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Introduction 
By Scott Bacon 

This is a compilation of sermons and writings by Rev. John Healy Williams, D. D. (my great, great 
grandfather) dating from 1880 through 1921, spanning his career as pastor and community leader. 
These writings, some printed as handouts for church services, others in his own handwriting were 
passed down to me, through our family, over the years, along with many, many photographs and 
other family memorabilia.  

These connections to our past have inspired me to learn more about our genealogical roots and 
the history in which my ancestors lived. I find the endless research possibilities fascinating and 
very rewarding. And each new discovery about my past spurs me on to learn more. With hopes 
that future generations will also appreciate these connections, I am cataloging, digitizing, and 
archiving while building our family tree.  

The writings here, 50 in total, more than 1000 pages, have been photographed in high resolution 
for our family archives. Some have been transcribed with the help of online services. Then the 
originals have been individually packaged for archival storage.  

Many of the 100-year-old writings are incredibly relevant today, strongly resonating with personal 
and societal topics of today. Perhaps this shouldn’t be too surprising, but it speaks to both the 
insight of Rev. J. H. Williams, and our lives’ continual joys and struggles. 

If you’re reading this, I genuinely hope you enjoy, and learn, as much as I have through these 
incredible, thought provoking, writings.   
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About Rev. John Healy Williams, D. D. 
Insert life sketch here… 

If you have a free Ancestry.com account, you can view my John Healy Williams page for more 
information.  

  

https://www.ancestry.com/family-tree/person/tree/196435038/person/142566344289/story
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by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 
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The Earthly Resurrection Life 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Easter Sunday, March 30, 1902 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Hosea 14:5 – “I will be as the dew unto Israel; he shall grow as the lily." 

THERE is a resurrection that precedes the resurrection. What the nature of the resurrection which 
is celebrated today is, we have but a faint conception. We believe that Jesus died and rose again, 
and that because he lives we shall live also. This is the faith of millions, founded upon evidence of 
the weightiest kind, but just what that resurrection is in its nature doth not yet appear. But there is 
a resurrection in this life, which is a necessary condition of the resurrection to come. It was of this 
the Apostle was speaking when he said: "If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things that are 
above." "Be risen." now. here, in this life. 

It is this resurrection that I wish to speak of first this morning. "Israel shall grow as the lily." Look at 
Israel, for a moment, and you will see our thought. For years, for generations, Israel had been 
growing as the thorn, as the thistle, as the noxious weed. Its life had been a hard, unlovely, bitter, 
wicked life. It was in Israel to grow as the lily, and blossom as the rose. It was in Israel also to grow 
as the thorns and thistles and weeds, and like these he had been growing. 

A man comes into this town and he sees a hill. greasewood and sage brush. It is a wilderness. 
landscape gardener by nature, and he looks at that hill, and he looks from it. What does he see? In 
his vision the sage brush and the grease wood have disappeared and in their places are trees and 
shrubs, lilies and roses, winding drives and shady walks. All these are in that He buys it, he begins 
work upon it, a few years have passed over the hill and lo, a resurrection! A desert - a paradise! 

There is a lily and rose side to this earth of ours. There is a thorn and thistle side. Hosea was a 
landscape gardener of human nature. He looked upon Israel; it was overgrown with weeds, a 
tangled thicket of buckthorn, a wilderness of briers. He looked at it long and earnestly. What did he 
see? He saw the hidden possibilities of Israel's nature. He saw, to use a frontier illustration, that it 
only needed water and I will be cultivation to become a garden of beauty; and he exclaims: as the 
dew unto Israel, and he shall grow as the lily." This hope of Hosea did not come to pass until Christ 
brought in the new Israel; but the possibilities of the lily growth, the rose and the vine, were there 
ready for the resurrection. There is a white lily and rose side to human nature. The great landscape 
gardener of all the centuries saw it, saw it even when it was a wilderness of thorns and briers, and 
he There came to give that pure, white, beautiful side a resurrection. are two or three thoughts 
connected with this truth worthy of our attention this morning. 

First, it is our duty and mission in life to cultivate the lily side of God has said: "I will be as the dew 
unto thee." our nature. The other side-the thorn side-comes of itself. We do not have to cultivate 
the greasewood and the sagebrush. Thorns and thistles will spring up of themselves. From what 
wild banks were these lilies gathered? From what unplanted and uncultivated hedge were these 
white roses plucked? From what wild spot came these exquisite clusters of beauty and fragrance? 
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No, these flowers do not grow from that side of nature. There is, to be sure, a side of wild, 
uncultivated nature which is beautiful. There are beautiful yucca and cactus blossoms in the 
wash; there are exquisite ferns in shady nooks in the mountain canyons; there are wildernesses of 
wildflowers. There are traits of our wild and uncultivated human nature which are attractive. We 
talk and we read about the rough diamonds of character. Some go so far as to say that they are all 
the better for being untouched and unspoiled by cultivation. There is a loss that comes by 
cultivation; the wild yuccas have to go, the white plumes of the greasewood and the delicate 
blooms of the wild lilac have to yield; but would you strip yonder heights of their vestments to 
bring these wild beauties back again? Some have said: "It is too bad for Christians to enter Japan. 
The Japanese are so graceful, so pleasing, so artless in their natural condition." These remarks are 
made from a romantic standpoint, from the standpoint of the traveler, the tourist, the man who 
touches life at a distance--not from the standpoint of character, of daily life, the real essence. 
There is a side, a sense, in which I deplore the pushing of cultivation, of homes and gardens and 
groves into the surrounding foothills. 

Where five years ago I made my way with difficulty into one of nature's wild haunts and gathered 
yellow violets and cream cups, and felt almost the exhilaration of an explorer, there is today a fine 
road over which one can drive with ease, and roses and lilies bloom about pretty cottages. Those 
wild spots, in their native state, are chiefly beautiful to visit on rare occasions, to tramp over, to 
explore; but for life, for the daily comfort and service, we choose the cultivation, the houses, the 
lawns, the roses, the lilies. 

The best test is to bring it down into our own lives. Is it best to cultivate and train our minds and 
hearts, to cut out the thorns and thistles of passion, the weeds of selfishness, the wild 
undergrowth of natural inclinations, or let them have their way and sway, just for their natural 
beauty? What does conscience say about it? 

There is a lily and rose side to our nature, induced by cultivation and care and training; and there is 
a thorn and brier side, with its wide sweeps of sandy wash, with here and there a beauty. 
Conscience. says, experience says, the advice of all the good, the best who have. lived, tell us cut 
out the wild growth, even run the plowshare deep among the tangled roots, and develop the lilies 
of purity and patience, and kindness, and faith and love. 

The best qualities, the valuable traits, the prized characteristics of manhood and womanhood are 
cultivated. They are traits which come under such influences as our text suggests: "I will be as the 
dew unto Israel, and he shall grow as the lily." Suppose I could throw upon the screen before you 
two faces: one a cultivated face, a face behind which lie generations of discipline and culture, the 
face of one who in child- hood looked up into the face of a Christian mother, was taught from her 
lips to say: "Now I lay me down to sleep," heard at the family circle the words of the "Shepherd 
Psalm" and the Beatitudes and lived and breathed the atmosphere of a Christian civilization. The 
other face is an uncultivated one, the face of one untouched by any civilizing, Christian influences. 
I can safely say that this last face, however striking may be some of its features, however much of 
wild beauty it may possess, will be the face expressing chiefly the thorn and sage- brush and 
cactus side of our nature; while the other expresses the lily and the rose. 
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Second: We were placed in this world not only to cultivate the lily side of our natures, but to bring 
out that side in our fellow men. The Christian church has taken the contract to clear this world, the 
spiritual world, from thorns and thistles and bring in the lily and the rose. It is the greatest contract 
ever given an organization to do. It is gigantic. Material contracts are being assumed by men and 
corporations today, which a half century ago would have sounded like a fable. Mountains are 
being literally removed and cast into the sea. Nothing seems too great for man's mastery. He is 
learning the nature and assuming the control over nature's forces. Material resurrections are 
occurring with bewildering frequency. But great as these are they fade away before the task 
assigned to the Christian church-to Christian men-which is, to convert humanity from a 
wilderness into a garden, to change its productions from thorns and briers into lilies and roses. 
Jesus has risen. That is a glorious truth. I should like to sing, and proclaim, and contemplate that 
great fact. 

But He left a work for us to do. He said: "And I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto me" He has 
risen. He has risen. Are men rising? Is human nature? A voice seems to come back to us from our 
risen Lord on this Easter day. "How about those for whom I died. Are they rising? How about the 
work committed to my disciples? How is the great field as you cast your eyes out over it, being 
cleared of the thorns of wickedness, wrong, oppression, violence and sin?" 

Christ is risen. Are men rising? What did Christ rise for? To draw men up to him. Are they rising? 
Then this is an Easter day indeed. We can at least say this: There are some streaks of the dawn. 
We have been made familiar in recent years with Millet's painting, "The man with the hoe." You 
have that picture in your mind-the man, dressed in coarsest garb, with low, slanting forehead, 
heavy, drooping jaw, curved back, downcast gaze, leaning on a hoe. 

Prof. Markham in his poem, which attracted so much attention, has perhaps given us one of the 
best interpretations of it. He says: 

"Bowed by the weight of centuries he leans  
Upon his hoe, and gazes on the ground,  
The emptiness of ages in his face. 
And on his back the burden of a world. 
Who made him dead to rapture and despair, 
A thing that grieves not and that never hopes, 
Stolid and stunned, a brother to the ox? 
Who loosened and let down his jaw? 
Whose was the hand that slanted back his brow? 
W hose breath blew out the light within his brain? 

* * * * * 

() masters, lords and rulers in all lands, 
Is this the handiwork you give to God, 
This monstrous thing, distorted and soul-quenched? 
How will you ever straighten up this shape; 
Give back the upward looking and the light, 
Rebuild in it the music and the dream,  



113 
 

Touch it again with immortality? 

Christ is risen; that is settled, and that is our glorious song today; but how comes on his cherished 
work, the rising of humanity? Is Israel growing as the lily? Or is he growing as the thorn and brier? 

But while the man with the hoe troubles us, and almost makes us stand appalled before the 
magnitude of the task before us, we will not forget the multitudes who have been lifted by Him-
whose natures have been cleared of much that was wild and rough, and in whose lives the lilies 
are blooming today. And least of all will we for- get Him whose whole life was upward looking, and 
who has taught us all how to look up. We will not forget Him who has put hope in our hearts, and is 
surely lifting us up. 

A great Easter truth is given us in a simple incident given in one of our periodicals. Late one stormy 
evening the old doctor was summoned to see a man who had been taken sick on the cars, and 
had stopped at a little in near the railway station. The patient proved to be a judge from the 
neighboring county, whom the doctor knew. After an examination, and leaving a few medicines, 
the doctor rose to go. saying: "I think you will be better in the morning and will be able to go on your 
journey." 

"Yes. Stay a minute, doctor. I want you to be honest with me. I have had such attacks as this 
before. I may have them again, any time. May I not?" 

"Yes." 

"I may die in one of them - soon?" 

"Yes, but I would not waste my life anticipating them. We must all go through the same gate, some 
day." 

"The gate-yes! But beyond the gate, what is there?" He fixed his eyes on the doctor's face. The two 
men were silent a moment. "What is beyond?" he repeated "You are a member of a church- a 
Christian. I have no religious belief. Tell me, what is beyond? If I may go tomorrow, what shall I 
find?" 

"I do not know." 

"I think I need your help more for this, doctor, than your medicine. I am sometimes greatly 
depressed thinking of this darkness into which I am going. For thousands of years men have gone 
out into it, leaving their loved ones behind, and not one has sent back a word to say how it fares 
with him-not one." 

In the silence there came a slight whimpering cry from the door. "You are an old man, yourself, 
doctor. Are you not afraid of what is beyond the gate?" 

"No. I am not. Look here!" He opened the door. Just outside lay a little fox-terrier, his eyes fixed on 
the door. "This is my dog, a bright, affectionate little fellow. He has followed me here through the 
storm, and has been lying outside the door, knowing that I was in here. He never was here before. 
He does not know what is in this room. He does not care to know. I am here - his master whom he 
loves, and he is not afraid." 
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"You mean ---" 

"I mean I am like poor Punch. I am not afraid of the dark room to which I am going. I believe my 
Lord and Master is there. In all these later years of my life it has grown upon me that He loves me. 
My confidence in Him is such that I know He will not fail me there." "But I do not know Him." 

"He knows you, and I believe I am warranted in saying that he now holds out His hand to you, and 
you can take that hand and you need not fear the gate nor what lies beyond." 

The two parts of our text fit together perfectly. and they express the great plan of God for us: "I will 
be as the dew unto Israel; and he"-if he will, if he respond to my help he may "grow as the lily." 
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Original printed handout
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The Teacher’s Calling 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

September 27, 1902 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Jeremiah 18:1,2 – “ The word which came from the Lord to Jeremiah, saying, Arise and go down to 
the potter's house and here I will cause thee to hear my words.” 

This does not mean, probably, that when Jeremiah got to the potter's house the Lord would 
address him in formal words; but he was to go there and let what he saw speak to him. When 
some people see anything, the thing itself is all they see; when others see anything, they see a 
picture of life, or they see great principles. 

One man sees an apple fall from a tree and sees only apples and apple trees, and thinks only of 
them or the fruit market. When Newton saw the apple fall, he saw the principle on which the 
Universe is run. When one man sees a leaf, it means no more to him than beauty or shade. An- 
other man sees one of the greatest contrivances in the world, the arrangement for turning 
inorganic matter into organic, the beginning of all life. One man sees a farmer sowing seed in his 
field, and it means to him simply a harvest-field by and by, and grain for the market. Jesus saw it, 
and from it preached one of the most practical and impressive sermons on hu- man life. 

The words of our text mean this-that Jeremiah was to go down to the potter's house and watch him 
at his work, and let what he saw suggest some of life's great lessons. A man like Jeremiah was sure 
to see more than simply the making of various kinds of vessels out of clay. He saw even in his day, 
that life is one, and things have their connections and intricate relations, and nothing stands 
isolated and alone. 

There is something about the potter's work that has always interested thoughtful men. They have 
watched his revolving wheel and, with an interest which has never waned, have seen the clay take 
shape under hand. It is not strange that poets and orators, prophets and teachers have used the 
potter's art as an illustration. The art is very ancient. There is a drawing of a potter's wheel on a 
monument in ancient Thebes which dates back to 2000 B. C. 

Let us stand with Jeremiah for a little while this morning and watch the potter at his work, and hear 
what the potter's wheel has to say to us. First, we cannot help noticing, with Jeremiah, that the 
clay is very soft. It responds to even the lightest touch of the potter's hand. We cannot forget today 
that our school houses are once more opening their doors to receive the soft and easily-molded 
clay of childhood, or that we have engaged the men and the women, the potters, who are to have 
the handling and the shaping of this clay for the coming year. The clay which the prophet saw on 
the wheel was common clay, and it did not very much matter if now and then a vessel was spoiled 
under the potter's hand. The clay we are entrusting to these teachers is very precious and it 
enshrines brains and hearts and souls. It yields to the lightest touch. By and by the duties of life 
will dry it, the ovens of adversity and care and responsibility will bake it; but now it is soft, and in 
this precious period of these lives we entrust the clay to these hands to touch it and mold it at 
their will. We believe they will do it well. been a time in the world's history when teachers came so 



120 
 

well fitted for it as now. There has never been a time when more conscientious, pains-taking work 
was done than now. But it is work fraught with far-reaching consequences and every touch on this 
soft clay means a turn, a form, a shape which is to last. It means beauty or deformity, use or loss. 

How thoughtless we are sometimes about how we touch this clay o: who shall touch it. We 
commit it to people, often, whose ability or whose character is unknown to us. Suppose the potter 
whom we were watching should say to us, "Come and try your hand on this bit of clay and see 
what form you can give to it." We should hesitate. We might injure it. Especially should we feel this 
way if the potter were to say to us, "This is a very precious piece of clay I have here now." But how 
readily we put our hand to the clay which holds a heart, a brain, an immortal soul. 

It gives us confidence as we watch the potter at his work to know that no hand but his is to touch 
that clay. And his is a skillful touch, an interested touch. The potter would not care if some other 
hand than his did touch it if it were the hand of an artist. But, oh! the hands that touch the human 
clay! Sometimes they are not only unskillful, careless; but vicious. 

If our children had no other formative influences upon them than the loving, tender, delicate touch 
of a Christian mother; or if no less skillful hand molded the clay than that of the conscientious 
teacher, the outlook would be robbed of a great element of uncertainty and anxiety. 

In the second place we notice, as the prophet did, that sometimes a vessel is spoiled on the 
wheel. There are many causes for the spoiling of a piece of clay. Sometimes it is in the 
preparation. In ancient times the clay was pounded very fine, then mixed with water and kneaded 
with the hand. Even then some irregularities would occasionally remain, causing the vessel to 
burst into pieces in the baking. And sometimes the potter was unskillful or careless. There will be 
spoiled clay under the most conscientious touch. 

Do you remember that sweet child's face you once saw? It was as pure a piece of clay as you ever 
saw, and so soft and pliable. The lines about the eyes and mouth were so pure and promising. The 
years went by and the face, when you saw it again, was marred. The lines were hard. How was that 
clay spoiled? Was it unskillful handling? Did some potter, who was careless or clumsy or worse, 
have that clay to mold? Or was there an un- seen and unsuspected hand that once in a while gave 
the clay a touch, giving it an evil curve, an ugly crook, until at last the devil's work was done? The 
evil one is a potter. He knows how to handle human clay, and sometimes when we least suspect it 
he is giving the clay a shape that will leave it marred forever. What spoiled that promising clay? 
Was it the boy's own will, that, in spite of the most interested and skillful handling, vitiated the 
whole result? Under the best of handling sometimes the work comes to naught. 

But Jeremiah saw the potter shape another vessel and --- it was a success. Pottery is a successful 
business. If it were not, the factories would be torn down or go cut of business. Human pottery is a 
success. Our schools under the skillful, loving, faithful touch of teachers are turning out men and 
women of strength and power and usefulness. 

There are not many of us who have reached manhood or womanhood, who do not carry memories 
of some grand teachers we have had. We tried their patience, we excited their fears, but their 
touch upon the clay was intelligent and confident, and their loving interest never flagged. 
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Heaven bless and reward the great army of workers in human clay to whom we have entrusted our 
children for the coming year. Their success will be something more than the salary they receive. 

One turns with great pleasure from the examples he has known where the human clay has been 
spoiled to those cases which have been a conspicuous success. Sometimes the most 
unpromising bit of clay has, under the potter's skillful touch, been shaped into something of 
beauty and use. 

We were riding in the cars last autumn between Boston and Portland, Maine, when a young man in 
the seat back of us reached forward and called our names, and asked, "Do you remember me?" 
He was well dressed, and had about him the air of a successful business man. We could not place 
him. "Don't you remember little C. who used to play in front of your house in the old seaport 
town?" No wonder we did not recognize him, for twenty years had passed since then. The boy was 
not in very promising conditions then. But helpful hands had been stretched out, good influences 
had been thrown around him, intelligent, conscientious school teachers had shaped the clay, and 
finally left him a rising young merchant of the city. 

And who are these, known to us all, who are filling positions of trust and responsibility in the 
church and in business, in society and in the state and nation? The boys and girls of a few years 
ago, the soft clay we once saw turning on the potter's wheel. And who are these now turning on 
the wheel, passing under the hands of mothers and fathers, and especially of this army of school 
teachers just beginning their year of service in the potter's house? The future citizens of our cities, 
our state and the nation; the vessels of beauty and service, or of deformity and worthlessness. But 
on the whole the work is wonderfully successful. 

Finally, the prophet saw, as we can see, that there hastens on the time when the clay ceases to be 
soft. When the clay gets dry and hard you can break it, smooth it a little, or paint it over; but the 
days of molding the clay are passed. 

After about a certain age our opinions and ways of looking at things, and the general direction or 
trend of our lives are fixed. Habits are upon us, which hold us in a strong grasp not easily to be 
loosened. 

We are off the wheel, and we are no longer pliable under the touch of outside influences. We 
flatter ourselves sometimes that we are just as easily molded by right and truth as ever we were; 
but tests keep presenting them- selves which convince us that we are held by chains of habit, or 
rather that we are set in forms which are to keep substantially as they are. The clay is no longer 
soft. 

How easily the little ones are moved! A kind look will wreathe their little faces in smiles, a harsh 
word will instantly start a tear. What soft clay it is! If there is a place in the universe near to God, 
watched over by angels in tender solicitude, it is where the children and youth are thronging for 
their instruction and training. 

There are brilliant intellects in our school rooms, and we prize them as teachers. But we are glad 
to see the thought coming more and more to the front that brilliancy is secondary to purity and 
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nobility of character. It is the personality of the teacher back of the hand, warming and thrilling it, 
which makes the touch upon the human clay a touch of power and blessing. 
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Original printed handout by Review Job Print, Redlands, Cal.
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Worthiness in God’s Sight 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

October 12, 1902 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Revelations 3:4 – “They shall walk with me in white, for they are worthy.” 

WHAT is the relation of personal worthiness to acceptance with God, or to salvation? There is 
sometimes an impression created that there is no relation between them. One thing that has 
helped to produce this impression is the fact that we mistrust a man who claims to be worthy of 
God's approval. 

A well-known English minister was once asked what he thought of a certain man. He replied, "I 
thought he was perfect until he told me that he was." There is an instinctive feeling that a true man 
with the essential grace of humility would never claim worthiness. We hear, without question, 
certain ones spoken of as worthy, but if they themselves claim to be worthy we at once suspect 
their unworthiness. A Roman Centurion had a favor to ask of Jesus. The Jews who knew the officer 
crowded around Jesus and told him not to hesitate to grant the favor, for the man was worthy. But 
when Jesus turned to the man and said, "I will go with you," the man himself replied: "I am not 
worthy to have you come under my roof." And because he said that, we are all the more ready to 
believe what the Jews said of him was true, that he was worthy. The fact that a man without a great 
deal of self-esteem cannot speak of himself as worthy has helped to make the impression that 
unworthiness has nothing to do with acceptance with God. Another thing that has helped to make 
this impression is the fact that salvation is the free gift of God. "By grace are ye saved, and that not 
of yourselves; it is the gift of God." The common theological definition of that word grace is favor to 
the un- deserving. This would seem to shut out worthiness as a condition of salvation. And yet 
Jesus, speaking of the redeemed and saved, says, "And they shall walk with me in white, for they 
are worthy." 

One day when the Jews were trying to entrap Jesus with hard questions concerning the conditions 
in the future life, Jesus used this expression in his reply: "They that are accounted worthy to attain 
that world." 

The contradictions which these two sides present are only seeming. We recognize each as true on 
its own side and plain, and one does not contradict the other. We are ready to believe the ancient 
testimony that Socrates was the wisest of men, and we are all the more ready to believe it when 
we hear Socrates himself say, "I do not know anything." We believe Jesus when he commends as 
worthy the character of the publican who went up into the temple to pray; and we are confirmed in 
our opinions because of the publican's exceedingly low estimate of himself. Grace is favor to the 
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undeserving and yet it is true, although it sounds like a contradiction, that it is bestowed only on 
the deserving. 

Here is a great university, heavily endowed, which opens its doors and offers education as a free 
gift-but a free gift to worthy students. And so we have the two truths, each from its own 
standpoint, true: the saved saying, "Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to receive power and riches 
and worship and might and honor and blessing," and Jesus saying of them, "They shall walk with 
me in white for they are worthy." In that graphic picture which Jesus sketched of the Judgement, 
the Judge says: "Come ye blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the 
foundation of the world." Then he tells what they had done. On the other side those thus 
welcomed disclaim the excellences the Judge has ascribed to them. But the great fact stands out 
that Jesus demands not only the penitence for sin and the belief in Him, but a life worthily 
answering to his grace. The penitence and the faith are the entrance conditions of a Christian, the 
worthy life, the continued condition. Nothing could be plainer than the teachings of Jesus and his 
Apostles on the conditions of entrance. "Believe in Jesus, no man cometh unto the Father but by 
me. I am the way, the truth and the life." Nothing could be plainer than the teachings of Jesus and 
the Apostles as to the other conditions. "Without holiness no man shall see the Lord. Not every 
one that saith unto me Lord, Lord, shall enter into the kingdom of heaven, but he that doeth the 
will of my Father which is in heaven." "They that are accounted worthy to attain to that world." 

We sometimes get an impression from a kind of emphasis that is laid upon the first conditions that 
the Christian faith is a kind of labor-saving device. "Jesus paid it all." This is a wondrous truth. This 
is a wondrous truth. The very heart of the gospel is in it; but we may get a wrong impression from a 
great truth. That impression Jesus had to correct, the Apostles had to correct; and we have to get 
the symmetry of truth by balancing one great truth with its answering truth. 

Is it true that no one can be saved without the grace of God-that grace which he has shown in 
Jesus Christ? It is also true that none but the worthy can be saved. What is it to be worthy? First, it 
is to have in our lives something which corresponds to the life of God. It is in our way and sphere 
and capacity to be like Him. One of the apostles has expressed it this way: "The spirit of God 
witnesseth with our spirit that we are the sons of God. They shall walk with me. How can two walk 
together except they be agreed-be alike in their spirit? Let this mind be in you which was also in 
Christ Jesus." 

