the soleµin roar of 
the water, �s it �wept .tbroug� the arches of the 
fine old bridge, and rac�d �w�y towards the se�, 
as though there was not a m,oment to lose. Nor 
w.as there, for the rai� w�s still pouring down all 
over the country, and the great river laboured 
in vain to ca:rry it all away. 'The arches of the 
briq.ge seern.ed to g.row smaller and smaller every 
hour; thf3 pole to which the boats were ti�d 
in the summer seemed shorter and shorter ; and 
tbe osier--bed, wh�re th� swans lived, disappeared 
altogether. We. walked along on the towing
path, _to �e� the fine s�ght of the w�ter swirling .. 
along. I shall l1ever forget it ; great masses .of 
ta,wny foam fl.pated swiftly by 11�, and t];ie angry 
moan qf tl1e, stream, as it chafeq. ag·aiust every 
obstacle, seemed to say, '' Tak.e _care you don't 
stay too long, for a fl0_od is coming." vVhen we 
reached the locks, we •found the gTeat gates :fixe_d 
,vide ope:p., that :µ9thing mig·ht for one m�ment 
hinder the water in. its h��dlong rush. Beyond 
this, the towing-path had already dis�ppeared, 

D2 
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and we went home by other roads, for every 
minute the floods ,vere rising, and we did not 
want to be caught by them. Early the next 
:rp.orning, before I "\\1as up, there was a bustle 
i11 the house ; the men had come in to know 
what they were to do, for the floods were out, 
and the poor cows and horses ,vere knee deep 
in the water. My father soon had them taken 
away to a l1ill near us ; and I was very quickly 
up and dressed, and peering from my wi11dow 
at the new sig�ht. I could not see the river, 
but still I could see 'the sheets of ,vater ·over 
the meadows, and the strea1n running down the 
road.- To me it was all fun, you may be st1re, 
for I was too young· to think of those who would 
be aln1ost ruined by the floods lying· on their 
land. Hour by hour the water rose ; there ,vas 
very soon only a sn1all piece of g·ravel left dry 
in front of our door, and there we went to 
amuse ourselves. There was no "going out for 
a walk" that day, which ,pleasedl us well. A 
punt, too, was floating in the garden, and wl1en 
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we wen.t into the town we had to be p_unted 
along the street. Was not this fun for children 1 
I am afraid that when, after a few days, we 
heard that the wat�r was going down, we were 
not much pleased. The flood had no terrors for 
us, because our house stood l1igh a�d dry, and 
was so well founded that it ,vas almost the onl.y 
one, in the neighbourhood, into ,vhich the water 
did not come. It ,vould have been quite another 
thing if we had lived in some wooden cottag�e 
on the river's brink. How terrible to have 
awaked in the 11ight to fi.nd the �ushing stream
round us on every side, and the house sinking 
into it ! 

You see, a great deal depends ttpon the founda
tion, does it not 1 

Would you not think a man very foolish who 
was to build an expensive house on the sand 
without a foundation, where lie knew that floods 
were certain to come 1 I a1u sure you would. 
A11d do you wonder that when the Lord Jesus 
looked t1pon this world, and saw people building 



. 

42 ON BUILDING ·HOUSES. 

all tl1eir l1opes on a scene "rhere Dea.th is always 
busy, and where J uagment must some day fall, 
that He raised His voice and called them 
''foolish'' 1 It must have look�ed such strange 
folly to Him, especially when He kept warning 
them of their danger, and they were hearing� His 
words, but not doing tl1e things that He said. 
He is in heave11 no,v, b.ut He bas left \lS word 
tliat a terribl� stotm of Judgment will one day 
S"\V(jep over the wor la.

Do you know wliat- a stor111-wave is 1 It is 
forn1�d by the terrible wind called tl1e· Cyclone, 
,vhicli, as it t·uslie�s tdtihd arid round in its passage 

. . 

over the sea, masses tog�ether in its centre a g�reat 
quantity of· water.· Higher and higher the great 
,vave rises, till it towers f1�om thirty to forty feet 
above the usual level of the sea. Bow ,vould you 
iilte tb see sucl1 a g�reat wave rl1shing tdwards 
yoh 1 If you \\1ere bll tli� top of tlie gt·eat ciiffs at

M�rgate you might tremble to see it conlirtg; but 
if you were Oh a low sa1ia.y coast, and 110 hill ,vas 
near----what-the111 ·It wa·s ii1 India thut•the great 
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storm-wave of whicl1 I speak burst on the sl1ore. 
There was neither cliff nor hill near the spot, but 
the poor natives had built their houses on 'the low 
sandy islands, formed by the wash of two mighty 
rivers. But you say, '' Did they 11ot see it coming 
a ]orig way off, and get away before it broke 1 " 
No ; no eye saw it coining, �nd if anyone had 
do11e so, there would have been no time for 
escaping, for there was no · place of refuge near. 
It is true that, for nearly four hours before, a 
high tide had swept in over the low-lying· 1ands, 
and' had covered the rice-fields ; but the poor 
people thought nothing of that, and we11t to bed 
as usual. I wonder they could be so careless, for 
they had often been ,varned ; and I think yott 
,vill wonder, too, when I tell you �hat not ·-more 
than twelve years befdi"e an awful wave had 
drowned full fifty thousand people at that very 
spot. Yet they went to bed in their houses on 
the sand, though the terrible cyclo11e l1ad been 
raging fbr days, and the water was lying oh 
their lands. I daresay they thought that tliat 
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sma]l tidal wave "ras -all· that was coming 
from the storm for tl1at time. I am afraid 
they were so1nething like some people in this 
,vorld, and thougl1t there ,vas no danger at 
hand. At eleven o'clock all was qt1iet and still ; 
the terrible wind had ceased blowing, and the 
g-roves of cocoa-nut and palm trees were at rest
after their struggle with the storm. Wl1y was
it quiet 1 Because t11e danger was near-they
,vere in the centre of the storm where all was
still, and where the great storm-wave had bee11
piled up. At eleven, all were quietly asleep
and in peaceful rest, little thinking that the
mighty wall of water was eve11 then rushing
towards them. Was no one on the look out'?
No one. Was there no cry of danger 1 None ;
but before midnight, one wild waste of water was
surging over the islands fron1 side to side. What
a terrible moment it mt1st have been !. Some of
the poor people 1nanaged to get upon the roofs
of their houses ; but would the houses stand the
rush of the migl1ty flood 1 No ; tl1e water poured
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in at the doors and windo,vs ·so fast that the air 
could 11ot escape, and it blew off the roofs-so 
that they went floating away upon tl1e waves ; 
but the worst was yet to come, for, as the migl1ty 
torrent rush�d back again to the sea from whence 
it came_, it swept everything before it. Hundreds 
of tl1ousa11ds of men, women, and children were 
carried a,vay ; all tl1e flocks and herds went with 
it ; a11d behind it desolation reigned ! What a 
different sight the sun must have looked upon 
when he rose the ·next morning from that which 
had lai11 beneath his setting ray-s ! Every hiding 
place had been searched out-the holes in the 
ground where the rice was stored were all filled 
with the sn,lt water; and the only people who 
escaped were those who climbed. into tl1e trees, 
and clung to their strong boughs. Were there 
no boats ? Oh, yes ; tl1ere were many boats, 
but they were all carried away by the flood
they were of no more use than all the schemes 
of man's wisdom ,vill be when Christ rises up to 
judge this guilty world. 
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There are niany kinds of sand, white and red 
and gTey, but I ·never yet found any tl1at could 
k.eep the water o_ut; and -thei�e are rriany different
things oh 1vhich men build their hopes in tliis
woi·ld, but as far as they are concernea., deatl1

, 

puts an end to them all. Yes, bright and bea1.1-
tif ul houses of l1opes, many of them well fronted 
,vith the plaster of mere ohtward profession, stand 

. 
. ' 

rou1id us on every siae ; ·the wind arid the !ain 
may spare them for a time, but-when the flood 
comes, \Ve all know that they inust fall; we see 
it tiking place around ltS every day. 

':¥hen people want to fi11d out of what different 
particles sa11d is composed, they take sbnie of it 
up and examine it, and test it i11 various wa.ys; 
shall we this ·evening just have a look at some 
of the sand on �rhicl1 men build their houses 
of h-opes 1 Yes; and we will try, too, if we can 
find a· sand on which it is safe to build. 

Here is a beautiful kintl ! ""\,Vhy, it is all of 
gold ! How hea·vy it is, ho,v pi'eciot1s it is, and 
how it is sought after ! Heaps and l1eaps and 
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heaps of gold; surely this will do, surely the 
flood ,vill not be able to break through this ? 
Why, you see ",ith this we can get every luxury 
and comfort ; with this we can get the cleverest 
of doctors, a11d the best of medicine, if we should 
be ill. 

Well ! let us see. Just come ,vith me to this 
stately 1nansion, where there is all -that heart 
cot1ld wish. Why is there such ·a h.ush? Why 
do the ma11y servants move· about with such 
noiseless steps 1 and ,v_hy do they talk in sucl1 
low whispers, atid look so grave� It is -because 
the flood is. i .. isirig round the 111istress a11d owner 
of it all. Her hopes have been built upon g·old ; 
they are resting there still ; will the g·olden sand 
keep the tide out ? The best physician of the 
chief city in the land is by her side. 

'' Doctor," she cries, "I will· give you b�lf my 
property if you will only grant me a few da.ys 
longer!" 

Would he have liked the money ? I am sure 
he ,vould. Well, could he not bank out the 
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waves with all his ·s]{ill for just a few days 
longer 1

"I oari,not," he replies; "you have but a few 
l1ours to live." 

No, the golde11 sa11d is not of the slightest 
use ; l1igher and higher rises tl1e tide of Death, 
and as she �ees her hol1Be sink do\Yn. in hopeless 
ruin, sl1e is terrified to find that her soul 111ust 
meet alone, without a shelter, the rush of the 
deep ,vaters of Death. Two clerg�ymen are 
hastily summoned to her side, and once more 
she tries the value of her golden sand. 

"Sjr," she cries, t.o one of them, "I would 
gi.ve you the whole of my fortune, if Y?U would 
but go with n1e through the dark valley ! " 

" I carinot," 110 replies ; " only Jesus can be 
with you there." 

" O];i. I" she moans, " I do not kno�, Him," and 
sinks into tl1e floods alone. 

Shall I tell yot1 how I learnt of what little use 
the golden sand is 1 I learnt that lesson in tl1e 
midst of a large and wealthy town. I had go11e 
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there to ,vatch by the bedside of 011e I loved very 
dearly. The rain and wind had beaten wildly 
over him, and I knew that the floods were rising 
steadily about l1im.. Restless and sorrow-stricken, 
I walked out into the bustling streets; little to 
me then was all their tide of wealth and fashion ! 
From shop to shop I wandered, with- but one 
thought in my l1eart, Could I not buy something 
to do the sufferer good 1 Co11ld I not find some
thing amidst all the luxury of that great town to 
still the fevered pulse, and to quiet the wandering 
brain ; to roll back the rising flood that would 
bear my dear one from me 1 Could money do 
nothing to stay the storm 1 Vainly I searched 
window after window : the solemn answer, " No
thing, notl1ing," came back upon my soul. All 
the wealth of all the Indies could riot bank out 
that rising flood for one short day. 

Yes ; by the death-bed one learns what it is to 
meet a force, which ma11 with all his boasting is 
powerless to· resist. "They that trust in their 
,vealth, and boast themselves in the multitude of 
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their riches ; none of them can by any m�ans 
redeem his brother, nor· give to God a ransom for 
hin1." (Psalm xlix. ·6, 7.) 

Well, it is plain that golden sand i� qf �o 
use as a foundation·; let µs look at anotl1er 
sort. Honours and fan1e· are here ; er.owns and 
scept11es, kneeling 9ro.,vds and boo1ning cannop. ; 
high degrees .and laurel • wreaths. Let us 
see if this ,vill do to build our hopes on 1 

·.&. 

While I talk • to yo.t1, a .mempry of my ye:ry
early days . qom,�s floating.. .h��k _tQ :µle. -I re
n1e1nber nothtng befo1--e, aiud -nothing after -it;
it is a pictµre stanq.ing ·by. itself. I -a111 in an
01)en carriage ,vhich i� weqged in tigl�tly by
a 11umber of other vehicles, blockif\g t11� street
of an a11cient city ; my f atl1er ca-tch_es. 111e
i� his ar1n.s, and ho]ds me -hjgh · above his
head ; every ,v�ndo,v above me is a.Jive w1th
eag�T faces, ever)r balcony aroqnd n;:ie is crowded
with human forms ; a ·waving sea of livi�g· beings

' 

heaves and throbs ben_eath me.. Suddenly, a roar
like thunder. s,vells · up th.e · ancient street, a.nd
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pu,rsts i11to a frenzied peal on -every side. "Look 
at him I look at him ! " cries my f�ther, as he 
l1olds me yet· hig·her in th� air. "Do yo11 see 
him 1 do yot1 see him 1 Th,� Dqke ! �he Duke ! " 
Did I see hin1 1 Ah I I do not kno,v ; th� 
waving hats and handkerchiefs, the shquting 
crowd terrified me_: and what did I then know, 
baby that I was, qf England's g·reatest soldier? 
He had com� to the gTey old l1alls of n1y native 
city to receive the i1ig·hest 4onour� that the tirst 
University of the la11d could be�tow i1pon him ; 
for high honou:rs were l1is pprtiq�1 from the Queen 
�nd cot-intry •he had served so ��11. A f �,v y�ars 
more, a11q. I �rµ sitttpg' 1n a qqiet schoolroom at 
my lessons, wh�11 sudq.enly tb.e q.oor is l;>urst open 
by an e;cited serva�1t, who shouts throu.gh the 
room, " The Puke is dea.d ! the Duke is· dead ! " 
Anq soon after, in the cold, c1ark morning; I am 
roused fr01n my sleep, l1astily dressed, and am put 
into a carriage, which. is soon splashing its way 
through t�1e waters of a deep flood to the railway
statior1. It is the funeral day, and I am to se.e 



52 ON BJJILDING HOUSES. 

the great procession sweep through the streets 
of the mourning capital. Then, for ho�rs and 
hours ,ve sit at a. window,- a_nd wait and watch, 
while the crowd without grows thicker every 
1noment. The time seems very long to me ; but at 
last a strange, lo,v, piteous v\ra.il comes floating 
softly down the street. The crowd grows silent 
and grave, every face is turned one way ; there is 
no shouting, no cheering, no waving of handker
chiefs, only a mournful silence. Troop after troop 
of soldiers, with arms reversed and· crape t1pon 
their uniforn1s, march slowly past us ; there is 
crape, too, streaming� from the flags that have 
floated gaily through n1any a hard-fought- battle. 
But the mitsic-the strange, wild music-it wails 
and m9urns, and quivers over the silent crowd, as 
tl1ough it alone can fi·nd voice to tell th·e tale of 
a nation's sorrow ; and then the drums burst in 
,vith their sole1nn roll, a11d shake the windo,vs; 
and echo fron1 house to house, and dro,vn for an 
instant the ceaseless tran1p of passi11g feet ; and 
then come the coal-black horses, three a11d three, 
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with t�eir velvet drapings, and the nodding 
plumes upo11 their heads, drawing slowly and 
with difficulty the heavy bronze l1earse on which 
the coffin lies. The Duke is passing,-but no 
shout peals down the street, no handkerchief is 
waved, every lip is closed, every eye is fixed, 
every head is bared ; the wild notes of the wail
ing music die slowly away in the distance, the 
tra1np of the straining horses and the sound of 
the heavy wheels, alone break the silence. On 
the coffin I see a helmet that ,vill be ,vorn no 
more, and a sword that "'Till 11ever more be 
brandished ; and, after the hearse, there iR led a 
riderless steed; that will bear its master's weight 
no more. "Man being in houour abideth not," 
might, indeed, have bee11 blazoned over all that 
strange pageantry of deatl1. 

Honours ! eartl1ly, h<:>nours ·! ,vhat are they 1 
What were they th.en to him, whose spirit had 
passed for ever from -this scene 1 And yet upon 
this most uncertain sand-bank thousands of 
houses are reared. When the flood rises, this is 

E 
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a1tog·ether as po,verless as the golden sand--it 
ca1111ot withstand it for an hour. "As for man, 
his days· are as grass: as a flower of the field, so 
he flourish_etb. For the wind passeth over it, aricl 
it is yone; and the place thereof shall know it no 
more." (Ps. ciii. 15, 16.) 

How many a boy builds his hopes upon the 
honours that he wins at school ! Then comes his 
college life, and he goes on building and building, 
forgetting in �11 the bustle of his present glories 
tl1at the tide mus_t rise, and test both the work
and its foundation. A piece of very yellow paper 
lies before me now, while I chat to yot1 thus ; it 
,vas white -once, but time has turned it yello'.\V 
and grim, the lines upon it were ,vritten by a 
young man, who long ago was full of high hopes 
like some of yot1. God had nia�e him very 
clever, and ·his friends expected l1jm to do great 
things; but he had not long grown to ma11bood, 
ere tl1e floods bega11 to rise · abot1t bim. No 
hig·l1 degrees, no honours cotild banl{ out the 
flowing tide-no hand could stem t11e waves ; 
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and tl1us sadly he tells his sorrow over his life 
cut short. 

Childhood, that gav'st thy little hand 
To weakness great as tliine., e'en so 

Oame I, to thy peaceful land 
Long years ago ; 

Thought I then of- what lot hath found me 1 
That the promise of life should pass thus soon 1

Shadows of evening, ye darken around n1e 
At early noon ! 

Do not think for one moment that I mean by 
this, that you should not ,vork hard at yo.ur 
lessons. Oh, no !. God has given you a few years 
free from care,. and 0th.er occupations, in ,vhich 
your mind can be expanded, and its powers 
developed by education. But I do mean that the 
g·lorie-s and honoi1rs of tl1is poor ,vorld, are wortl1 
nothing in the presence of death. 

Well, ,ve must g4o on wit]1 our testing·. We 
have tried golden sand; we have tried honours 
and fame ; let us see if religio11 will do. 
"011, ·yes," you say, "tl1at'll do; \Ve are quite 

E2 
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sure religion will do ; the flood cannot reach 
the hopes that are built on that." Stop, stop ; 
do not be· too quick, for thousands_ and thou
sands of plastered houses are built on this 
foundation, and it is therefore very important 
to examine it well. What is this made of 1 
Why, here are traditions, false doctrines, com
mandments of men, and ordinances ; doings and 
tryings piled 011e upo11 the other, till a regular 
sand-cliff has been formed. It was standi�g 
high and dry, even in the days when t.he Son 
of God walked this earth a lonely stranger. 