Not as great as God is great, not as good as God is good, but of the same kind. There may be an 
infinite difference in degree, but a perfect similarity in kind. One of the closest and most beautiful 
friendships I ever knew existed between a mature, cultivated, talented woman and a little girl who 
had not then even a high school education. They were kindred spirits --- congenial. In a way, in the 
broad, comprehensive way of general benevolence, the woman might have loved the girl if she had 
possessed nothing of a spirit similar to her own. Just as God loves all mankind. But the girl would 
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not have been worthy and the woman's friendship would have been of no worth. "They shall walk 
with me," means congeniality of spirit-loving things that are of the same nature. I know that the 
salvation of Jesus has conveyed the impression to some minds that it lifts the responsibility of a 
personal fitness entirely off, because Jesus has done it all. But it has lifted no responsibility. We 
are under just as much obligation to be good and true and right as before, and more. 

Again, worthiness is in some true sense being on a level with that which we receive. In God's 
kingdom there is no lifting of one to an exalted position. In some true sense one is on a level with 
what he receives. Men are often elected to positions they are totally unfitted to fill. The position, 
with all its ennoblements, has been secured through influences other than personal worthiness. 
As a rule, in the largest offices in the gift of the people of our nation the people elected to fill them 
have been on a level with the positions. In the largest and highest sense it mattered not whether 
they were elected or not. The ballots of the people would have carried them no higher than they 
already were. 

A great steamer is sailing up a canal on the border of the St. Lawrence river. It comes to a place 
where it can sail no farther, for the canal continues twenty feet above the level of the steamer. 
Undoubtedly mechanical contrivances could be devised for lifting that steamer out of the water in 
which it rests and place it in the higher water of the canal above the lock. But instead, a gate is 
closed behind the steamer, a gate is opened in front, the water flows in and the steamer rises to 
the level of the upper waters and sails straight on. Undoubtedly the omnipotent power of God 
might lift one bodily and place him on the streets of the heavenly city; but this is not the way God 
works. It would be morally impossible. The man who enters into a spiritual possession is on a level 
with it. He is not lifted to it. That would be unnatural and, therefore, in God's kingdom, impossible. 

During a great concert by a celebrated orchestra, a young man was overheard to remark 
concerning the famous leader, "I wish I had his place." What did the young man mean? Did he 
mean that without any knowledge of musical art, without acquaintance either with musical com- 
position or the instruments, he should like to be placed upon that plat- form with the baton in his 
hand? I cannot imagine a more humiliating experience, a more painful position to be placed in. 
That famous leader had not been lifted to that platform, he was on a level with it before he stood 
upon it. He was an educated musician, he was a composer, and he knew the exact place and 
value of every instrument in the orchestra, and could play most of them himself. I could hardly 
imagine a more humiliating experience than to be in the presence of God, of infinite holiness and 
purity and truth, in the presence of Jesus, without first being on a level in one's loves and 
sympathies, and aims and choices and spirit. To stand there without this worthiness would be 
torture. I admire the spirit with which Paul says that he fears that after he has preached to others 
he himself shall be a castaway. But at the same time I say, impossible! Cast out to where? No 
matter where, in his spirit and loves and choices he is his own heaven. To be fitted for anything in 
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God's kingdom is to possess it. To be fitted in one's life and spirit and motives, to walk with Christ 
is to walk with him. 

Jesus takes no pains to conceal or in any way to disguise the fact that walking with him is a reward 
or consequence of fidelity or worthiness. "They shall walk with me because they are worthy." 

There is a young man occupying a position of trust and of good remuneration in the Congressional 
library at Washington. If any one should say of him that he earned that position, what would he 
mean? Not that he reared that magnificent structure, that he earned those marble stairways and 
columns and those massive doorways. Not this, but that he successfully passed the 
examinations; that by faithful service in one department after another he at last stood where the 
Government said to him: "This place is yours"" It was the splendid gift of the Government to him, 
but he was worthy to take it. And if we were to say of a man whom we knew who had gone to his 
reward, that he was entitled to heaven, what should we mean? That he was entitled to the wealth 
of splendor about him in the home of God? Had he paid for the city which John could find no 
words to describe save by using the richest words he knew that the streets were of pure gold and 
the gates of pearl? Not this, but that in his spirit and choices, and desires and spiritual living he 
was on its level-was fitted for it. We can imagine one facing the future in this way: "I haven't lived a 
spiritual life; I haven't loved truth and purity and righteousness, and I do not now, but I believe I 
shall be saved. I believe God will give me heaven." There is certainly a vast difference between 
such an attitude and that of the old Apostle when he was about to let go his earthly life. "I am 
ready-ready, glorious word! I have fought the good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the 
faith." He was up there on a level, and the old steamer has nothing to do but to sail right on. No 
word could be more appropriate of such a one--not necessarily one of such abilities and 
achievements, but of such desires and spirit- "He shall walk with me in white, for he is worthy." 
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In Memory of Rev. J. M. R. Eaton 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

May 8, 1904 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Job 5:26 – “Thou shalt come to thy grave in a full age, like as a shock of corn cometh in in its 
season.” 

A PROMINENT and familiar figure has been removed from our Church and Sunday School and 
community. His white head, which the Bible speaks of as a crown of glory, has for many years 
lifted itself into view like one of our highest snow-capped "Father Eaton," as we loved to call him, 
has come to his grave in a full age, like a shock of ripened grain. 

Nearly ninety years of life! Do we realize what such a life spans, at such a period in the world's 
history? He was six years old when George the Third died who was king of England during the 
Revolutionary war. Three such lives as his reach back and clasp hands with the last of the Pilgrim 
Fathers. 

He was fifteen years old before steam cars began to run in America. How little he could have 
foreseen, when he saw the first train of cars running carefully over its few miles of track, that he 
should live to see the day when this great country would be covered by a net-work of railways, and 
upwards of six trans-continental lines would bind together the Atlantic and Pacific. The change 
between that early time and the day when I saw him passing through Kansas City enroute for 
California, seems almost incredible. He was nearly thirty years of age when the first telegraph line 
was put in operation in the United States. Try to imagine the inventions and improvements which 
have come in bewildering rapidity since his early days. What enlargement of vision, what 
quickening of thought must such a period in the world's life bring to a man of responsive heart and 
open mind! 

The first foreign missionary society in America was only four years old when he was born, and the 
impulse to give the gospel to the world was fresh and strong all through the early years of his life. 
When he was twenty-three he must have been thrilled by the news from the Sandwich Islands, 
that one of the greatest revivals since Pentecost had brought into the church in a single year, 
between seven and eight thousand converts. And when right in the midst of his ministerial life, a 
great revival started in the United States and spread from city to city, and from town to town, 
bringing into the churches of all denominations more than half a million people. To have been in 
such a movement and to have felt the touch and power of it was a spiritual education. 

He saw the rise and development and culmination of the great anti- slavery movement. He was a 
young man, scarcely twenty years of age, when Garrison started the American Anti-Slavery 
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Society, edited the paper called "The Liberator," and made his stirring appeals to young men to join 
the cause of human freedom. When he was a boy, the temperance movement was just beginning 
to make headway. Dr. Lyman Beecher had preached his great temperance sermons, temperance 
organizations were springing up, and temperance pledges had been signed by millions of people, 
in England and America. It was a healthful atmosphere for a boy to breathe, and he must then 
have imbibed some of those temperance principles which followed him through life. 

But it would seem that to no movement did he ever more thoroughly give his heart, than to the 
Sunday School. The Sunday School was in its infancy in America, in Father Eaton's boyhood, but it 
was growing with great rapidity. He joined its ranks at a very early age and continued in them, as 
pastor, superintendent, teacher or scholar, through his long life. The work which a man actually 
performs, the words which he speaks, these are of great value; but often, the very presence of a 
man like Father Eaton, faithful and unremitting, is a power even beyond deeds and words. Who 
that has been a member of our Sunday School for any length of time can ever forget his interest in 
his class, his face and form at the front, and the very benediction of his look, had he spoken no 
word! 

He came to Redlands about twelve years ago, and became an interested witness of the city's 
growth and prosperity. It would seem to be not an easy matter for one so old, to transfer his love 
and interest to a new part of the country, and to adopt a new city, and give these the place in his 
interest and love which old Massachusetts and the city of Fitchburg had so long held. But this 
city's interests have been his interests, its problems his problems. 

And how heartily and warmly he adopted this church! It became his church, and to it he gave of his 
thought and time and prayers. No heartier welcome could have been extended to anyone than 
that which he gave the present pastor and his family as he extended to them the right hand of 
fellowship and welcomed them into the church. As he extended his hand he repeated the words of 
scripture, "They that be wise shall shine as the firmament, and they that turn many to 
righteousness as the stars forever and ever." He invariably brought his diary to church, and in it put 
down the text and heads of the sermon. His seat was a pivotal point to the preacher, a source of 
inspiration; and when it was vacant, something seemed wanting. He has felt for many years that 
his days were few, and that his life might end at any time; and it has been very interesting to see 
how he has set stakes ahead, marking points he hoped to reach. First it was the enlargement of 
the church, adding to its seating capacity. Then it was the building of this new edifice. He 
expressed the wish more than once that he might see it completed before he died. Then came the 
movement to secure the organ, and it seemed as if, feeling more and more insecure of the hold on 
life, he was more than ever anxious to live to hear its music in our services. He was more than 
pleased, and the "sweet tones," as he loved to call them, helped him in his worship for more than a 
year. 
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In his theology, Father Eaton belonged to the older school. The teachings of these earlier days 
made a deep impression upon him. They seemed, as one has lately expressed it, "to have worn 
deep ruts into his mental composition, out of which no later thinking could lift him." But note this 
remarkable trait, he could listen, not only without bitterness, but with a kindly charity, to the 
preaching he heard from Sunday to Sunday, and give his pastor the warmest words of 
appreciation. The pastor knew Father Eaton was missing many of the old phrases with which his 
own theological thinking was saturated; but he was helpless to supply the lack, for it was to him 
an unknown tongue; but it was a delight to see, that under other forms and in a different dress, he 
was recognizing the same great essential truths. And often we do not appreciate as we should the 
value to the world's thought and life of the conservative life which is always among One generation 
very fortunately overlaps another. Why do the fibers of cotton, spun together, make a strong 
thread? Because they overlap each other. No two end at the same place. They overlap, fasten to, 
and hook on to each other. So the old overlaps the new; the conservative reaches forward and 
hooks on to the progressive; and so society holds together. In our haste in our age to emphasize 
truth in new forms, we might part with some essential elements, were it not for these faithful 
reminders. And after all, what is a man's religious creed, his system of belief? It is the mold into 
which he pours his convictions, the channel through which God and truth come to him. At best it 
is a human system; but the test of its value is what it does for the man. Does it bring Christ to him? 
Does it make him better and happier and more useful? What did his system of belief, in his day 
and circumstances, do for Father Eaton? You who knew him best; you who have felt the grasp of 
his hand, have looked into his face, have heard his words, answer. It certainly gave him a love for 
the souls of his fellow men the world over. It certainly made him reverent. If it lacked anywhere it 
was in failing to give him a sense of rest and security respecting his own future. Even the Apostle 
Paul expressed a fear that while he had preached to others, he himself should be a castaway. The 
feeling of such saints for themselves is not shared by those who know them best. Their friends 
long to see them as trustful and secure of the future as they are for them. 

If I were to name one quality of Father Eaton, which seemed to me to stand out more prominently 
than any other, it would be STEADFASTNESS. I am sure I shall be betraying no trust, or revealing a 
secret, when I give an illustration from his early life. He was engaged to be married before he had 
decided to enter upon those studies which led to the ministry. Turning aside, then, from the farm, 
and the occupations which had engaged his time, he entered upon that course which would 
consume ten years before he could be united to the woman he had chosen. Many a young man 
grows away from his early choice as he goes on with his studies; but he remained true, and they 
were united, not to be separated until he laid her to rest twelve years ago in our own Hillside 
Cemetery. 

There is a ripeness about such a life, a life full of years and experience, which cannot be found in a 
younger man. His sorrows are deeper, his joys are higher, his life is fuller than is possible to fewer 
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years. Things mean more, they mean what the years with their sunshine and cloud, their storms 
and calms have put into them. 

Ninety years of experience expressed in a smile; ninety years of life condensed into a tear! 

When Paganini was complimented on the wonderful tones he was bringing out of his violin he 
replied, "You must remember that three hundred years are speaking to you from this old 
Cremona." If from his heavenly home Father Eaton can look down upon this scene today, I am sure 
nothing in it all delights him more than to see the young people of the Sunday School, who are 
surrounding his seat. Respect for age and experience is one of the most beautiful traits of youthful 
character. 

There is only one thing that could delight him more, and that is to see all these walking the path 
which leads to a meeting with him above. You have loved to see him come into the Sunday School, 
you have been glad to meet him there; will you meet him above? 
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Lay Up for Yourselves Treasures in Heaven 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

January 1908 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

 



144 
 



145 
 



146 
 



147 
 



148 
 



149 
 



150 
 



151 
 



152 
 



153 
 



154 
 



155 
 



156 
 



157 
 



158 
 



159 
 



160 
 



161 
 



162 
 



163 
 



164 
 



165 
 



166 
 



167 
 



168 
 



169 
 



170 
 



171 
 



172 
 



173 
 



174 
 



175 
 



176 
 



177 
 



178 
 



179 
 



180 
 



181 
 



182 
 



183 
 



184 
 

 



185 
 

  



186 
 

There is a God Here Who Hath Five Barley Loaves and Two Fishes 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

March 1908 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

 



187 
 



188 
 



189 
 



190 
 



191 
 



192 
 



193 
 



194 
 



195 
 



196 
 



197 
 



198 
 



199 
 



200 
 



201 
 



202 
 



203 
 



204 
 



205 
 



206 
 



207 
 



208 
 



209 
 



210 
 



211 
 



212 
 



213 
 



214 
 



215 
 



216 
 



217 
 



218 
 



219 
 



220 
 



221 
 

 



222 
 

  



223 
 

Man’s Dominion Over the World and Over Himself 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

December 1908 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

February 27, 1921 
CLAREMONT CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH – CLAREMONT, CALIFORNIA 

Genesis 1:26 – “Have Dominion.” 

These words were spoken to you and me. 

They occur in that vivid, picturesque description of Creation in the opening chapters of Genesis. 
When the description reaches man, the summit of creation, something is said which completely 
separates him from all the rest of Creation. Everything else, from the lowest forms of life upward 
through all the ranges of vegetable and animal life, is to be in subjection. To man alone---to that 
order of beings to which you and I belong---was it said, "Have Dominion." 

The words were not addressed to our physical nature---they were not addressed to our instinct. All 
these we have in common with the brutes. They were addressed to that intelligent, conscious part 
of our nature which separates us from all the rest of Creation, an incalculable distance. You are 
aware that the foremost scientific scholars at the present time tell us that between the highest 
specimen of animal life and man the gulf is immeasurable. 

The lower ranges of our being we have in common with the rest of Creation. Our conscious 
intelligence is our own peculiar possession. The difference between the ape, concerning which we 
sometimes say, "How human he looks and acts"---the difference between that ape and the being 
who wrote "The Marble Faun," computes an eclipse, composed Beethoven's Sonatas, painted the 
"Transfiguration," is beyond all computation. The gulf between them is infinite. 

Up to the point where conscious intelligence comes in, man was looked out for by evolution, 
environment, natural selection, providence, or whatever we may call it by, looked out for us just as 
it looked out for the lilies and the birds. But at the point of conscious intelligence, there comes to 
us---to man---"Have Dominion." 

That which Nature did for him up to this point, man is now commissioned to do for himself. 

It is a gift we are proud of, but a gift fraught with possibilities, both fearful and glorious---fearful, 
because man may exercise that gift for his own destruction; glorious, because he may make his 
dominion brilliant for the world and for himself. The Bible picture of Creation is something 
wonderful. What is its plan? This---step by step Creation unfolds, one class succeeding another, 
reaching higher and higher levels---all forms of life irresponsible, absolutely controlled and 
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governed by surroundings, until the climax is reached when the reins of control are handed over, 
with the thrilling words, "Have Dominion." 

Here Creation ends, because it has reached conscious intelligence. An independent, responsible 
moral agent has come upon the stage of action and evolution, development, as far as man is 
concerned, is done. 

This is the Bible plan, as outlined in the opening chapters of Genesis. And this is the teaching also 
of modern science. 

Nature is producing higher and higher forms of life, all of them irresponsible, acting always under 
the control of laws which they cannot change, until, as an American scientific authority expresses 
it, "Natural selection unlocks a door and lets in a new set of causal agencies." Man then has 
dominion. 

Why has Creation stopped? Because a free and independent will has come in and the Creator has 
put the reins in his hands. This is the Bible language: "Have dominion over the fish of the sea, and 
over the fowl of the air, and over every living thing that moveth upon the earth." 

This had never been said to any part of Creation before. No dominion or authority had been 
entrusted to any created beings; each was controlled by its own surroundings, nature, and 
instincts. But to man came the words, "Have Dominion." 

Will evolution some time produce a higher being than man? Impossible. Evolution has stopped, as 
far as man is concerned, and has handed over to him the control. He can progress and improve, 
developing his power to greater and greater efficiency, but evolution will do no more for him. You 
are familiar with Drummond's illustrations of this truth. One of the lower orders of being needs a 
longer arm and a stronger hand. Nature sets in operation forces to supply that need. She 
consumes long ages in doing it, but in time it comes. 

Man wants a longer arm and a stronger hand. He will not wait for the long processes of nature to 
supply the want. He has an independent intelligence which gives him inventive skill. He invents a 
tool which gives him the longer reach, and a mechanism which gives him the stronger grasp. Man 
wants a clearer vision, so that he can see farther into space, but instead of waiting on the long 
processes of evolution to give him this keener vision he invents a telescope. So we see that in man 
the summit has been reached; and this is the testimony of Science and Revelation. But few words 
are given to this truth in the Bible, but a momentous stage and epoch in the destiny of this world 
was reached when those words could be spoken, "Have Dominion." 

The human will is a wonderful force. It is a sublime sight to see it step in and assume control. 
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First, man assumed control over the world. "Take your place," says Creation, "and assume control 
over the soil under your feet, over the plants which grow, over all living things that swim in the sea 
or fly in the air or roam over the land." 

The earth soon discovered her king. Man has begun a dominion, the end of which no one can 
foresee. The face of nature has been changed, forces have been laid hold of and subdued, the 
results of the working of nature's laws have been modified, and there are intimations of changes 
yet to come that are bewildering, and almost past belief. 

I find this description in a scientific journal: "In the southwest corner of France, about a hundred 
years ago, there was a great barren waste of land, almost uninhabitable. Sun and wind vied with 
each other in making the land drier and dustier. Over the stormy Bay of Biscay came winds that set 
up great sandstorms, and sometimes buried whole villages of people who attempted to live there. 
The whole region was one of hopelessness and despair, fate was against it. But one day there 
came along a man who acknowledged Fate only as something to be overcome. He took in the 
situation. He saw the possibilities of the region if it could be redeemed. He built a fence between 
the desert and the sea. Behind the fence he planted the seeds of the broom, and behind the 
broom the seeds of a species of pine. The fence protected the broom and it grew; the broom 
protected the pine and it grew and spread, and by its roots bound the soil together, and today the 
region is a place of beauty, famous as a health resort and teeming with life." 

This is just a hint of what was meant when it was said to man, "Have Dominion." 

In the second place, man was to have dominion over himself. 

Until man, with a conscious intelligence and will came upon the stage of the world's life there was 
no such thing as the application of the terms right and wrong to action. 

There was no moral quality in the lives of the lower animals. They followed their instincts. They 
were absolutely governed and controlled by forces which they made no effort to resist. Each 
followed its course as surely and inevitably as a river runs to the sea, without inclination or 
temptation to do otherwise. 

But man! With his advent, a whole new order of things begins. For the first time in the life of the 
world commands are known, and for the first time there is possible obedience and disobedience. 
Appetites, passions, desires, lines of action, instead of being fixed and determined by instincts 
and outward restraints, were handed over to the human will to take care of. Was it not a dangerous 
thing to do, to remove all these things from the absolute control and care of other forces and 
entrust them to an independent will? 

Yes, it was fearfully dangerous, and the wrecks of souls fairly encumber the shores of life. But in no 
other way that we can conceive could character be achieved. 
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Would we rather be a man or a thing? ---a free will or a machine? Nature did a wonderfully fine 
thing when she handed his destiny over to the keeping of man. She said to him, "My Son, you are a 
man now, with intelligence and a will, take care of yourself." It was a fine thing to do; but it was 
fraught with consequences to millions of the human race, awful to contemplate. 

Thousands of them took the gift from her hand and went off like the prodigal to spend their 
substance in riotous living; but unlike the prodigal, they never came back. They showed that they 
had not risen to the stature of true manhood. They needed to be under the dominion of nature like 
the lower orders. But the prerogative of manhood was not taken back. Nature had given him this 
franchise and she never withdrew it. Looked at from a narrow view, without taking in long periods 
of time, it seems as if the plan was a mistake---as if the franchise of an independent will were 
given too soon. 

But nature makes no mistakes---she tries no experiments. It is the end which justifies, and the end 
will be character, manhood, Godlikeness. 

Under this new dispensation, inaugurated when "Man became a living Soul," there became 
possible methods and plans and the play of forces which had no place under the reign of pure 
nature. There was no Savior for the lower orders of animal life. They needed none. Love had no 
field for exercise. There was no faintest flush of emotion playing over the face of the world's life. 
Tears and smiles, sorrows and joys, sympathy and love--- all came in when to man was given the 
dominion. 

With all its risks, that is a better world to live in than one of irresponsible compulsion. And, so, 
fearful as the risks are of taking our destinies into our own hands, we will accept the risks and try 
to be men. 

If we were controlled, if instead of having dominion ourselves, outside forces had dominion over 
us, we should simply be innocent. A true man would rather live a life of success and failures, 
victories and defeats, and achieve character than live in a world where only innocence is possible. 
For to win out in a world of free choice and personal dominion is something grand. We know what 
Jesus meant when He said there was joy among the angels of heaven when a soul won out. We 
know what the writer of the Book of Hebrews meant when he said, "Seeing we are compassed 
about by so great a cloud of witnesses, let us lay aside every weight and run the race." 

That we may know what is expected of us, that we might have before us an example of the 
possibilities of our manhood, Jesus came and lived and taught and died. We were making poor 
work of it. The world was much like that desert in the south of France. 

The winds from the moral Bay of Biscay were piling up the sands and burying whole villages under 
moral corruption. There came upon the scene one day the man Christ Jesus. He took in the 
situation. He saw the possibilities for time and eternity for man. Between the sea and this moral 
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desert he built his cross. Inside the cross he planted his church, and inside the church he planted 
the seeds of a Christian civilization. The cross has protected the church; the cross and the church 
have given life to civilization, and the results---the work has only begun, but it points to a glorious 
success. The wisdom of Him who said to man, "Behold, I place before you life and death---
choose," is being justified. 

Sometimes, when we see the ravages which sin has made in the world we begin to question the 
love of God. Can it be that there is a loving heavenly Father, caring for his children when he allows 
them to be subjected to influences under which thousands are defeated and make a wreck of 
their lives? Would we have it otherwise? Would we surrender our franchise? Isn't it the most 
precious thing we have---the power of free choice---the possibility of achieving character? Was it 
an evidence of indifference to man's welfare, or of thoughtful love when God said to man, take 
command---have dominion? 

Are there defeated ones, wrecked lives, ruined beings who feel like denying God's wisdom and 
love, and charge him with subjecting them to the forces of evil? But what say those who haven't 
sold their birthright--- who have won out? 

Has the eagle watching her young in their mountain aerie the motherly instinct? Yes, try to molest 
those birds, and you will learn something of the strength of that instinct. Then what does it mean 
when she begins to push them from the nest, to crowd them out upon the dizzy crag? A fall from 
that height means to be dashed in pieces on the rocks below. Is it motherly, is it a kindly instinct to 
subject those young birds to such possibilities? Some may fall, and nothing but a few bones and 
feathers tell the story after a few weeks have gone by. But what the mother is looking for, and what 
she knows the time has come for---is that they may become strong of wing and keen of eye---in 
short become eagles. 

The Creator crowded man out upon a dizzy height, when he said to him, "Have Dominion." He 
must have known the dreadful possibilities of a fall; but he knew also what man could become by 
the exercise of his powers. And placing before the world His Son Jesus as what is possible to man, 
He says, "Follow Him." Isn't it worth while? Who would surrender his franchise? 
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“New Thought” 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

January 24, 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Luke 13:24 – “Strive to Enter in at the Narrow Gate.” 

The Greek word translated strive is from Agonizo, from which our English agonize comes. It implies 
strong effort. The narrow gate means things worth having, the choicest and best. The meaning of 
the text might be expressed in these words, things worth having come by strenuous effort. The 
question is being asked in many quarters by earnest men today, "Are we going to lose out of our 
thought and life the old-fashioned ideas of struggle and endeavor, and substitute for them quick 
and easy methods of reaching valuable results? Our fathers believed that character was achieved 
by endeavor. They knew no royal road to knowledge, wealth, or virtue. Success meant with them 
self-denial and hardship, toil and struggle. But what is this New Thought which is coming in so 
fast? Is it a new way to arrive at character? We were aware that many of the old physical 
appliances and modes of travel had been left behind. Instead of Instead of creeping slowly and 
laboriously over the road to some distant point, we can go to sleep in a luxuriously appointed car 
and wake up at our destination. All the old discomforts and delays are things of the past. But we 
had supposed that no new methods or devices could ever supersede the old ways of reaching 
character---that strength of soul, like strength of muscle, could come only by exercise. Has it at 
last come to pass that we can be --- 

“Carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease, 

While others fought to win the prize  
And sailed through bloody seas?!” 

Such questions as these are being asked by earnest people of the older type. They remember how 
one of the great masters of music practiced so long and continuously on the piano that he wore 
away the ivory on the keys. But in this way he became a master. They remember that one of the 
world's great scientists studied eight hours a day, for long years, that he might become possessed 
of some of Nature's secrets, and expound them to the world. They remember that one of our great 
historians gave ten of the best years of his life to research and study, and to the perfecting of his 
style before he put pen to paper on his great histories. And they also remember that the finest 
characters have been achieved by struggle and self-denial. And they find it hard to believe that a 
royal road has at last been discovered by which all these results can be achieved without cost or 
struggle. They say that they used to be taught that a man must reap as he sowed---that a man 
could not be careless or abusive of his health or powers without paying for it dearly in after life. But 
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now, it seems to be taught that a man may be careless or abusive of himself, neglect his health, 
presume upon his constitution until he becomes a nervous wreck, and then, sit quietly down and 
in a short time think himself back into health. One has said, "I will believe this when I can see a 
man mortgage his resources, squander his money, and then, when he has spent all, think himself 
back into plenty again. Men used to grow strong by resistance---strong in body and mind and soul. 
They used to come down to a healthy, calm, and peaceful old age by obedience to the laws of 
health in their youth and early manhood. Men used to work out problems by being wide awake, 
studious and alert; but now I understand they can lose consciousness, drop to sleep, and hand 
their problems over to their sub-conscious minds to work out." 

These are some of the criticisms which have sprung up concerning what is generally known as 
New Thought. And sometimes they are not so much criticisms as they are questionings, and 
confessions of failure to follow this New Thought into its windings and conclusions. 

Without going into any of the various cults or movements which have sprung out of this so-called 
New Thought, there are a few general suggestions I should like to offer as a partial answer to such 
questions as I have just been stating. Any New Thought, so-called, on religious matters, if found to 
be true, will generally be found also to be old thought, either better understood, or more highly 
developed. Let us look at a few things which we all acknowledge to be true. 

First --- There has been a great change in methods of work. Work is honorable---work is a 
necessity for our well being. It will always be true, as stated in the book of Genesis, that man 
should earn his bread by the sweat of his brow. There is something in our very constitution which 
demands this. It is a misfortune to anyone not to work. It does not matter so much whether it is by 
brain or brawn, but work of some kind is funda- mental to human well being. It is a misfortune if a 
man is prevented from working, either because he has a competency and feels that he does not 
need to, or because of sickness or weakness and he is unable to work. Every parent, every 
educator, everyone who has anything to do with the training of young people, understands this 
perfectly. But this does not, in the least, stand in the way of improvement in the methods of work. 
It is man's privilege and duty to remove the drudgery of work just as far as possible. Once, kings 
when they built their palaces, erected temples, constructed roads and aqueducts, had the great 
stones and timbers lifted or rolled into place by sheer muscular force, by a dead lift of human 
strength. Today machinery lifts and swings these great stones and timbers into place, and labor 
becomes of a finer quality, and has less in it of mere brute force. 

"There is no royal road to learning," is an old proverb. That may be true, but there are better roads 
than those which some of us traveled over when boys and girls. The road over which a young 
person is today conducted to some knowledge of Latin is royal in comparison with the one along 
which some of us were conducted. For one whole year we were kept on Andrews and Stoddard's 



236 
 

Latin grammar, learning rules and exceptions, declensions and conjugations, with never a hint of 
their application. 

In comparison with that method it is royal to begin the first day with a simple vocabulary and begin 
to translate into English. Study is still necessary. Work will always be a condition of knowledge, but 
work may be made so pleasant, so divested of drudgery that it becomes a pleasure. And careful 
students and wise educators have given it as their opinion that just as much mental discipline 
comes from pleasurable work as from irksome work. 

This, then is the idea of the present day, and it is of the nature of the so-called New Thought, ---
work, even the hardest work, may be so wisely directed that it becomes a pleasure. 

This is New Thought, new, and yet as old as when Jesus said to his disciples, "Let not your heart be 
troubled" --- "Be not anxious." But it has come as a new thought to the generation of which we are 
a part. When one of the greatest educators of this country opened up to the students of his 
university a wider range of elective studies, and propounded this truth, "There is just as much 
profit and mental discipline in a student studying what he enjoys as in studying what he hates," he 
was opposed on every hand. "No," it was said, "this is radically wrong. Discipline comes from pain, 
not from pleasure. If there are two courses of study, one of which is distasteful and painful, and 
the other along the line of our likes and tastes, take the distasteful one every time." The old 
Puritans brought up their children that way. They first found out what they did not like and then 
made them do that. But President Eliot's plan has prevailed. Not that there are not some things, 
many things, perhaps, which are hard and at the same time necessary to learn, but it does not 
detract from the mental discipline and profit when they are made as attractive as possible. 

New Thought! And yet as old as the time when Jacob served fourteen years for Rachel. His 
muscles were often severely taxed? Yes. The days were often very long, and he had to toil from 
sunrise to sundown, and oftentimes he was kept from his sleep? Yes. The years were many, and 
after he had served seven years, seven more were added on? But he scarcely gave his tired 
muscles a thought, the days flew by on swift wings, the years added themselves together because 
his heart's love was enlisted on the side of his labor. He strove to get Rachel, but love transformed 
drudgery into play. 

Have you ever paused long enough over those words concerning Jesus to have them sink deeply 
into the consciousness? ---" Who, for the joy that was set before him, endured the cross, despising 
the shame." Jesus agonized to enter into his kingdom, but a great love bore him up and on to the 
joyous end. 

Second --- There has been a change in regard to ways of exercising the human will. 
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How is character formed? The question is answered today just as it was more than a thousand 
years before Christ when Joshua said, "Choose you this day whom ye will serve." Character is the 
result of choices. 

The human will is the great agent in forming character. Yet this is a fact in the history of the world's 
life --- the will has been one of the greatest consumers and devourers of human energy connected 
with life. At its feet lie more physical and moral wrecks than at the feet of any other force. People 
have worn themselves out willing --- exercising their wills. Ought we not to use our wills? Certainly, 
but there are wise ways of exercising our wills, and terribly expensive ways. 

I have known people who have become physical and moral wrecks fighting sin and temptations. 

Shouldn't one fight sin and temptation, summon all the powers of his will to face sin and conquer 
it? No. I will run the risk of not being misunderstood, and repeat it --- No. It is too costly, and it is 
too fruitless. Doesn't one grow stronger by resisting sin face to face? No, he grows weaker. A man 
cannot afford to use his will in this way, and the world cannot afford to have him. 

Let me relate a little story taken from the early history of the Christian church. There were two 
young men who lived in northern Africa. They had been brought up together and had become 
almost inseparable companions. There came to the region where they lived a preacher of the new 
faith --- Jesus, the Christ. They both went to hear the preacher, and both came to believe his 
message. One of them said to the other, "I never knew the evil in my nature till now. The sins and 
temptations to evil that are within me are legion, and it will take a lifetime to eradicate them. I am 
going to devote my life to the conquering of my evil nature. I am going at once into the wilderness, 
and there, face to face with the evils and sins of my heart, am going to fight the campaign to the 
bitter end." The other young man said, "Must we part? I cannot go with you. My nature is as full of 
evil as yours. Habits have fastened themselves upon me with a tenacious grip. But I am going to 
forget it. I am going to stay right here in this city and work for my new Master, and set my heart 
upon him and his righteousness, and his work." 

Years passed away, when one day as the man who had remained in the city was making a journey 
through the wilderness to another city he came upon a man, haggard and worn almost to a 
skeleton, in whom he recognized his old companion --- still bringing all the powers of his will to 
bear to fight sin. The other one had a step that was elastic, a face shining with a heavenly light, and 
victory in every movement he made. He had brought all the force of his will to bear in Christian 
service, and the temptations had vanished of themselves, and the sins dropped off. He had 
learned the application of the New Thought away back there in the early centuries. We grow like 
what we habitually think about. There is a better use of our thought than to fix it upon our 
imperfections. Paul's advice and teaching was better: "Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are 
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honest, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are lovely, whatsoever things are of good 
report, and if there be anything else virtuous or praiseworthy, think on these things." 

Life is too short to spend it thinking about evil things. The man who would be a musician does not 
spend his time thinking of faults and discords, but excellencies and harmonies. Our strength is too 
valuable to spend it fighting - windmills. 

New Thought says, "I will lift up mine eyes unto the mountains; from whence should my help 
come?" 

Peter was a man of many faults and serious defects, and was repeatedly falling before the onsets 
of temptation. He ended by denying his Master with oaths and imprecations. Soon after the 
resurrection Peter and his Lord met on the shores of the lake. Peter dreaded that meeting. He 
undoubtedly expected to be confronted with his faults. What could he say? What could he do? Oh! 
how well he knew his sins without being told. Jesus might have confronted him with the long list of 
his faults. "Peter, you are quick-tempered, self-willed, rash, profane, forgetful of others, selfish. 
See, I have lined up your sins before you. Look at them, study them, and then draw the sword of 
your will and face and conquer them." Peter could never have done it --- never. His Lord had 
something better for Peter to spend his time and strength upon than his ugly imperfections. 
"Simon, do you love me? Feed my sheep." Love and service! A sinner full of faults, was he? Forget 
it. New Thought to Peter. Is not this what gospel means --- good news? The old hymn that we sang 
is exactly in line with this New Thought:  

"Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me,  

And that thou bidst me come to thee  
O Lamb of God, I come, I come." 
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The Supreme Event in the Life of Abraham Lincoln 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

February 7, 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

February 11, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

Printed by request of the Young Men of the Baraca Class 

2 Corinthians 12:10 – “When I am weak then am I strong.” 

One great name is before the American people today. Friday of this week is the one hundredth 
anniversary of the birth of Abraham Lincoln. It is fitting that we should consider, today, this great 
man, and draw some lessons from his life. It has been said that we are always "attracted by the 
career of a man who has passed from the humblest station in early life to positions of honor and 
fame in mature years. With Lincoln this space was the broadest possible in civilized life. His 
childhood was spent in a cabin, upon a mud floor, and his youth and early manhood were 
checkered by more than the usual share of vicissitudes and disappointments. His means of 
education bore no logical relation to the position he finally reached as a thinker, writer, and 
speaker." A man was once asked what he considered the best reply to those who claimed that 
Shakespeare did not write the plays that bear his name - could not have written them because of a 
deficiency in the educational training of his youth? He answered, "Abraham Lincoln. By the same 
process of reasoning that is used to show that Shakespeare did not write Hamlet it may be proved 
that Lincoln did not compose the speech which he delivered at Gettysburg." That speech ranks 
with the greatest utterances which have ever been made. There is nothing finer in Cicero, 
Demosthenes, Burke, or Webster. And yet Lincoln's training in the schools and in elegant letters 
was exceedingly meagre. It is the man that accounts for it - the man which a school or letters can 
neither make nor unmake. 

All predictions and arguments based upon Lincoln's lowly origin and bringing-up fall to the ground 
before the actual facts. It was said by some, when he was first elected President, that it was a 
disgrace to a civilized nation to place in the President's chair a man of such coarse and unrefined 
instincts. 

Unrefined! Do you remember the letter which Mr. Lincoln wrote to a lady in Boston who had given 
five sons to the War for the Union? Let me read it to you, to refresh your minds, and to show an 
example of writing, the most chaste, refined and elegant of which our English tongue is capable: 

"Dear Madam: -I have been shown in the files of the War Department, a statement of the 
Adjutant General of Massachusetts, that you are the mother of five sons who have died 
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gloriously on the field of battle. I feel how weak and fruitless must be any word of mine 
which should attempt to beguile you from a loss so overwhelming. But I cannot refrain from 
tendering to you the consolation that may be found in the thanks of the Republic they died 
to save. I pray that our Heavenly Father may assuage the anguish of your bereavement, and 
leave you only the cherished memory of the loved and lost, and the solemn pride that must 
be yours to have laid so costly a sacrifice upon the altar of freedom." 

There is nothing of its kind simpler, tenderer, finer, in all literature. 

I desire this morning to sketch that part of the career of President Lincoln when he touched the 
zenith of his greatness. 

The materials for such a sketch have to be taken from many sources and piece put to piece. If 
certain gaps have to be filled by the imagination, there can be little doubt of their substantial truth. 

The year 1862 was dragging its weary length along. The war which had been begun with such high 
hopes and promises of victory, now hung like a dark pall over the whole land. Hundreds of 
thousands of the flower of the young men of the land were in the camps, reaching from Virginia to 
Missouri. Not a city, town, village, hamlet, or scarcely a home which was not represented in the 
army. 

Defeat had followed defeat, loss had followed loss, delay had succeeded delay. The air was full of 
criticisms. A feeling of impatience and almost discouragement pervaded the North. The one man 
who had to bear the brunt of all this criticism and blame was Mr. Lincoln. Why are our armies 
inactive? Why do you pursue this policy? You are slaughtering our sons on the battle field, or killing 
them by exposure and disease in the camp. That one great heart at the White House had to bear 
the brunt of all this. 

Upon his sensitive soul rested the burden of the nation. Other people might relieve themselves by 
criticism, he must keep still. Other people might be discouraged, he must be cheerful. Others 
might lose heart, he must be brave. It was only when he was alone that he could sink into a chair 
and bury his face in his hands and cry, "O my God, how long, how long?" In the meantime there 
came up from one class of men in the country the demand, "Free the slaves, and free them at 
once! From another class, and many of them men of note and influence in the country, came a 
protest, "You have no right to free the slaves. By our constitution slavery has a place in our nation, 
and you may not touch it." 

"Why should I emancipate the slaves?" he asked of one class. "Because slavery is at the root of all 
our trouble, and we are fighting for its overthrow." "Why should I not emancipate the slaves?" he 
asked of the other class. "Because this is a war to save the Union, not to free the slaves. If that is 
ever done it must be done in other ways. 
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"If you emancipate the slaves you will divide the North, alienate one large part of the loyal people 
of the country and imperil the nation's life." Between these two fires stood this great man, keenly 
sensitive to the situation, feeling in a large measure responsible for the sacrifice of life and 
treasure. There was no question as to his own feeling about slavery. That it was wrong was as clear 
to him as the light. When only twenty-two years of age, as a common deck hand on a river boat he 
went to New Or- leans. There he saw slavery in its most repulsive forms in the slave market. He 
saw them herded like cattle, treated like dumb beasts, bought and sold, whipped, and in every 
way treated as animals, with no feelings or rights to be respected. The iron of it went into his soul. 
But he was now President of the nation, sworn to guard and uphold its interests, support the 
cause of the Union, and uphold the constitution. He was there and the responsibilities were upon 
him, This was the situation. "England was threatening war; congress was full of murmurs; his own 
cabinet was divided; but, worst of all, the Union troops were suffering defeat after defeat. The 
army, crushed and torn, was falling back upon Washington. The Union seemed doomed, and all 
the guilt of it was ascribed to this lonely man." 

One who was near him then said that he had aged ten years in six months. It seemed to Mr. 
Lincoln that the end of his reputation in the estimation of his fellow citizens was near - that he was 
weighed in the balance and found wanting. He did not know that he was nearing the supreme 
moment of his life, the zenith of human greatness, that when he was weak then he was strong. 

In speaking of this supreme event in his life I shall follow, in the main, the authority of a recent 
writer, Mr. James Oppenheim. 

A busy day had ended, and night was settling down around him. The last caller had gone, the last 
piece of advice given him, the meeting with his cabinet over and he was alone, and he asked 
himself the great question as to his duty. He could not see his way clearly. Burying his face in his 
hands he said to himself, "Shall I do it? Shall I proclaim liberty to the slaves? If I do, will it be the 
mistake of a lifetime? -the mistake of a century? Will it send my name down to the future covered 
with disgrace and shame? Will it divide the North and destroy the Union? If I do not do it shall I be 
guilty of a great wrong to four millions of human beings, and sin against God? It is too much for 
me!" 

Then he turned to God. "O God, send us victories! Victories! Then I will issue the proclamation." He 
went to his room and lay down, and tried to sleep, but could not. The situation in the army was 
grave. But his brain was in too much of a tumult to sleep. His heart was too heavily burdened. Lee 
was at that moment in Maryland, headed for the North, and if not stopped, if the Union forces 
suffered another defeat, no one could foresee the consequences. Then, suddenly, in the midst of 
the night he heard a quick, eager tramping outside, hurried steps on the stairs, then a loud 
knocking at his door. "What is it?" he asked. A dispatch from McClellan - important." What could it 
be? McClellan defeated and Lee marching on Washington, Baltimore, Philadelphia - the North! 
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With trembling hand he tore open the dispatch and with blurred vision tried to read. Finally the 
miraculous words came out: "Lee is beaten. Battle at Antietam. The enemy is retreating. Am 
pursuing." Can you imagine the hopes and fears of thirty millions of people concentrated on one 
man, loaded upon one great heart? If so you can also imagine how those words floated as in a 
golden light before his eyes. He could only exclaim: "God, thy will prevails. Victory! Victory!" Then 
he said to himself, "Tomorrow it shall be done." Yes, on the morrow, as between himself and his 
God, he would brave a hostile England a critical North, a wavering congress, a divided cabinet, 
and issue the proclamation. With that great purpose he dropped to sleep. In the morning the city 
was wild with excitement over the falling back of Lee's army across the Potomac. Towards noon 
the members of the cabinet gathered at the White House in the President's office. The cabinet 
members looked at each other - Chase, Seward, Stanton -- and, "Will he do it? Will he dare do it? 
was the question on their lips. They waited for the President to come in. Why did he delay? Finally 
they heard a step outside and the tall, dark form of Lincoln appeared in the doorway. "Good 
morning, gentlemen!" He sank into a chair at the head of the table. It was, perhaps, the most ex- 
citing moment in the lives of those men. They could scarcely breathe. The President settled back 
comfortably in his chair. They looked at him in silence. The moment was at hand that was to 
decide the destinies of four millions of slaves, and perhaps of thirty millions of people. 

Mr. Lincoln slowly drew from his pocket a little book: "Have you ever read, 'Highhanded Outrage at 
Utica,' by Artemus Ward?" They gasped. Was this the way to make history? Then, in his drollest 
way, he read to them a page from the book, and the men about him were convulsed with laughter. 
All but Stanton. He rose. "Mr. President - this is a solemn occasion. We cannot afford to laugh. 
Why do you laugh?" Mr. Lincoln's face changed. "I laugh because I must not cry." They understood. 
The greatness of the man came out. They seemed to themselves to be like pygmies in his 
presence. He had wisely let down the tension, brought them to coolness and sanity. 

Then he slowly drew from his pocket a paper apparently covered with scrawls. His hand trembled, 
his face was white. He said: "We have been delaying the proclamation for a better time. But I made 
up my mind that when the rebel army was driven out of Maryland I would issue it. I promised this 
to myself and to my Maker. The rebel army is driven out. I am going to keep my promise." He lifted 
the paper. The silence was intense. They knew the words he was about to read would on the 
morrow be flashed around the world. By the stroke of that man's pen the life of the world was to be 
advanced a step nearer God. The man before them had become the great Liberator. 

He read: "On the first day of January, one thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, all persons held 
as slaves within any state * * * * * * * then in rebellion against the United States shall be then, 
thence- forward and forever free." 

That man, sitting there, with white face and trembling hands, had reached the summit of his 
power. Feeling that he was weak he was strong. 
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Oh, he was great, he was strong. Suppose there had been at the head of the nation then, when the 
great waves of tumultuous feeling and of criticism were rolling in- when opposing factions were 
filling the air with their clamor-suppose there had been at the head then a weak man! But 
Abraham Lincoln was there, standing like a rock as the great waves broke at his feet and sent their 
spray high over his head. And no man can read history thoughtfully without seeing an over-ruling 
Providence in it, and feeling the conviction taking possession of him that God placed Abraham 
Lincoln there. 
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Seed and Soil 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

March 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

January 21, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

Matthew 13:8 – “Others fell upon the good ground.” 

Others fell upon the good ground. Then some did not. The seed  was the same in both cases -  
good seed. In another parable Jesus speaks about another kind of seed which produced tares. The 
same thing would be true respecting that kind of seed - some would, and some would not find 
congenial soil. What is known today as the germ theory is simply the carrying of this illustration of 
the seed sowing into the realms of the infinitesimal. When Jesus said of the mustard seed, "Which 
is indeed the smallest of all seeds," he was simply using the common ideas of the time. The 
microscope has revealed to us seeds - we call them germs as much smaller than the mustard 
seed as that is smaller than the largest of seeds. 

Many years ago a great scientist set a cup of prepared liquid one side for a few days, and when he 
examined it he found it full of minute living organisms. He at once sprung to the conclusion that it 
was spontaneous generation. He did not know then, what he afterwards learned, that the seeds of 
that life were sown in the cup - that the air was full of seeds of living organisms. 

But of all seeds, of all kinds, two things are necessary - seed and soil. There are seeds of disease - 
germs we call them -- but we might as well call them seeds for our convenience now. 

Because they are so infinitesimally small does not remove them from the sphere of the Parable of 
the Sower. They are seeds. There are good seeds and bad seeds, all the way through; and there is 
congenial and uncongenial soil. 

Seeds of disease are perfectly helpless and powerless alone. They have to have a soil. Jesus said, 
"Except a grain of wheat fall into the ground it abideth alone." Alone it is helpless, powerless. That 
is just an illustration of all seeds of all kinds, good and bad. 

So this great fact confronts us - there are these two sides: the seed side, the soil side. Some of the 
seed fell on the hard wayside, some on rocks, some on thorns - "others fell upon good soil." Every 
life is the product of the two. We are learning more and more, as our knowledge advances that 
what is true in one sphere is in a measure true in another. Our physical life is full of analogies of 
the higher. This is nothing new, only we seem to be rediscovering it. Jesus was pointing out these 
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analogies at every step. Nature was a great book, teaching religious as well as physical truths. 
There is a germ theory of character, of morals, of spiritual health. 

I see one upon whom disease has fastened, and he may say to me, "I know where this came from - 
when the seeds of this disease came into my system." That would seem to be all there is to it, and 
fix the whole responsibility in a source entirely outside the individual himself. But there is the soil 
side to the question. The seed found a welcome, congenial soil, a home in which to live and 
flourish. It may have been an inherited soil of weakness and congeniality to disease; it may have 
been the result of carelessness, neglect of the laws of health, exposure, indulgence; but the two - 
seed and soil - enter into the result. For it may be that side by side with this man has stood and 
walked and worked another, exposed to the same outside influences, but has remained 
unscathed. On the other hand two might live in a region where the atmosphere is charged with 
abundant elements of life and force, and one of them furnish no soil for the elements to live in, 
and the other take in tonic and strength at every breath. 

The clearness with which these things are understood to-day makes very clear many of the 
teachings of Jesus, and throws light upon the laws of character and spiritual growth. 

1. It throws light upon the question of sin. Sin, actual sin, is a two-fold result. It is a seed from the 
outside, borne from some source, sowed by somebody, planted by some hand. It did not start in 
the heart, in the life of the sinner. Words or deeds, or suggestions, or influences from without, 
were the seeds. The world's atmosphere is full of them. We take them in at every breath. That little 
child has no sin in him, for he has made no choice. There may be in his being some soil congenial, 
susceptible; but not until seeds of sin from without have been welcomed will there be sin. 

One may say, "I know where this sin came from. I know its origin, and how it came into my life, and 
how I came to be what I am." 

Does he mean that the whole responsibility for the sin or the character lies in the source or the 
seed? 

Then I will tell him of another who has lived by his side, upon whose ears have fallen the same 
sounds, whose eyes have seen the same sights; upon whose life have been poured the same 
influences, but who turned them off, from whose life they fell utterly powerless. The man who 
sinned gave them a welcome, gave them a soil to lodge in, moisture of desire to germinate in, 
cultivation to flourish in; and the two, seed and soil, produced the result. 

On the other man's life the seed fell as on a rock. Soil there was none, nor moisture, and 
cultivation was out of the question. 
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It has been said, "No thief ever invented theft. The temptation dropped in through the open 
channel of the eye or ear. But once in, it became his. His nature seized it; his passions colored it; 
his choices developed it.” 