. 
. 

He saw it, and He s·a"r, too, how II1a11y a 
hope was resting on this frail foundation; then 
He cried : '' This people honoure.th me with 
their lips, but their heart is far from me. 
Howbeit in vain do they• worship me, teaching 
for doctrines the commandments of men. For 
. 

. 

laying� aside the commandment of God, ye 
hold the traditi,on of men, as the washing of 
-pots and cups : and many other such like
things ye do." (Mark vii. 6-8.) This, this, indeed,
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is sand, a11d me11 have made it so lofty a 
bank, and so rock.-like, that thousands never 
find out tl1eir mistake till the flood is upon 
them. It is the most deceptive of all, and 
God cries over these commandments and doc
trines of men : " Touch not ; taste not ; handle 
not ; which ·all are to perish with the using." 
(Col. -ii. 21, 22.) 

The doings of our rninds a,1id bodies, are not 
a safe foundation for the hopes of ·our souls. 

·Have you not ·seen this sand-cliff 1 Do not
the traditions of men, and ordinances of human 
appointment, gro,v· more numerous every day 1 
Will these do to build a house upon 1 Will 
these ·bear up the soul when the flood rises 1 
Wh�n the poor body which did 'them, is sinking 
to decay 1 No, never. 

I read not long ago of a young man, ,vho 
thought to b11ild a glorious liouse upon this very 

-sand-cliff. He listened with eag'er ear to the
teaching of inen like himself, received their com
mandments as doctrines, and bo,ve·d to all that
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the Church e11joined.. He "rent to live in a 
monastery, ,vhere they told him he could better 
serve G'Od than in his own home. But even 
tl1ere evil thoughtd followed him.; he found them 
just as tronblesome, for the high walls and 
glooiny cells could not sht1t them out. Then he 
fasted, and scourged himself, and tried in every 
V\1ay, by punishing his poor body, to heal his 
soul. He learnt many prayers wl1ich men had 
made, and which they directed to be said at' all 
l101:1rs of the day an·d night. And novv he tl1ouglit 
his house was rising well-. ·-built up t1pon a sure 
foundation. The men about him praise-d him ; 
11,)ne, they said, was so holy as he. Months 
went by, and the poor body could bear no longer 
the fasts, and vigils, and scnurgings which �ere 
imposed t1pon it. Sickness came, and the flood
,vave slowly rose around the house of hopes·. 
"\V ould. the foundation beat up the building 1 
vV ould it last, as the rush of the deep waters 
g,athered around it 1 Were all these teachings of 
men, these doings and tryings, firm as tl1<? stead-
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fa.st rock 1 Ah, �10, they all failed him now ; 
tl1ey crumbled away like sand when God let in 
the floods. Nothing to rest on ; nothing had l1e, 
in spite of all he had done and suffered. Not 
one scrap of it could avail l1im now, for as the 
flood _came on, God, in Hi.s lov.e and mercy, let 
in a bean;i of light fron;i heaven, and showed him 
that he had been building his house 11pon the 
sand, and that it must perisl1 in the ,vaves. What 
was he _to do 1 Poor fellow, he had found out 
t1iat d9ings were of no use at all, for he could 
not do more than he had done, and yet it was 
all of no use to him now, for his heart was still 
bad, and he saw that nothing short of eternal 
qeath could expiate the guilt of even one of 
his past sins. " The soiil that �inneth, it shall 
die." Poor .fell ow I was there no way of _escape 
for him 1 Yes, there was, and he found it 
too, and I will tell you about it to:..morro,v . 
evening. 

So you see religion is no better than the other 
�inds of sand. I must say it looks better, but 
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that makes it all the more dangerous, because so 
many think it will bear them through Death and 
J :udg'ment. 

King Solomon tried every kind of sand, and 
every kind of l1ouse that could possibly be built 
upon it, and then whe11 he looked at the flood he 
cried, " Vanity of var1ities, all is vanity." 

Shall I tell you how to find ot1t where you1·

house is built 1 I will. Answer this question to 
God and you will know : " Would cleat?, if it 
came now, put an end to all that I most hope 
for 1" 

Answer it nou,, and answer it truly, and if yot1 
say "Yes," then you are where I wa.s once, for 
in days gone by I ..too had a lovely house 
upo11 the sand. But a.m I there now 1 No, 
no, no. It is a ruin now, and when I look at 
it, my heart is full of thankfulness that I am 
out of it. And of what does it remind me 1 
I will tell you. 

A year or two ago, I ,vent to a place at the 
sea-side which I had never visited before. It ,vas 



THE SAND-A BAD FOUNDATION. 61 

far away from the bustle of London; you could 
not even hear the wl1istle of the steam engine 
there, for there was no railway within ten miles 
of it. It was a pleasant, quiet little fishing 
town, but it was built upon a sandy shore, on 
,vhich the sea was steadily �ncroaching. On the 
first day after my arrival, I went out for a long· 
walk, to look about the place, and I wandered 
through the town,,. and on and on, along a 
pleasant country road, without caring much 
which way I went. Here and there the wood
bine hung out its· sweet blossoms on the hedges, 
and there . were clusters ·of wild roses which 
seemed tempting you ·to gather them. Then 
I thought I would find n1y wa.y over the 
country to the sea-shore, and so back, where 
the· waves were whispering upon· the shelving 
beach, to the old town. I soon found a 
pleasant lane which took t.he direction I wanted. 
A stiff hedge on either side shut out the view, 
but I followed it for a mile or so, and then it 
suddenly ended in ,vhat once had been a nice 
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farm-yard. What a desolate place it was! The 
dwe]ling-:house l1ad eitl1er fallen or been pl1lled 
down; heaps qf old bricks and timber marked the 
spot where once a comfortable home had been ; 
round about stood the sheds and barns, crumbling 
to ruin. No horRes were stabled in the empty 
stalls, no cattle lowed frorn the broken co,v -
houses ; the ,vell ,vas there, unused and un-
11eeded; a silence deep and mour11ftil brooded over 
all. Ra11k ,veeds raised their h ead_s in all direc
tions ; docks, a_nd- thistles, and briers seemed 
holding a court where once their ene!Ilies had 
reigned. As I g·azed about me, a bright red 
flower caught _my eye, peeping out from a hedge 
of tangled weeds. Wl1at was it 1 It was a 
lovely rose, a11d once had blosso1ned in a well
kept garden. 

And why all this desolation 1 I sat down 
1Jpon a heap of half-rotten timber to rest, and 
as I did so, a low, deep, l1nbroken roll . fell 
upon my ear. The s11n was sl1ining brig·htly, 
the larks sprang up from t.l1e stubble fields 
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around: and carolled gaily in the air-nothing 
could looh: fairer or brighter than nature did 
t.l1at day. But ,vhence that strange deep roll,
tl1at rose and fell so sole1nnly and un·ceasingly 1
I lrnew it ,vell ; it :\Vas the breakers of the
great, deep sea rolling in upon the shingle 
beach. Just a few steps an1idst the mournful 
rubbish heaps, and I stoo.d on the very edge of 
a high sand cliff, and below me I sa,v the 
breakers 1:ise and. fall. 

But why was the house. pulled do"rn ? Why 
was the place deserted 1 Was it not far above 
the reach of the ,vaves upon that high sand
cliff? 

Ah! Those quiet little waves had been doing 
strange work 11pon that coast� and when the 
tides ran high, and the ,vinter winds blew 
strongly, they had leaped upon that sandy cliff, 
and made its weak�ess the sport of their wild 
fury. It was told me afterwards by an aged 
woman, whose locks were grey, and whose form 
,vas bent with years, that when she was young, 
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that house had stood a ft1ll mile inlanq., far from 
the reach of the angry flood. What a mercy that 
those who had lived in it had taken warning in 
time, and had left it to its fate ! 

" Oh ! " but y·ou say, "no one would be 
so foolish as to live on in such a place of 
danger!" 

Ah ! do not, speak too hastily, because I lived 
once in just such a house. . I thought I · was 
building it far enough f�om the floods. '' I am
young," I said; "I have n1any years to live," and 
I busjly built my hopes upon the sands of earth. 
Do you ask how it was I found out my mistake 1 
It was due to nothing but the wonderful love and 
mercy of God Himself. He opened my ears, and 
I b'egan to hear a deep and solemn sound tha.t I 
had never heard before. I did not like it ; I tried 
to stop my ears, for down in my secret heart I 
knew what it was ; I knew it was the terrible 
roll of the sea called Eternity, and that I was 
building up earthly hopes in a place of danger. 
Then I tried to persuade myself that the flood 
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could 11ot come yet, for I fancied I was very 
h.appy in n1y fragile house, and . so1net-imes I
thought-as many others have done--that I
would rather perisl1 with it, tl1an leave it . I did
not think, as some have done-ah! as many do -
that the sand was -rock:, I knew well that the
words and deeds of my body could never give
life to my soul; but I thougl1t 1ny own house
suited my tas_tes best, and I wanted to live in it,
according to my own wild will.

I really ,vonder, as I look b_ack at the old ruin, 
l1ow I ?ould have thoug�ht so, but I did, and it 
"'as nothing but Love ,vhich I cannot understand, 
and w·hich through all eternity I shall never be 
able to praise enough, whicl1 "roke me up to a 
se1:1se of my danger, and got me out of the place. 
Ah ! peaceful nights and sunny days must co1ne 
to an end, and sooner or later tl1e flood must rise 
about you. You will need a shelter then, in.deed 

you will; for it is in love, in tender love, that the 
Lord J·esus �arns you of your danger. He

knows that " the hail shall sweep away the 
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refuge of lies, and the waters shall overflow the 
hiding· place." And- of every l1ouse upon the 
sand it shall be said, "ft fell, and· great u;as the 

fall of it."



CHAPTER III. 

THE DOOR OF ESCAPE; 

OR, 

THE WAY OFF THE SAND. 

"I arn the Door · 
, 

by 1ne if any man enter in 
he shall be saved.''-J OHN x. 9.

'' I am the Way; 
no ma1i cometh unto the .!lather 

but by nie.''-JoHN xiv. 6.

HAT a ,vonderful v?ord "escape" is ! 
With what a throbbing heart a poor 
slave mnst listen to it ! What hopes 

must rise in his mind as he bears for the first 
time that it is possible-that the ·way is open 
for him ! I ,vant to tell you this evening' 
about s01ne wonderful escapes ; but more than 
this, I ,vant each one of you to escape, for I 
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am sure we h:i.ve found out that the sand is a 
place of danger, indeed, and that the houses 
upon it are not safe. 

There is one thing about · which everybody 
agrees, and that is, that the flood of Deatl1 
is round us on every side, and that there is 
no way off the sand but through death. Is 
not this solemn 1 And, therefore, as it is the 
portion of each one to meet tl1is flood, it 
has always been a question with many, "Ho\v 
are we to get off the sand 1 " Do you want to 
know 1 I am sure you do ; and I hope you 
will escape this very evening, for there is

a Door of Escape, and an open Way through 
the flood, which every one who seeks finds. 
How is it, then, that all do not escape 1 I 
will tell you. It is because those who build 
houses on the sand really· love the place, for 
they are far off fi--on1 God, and have !10 idea 
of· what His holiness is. They do not take 
what He says to be strictly true, and some of 
them say that they are fit to venture into His 
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presence as they are; and otbers, ,vho really 
think it would be well to escape, try to build 
a bridge of good works over the deep waters. 

Would it 11ot be much 1nore simple just to 
believe what God says, when He tells us tl1at the 
floods a1"e deep with judg�ment, but that He has 
"devised means by which" we may be brought to 
Him safely 1 Oh ! yes. That is the simple wa)r, 
and the safe way .. 

It is only a short time since, I stood by a poor 
. 

old mari who was dying, and tried to s4ow him 
God's only Door of Escape. But when I told him 
where to find it, he quietly told me that "he 
had his own thoughts about these matters;" he 
did not "rant to escape that v-.ray; " l1e sbou ld 
soon ki10,v all about it," he said, "and l1e had. no 
fear of death." Quietly and calmly he san� in 
the waters, because he did not believe what God 
said about their being deep with judgment .. 

I fear a great many people think as he did, 
and take this fearful risk. Is it not strange, 
when the Lord Jesus stands crying·, '' I am 

F 
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the Door,. by me if any ma11 enter in lie shall

be saved" 1 
, Meet God we must. Is it 11ot better to meet 
Him as a Fat�er than as a Judge 1 " l am the 
\Vay," sa3rs the Lord; "no n1an cometh l1nto the 
]father but by me." 

What would you thinl{ of a person vvho should 
try to cr?ss a deep stre�m wl1ere there was no 
ford 1 I was at a place, a few years ago, where a 
little river ran into the sea ; there was no bridg�e 
across tl1e stream, but there "ras an a-ppointecl 
way for those ,v ho ,vished to cross it ; ther·e was 
a ferry-boat. It ,vas -a pretty sight to see the 
river and the ocean meet ; and I often ,vent 
down, when the tide was lovv, to watch. the min1ic 
,var that we11t on bet-wee� the opposing wat�:rs. 
Silently and swiftly the stream went sweepi11g 
past n1,�

1 
and to meet it, rose a raging arm�y of 

tawny waves, chafing and foa1ni11g, and dashi11g 
themselves against it, to fall one by 0110 like 
smitten warriors before a mighty fpe, Oh ! it 
was a- pretty sight, and I U$ed to staiid on the 



lo,v sand-ba11k tl1at stretched out towards the 
sea, and e11joy it thorougl1ly. Frolll that spot, to

the opposite side of the rivet, sttetched the har
bour-bar ; tl1is was a bank of sand and shingle, 
kept i11 its place by the opposing rush of riyer 
and sea. There, at low tide, the water was so 
clear that you Jnight fancy it to be only a fe,v 
inches deep, and, but for the swift rush of the 
stream, and the incessant hurs_ting of the tµrn
bling waves, it would .have been a safe way across 
to the other s1de. But as it was, if yot1 want�d 
to cross the riYer you had to w�lk abpqt h�lf
a-mile along the bank, and take the ferry-boat. 
One afternoon, I went over by the ferry to see 
some people who lived on. tl1e other· side; it was 
getting dusk before I returned, and as I stepped 
into the boat and seated myself, I pea.rd a 
gentleman vv ho was iu it., ask the ferrymall if 
" the body had been found yet 1 " " Noa;"' s�id 
the old man ; " r10r never will, he'll he swept fur 
out to sea, poor lad I " 

W.l1at could hav� happened 1 As soon as t4e
.

F 2 
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other people had left the boat, I asked the man 
what was tl1e- n1atter. And what do you think it 
was 1 Why, a boy, twelve years old, had thought 
that he was big enough to find his own way 
across the river, and l1e had tried to do so at 
the harbour-bar ! He was nearly at the other 
side, and thought himself safe, perha,ps, when 
the sand and shingle beneath his feet shifted, 
and the stream caught him and threw him down ; 
then, in a moment, the waves leaped on him, 
and beat him under. He could swim well, but 
swimming, was of no use amidst those angry 
waters, and he was swept away into the deep, 
dark sea. I walked hastily along the river-bank 
to the short woode11 pier, that formed one side 
of the little harbour. A quiet and 1nournful 
crowd had gathered there, and every eye was 
fixed on the dark boats that were gliding to a11d 
fro, just beyond the spot where the white foam 
of the breal{ing, waves marked the line of the 
harbour-bar. What were the men doing there 1 
They were dragging tJ1eir nets backwards. and 
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forwards, to find the poor lad's body, if they 
conld. It was a sad sight, for they said that 
on the 11arrow shingle bank I loved so ,vell, the 
mother was standing-retreating step by step as 
the mighty tide swept back the waters of the 
rushing river. Had the boy ever been warned 1 
Yes ; that very day he had been specially for
bidden to bathe at the harbour-bar; and not an 
hour before the accident happened he had been 
sent away from the very spot, by one whose 
duty it was to cry "Danger ! " I heard that 

.. 

he was a fine, brave boy, full of life and daring; 
and I have no doubt he felt, as I had often 
done, when looking at the shallo,v water, :, How 
much pleasanter to go over tlrere, than to toil 
all through the sand and grass to the ferry
boat ! " Silently I turned away; but again and 
again I looked back at the patient crowd upon 
the pier, and at the dark boats gliding noise
lessly over the deep waters, while to my ears 
came the plaintive cry- of the sea-birds, as they 
sped on their w11ite wings across the leaden sky. 
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Was it not foolish of the boy to have lost 
his life like t.his 1 Bttt is it not worse to risk 
your soul upt>h your own judgment as to ,vhethet 
the ,vaters of Death ai"e deep or sha.lldw 1 I 
think it is tnuch. worse, because the solil must 
exist for ever in the state in ,vhich it is, when 
Death comes upon tlie body. God says that 
all who do tty td cross; alone ,vill perish 
eternally, and ,vill be swept into a hell. from 
which they will never tise. If that poor boy 
had but listened to t1ie warnings he .had re
ceived, and believed the man who told l1im 
that the bank might shift at any moment; and 
that the stream was deeper and stronger than 
it look.ea, ·he might have 'been- �live and well 
at this very ·mdmeht. He despised the warning, 
and so did the poor old ma:� who died witl1out 
Christ. You see it is unbelief that tuins such 
souls. Ti1ey do not believe that it is God's 
voice at all that speaks in His Vl ord. 

It is plain, tli.en, that there is Iid escape fro1n 
the sand that way; is it not 1 We must find 
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a better ,vay ·than t'hat. No, there is 110 ford 
over that tiver, not is there a ferry either ; 
tl1e· wisdom of this ·world 1ooks round in vai11 
to find a footing throl1gh the flood. It is the 
eye oi faith alone that sees an open door and 
a dry path"'ay by which you may pass from 
the place of danger· to a place of Eaf ety in a 
moment .. 

I am ·g·oing to tell yott this ev�ni�g of some 
who have fou·nd tl1is Door and this ,vonderful 
Wa.y, and I do hope· that as you see how they 
esca1)ed, yot1 will escape also. Do not think that 
you ban build 8'.· bridge of goo� :Yorks that will 
bear you above the flood. Alas ! the soul is too 
ready to thir�k that it mltst do so�ething to 1

raise 
itself fi"om danger to safety. Do yoll remember 
1ny teliing you, a.11 e��ning ·or t,vo ago, of a young 
111an who had built all his hopes on the teaching . . 

of ot�.er men, and ,vl10 fonnd out jhst as he ,vas 
dying, that all this was 011ly sand. He was one 
,vh? was hoping to find �is o:wn way up �o God, 
but ,vhen the flood can1e raging jn, l1e was seized 
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with terror; for l1e sa ,v all his efforts, and all his 
l1oliness crumble a,vay into dust, and there was no 
"ray throug·h the flood for him. 