The question comes to us, what are we to do about these germs of evil which are afloat? What is 
our duty and our work in view of the young lives that are growing up to manhood, to citizenship and 
public responsibility about us-in our homes, our churches, our schools? Destroy these germs? 
Seek to remove all temptations? Yes. This is one part of our work. What shall we do in our towns 
and cities as a means to promote physical health? Destroy or prevent the multiplication of disease 
germs? Certainly. Clean streets, enforcement of sanitary rules, watchfulness against the coming 
in of seeds of death - all these are a part of the work which modern discovery and thought have 
made necessary. But after all has been done which modern thought and skill can do, it remains, 
and long will remain true, that germs of disease will abound. They will pervade the air we breathe, 
enter the food we eat, lurk in dark places and obscure corners, spring upon us from many an 
ambush. So it will always remain the most important thing to do, to cultivate a vigorous health. 
Considerable attention has been given by scientific students to the study of methods of quieting 
the waves of the ocean, reducing the force of storms, and lessening the strength of attack from 
great seas. But a great deal more attention and skill and money are employed in building ships 
large enough to ride the waves, and strong enough to meet the attacks. Their mighty prows meet 
and turn aside the wave battalions; and the great throbbing engines send the ship on in the face of 
the hurricane. 

It is now and will be for a long time to come, apparently the chief work of society and the individual 
to cultivate a health that can resist the waves of disease, a heart power that can defend the whole 
physical frontier with its red corpuscle soldiers. 

Temptations to sin! Yes, it is a part of the duty of the church and society and the home and 
individuals to lessen the germs of sin as much as possible, to make our homes and schools and 
public places as morally sanitary and safe and clean as possible. But after all has been done in 
this direction, it will be true that seeds and germs of evil will fly thickly enough through the moral 
atmosphere to destroy the whole moral nature. The most important concern, then, will be for a 
long time to come, surely, to cultivate a moral health that can turn aside evil suggestions and 
temptations as the iron prow of the steamship turns aside the waves. 

What was Jesus' mission to the world? Was it to lessen the forces of evil, destroy the germs of sin 
and death? Yes. "Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the Sin of the world." "I am come that I 
might destroy the works of the devil." One part of his mission was certainly to make the air purer, 
society safer and cleaner. He taught us to pray, "lead us not into temptation." But on the other 
hand he says, "I am come that ye might have life and might have it more abundantly." Abounding 
life can go anywhere. It furnishes no soil for sin to lodge in, no congenial home for it to rest in. The 
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most important work of the Christian world to-day is the communication of life - a healthy, strong, 
moral and spiritual life. 

A modern biography contains the following suggestive letter written by a father to his son who had 
but recently gone out from his home to live in a great city: 

"My Dear Son: I am very grateful for the years we have lived together. When I bade you 
goodbye the other day it was without a fear or a misgiving. I knew you were going into a 
great and wicked city, whose atmosphere fairly teems with suggestions of evil. But I can 
trust you. You have such a high sense of honor, such noble and pure ambitions, and such a 
love and loyalty for Christ and his church that evil suggestions will not touch you." 

No other legacy can compare with this. No possession is to be mentioned by its side. 

2. This truth of the seed and the soil throws light upon the growth of character. Whence comes 
character? What makes a good man what he is? Whether or not this side of the germ theory is true 
in our physical life, whether or not there are such things as microbes of health as well as disease, 
it is true in the moral and spiritual world there are germs, seeds of goodness, and seeds of 
spiritual life. But these seeds, too, must have a soil to welcome, receive and nourish them. Either 
one without the other is powerless. 

Martin Luther had a great thought come into his life. He welcomed it. It rooted itself in his nature, 
and grew into strength and power. What will become of it? It may remain with him, live with him 
and die with him. He may be quarantined so that it will not spread. 

The probabilities are that if he gives voice to it, it will find soil in other lives. When Rome knew he 
was possessed with this idea they tried to quarantine him; but he gave it out, it began to take root 
in other lives, and the result was the Reformation, and from that seed came the whole Protestant 
Church. 

All this was the result of two forces - the germ and soil for it to grow in. The question is sometimes 
asked, "If Jesus was the Son of God, if He came from heaven, if He sowed broadcast over this 
earth the seeds of divinity, why was not the world Christianized long since?" I will ask another 
question on the same principle, "If germs of disease pervade all habitable space - if the homes we 
live in, the cars we ride in, the assembly rooms we meet in, the streets we walk on are full of 
deadly germs, why are we not all sick or dead?" Because we do not furnish a soil for the germs; 
they find no home in thousands of lives. Why is not the world morally ruined from the germs of sin 
flying everywhere? Because thy find no resting place, but fall dead and powerless to the earth. And 
now repeat the question, why has not the world been Christianized? Not for want of seeds of 
Christian truth. It takes two things to make a Christian, just as it takes two things two make a 
harvest. Why is not all the world Christian? Seed! Can you count the stars? Then may you count 
the Bibles that have come from the printing presses of the world since printing was invented. Can 
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you count the grains of sand on the sea shore? Then may you count the words of truth, spoken 
with passionate love, which have fallen from saintly lips since the beginning of the Christian era. Is 
it true we have to give them a welcome or they will not grow? Is it true we have to give them soil or 
they fall lifeless? Is it true we can live in a house, close to a sweet and saintly life, and shed every 
germ with which the atmosphere is charged? Can we walk the street breathing the germs of the 
Christian lives which have hallowed them, and shed these germs as the prow of the steamer parts 
the waves? 

Yes, it is true, and I am glad of it, and so are you. You would not have it otherwise than to be made 
a partner, an agent, in your own future destiny. 

Whatever we may say and teach about being saved by grace, and it is true, we are. What have we 
that we did not receive? We did not create the earth and the heavens. We did not endow the 
human soul with its wonderful faculties. But, whatever we may say about being saved by grace, it 
is also true that whatever character we shall possess, or of felicity we shall come to, we can say, "I 
did it." 

And whatever of loss and failure shall be ours, we shall also have to say, "I did it." We are not 
responsible for the good seed - we are for the stony ground, and the wayside trodden down to 
hardness. We did not sow the seed, but we did give it a welcome and a home. 
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The Earthly House and the Heavenly 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Easter Sunday, April 11, 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

2 Corinthians 5:1 – “For we know that if the earthly house of our tabernacle be dissolved, we have 
a building from God, a house not made of hands, eternal in the heavens.” 

Every one of us represents in himself two habitations. One of them we inherited; our physical, 
bodily life. The other, with God's help, we are building. One of them is, at best, a temporary affair, 
which reaches in time its limit, grows old and falls. The other, if we will, may increase in strength 
and beauty, and last forever. 

When the apostle says that when our temporary house falls we have a building of God, he means, 
on the face of it, just what Jesus meant by the "many mansions." But, underlying both expressions 
is the deeper meaning - the spiritual house we are building. The real heaven is, after all, what we 
are, more than the place where we are. It would not be apart from the spirit of our text and from 
the teachings of Jesus to read it this way: "We know that while our bodily house is wearing out and 
will fail, we are with God's help, building another in which we shall live forever." We are building our 
own eternal house. 

Does it not say, a building from God? Yes, in him we live and move and have our being. It is God, 
and it is we. Paul loved to state this great truth in apparently contradictory ways. He says, "Work 
out your own salvation," and then he adds, "for it is God that worketh in you." He says, "I live, yet 
not I, but Christ liveth in me. 

So, we make no mistake when we say, you and I are building the house we are going to live in 
permanently. And when the earthly house of this tabernacle is dissolved, and we move out of it, 
we shall move into the eternal one. 

As far as we can learn, Paul's earthly house of this tabernacle was not a comfortable one. To the 
natural, inherited imperfections of it were added the abuse from the outside. It had been attacked 
again and again. It showed marks and scars, and it was battered and bruised. From some hints 
that are dropped it was not a very imposing structure at best. But he was cheerful. It mattered but 
little to him. He had another house building, a splendid structure. Just wait a little and he would 
move out of the old battered and scarred house into the new and eternal. 

One can be very patient, and put up with almost any kind of accommodations for a time in the 
anticipation of what is coming. 
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Many a man has come to Redlands and lived in a barn, or some temporary rude structure while his 
better house was building; and if it was a good house he was building, commodious, tasty, 
convenient, the anticipation threw a glow over the plain board structure where he was living. 

1. I need not stop to emphasize the fact that the earthly house of this tabernacle will not last 
always - will not last long. But this is no reason why we should not make the most of it while we do 
live in it -  make it just as strong and comfortable and attractive as we can. I have been in 
structures used as temporary homes that were as neat and attractive and home-like as one could 
imagine. A house was in building near by. But the dwellers in the temporary home have said, "We 
shall be sorry to leave our cosy barn. We have been as comfortable and happy here as one could 
wish." We must not forget that the earthly house of this tabernacle is the handiwork of God. It is 
committed to our keeping to guard and train and develop. It is the temporary home of the soul, and 
no palace built by the hand of man, no modern house, with all its appliances of pipes and tubes 
and wires, bears any comparison to the construction of the earthly house of this tabernacle. The 
five senses, each with its own nerve connecting with the brain; the brain, with wires laid reaching 
to every point, so that like the master of some great establishment it can sit and send its orders 
everywhere; every member an obedient servant to execute the orders -altogether it is the finest 
piece of workmanship of which we have any knowledge. 

But it wears out. After a time the wires are down in places; these servant members grow slow and 
feeble, and this splendid piece of workmanship shows that there is a limit. This means that we 
must move; and this has all been provided for in the plan of our existence. 

2. The house we have been building all our lives is the one we are to live in permanently. You and I 
have been building it - we are building it now. And we shall have a good house or a bad one, a 
commodious house or an uncomfortable one, spacious or contracted, according as we have built. 

When we build a new house here we are quite particular about the plans and specifications, and 
well we may be, for it is to be our home. We have got to live in it. No, perhaps we are not obliged to 
live in it. We may sell it, build another or rent. But the house we are every day building, to move 
into when the earthly home of this tabernacle is dissolved – we have to live in. We must live with 
ourselves. 

We do not consider sometimes when we make light of religious observances, of systems of truth, 
of Christian creeds, that these are the plans and specifications for building homes for the soul. 
The wisest and best spiritual architects of the world have given their best thought to these plans. 
Architecture is a progressive science, and men improve in it as the years go by. Spiritual 
architecture is also progressive, and perhaps we today can construct better systems and plans; 
but the aim of it all is this a suitable home for the soul - a permanent home, for this earthly 
tabernacle is wearing out. What kind of a permanent house are we building, for some kind we are 
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building? Every good purpose adds a line of grace, every worthy enterprise we engage in supplies 
some feature of strength or comfort; every faculty trained sets a window in the house looking out 
upon some pleasing view. 

Every debasing thought, purpose, deed, enterprise, adds something of deformity, ugliness, 
contraction. 

One way or the other we are all the time building the home we are to live in permanently. 

The thought sometimes comes to us that we are doing all this to please God, - that we are his 
servants, and that he is exacting obedience from us. He has certain laws under which he has put 
us, and so we are under a compulsion to a ruler. For example, he has given us the law of the 
sabbath, and we are to keep it for him. This thought sometimes starts a feeling of rebellion in us. It 
is irksome to be under laws, to be obliged to render obedience to arbitrary dictation. How far this 
is from the real condition Jesus tried to teach! The sabbath? Why, it was made for man, not man 
for the sabbath. Laws? Yes, but they are the rules of the great architect, telling us how we may 
build the best home for the soul. There is not a law, a rule, a command in the whole Bible made for 
the sake of the law. The commands of God are not a fetich, before which we are to bow. They are 
the directions of a Father telling us how to make a house for an eternal home. When we disregard 
those directions we are hurting ourselves, not him, failing to provide for ourselves a good, 
beautiful, commodious home. 

A true story has been told of a contractor and builder. In some way he had come into financial 
straits, and needed money, but did not know where to look for it. 

He had done work for many years for an acquaintance, whose business had been to build and sell 
houses. This acquaintance came to the contractor one day and said, "Here are the plans and 
specifications for a house I want you to build. I have deposited in the bank funds subject to your 
call. I shall be away for several months, and I want you to build the house while I am gone." After 
the man had gone the contractor looked over the plans and said to himself, "Here is a chance to 
raise some money. The man is gone, and has left it all in my hands, and that sum in the bank. By 
putting in cheaper materials, poor work which will not show on the outside, which can be covered 
up, I can make a neat sum.” After a time the work was completed, work sure to make trouble for 
the owner sometime. The man came back, and the contractor handed him the keys, saying, "The 
house is finished." "My dear friend," said the man, "it has long been my purpose to do something 
for you. You have built a great many houses for me, to my advantage; and now I have the pleasure 
of informing you that this house is yours. I want you now to have the pleasure of knowing that 
during these past months you have been building your own home." 
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Do any of us sometimes feel that the commands of God are exacting, that to do that which Christ 
asks of us is sometimes hard? Some time he will say to us, substantially what the man said to the 
contractor, "My dear sir, you have been building your own home." 

3. The moving from the earthly house to the heavenly is something to be anticipated, not dreaded, 
if we have been building a good house. 

You have noticed this, that this transition is never given a single note of dread by our Lord or his 
apostles, but it is always spoken of on the plain of the realization of life's hopes. "Be not afraid" is 
written over the passing from the earthly to the heavenly. 

Paul could hardly find words to express it. "O Death, where is thy sting; O Grave, where is thy 
victory? Thanks be to God which giveth us the victory." 

The poet had caught the spirit of Jesus' teaching when he says,  

"There is no death; 
What seems so is transition." 

Easter joy is not simply that Jesus died and rose again. It is also the joy that for us, if we are living in 
the love and obedience and light of Jesus' life, there is an exchange coming - moving out of the old 
into the new. 

Dr. John Watson - "Ian McClaren" - used to delight to tell the story of the good Scotch woman 
whose friends wished her to come to Edinburg and see them. But between the place where she 
lived and the city there was a long tunnel which the train would have to pass through. The thought 
of passing through that tunnel long kept her from making the journey. She finally started with one 
of her daughters; but as soon as the train started she began to worry about that tunnel, and her 
worry continued until she was tired and fell asleep. The next thing she realized was a hand gently 
laid on her shoulder and a quiet voice at her side saying, "Edinburg, mother!" 

How those words of Jesus have come echoing down the years, "Our friend Lazarus sleepeth." 
Many a good soul has fallen asleep, dreading, perchance, the future, only to feel a gentle hand 
upon the shoulder, and a familiar voice of one gone on before saying, "Heaven, mother, sister, 
brother." 
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What John Saw 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

May 2, 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Revelations 7:9 – “After these things I saw, and behold a great multitude which no man could 
number, out of every nation, and of all the tribes and peoples and tongues, standing before the 
throne and before the Lamb, arrayed in white robes and palms in their hands.” 

The writer of this book of Revelation says, “After these things I saw.” - What did he see? It was an 
extraordinary man who could see anything good, situated as he was, and at the time when he 
lived. Christians were being persecuted on every hand, Christian blood was running like water in 
the streets of many a city, and he himself was a banished man, living on a lonely island. Between 
Jewish fanaticism on the one hand and Roman cruelty on the other, it looked like the 
extermination of Christianity. To live at such a time, and witness such things as these, would seem 
to be enough to quench the faith of the most ardent. But he saw something else and something 
very different from all these things. Like the apostle Paul he must have been able to say, "While we 
look not at the things which are seen, for the things which are seen are temporal, but the things 
which are not seen are eternal." "After these things I saw"- Let us stand by his side, try to get his 
point of view, and try to see what he saw. 

First, he saw, in spite of persecution and banishments, a growth of Christianity beyond all human 
reckoning. It was "a multitude which no man could number." John's was an intelligent, optimistic 
faith. He looked out over the loneliness surrounding him, and his faith saw unnumbered hosts of 
believers. He looked across the water and knew that in Ephesus and Corinth and Rome, Christians 
were being driven into hiding, and in many cases overcome and slain; his faith saw them gathered 
in exultant joy, waving their palms of victory. 

One such man as that means more to the world's prosperity and progress than armies and navies. 
It was an intelligent optimism, based upon his knowledge of Jesus Christ and his gospel, and 
seeing the certain outcome and triumph of truth. John says, “After these things I saw.” How much 
such words as these have meant to the world: “I saw.” Thirty years or more ago a man stood on the 
heights yonder and looked out over this valley and saw. What did he see? Perhaps if you and I had 
stood by his side we should have seen something like this - sage brush and cactus, buckthorn and 
greasewood. We should have seen the yellow and blue wildflowers, brought into bloom by the 
winter and spring rains, beginning to turn brown and black under the rays of the sun. What did this 
man see? Water brought from the mountains turning this desert into a paradise, clothing the valley 
with orange groves, dotting it with homes, and spreading over it a riot of roses. He saw it. It was no 
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dream. It was no fiction of the imagination. He looked not, then, at the things which are seen, but 
at the things were not seen. 

A little company of pilgrims, driven by persecution to seek a place where they could worship their 
God according to their own conscience, were approaching the bleak coast of Plymouth. Take your 
stand on the bow of the Mayflower and tell us what you see. Forests stretching far away into the 
background; in the foreground the waves dashing upon icebound rocks; snow covering the hills; 
and Indians lurking in the woods, and ready to dispute possession of the land with this little 
company. But what did some of them see? A new nation free and independent, offering a home for 
the oppressed, and numbering some day millions of prosperous and happy people. There were 
utterances made by those early pilgrims which show that in their minds something of all this 
growth and expansion was in view. 

The force of such words as I have taken for my text has often been lost to people, because they 
have considered them as referring solely to another world than this - to a world about which we 
are in ignorance. They have found it hard, especially if they were practical men of the world, and in 
health and the enjoyment of their powers, to appreciate words and prophecies about a world in 
the unknown future. 

John is just coming to be understood. His standpoint has not been appreciated until 
comparatively recent times. We have almost invariably thought of him as the great seer of 
heavenly life and scenery. He does indeed picture the city with jasper walls and gates of pearl and 
streets of gold, and a river, and trees bearing their fruit every month. But we have often let these 
pictures blind us to the more practical visions of this life, and this world. Recall the setting of his 
pictures of heaven. What else did he see besides the pearly gates and golden streets? 

"And I saw a new heaven and a new earth, for the first heaven and the first earth were passed 
away. And I saw the holy city, new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God. ** and I heard 
a great voice out of the throne, saying, behold the tabernacle of God is with men, and he shall 
dwell with them and they shall be his peoples." 

It is not simply then, that in another world there will be recompense, and for all the persecutions 
and martyrdoms here there shall be compensation beyond. He has no thought of a lost cause 
here, - this world given up to sin and Satan. Here, on this earth as well as beyond, the hosts of God 
should be marshalled. 

Another thing he saw was the wiping out of all distinctions of race and tongue and nationality and 
color; for, as they stood together before God, all these distinctions blended into the white light of 
humanity. The idea of a chosen, select people, who were at last to be masters of the world was 
universally prevalent in John's day. The Jews, of course, believed this. They were God's favorites, 
and from them there would sometime come universal dominion. 
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But the Greeks had the same idea. At this time they had lost heavily, and were being 
overshadowed by Rome, but there was no one in all the world like the Greek. They were the 
people, and the time would surely come when they would again be in the ascendant, and rule the 
world. 

And the Romans knew also that they were the people. Universal dominion they practically held 
then, and no people would ever supersede them. Think of a man, trained to this thought, looking 
into the future and saying, I see the gathering of a mighty host, centering in upon one point, all 
influenced and swayed by one great impulse. Who are they, Jews? No, not Jews. Romans? Greeks? 
No, no one of these. Then who can they be? All of these and many more. It is a combination so 
much better than any one nation could supply. 

There was a time when the idea - "America for Americans," was a very popular motto, and there 
were many who profoundly believed in it, and stoutly stood for it. But whether the idea was a good 
one or not circumstances over which we had no control took the whole matter in charge, and gave 
us a population from every tribe and nation and tongue, and, as a result, we have something in its 
best elements, better and finer and stronger than one nation could have made. The American 
today is a composite picture. The American nation is not only a union of states, but a union of 
about all the elements of humanity the world possesses. We have the maturity of the English, the 
rugged strength of the Scotch, the solidity of the German, the good nature of the Irish, the 
politeness of the French, the stanch morality of the Scandinavian- a mixture and blend which 
makes an American superior to what would have been the result had we only the Plymouth and 
the Jamestown stock. There were some wise enough to see this result a hundred years ago, and 
predict it. 

And when the Kingdoms of this world become the Kingdom of our Lord and of his Christ, who will 
compose the multitude? John was enough of a seer, far-sighted and wise enough, to see a 
combination of all that was finest and choicest and strongest brought into the final result. 
Religions and spiritual forces over which we have no control are working in the world to bring 
about this result. 

A portrait was once exhibited in one of the art stores in Boston that attracted a great deal of 
attention and aroused discussion. Was it of a man or woman? Nothing about the dress or hair or 
features decided it one way or the other. Was it American, English, French, German, Spanish, 
Italian? Each nationality claimed it. Finally the artist was appealed to, and directly asked what the 
portrait represented. What is it? He answered: "It is a portrait of a human being." 

The most satisfying portraits of Jesus have been those which were neither Jew nor Greek, neither 
Roman nor Persian, neither German nor English, but simply human. And so, ask John. "What do 
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you see in the vast company upon which you say you are looking?" His answer in effect is – 
“human beings.” 

One thing more he saw. He saw all these people, gathered from every part of the world, safe home. 
Two things characterized them, character and triumph - white robes and palms. John himself in 
other places tells us what these emblems mean. He tells us of a company clad in "fine linen, 
clean and white, for the fine linen is the righteousness of saints." And palms are ever symbols of 
victory. 

When Jesus talked with his disciples often, telling them of the temptations to be met with in the 
world, the dangers that were lurking to defeat righteousness, they would turn to him, and 
anxiously ask, "Are there few that be saved?" Or, "Who then can be saved?" Will it be a straggling 
few, some strong, bold, aggressive souls, who like David's three mighty men, can hew their way 
through the battalions of the world, the flesh and the devil? John gives us pictures, in the opening 
chapters of this book, of the Seven Churches of Asia. Some danger threatened each one, but he 
closes the description of each church with the words "He that overcometh - he that overcometh - 
shall be a pillar, shall be arrayed in white garments, shall eat of the tree of life." But he leaves us 
with the impression that the number might be small, and we feel like asking him, "Will there be few 
that overcome?" Now he is ready with his answer: "I saw an innumerable company, out of every 
nation, and of every tribe and people and tongue - wearing white robes and waving palms." How 
did they get there, if the dangers are so great, if sin works so subtly in our natures, if foes to our 
spiritual life ceaselessly lie in wait to defeat us? Jesus answered this question of his disciples by 
saying, "With man it is impossible, but not with God." There is a God in this world, watching over 
his own. Man is not fighting the battles of life alone. The forces of the Almighty are on his side for 
him to lay hold of. The forces of evil lie in wait to find us off our guard, but, "He watching over Israel 
neither slumbers nor sleeps." And this is why so many will "throng up the steeps of life." 

This is why you and I may be in that multitude, wending our way home. 
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Anxiety 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

September 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Matthew 6:25 – “Be not anxious.” 

Standing recently on one of our mountain summits, and looking out over this populous valley, 
stretching from mountain to the sea, these words of the text came to me. The impression had 
come up from that valley that many there were anxious --- anxious about crops, about the market, 
about business. The question came to me, are these words suited to the quiet of the mountains 
and the seaside, but unsuited to the life of the business world? Was it a kind of ideal, but 
impossible, condition of things Jesus was picturing to his disciples in the discourse on the Mount? 
Is the tension too great and pressure too strong for the philosophy of the sparrows and the lilies in 
our busy, twentieth century world? Is it possible that Jesus was speaking to slow-moving, 
unchanging oriental society, and not to the fevered conditions of our time? 

Some of you will remember the visit of Dr. Eastman, the educated Sioux Indian, to our city a few 
years ago. It was just after he had written, by request, an article for one of our magazines on his 
first impressions of our American civilization. To read that article and hear him speak of these 
impressions was almost like listening to a voice from another planet.  

Dr. Eastman's father was a converted Sioux, but too old to leave the plains and tents of his fathers 
and enter civilized life; but he desired that his son should go out into the world and study its books 
and take up its life. Under the guidance of a white friend the young Sioux started east. The first 
great city he saw was Chicago. He was led from the train through some of the busiest streets, and 
the boy looked with great interest at the throngs of people. They all looked to him very unhappy. 
They seemed to him to have a strained, careworn, anxious look. He had set out to learn the "white 
man's way," to enter civilized life; but his almost irresistible impulse was to turn and flee --- back to 
the plains and the tents and the wild life of his fathers. But he thought of his own father's 
disappointment if he returned to the camp, and he kept on. 

On the streets of Boston he saw the same unhappy, anxious look on the faces of the people, and 
he could not resist the impression that civilization meant anxiety and unhappiness. What shall we 
say to this picture? How do we enjoy seeing ourselves as others see us? 

Is the philosophy of Jesus sufficient for the plain and the forest, but insufficient for the busy world? 
Are the stress and the strain of life, and the competitions of business too great for the teachings of 
the Sermon on the Mount? In order to escape from the worry of life must we flee to some quiet 
retreat, far from the sound of business? In order to restore a look of rest and peace to our troubled 
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faces must we leave the world? Is there no relief nearer? Is there no antidote to care and labor 
which will smooth out the wrinkles? Have the words of Jesus lost their potency, "Come unto me all 
ye that labor and are heavy laden and I will give you rest"? But is the Indian's characterization of 
our life true? Was his picture overdrawn? Was it an exaggeration? I think we shall be obliged to 
admit that it was true, and understated if anything. He drew his conclusions from what he saw in 
the faces of men, and in their hurried, nervous step. He knew nothing, then, of what he found out 
when he became a physician, of the nervous breakdowns, the prostrations, the story told so 
impressively by our asylums and sanitariums. Had he seen it all, it might have so appalled him as 
to send him back to his own people, and his old life. 