When we were little children, we were taken 
by our parents to stay a Bhort time at the sea
side. One of my brothers had 11ever seen the sea 
before, and of course he had no idea how large 
and deep it was. When we drew near our 
journey's end, he looked out of the window of the 
railway carriage, and caught sig·ht of a long pier, 
which men had built out into the water. "Oh ! " 
he crie{i, " there is a bridge .over the sea ! " I 
remember it, because everyone laug·hed at him for 
thinking that a bridg·e could be built over the sea. 
Well ! I think those who are building their hopes 
of safety on their own doings, and their own holi
ness, are very like people walking· down a pier; it 
comes to a sudden end, and the deep t1nbroken 
waters, lie beyond. Just at the very last, this 
poor young· 1uan came to the end of his doings. 
He saw that there was no way to God by that 
pier, and cried out in his terror for a Door of 
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Escape. Through God's infinite mercy there wa.s 
a man; even in that convent, who l1ad found 

' 

it for himself, and who had passed through it 
from a place of danger to a. place of safety. And 
what did tl1at one do 1 He pointed his dying 
friend to Christ; he told him of that One who 
had been through all the floods and billo,vs 
of God's judgment upon sin, and Who, having 
"abolished " death, had come forth from the 
grave, bringing· u life and immorta.lity to light." 
(2 Tim. i. 10.) Yes; he showed him that that 
way to God was cleared completely of De�t� and 
tl" udgment, and that He Who "was dead" but 
is "alive for evermore " had set it open, and cried, 
"Him that cometh unto Me I will in no ivise ca.st 
out." B�t you see, dear ones, it was· .no way that 
a man could make for himself; it was no bridge 
over the flood. Christ Himself has been down 
into those waters of judgment, and has made a 
dry pathway through them for all who are "rilling 
to be saved entirely by the merits of Another. 
No soul can sink too low, or be too guilty to 
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find that blessed Saviour; and it is just at the 
moment ·,vl1en it falls down into ·the dust, and 
gives up · every effort to · improve itseif, that 
He opens its eyes, to see Hi1nself as the Doot 
of escape. 

Did the young· monk see it 1 Yes, he was 
do"rn in the dust indeed; for like St. Pattl he sa,v 
all hi� ow'i1 righteousnesses as filtl1y rag·s ; he 

. 
-

owned that he deserved nothing but judgment, 
and ·giadly-011, so gladiy--he accepted. dl1rist's 
death for his own. He had found the Door. 
He was safe. There all was peace and rest ; 
he had passed from• d�nger, al1d .darkness, and 
storm, into safety, and light, al'1d shelter ; he vvas 
in tl1e favour or' God· thr'ough the rnerits · of 
Another. Then, "'\vhile his for1nei� companions 
in delusion gathered round him, crying to the 
)3lessed Virgin and· the saints to pray for him, 
J1e raised his dying voice, and cried aloud, 

'' b good Jesus ! Thy ivoiinds a-1'·e 11ty me1'·its .' 
Yes, yes ; mine, 0 Jesus ! " 

Thus he entered the living Door, Wl10 cries, 
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" By Me if any man enter in, he shall be 
d ,, '!. save .. ·h 

Is not this wo11derf ul ! A person is low down 
indeed when he sees that he deserves nothing 
but Death and Judgment; and that low place is 
just tl1e very spot where God has set the door of 
escape. I think it is so beautiful, because it 
shows that none can be too vile to be saved. 
Death is the '' extreme penalty" of the law, 
and when I own this as my due, God shows 

✓ me that Christ "hath redee111ed us from the 
curse of the law, being n1ade a curse .for us." 
(Gal. iii. 13.) 

Do you remember how the Israelites passed 
throttgh the Red Sea, with the waters standing 

I 
o 

a a wall unto them on the right hand, a:nd on 
the left" 1 That is the safe way through the 
flood. The blood of the Lamb l1as been shed, 
so that all who come to Cl1rist the Door, find 
the way to God cleared of Death and Judgment. 

* "The Dying Monk," a Narrative of Fact. By Giovanni 

Ferrero. (N. H. Broom, 25, Paternoster Sl1uare, London.) 



80 ON BUILDING HOUSES. 

Christ says, "I am the way." When a soul flies 
to Hin1, He gives it eternal life at once, and 
then points to His grave, and says, "0 death, 
,vhere is thy sting 1 0 grave, where is thy 
victory?'' (1 Cor. xv. 55.) For He has burst 
open the grave, and risen again, and now in 
g-lory He delights to set free all those who,
through fear of death, are subject to bondage.
Thus you see He has made a safe way through
death for us to God ; and as He went to God
as His Father, so we go, through Him, to 
God as our Father, for He gives us the life 
of God. I have heard it said that Death and 
Judgment are my protectors now, for as I thus 
pass over through Christ to God my Father, 
they roll their deep floods for ever between 
n1e and all the power of Satan. 

Is not this wonderful !· I wish I could make it 
plainer to you. I do so want you to see all tl1at 
Christ has done for you. Death and Judgment 
have done their worst on Christ ; they can never 
touch Him again, because He has borne their 
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uttermost fury. He could say, "All thy billows 
and thy waves passed over me." But out of them 
all He rose, and said, to all who trust in Him, 
'' I ascend unto my Father a11d your Father, 
and to my God and your God." He ·has "once 
suffered for sins, the just for the unjust, that 
He 1night bring us to God." Then, I a.m afraid, 
some people say, '' Oh, that is very nice, then we 
will go on sinning and living as we like, and yet 
we are sure to be saved if we have once come to 
Christ." But these people have forgotten that all 
who really come to Christ, sl1ould lose their o,v11 
likes and their own wills, and their o,vn selves in 
the grave of Ch_rist. '' How shall we tl1at Cf/re decid

to sin, �ive a11y longer therei111" (Ro1n. vi. 2.) 
If they ha.d really come to Cl1rist they wot1ld have 
had a 1:1-ew life given them ,vhich belongs to heave11, 
a11d which cannot sin, and in which the Holy 
8,pirit acts, giving them power to overcome evil. 

Th.en those _that are risen in C4rist, must live 
a 11ew life. I will try and explain this to you. 

Years ago, I was walking with n1y father and 
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br?tl1ers through son1e bea�tiful meadows, when 
we cam� to a dyke· through ,vhich a quiet stream 
flowed at times to the river. My father stopped, 
a11d looked into tl1e water, ,; There will be some 
cad dis l1ere, I expect," lie said. 

'' Caddis ! what are caddis 1 " we c1!ied. 
"Look t�ere," he said, pointing to the bottom 

of the watet. '' Do Y?U see th'at little bupdle of 
sticks lying there 1 if you w·atch it, you ,vill see 
that 1.t moves sometim.es.·n 

How eagerly I ,vatched I and presently,, as he 
said, the little sticks appea.red to cre�p slowly, 
and witl1 little ·jerks, along· tl1e mud.dy bed of the 
dyke. Then he told us that these caddis are 
grubs

? 
which gathet rou11d tl1em little pieces of 

rotten sticks or sbraws that th.ey find at the 
bottom of pools of water, and iii this strange 
house they live for some tirne ; but presently a 
change come.s over them, they leave tl1eir rott�n 
sticks behind them, rise to the top of the water, 
and mount a,vay into the air . on wings--,-they 
�ava changed· into- May-flies. 
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N ovr, if I had fished up one of thes� queer 
creatures, and laid it carefully on the dry land, 
amidst tl1e wild flowers, would it have lived 1 
Oh ! no ; it ,vould have soon died, for it only had 
a life v-1l1ich could grub at the bottom of a pool, 
among sticks and ,veeds. D(5""you see wl1at I 
1nean 1 Those ,vl10 are spending tl1eir lives build
ing fragile l1ouses on the sand, have not a nature 
that could exist in heaven. Self has no place 
before God, and to be always occupied for Him 
,vould be hateful to it. T'his is one reason ,vhy 
there is no escape from the Sand but by th.e one 
Door; for the Lord says of all who come to 
Him : " I give unto them eternal life." (John 
x. 28.) Tl1e wing�ed 1\tiay-fly does not spend its
time creeping slowly a1nong rotte11 sticks; it has
left its old habits behind it \\7ith its old nature,
and in the povver of a ne,v lrind of life mounts in
the sunny air.

Shall I tell you the story of a young girl, 
about the age of some of you, ,vh<? escaped just 
before she died 1 I ,vill ; but still, you 1nust. 
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not think that it is only dying people who 
escape in this way-far 1nore leave the sand 
while . they are well, and strong, and young. 
Still I should like to tell you this story, for it 
shows how very careful the Lord is, tl1at every 
one who really�)seeks the Door shall find it
even at tl1e last minute. 

It was night
✓

; and quietly and silently the 
sno,v fell upon the frosty earth ; it fell upon 
the fields and trees ; and it fell, too, upon the 
roofs of a group of cottages, some fifteen miles 
from London. In �hese cottages lived a few 
poor brickmakers, for a brick-kiln had been 
recently set up on the quiet and lonely co1n
mon where they stood. On .the night ,vhen 
1ny story opens, there lay in one of those 
cottages a dy�ng� girl. She was onl.Y sixteen ; 
but the doctor had said that there ,vas no hope 
for her, that she must die. Was she frigl1tened 
,vhen she heard it? Yes, she ,vas very fright
ened, for she had been Ii ving in a house of 
hopes, built upon the sand - the house fell 
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down when the doctor spoke, and she saw the 
flood was rising ·close to her, and that she stood 
unsheltered. She was afraid, because she. knew 
that she had been living for herself, that she had 
forgotten God, a.nd that she wa� not fit for His 
presence. Ho"'T was she to escape 1 Could her 
1nother tell lier ? No. Could her father help 
her ? No� Could one of the neighbours show 
her the way 1 No ; 11ot one soul upon that 
little common had escaped itself,· there was not 
one who knew the \vay. It was a mile or more 
to the nearest village, but the loving mother 
sent to call the clergyman, in l1opes that ho 
\Vould be able to soothe the terrors of her 
suffering child. lie can1e, and read by her side 
the prayers for the dying, and then l1astily left.. 
Was that enougb, ? No ; the poor girl wanted 
:support, and shelter, and that the ·prayers of 
another could never give her. Her -terror grew 
worse and worse, for she could see no way of 
escape. 

1'he night wore· slowly away, and the morning· 
G 

.. 
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broke ; no cloud ,vas in the s�y, ai1d the sun 
shone brightly upon the gleaming earth. " Let 
us skate ! let us skate! " cried a party of young� 
people, as they loolted out upon the frosty 
scene. " Hurrah l the ice will bear ! " and 
very soon they had left tlie country house 
that was their l1ome, and were running gaily 
over the crisp snow to the frozen pond. It 
was a lovely mol'n1.r1g ; the hedg·es and the 
rushes were glittering with ice g·en1s, and every 
tree wore a special frosted, phanta.sy of its own. 
Who would not be merry on · such a morning 1 
Bnt there was one ·ami'dst that gay group who 
could not enter irt�o the fun at all ; she grew 
silent a�d sad, and often paused to cast a 
trot1bled gaze upon the snow-covered hill wl1ich 
lay bet�een her and a little com1non, to which 
her thoughts that morning· ,vere constantly 
taking· their ,vay. A voice-'' a still,� s·mall 
voice "�heard only by those who ·have escaped 
through the Door, was urging her to leave 
her idle sport, and go to visit the cottages 
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upon the con1i.11on. Why· did sl1e linger 1 Sbc 
wanted "'just for once" to spend her precious 
hours upon the ice ; and Satan whispered, 
" The pa.tl1 is eighteen inches deep in snow ; 
you ccin.1iot go, you ,vould take cold." Ho,v 
careful Satan· is s01netimes over the health of 
the_ Lord;s people ! But only when he ,vants. 
to hinder their service. She did 11ot kno,v 
that there ,vas any one ill there; but the Lord 
did; and He knew, too, how that poor, terrified 
girl was crying out for a place of safety. How 
,vonderfuf is th·e love, of Christ.! Tliat p.oor 
girl l1ad · nevet cared about. Hin1 while·. she ,vas 
,vell and strong .. ; but now th-at she was dying, 
artd felt· the •·need of Him, He· was n.ot going· 
to let her perish. It may be t,hat she nad 
never been sho'\\rn the right way of .escap_e ;. �fo1· 
though sl1e had been to the Sunday-sch..001

.,

th'.ose who taught i11 it were. those who. thougl1t 
that a soul could build a bridg·e of good· 1Yorki 
for its o,vn salvation. 

The Lord who' loved the poor g·irl, loved His 
G2 
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idle servant too, and He wanted to teach her that 
her time ,vas too precious to be spent in amuse-
1nents, however innocent theJr mjght be. IIe 
,vanted her to serve Hin1, and not to live unto 
herself; she must not act like a caddis any more, 
but live in a new sphere. At last her li11gering 
,vas over; she took off her skates, left her com
panions, fetched her Bible· from her room, and 
started for the Common. She was an unwilling 
servant that day, but still she went. She crossed· 
the hill, and reached the cottages, passing from 
door to· door with l1asty steps, till suddenly her 
progress was arrested by the exclamation, "Oh ! 
I am so tl1ankful you have come ; 1n.y girl is 
dyirig, and she do so want to see so1neone ; we 
fetc11ed the clergyman, but he onl�r read a prayer 
or two, and went a,vay·; he seen1ed afraid to 

t " say. 
"Afraid to stay ! " said the visitor; '' ,vhat is 

the matter 1 " 
"The doctor says it's typhoid fever, Miss; but 

,vill you co,1ne in; she· can't last long, and sl1e's 
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afraid to die, and she clo so wa,nt to see some-
011e 1 " 

For one n10111e11t the young lady hesitated, but 
that sad appeal, "dying·, ·and· afraid to die," 
brooked of no delay, and the step was. quickly 
taken out of the fresh frosty aii· into that house 
of death. It ,vas typhoid, indeed, in its wor8t 
and deadliest form, and such vvas the atmosphere 
of the wl1ole cottage, that she no lo11ger wondered 
that the clergyman had fled as for l1is life. But 
who that knew the rest and peace of the Place of 
Safety, could leave a pooi� soul to sink in the deep 
,vaters, unaided 1 She was quiekly in the sick 
chamber, gazing on. the form that l�y stretched 
upon the old-fashioned four-post bedstead. The 
flush of fever ,vas on the fair young· face, and its 
light glean1ed in the fine dark eyes .. that ,vere 
turned so eagerly upon her as she entered. 
Masses of ch.estnut hair streamed over the white 
pillo,v) and but for the blackened lips and the 
soul-anguish that the whole countenance ex
pressed, you 1night l1ave cried, "How beau�iful !- " 
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" Your mother tells me you are dyi11g·," said 
the lady, gently, " and you are afraid to die 1 '' 

A look of deepened ag·ony gathered on the 
face, and ,vith infinite difficulty the parched lips 
uttered a short assent. 

"Her throat is so bad,'' said the 1notl1er, "sh.e 
. cannot spe8tk. '' 

Yes;. it ,vas easy to see tl1at there was 110 tin1e 
to be lost in pointing that perishing 011e to the 
only place of safet�y. And ,vliat did the visitor 
speak about 1 She spoke of Ol1e ,vho has �aid : 
" I am the door, �y Me if any man enter in he 
shall be saved." It was of a tender, loving .. Person 
that she spoke, Who ,vas ,vaiting a11d ready to 
save her to the uttern1ust ; sl1e told of the blood 
He had shed, that all lier sins and iniguities 
might be "remen1bered no wor-e.'' (Heb. x. 17.) 
She pointed out. �hat, througl1 ,vl1at He had done, 
tl1e sinner potild be completely forg·iven; that 
Christ was the vvay to a Father's heart. But 
speak as sl1e would, the ang·uish ,vas st.ill upon 
that bro,v, and terror shone out of those g·listen-
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ing eyes. What was sq.� to do 1 She was little 
use� tp scenes like tl1:is. ; she fell upon her knees, 
and cried to God IIin1self to save this passing 
so-q.l, then ri��ng, she turned again tq the sufferer, 
and slo"�ly repeated these few lines :-

I will believe, I do �elieve, 
That, Jesus died for me, 

That on the Ci•oss He she� His blood, 
From sin, to set rn� fr�e. 

Slo,vly; and with difficultr the stiffened lips of 
the dying girl follo_wed the words. Ag·ain and 
agai11 the lady· re-p13,ated tq.-em, for �4e saw that 
the poor sufferer was learni\1g her last lesson upon 
earth; then, ·unable to bear. the tainted atmos
phere � n1o°!ent long·er, she hurried away. Away 
from that scene of s.oul-terror, and storm, and 
turmoil, into the bright cl1eery sunshine of the 
winter's morning; but oh ! with what �lt�r�d 
feelings s11e too� lier ho111eward path ; things 
seen and temporal had faded from her view, and 
"things ,vl1icl1 are not seen, eternal," had taken 
their rightful place in her thoughts. 
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But what of the poor dying gir'l 1 ·Djd she 
accept at. once· t.he shelter provided for her 1 
No, not at once ; aud on the n_ext day the 
viaitor found the same look of anguish on her 
brow. Again she spoke of Christ, and again 
repeated the simple ,vords-

" I will believe, I do believe 

That Jesus died for me; 

That on the Cross He shed His blood, 

From sin to set me free." 

Once more the sufferer followed them silently, 
and again they parted. 

Early the following morning the servant of 
Christ wa.s at the gate again, hardly daring to 
.gaze at the win_dows, lest they should tell the 
tale that a]l ,vas over; but it was not so, and 
once more she hastened to the bed of death. 
Aniiously enough she fixed her eyes upon 'the 

• , ,.. r ,. 

young face ,vhere Death was already setting his 
ashen seal ; .but as she looked on it she smiled, 
for no ,vords could ever describe the g'aze of 
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deep and holy joy "' .. ith which those dark eyes 
n1et hers . 

. " You are not afraid to die no,v 1" she cried, 
rejoicingly: 

Earnestly and solemnly the dying girl· moved 
her head from: side to side, while the fair face 
spoke, in a language all its own, of a peace 
'' tha� passeth all understanding." 

-"-£\.h ! it needed no second glance to see that 
that poor, frightened, guilty soul had found, 
in the living Door, the shelter that it needed. 
Just· a fe\\r Vlords of thanksgiving, just the un
folding of a promise or two, and those redeemed 
ones ·parted, to meet no more till the dead in 
Christ .shall arise, '' and they tl1at are alive a11d 
remain shall be caught up together with them 
in the clouds, to meet the Lord in tl1e air." 
(1 Thess. iv. I 7.) 