Speaking of impressions afterwards, Dr. Eastman said, "I resolved upon two things, first that I 
would enter this civilized world and assume my share of its burdens and responsibilities; and, 
second, that, God helping me, I would not carry the additional burden of worry. 

Well, how could he help it? We answer, in the same way Jesus pointed out to his disciples. The 
directions he gave them to escape from worry were two. Let us consider them separately. 

First, take into their lives a sense of God, their heavenly Father. Not an intellectual sense; not a 
theological sense. They believed in God. They very likely had a theology for which they would have 
been willing to fight. What Jesus would have them possess was a sense of the reality of a heavenly 
Father who cared for them with an interest exceeding that which he gave to the birds and the lilies. 

Are we losing out of our own lives the sense of a personal heavenly Father? This was the trouble 
with the early disciples. They were facing the problems of life alone. To be sure they knew nothing 
of the strain and stress of our modern business world. Business methods were very simple and 
the nervous wear and tear very light in comparison with our own times. And yet the same essential 
wants were theirs, and the same essential problems. There must be some visible means of 
support. They must eat, they must be clothed, they must have shelter. They were much above the 
beggar class in the land who were content to live on the charity of the public. They wanted to see 
where their living was coming from, and how their dear ones were to be provided for. And trying to 
see these things clearly their brows were growing contracted, their foreheads were growing 
wrinkled. 

Jesus was quick to see and feel this condition on the part of his companions, and as quick to see 
the cause. They were facing life alone. They were losing the sense of a personal heavenly Father. 
He had practically gone out of their lives. Jesus proceeded at once to build under them the great 
truth, and a philosophy as simple and elementary as a child's story, but profounder than the 
teachings of Gamaliel or Plato. The birds in their care-free life, but utter dependence on God's 
bounty; the lilies of exquisite beauty, with no intelligence or exertion, but clothed by God's thought 
and skill --- both these were summoned to the witness stand to tell these men that God was in his 
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world, and to restore to them a sense of their personal relation to their heavenly Father. And how 
would this help them to get their daily bread, their clothing and shelter? For one thing it lifted from 
their minds and hearts a load of care. It set them free from unnecessary and useless labor. It 
cleared their brows. It reduced the friction of life to a minimum. Jesus did not want twelve anxious, 
unhappy looking men as companions of his travels. Cheerful faces and an elastic gait would open 
doors everywhere, in places where a disconsolate look and a heavy gait would leave them fast 
closed. 

The philosophy of the birds and lilies is just as applicable to our day as to theirs. These beautiful 
creations of God's thought bring us the same messages. The logic of the words is just as 
unanswerable --- "If God feeds the birds, if he clothes the lilies, will he not much more you?" 

It has been truly said that we have improved in the management and running of everything except 
man. Friction in the running of machinery has been reduced to a minimum. The first steam engine 
I ever saw, of not more than one or two hundred horse-power, worked with such a noise and 
clatter that conversation was impossible in the same room. To-day a thousand or ten thousand 
horse-power engine works so quietly that ordinary conversation can be carried on in the same 
room. 

But while the friction of machinery has been so wonderfully reduced, the friction, the wear and 
tear and nervous strain of human life have increased. Build again under the life the sense of a 
heavenly Father's care. It will smooth the brow, and lighten the step. We do not say it will surely 
bring food and clothing and shelter. It is not an unheard of thing for the birds of the air to perish; 
but we are assured that in this case not a sparrow falleth without the notice of our heavenly Father. 
It is not an unheard of thing that the most cheerful and trusting Christian should suffer; but 
suffering and trial and want with the consciousness that the heavenly Father knows, and cares, 
and presides over all, almost became a joy. 

The second direction Jesus gave his disciples, by word and by example, was to cultivate and 
develop their own personal lives so as to become largely independent of material surroundings. A 
rich soul life is a possession so superior to every other, that one can almost forget his material 
environment. The Christian religion is capable of making its possessor to a great extent 
independent of material circumstances. "The kingdom of God is within you," said Jesus. A fund of 
enjoyment in one's own life keeps a man from the incessant fluctuations of material things. If for 
calmness and steadiness, for peace of mind and inward joy, we are wholly dependent upon 
indications of rain or the condition of the market, then are we sailing a troublous sea. 

Things of this kind do affect our lives, and influence our feelings, for we are human, and concerned 
with the things which affect humanity. The steamer has not yet been built which is independent of 
the waves. But steamers have been built which ride several waves at once, and in the midst of 
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great disturbance on the sea carry their passengers and freight with great steadiness. There are 
hosts of people who ride the waves of trouble, of material change and preserve a wonderful 
steadiness. It is one of the tests of strength of character, the degree to which one is independent 
of outside aids for happiness. It is a suggestive question, where would all these unhappy looking 
people whom Dr. Eastman saw on the streets of Chicago spend their evening? 

A company of fifteen or twenty people were assembled one day in the cabin of an ocean steamer, 
when one of them asked, "Suppose you were put down a stranger in a great city, and, because of 
some peculiar emergency all the places of amusement were closed, what would you do?” Half of 
them replied that they would go to bed. Half of the others said they would walk the streets and 
look in the store windows. One man who had said nothing was appealed to for his answer. Taking a 
small book from his pocket he replied, "I should spend the evening in the companionship of a 
great man, the writer of this book." A trained soul, a rich inner life helps to make one independent 
of surroundings. 

A ministerial friend asked me, “What do you find to do on the mountains? I should die of loneliness 
in a week." Not if he loved the mountains. Then the time would be all too short for what the clouds 
and the sunlight, the rocks and the canyons, the birds and the wild flowers, the trees and the 
chaparral have to tell him. The man who has within himself the resources of joy and happiness, 
who has availed himself of that which the religion of Jesus can do for a human being, is practically 
independent of environment. He creates his own environment. 

Jesus said to the woman of Samaria, "He that drinketh of the water that I shall give him it shall be 
in him a well of water springing up into everlasting life." 

And there are such people --- many such. There are Marthas to whom Jesus says, “Thou art careful 
and troubled about many things.” And there are Marys of whom he says, “She has chosen that 
good part which shall never be taken away from her.” 

Jesus does not say in the Sermon on the Mount, be not active, alert, vigilant, thoughtful; but, be 
not anxious. Carry into life such a trust in God and such resourcefulness of spirit that we shall be 
masters of circumstances and not their slaves. 

“We ask for peace, O Lord;  
Thy children ask thy peace;  

Not what the world calls rest,  
That toil and care should cease, 

That throught bright, sunny hours  
Calm life should fleet away,  

And tranquil night should fade  
In smiling day; 
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'Tis not for such a peace 
That we would pray. 

We ask thy peace, O Lord; 
Through storm and fear and strife  

To light and guide us on, 
Through a long and struggling life; 

While no success or gain 
Shall cheer the desperate fight, 

Or nerve what the world calls 
Our wasted might; 

Yet, passing through the darkness 
To the light. 

For such a peace, O Lord, we pray." 
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“Count It All Joy” 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

December 1909 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

James 1:2 – “Count it all Joy when ye fall into manifold temptations.” 

The writers of the Bible are in perfect agreement in the truth of these words. Peter agrees with 
James, and states the truth in similar language. He says: "Wherein ye greatly rejoice, though now 
for a season ye are in heaviness through manifold temptations; that the trying of your faith, being 
much more precious than of gold that perisheth, might be found unto praise and honor and glory 
at the appearing of Jesus Christ." Praise and honor and glory were to be the results of tribulation. 

Paul's letters are full of the same truth. He says, "I rejoice in tribulations also" - knowing the good 
things which came from them. 

But, most striking of all, this same truth forms the climax of the beatitudes of Jesus in the Sermon 
on the Mount. We have become so familiar with the wording of this sermon that the statement, it 
may be, has ceased to surprise us; but if we were reading it for the first time would it not strike us 
as very strange that this should be reserved as the last great blessing? "Blesssed are ye when men 
shall revile you and persecute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you falsely. Rejoice and 
be exceeding glad." What a condition of things to rejoice over! What a beatitude! 

Why do James and Peter and Paul, and above all Jesus, consider it a blessed thing that their 
disciples and followers should have an environment of evil? 

Of course this precipitates the whole question of evil. Why is there evil in the world? What if we 
should answer that, as far as we can understand, there can be no such thing as virtue, as 
character, without it! The beautiful qualities of meekness, mercy, peace, and purity of heart are 
painted on the background of evil. The men who wrote the Old Testament were great thinkers and 
they invariably show us virtue on this back- ground, and in this setting. And the writers of the New 
Testament are worthy descendants of the old prophets. 

Without making any further attempt to solve the "mystery of evil," as it has been called, farther 
than to say that it is the environment of virtue, but, taking the world as we find it, let us ask, what 
part does evil play in the development of human life? 

There have been, from far back two thoughts which have entered into men's beliefs on this 
question. One of them, in a word, is this, that creation to begin with was very imperfect, and that 
God has in these later times come into it to eradicate evil. The other idea is, that the world was 
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created pure and sinless by the Creator, but that through a powerful opposing influence, evil has 
been forced into it. 

It is easy to see that either one of these limits the power of the Creator. This has been carried so far 
in the thoughts of some that they practically believe in two gods, one powerful in goodness, and 
the other in evil. 

Whatever may be thought of the teachings of John Calvin, - of his harshness, and he was harsh; of 
his unlovely conceptions of God, and they were unlovely; he performed one splendid service. He 
marshalled all the forces of his powerful logic to drive from the throne of this universe, where the 
thoughts of many had placed him, a rival deity to the Almighty. He claimed for that throne the one 
sovereign God. In answer to the question, who is the author of evil? he replied, "There is not one 
single thing in this universe, from the remotest star to the nearest earthly object, that was not in 
the Creative thought and plan of God." And the most advanced science teaches the same. It says 
there is evidence of but one mind and will in Creation. The farthest star from which modern 
telescopes can gather the light shows evidence of being governed by the same laws as our own 
world. There is no evidence that two minds, hostile to each other, are working. 

Prof. Fiske quotes John Stuart Mill as stating clearly the idea of a limited Deity. He writes: "An all-
wise and holy Deity is perpetually at work eliminating evil from the universe. His wisdom is perfect, 
his goodness is infinite, but his power is limited by an unexplained viciousness in the original 
constitution of things which it must take long ages to over-come.' This means, of course, that evil 
has in some mysterious way got a foothold on the earth in spite of God himself. If this is true then 
there is no escape from the conclusion that God has not always been master in his universe. 

This theory escapes many troublesome facts. Widespread disasters, pestilences, famines, and 
the thousand ills to which flesh is heir do not then impugn the goodness of God. They are his 
enemies who obtained a foot-hold in some unguarded moment, and he is now engaged in driving 
them out. In time they will be overcome. John Calvin said, God is sovereign. He divides his 
authority with no one. He has no problems to solve, no difficulties to meet. The world is just such a 
world as his plans and purposes contemplated. Modern science adds, it is moving on in 
accordance with one great master mind towards higher and higher levels. 

It is easy to understand how a strong thinker like Carlyle would be attracted to the great prophets 
of the Old Testament with their clear declaration of the Lord God omnipotent; and to Paul in the 
New Testament with his firm grasp on this great doctrine. 

The question in some minds is this, "Do you mean to say that God is the author of evil?" We do 
mean to say this: - nothing has ever entered this world or this universe because God was unable to 
keep it out. He created this world - or it was in his creative plan - with doors opening to the good 
and to the evil. He created man with the power to know both good and evil, and the power to 
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choose either. No door has been opened which he did not open, and he has never been surprised. 
And we do mean to say this - God is God and there is none else. 

This, of course leaves us face to face with the "mystery of evil," face to face with all the problems 
connected with pain and suffering, disaster and loss, disease and sin and death. 

It leaves us to reconcile two sides, so clearly stated in the Bible and left. One is the side of God's 
goodness and love. He is good, he is love. All his thoughts towards us are thoughts of goodness 
and love. 

The other side is that of his seeming severity, concerning which the Bible has this to say - "Who art 
thou that repliest against God?" "Who hath known the mind of the Lord, or who hath been his 
counselor?" 

"As high as the heavens are above the earth so are my thoughts than your thoughts, and my ways 
than your ways. 

There are a few things, however, which seem to be clear in regard to evil. Instead of saying that evil 
obtained a foothold in the world against God's purpose and desire, we may say --- 

First - Creation is progressive, and meant to be. And progress is one of the most exhilarating things 
of which we know. There is nothing more so. If it were not for the things we call evil could there be 
such a thing as progress? If there were no immature or imperfect conditions could there be perfect 
conditions? 

I have listened as men with flushed faces and kindling eyes have told of the hard conditions out of 
which they have risen. It was easy to see that the poverty, and obstacles, and privations out of 
which they had risen constituted a real element of their joy. The goal of success which they had 
reached was not the best part of their satisfaction. And the best thing in their success was the 
moral fibre acquired in overcoming evil. So that, instead of being overcome by the evils which 
surrounded them, they made the evil things actually contribute to their success. It is a fair 
question to ask, Could they have secured success in any other way? Stimulated by opposition, 
aroused by antagonists who disputed their way, they summoned all their powers to the front and 
developed a sturdy manhood. 

I have in mind a man whom I have heard spoken of as a very fortunate man. The word fortunate is 
not the right one to use in connection with this man. A better word would be victorious. When 
other people were timid he was courageous; when they were skeptical he believed; when they 
were discouraged, he was hopeful; and when at one time it seemed as if disaster must, for a while 
at least, overwhelm the whole enterprise, and men refused to invest, and even withdrew, as far as 
possible, their investments, he invested all he had, believing the enterprise must succeed. When 
others left it he threw himself with all his powers into the work anew; and at last when the tide 
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turned it swept him into fortune, dollar of which he had earned. But if fortune had not been his, a 
every success greater than money would have come to him, and did come to him in the splendid 
development of his powers. Evil makes progress possible. 

Modern thought has given us a wide enough view to see that there is an upward trend. "The lesson 
of life is to believe what the centuries have to say against the hours." The hours sometimes seem 
to tell us that the trend of things is downward. What do the centuries say about it? When one is 
skeptical as to progress he simply does not look back far enough. But if he looks back far enough 
he will look into a past apparently black with despair of all advance. Out of that past has come the 
splendid present, and across this whole vast stretch of time may be written the one word, 
Victorious. 

Second - Evil is a necessary setting for virtue. We mean by this that we cannot conceive of virtue 
except in this setting. It would certainly be a hard task to mention one good thing in the way of 
experience that can exist apart from what we call evil. Try to make a sketch with a perfectly white 
piece of chalk on a perfectly white board. There is no sketch because there is no background for it. 

An employer one day said to his clerk, "I am going to give you a holiday tomorrow." What a 
delightful announcement! It had been months since he had had a day to himself. The delight of it! 
Pictures came up before his mind of what he would do and where he would go. 

Suppose the same word had come to an idler who had done nothing but try to kill time for months 
- "You are to have a leisure day tomorrow." It has no meaning to him. It is a sketch with white chalk 
on a white board. One has said, "If everything in this world were red, there would be no sense of 
color. If everything we had ever tasted were sugar we should know neither sweet nor bitter; if we 
had never felt physical pain, we could not recognize physical pleasure." 

In a painless or sinless world human conduct might be more perfect than any saint; but the moral 
element would be lacking. Goodness would have no significance. What is strength? Power to 
resist. What is rest? Relief from toil. What is character? The attainment of virtue under difficulties; 
the choice of the right under temptation to choose the wrong. It is impossible to even think of 
character in any other setting than this. 

There has very likely come under your observation a case similar to this: A boy was born to a very 
careful father and mother; both resolved that as far as they could make it possible the boy should 
never hear or see evil. He was shielded and guarded on every side. His education was largely 
carried on at home, lest by contact with evil in the public schools he might contract the contagion 
of evil. When about fifteen the mother died. The father was too busy to continue the guarding 
process, and the boy began his contact with the world. Innocent, but not righteous; blameless, 
but with no character, evil first frightened then fascinated him, then lured him on to destruction. 



300 
 

If we lived in a world free from temptation we might remain innocent, but we could not achieve 
character. 
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The Awakening of a Soul 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

February 1910 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

January 14, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

March 2, 1919 
PILGRIM CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH – SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 

John 4:4-42 – (The Story of Jesus and the Woman of Samaria) 

There are many kinds of awakening that are interesting. In many parts of our country vegetation 
sleeps during the winter, lying under a covering of ice and snow. When the spring comes it awakes 
to a new and beautiful life. The awakening of an infant to conscious intelligence is an object of still 
more interest-to see the little face which at first showed no consciousness either of itself or its 
surroundings take on intelligence. 

Of still greater interest is the awakening of a mind from seeming indifference to the world of 
thought that lies about it to intelligent and eager interest in it. But the most important and 
interesting of all, when rightly considered, is the awakening of a soul, - its awakening to its relation 
to humanity and to God, to its possibilities and destiny. Such an awakening, Jesus tells us, causes 
joy among the inhabitants of heaven. We can conceive of nothing greater than this in the world. 

One such awakening is described in this fourth chapter of John. 

The scene of the story is laid in the heart of Samaria, in a small town called at that time Sychar, 
about ten minutes' walk from Jacob's Well. In that town there lived a woman in age somewhere 
between young woman-hood and middle age, attractive, light-hearted, popular. Her morals were 
on a level with the average standards of the time and place. She had just religion enough to satisfy 
her conscience for something of the kind, but not enough to interfere with anything she wished to 
do. The religion of the Samaritans was a sort of counterfeit Judaism. 

There came a day in this woman's life that dawned like any other day, and gave no token of ending 
differently from any other. Indeed, she did not expect anything different to the end of her life. She 
expected to live on and on in that narrow circle, working, playing, eating, sleeping, until either from 
old age or sickness she should die as all her fathers had and be laid in the tomb. She had caught 
no glimpse of anything larger than this, any greater destiny for a human being. She had not the 
slightest conception that before that day closed the contracted limits of her horizon would break 
over their boundaries, and henceforth she would live in another world and be another woman. 
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Along towards the middle of that day she issued from her home and entered the narrow street. 
With easy grace she swung the water jar, which she carried in her hand, on to her head, and erect 
and straight walked along the path. We can imagine her exchanging greetings with her neighbors, 
inquiring for their welfare. We can hear her laugh ring out as she exchanges banterings with the 
men. 

"Well," she finally says, "I must move on down to the well and fill my jar with fresh water for dinner." 
She saunters down the path, perhaps humming a tune or smiling over some bright remark she had 
just heard.  

You have seen all that life is to her, all she ever expected it would be, or cared to have it. But, as 
she walks down that path she is approaching the crisis of her life history. 

She had almost reached the well, and was, perhaps, shaking out the long cord by which to draw 
water from the well, when she suddenly stopped, for there, right before her, sitting on the well 
curb, was a Jewish rabbi! But of course he will not deign even to look at her, and she will have 
nothing to do with him, and so she moved on to the well. But he does look at her, and she is 
conscious of it, and, a moment after is thrilled to hear him address her. "Will you give me some 
water to drink?" She had never before, in all her life been courteously addressed by a Jew, and 
never at all unless it was to be called a dog. She looked at him in wonder. "Sir, I do not understand 
this." "Understand what?" "You are a Jew, and I am a Samaritan woman. You must know that the 
Jews have no dealings with the Samaritans, and for a Jew to accept a drink of water from a 
Samaritan woman would be a disgrace." He replies, "Woman" --- . Before that word, in the tone of 
voice in which he spoke it, and the friendly look that accompanied it, all distinctions of race and 
rank and creed fell away. It was one human being speaking to another, one soul addressing 
another soul, one child of the heavenly Father talking with another. Here is a man great enough to 
disregard all traditions and human limitations, and speak to this woman as a member of the 
human family. The woman had never come in contact with such a man before, and as the 
conversation progressed, and finally reached its climax in the words, "God is a spirit, and they that 
worship him must worship him in spirit and in truth," she listened wide-eyed, stirred as she had 
never been in her life. A little later, her water jar forgotten, she sped back up the path to the town. 
Look at her! What has happened? What has come into her life, since, careless and indifferent, she 
went down that path an hour before? That is what the village people wanted to know, as they saw 
her eager step and looked into her glowing face. "Where is your water jar? What has happened? 
Tell us." "Come down to the well, come down to the well! There is a great man down there! O, such 
a man! Come and hear him speak! I have never heard such words! Must he not be the Christ?" 

An awakened soul! Life could never be the same thing to her again. The sunrise, ushering in a new 
day, her household duties, the children growing up around her, her fellow men of every race, the 
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birds, the flowers, the water in the well-all would have a new meaning because of the great words 
of the great man there at the well. 

There are some truths in this story which it is impossible to miss. 

One of them is the possibilities which lie in every human being. Suppose that woman had never 
been awakened. What is a lost soul? A soul that loses the larger meanings of life, that never comes 
out from its narrow confines into the larger life of God. It may never consciously miss anything. It 
may be satisfied with its outlook, and narrow horizon. 

I stood once before a cage in Central Park, New York, in which there were two large eagles. "What 
a pity," I said to one of the men working about the grounds, "to shut up an eagle in a cage. How it 
must miss its free life." 

"O no," the man replied, "they were brought here when but a few days old. This cage is the only life 
they know." 

But I could not help wondering if the eagle nature were not there all the same. Don't you suppose it 
sometimes dreamed of the mountain eyrie, the lights and shadows of the mountain sides, the 
storms, the sweep of valley and plain? Perhaps not. Perhaps that cage with its artificial furnishings 
satisfied it; but it was made for something larger. But let it out, let it try its wings a few times over 
the summits of our high Sierras, and then put it back in the wire cage! That Samaritan woman has 
tried the wings of her soul over some of God's high summits, she will never look upon life in the 
same way again. 

I have wondered if there may not be somewhere higher beings than we are, who pity us in our 
artificial cages, within our narrow thoughts and petty ambitions. And then I have wondered if the 
thought comes to them that after all we miss nothing, because we have lived so all our lives, 
ignorant of the sun-gilded peaks and the strenuous summits of a life nearer God. But we were not 
made to live in the narrow cage. We are not in our native sphere unless we have left the wires of 
such a cage far behind us.  

Another truth standing out in this story is the influence of one life another. One soul that is alive, 
and has caught the meaning of existence, touches another soul into life. The soul of Jesus there at 
the well in Samaria touched into life the soul of that woman. To do such work as this was Jesus' 
mission to the world. "I am come," he says, "that ye might have life and might have it more 
abundantly." 

This is the divine method of awakening souls. If we were to give our personal experiences, there 
are many of us who could point to some one who woke us up, whose touch upon our lives gave us 
a new view of duty and opportunity. History is full of examples. This truth is made the key note of 
Victo Hugo's great work. Jean Val Jean, the criminal, the vagabond, the thief and outlaw, meets the 
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Bishop. That is all. The Bishop was a man with a large soul, a great heart, as unselfish as the airs of 
heaven. The whole book turns on that meeting of the criminal and the Bishop, a meeting which 
finally transformed the criminal and outlaw into one of God's noblemen. Some of you remember 
that many years ago a young man, ambitious, daring, self-centered, was employed by one of the 
great newspapers of New York to go to Africa and search for the lost Livingstone. No word had 
been heard from Livingstone for a long time. The commission of this great newspaper was, "Find 
him, dead or alive; spare no expense. Search Africa if it takes months or years. The young man was 
glad of such a commission - glad, because of the dangers involved, the reputation he would win if 
successful, the experience in that then but little known country. And so he went into the heart of 
the Dark Continent, a dashing, selfish, ambitious youth. 

Henry M. Stanley came out of Africa an awakened soul. He had met David Livingstone. Mr. Stanley 
was once asked, "What was the greatest thing you saw in Africa?" He replied in subdued tones, 
"Livingstone." 

But are there not many people in the world who never come into contact with any one who wakes 
them to life? There ought not to be. There are enough Christians in the world to make it impossible 
for anyone to pass through life without touching a live soul, coming under some awakening 
influence somewhere. This is the mission of Christianity to our world. If you and I were all we 
should be, as those who profess to know God, could anyone escape touching a live soul? 

Think of the gauntlet a child must run who is born in a Christian land: his father, if he is worthy the 
title; his mother, if she deserves the honor; the public school teachers, if they are doing their work 
for something besides money; his Sunday school teacher; his Christian acquaintances, is it 
possible he can pass all these and not touch a live wire on one side or the other? No, there is a 
great soul among them who will touch his own soul into life. 

There are Jean Val Jeans roaming the world all the time, but in this day of our Lord there are 
Bishops at every turn; there are Samaritan women in our towns and villages; but there are now 
Jacob's Wells all over the world where followers of the great-souled Master sit to awaken them to 
life. 
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The First Church Christmas in Redlands 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Article in Redlands Daily Facts – December 24, 1910 
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The Power of Choice 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

November 1911 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

February 4, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

Isaiah 7:15 – “When he knoweth to refuse the evil, and choose the good.” 

The prophet Isaiah takes for granted that the child of whom he is speaking will reach the age of 
choice. But the question is asked, are we not creatures of forces over which we have no control? 
Are we not creatures of God's hand, creatures of heredity, creatures of environment? To what 
extent, if any, is anyone of us self-made? How much has personal choice to do with the final 
result? 