They parted, and fast the deep flood rose 
�round the dying girt Did she fear it 1 No, she 
was safe ; from the shelter of her Saviour's arm� 
she could gaze unterrified at waters that would 



. 
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ne-ver touch her. Deatl1 was hel" servant now, l1e 
could but bear het to the pre�ence of a Father 
God. Was she in herself a bit less guilty 1 Not 
the least ; but she had accepted her Saviour's 
death, instead of hers ; she sa,w that it ""as enougl1 
to satisfy Clod's justice against sin; and so �11 fear 
,vas gone, nay, more than that, joy had· taken its 
place. She could say, f' Th.au art 111y hiding place ; 
Thou shalt- preserve me from trouble, Thou shalt 
compass me about with songs Qf deliverance." 
Just at the very last the po,ver of speech retur11ed 
to her, .and �he called l1er parents and her young� 
brothers to her side, and warned them to escape 
as she had done ; then as t4e deep ,vaves she no 
longer feared rol1ed in bet,vixt her and them, 
they heard her sing ,vith her passing breath-

" I will believe, 1 do believe 

That Jesus died for me ; 

That on the cross He shed Hi�· bl�ocl, 

From sin to s�t me free." 

That was "songs of deliverance,'' was it not � 
Bllt did tho�e she loved escape too 1 Yes; n1ore 



THE DOOR OF ESCAPE. 95 

than a year afterwards, a working' man called at 
the house ,vhere the yol1ng' lady lived, to tell her 
that his wife-· the poor girl's moth.er-had gone 
home the sa111e way ; and as he spoke of her 
triumphant departure, he d:rew his rough hand 
over his eyes, a11d added, i11 a low tone, "It's been 
a blessing to us all, Miss, and me and the lads is 
quite different now." That is my story; but I 
hope you will not ,vait till your death-bed to 
escape, because n1any_ are cut off suddenly and 
11ever have a death-bed. It is better to be lil{e a 
brave sailon, whom I heard say that when he first 
found out that he ,vaH in a. place. of danger, .he was 
in an agony about it; "for fourteen days I was 
almost in despair," l1e said, "· ,vhe11 I thoug·l1t of 
all my sins, but on the fifteenth I found out tl1at 
the ' blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us 

, 

from all sin.'" (1 John _i. 7.) 
That was ho,v he escaped; and his face sboi.1e 

with joy as he told us about it. 
Have yot1 ever been out ·on a dark: night in 

a driving' storm 1 Do you• not ren1ember 110,v 
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you longed to get to the door of your home 1 
And oh, what ft sense of con1fort there was 
when you ran in, where the ,vind and rain 
could 011ly clatter ag·ainst the walls and roof ! 
That is just what the soul feels ,vhen it shelters 
in Christ ; the storm cannot reach it because 
Christ, like the roof, l1as taken it alf. Out
side there is darkness, and cold, and fear ; inside 
there is light and war111tl1 and peace. Yet I 
must tell you that a great 111any souls who 
really do wish to be saved, stand shivering at 
the Door, ,visl1ing to feel saved before they are 
inside. How you would laugh at any one who 
stood at an ·open door, saying� l1e would not go 
in till he felt himself inside ! You must trust 
Christ first, �Nithout any feelings at all ; that is, 
you 1nust take God at His Word, and then you 
,vill know that in believing in Cl1rist you have 
everlasting life. If you just take God at His 
,vord you will not trouble about feelings, they 
neither add to, nor tak.e away from, your salva
tion. It is God's Word that you have to rest 
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on. Whe11 yofr give up trying to feel saved, 
you ,vill soon be able to say, " I know I am 
saved." 

Shall I tell yot1 ho,v a poor man long ago 
learned this very lesson, ,vhich I am longing to 
point ·out to you 1 I will, for God has just 
brought the story to n1y mind, and I believe that 
it will be a blessing to you. It happened over 
t\\ro hundred years ago, and you 111ust journey in 
your mind to Sc<>tland, and to a wild, uncul .. 
tivated part of Scotland, too, where the houses lie 
many, many miles apart from each other, and the 
great hills rear their rocky crags far into the sky. 
Two hundreq years ago, no one was able, in this 
country, to ,vorsliip God in the simple manner· 
that He loves, without being denounced as a 
rebel ag�ainst his earthly king. I have told you 
before, that many of these poor people had niade 
the great mistake of taking· up arms to defend 
"their rights," as they called them, and thus they 
brought deeper and deeper trouble upon them� 
selves. Those ,vho follow Christ have nothing to 
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do with force of arms, their· great power lies in 
suffering wrong without resistjng· it. "P1:ay for 
those who persecute you," says the Lord. I do 
not find, ho,vever, that the good ma11 whose story 
I ·an1 going to tell you, had anythi?g� to do with 
fighting·. ·He lbved to go and hear Christ's 
.ministers speak ,vords of comfort and cheer out of 
the Word of God, and it was dangerous, indeed, 
to be see11 at any of those meetings. Where 
were tl1ey held? In the most lonely places that 
could be found a1nong the mountains. The moss 
and heather ,wete the only flooring of those 
1neeting�halls, the· rocky hills ,vere the,· ,valls; 
ancl the vault ''Of :hreaven the- only roof ·ab@ve 
the1n. .. There, amidst. the quiet grandeur of 
those lllOUilltain scenes, TOSe the· voice of prayer. 
and _of tl1anksgiving, · and t.he weird. echoes of
the hills took up the sound of solemn psalin 
and hy.mn. Did God hear them 1: · I a1n ·sure 
He did, ,and He . knew that there were many 
,vho gathered there� ,vho we1�e ready -to g·iye 
up their lives- Ta.ther than lose the joy of thus 
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assembling themselves together. Among these 
was John Paterson, the man whose story I 
am 110w going to tell you. He rented a farm 
of a gentleman named Logan, and one day

,vben he ,vent to pay his rent, he, rather un
wisely, I should tl1ink, said that he had bee11 
at one of the$e n1eetings on the moors. The 
laird was very angry, as you ma-y· suppose, and 
told him that if he would not promise to give 
up going to such places, he should be obliged. 
either to turn him out of the farm, or denounce 
him as a rebel. But Paterson would not pro
mise to stay away fro1n the 1neetings. How 
could he 1 He had_ read in God's Word, "Not 
forsaking the assembling of ourselves together, 
as the manner of some is." (I-Ieb. x. 25.) . He 
could not say he would not go ; like Moses of 
old, he chose " rather to suffer affiic tion witl1 
the people of God, than to enjoy the pleasures 
of sin for a sea�on." (Heb. xi. 25·.) When he 
went home that evening, he told his ,vife of 
what he, had done, and thn,t he .had no doubt 
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that his laird would denounce hi1n as a rebel. 
Was she frightened 1 I daresay she was, for 
she knew that if this was done, the dragoons 
,vhorn the king� had se_nt out to ride over the
coun�ry, to catch all that were called rebels, 
would soo11 come in search of her husband, and 
,vould shoot him if they caught him. Did she 
beg_ him to_ give up obeying God's Word, tha� 
be might save his life and property 1 · No ; 
God gave her grace to face the danger bravely, 
and this was her answer : " If it be the . will 
of God," sa�d she, " let t1s suffer in well-doing.'' 

Then, that th�re might be a way of escape i11 
case the soldiers came suddenly upon them, they 
dug a hole througl1 one gable of the house, and 
hid it so clev�rly that no one would suspect it to 
be there. As they expected, only a day or two 
passed before a troop of soldiers came dow11 upon 
the hou_se ; but Paterson quickly slipped througl1 
this h9le i1?- the wall, and escaped unobserved to 
the �elds, �here he hid hin1self till the searcl1 
was over. For that time he ,vas saved; but after 
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having seve_ral narrow escapes, he thoug·ht it 
better to leave his comfortable home, and take 

' 

refuge among the wild rocks of the mountains. 
The place to wl1icl1 he "\\1ei1t was called Benbeoch 
Crags. There, great 1nasses of granite stood 
about.on the rough hill-side, an� high up amongst 
these, he :tnade _a place of refuge. From time to 
time he left tJiis retreat, and came down to visit 
his hou�ehold. How carefully he must have 
looked all round him, as be crept along to:wards 
his home ! The s�]diers 1:t1ight be on him at any 
m�me�t, and then his death was sure. One day,· 
however, he did not take care enough, for just as 
he had reached the foot of tl1e hill, be sav.r a com
pany of dragoons riding towards him ; he turne� 
back, and crept up the hill as quicl{ly as he could, 
but the soldiers had seen hin;i, and they saw, tqo,

that he was flying from tl1em, so they spurred 
their h·orses, and came on at a desp�rate pace. 
Poor Joh� Paterson, it was a iace for life in
dee� ! Fast as he ran

,, 
the horses galloped 

faster, and he 1night well think: that he had 
H 
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not many 1ninutes to live. I dare say, as he 
sprang along over the rougl1 ground, and heard 
the tramp of the horses grow louder. behiµd hin1, 
he thought of his poor wife and his children, and 
felt that they ,vould soon be wido,ved and father
less. There was a stone dyke a few h.-q.ndred 
yards belo,v his hiding place, and �s he cli�bed 
over it l1e took a hasty glance at his pursuers, �nd 
sa,v that there was· little l1ope that he would ever 
reach his shelter again. Hastily indeed he 
sprang fron1 the wall, and ran on as best. he could. 
His efforts were of little use, the horsemen vrere 
upon hin1 ; never more would he see the friendly 
shelter of his little cavern, never more creep home 
to hear tl1e loving welcon1e of his brave wife and 
l1is helpless children. All was over with him, 
,vl1en suddenly., he knew not how, as he passed 
behind a hug� granite rock his foot s_lipped, and 
he fell d0wn, and rolled over and pver into dark
ness and silence. Half stunned and breathless, 
he knew not what ht}d happened. Was it a 
strange dream, in which l1e- had passed thus 
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suddenJy from the rq.sh of that dreadful race to 
the hu�h, and the calm, and the security of that 
unknown l1idi11-g place beneath the rock 1 No, it 
,vas no dream; for faintly to his ear cfl,pie the 
soµnds of trampling horses and shouting men. 
But could they find him ? No, ind�ed ; God had 
hidd�n hiui from tl1eir sight, and he could lie still 
and rest in perfect safety. N Q effont of his own 
could have saved him, but falling do"\\1n and roll-

. ing down had placed him in security. The great 
granite rock towered up above him in silent 
majesty, baffling� for ever the vigilance of his foes. 
Tru.ly he could say to God, "Thou hast been a 
strengtl1 to the poor, a strength to the needy 
in his distress, a refug·e from the storm, a 
shadow from the heat, wl1en the blast of 
the terrible ones js as a storm ag�ainst the 
wall." (Isa. xxv. 4. Y Nor was that all, for 
as he spent the night in safety and p�ac� 
beneath the cover of that mighty rock, God 
taught him a wonderful lesson. He taught 
him that, as that earthly rock h�d �heltered 

H2 
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his poor body, so Christ, the Heavenly 
Rock, had s�eltered his soul for ever. For 
'' a man shall be as an hiding-place fron1 
the wind, and a covert from the tempest ; as 
tl1e shadow of a great rock in a weary· land." 
(Isa. xxxii 2.) Oh, wl1at a night he passed I 
How simple and plain it all was to him now. 
He had fallen down in the dust, helpless· and 
hopeless, and had found himself at once through 
t,he Door, and in safety. Saved ! saved I body · 
and soul; and when, in the morning, the anxious 
wife went up an1ong the rugged crags to find 
her husband alive ·or dead, he crept out of his 
shelter so full of joy that he could hardly contain 
himsel£ With a throbbing heart he told her of 
his double deliverance, and there they knelt 
down together on the fresl1 green grass, and 
poured out their praises to· Hinl who had saved 
them; 

Do you like my story 1 To me it has a 
wonderful charm. I fou11d it long ago, in an 
old book about the persecutions in Scotland ; 
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but as I read it over that I might tell it to 
you correctly, a sad smile came on my face, 
for I saw that tl1e writer of the old book knew 
little of the s�cret place of safety that John 
Paterson had found. For what do you think 
he writes about it 1 Why, he says, in his 
quai11t language, "it is said tl1at the good 
mall a.ttairied to the assurance of his salvatio11 
that night.'' '' Attaining " means climbing up 
to a thing ; and I am quit.e sure that poor 
John Paterson 110 more attained to the assur
ance of his salvation than he attained to his own 
hiding-place among the crags. It was just the 
very reverse. H� 1,.olled doivn into it, if you like, 
for he slipped into the cleft under the rock, hoping 
that he was saved, and he came out kriowirig it. 
I have no doubt that as he lay there, he \1nder
stood what it is to be l1idden in Christ, sl1eltered 
,vholly by Another, '' accepted in the. Beloved. 1

'

I �m quite sure ·of one thing, �nd that is, that he 
saw that the salvation of l1is g·uilty soul was all 
grace, pure grace from first to last ; and that if 
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God had lbved him at the first, as a good.:for
notbing sinner, his own rnetits could never niake 
Hini cbntinue to love hini, sb he jttst rolled down 
into the low place before God, and lay there 
rejoicing; and found that in Christ he was raised 
up, and brought into a Father's presence. 
:' The Lord preserveth the simple : I ivas broiight 
loiv, ai1d He helped me�,; (Psalm. cxvi .. 6, 7, 8.) 

Now I do hope that I ·have b�en. enabled to 
make the Door of escape very plain to you. I 
can do 110 n1ore. I can only as]{ God that, as yol1 
l1ear my words, He will by Ilis Holy Spirit open 
ybur eyes to see its peaceful portals for rour
selves. �rhrough God's great grace .I have bee11 
inside it fbr many years, ahd I never found anyone 
who, once ,vithin; ever wanted to g'o out ag,airi . 

Will that Door ever be closed 1 Yes ; the 
time ,vill .come when He who opened it will close 
it fast. He said long ago, "Strive to enter in 
at the scrait ga.te; fo1: in.any, I say unto you, 
will seek to enter in, and· shall not be able." 
(Luke xiii. 24:) 



. 

THE DOOR OF ESCAPE. 107 

Do yot1 remember tl1e parable of the ten 
virgins, a11d how f?.ve of them came too late, and 
'' the door wcis shiit" 1 There ,vill come a moment 
wl1en the last soul will have passed through tl1e 
Door of escape, and the11 the tide-wave of eternal 
judgmerit will burst upon the sand-bank. But I 
do ndt wisl1 to talk about tliis ; tho�1gh come it 
must; ere there can be the "new heavens and 
the riew ea�--th, wherein dwell�th righteousness." 
Indeed, I_ should ,vondei: that God had not swept 
out guilty race away long ago, _did I not know 
that H� is " long-sciff ering to usward, not willing 
that any �hould perish, but that all should come 
to repentance." (2 Pet .. iii. 9.) He ltnows the 
future, and, He is waiting tili �he last one shall 
have passed in; then He will i, rise up," and close 
the door, and by and by ,vill make " all things. 
new." 

To be sl1ut out, even fi�om a shelter for a night, 
♦ • 

is a terrible thing· ; but what must it be to be 
shelter less for eternity 1 

I have heard of a young lady who, a few months 
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ago, left her situation as governess very suddenly. 
She had no time to write to l1er friends in Scot
land to say that she was coming ho�e, bl1t she 
thought she could get to London in tirne to take 
tl1e last train at night to the town in which they 
lived ; but wl1en she reached London the train 
had gone, and she was all alone in the great city 
,vithout a single friend. It was quite dark, and 
she "ras very tired, but sl1e·had no home to which 
to go, no roof to shelter her. How frightened she 
must have been! But then she remembered that 
she had. a .kind friend who lived in a place about 
six miles off, so sl1e went to anotl1er station and 
took a train down to. that place. Whe11 she 
reached the house, ho,vever, tired and hungry, she 
found that lier fi�iend had moved, and she had to 
wander about ip. the cold and the dark a long time 
before she found out the new house. It was mid
night then, and all the windows of all the hot�ses 
were fast closed, and· all the doors ,vere locked 
and barred ; hardly any�H1e was to be seen in 
the roads ; it was very desolate and lonely for a 
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young· girl to be wandering about by herself. Oh ! 
how glad she must have felt, ,vhen, faint and 
exhausted, she found tl1e right house at last ! 
With ,vhat l1ope she must have knocked ! But 
there was no answer. She knocked again, but 
110 answer ca111e ; tl1en she l{nocked louder still, 
but still there was no answer. She did not know 
that all her friends were away, and the servant in 
charge was too sleepy �o l1ear her. Ho,v long she 
knocked I do not know, but at last sl1e gave 
up in despair; and she spen·t that long, dark, 
,vinter's night upon the cold doorstep. She was 
too late to be let i�, and I think if she were 
only here, she could tell you s01nething of what 
it will be to be shut out at the last; something of 
the feelings of tl1ose who ,vill rush 11p in terror 
to find the door fast closed. 

I hope 110110 of you will be there. Oh, dear ! 
oh, dear I how grieved I should be, if only one 
to whom I have talked in th·e twilight about the 
Door of Escape, should ·be amongst them! I 
want to make the terrible feeling so plain to 
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you all, that you ,vill settle at once to get in 
,vhile there is time. Do you lrnow, I cannot be 
sure that it will be open a day long�er. I really 
think tl1at the niotnent of its closing is very, 
very 1!ear. " Strive to enter in at the straight 
gate; for many, I say unto you, will seek to 
enter in, and shall not be able, when once the 
111aster of the house is risen up, and liath shut 
to the door, and ye begin to stand without, 
and to knock at tlie door, saying, Lord, Lord, 
open �nto us; and· He shall answer, and say unto 
yoh, I· kno,v you not whe1�ce ye are." (Lul{e 
xiii. 24, 25.)

Remember, that crowd ,vill r·eally be there ;
they will have fled before the flood from plastered 
houses, _and towers and bridges built upon the 
sand, to the right place at last-but too late, 
tdo late! 

Oh ! make sui·e to-night; . fbr once mote the 
Lord :Jesus cries to yot�, '' I am the Door; by 
Me if any man entet in, he shall be saved." 



CHAPTER IV. 

' 

THE ROCK-THE GOOD FOUNDATION. 

'' The Lord is my Rock.''--2 SAM. xx.ii. 3.

D�� ... 0 M]) to m� once more, and, as the 
evening darke:qs found us, let us talk 
about the Rock-the sure foundation. 

Surely you· have �11 escaped from the ·sand, that 
terrible place of danger ! and you will no longer 
build houses for your souls, over which v11ind, 
and rain, and flood have such fearful pow.er. 
But now that we have escaped by the Door, 
and the opened Way, we must look at the place 
to which we h�ve come. Y-es ; to-night ,ve will 
have a look at the Rock, the new site for onr 
houses. 
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What is a rock 1 It is the very firmest thing 
of whicl1 we have any idea. The centre of the 
earth is 1nade of rock ; and God our Father 
-teaches _us wonderful things by pointing us to
His own works. I daresay, when you were very
young, your mother or your father taught you
a great many things by showing you pictures.
And do you want to know what Christ is like 1
God our Fatl1er says, as He stoops in His 
tender love to teach His children, "He is a 
rock." Look at the great, towering rocks ! Can 
you 1nove them 1 Oh, no. See ho,v firm they 
are ! see how they last year after year, un
changed and uncl1angeable ! Christ is like that. 
Nothing� can change Him. He is " the same 
yesterday, and to-day, and for ever." 

¥Y first sight of a large rock was s01ne years
ago, when I ,vent by the steamboat fron1 London 
to Edinburgh. The weather was very calm, and 
so our course lay near the coast ; and I never 
shall forget the beautiful scenes I saw, as the 
vessel ploughed along through the rippling 
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"'aters. Towards the second evening of our 
little voyage, as the shado,vs of night were 
falling over the heaving· sea, ,ve caught our 
first sight of the great Bass Rock. There 
stood the mig·hty rock-giant, lifting· its sombre 
pinnacle out o_f tl1e dark, deep ,vaters, far into 
the pale g·rey sky ; while against its iron sides 
the waves broke into lines of foam; and to it, 
for rest and shelter, as the nig·ht came on, fle,v 
many hundreds of white-winged sea-birds. There 
it stood, in all its silent majesty, unconscious of, 
and unshaken by, the long· ocean rollers that 
swept upon .it one by one ; and there it stands 
still, unchanged and unn1oved, though the ,vildest 
storn1s of many winter� have, since that tin1e, 
hurled then1selves against it. The sea-birds rest 
upon its mig·hty crags ; the sea-birds k:now its 
quiet shelter ; they build their nests ,vithin its 
deep recesses. And in such a Rock my frignt
ened soul has found eternal refuge ; and on such 
a Rock: has built its house, and found everlasting 
peace. And yet, some me11 will assure n1e that 
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there is no such place. How is tl1is 1 I will 
tell you. It is spiritiially discerned-man, as 
he is born, cannot see it, and knows nothing 
about it ; all his wisdon1 cannot discover it. 
It is a sure refuge rising up close to every
one, and yet unseen by any mortal _eye; for only 
those who enter by Christ the Door, can know 
the shelter and rest of Christ the Rock. If I 
had passed the Bass Rock in the depth of some 
,vild 1-vinter's night, I should not have seen 
it; but for all that, the sea-birds would have 
been, just as really, nestling in their happy 
resting place. I might have heard the roar 
of the great waves, as they beat tliemselves 
tq pieces against its rock:y sides, but I should 
not hav.� seen it. Ah ! and I assure you, that 
those who are in the darkness of nature's night, 
and hear the roar of ma11's opinions and theories, 
and the strife of tongues all about them, may 
know, by the very uproar that is being 
made, that men are, like the waves, beat
ing themselves to pieces on some unseen but 
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eternal reality. It seems to me, that tl1e very 
trouble that many have taken to �ssure us that 
the Rock does not exist, and that tl1e Bible 
which reveals it to us, is not the Word of 
God, proves that they are rushing upon some
thing that eterp.ally defies the1n. Theories break 
anq. fall, and out of the foam they leave, fresh 
theprie� rise, to break anq. fall again ; and so 
on and on sweeps the babbling tide of human 
,vi�dq1n, while quietly and safely beyond its 
reach, the si�p]e sea-birds n�stle, hidden "in_ 
� pavilion from the strife of tong·ues." (Psalm 
xxxi. 20.)

It is t�O sirr1ple to trqst another ; it is so
restful to repose upon . th�. strengtl1 of another. 
If m�n could find their way by the ladder 
of reasoµ to this pl�ce of safety, ma:qy would 
,yish to get there. But no ; man's reason springs 
from himself, and therefore cannot raise him 
above himself, but Faith takes hold of the un
seen, and rests the soul for ever on a Power, 
outside itself. 
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But if the tock is-a sure foui1dation and refuge, 
it is also a rich place. Oh I I cannot tell you 
half the treasures that are l1idden within it.
From whence do people get l�ad, and iron, and 
silver, and other preciot1s things 1 They get the1n 
out of. mines. . Mine� ate passages cut. into the 
solid rock by n1en, whose· business it is to get 
these preciOllS �etals for our use. I da�esay 
some of you . ·have b·een ·-in _mine·s, but · others 
have not_, and so I will Just tell you of a journey 
that I once made - to an exhausted.' mine, that 
is, it was not one where men were still working ; 
they had taken away all the metal they could 
find, and had ·shut the place up. It �as on a 
bright, sunny day, when I started ,vith my 
brother for a place ·in. Derbyshire, where this 
mine w�s to· b_e seen. Fir.st we travelled by 
the ·tailway, and then ,ve hired a conveyance, 
and .. drove s'o:me miles over tl1e count�y. It 
was very pleasant to pass along am�ng the 
fields and meadows, and pr�sently· we ?an1e to 
a rough and grass-grown· road, which led us 
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among· a gToup of "-ild dovvn-like hills. At a 
certain spot ,ve stopped, and there, in the side 
of one of these high hills, there was a large 
wooden door ; we had agreed with a man, who 
wa.s a guide, to take us througl1 the 111ine, and 
so he proceeded to unloclc this door, and we 
follo,ved l1im into a little chamb�r cut out of 
tl1e solid rock of ,vhich the hill ,vas made. 
Then l1e took out a nun1ber of candles, and, 
handing one to each of us, he toolc one l1ims·elf, 
and, after ligl1tiug· tl1em all, led the ,vay down 
a steep flig·ht of stone steps. Down, down we 
went, into dark.neBs and silence ; the daylight 
vanished from our eyes, and we only saw t11e 
yello,v beams of our flaring dips, which threw 
strange shado"1s on the rugged walls. I cannot 
tell you how n1any steps we descended, I 
forg�et, but I know it was a g�reat many ; and 
if I ,vere to ask you to g�uess what we found at 
tl1e bottorn of that steep and n.arrow staircase, 
I think you would be hours before you found 
out. What do you think it ,vas ? Why, there 

I 
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was a boat there ! A large boat, or punt, ,vas 
floating· tl1ere on a subterranean strean1, and, if 
"'e ,vould g·o any further, ,ve must get into 
tl1at boat, and sit down. Oh, how strange it 
,vas, to go boating· in the dark ! It was all so 
new and interesting tl1at we were quite d�
lighted ; and yet, when our guide began slowly 
to niove the punt along tl1rough that dark, 
deep tunnel, it see1ned almost terrible, espec�ally 
as a solemn roaring sound grew every moment 
louder and lo\lder. The boat was ne?,rly as 
,vide as the passage, and the ma11 moved it by 
pressing· his hands against the roof ; thus we 
went . g·liding along tl1rough the darkness, with 
our flaring candles in our hands, whicl1 showed 
us the rocky ,vay, dripping· with moisture, a:o;d 
shone on the water beneath us

J 
which looked as 

black as ink. At certain intervals the guide 
stopped, and fixed ca11dles in the sides of the 
tunnel, so that we could see behind us a long 
way ; and still we went on and on, and every 
time the boat touched the rocky .sides strange 
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sounds echoed and re-echoed dow11 the narrow 
tunnel, till they ,vere lost in the far dis
tance. Indeed, it ,vas a wonderful journey; 
and all the ti1ne that deep and sole1nn roai:· 
was gro"\\riug louder in our ears. Every 110w

and ag·ain the g·uide pointed us to places from 
,vhich tl1e metal had been taken, and one ,rein 
,ve saw still untouched, running bet,veen 1nasses 
of rock, as though it had been melted into 
the crack. wl1ich I have no doubt it had. At 
last the roaring" sound was so loud that we could• 
scarcely hear one a1iother speak, and then the· 
g·uide told us that it was made by the stream 
which ,vas rushing" over a fearful precipice, and 
plunging into a pit so deep that no one had found 
a bottom to it. He said that they had thrown 
all the stuff from the mine do,vn there, but still 
there was no bottom, and the stream rushed on 
as before. I began to tl1ink that we mjght be 
carried over that same precipice, and I was not 
sorry when the boat stopped against a ledge of 
rock, and the guide told us to step out of it. 

I 2 
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And ,vhere ,vere ,ve 1 We were in a beautiful 
cave ; our poor lights could 11ot show us much of 
it, but the guide said it was very lofty. What a 
strange hall it was in the very heart of that great 
hill ! I could not help thinking that it would 
have · made a splendid place of refuge in days of 
persecution and suffering. But we wanted to see 
as much of it as we could, and so "Te sent up a 
small fire balloon, ,vhich we had brought witl1 
us. Up, and .up, and llp went the balloon, 
shedding its lurid, wavering light on masses 
of rock, that looked as if they were ready 
to fall llpon our heads. Up it ,vent, and 
still we saw that it could have g'one higher, 
when it struck against a jutting' mass of 
stone, which tilted it for, a mome11t on one 
side, then it burst into flames, wl1icl1 lighted up 
the rocky dome for an instant, and the11 went out, 
leaving it again to its perpetual dark11ess. As we 
1'1ent ha.ck, my brotqer and tl1e g·uide quitted the 
boa.t, and clan1bered about son1e of the narrow 
passages ,vhich ope11ed on the watery wa}r; but 
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whe11 I saw l1ow narrow and dirty the·se were, I 
preferred to sit still, and wait for tl1eir return. 
How strange it ,vas to be sitting there all 
alone, with just my .,vavering' dip shedding its 
fitful light on the darl{ waters! Gradually the 
sound of my companions' retreating footsteps 
died away in t.l1e distance, and I could only 
bear the distant roar of the falling waters, and 
a strang'e, low m1:1sical sound, ,vhich I f otind 
was caused by the constant falling of drops of 
water from the roof of the tt1nnel, into the 
stream below. There I s_at, while ·my candle 
burnt low in my. hand,. and I found it haid to 
fancy that the sun "'·as shining brightly above 
me, and the birds singing gaily in the sunny sky. 

That was a mine, and men had taken all the 
trouble to cut those long passages, for the 
sake of the lead which they had found there. 
There a.re silver mines, and tin mines, and gold 
mines ; but all these precious things are not 
found in one rock upon this earth. But in 
Christ-the Rock of whom I am telling you 
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to-night�i11 Him, God says, are treasured up 
!� unsearcl1able riches." · All our need is to be
supplied out ·of Christ Jesus. But then, if we
want to enjoy· these treasLJres, the mine has to
be worked ; but of this I will tell you by and by.

The Rock is furnished with all that anyone can 
possibly want. _· Honey and· oil are there. What 
does God mean by honey, wl1en He speaks of it 
in His Word' 1 I have been told that H�•nieans 
eve1rything that gives sweetness to life in this 
,vorld. In: Eastern lands, the. bees make their 
gomb in· holes of the rocks. The l0ve of p·arents 
for their children, of l1usbands fot their ,vives; of 
bi!others and sis.ters, all these things are f'Qund 
deeper atitl · s-weeter ·when fotind in- Christ than 
��ywhere else. And as- for the oil, thcit you 
kno�· springs fro·n1 the rocks in fountains · in 
America. It is what we burn in ou1; lan1ps, it 
gives us light in the darlrness of ·the night� . i
think, wherever we read of bil in the Bible, God 
is ueing it •to teach us some truth about His Holy 
Spirit, by whom alone ,ve can keep our 1ig11ts 



'J
1HE ROOK--'£HE GOOD FOUNDATION. 123 

burning� in the midst of all the spiritual darkness 
round us. He s�ys of Israel, '' He made him to 
suck honey out of the rock, and oil out of the 
flinty rpok." (Deut. xxxii. 13.) He gave him; 
too, '' water out of the rock: of flint ;'' and those 
who- have come to Ohrist should never thirst 
again, for He says, " Whosoever drinlreth of the 
,vatet that I shall give him, shall never tl1irst;" 
(J oh11 iv. 14:) 

Is not ·clirist a wonderful Rock. 1 But I have 
scnnething more to tell you about Him yet. Do 
you know ,,,hat loadstone is 1 It- is a peculiat 
and rich ore of jrqn, which is found in large 
masses where there are mines of that metal. It 
is very. heavy, and very hard, and is of a deep 
iron-grey colour V\1hen broken, and is often ting'ed 
with red and brown ; but_ th1s loadstone l1as a 
strange power of its own J it can dra,v iron and 
steel to itself, and then it gives to ·them its ow11 
attractive power. Magnets are loadsto11es, and 
you all knovv how magnets attract-anything made 
of steel. 



124 ON BUILDING HOUSES. 

Some tin1e ago, I had a large class of boys in 
the Sunday-school. They were fu�l of mischief and 
fun, as you kno,v boys always are, and I was often 
very much puzzled to know ho,v to keep the1n 
quiet and interested till the school was over. One 
day, I wanted to teach them that the reason why 
real Christians are so different from other people 
is, that there is an unseen Power which is moving-

them about, and controlling their actions. I 
kne,v that if I was to tell 1ny boys tl1is in words, 
they would soon forget it, and perhaps be play
ing all sorts of pranks while I ,vas talking to 
them ; so I took a piece of paper and a magnet 
with me to the school, and then on the top of the 
piece of paper I spread some sn1all pins and 
needles ; the 1nagnet I kept out of sight below 
the paper, and then, while all the boys gathered 
eagerly round me, I moved it slowly up and down 
the little tray. Of course, all the needles followed 
the magnet, but the pins rolled about in all direc
tions, and could not be attracted. Then I asked 
the boys what caused the difference ; one of them 
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cried out directly, "It's a loadstone," and I tried 
to show the1n that Cl1rist was like the loadstone
ou t of sight, but His power felt by all ,vho l1ad 
1-Iis own eternal life ,vithin them. Then, slowly, I 
removed the 111agnet, and sho,ved them that the 
needles clung togetl1er, while the pins "'�ere all 
rolling� hither and thither over the paper. But 
tha.t was not the end of my lesson. I brought 
the magnet g·ently down from above towards the 
little tray, and in a mon1ent all the needles 
sprang i11to tl1e air, and were firmly fixed upon 
it. But did the pins rise 1 No, not one of 
them. There was nothing in them that be
longed to the magnet; and though I placed it 
quite close to the1n they ,vould not stir. Al1 ! 
I was teaching those boys how, one day, Christ 
would come, and gather all His own to meet 
Him in the. air. "And now," said one of my 
lads, "you ought to burn the piece of paper with 
the pins upon it." 

Yes ; I think we may say that the Rock is a 
mighty loadstone. It has the power of attract-
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ing to itself: and holding� to itself all that it 
attracts. I shook the magnet again and again, 
but the needles would not fall-they were fast 
clasped· to its iron sides ; it ,vould not part from 
them-it had made them into part of itself-tl1ey 
were resting upon it. I do not think my boys 
would soon forget that lesson ; and I hope that 
none of them will be like the pins -left behind 
when Christ comes to call His o,vn people to be 
,vith Him for ever. 

Do think of it . If you have come to Christ, 
He has given you eternal life, for " In Hin1 
was life." (John i. 4.) And the ref ore Christ 
holds you unto Himself-His po,ver, not yours. 
You will learn, as I did once in an hour of 
trial, "It is the Rock holds me, and not I the 
Rock." "All power is given unto me in heaven 
and in earth " (Matt. xxviii. 18), said the Lord 
Jesus, ere He rose to His seat at the right 
hand of God in glory. It is hearts that He 
attracts, and holds to Hiinsel£ People fly to 
Hin1 for their o,vn sakes, because they are in 
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danger; but they get, fi--om contact with Him, 
His own ·life, and they cling to Him then for 
His OW11 sake. " We love Him because He 
first loved us." 

The Rock is full of Power and of Love, and no 
one has ever yet come to tl1e end of either, nor 
ever will. 

. You must know that tl1is place to which you 
have con-ie, which is to be the site of your new 
house, is a _very vast place. No one can measure 
the love of Christ_, for its breadth "passeth know
ledge." You l1ave seen engineers, I daresay, 
walking� about ,v-ith their measuring� lines wl1en 
railways have l1ad to be 111ade, but the l1uman 
n1ind l1as no measuring line long enough to shovv 
how wide tl1e Rock is ; the love of Christ has no 
boundary. As for its length, too, that is a1�o 
beyond measurement; our poor minds have 11ot 
the power to conceive its extent. When people 
,vant. to see a long way off they use a telescope, 
and if we use the Word of God as a telescope, and 
look back into the far past, before the ,vorld ,vas 
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made, even there we find the love of Christ, even 
there we see that God loved us in Christ, and 
that for love of us Cl1rist had promised to corne 
dow11 and die, tl1at all who should believe on Hin1 
n1ight not only be saved from hell, but be made 
children of God. Then we 1nay look for"\\1ard, 
age beyond age, and still vve see Cl1rist living 
and work.ing for IIis people. Is it not wonder
ful 1 '' Having loved His own that were in the 
world, He loved them unto the end." . (John xjii. 
1.) · .A .. nd this, dear ones, is the love that Christ 
has for you who believe. Are you enjoying it 1 

Let us think about its depth now ! I was 
shown a pit once, the botto1n of which they 
said l1ad never been reached by any plummet 
line. The story runs, that once a man allowed 
l1imself to be lowered into this pit to a great 
depth, and when they pulled him up again his 
hair had turned quite white, and he could not 
speak. If it is true at all, I · daresay he was so 
terrified when he found that he could not reach 
the bottom, that it made hin1 iil, and he lost his 
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speech; but th.ough tl1e country people believe 
the tale, I rather doubt it 1nyself. I wonder 
how deep the l1ole really is I Any,vay, we can 
fix a bound to it, for it cannot be deeper tl1a11 
the diameter of the earth, so our minds can 
make a boundary line there. But who can 
conceive of " th·e depth" of t.h.e love of Christ ? 
No one can know it but God; eve11 the angels 
cannot conceive it, because it was so 8trong 
that it · took him down into the lowest deptl1s 
"of an horrible pit." He went tl1ere to find 
us; but we have no idea of the depths of 
that place, fron1 wl1icl1 He has delivered 
llS ; we shall understand 111ore about it ,vhen 
we get to Heaven. Nor have we any idea of 
how much He suffered wl1en there ; but "Many 
waters cannot quench love, neitl1er can the :floods 
drown it." (Cant. viii. 7.) Tl1ink of the love 
that, while you were yet a sinner, and cared 
not for Hin1, took Him dovvn into agonies un
told for you. We can say now, "He brought 
me up also out of an horrible pit, out of th8 1niry 
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clay, and set my feet upon a rock, and esta
blished n1y goings. A11d He hath put a new 
song in 11-1y mouth, even praise unto our God." 
(Psaln1 xL 2, 3.) You cannot fathom the depths 
of the Love of Christ-" it passeth knowledge." 