Do not fear that I am about to enter upon a learned discussion of this subject, and attempt to 
settle it in twenty minutes, when the shelves of university libraries of every civilized nation groan 
under the weight of the books that have been written upon it. When, however, the philosophers 
lose themselves in the mazes of such a theme, we laymen can often see clearly some simple 
facts. To a few of those simple facts I wish to point.  

Our text shows us how the subject is looked at by the public in general. Isaiah speaks of a child 
gradually coming up from infancy to the time when it is able of itself to refuse the evil and choose 
the good. Now, Isaiah was a very devout man and believer in the creative and sustaining power of 
God over human lives. He knew something also about heredity - the influence of ancestry upon a 
child's life, and he knew a great deal about the influence of environment upon a life. Taking all 
these for granted, and allowing for them all, he looked straight at the other great fact the child 
would reach a time, an age, when he would have the power to refuse the evil and choose the good. 
And the good men of every age have held firmly to this great fact. To abandon it leads towards the 
loosening of all moral obligations. To hold to it furnishes a tonic to human action. 

No man does us a kindness - does any human being a favor - when he says to him, "You couldn't 
help it." 

According to a certain philosophy, the time in a child's life, spoken of in the text, never comes. It is 
said that if we knew all of this child's antecedents, in just what proportions the natures of his 
ancestors had entered into him and made up his nature - if we knew all his surroundings, we could 
tell with mathematical exactness what he would do. He is the creature of circumstances, and 
though apparently free to choose any one of several courses, or whether to live what we call right 
or wrong, he will certainly act according to the nature that is in him, modified by his surroundings. 
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The so-called scientific method reduces even human conduct to a mathematical certainty. And it 
is said that predictions as to human conduct fail only because we do not know all the hidden 
influences. 

There are two words which have been used as corner stones of this philosophy, and which really 
bear the weight of the whole structure heredity and environment. These two, perfectly understood, 
it is said, would enable us perfectly to account for human conduct. This of course makes us all 
helpless in the grasp of forces over which we have no control.  

This is no place for any extended answer to this philosophy. It is sufficient for our present purpose 
to say that humanity has steadily rejected it, has persistently refused to be classed with the bird 
and the bee, the ox and the horse. It has insisted that it had the power, if it chose, to descend from 
the highest plane on which heredity and environment had placed it, to the lowest depths of sin; 
and it has also insisted that it had the power to climb out of the deepest pit of moral degradation 
into which these forces have ever left a human being. 

A sarcastic writer has thrown the two sides of this question into a con- trast in a little stanza 
entitled, "The Earth, the World and I:" 

Child, said the Earth to me, 
What can you do? 
Why do you try? 
Can you not see 

That all you are and can ever be  
Is the product of heredity -  

Merely the outcome sure and true,  
Of other lives gone by?  

Because your ancestors were such,  
Back to primeval slime,  

Therefore you ail and sin so much, 
Therefore 'tis waste of time 

For you to seek to steer your course." 

This philosophy has been applied to Jesus. He has been called the consummate flower of his age - 
the perfect flower of Judaism. Once in a while a rose bush produces a perfect rose. It often 
produces beautiful specimens; but once in a while comes a perfect rose. So it is said, the plant of 
the Jewish race, which had produced great lawgivers, statesmen, prophets and wise men, at last 
produced one perfect man. 

This statement is very, very old, but it has gained no headway, as the years and the centuries have 
gone by. The religious world has been utterly unable to accept it. The power of birth and 
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surroundings has not been denied by thoughtful men. It is something to be reckoned with, and it is 
something wise men are dealing with all the while. Nothing is saner than the saying that it is the 
right of every child to be well born; and it is also true that we owe it to the child, that he shall have 
the best environment we can furnish; but along with these two, goes the other fact contained in 
the text --- the child knows, and has the power to refuse the vile and choose the good. 

There lived many years ago in the city of Salem, Massachusetts, when that city was an important 
seaport, a young man, the son of a wealthy ship owner. He inherited a love for the sea. He early 
began the study of navigation, then added to his theoretical knowledge several voyages in his 
father's ships. When he came of age his father presented him with a full-rigged ship, and said to 
him, "You are the owner and master." 

Now he did not make that ship. It was given to him ready-made. He did not make the ocean, the 
medium in which the ship was to sail. But when that ship weighed anchor and stood out of Salem 
harbor, the young man walked the deck, the ship's master, and named its destination and 
business. 

This child whom Isaiah describes did not make himself. He did not make the world in which he 
was to live. These things were furnished him; but he was master both of himself and his 
surroundings. Our birth and surroundings are forces to be reckoned with, but we are conscious of 
a power to command, and an ability to execute. 

No man with a spark of nobility and manhood left in him was ever comforted in his soul by being 
told that he couldn't help leading the base life he had lived --- that he was the creature of heredity 
and environment. He denies it, and feels that you have insulted him. 

If it were true that birth and surroundings determined conduct, there could be no progress in the 
world. There is an old equation which would tie human society down to one plane forever: "A 
barbarous birth, plus barbarous surroundings, equals barbarism." There is no getting out of that 
pit. Well, the world was once there, but we are out. How did we get out? Personal choice did it. 

That which gives color to the philosophy we have spoken of is the fact that men do not overcome 
heredity or environment in masses. You can predict, often, how masses of people will act. It is the 
individual in numberless cases who climbs out. 

Jacob had twelve sons. What kind of men were they as a whole? They were sheep herders, without 
ambition, even low and coarse and brutal in their instincts. What will come of such a family? You 
feel that you can safely predict that nothing high and noble will come of it. Their children will be 
like them. 
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But there was one boy among them who had ambition, who saw visions and dreamed dreams; 
and he climbed out of the barbarism by which they were surrounded, and lifted his brothers after 
him, and started them on the road to become the most influential nation in the world. 

Paul climbed out of the Pharisaic bigotry in which he was born and trained, and turned around and 
helped thousands of others out. Luther climbed out of a corrupt church life and then helped 
Germany out. Africa lay under a cloud of barbarism and David Livingstone opened a door towards 
the light. And we have climbed out of a barbarous past into the light, and other Macedonias and 
German nations and Africas look to us for help. But in each case the pioneer and leader is the 
personal human will - the power of choice. 

But now it may be asked, "If we are self-made, if we determine our own destiny, what has Christ to 
do with our lives? What is the message of the gospel? What need we of Christ whom we call the 
Savior of the world?" Does not this teaching throw us back into the condition described by Paul in 
the seventh chapter of Romans, when he says, "When I would do good, evil is present with me, so 
that the good I would I do not, and the evil I would not, that I do." If he could not make a success of 
it what can we do? What did Christ bring into his life? What has he brought into ours? 

We may answer for one thing, surely he did not bring a release from personal responsibility. The 
fight, the struggle, did not end with Paul when Christ came into his life. The exercise of his will, of 
the power of choice, did not cease. The seventh chapter of Romans is a hopeless "I can't." The 
eighth chapter is a reply of the divine Christ: "You can! You can!" And that he did use that power of 
choice which he possessed is shown by his testimony as the end was nearing: "I have fought the 
good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith." 

When the disciples of Christ were dismayed at the prospects before them, fearing that the world 
was too much for them, Jesus said, "Be of good cheer, I have overcome the world." Did he mean by 
this that therefore they need not try? It meant --- "So can you!" This is the message of Christ to us 
all. The power of choice is our birthright, wherein we are like God. We did not know its marvelous 
value until Christ told us what it is capable of doing. He calls us, not to any loosening of moral 
obligations, but to better knowledge of the power of the human will and what it may accomplish in 
the light of his perfect life. 
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The Eyes of the Heart 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

January 1912 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Ephesians 1:18 – Having the eyes of your heart enlightened. 

Perhaps you are more familiar with the reading, "Having the eyes of your understanding 
enlightened." But I have given the revised translation, which goes deeper than the understanding - 
to the heart. This is no new thought. The psalmist prays, "Open thou mine eyes that I may behold 
wondrous things out of thy law." In this case it was the eyes of the heart which he desired to have 
opened. And Paul says, "With the heart man believeth," and Jesus says, "The pure in heart shall 
see God." 

Seeing is a very broad term, and embraces far more than natural eye sight. When Jesus said to his 
disciples on one occasion, "Blessed are the eyes that see the things that ye see," he meant more 
than what unimpaired natural eyesight beheld. Many of the people about the disciples saw the 
same natural objects which they saw, and yet in the deeper sense saw nothing. There are eyes of 
the heart which need enlightening often more than those of the body. 

We know how true this is mentally. Before we can see certain things at all certain lobes of the brain 
have to be educated to see them. A child goes to school for the first time. He looks upon a printed 
page, and his natural eyes see certain characters there, but they have no meaning. As the process 
of education goes on, the characters become words, the words become sentences, full of 
meaning. He had good natural eyes to start with, but they saw so little. 

As far as the structure of the eye is concerned it is the same thing for an animal and a man to see. 
Indeed some of the lower animals have eyes of wonderful powers, but they see but little, and not 
at all below the surface of things. Some men with wonderful eyes see but little, while others with 
defective vision see a great deal. One of my old instructors in science was so near sighted he 
could not distinguish the different members of the class from each other, but he saw far into the 
beauties and wonders of God's creation. Great as is the possession of good eyes, it is one of the 
least of the possessions necessary for seeing. Two men and a boy were driving past a great rock 
near an Eastern city. As they approached the rock the horse saw it and shied. The little boy saw it 
and wished it was near his home that he might call it his castle. One of the men saw it and 
computed in his mind its value for building material. The other man saw it, stopped the horse, read 
upon the surface of the rock the action of the ice period of the world, and something of the mind of 
the Creator. So when a man says of any object, "I have seen it," it may mean much, it may mean 
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little, it may mean almost nothing. It depends a little upon his physical eyes, more upon his mental 
eyes, and most of all upon the eyes of his heart. 

From what has been said two or three things follow. 

1. The difference between men lies largely in the distance, and the amount, they see beyond their 
senses. A man may be the slave of his eyes. They may tie him to a point beyond which he will not 
go. "When I see it I will believe it," he says. 

One day Pasteur, the great French chemist, before a company of scientists and medical students, 
propounded the truth that a certain dread disease was caused by microbes in the system, in the 
blood. 

"Show them to us," the assembled company demanded. "I cannot," said Pasteur. "Have you seen 
them yourself?" they asked. He said, "No." Then they did what such men have since learned not to 
do, they denied his assertion, and held his theory up to scorn. In vain he said to them, "Though I 
cannot see them, I find the results of their working, results which nothing explains but the theory I 
have mentioned." Holding up a little viol he said, "There are millions of them in there. No 
microscope has been able to bring them into view; but I will show you and show the world, in time, 
the mighty destructive power in that viol." He made good his claim. 

A greater than Pasteur has stood before the world, and in answer to his glowing statements about 
God, and heaven, and the soul and spiritual life and power, men have returned all kinds of 
answers. Some, like the disciples, have said, "Lord, show us the Father, and we will be satisfied;" 
and some have held his great teachings up to scorn, and some crucified him. They couldn't see. 
As Pasteur looked about on that company of scholars and searchers after truth he must have felt a 
degree of pity that they were blind to the momentous truth which he had seen. 

Jesus on the cross pitied the blindness of the men who had done the deed. In his love he prayed, 
"Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do." Their physical eyes were all right, but they 
lacked the vision which could penetrate beyond the narrow circumference of the reach of the 
eyes. 

There are some to whom the Bible does not mean much. They have looked into it, and have seen 
nothing wonderful. Their eyes are good enough; their intelligence is not at fault; but they do not 
see. It would seem as if the sweet spirits they must have known whose lives have been fed by it; 
the forces which have been at work for centuries and are now at work which are kept alive by it — it 
would seem as if these would show to them that the book contains unseen germs of power. The 
prayer, "Open thou my eyes," sincerely asked, would reveal wondrous things out of God's law. The 
eyes of their hearts need enlightening. 
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2. We do most of our seeing - real seeing - not with the eyes, not with the intelligence merely; but 
with the heart. 

Can this company of men see God - God in the human soul, God in his book, God in his world? 
Take them to an oculist and have their eyes examined; but he can give no answer to the question. 
Take them to the highest university, and have their intelligence tested. The university cannot 
answer the question. We shall have to go to a source higher than any of these --- to him who said, 
"Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God." 

These words of Paul are of universal application. The prayer to have the eyes of one's heart opened 
to spiritual things, to a spiritual life, to see God, will bring an answer to every one. It may not apply 
to every good thing. Two men stand side by side looking at a great painting. One of them sees in it 
wondrous thought and feeling and power. The painting holds him. The other sees nothing in it to 
interest, still less to enthuse him. It may be that no amount of desire on his part to see the 
excellencies of the painting could be gratified, because he lacks the artistic sense. 

It may be that your friend could not by any training be brought to be thrilled by the great musical 
composition which holds you spellbound. These things may not be universal. There are eyes blind 
from birth, and which will remain blind till death, to that which is artistic in music or painting. But 
God's image is in us all. Susceptibility to spiritual things is universal. It is a characteristic of 
mankind. It lies covered up sometimes for a long time. How Jesus delighted to discover it in 
unlikely places! In Peter the coarse fisherman, in Zaccheus and Matthew the publicans, in Mary 
Magdelene, as well as in Nicodemus and Nathaniel, and Paul! 

These are great days - great in promise - in which we are living now. Not many years ago it began to 
seem as if the sense of spiritual things was leaving the world. Material things -- material sights and 
sounds and employments seemed to be sweeping all before them. A great skepticism held the 
minds of multitudes in a thraldom from which there seemed to be no release. The statement was 
boldly made that the time was approaching when only unthinking people could believe in anything 
spiritual. 

The first time I ever stood on the shores of the ocean chanced to be at low tide, and almost as far 
as the eye could see the water had receded, leaving nothing but sand and marsh. I could not resist 
the impression that I had come too late to see the water of the ocean, that it was giving up, and 
backing out. But a few hours later I stood again on the shore and was thrilled by the sight of the 
incoming tide. Great rollers were chasing each other over the sands and breaking at my feet. 

Stand with me on the shore of the world's best thought and life to-day. The tide has turned. Great 
waves of spirituality follow each other over the once dry flats and break at our feet. This is the 
condition to-day along the whole coast of human thought-the best human thought. The National 
Association for Christian Education several years ago held a convention in Boston. The make-up of 
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the convention was surprising to those who remembered earlier days. Educators were there from 
all parts of the country. You would expect ministers to be there, and presidents of Christian 
colleges. But these were by no means the chief attendants either in numbers or interest. President 
Pritchard, then at the head of the Boston Institute of Technology, was there, and he said, 
"Something deeper than mere ethics is needed in the training of the young, and that something is 
religion." 

Then it seemed as if the climax of the whole convention was reached when Mrs. Julia Ward Howe, 
in her eighty-sixth year, came upon the platform and said, "Religion, the church! These are the 
bulwarks of our educational system. They can never die. If men should ever desert the church, 
women would keep it alive, in order to have an altar on which to lay their gifts, before which they 
can utter their prayers, and to which they can bring their first-born." Then, while the audience rose 
to its feet and stood with bowed heads, she repeated her own Battle Hymn of the Republic, 
containing the words: 

"Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord. 
*     *     *     *     * 

I have seen him in the watchfires of a hundred circling camps,  
They have builded him an altar in the evening dews and damps;  
I have read his righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps, 

His day is marching on." 

These people of vision, whose number is increasing every year, are seeing these things, not with 
the bodily eyes, not with the eyes of the understanding alone, but with the eyes of the heart. 
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Endure Hardship as Good Soldiers of Jesus Christ 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

“Before the freeze.” - 1913 
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The Bend in the Road 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

September 1913 
PLYMOUTH CHURCH - OAKLAND, CALIFORNIA 

February 4, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

January 5, 1919 
PILGRIM CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH – SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 

January 2, 1921 
CLAREMONT CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH – CLAREMONT, CALIFORNIA 

 

James 4:13 – “Ye know not what shall be on the morrow.” 

This is not of necessity a sad fact which the writer here states. It is, on the whole, a happy one. It is 
well we do not know what shall be on the morrow. It would not only be a source of trouble to us 
often to know, but it is a source of pleasure not to know. It is not an unfortunate thing that the path 
of human experience is not straight. It is a happy condition. The path of life which Jesus speaks of 
is straight only in its purpose. It has an undeviating purpose, but it has its thousands of bends. 

Bunyan in Pilgrim's Progress pictures the journey of Christian from the City of Destruction to the 
Celestial City. He enters the straight and narrow way, but, O the bends in that way before he gets 
through! It is up-hill and downhill, now winding up a mountain side, and now descending into 
meadows; now crossing a stretch of desert, and now following the course of a river with fertility 
and verdure on every side. Pleasant and sad, easy and strenuous, peaceful and warlike, victorious 
and defeated. Such was his journey. 

Life is not monotonous. If it were, even if the monotony were uniformly easy or pleasant, life would 
grow almost unbearably dull. 

It is one of the charms of life that it is the unexpected that happens. Monotony is not wholesome 
for the body, mind or soul. The unprecedented things, the conditions which are rare, which have 
not existed before in the "memory of the oldest inhabitant," the wildest winter in twenty years - all 
such occurrences add zest and vigor to life. 

They serve to keep us awake and alert. The skillful landscape gardener never confines himself to 
straight roads and paths. It is the bend in the road which holds the charm. The change of scene, 
the new view, the unexpected opening - these are the effects he seeks to produce. 
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In my boyhood I once went with my father on a long drive across the state of Connecticut, a 
distance of nearly a hundred miles. On the way down we struck the Boston and Hartford turnpike. 
There were long stretches of road, straight as an arrow, reaching far into the dim, dusty distance. O 
the tediousness of it as the old farm horse jogged slowly on! O for a bend in the road, with the 
anticipation of what might lie around the corner! On the return trip I begged my father to take 
another route, and over common country roads. It would take a day longer to make the return, but 
he consented. The charm of those New England country roads lingers with me still. Just ahead of 
us there was a bend in the road. What should we see around the bend? Something easy or 
something hard? Perhaps it proved to be a long, steep hill, typical of a New England road. We had 
to walk by the side of the wagon to lighten the load. But what should we see when we reached the 
top? A corresponding descent, and in the valley below a river which we must cross on a ferry-boat. 
Across the river lay a forest through which our road lay - a woodland road, coming out at times into 
little clearings, where we found an abundance of berries, and then plunging into the deep 
shadows. Emerging from the forest we found we were approaching a village, where we must seek 
lodging for the night. Would there be an inn, or should we seek entertainment at a farm house? 
And so the journey continued - always, always some bend in the road to add zest and interest to 
the trip. There were experiences we should not wish to repeat, and some it would be delightful to 
go over again, but, taken as a whole it was a journey to be remembered with pleasure. 

"Ye know not what shall be on the morrow." We are ignorant of what lies around the bend in the 
road; but we owe many pleasant things to that fact. Let us look at a few of them. 

For one thing we owe the blessing of anticipation. Take anticipation out of life and you leave it well 
nigh unbearable. Even anticipation of hard things often strengthens the will and toughens the 
moral fiber. The effort to rise and meet what is coming adds to our strength. Almost anything is 
better than an unvarying monotony, with no bend in the road. But by far the majority of life's 
changes are pleasant, and so the most of our anticipations should be pleasant. There is more 
health than sickness, more ease than pain, more success than failure. Around the bend there is 
more likely to be a pleasant sight than a painful one. In this way life is not only bearable, but 
interesting. Is a man sick today? Health most likely lies around the bend. Is he failing in his plans 
and endeavors? Success may lie concealed under the cover of tomorrow. Is he successful today, 
the fact that a bend in the road may conceal a failure unless he is awake and alert should 
stimulate him to his best. It is said that a large proportion of the insane come from the wives of 
farmers living on the isolated prairie farms of the West. Under the monotony of their lives the heart 
grows sick and the brain reels. They needed, but they lacked, the bend in the road to make life 
worth living. Life needs to be so broken up into new vistas and curves that there shall be a 
constant anticipation of something lying just around the bend. It was to bring relief to this class 
that Mr. Roosevelt, when President, undertook to do some mental landscape gardening, breaking 
up the monotony of their lives, by giving them often a bend in the road. 
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Again, the bend in the road brings into life the blessing of the unanticipated. 

Providence often takes our lives in hand, and makes a bend in the road to some entirely 
unforeseen result. We think we see far ahead, and we conclude things are to continue as they are, 
on and on to the end. We can see the road, or think we see it, losing itself in the distance of the 
coming years, when, lo! a turn and the current of our life is changed. It might be an interesting 
thing to know how many of us who have reached middle life are where we expected to be years 
ago. 

Surely with many of us there has come a bend in the road which has opened up an entirely new 
view. Saul of Tarsus saw, or thought he saw, the road of his life leading on and up, until the highest 
position in the gift of the Jewish nation was his. He started for the city of Damascus to exterminate 
Christianity in that city. What could hinder him? What obstacles which he could not overcome lay 
in his pathway? But a bend in the road, before he came to the gates of the city, changed his whole 
life, and he entered the city a devout believer in the faith he started out to destroy. He said 
afterwards, "I was not disobedient unto the heavenly vision." Providence takes a hand in the 
shaping of our lives, and gives us a vision just around the bend, and a blessed thing it is for us if we 
are not disobedient unto the vision. 

Again, the bend in the road develops within us a quiet but real courage. Do you realize how quietly 
courageous you have become? Consider the possibilities which lie hidden in tomorrow — what 
may come to you ere the sun sets. Yet you go calmly forward, taking your life interests in your 
hands. You cross the threshold of your home, and bid good morning to your dear ones, not certain 
you will cross it again alive, or look those dear ones again in the face. Yet you go, and without 
hesitation. You take up your evening paper on your return and see the news that a score of your 
fellow men in a neighboring city started out as you started out, and did not return alive. 

The amount of latent heroism in common, every-day men and women is something to make one 
proud of our race. It is not a quality which exists in a few historical characters, but in men and 
women all around us. Daniel displayed a splendid heroism when he faced the den of hungry lions, 
but would not give up his religion. The three Hebrew youths showed courage when they faced the 
fiery furnace; and the list might be extended to a great length; but just as brave things are being 
faced or being done every day by ordinary men and women. They move on with unfaltering step to 
meet what may lie in wait for them just around the bend in the road. 

But a short time ago a wife and mother entered the operating room of a city hospital to undergo a 
capital operation. Extending her hand to her husband just before she was to pass into an 
unconsciousness from which she might never awake, she said calmly: "Good-bye, dear. We may 
not meet again in this life. Tell the children mother was not afraid." What a world of experience. 
What a reserve of strength lay in that calm awaiting of what lay around the bend. 
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You and I step out every day into a world of possible contingencies. We breathe the germ-laden air, 
knowing that one in twenty of the population die of the "Great White Plague;" we cross the street 
which needs a hundred eyes to ward off the dangers. There may be a bend in the road for us any 
moment. "Well, what of it?" we say, not flippantly, but bravely. We prefer to face danger even on 
life's active field than to hide. We are willing to meet that which may be awaiting us around the 
bend. 

There is just one more thing I wish to speak of which lies around the bend in the road. To a large 
extent you and I may prepare beforehand the vision which shall meet our eyes there. 

The farmer ploughs and sows his field in the spring, and thus by his own hand, his own industry, 
insures a harvest just around the bend in the autumn. He knew not what would be on the morrow, 
but he trusted that the rain and the sun and the soil would make the vision sure. To be sure mildew 
might blight it, insects might devour it, floods might destroy it, but he did his part in accordance 
with the great law: "Whatsoever a man soweth that shall he also reap." 

But there is another kind of sowing which never fails: "He that soweth to the spirit shall of the spirit 
reap life everlasting." For this man what lies around the bend in the road? No mildew can blight it, 
no drouth can wither it. For him there lies a treasure around the bend and "eye hath not seen nor 
ear heard, neither hath there entered into the heart of man the richness and the beauty of it." 
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Original printed booklet by Press of Carruth & Carruth
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Can War Be Justified? 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Probably about 1915 
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The Good Samaritan 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

October 22, 1916 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Luke 10:30-37 

In company, I presume, with thousands with thousands of others, I shall respond to the 
President's proclamation, and speak upon the critical condition of a whole nation and its call 
upon Christian sympathies of the country. A need must indeed be serious when a president 
focuses the attention of a whole nation upon a single race. I have selected the parable of the Good 
Samaritan as expressing world conditions in general and Armenia and Syria in particular. 

And I am going to try to answer such questions as these: Who, today, represent the thieves and 
bandits who attacked the defenseless traveler? Who is the man plundered and left half-dead? 

Who represents the priest and the Levite who passed by on the other side? 

And, who is the Good Samaritan? 

The answer to these question lie, I believe, on the surface of events today. 

We were all trying a year and a half ago to live up to the requirements of our president that 
neutrality be observed, not only officially, but by the people. Our lips were sealed, even after 
protests were struggling in our hearts to escape. 

Belgium, a simple, industrious, home-loving people, had been ravaged, its women and children 
driven from their homes and left destitute and starving, and the country left smoking and black 
with ruins. A sacred treaty had been thrown aside as a mere "scrap of paper". But we guarded our 
lips, and waited patiently, lest we do a great nation an injustice. 