And what is there above you on tl1e Rock 1 
There are heigl1ts upon heights, crags upon 
crags, and that is love-all love ! 

Have you ever been among mountains 1 If 
not, you will hardly understand the earnest 
longing that comes over you, as you look at 
the lofty peaks, to cla1nber up the�, and to 
stand upon the highest point. I shall never 
forget the first time that I climbed a mountain, or 
the first glance that I took at the scene below. 
The sides of the hill were mantled with a thick 
pine forest, and I had scrarnbled up through 
the wood, ,-vithout thinking how far I had 
gone, or even once looking back; but wl1e11 I 
emerged from the dark shade of the pines, I 
was nearly at the top of the hill, and a very 
short scramble brought me to a ledge of rock, 
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on ,vhich I sat dow11 to rest, while I glanced 
casually bel1ind 1ne. For BJ moment I was 
speechless, then a cry of joy burst from my 
lips; it ,vas a joy so 11ew and strange, that no 
,vords of 1nine can express it. But I am not 
going to tell you of the deep blue shadows 
lying on the slumbering lakes ; or of the rosy 
tints, wjth which the setting sun paints the 
lofty crags ; nor of the busy clattering voices 
that ring· out from tb.e tumbling waterfalls ; 
nor of the <;leep murmurs of the dark pine 
-vroods. You �ust see them ; you must hear
them to understand the1n ; and so, believe me,
I am just as._powerless to describe t.o you the
beauties that the soul discovers in Christ, as _it
presses forward on its upward way. Do you 
look down ? Mercy lies below you li�e a flood. 
Do you look up ? Glory lies before you. Do 
you look round 1 Voices sound from every side, 
" All things ,York together for good to them 
that love· God, to them who are the called 
according to His purpose." (Rom. viii. 28.) 
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This is a fine site on whicl1 to build a house, 
and to d,vell for ever, is it not? Perfect strength 
and perfect love, and both everlasting. 

We have been brought to a wonderful place, 
have we not 1 It is a place of sunshine, too, for 
God's favour rests for ever upon Christ. Eternal 
sunshine ! It is like one long, bright, sunny, 
sum1ner's day ! A cloud can never pass again 
between Christ and God. It did once, when He 
,vas bearing our sins upon the cross, and tl1e 
blackness of darkness was so terrible to Him, 
that He cried out, " My God, my God, why hast 
Thou forsaken Me?" (Matt. xxvii. 46.) Now, 
He has risen from the dead, and rests for ever 
in the sunshine of God's favour. 

But before n1y voice is l1ushed to-night, I must 
utter one word of warning to those who reject 
God's offer of mercy through Christ. It is this. 
God says of this same Rock, " On w homso
ever it shall fall, it will grind him to powder.'' 
(Luke xx. 18.) 

A few years · ago, at a town called Oaub, on 
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the Rhine, ther� might have been seen a board 
fixed on the corner-house of a narrow street, and 
on it were ,vords whiclt solemnly warned all 
passers-by to speed as fast as they could tl)rough 
the place, for it was a place of dang(3r. l3u't 
,vhat was the danger, and how ,vas it tl1J\t this 

--end of the to \Vn was in peril, and· the -r�s..t: in 
safety 1 The sky was clear above ; th�. e�r,tl1 
was firm beneath. Where · was the cause for 
fear 1 I will tell you. A lofty· mountain re�red 
its rocky peak far above the town, a.nd at .this 
part it had given sure signs that one day; �wi�h 
an awful crash, it would fall up9n the · ho4ses 
beneath it. · 0h, you say, then of c6urse the 
houses were empty; .. no one would live �i:p. a 
place ,vhere. even the passers-by were ·i11 danger 1 
Mine is a strange story, but ·it is true. Those 
·houses were full of people, who ate and drank,
and lived and slept, under the �hreatening rocke.
Do you think �hey were mad 1 · N,o, they 1vere
not ; but it would ha·y� cost • thel_h all they
had. to ha:v.e .. moved,. so they . preferred to k·�ep

I{ 



134 '' · ON BUILDING HOUSES.-

their goods, and risk their lives. I have no 
doubt they said: "It was there ,vhen we were 
children, 'it will 11ot fall in our time." But 
still, they sent a petition t.o -the government to 
have the �laee protected. So down came some 
clever �ngineers, a�d, after looking at the threat
ening �mountaih, ,vith the ever-deepening :fissures 
in jts Rides� they set to work to build a mighty 
wall, thirty feet thick, so· that if the rock came 
down, _it - should not roll upon the house�. 
"Now," thought the people, u w� are safe in
deed ! they have built a wall to keep the danger 
off." Those who _knew the place thought very 
�ifferently, and still -the board ·with its warning 
words, was- left ·upon the house .. 

But did anyone heed its warning' 1 No ; and 
suddenly one Friday night, a terrible roaring 
sound startled everyone from their sleep. What 
,vas the matter 1 The rock was really falli11g at 
last. And what -about the wall 1 Would' it bear 
up the mighty -weight that was hnrled against 
it 1 How could _it 1 It gave ,vay at once with 
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"a terrible crash," and came down with the fall
ing mountain upon the houses underneath. Had 
the people time to escape 1 Ho-vv could they 1 
They were asleep in their beds, for it was mid
night; three only, who were awake and watching, 
had time to run for tl1ei.r lives. 

What a terrible scene it must have been ! 
But oh, dear ones, do you under.stand me 1 
Are you still in the place of danger 1 A re you 
still living where· the coming of Obrist would 
leave you to be '' ground to powder" beneath 
the judgment of the Saviour you reject 1 Do 
not think that He will not come in your time. 
Do not stay for the poo� pleasures or cares of 
this world. .And, above all, do not think that 
the feeble wall of men's opinions will prevent 
His con1ing at all ; that will be but '' a bowing 
wall-a tottering fence.'' (Ps. lxii. 3.) Escape, 
oh ! escape while you can ! '' For in such an 
hour as ye think not, the Son of Man cometh." 
(Matt. xxiv. 44.) 

K 2 



CHAPTER V. 

THE HOUSES ON THE ROCK. 

'' Whosoever cometh to me, ancl heareth niy sayings, ancl cloeth 

them,, I will shew you to u·hom he is like: I-le is like a rnan 
1chich built an house, and digged deep, and laicl the foundation 
on a rock; and when the flood arose, the strea·m beat veheme11tly 

upon that house, A�D COULD NOT SHAKE IT; for it 'U)ctS fuunclell 
'1.lJ)On a rock."-LuKE vi. 47, 48. 

HIS evening, we are going to look at 
the most wonderful houses that ever 
,vere built, for tl1ey cannot even be 

shaken ! I told you that a house was a place of 
shelter; and the Lord who has brought you 
on to the Rock; is not going to be content with 
merely supporting you-He is going to shelter 
you, too. Yes, your soul must have a house ; 
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a house that can shelter you through all the 
stor1ns of sickness, and trial, and death that 
s\veep over this poor world. v\Then a gentle
man wants to build a house, ,vhat does he do 1 
Does lie set to work to get the materials 
hi1nself°? · No·; not if he is a wise man. He 
looks Ollt for ·a good builder, who understands 
th� work, and he leaves everything in his 
hands.- I wonder if you· would ever gu_ess what i� 
the name of the Builder upon tl1e Rock 1 There 
is one, and a clever 011e too ; one who digs 
deep to lay the foundation, a11d "rl10 will not 
allow one particle of .the sand of men's thoughts 
or doings, to lie between your house and the 
solid rock. · Yes, the moment a soul rests upo11 
the Rock,- it is provided ,vith a b�ilder to btiild 
it a house; a surveyor, to see tl1at the _work
is safely and properly done ; and a house
keeper to ft1rnish the place when it is finished. 
I daresay you are all very much astonished, and 
so was. I, when I found that God had given me 
the names of ·all three. "'11hrough Wisdom is an 
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house builded; and by U nderst,anding it is esta
blisl1ed ·; and by Knowledge shall the chambers 
be filled ,vith all precious and pleasant rich�s." 
(Prov. xxiv. 3, 4.) And ,vith what is Wisdom 
going to build? With ,vhat materials will she 
make your soul a shelter from rain and wind 
and flood 1 Will it be a "moth's house,'' spun 
out of men's brains; or will it be formed of 
the lath and plaster of good works 1 No, 
indeed ! Wisdom must have better materials 
than these. 

I knew a little girl once, who could have 
told us of what Wisdom's wall is built, for 
she had taken refuge behind it! Some years 
ago, a viole1it storm swept over the to,vn in 
which this child lived, and as she listened to 
the roar of the wind, and' saw the drops of rain 
deluging the window panes, sl1e gre,v frightened, 
for she was only about se-ven years old, and 
she had heard �bout the flood in Noah's time, 
when so many people were drowned. She 
looked up at her grandmother in terror, for 
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fear was in her heart; but the· next moment 
her soul ,vas sheltered in Wisdom's house, and 
she �vas at rest. Quietly and happily she 
turned to her toys again, murmuring in a low 
tone, as though. to l1erself, " But there won't

be another flood-He has pro11iised." Baby 
that she was! she knew that God's promises 
are stones that can 11ever fail. 

Yes ; Wisdom's loving hands have pjled these 
P�"omises· into a shelter for your trembling soul. 
But· more than this ; these promises are he.wn 
out from the quarry of the Rock, and are 
built ·again into the solid Rock-· the eternal 
foundation is their resting place. " For all 
the promises of God in Him are yea, and in Him 
Amen, unto the glory of God." (2 Cor. i. 20.) 
That is, tl1e promises are no longer n1ade to 
you, but to Christ, and in Him they cannot 
fail, for - He perfectly fulfilled all the condition� 
attached to the1n. Christ says : "Heaven and 
earth shall pass away, but my vvords shall not 
pass away." (Matt. xxiv. 35.) So you see the 
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walls of your house are · as strong as the Rock 
itsel£ 

And ar� there no hopes for Wisdom to build 
with 1 Oh, yes; indeed there �are ! But here is 
a fresh ,vonder ; they are not hopes spun out 
of your poor brain, they are found in the Rock, 
and therefore they ·are "sure and certain," 
and Wisdom piles them on the top of the 
promises, because God cannot lie. They make 
the house look very bright and beautiful, for 
tl1ey are sure tokens· of a time soon coming, 
when wind and rain and flood shall beat no 
more upon it, and trial and sorrow will be 
passed for ever. Only the other day I stood 
by one who was sheltered in one of Wisdom's 
house_s on the Rock. She was very, very ill ; 
for a "1hole year she had been suffering 
greatly, yet I did not hear a murmur. She told 
me that she had not expected to survive the 
fearful operation that she had gone through a 
few days before ; "but," she added, " I was 
quite prepared, I did not wish to live." '' But 
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on what are you resting your soul 1 " I asked, 
anxiously enough, for I thought of the plastered 
houses on the sand, and of the :rotten piers of 
g"ood works, and thought she might be resting 
her soul on these things. Ho'Y thankful I was, 
when, quietly and restfully, she made the simple 
answer, " On Jesus," sl1e added, "I could have 
wished to have died on Monday, but He has 
some good purpose in keeping me here." 

I spoke of the value of the Blood of Christ ; 
"Isn't it wonderful!" sl1e cried; "and wl1en 
my sufferings are so great, I think of what far 
worse ones He bore for me." 
" Yes, dear ones, out of that house on the 

B,ock, amidst the driving rain, there came not 
one single murmur ; sl1e could tell of her 
Lord's provision for her soul; she could dwell 
upon the deep sufferings which had purchased 
for her that abode of holy calm; she could 
praise Him for His · careful provision for all her 
earthly w�nts ; she could feel for her tried and 
grieving parents, but she could not. repine. 
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Her ears ,vere opened, and every drop of rain 
had a voice for her-a voice from Him she 
loved to her inmost soul. He has s�id, "My 
doctrine shall drop as the rain." (Deut. xxxii. 2.) 
And her waiting soul was learning its lesson; 
for to those upon the Rock, Understanding ex
plains 1nany deep and wonderful things. 

Do you see now, that the storm which i� 
�11 sorrow on the sand, is unmixed ble�sing on· 
the Rock 1 Is it not wonderful 1 

But why is it that so mauy souls who are 
in Wisdo1n's house l1po11 the Rock, are full of 
fears and doubts when the rain begins to fall 
on them. 1 I will tell you. It is becat1se they 
do not let Understanding do h�r share of the 
,vork. Of COl\rse, we cannot understand the 
things of God but by the Spirit of God. "Eye 
l1ath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have 
entered into the heart of man, the things which 
God hath prepared for them that love Hi1n. 
But God hath revealed them unto us by His 
Spirit : for the Spirit searcheth all thing�, yea, 
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the deep things of God. . . . Now we have 
received, not the spirit of the world, but the 
Spirit of God ; that we might know the things 
that are fi·eely given to us of God.'' (1 Cor. 
ii. 9-12.)

And what, then, will Understanding do, ii
you will let her ? She will walk round the 
h.ouse with you, and explain to you, as no one
else can, the value and the strength of the
materials used. For "by Understanding it is
established." Y� ou might be in a very strong house
in a storn1, but if you did not understand that
tl;ie materials were quite storm-proof, you would
be in constant fear, although there was no real
cause for alarm. I saw a house the other day that
had been struck by lightning ; the chin1ney had
been blown to pieces, and the garden \Vas stre,vn
with its fragments. If there had been a light-
11ing-conductor from the roof to the earth, the
accident would not have happened, because the
electricity would have rushed down the iron rod,
and would not have touched the bricks. Now,
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t,vo people might be in a house where there was 
a good lightning-conductor, and although both of 
them would be equally safe, yet from ignorance 
of tl1e la,vs of electricity one 1nigl1t be in great 
fear, wl1ile the other, who understood the matter, 
would be perfectly tranquil. 

Understanding shows you that Wisdo1n has 
made your house quite storm-proo£ She will 
sho,v you the se·ven pillars that have been "hewn 
out ; " that the perfect power of God is engaged 
in sheltering you·r soul. She will meet every 
fear that you can possibly have, by explaining 
to you tl1at the Word of God can never fail. I 
cannot tell you one half of tl1e wonders that 
she ,vill unfold to you ; and more than this, 
she will unstop your ears and say, " Listen ! do 
you not hear a Fatl1er's voice in the falling 
rain?" "He has some wise purpose," said the 
suffering girl-her confidence in her Father's 
Word was unshaken. 

Yes, and Understanding wil� do more tl1a.n 
this; when any great trouble is rushing to,vards 
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you like a wl1irl,vind, sl1e will show you a won

derful sjg·ht, she will show you that the Lord 
Hin1self is to be "seen upon the wings of tl1e 
wjnd." (2 Sarn. xxii. 11.) No terrible chance 
storm is sweeping· 011 you. He is there ; He 

is in it ; He will control it ; and He ,vill 
bring· blessing to �you out of it. Do you re
n1ember that ,vhen Samuel sho,ved Eli the 
terrible storm of trouble tl1at would soon 
burst on l1im, he answered, " It is the Lord : 
let l1i1n do what seemetl1 hi1n good ? " (1 
Sam. iii. 18.) Eli's eyes were opened, a11d he 
saw the Lord upon the '' wings of the wind." 
But the Flood ! the terrible Flood ! what will 
happe11 when that '' beats vehemently.'' against 
the House that Wisdo1n has built for you 1
Understanding will point out to you, that your 
o,vn living, loving, tender Lord '' sitteth 1-1pori 
the flood; yea, the Lord sitteth King· for 
ever." (Psalm xxix.) Yes, He rules tl1e great 
,vaters, He has conquered Death, and it is 
,vritten '' Surely in the floods of great ,vaters 
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they shall not come nigh unto him." (Psalm 
xxxii. 6.)

If my voice is reaching some little sufferer,
011 a bed of sickness and pain, dear one ! re
member, "He hcts promised." He says, "Wher. 
thou passest through the flood I ivill be with 
thee, and through the rivers, they shoJl not

overflow thee.'' 
" Do not touch my right hand,'' whispered 

a dying g·irl; "for Christ has hold of it. The 
valley is 11ot dark ; it is not dark ! Let me go, 
that I may see Him." 

" Well ! if this is infatuation," cried a Romish 
priest, as he stood by the bedside of one whose 
house was upon the Rock, "it is th·e happiest 
infatuation I ever beheld. I would give any
thing to be in your place, cancer and all." 

" Do you think I shall go home to-night," 
asked the sufferer, again and again. "Oh, I 
could suffer years longer if it were His holy, 
blessed will, but I long to see Him, to fall at 
His feet, and bless Him for ,vhat H.e has done 
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for me." Then, as the flood-wave rose, he threw 
up his ar1ns in ecstasy, and cried aloud: '' Oh 
Lord, Lotd Jesus ! " and ,vas gone with Him 
He loved, ,vhere rain, and wind, and flood can 
never beat again. 

Oh, dear young friends ! there is no sight so 
vronderful on earth, as a house upon the rock, 
with wind and rain; and flood b�ating . " ve
hementiy" against it, and beating in vain. The 
sound of praise issuing from such a h0use, is a 
testimony to Christ at which men and devils 
wonder. 

" Skin for skin," cries Satan ; " yea, all that 
a man hath will he give for l1is life ; but put 
forth thine hand now, and touch his bone and 
his flesh, and he will curse thee to thy face.'' 
(Job. ii. 4.) But what can he do against the 
man ,vho sees the Lord on the wind and the 
flood, and who takes his trials as blessing·s 
from the hand of God Himself ! 

A few years since, a lady, in a deep mourning 
garb, and with sorrow on her face, stood by the 
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side of a young sufferer in the Hospital for In
curables, near Dublin. The lady's heart was full 
of sorrow and bitterness, for she had been in 
deep trial, and she had not seen '' the Lord 
upon the wings of the ,vind." Her only son 
had been killed by the blow of a cricket ball, 
and she could 11ot see the Lord's hand in the 
trial.. When she gazed upon the suffering one 
in the hospital, and l1eard that she had not been 
able even to lie down for nine long years, her 
hard thoughts of God found vent in hasty words. 
"Well ! ,> she cried, "I thought that God had 
dealt very hardly with me, but I see it is 
nothing to what He has done with you.'' The 
poor sufferer in Wisdom's house upon the Rock 
had never heard sucl1 ,vords before, and bursting 
into tears she cried, " Oh, do not speak so of 
rniy Lord! It is all love; He has but shut 
me out from the world to shut me in ,vith 
Himself." Iler soul, you see, was sheltered. The 
bitterness of the storm l1ad never reached it. 
Wisdom's house, built up of promises and sure 
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l1opes, did not even shake before wind and rain 
and flood. 