Then the Lusitania, with more than 1300 passengers on board, more than 100 of them Americans, 
was sent, without warning, to the bottom of the sea. And still, wonderful to tell, our lips were 
sealed. It could not be that Germany meant what these deeds apparently expressed. With 
wonderful patience we waited for explanations which never came. But as the weeks and months 
went by and atrocity followed atrocity, one inhuman act succeeded another, submarines 
launched their deadly torpedoes at defenseless ships, Zeppelins dropped their bombs, not on 
military camps and army posts, but on quiet villages, defenseless towns, and women and children 
- at last the sealed lips began to open. The embargo was off. We are no longer a neutral people. 
Neutral government, yes; neutral people, no. It is estimated on the authority of some of our ablest 
men that ninety-nine hundredths of our people are in sympathy with the allies, and against the 
German leaders. We say German leaders, not the German people. We owe an immense debt to 
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the German people, and multitudes of those who have made their home among us are among our 
most loyal citizens. But our indignation against the war party in Germany is deep and strong. 

One of the tests of the strength of public sentiment in the United States is the attitude of our 
newspapers, the vast majority of which sympathize with the allies. As one has expressed it: 
"Whenever the armies of Germany have triumphed, a wave of depression, plainly reflected in the 
press, has gone over the country; and whenever the combined armies of France and England have 
gained the victory there has been a wave of rejoicing." We do not try to conceal this any longer. The 
lid is off. A loud protest now rises against a policy which disregards all humane considerations, 
shrinks from no acts of cruelty, and except when prevented by outside pressure, sets aside all the 
restraints of international law. 

And so, when we ask, who are the bandits into whose hands the traveler from Jerusalem to Jericho 
fell, we answer - the vast majority of our people answer, German militarists. Directly, as well as 
indirectly, behind atrocities unnamable there stands German authority. 

Some of you heard Dr. Ussher, of Van, Turkey, when he was here, say that a few months before the 
war broke out, a high Turkish official said to him that by the last of July Germany would begin a war 
that would place her armies in Paris by the middle of August. When asked where he got his 
authority for the statement, he replied: "From German officials." His statement was only a few 
days out of the way as to the time of the beginning of the war; but the prediction that the German 
armies would be in Paris by the middle of August, did not reckon on the courage, and honor and 
spirit of self-sacrifice of little Belgium, who flung herself between the advancing army and the 
territory of France. Belgium has covered herself with glory, but she lies desolate and plundered. 

It might be asked: Is it right, is it Christian to cherish indignation against any one? It would be un-
Christian in this case not to. It is surely an unfeeling heart which is not roused in view of the 
cruelties which have been practiced. 

The occasion in Jesus' life when his eyes flashed with indignation, and his cheeks burned, was 
when he saw the weak and defenseless plundered. "It were better for the man who does this," He 
said, "that a great millstone were hanged about his neck and he were drowned in the depth of the 
sea." 

In the second place let us ask, who today is the man beaten, robbed, and left half-dead by the 
roadside? 

Answers to this question come to us so thick and fast that they appall us by their magnitude and 
urgency. The particular cases which answer it for us today are those to which the president's 
proclamation directs our attention. 
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But, in passing, we might just glance at Belgium. Of the 7,000,000 population, 3,000,000 are 
virtually destitute, and but for the stream of benevolences constantly pouring in from outside, are 
within three or four weeks of starvation. 

We might glance at Poland. Paderewski's plea for that people, where practically the whole people 
- 11,000,000 of them - are homeless, is one of the most pathetic utterances of the war. 

But it is to Armenia that our attention is chiefly directed. Two-thirds of the race have already been 
destroyed - blotted out of existence and with Germany's sanction. One-third, left, on the brink of 
destruction! To help save that third is the call which our president brings to us today. 

The amount of material which has been coming to us through the mails for the past few weeks is 
amazing; and the portrayal of the condition of these people makes one's heart sick. Do not fear 
that I am going to bring these details before you this morning. But there lies the plundered traveler 
by the side of the road - humanity's road. And while we are enjoying our peaceful homes, our 
friends and our comforts, it is impossible to shut our eyes to our suffering, starving, dying 
brothers. 

May the United States today be a mighty water-shed down which the dollars shall flow, until they 
form a mighty river of salvation! 

I need hardly stay on the question, Who today represent the priest and the Levite who passed by 
on the other side? 

There is no definite, explicit answer, for we are not judges of each other. Some general answers 
might be given. Such, for example, those who say, "I am not to blame; our country is not to blame, 
for the condition of these suffering people. Let those who plundered and nearly exterminated 
Armenia now come to the rescue." Yes! Let the wolf which scattered the flock, and killed the lambs 
come back and gather the flock into the fold and care for them. Let the bandits who left the man 
half dead by the roadside come back and bind up his wounds, and take him to an inn and care for 
him. When the sun shall rise in the west then this may be. "We did not do it," say the priest and the 
Levite to themselves, as they fold their arms and pass by on the other side. Jesus came into this 
world to seek and to save the lost. Who was responsible for their being lost? Not He, surely; but He 
came for they were His brothers, children of the heavenly Father. 

But now, the question remains, Who is the Good Samaritan? We should like to say, in general, and 
say it without a misgiving or qualification, the United States. You know what they are saying about 
us across the water. They say, "America is making no sacrifices. While we are fighting Civilization's 
battle, America is growing rich out of the war - availing herself of our great need to enrich herself." 
We do not like it. And it is not true of the great mass of the people. 

In a way America is the Good Samaritan. American physicians and surgeons, in considerable 
numbers, are in English and French camps. American nurses are in hospitals and close to the 
trenches. Thousands of women have given of their time and means to prepare hospital supplies, 
and clothing and comforts for the relief of the destitute. Several millions of dollars have been 
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contributed for relief work. Supply ships loaded with flour and food supplies and clothing have 
crossed the sea. 

But the need continues. If ever in the history of the world the church has had an opportunity to see 
Jesus hungry and thirsty - sick and in prison, with a chance to minister to him, that time is now. 

It is a wonderful day in which we live in which to make an offering quickly effective. A dollar given 
today to save the life of a starving woman or child, reaches its destination tomorrow. 

Because of this day's efforts of our Republic in response to our president's call, lives which 
otherwise would have gone out will be saved. I know there will be a ready response from our own 
people. 
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Original printed handout by Citrograph Press
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Honolulu 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Notes – Nov 1916 
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The Hawaiian People 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Notes – Nov 1916 
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Religion, An Exchange 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Unknown Date 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

November 26, 1916 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

December 8, 1918 
PILGRIM CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH – SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 

January 23, 1921 
CLAREMONT CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH – CLAREMONT, CALIFORNIA 

 

Matthew 5:17 – “I am not come to destroy, but to fulfill.” 

The poet Goethe's definition of religion was, "Religion is renunciation" - a giving up. This was not 
Jesus' definition. From his life and teachings and example we may gather instead this definition, 
"Religion is an exchange." If religion were renunciation it would be something unnatural, 
something different from God's world as we know it, something different from life as we find it. But 
religion as an exchange accords with nature, with the manifestations of God as we see them in the 
world which he has made. Jesus did not come to put upon us a life of renunciation. That would be 
to destroy. He did not come to destroy, but to fulfil. There is an appearance of renunciation 
demanded, there is an appearance of destruction; but these are such only in appearance. It is 
instead the laying down of one thing for another; a lower for a higher, a good for a better - an 
exchange. 

Jesus traced the principles of religion back into nature itself. "Except a grain of wheat fall into the 
ground and die it abideth alone." That looks like renunciation, like destruction. "Except it die." But 
he carries the truth on into an exchange. "If it die it bringeth forth much fruit." The kingdom of 
heaven he likened to the growth of a stalk of wheat - "first the blade, then the ear (or wheat head), 
then the full wheat in the head." 

Nature is all the while presenting herself to the myriad forms of life as a trader. "Come buy of me," 
she says. "Give me that which you have for what I have." A beautiful tree stands before you covered 
with pink and white blossoms. It is a thing of beauty. The tree is rich in grace and color. But it will 
not hold all that beauty long without an offer for it from Nature. She will go to it with an offer so 
liberal that it will be accepted, and the exchange begins. See the agents of Nature go to work to 
strip that tree of its beauty. The sun begins to turn those delicately tinted petals yellow or black; 
the wind begins to tear them off, and perhaps the rain beats them down into the soil. Isn't that 
renunciation? Isn't that destruction? Look first and see what nature has given in exchange: tiny 
little fruit formations which the sun and the wind and the rain will nourish and develop into a 
golden harvest. "I am not come to destroy but to fulfil." And this is the kind of world man is born 
into, and it is under this same law of exchange that he lives. 
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A mother looks down into the face of the babe lying in her lap. It is a bunch of dimples and smiles - 
precious beyond all price. But Time soon presents himself before the mother and asks for those 
baby dimples and smiles, the cooing and the prattle; and in a wonderfully short space they are 
gone. She has lost her baby. But instead, in exchange, there is a little boy on his feet, breaking in 
and out of the house like a sunbeam - a little fellow asking questions, listening to her answers, 
riding about with her - a little man. But time makes her another offer, and asks for the little man; 
and her little boy is gone. But who is that walking by her side, tall as his mother, strong enough for 
her to lean on, from whose lips there falls something better than the baby prattle of mama - the 
tender, thoughtful word, "mother"? 

But what has life been saying to this child, this boy, this young man, from point to point? It says to 
him, "You love play and fun, freedom and sport - just a life of joyous abandon, free from all 
restraint. I want two hours of your time; I want you to keep quiet for two hours each day." A little 
later it is three, then four or five hours. Why must he sit still, why must he be under restraint? In 
exchange for an education, a training, a discipline, a manhood, a position of strength in the world. 
If he is wise, he will give all that Life asks, he will lay down her price. For Life does not come to him 
demanding renunciation, does not come to destroy, but for the purpose of generous exchange. 

Go out into the world's great market place today where men are, and question the men with 
trades, in business, artists, writers, scholars, teachers and men of all professions: Where got you 
that mechanical skill, that business capacity and success, that art? They will answer, "We bought 
them." "What did you give in exchange?" "Time, and personal ease, thought and study. Hours and 
hours of sport and pleasure we laid down." Ah, then life is a great renunciation. Surrender and 
giving up are constantly demanded! No, life is a great exchange, and that which is laid down buys 
something better. 

Religion is an exchange. It follows the same law. It has sometimes been thought that Jesus' answer 
to the young ruler was a severe one hardly less than a demand for renunciation. "Go and sell that 
which thou hast and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasures in heaven, and come and 
follow me " Before we can say that this was a demand for renunciation we need to know what the 
young man have in exchange. We do not know what Jesus had in mind for that man. It was 
something of wondrous worth. It was a bargain such as never came to him before and probably 
never would come again. There come times in the business world when investments are offered 
which unlock millions of dollars. The offer is so great, the inducement is so exceptional that the 
money is forthcoming without solicitation. This opportunity in the life of the young man was one, 
had he but realized it, fitted to unlock all his material treasures and pour them out like water. It 
was not Jesus' aim to destroy, to impoverish the life of that young ruler. His desire was to fulfill it - 
to fill it out, to lead it on to a worthy end. 

It is hard to understand how so bright a mind as Goethe's could have understood the mission of 
Jesus to man as a mission of destruction; that obedience to him meant renunciation. But this 
mistake is not infrequent. It was the mistake of the young ruler. 

The world's market place is full of traders who make us their offers - offers for our time, our 
abilities, our work, our money. If we could believe all the statements which are made, investments 
of wondrous profits are just waiting for our acceptance. But wise men are cautious about 
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promises of large and quick returns. Really good investments rarely clamour to be heard. But in 
the babel of calls and offers there is heard an offer from some solid and safe company, from the 
government, perhaps, of an investment at a moderate rate of interest, and it is taken in a day. 

What claim has Jesus to enter into the world's life with his offers, to steal into our homes and 
places of business, into our counting houses and stock exchanges, into all the places where men 
do congregate, with his quiet call, "Buy of me"? Let us try to answer. 

The claim of one who alone can fulfil our lives. What fulfills a human life? What justifies a life, 
makes it worthy of itself? We know what fulfills inferior, lower kinds of life. We know what fulfills a 
fruit tree. Step by step we can follow its development upward, until in its highest reach it touches 
fulfillment. We know what fulfills the life of one of the lower animals. We know what training and 
development they are capable of and when they reach a point which justifies their living. Will you 
tell me what justifies a human being, what fulfills a human life? Go out into the world's markets 
and watch a human life make its exchanges, and tell me when it reaches its fulfillment, when it 
touches the top of its destiny. It trades the lower for the higher through all the ranges of its human 
needs, and among the thousand offers from human lips. Then there would be silence, and this 
would be the end but for one voice which rings clear and true and distinct - "Buy of me; I am come 
to fulfill." 

Do any of you remember when you looked forward with something of dread and foreboding to the 
time when you would be too old and too big for marbles and kite, for blocks and top, when you 
looked with something of pity upon the more sober and quiet life of your elders, who did not seem 
to see the delights which you did in your playthings? But do you remember any wrench in your life, 
any great effort to lay the playthings aside? No such day of renunciation ever came. You grew up 
into young manhood and young womanhood, then into maturer life, as naturally as the tree grows 
into thriftiness and fruitage. And do you not believe that, if it were not for the wrong ideas which 
have taken possession of us that we might grow right up into religion as naturally as the flower 
expands to the touch of light? Why has the thought become so deeply imbedded, that there must 
first come, somewhere in our experience, a great day of renunciation, a day of the destruction of 
all we have been and are? Would not multitudes be today in the church of Jesus Christ, as 
naturally there as a tree stands in the grove, but for this thought of a preliminary destruction? 
Jesus seeks no destruction; what he seeks is fulfillment. Was it not his desire that those children 
whom he one day took in his arms and of whom he said, "Of such is the kingdom of heaven," 
should grow right up into his kingdom, developing until their lives should be fulfilled in Him? Under 
his training would not this have been the result? He said to Peter, and through him to his church in 
all time, “Feed my lambs, tend my sheep, feed my sheep.” This means development, this means 
growth - in other words, fulfillment. 
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The Best Things Are In The Future 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Unknown Date 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

December 17, 1916 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

John 14:12 – “He that believeth on me, the works that I do shall he do also; and greater works than 
these shall he do; because I go unto my Father.” 

It is natural to feel that the great things are in the past. The great days of the church, we are apt to 
feel, lie back of us. The golden age is in the past. Much of the teaching respecting the second 
coming of Christ takes for granted that the present does not compare with the past. Those were 
great days, it is taught, when Jesus was on the earth, teaching in person, working miracles, 
meeting with his disciples. 

Those will be great days when he comes again, and once more leads his forces in person. But 
between these two - it is struggle, and waiting, and failure. But this is not the teaching of Jesus, 
this is not the law of life, this is not the way the world is made. God has not built that way. There 
has been progress, sometimes rapid, sometimes slow, sometimes inappreciable, but never 
ceasing. 

The days when Jesus was on the earth were great, the days of the apostles were greater, the days 
of their successors greater still, and so God's world grows and will grow. "My Father worketh 
hitherto, and I work," says Jesus; and he goes on in the words of the text, "and greater works than 
these shall ye do." 

That was a great day in the world's history when Jesus took the little basket of barley loaves and 
fishes from the little lad, and setting it down before the five thousand hungry men, said to his 
disciples. "Feed them." But that was a greater day, larger in results and bigger in promise, when 
Peter stood up before the vast assembly on the Day of Pentecost and out of his scanty supply and 
equipment fed them in such a way that three thousand of them became transformed in their lives. 
That was a greater day still when the great apostle to the Gentiles, in answer to the Macedonian 
call, crossed the Aegean Sea and first stepped foot on the continent of Europe. And the greater 
days keep coming, and the greater works, and there will be no cessation of them, for this is the law 
of life, this is the way God has made the world. And this is just as Jesus said it would be. "It is 
expedient for you that I go away." 

Those were great days when the great revivalists of New England were shaking the churches, and 
adults were being added to the churches by the thousand. Those were better days when the 
church built a great high way to her doors in the young people's movement, over which the feet of 
more than three million young people are today traveling. Let us study the days of our Lord's life on 
the earth, and let us be profoundly impressed by the beauty and the power of that miracle of the 
frugal store of a little lad multiplied to provide an ample meal for five thousand people; but let us 
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not study it to wish ourselves back there. Jesus was satisfied to use such methods in the initial 
work of his kingdom, but only because the world was not ready for the greater; but he said to his 
disciples: You, you are to see better conditions than these, and do greater things. Some respects 
in which the disciples were to do greater things: 

1. They were to come out into a larger life. 

For three years they were at school; Jesus was their teacher. He performed before their eyes 
sample problems, and taught them to do typical examples. But their after life bore about the same 
relation to those three years that the large practical life of a man bears to his school days. There is 
a little dread which comes over a young man as he comes to the end of his specific school life. His 
teachers have been his examples, his guides, and best of all, his friends. He has received credit for 
all his excellences, warm words of appreciation for every good performance. 

But now it is the world - a world which does not know him or care anything about him. But the 
teacher has more than once said to him, in effect, "Greater works than these shall ye do." Let any 
teacher run over in his mind the pupils who have gone out from under his hand - pupils who once 
sat before him working on the trial problems, sample questions, experimental examples. Where 
are they now, some of them? There is one whose tastes ran to figures, finance, mercantile 
pursuits. He is president of an establishment with a capital stock of millions. Think them over, and 
see what they have done along the bent of their genius. There is one on the supreme bench of the 
United States; there is a railroad president, a physician of note and scores or hundreds doing 
some less conspicuous, but real work, out in the larger life. 

The disciples were at school three years. How timorous and faint - hearted they were as they 
approached the time of the Master's withdrawal, and their entrance upon the world's life. Peter 
trembled in the presence of a maid; they all forsook him and fled. Jesus almost took their breath 
away as he pushed them out and said, "Go ye into all the world - disciple all nations." Trembling 
they went out. Look at them after a few years. Are these those timid, shrinking pupils? They now 
face high priests, scribes, the august assemblies of the rulers, officers of the law, soldiers and 
violent mobs, and they carry the standard of their faith and love to every land in the known world. 
Greater things than their Master had done within the confines of their Palestine school, they 
accomplish in this wider sphere. Jesus had said to them, "Ye shall be brought before rulers and 
kings for my sake." 

We can almost detect a tone of sadness or regret in the words of Jesus, "It is expedient for you that 
I go away." As if he had said: "I should like to go with you out into the larger life of the great world. 
You are to face its problems and meet its obligations. You are to apply on a large scale those 
principles which we have been studying together. It is a wonderful privilege, a glorious opportunity. 
It will cost you your freedom, it will cost suffering, some of you will pay with your lives. You will be 
brought before magistrates, thrown into prison, condemned to death; but the results shall be the 
building of a church, a kingdom that shall never be overthrown. I should like to stay and join you in 
this useful campaign of self sacrifice and struggle and victory; but it is best for you that I go away." 
They had stood in awe and amazement before their Master's miracles. When he stilled the storm 
on the lake, they exclaimed, "What manner of man is this that even the winds and the sea obey 
him?" But after the Day of Pentecost, when they were preaching Jesus and the Resurrection, their 
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emotions were deeper and grander than wonder; they were filled with the glory of losing their lives 
for Christ's sake - and for the price of their lives buying a world. 

2. The work of Christ's followers was to be greater because more spiritual. Was not Christ's own 
work on the earth spiritual? The fact is this: The work of Jesus was preparatory and of a material 
nature, and much of it of a kind that he deplored - we may say it was distasteful to him. It was with 
a sigh of disappointment that he said, "Except ye see signs and wonders, ye will not believe." 
Those times in his life when he could talk to people about their souls were oases in his history - 
when Mary sat at his feet and as she listened to his words chose for herself the one thing needful; 
when he sat on the well in Samaria and talked with the woman about the water of life and saw her 
leave her old life and believe in him and become a Christian; when he had that quiet evening 
interview with Nicodemus and taught him the great fundamentals of the gospels - were great. But 
when the multitudes thronged him, eager to see some new miracle to gratify their curiosity, then 
he tried to escape by taking a sail to the other side of the lake. 

In one sense there is no greater and less in the work of God's kingdom. Preparatory work is as 
important, as necessary, as the work itself the foundation as the superstructure. But in another, 
the distinction which Jesus made is true. He made very few permanent disciples, and 
accomplished very little in the way of spiritual building; but he did the preparatory work for all 
time. 

For months a large force of men were at work in one of our mountain canyons. At great expense of 
money and time and labor the work was prosecuted, tunneling and building; then came the 
erection of heavy poles, stretching of the wires, and putting in the heavy machinery. And what was 
accomplished? All this work was done for an electric company, and yet not a spark of electric 
power has been generated or used. But the plant has been established. Greater works are just 
ahead. When the time comes to turn on the water and start the machinery and make connection 
between the wires and the dynamos, then the power, the tremendous energy, will be conveyed to 
the city. 

Jesus was three years making his plant, getting ready to generate a spiritual force sufficient to run 
the whole moral and spiritual machinery of this world. He only secured the conversion of a few 
men. But they were wires heavy enough to transmit the power. It was a simple matter on the Day of 
Pentecost to make the connection, and the greater things began. The power is unlimited, it has 
never been turned off, it never will be. The laying of wires continues. The world is to be wired for 
this power. 

What is spiritual power? Who knows? All we know is that it is the mightiest thing in the world. Its 
limits have not been discovered. It is at the disposal of the church; it is at the disposal of the 
humblest Christian. 

Let us make a few comparisons, based on the miracle of the loaves and fishes, to which we have 
referred. That was a great thing when Jesus said to the disciples: Make these faint people sit down 
on the grass; take this supply, as I bless it and break it, and feed them. And they were fed. But 
hunger came again the next day, when there was no divine One near to supply their needs. It was, 
save from its spiritual lessons, a short-lived work. 
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Almost two hundred years ago ten ministers brought each one book and made a contribution of it 
as the foundation of a school for the education of young men; and lo, Yale College came into 
being. These men laid their little offering down in the name of Christ, as the lad of old laid his 
basket; and the miracle was repeated, not in feeding a company once, but the years have come 
and the years have gone, students have come and gone, and still the store holds out, and still the 
multitudes are fed. 

Again, that was a thrilling day for the disciples when they took the bread from the Master's hands 
and carried it to the hungry men, and coming back, found as much more ready for them. It was 
delightful to be made the instrument of such a work; but it stopped as suddenly as it began, and 
the multitudes dispersed. But now - "Bring me your name," says the same Master, "your influence, 
your ability, your contributions, let me breathe a prayer upon them and send them out, use them 
here, multiply them in a never-ending miracle to feed the world." It is a wonderful thing to live and 
be a Christian - a servant and friend of him who said, "All power is given unto me in heaven and on 
earth." I wonder if we realize how great it is? And to live now, better than at any previous age the 
world has known. Jesus spoke some warm words of appreciation of John the Baptist: "Of them 
that are born of women, there hath not risen a greater than John the Baptist." Then he adds, "He 
that is least in the kingdom of heaven is greater than he." 

This, then, is God's plan - this is the way he works, whether in his kingdom in its largest sense, or in 
the individual life. If you and I are living as we may and should, co-operating with God, then this 
plan is being worked out in our lives. When God created us he saw that it was good, when we had 
developed somewhat under his hand and providences and discipline he saw that it was better, 
and on and on it goes from the better now to the better still by and by. No matter out of what 
experiences of joy or sorrow, gain or loss, prosperity or discipline, this ought to be the best day we 
have ever seen. We are riper, broader, stronger, better than ever before. 

You remember the poem, the song of the life. A little child sits playing in front of the door, without a 
care or responsibility, ignorant of life's burdens and duties and cares. A traveler passing looks at 
her and says with a sigh, "Those are her happiest days." Years pass and she is a bright and healthy 
girl, fond of fun and sport. Again the traveler passes, and seeing her so rosy and artless, says, "Her 
happiest days." Again the years have passed and the girl, now a young woman, clad in white, 
surrounded by happy friends, is being led to the marriage altar. Our traveler passing and catching 
the odor of the orange blossoms and a glimpse of the face of the bride, exclaims, "Her happiest 
days!" But time does not pause, and the next scene is a family circle - a mother the center of a 
group of little faces looking trustingly up into hers. A passer-by exclaimed, as he looked into that 
face, the center of attraction, "Her happiest days!" And once more the years have flown, and a 
presence has come, which some time enters every home, and the mother, with her silver hair, is 
once more the center of a loving but weeping group, for she lies upon a bed from which she is not 
to rise. But the light of heaven is on her face - that face which bears the marks of sorrow and of joy. 
on which are stamped the refined and chastening lines of experience. And as she whispered to 
those standing near, "Sing 'Nearer, my God, to Thee,'" one remarked, “Her happiest time.” 

The grandest, strangest, happiest day the apostle Paul had ever seen was when he wrote, "The 
time of my departure is at hand. I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept 
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the faith." If we are working against God, things are growing worse; if we are working with him, they 
are going from good to better - from the great to greater. 
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Original printed handout
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The Two-Talent Man 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

May 13, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

Matthew 25:22 – “Lord, thou deliveredst unto me two talents: behold, I have gained two other 
talents beside them.” 

Every life is above the average moral and spiritual tone of the world, is just on the average line, or is 
below it. If it is below it, it is impoverishing the world, it is drawing upon its moral and spiritual life, 
and leaves the world worse off than it found it. It has not only made no positive contribution to the 
world's strength, but has weakened it. 