Now we l1ave looked at Wisdom, the builder, 
and at U nderstanding·

J 
the survey9r. I an1 sure 

you would like to seo what Knowledge, the 
housekeeper, can do for you. 

And where does she take us first 1 She takes 
us to a little hillock, and says : "The ants are a 
people not strong, yet tl1ey prepare their meat in 
the summer." (Prov. xxx. 25.) What does she 
mean by this 1 She 1ueans, '' You take a lesson 
from the ants." I once looked at a newlv-formed 
ant-hill, and, scattered about on the top of it, 
,vere a number of wings ; they were not the 
wings of flies that the ants had eaten, they were 
tl1e wings of the ants then1selves� If yot1 have 
ever watched these wonc:erful little creatures, you 
,vi11 know that at one tin1e of the year, the young 
ants have ,vings. An �.3 lay eggs, and on a sunny 
day you 1nay see the v.·hite eggs lying in the 
su11 upon the top of tl1e ant-hill; bl1t if you 
only touch the mound, or step too near it, they 

L 
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will rusl1 upon tl1ese .�ggs, and thot1gh they 
are often mucl1 larger than then1selves, each 
,vorking ant seizes one, and carries it down be
lo,v, out of danger. Well, when these l1atcl1, 
I believe all the young ones come out with long 
slender wings upon their backs. What are these 
wings for 1 They are to bear the young people 
away from tl1e old home, to form a new colony 
of their o"'-n. I once n1et thousands, and thou
sands, and thousands of these winged ants looking 
out for new quarters. The ground was black 
with them, and what became of them all I do 
not k!low, but I have never seen such a sight 
before or since; they were crossing a heath, all 
going in one direction. But when I was wishing 
you to learn of tl1e ants, I was thinking of tl1ose 
which had reached a new house, and of all the 
wings that I saw lying about. Tl1ese wings are 
nipped off and the ants never h.ave them again. 
Wl1y is this 1 They have reached their home, 
and they do not need wings any n1ore ; for the�y 
never mean to leave it. And °\\'-hat do they do 
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then 1 Why, they set to work at once to gather 
food into their house. Some people say that in 
this climate, ants do not lay up a store for the 
winter, b�cause it is so cold that they sleep all 
the time, and do not need to eat. I am sure I 
do not k.now ,vhat mysteries go on beneath 
those wonderful mounds, I only know that I 
l1ave seen two or three strong ants dragging 
some heavy treasure careful�y tow:,1rd� their home. 
But God speaks of some that do lay up stoi'es for 
the winter, and this is what Ki1owledge would 
have us learn of the ants. " Go to the ant, thou 
sluggard ; consider her ways, and be ,vise : Which 
having no guide, overseer, _ or ruler, provideth 
her meat in the summer, anq. g·athereth her food 
in the harvest." (Prov. vi. 6-8.) 

And if you will let Knowledge work for you, 
she will lay up a wonderful store of priceless 
treasures for your future use. Then when 

, 

storms and troubles come, you will be able 
to feed 11pon that which she has gathered into 
your barns, for "there is treasure to be desired 
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and oil in the dwelling of the \\Tise." · (Prov. 
xxi. 20.)

Where ,vill Knowledge find these riches 1 I
am sure tl1ey are not to be found on the sand ; no, 
she finds th.em all in the Rock, and ·brings the1n 
home and stores them for your use in the future. 
'' More to bB desired are they than gold, yea, 
than much fine gold : sweeter also than honey, 
and the honey-comb." (Ps. xix. 10.) There is a 
mine of wealth in Christ ; it is so rich a mine that 
Knowledge can never get hold of it all-" it 
passeth knowlege; '' but still she will always 
bring in the stores f resl1 and fresh, if you will 
let her. 

One reason why there are so many Christians 
needing help in their souls, and so few able to 
give it, is because there are so few who let the 
housekeeper do her part, they seem to think they 
can do without Knowledge, and then of course 
they ·go hungry, and are "Teak and sickly. Of 
course all the treasures in Christ are theirs; but 
what good· will they be to them, if they do not 
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know where to find them 1 The man of God must 
be " t.hrougl1ly furnished unto all good works " 
(2 Tim. iii. 17) says the Apostle Paul. And 
what is he to be furnished with 1 With the v't7 ord 
of God. Knowledge will fill your barns ,vith 
the finest of the wheat; with oil out of the rock 
will she satisfy you; tl1ere will n·ever be want 
l{nown in your house if you let her lay up her 
stores 1 Then she will furnish the armoury, too, 
and when you go forth to meet the power of 
Satan in the hearts of your fello,v men and 
women, yot1 will have your loins girt about with 
truth-that is, you will keep your garments un
spotted from the world through which you p�ss, 
b.r the trutl1 of God. Yes; Knowledge will give
you the girdle, and she·will hand you the breast
plate of righteousness, and she ,vill cover your
feet with the preparation of the gospel of peace,
for '' how beautiful are the feet of the1n that
preach the gospel of peace, and bring glad tidings
of good things." (Rom. x·. 15.) 'l,hen she will
place the shield of faith jn your hand, for it is
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only as ,ve know God that we can trust Him ; 
the helmet of salvation will he upon your brow, 
for you will be able to say, " I knoiv that 17iy

Redeemer liveth." And, lastly, the "sword of 
the Spirit, which is the ,vord of God, will be 
mig·hty through God to the pulling do�rn of 
strong·holds.'' 

Oh ! do 11ot listen to tl1ese words of mine, 
and go away and forget them. I entreat you, 
store the Word of the living God within your 
hearts and minds, while health, and youth, and 
strength are yours. Do not think, as some seem 
to do, that God will furnish you as by a miracle 
in the time of need. If you want to know the 
value of the Word of God, read the hundred 
and nineteenth Psalm from beginning· to end ; 
there is �omething about the Word in almost 
every verse. "Search the Scriptures," says the 
Lord Himself, �hile the Spirit cries through 
Paul the Apostle, to Timothy, " From a child 
thou hast known the·. Holy Scriptures, which are 
able to make thee wise unto salvation, through 
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faith v;,hich is in Christ Jesus." (2 Tim. iii. 15.) 
Ah, be ants ! be ants ! I want you all,-nay, God

,vishes you all, to be ants, that your house may 
be furnished with all precious and pleasant riches. 

Shall I tell you why I speak so earnestly 
about this 1 Because, when I first took refuge 
011 the Rock, I sat down in Wisdom's house, 
and said, "Well, Understanding may show me 
a little now and then, but as for_ Knowledge, 
sl1e is too busy a person for me. She gets up 
early, and goes ·to bed late, and is always 
digging and digging in the mines of the rock ; 
she tires n;ie, I will do without her and get on 
as I can. Ah, what a foolisl1 thing I ,vas ! I 
,vent very, .very hungry, and did not grow at 
all ; and some years afterwards when the Lord 
in His 1nercy ,voke me up, and said, " Come, 
I ,vant you to go out and serve n1e now," I 
looked in vain for the precious things that I 
needed to furnish me for the battle. Shall I 
tell yot1 how I found out ho� empty my house 
was 1 I will. 
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It was in the winter; the snow was falling 
over the. trees and hedges, and the bitter wind 
was s,veeping over the country, when a summons 
came for me to go and visit a dying man. I 
took my Bible in my hand_, and off I set. It 
was about half-a-mile fron1 my h_ome to the 
cottag·e where the sufferer lived; and I was 
soon there, and knocking at the door. There 
was no answer ; I lifted the latch, and stepped 
into the little room. Oh, what a desolate place 
it was ! there was scarcely any furniture to be 
seen ; the floor \\.,.as dark with dirt, and the 
only occupant seemed to be a little black kitten 
which "ras crouching· before the fireless grate. 
I looked round, wondering ,vha.t to do next, 
the kitten got up, and stretched� and gaped, 
and then sat staring at me with her yello,v 
eyes; overhead there was a low knocking sound, 
as of some one rocking to and fro in agony ; 
I turned to the narrow staircase, and groping· 
my ,vay up it, tapped gently at the door 
beyond ; the rocking ceased, and an old woman 
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opened tl1e door to n1e. " Come in," she said, 
and pointed to tl1e bed. There, on an old four
post bedstead without a curtain, with scarcely 
a covering·, and with a hard ,vooden box for 
his pillow, lay a dying man. Oh, I never shall 
forget it ! The s,veat of death stood in large 
drops upon his brow; his breath came� and went 
with the desperate efforts of the closing struggle ; 
he seemed unconscious of all about him. The 
old woman sank back on to her brol{en chair, and 
resumed her rocking motion, moaning to herself, 
'' Forty-eight years; forty-eight years.'' Every no,v 
and tben

J
she rose and wiped her husband's brow, 

and then resumed her rocking· and her moanings. 
I was not used to scenes of sickness and 

death; I scarcely knew ,vhat to do. But 
presently the sick man looked at me, and 
muttered words which I c.ould not understand; 
" He's talking about tl1e prodigal son, and his 
Fat11er ; he do so want to hear it read," said 
the won1an. I had my Bible with me, and 
the history is tl1ere, as you know, bnt alas ! 
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my chambers were unfurnished, I knew not 
where to find it. The dying man asked in vain, 
and then lapsed again into unconsciousness. 
Hastily I turned to the .door, and saying I 
would return shortly, passed down the stairs, 
and out into the driving snowstorm. Bitter 
shame was· in my heart, as with trembling 
fingers I turned the pages of my unwo:rn 
Bible. Earnestly I cried to my Lord to guide 
my faltering. hands, and at last I found the 
place, and eagerly read the touching narrative. 
Then I went back to the bed of death, b11t 
I waited in vain for another gleam of conscious
ness; the 9pportunjty was gone-gone for ever. 

While I stood there, my eye wander�d 
to .. the window, and I remember the scene 
without, a·s if I had only seen it yesterday. 
The white road--the great trees with their 
sno\v-laden boughs-the snow-flakes falling·, now 
quietly anµ gently, and now driving, on the 
wind, and whirling round in their wild wintry 
dance-oh, I remember it so well ! The old 
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woman marked my gaze, and tl1ought, J 
suppose, that I ,-vas wondering to see the little 
rag of a window-curtain drawn back at such 
a time ; she stopped her rocking, and her 
moaning· cry of sorro \\.,, for a moment, to say 
i11 a hoarse meaning· whisper, " He told me to 
draw it back, for said he, 'There's no knowin' 
Who I may see a-comin' to meet me.'" 

And that is all I ever knew as to his state 
of soul. He had been a terrible drunkard, his 
wife was the same ; but who shall say if the 
Word of God, which he l1ad heard my father 
preach the week before, had reached his lost 
soul, and brought him as a prodiga� to the 
Father's arms 1 

I cannot say,-I was an unfurnished servant; 
and though Knowledge has since that time 
been l1ard at work for me, she "'ill 11ever be 
able to make up for the wasted years, during 
which I shut her out of 1ny house. Be warned 
by me, and be dilig·ent at once, then you will 
be " furnished unto all good works." 
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i\.nd now, dear ones, I have finisl1ed talking 
about tl1e houses upon the Rock; and I l1ope 
as you see ho,v safe you are, supported by that 
Rock, and sheltered by tl1e promises built into 
it, that you will look up to the loving Lord 
who saved you, and sing that lovely song, 
"Unto Him that loved us, and washed us from 
our sins in His own blood, and made us kings 
and priests unto God and His Father, to Him 
be glory and dornini·ori for ever and ever. 
Amen." 





CHAPTER VI. 

THE WAYS OF THE PLACE. 

"Let the inhabitants of the rock sing."-IsA. xlii. 11.

E must have just a fe,v parting words 
this evening, and I -must wish you 
a parting wish. What do you 

think it is ? You .,vill laugh w heri I tell you. 
I wish you were all little conies ! 

vVhat are conies 1 They a.re small creatures 
something like rabbits. And ,vhy do I ,vish you 
were all conies .then ? I "',ill tell you. " The 
conies are but a feeble- folk, yet they make 
their houses in the rocks." (Prov. xxx. 26.) 
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Ah ! these feeble, helpless little creatures are 
wiser in their way than the children of men. 
They know their weakness, n.nd they take 
refuge i11 the strength of tl1e rock. 

One of my brothers who has travelled to 
a great many ·places, stayed at Cape Town for 
a short time, and while there, he climbed Table 
mountain which overlooks the town. He told 
me that he saw 11l1mbers of little conies among .. 
the rocks

) 
and. that as he an.d his . friend 

approached them, they ran quickly away, and 
s�pped in�o their hol�s. A1= ! th.ey knew that 
the rock would. ·be a, shield. between them and 
their foes. It is a great thing to know our 
own �eakness, . and never to try· to meet our 
enemies in our own strength. Let those who 
are on the Rock, look at the little conies, and 
learn from them somethjng of "the ways of the 
place.'' When we �re brought into trying cir
cun1stances, and great ten.1ptation, what must 
we do 1 We must hide ourselves �n Christ, 
we must count upon Him, and His strength 
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011ly, to shield us and to keep us. " Our soul 
waitetl1 for the Lord : He is our help and our 
shield." (Psalm xxxiii. 20.) A. sense of our ow11 
weakness brings us ever to depend upon the 
stTength of Another. 

Shall I tell you how I learned something of 
this great lesson 1 I had been upon the Rock 
for years, but I had learned very little of the 
ways of the place ; and though I now know 
that I was quite safe all the tin1e, because the 
Rock held me and not I the Rock ; still then 
I oftenc. seemed in the greatest peril

) 
for Satan 

made the most terrible attacks upon 1ny soul. 
I am sorry to say that 1 had read many books 
full of man's wisdom and man's thoug·hts, and 
these deadly seeds that were thickly sown in 
my poor mind, were only too ready to spring· 
up and bear their bitter fruit. Satan kne,v 
weli how weak I ,vas, and I 110w know that 
l1e aime.d his fiery darts at my soul-terrible 
temptations to think for myself, and to doubt 
God's holy Word. One day, this' storm was 
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so terrible, tl1at everything seemed go11e, and 
I see1ned to be left standing alone, an isolated 
existence withol1t a reality beyond the things of 
time. I could not cry for help of course, for 
it seemed to me that there was no one to who1n 
to cry. If I had been as wise as a little 
coney, I should have fled to the Rock, and 
have hidden· myself in Hirn the moment the 
storm beg1an; but I tried to face it with my 
own reaso11, and I was soon sore wounded, so 
wounded that I could not escape n1yself. But 
was I lost 1 No ! because a living Christ came 
in to my rescue. He knew how ignorant and 
we"ak I ,-ras, and placed Himself between me 
and the foe. How did He do this 1 One word 
came to my mind above all the roar of that 
storm of doubts; it was just this : "Hush ! " 
How suTprised I was ; a11d with it in g-reat 
power to my soul came this thought _: it is the 
Rock holds you, and not you the Rock� Then 
my weary soul sank down upon the ·everlasting 
Christ of God, and there was a great calm. 
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That is why I so often speal< to you of a 
'' Power outside yourself." I have proved tl1e 
faithfulness of Christ. And if you are ever 
troubled in this way, remember that faith in 
)rour faith will never do ; you1,. fc6ith is 9ut the 
·iv.1:ng which lciricls yoii for· ever upon the f a·ith ..
fulness of Christ. Faith saves by dropping you 
into tl1e arms of a faithful One. 

But tl1is happened to me years ago, a11d I 
hope that since then I l1ave learned to be 
1nore lil{e the little co11ies; that is, al,vays to 
place Christ between me and the enen1y, th·e 
moment I see him advancing. Wl1y does 
Satan attaclt God's children whom he kno,vs 
to be safe upon the Rock 1 Because, if they 
try to n1eet l1im in their ovvn strength, he 
kno,vs he shall overco1ne them ; and tl1en his 
triumph will bring� sl1ame upon the nan1e of 
Christ. 

Oh ! dear ones, if you al,vays act lilce the 
conies, you will never cover that blessed N an1e 
with the shame that so m�ny bring 11pon it. 

M 
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Is it not sad to have been saved by One, and 
then to shame that One, all the way along. 
Yet still He loves ! Yes, lo1)es the poor thing" 
that shames I-Iim ; and even now is coming 
forth, as the Father did, to meet the return
ing prodigal. Is there a sore wounded one 
here to-night 1 He is at yot1r side noiv ; trust 
Him to deliver you ; put your case into His

hand� _ That is acting like a cony once more ; 
hiding yourself in the Rock. 

But tl1ero is· another creature that shelters 
in the clefts of the rock. It is the dove. 

I had two pretty doves once, with rings 
round their necks ; they were called ring-doves. 
They made the large wicker cage in which I 
put them, their home; and when I set it close 
to an open window, and unfastened the door, 
they flew out, and perched upon the trees in 
the garden. But had I lost then1 1 Oh, no; 
when evening came on, they both flew baclc 
again, and nestled in their home. I used to 
love to hear their gentle coo, so soft and 
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sweet, and when I went· into the garden they 
would come down when I called tpe111, and 
perch upon my shoulders, and feed from my 
hands. How different they w.ere from those 
poor little birds, that .ar� _ ::;hut t1p in 13ages. 
like prisoners, and only stay with you because 
-they must ! God wants y.ou to be like the 
doves ; He wants you to mak� your pappy 
home jn ChFist; quite frree-- anti yet you 
would pot leave Him for anything be.cause yo.q 
love Him. He wants] .you to i:epos� on .Hi� 
everlasting� love ; not to keep doub�ing it �very 
now and tb_en, ·but, always· to tru�t on •it, always 
to c.ount on i�. And w.hen you gro,v :up to be 
men and women, He will ·want you tp trust yo-qr 
children t� it, too. This. is :what the Dove does ; 
it makes its riest i11 the cleft of the r�cl{. 

Have you not heard a perso11 say, someti1nes, 
'' such a one has a place in my _he�rt" 1 .And· 
have you ever thought that yoii have a place 
in the heart of Christ 1. C.an you ever lose th,at 
place 1 No, for He cannot change·; His l9v� is 

M 2 
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everlasting. After all, the dove is a selfish little 
thil}g ; it loves its home in the rock, because 
it is safe and comfortable. And we are just the 
same ; we love Christ " because He first loved 

. 

us," but then He knows what we are, and loves 
on with that deep everlasting· l_ove of His. 

Can we do notl1ing to show our love to Him 
then 1 Yes, for He says, " 0 my dove, that 
art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret places 
of the stairs, let me see thy countenance, let 1ne 
hea1� thy voice." (Cant. ii. 14.) 

He has made us quite safe in His secret 
place, and now He wants to look upon our 
faces. What kind of faces do you think'. He 
wants to see � Will sad and mour11ful ones 
give Him pleasure 1 Does He see yoiir face 1 
Are you looking up to meet His g�aze, with 
looks of grateful love 1 Do you know that a 
great many of those who are safe upon the 
Rock have their eyes so occupied with things 
below th�n1, that they rarely raise their faces 
towards 'Christ 1 Some sit and stare at all the 
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cares and trouble before them, and some gaze 
at their pleasures, and some at their duties, and 
forget to look up. 

When you have g1�ieved your parents, do you 
not hang your heads 1 But the moment you 
a.re really sorry for tl1e pain you have caused
them, and go and say, "I am so sorry I have
done wrong ; " you can look them in the face
again directly, can you not 1

And so it is with the child of God. The 
moment you conf�ss your fault, you ca11 raise 
your face to meet the look of forgiving love, 
which is ever yours fro1n your Father God. 

But He says, too, '' Let me hear thy voice." 
Does He· mean that you are always to be 
asking Him for something 1 Yes ; in one. way 
He does, for He says, "Pray without ceasing�," 
but there is something far beyond praying, or 
confessing that He wants to hear. It is praise 
that He loves. He wants to hear you say 
that you love Him, and to hear you ·bless 
Him for giving you the cleft of the Rock 
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in which to hide. It- is only trusting ones 
who can worship. The soul cannot give 
tl1anks a11d praise till it lrnows that it is safe. 
He pleads so gently; " Let me hear thy 
voice." " Let the inhabitants of the rock sing." 
(Isaiah xlii.) And what is the song 1 Ah, 
tl1e song is this: ''Unto Him that loved us, 
and washed us from our sins in His own blood, 
and hath made us kings and priests unto God 
a11d �is Father ; to Him be glory and do
minion for ever and ever. Amen." (Rev. i. 5, 6.) 

Do you know, I had often said this over and 
over, but I had never thought of what that 
·word "dominion " meant ! It means, "let Him
ever rule over us." Has He dominion over
you ? Is His Word your law in everything;
at home, at school, at play, and in everythirig?

If we say to Him, '' have dominion," we must
let Him have His way with us in everything·,
must we not 1 And what that is, ,ve shall only
find out from His own Word.

And now I must tell . you one more thing 
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which you can learn from God's gentle doves. 
They often teach me lessons, for near my window 
there is a roof on which a flock of white pigeons 
often rest. Their feathers are as white as snow, 
a11d in the summer-time,· I see the young ones 
come out of their houses, and bask in the sun
light. They are weak, _ and cannot fly from 
place to_� place, as their parents can; but they 
love to sit upon the sloping.. roof, and spread 
their wings out in the full blaze of the summer 
sun. Nothing pleases them better than to lie 
down beneath his cheering beams. Why do 
they do this ? They are weak, and want to 
grow stro11g, and able to fly. And .how should 
we .grow strong in Christ ? We must bask, like 
th� doves, in tl1e sunshine of God's favour. 
When I ,vas telling you about the Rock, l__told
you it was a sunny place, for that the stream 
of God's favour rested for ever llpon Christ. 
No cloud can ever pass between Him and God ; 
and if you are on tl1e Rock, you

., 
too, are in the 

sunlight. If you are in a sunny place
., 

you 
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cannot be in a cloudy one, can you 1 Remem
ber· it is the place is sunny-not you; yoit are 
in the sitnshirie tha,t belongs to the place. This 
is God's grace; it is His unmerited favour to
wards you; but all that belongs to Christ is 
yours, for yot1 are in the place of blessing. 
Earthly storms of trial and temptation may 
come and go, but they can never, for one 
moment, dim the flood of t1nmerited favour 
that pours upon those who are resting on Christ. 
The throne of grace has been set lip, and you 
can go there boldly, to find "grace to help in 
every time of need." Oh ! be like· the little 
doves, and bask in the sitnlight. This is one of 
the ways of the place, and those who would 
be strong .in Christ, must know what it is to 
oe ever i11 the enjoyment of that eternal stream 
of unmerited favour. 

God wants you to be like the conies and the 
dov·es, but He wants you, too, to be like the 
beautiful hinds. What is a hind 1 It is a 
stag',, and it is fitted by God to live among ·the 
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rocks. Do you remember that I told you of 
tl1e heigl1ts of the love of Christ 1 we must 
go 011 to l{11ow 1nore and more of Hi1n. This 
is anotl1er of the ways of the place ; and God 
Himself will fit us for our journey, for David 
says, " He make th my feet like hinds' feet." 
(Psalm xviii. 33.) The l1ind l1as a hoof that can 
hold firmly to every little ridge on tl1e roc]rs, 
and thus it can spring" from stone to stone with
out the fear of falling. There are other mean
ings to the parted hoof, but I feel sure tl1at this 
is one of tl1em, for I find that to those who 
are on the Rock, tl1e Lord gives '' hinds' feet." 
"For who is God save the Lord 1 or who is 
a rock save our God 1 God that girdeth me 
,vith strength, and 1naketh my way perfect, 
He n1aketh my feet like hinds' feet, and 
setteth me upon my l1igh places." (Psalm 
xviit. 31-33.) He gives tl1e foot that can take hold 
of Christ, and thus ,ve ca11 go on, and go up 
in safety, passing.. tl1roug·l1 many dangers ,vitl1 
a sure step. It is a foot suited to the Rock, 
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but -IlOt suited to the soft and boggy pastures 
of this wo1:ld, for the parted hoof is a poor 
thing in t·he mire, it sinks in with ease. 

When I was in ·Scotland, I used rto climb 
up the mountain ·at the foot of which the 
house stood; in which I was.· staying. High 
up on its side there was a soft green· ·sward, as 
smooth and level as a l�wn; below it the hill

sloped away to the deep and quiet. lak:e; �hove 
it, all wa$ rugged stone, �n.d_ waving brake and 
heather. I used to lo:ve to sit and read God's 
wonderful Book in that 1onely �pot. The 
mountain birds wheeled over .n1e. with shrill 

+ • • - • •' + • + , -

wild cries
)
' the rabbits playeg about, up.con_

scio.us ot-my presence ; the wind -�made strange 
whjspers . in. the. long cotton-gr�ss, and t�e 
tanglGd. _brake; and I h�ve see� the thunder
clouds gather. round tb.e lofty crags of Benv.ent1e, 
and sweep tow.ards me in their solemn majesty, 
while an awful stillness ·reigned around me. 
'rhen, in another m.01nent., t11e hill above me 
would be liidden in volumed· masses of cloud, 
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that seemed as if they would touch my head, 
as they rolled along, and the storm would burst, 
and in an instant the lakes and trees below me 
would vanish from my view, while sheets of 
driving rain swept the hill-side like a mighty 
flail. One morning, when I was sitting in this 
quiet spot, I ,vas startled by a most unusual 
sound; large stones and shingle came tumbling 
do,vn the hill side above me, and plunging into 
the quaggy earth, near which I sat. What 
could it be? I started up breathless,, and 
looked as far as I could see up the steep moun
tain side. Down came the rolling stones and 
shingle, and amongst them, bounding· as best 
he could, fron1 stone to stone, came a full-sized 
mount.ai� lamb. He had been playing on the 
hill above, and had come suddenly to the edge 
of this steep place, and now he- could not stop 
himself. Oh ! well for him was it, that God 
had giveri hi1n a parted hoof, for without it I 
do not think -that any animal of his size and 
weight, could have come down that rough hill 
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side as he did, and have lived. I saw ho,v 
his hoofs were spread as he leaped, with a look 
of terror 011 ?is face, from rock to rock. If he 
had lost his footi1:ig. for a 1noment, he would 
�ave rolle� down amidst the rattling stones, 
and have been killed ; but no, his parted hoof 
was fitted for the work, and i11 far less time 
than it takes· 1ne to tell the story, he had taken 
his last bound on to the grassy sward, and 

' . 

was standing, staring_ at me in mute astonish-
ment. He maketh "my feet like hinds' feet," 
but you_ see it is for the high places, and not 
for the low-lands that we are fitted. When 
the wild winds sweep over the mountains, the 
hind can press on his way, step by step, against 
the storm ; and so, when fierce storms of trial 
and sorrow, and persecutio11 s-,veep over the 
Christian, his foot takes firm hold of Christ, 
and he presses on, crying out like the Apostle 
Paul, " This one tl�ing I do, forgetting.. those 
things ,vhich are behind, and reaching forth 
unto those things whicl1 are before, I press 
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to"rard the rnark for the prize of the high 
calling of God in Christ Jesus." (Phil. iii. 13-14.) 

But ,vhen the hinds are weary and thirsty, 
do they have to wander all the way down from 
their rocks to dr.inlr from the lakes that lie 
belo,v 1 Oh, no; God provjdes for them where 
they live. From the spot I loved so well upon 
the mountain's side I could always hear a 
murmuring sound. It was caused by the rush 
of a 111ountain stream, ,vhicl1 had its source far 
up among1 the rocks. There the mountain 
sheep and stags could slake their thirst, and lie 
down to rest on tl1e gTeen pasture that marked 
its course. I think I told you, did I not, that 
the W orcl of God is a stream of living· water, 
that is given by Christ for your refreshment. 
Oh ! be like the hinds and drink often of " the 
brook by the way." David says, "As the hart 
panteth after the water-brooks, so panteth my 
soul after Thee, 0 God." (Psalm xlii. 1.) I ti 
would be well if we always thirsted like this 
for the living water. 
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Have you not noticed that when a deer has 
slaked its t11irst it generally raises its head 
high in tl1e air 1· So, if we drank oftener of 
this precious stream, we should kn.ow more of 
what .David n1eans when he says, "He shall 
drink of the brook. by the way; therefore sha]l 
he lift up the head." (Psalm ex. 7.) 

But do we use water only for drinking ? 
No, it is for washing also � and I Wf}int you to 
Temember that tl1e word of God applied by the 
s·pirit · of God, alone can cleanse your feet. 
Do you r�member reading· how the Lord Jesus, 
on -the night of His betrayal, took water and 
washed tl1e feet of His disciples. And He 
said to them, '' What I do thou k.nowest not 
now, but thou shalt know hereafter?" (J oh!1 
xiii. 7.) He meant that when, in conse
quence of His death and resurrection, the 
Holy Spirit should come dow11 to dwell in 
human hearts, they would understand that by 
the Word of God they must cleanse their 
way. Then, when the Apostle Peter wished 
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to be washed all over, He added, "He that 
is washed needeth not save to wash bis feet, 
but is clean every w·hit." (John xiii. 10.) 
And so, dear on.es, if you have been washed 
in the precious Blood, once for all, you are 
"clean every whit;" but as you pass along 
your journey you must let the Word of God 
cleanse your feet. The Lord Himself, the 
living Lord in heaven, stoops still to cleanse 
your feet by applying His Word in .living 
power to your souls. Let Him have His way 
with you, and ,vhenever the Word condemns 
your course in life, remember Christ is busy 
for you, and yield to His tender, yet faithful 
ministry. 

It is a terrible thing when Christians wander 
down to drink of the ,vaters of this world, and 
try to slake their thirst in the pleasures of 
this poor scene, forgetting that death has severed 
them for ever from the things that belong to 
the sand. Oh, be hinds! be hinds! and press 
up anq. press on. Do not even stoop to sip 
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any of the bitter waters here. Do not waste 
your tin1e by setting yoi1r affections on earthly 
things. 

"Wl1ere,vithal shall a young 1nan cleanse hi8 
,vay 1 by talcing· heed tl1ereto according to Thy 
word." (Psal111 cxix. 9.-) Do not look at other 
people, and say, '' They are enjoying the 
pleasures of earth, ,vhy should not I 1" Be 
sure that if they a.re, they are down in low 
and boggy places, and are quite useless to 
help other Christians upwards. In fact they 
are doing 1nore harm than those wl10 are 
happy in their houses on the sand. They 
are saying by their actions, "Christ is not 
enough to satisfy our souls, ,ve want other 
-things too." And this is very, very sad; for it
-is not true. Besides, it is a place of suffering, for 
their hearts are always full of fears. Tempta
tions and trials look terrible from where they 
are. Let me try and explain this to you. I 
went once to the Isle of Wight, where the 
coast is very rugged, and the cliffs very lofty. 
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One day I went down: on to the rocky shore, 
and watched tl1e great waves as they came 
rushing towards me, and burst in foam and 
spray at my feet. How large and terrible 
they looked, as they raised their great crests 
above n1y head ! filling the air with their 
clamour as they trampled on the shaking 
shore. There was such a noise, and such 
a turmoil, that though I was safe on the 
little spur of rock, that jutted out from the 
coast, I could not bear it long ; a feeling of fear 
and awe crept over me, and I hurried away. 
_Which way did I go 1 I went itp, t1p the 
steep cliffs, till I ,vas n1any hundred feet above 
tl1e raging wa,.,.es. Gradually the sounds of 
their roaring died away in the distance, and 
when at last I paused and g·azed down upon 
the sea belo,v me, I was astonished to see that 
it looked like a tranquil lake, over whose sur
face little ripples came and went. What a 
change ! I was no safer than. when I sat upon 
the crag low do,vn, but there I was terrified 

N 
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by the roar, and chilled by the spray ; while 
up upon St. Catherine's Down, neither the one 
nor the other could reach me. And this is 
ho,v it is to those unhappy Christians, who are 
just satisfied ·with being saved, and care not 
to kno\v more of Him Wb.o has saved them. 
Oh ! if you stay -do,vn there, JOU will soon 
forget· that you have " been purg�ed .from your 
old sins." ( 2 Peter i� 9�) You will be in terror 
and fear, when· trial sweeps over you ; yot1 will 
hot be able to t1nderstand Gb·d's dealings with 
-you ; yoti ,vill neither e11joy the things of earth,
nor the things of heaven. But oh ! we will not
think that any of you will be podr, half-hearted
Christians. You ·will be out and ot1t. for Christ,
\vill you not 1 'Coriies, and doves, and hinds,
all in one. •May the Lord Hi1nself teach you
the ways of the· place to which He has brougµt
y9u !

4"nd now, would JOll just in parting' like to 
bea-r of a man, who acted; as I say, like coney, 
·and. dove; and hind alr in one 1 The most 
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terrible trials could not shake that man in his 
pathway, any more than they could beat down 
the house in which his soul was sheltered. 
Listen, and let his words close all that we 
have to say about building houses. 

'' Although the fig tree shall not blossom, 
neither shall fruit be in the vines; the labour 
of tl1e olive shall fail, and the fields shall yield 
110 meat ; the flocl{ shall be cut off from the 
fold, and there shall be no herd in the stalls : 
yet will I rejoice in the J__,ord, I will joy in the 
God of my salvation. The Lord is my strength, 
and He ,vill n1ake my feet like hinds' feet, 
and He will make me to walk upon mjne high 
places." (Habakkuk iii. 17--19.) 
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Finely printed in colours, including several new Sheets. Each sheet contains from 36 
to 144 tickets, price 2d. each ; or one each of the twelve kinds, post free for 2s. 

PRECIOUS SEED. 

A Selection of Hymns for the Young, with appropriate verses of Scripture, very 
suitable for _Reward Cards for Sunday-schools. With illustrated headings. Packets 1, 
:?, and 3. Each Packet containing 50 Cards, assorted, price 6d. ; the three packets 
post free, for ls. 6d. 

MOTTO CARDS. 

Pcickets I. and II. 

Each packet contains Six Cards. all different ; while each Card has one or more Selected 
\'exts, and several lines of appropriate Poetry, printed in Fine Colours and Floral Border ; 

v :?-ry Ruitable for Sunday-school Gifts, and for distribution amongst old and young, Price 
each; tlle Two .Packets, free by post, for ls. Twelve Packets for 5s. 

THE GOSPEL OF OUR SALVATION. 

A new and valuable Gospel Wol'k, by the Editor of "Faithful Words." Cloth boards 
2s. ; cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 

THE AUXILIARY BiBLE. 

Pl'epared in, Three Sius, each Size in, various styles of Binding, as follows:-

No. 1.-Small Svo Edition. Size of book, 5¼ by 4 inches . In Morocco, Ss. 6d. In 
fine Turkey Morocco, limp, circuit edges, 7s. 6d, In finest Morocco, very best binding, 
kid lined, lls. 6d. 

No. 2.-Medinm Size Edition. Size 6½- by 4 inches. In Morocco, 6s. 6d. In fine 
Morocco, limp, circuit, edges, lOs. 6d. In finest Morocco, very best binding, kid 
lined, 15s. 6d. 

No. 3.-Large Type Edition. Size 7½ by 5 ihches, Ih Morocco, 12s. 6d. In fine 
Turkey Morocco, circuit edges, 17s, 6d. In finest Morocco, v·ery best binding, kid 
lined, 25s. 6d. 

All sent post or carriA.ge free at the prices named. When ordering please say " The 
Auxiliary Bible," and particular edition required. 
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Vlll ADVERTISEMENTS 

"Faithful Words" Annual Volume for 1878 
IS NOW READY. 

Cloth boards, pln.in edges, ls. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 2s. ·It is attractively bound, forming 
a useful present, and mn.y be obtained through any bookseller. 

The Publisher desires to thank all who, during the year 1878, have endeavoured to 
extend the circulation of "FAITHFUL ,voRD�," and ventures still to ask the kind co
operation of those interested in this medium for making known the glad tidings of 
salvation. 

The Magazine is always ready for sale by the 27th of the month, and can be ordered 
of any Bookseller. 

'The Publisher will supply it for free distribution in the United Kingdom, if ordered 
direct from himself, at the following cheap rates, post or carriage free :-

. 50 copies 8/6 or 50 copies per month during 1S79 for £1 16 0 

100 ,, 6/0 ,, 100 ,, ., ,, ,, 3 6 0 

250 ,, 14/0 ,, 250 ,, ,, ,, ,, 8 0 0 

500 ,, 26/0 , ,  500 ,, ,, ,, ,, 15 0 0 

First Edition. Fiftieth Thousand. 

"Faithful Words" Sheet Almanac for 1879. 
COMPILED BY H. N. 

Price One Penny (Twelve Copies post free); 7s. 6d. per 100. 

The Scriptures for each day are given, and are arranged on au entirely original plnn 
within shields. It contains various beautiful Illustrations, the centre one depicting the 
meeting of DAVID and ABSALOM. 

The Believers' Almanac: 
OR, CHRISTIAN REMEMBRANCER FOR 1879. 

Special ca.re bas been bestowed upon the preparation of the issue of THE BELIEVERSt

ALMANAC, and it is hoped it will maintain its character as a ren.l help to the study of the 
Word of God. It is published as hitherto-in paper, Id.; cloth interlea,ed, 6d. 
Twelve copies at ld., or Two at 6d., post free. 

Special TdNns ,c·m be ofe1·ed to those desiri11(J lo cu·culate the .Almanac in qucrntiti,.�. 
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