If just on the average line, it has done neither the one thing nor the other. It has neither subtracted 
anything nor added anything. It has neither piled additional burdens on humanity to carry, nor 
taken any burdens from humanity's shoulders. If above the average, it has contributed something 
to the world; life, strength, tone, happiness. This world's life is like a car being drawn through the 
street by a long rope. Some are either resting back on the rope or riding in the car; some are taking 
hold of the rope, but neither pulling back nor drawing; and some are helping draw the car forward. 
If the car continues to move forward on its upward road it is entirely because of this last class who 
are above the average, who make a positive contribution to the world's life. 

A boiler contains water of a certain temperature. You pour some more water in. Is it of a lower 
temperature? - then it lowers the temperature of the whole. Is it of the same temperature? - then it 
leaves the whole as it found it. Is it of a higher temperature? - then it raises the whole, and makes a 
positive addition to the tone. 

I am stating a simple scientific fact when I say that every man, every life, is in one of these three 
classes - reducing the moral and spiritual temperature of the world's life leaving it unchanged, or 
positively raising it. 

Practically that middle class has to be thrown out. The neutral edge is too sharp to balance a life 
on it. It is theoretically possible for a life to be neutral, but actually impossible. If a man grasps the 
rope at all, even if with the purpose of neither drawing nor being a burden, he will actually now be a 
weight and now a help, and the two will not exactly balance. And so in actual life we recognize but 
the two classes - those who add something to the world's life, those who subtract something. Let 
us look at these two a little more closely and separately. First, those whose life in the world lowers 
its moral and spiritual temperature. There is no question but that if we count lives the immense 
majority is on that side. It does not follow that the world's life, the world's character, is growing 
worse. That has to be decided on other grounds. Sometimes one life may be so powerful a force in 
the way of positive contributions that it will more than over - balance a thousand in their negative 
influence. But, to leave out of account now all consideration of another life, and the relation of this 
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life to the next, can we conceive of a worse thing to be than a pauper of humanity? Is there a more 
repelling thought that can come to one than that his life has actually brought down the world's 
healthful temperature? I do not mean a pauper materially. I do not use the word in any restricted 
sense. Many a noble soul, through influences which he could not control, has been driven 
perhaps to the poor house, whose life counted on the positive side of humanity. He had rendered 
in a thousand ways equivalents for all he had received. Many a one becomes a pensioner for years 
on society's gifts and then dies with a large amount to his credit. But to be a real pauper on the 
world's life! To have one's life, when emptied into that of the world, cool it down; to require 
additional heat from other lives to keep it up to where we found it - this is the most forbidding thing 
that can come to a sensitive soul. Many a man who never asks a material favor from anyone, who 
not only supports himself and his own, but distributes widely of material wealth, is really a pauper. 
He has taxed the world's real wealth, health, tone, life, to counter-balance what he has 
subtracted. The influence which has gone out from his life has been chilling; contact with him has 
been morally debilitating. Though poor house or mansion, dependence or favor has never been 
allowed within his horizon, he has actually been both pensioner and pauper, drawing heavily on 
the world's vitality. Some day we shall see this scientific fact connected with every life, and begin 
to apply it more widely than we do today. 

The world has not half waked up to the fact that every neglected people on the face of the earth, 
every benighted race, every heathen race, every dark section of our land, the slums of our cities, 
every home of wickedness and want, every individual life neglected, lowers the tone and 
temperature of the whole. This water is all in one boiler. Every life born in sin poured into it lowers 
its temperature - every one. When we work to raise up any heathen or neglected people we do not 
work simply to lift them, we are raising the temperature of the world - of the whole. It is speaking 
with scientific accuracy to say that every life, in the whole great mass, affects the whole. Every life 
which in its spirit and purpose and tone is below the average of the world's light and moral and 
spiritual temperature is lowering its life. And to know what a man may be to all appearances, 
materially, intellectually, in act and speech and still be a pensioner on humanity's life, we have to 
read the Apostle's keen analysis in the 18th chapter of First Corinthians: "Though I speak with the 
tongues of men and of angels, though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and though I give my 
body to be burned"- all these may be a part of the life and yet one be humanity's pauper. Aside 
from these things which can be seen and heard and measured there is a spirit pervading, 
flavoring, giving tone to the whole, which either adds to or detracts from the world's life. And surely 
the worst thing one can conceive of, this side eternity, is having his life emptied into the world's life 
to bring down its averages. 

Consider the class whose life in the world lifts and improves the moral tone. Bring together all the 
sources of so-called happiness - which cause people to rejoice, which give the heart satisfaction, 
and they all disappear before this one -- the consciousness that one's life is, perhaps, raising the 
average, that out of one's life there are proceeding influences which are a positive contribution to 
the world's condition. When one of this class seizes the rope which draws the car of life onward, a 
thrill of power is felt all along the line. It moves easier. In stating his mission to the world, Jesus 
once said, "I am come that they might have life, and might have it more abundantly." When He 
poured His life into that of the world He brought up the temperature, and His life has been bringing 
it up ever since. What puts a life on that side? What causes it to tip the scale for good? Not what 
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one has in the way of material, intellectual or spiritual equipment to begin with. The man whose 
capital stock to begin with was but two talents received just as cordial, hearty and ringing a "well 
done" as the man whose capital was five. And had the man with the one talent put it into the 
world's work in the right spirit it would have been just as hearty for him. There has been a long and 
unending procession of the five-talent men from Christ to our day, who have done strong, grand, 
conspicuous work; and the world's tone and temperature has been constantly rising, and still they 
come, make their offering, and pass on. I love to think of them, read of them, hear of them, come 
into contact with them. We believe such men more than counter-balance those whose lives are 
lowering the average. 

I watched last summer the turning of a wheel which was set across a stream of rapidly flowing 
water. Around its rim ran an endless chain of cups or little buckets. As the wheel turned by the 
force of the flowing water the buckets went down under the surface, and filled, were carried to the 
top, where, just as they turned to descend, they emptied their pure, sparkling water into a flume, 
which carried it away for use. There was a fascination about it, it was suggestive. It seemed to me 
like the endless succession of the world's great and good men. They come into life, they rise into 
view, each empties his cup of influence and work and power into the world's life, and passes on. 
Still they come and still they go, leaving the world's life fuller and richer than they found it. 

And yet, great as is the power for good of these five-talent ones, well-known and conspicuous 
ones, yet the influence on the positive side of the great unknown, uncounted, inconspicuous host 
of two and one-talent men and women, is vastly greater. And they are coming and going, emptying 
their smaller buckets, but in such numbers as to raise the reservoirs of strength and 
righteousness. Much as you and I owe to the five-talent men and women who have now and then 
touched our lives with their influence, we owe vastly more to the two-talent men and women. Our 
fathers and mothers, our brothers and sisters, a long list of dear souls whom we have known have 
made their contributions to our lives, and are making them today. Someone has said that God 
must have thought a great deal of common people or he would not have made so many of them. It 
is inspiring and thrilling to come into contact once in a while with a five-talent man; but it is 
wonderfully restful and comforting and helpful to live among the two-talent ones.  
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The Brook 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

September 30, 1917 
CENTRAL UNION CHURCH - HONOLULU, HAWAII 

Proverbs 21:1 – “As the rivers of water.” 

Except in its general purpose no man's life should be a straight line. You have seen roads which, as 
far as the eye can reach, are perfectly straight. On and on into the distance they run until they 
disappear on the horizon. Perhaps, in its general purpose, a man's life should be like that; but in 
reality, in the every-day living of it, the life should not run that way. A brook is more like the ideal 
life. It runs between no artificial banks, but it runs straight here, curves out into a meadow there, 
almost stops in another place - stops long enough to grow deep and silent, and mirror the sky - 
then hurries on, foams and roars, wanders into a wood and hides among the foliage, then out 
again into the sun, but never for any length of time runs in a straight line. A brook is so much a part 
of the world. It is so accommodating! 

You have seen lives that were like a canal, running between artificial banks. They were set and 
straight, unbending and unyielding. If you have seen one day of such a life you have seen it all; and 
your keen interest in it is gone. Who would think of exploring a canal? But a brook, a natural brook! 
You follow it with the keenest interest, anticipating something new at every turn. 

You have known men of that kind. They were full of surprises. You never knew what you might 
discover next. Their lives accommodated themselves to the conditions which they met. 

The brook, as to its general direction, is not an uncertain thing. In every curve and winding, in every 
disappearance in the shade and emergence into light, it is bound for the sea. That one purpose 
never dies out of its life. A life may, like the brook, accommodate itself to the conditions it meets 
and not be an uncertain life. As grand a life as that of Paul, with its one absorbing purpose, yielded 
itself to the world's needs and conditions. He says of himself: "I am become all things to all men." 
That does not mean that he became a wicked man among wicked men, a purposeless man among 
purposeless men; but his life, like the brook, cut for itself a channel to suit the conditions and 
needs of the world in which he lived. Yes, and that matchless life of our Lord, marked out for itself 
no artificial course. It was a life full of unexpected turns and surprises. It took the disciples a long 
while to get accustomed to this. They could not anticipate an hour ahead. Sometimes they 
protested against the interruptions. Jesus had just started on one occasion upon a deep and 
interesting talk on eternal things when some mothers came bringing their little ones that he might 
touch them and bless them. The disciples tried to keep the mothers away, and so prevent the 
interruption. But the learned discourse was dropped, the straight course abandoned, that he 
might curve out among the little ones. 
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How like a free and unrestrained brook that life of Jesus is as you follow it! It winds in where the 
grasses grow, and the birds sing, and the lilies bloom; it curves out where the foxes have their 
holes and the birds build their nests; on past the field where the farmer is sowing his grain, and 
where the reapers gather the sheaves; it flows past the city with its commerce and busy life; then 
through the olives and under the willows; but never following a straight line for a day. 

Let the brook bring us a message today, and tell us why our lives should run as the brook runs. 

1. There is always something new for us to know and experience. There are great fundamental 
truths which we may possess at the outset, and hold all the way through. When that brook first 
issues from the earth, a little rill, the great law of gravity, like an arm reached out from the sea, 
lays hold of it, and continually draws it toward the great But before the brook sees the ocean, it 
has many an experience to meet. It will curve and wind, and sometimes seem to flow 
backward, but that arm reached out from the sea never loosens its hold, and the brook never 
escapes from its grasp. 

We all know that a little child may hear a definite call from God, and that with his first 
conscious choice he may begin the service of the Master. Through all its turnings and windings, 
that life will mean God. Like its Master it will grow in wisdom and in stature. It will gather 
volume as it flows. From every meadow and wood, from every stony ravine and every clay bank 
it will gather something to swell its volume or give it color, as it moves on to its end. A life that 
has become set and fixed in its banks is a life of prejudices and conceits. 

Let a man who has grown and developed, mentally and spiritually from youth to manhood, 
look back over his course, and what does he see? Turnings and changes and revisions and 
enlargements. The great purpose of his life, like the impulse of the brook to find the sea, runs 
through the life, but the life has curved and turned and flowed in and out of many a field and 
wood and meadow of experience. When such a life is asked: "Whence came you?" its answer 
may be as comprehensive as that of Tennyson's brook: 

“I come from haunts of coot and hern, 
I make a sudden sally 

And sparkle out among the fern  
To bicker down a valley. 

By thirty hills I hurry down  
Or slip between the ridges,  

By twenty thorps, a little town,  
And half a hundred bridges.” 

The man of sixty may assent to the same statement of faith, and accept the same Bible which 
he received as a boy of twelve; but if he has grown and thought and really lived, every line of the 
statement has taken on new meanings, and the Bible has become a new book. 

It is not a pleasant sight to see a man who has cut a channel for his life to run in, and then has 
refused to turn to the right or the left from his determined way. Men do not enter other lines of 
life - literary, scientific or business - in this way. Success in those callings comes only from 
vigilance, open-mindedness, and a willingness to adapt one's self to conditions. 
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The religious life, rightly understood, is the most progressive of all. To the man whose mind and 
heart are responsive, there are surprises at every turn, and there are frequent turns. Moses' 
course had been a pretty straight one for several years, as he kept the sheep of his father-in-
law on the plains of Arabia. But when the burning bush came into view one day, he wisely said 
to himself, “I will turn aside and see this great sight.” Now watch the brook of Moses' life as it 
flows down into Egypt, out of Egypt into Arabia, along and around the base of Sinai, and in and 
out among the hills and canyons for forty years, and all the time increasing in volume and 
strength. 

The Apostle John in the book of Revelation says, "I was in the Spirit on the Lord's day, and I 
heard a voice behind me saying, * * * and I turned to see the voice that spoke to me." That turn 
of the brook of his life led into all the wonderful fields of that wonderful vision until its gathered 
volume seemed to become the "river of the water of life." John was an old man when he made 
this turn to see who it was speaking to him, but not too old to yield his life to new conditions 
and experiences. 

2. The world will have frequent occasion to interrupt us. It is sometimes pleasant to map out a 
life course free from interruptions. It looks so straight and plain, and it seems to get 
somewhere. To call our time our own, to be able to keep to our business or thought or study - 
this seems a very desirable thing. We have to do this to quite an extent. We must have a system 
and run by it. But did you ever think what the world would do without the people who are willing 
to be interrupted? If you were to remove this class from the world's life, the loss of some most 
valuable people would be keenly felt. It would take away a very large number of mothers. What 
kind of a channel does the life of a mother with several little ones to look after run in? Not very 
straight; not very much like a canal; more like a country brook. How many interruptions does 
she have in an average day? How many questions has she answered? Had she kept to a 
straight line some little ones would have been stepped on, and many a want would have gone 
unmet. Never mind, my good woman, if you do not accomplish that great thing which you had 
set your heart upon. Some day God will draw a line under all those interruptions you have met, 
those little wants you have supplied, and those innumerable questions you have answered, 
and, adding them all together, show you a result a hundred times greater than the big thing you 
had hoped to do. What useful people they are whose lives curve in and out among the world's 
needs, whose lives run on like the brook from which the cattle and the birds drink, by the side 
of which the flowers and the trees flourish, and which now and again reflects the blue sky. 

3. The man whose life is like the brook finds in some of his life's curves and windings his most 
valuable opportunities. It sometimes seems as if the great main lines of our life work are of 
less importance than the incidental things which come in our way. The man who uses his 
official or business or social position as a vantage ground from which to make life a little easier 
or happier for some one else is making the supreme use of his life. I stood one day in a city 
railroad office talking with a friend who was an official. Once and again we were interrupted by 
people who had questions to ask. In most cases a little study of the time-table would have 
rendered the questions unnecessary. Said the official, "I have to answer scores of such 
questions every day, and I consider it the most useful part of my work. The average traveler," he 
said, "in a strange country, off his regular beat, finds the plainest kind of a time-table a puzzle. 
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To me it is perfectly clear; and to see people come in here with anxious faces and go out 
smiling is to me a delight." Model official! All the charm and beauty of the brook are in such a 
life. "No admittance," "Keep out," and like notices are doubtless necessary to save the 
business man's time; but the wise man will make these expressions very elastic, and often let 
the incidental things of life have way. 

When Jesus says to us, follow me, he shows us a path which winds about among the needs 
and wants of his fellow men. Look at a single day in his life. He has just come back from the 
east side of the lake where he has had a hard and wearying experience. There would seem to 
be every prospect that when he reaches the city of Capernaum he can go quietly to the house 
of Peter for much needed rest, and do some of the things which have been crowded out. He 
has just seated himself and drawn a breath of relief, when to use a modern expression. the 
door bell rings. A group of publicans and sinners want to see him. "Show them in." Just as he 
has settled himself for an earnest talk with them, the door bell rings again. It is Jairus who has 
come to say that his little daughter is dying and to plead with Jesus to come and save her. "Tell 
him I will come." With his disciples he starts, but in the narrow street he is recognized, 
followed, jostled and interrupted. He is delayed by a woman, who in her great need has 
touched the hem of his garment. While he is disclosing her and her faith, there comes a 
second message from the house of Jairus that the maiden is dead. He goes on to the house 
and heals the girl, and when he leaves the house the day has only begun in its demands upon 
his time and strength. The sun set that night upon a day of interruptions. But, Oh, the blessing 
of it! To be able to touch so many lives with the tonic of his health and sympathy - what a 
privilege! Surely one way of looking at the interruptions - these curves and turnings and 
windings in our lives - is to regard them as so many opportunities to touch other lives for good. 
Let us not lament if we have not succeeded in making our lives run like the canal. It is better to 
be like THE BROOK. 
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“If” 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Matthew 2:4 – “If Thou be the Son of God” Matthew 6:30 –“If God so Clothe the Grass of the Field.” 

We have here two uses of the word "if," and they are exactly opposite in their meaning. In the first 
case Satan is represented as saying to Jesus in the temptation: "If thou be the Son of God." It is an 
expression of doubt, of uncertainty, of question. 

In the second example Jesus says to his disciples; "If God so clothe the grass of the field." That is, 
since he does, it is an expression of assurance and certainty. I wish to contrast these two uses of 
the word, for they represent two different ways of looking at life, two attitudes of mind, two ways of 
living. 

Let us look first at the attitude of mind suggested by the use of the little word "if" as a word of 
doubt and distrust. It is not denial or contradiction. Satan does not say to Jesus: "You are not the 
Son of God. I do not believe you are what you claim to be, or that which has been claimed for you." 
He simply says, "If you are." Some of us take life this way. We question everything and every 
assertion and everybody. 

We may secretly pride ourselves on what we consider a cautious, philosophical attitude. We think 
it shows self-poise, balance and strength. We carry ahead of us into all places, and into all 
subjects this questioning "if." Instead of taking life as it comes and meeting it as it opens before us, 
we question it and probe it with this little word "if." The place where we live, the climate we live in, 
the food we eat, the persons we meet all are subjected to the same process. We do not say all 
these are not good, we simply say, "if they are." We do not say that people are dishonest, 
impostors, unworthy of confidence, we only say, until we know for a certainty - "if." This becomes 
the mental attitude of some of us. You have known people, in the keen scrutiny of whose eye, in 
the conservative grasp of whose hand, in whose speech and attitude you felt there was a 
reservation. You felt it. They were weighing you, holding you off until their questions were all 
answered. 

They might just as well have said to you: “I do not trust you. I suspect you. I don't believe in you. I 
fear some motive back there which is wrong.” I am not saying that we should give every man our 
confidence and take his note without security. 

But there is an attitude of distrust on which some seem to pride themselves. They take life on 
suspicion, instead of meeting it with open palm, and confident eye, and hearty welcome. It strikes 
some people as philosophical to do this. Some call it caution. But it is not caution, true caution, I 
am speaking of. It is nearer suspicion than caution, a suspicion that poisons all life, tinges 
everything with a lurking fear. Common law is built on the healthy principle: Count every man as 
innocent until proved guilty. The principle I have been speaking reverses this and counts every 
man guilty until proved to be innocent. People of this kind treat great moral questions in the same 
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way: If it is better to be honest and square than loose and untrustworthy; if it is better always to be 
truthful and keep our word; if it is better to carry Christian principles into all business relations and 
intercourse with our fellow men; if it is better to be temperate and pure in our lives! We do not say 
it isn't; we simply give life the benefit of an "if." It gives a little more freedom of choice; it is easier to 
change our attitude if we want to. It gives a little easier swing to our motions. It doesn't key us up 
to so high a pitch, if we hold these great moral questions loosely, tentatively. 

And, then, we carry it into the realm of religion. If there is a God, if the soul is immortal, if there be 
a future life, if Jesus was divine, if the Bible is the message of God to man. We do not deny that all 
these things may not be so, we simply hold them in question, we simply touch them with an "if." 
But someone may ask, "Would you have me believe everything I hear, take everything as true, give 
my confidence to every man I meet, and assent to every creed?" Questions of this kind mistake 
the meaning of what we have been saying. There are things true and things false, there are things 
and persons and doctrines trustworthy and untrustworthy. The Apostle wisely says: "Prove all 
things, hold fast that which is good." Suppose, without exercising any judgment or discrimination, 
we understand this to mean literally everything to be tested by every man. We are to test, each for 
himself, whether water will drown and fire will burn and poisons kill, whether good air and 
wholesome food and personal care are really good for one; whether truth and honor and 
temperance and purity are essential things; whether God and the soul and religion are necessary. 
This is not his meaning. Some things are settled - settled by the way we are made, settled by the 
nature of things. There are certain great things along the line of the way we are made which we are 
not to experiment with. They are counterparts of ourselves. I have heard a remark like this: "I never 
act upon anything until it is reduced to an absolute certainty." If that were so he never would act at 
all. There are a thousand things which are not absolutely certain or proved, but which for all 
practical purposes are true, and we act upon them as true. Suppose a man says: "If the sun rises 
tomorrow morning I shall act," and waits until he has the demonstration of his senses before he 
decides! 

For all practical purposes a thousand things are true and essential which are not absolutely 
certain to our knowledge; and there are other things which our well-being demands which we 
question at great cost to ourselves. Here is a machine which runs with a rattle and clatter which 
seems to threaten its very destruction. On examination it is found that almost every screw and nut 
in the whole machine is loose. Ask the operator why he doesn't tighten them up and make the 
machine firm and tight. Imagine him replying: "Because I am not absolutely sure every part is in 
the right place. Suppose I tighten a nut or screw and found it was wrong. I keep them loose so that 
I can change if necessary. I do not say they are not in the right place, but I hold myself open to new 
light by keeping them all loose." And yet some of us are trying to run the machinery of our moral 
and spiritual natures that way. Everything is held loosely, uncertainly - open to light, we say. But we 
cannot live, as God made us to live, that way. Oh, that word "if," that lets us down, that eases up on 
our convictions, that takes the moral and spiritual stamina out of our lives. 

Let us turn now to the use of the word as a positive, certain, definite assertion. Jesus said: "If" – 
since - "God does clothe the grass of the field." The keynote of this life is given us in those words. 
From childhood to manhood His face turned toward the great verities of life, not with suspicion 
and distrust, but with confident assurance. As a child He grew in stature and in favor with God and 
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man. At twelve, as a boy in the temple, He said: "Wist ye not that I must be about my Father's 
business?" Suppose this promising youth finds on reaching manhood and years of thought, that 
there is no good evidence of His Heavenly Father's existence. There is no "if" of this kind in His life. 
His life is opening at the touch of His heavenly Father. Suppose that plant which saw one morning 
the past summer, as I rode up the canyon long before sunrise - suppose that flower which was 
turning its head towards the sunrise, and opening its dewy petals in anticipation of the coming 
light, should find that those gray streaks were not heralds of the sun? It is the nature of that plant 
to expand at the touch of the coming sun. It does not first question and then act. It responds to the 
influences acting upon it. That young life of Jesus, as fresh and beautiful as the canyon flower, is 
opening at the touch of God. And He moved on, taking life's great teachings that way. It is natural 
to do that. Why do we not all live that way, then? We have grown unnatural. We are free moral 
agents, and we have used our freedom to hold ourselves in, and hold ourselves back. We keep our 
petals from opening at the touch of the sun's rays. Instead of living in the great verities of life, we 
puncture every great truth with the spear point of a doubting "if." We have outgrown our 
naturalness. 

One morning, we will suppose, I find a cluster of belated, tight-closed buds, as I ride up the 
canyon toward the rising sun. "Why are you not opening your heart of yellow and gold to the sun, 
soon about to fling its splendor over the eastern crest?" "Yes, if it is the sun. But that is the 
question." And O, brothers, why are you not living the glad, confident life of God, with a strong 
grasp on eternal life? "Yes, if there is a God, and all these things are true." 

This attitude shows why Jesus used that word: "Ye must be born again." "Ye must become as little 
children." Go back to where we lost the road of faith and trust and certainty. Many of you will 
remember in Victor Hugo's "Les Miserables" the character of the "Bishop," a simple, childlike 
character which had never lost the road of confidence and faith. He was like the quality of love 
described by Paul in the 13th chapter of First Corinthians, that "heareth all things, believeth all 
things, hopeth all things, endureth all things." He believeth his fellow men, from the lowest tramp 
on the street to the old, staunch friend of years. He was sometimes deceived and imposed upon? 
Yes, but less and less. But what did a plan of life like that do for him? Living on the positive verities 
of life, taking them as the plant takes the dew and the rain, as the flower takes the sun, he grew 
into a character of exceeding beauty and strength. And what did it do for others? Inspired them to 
lives of trust and an ambition to be more like him. 

Someone once said to Lady Henry Somerset: "You are a thinking and progressive woman. As you 
study and think, are you not beset with doubts?" She replied: "There are many things on which I 
study and think and question; but I long ago said to myself: 'You cannot live on denials and 
questions.' So I took the great fundamentals as true - God, the soul, immortality, Christ as my 
Savior and Lord. I assumed these to be true without reserve and without question, and committed 
my life to them, and they have been my strength, my stay and my happiness." 

The only "if" in her life was the positive one of Jesus since these things are true. And this should be 
our only "if." 
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Manhood 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Ephesians 4:13 – “Till we all come in the unity of the faith, and of the knowledge of the Son of God, 
unto a perfect man, unto the measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ.” 

What should be the height of man's ambition? In other words, what is the highest attainable 
position which can be reached? What word expresses it? 

We know what the answer to this question too often is. It is easy to see where popular thought 
places the crown. Such names come at once to our thought as king, ruler, general, bishop, poet, 
historian, orator, artist. But you are aware that these names grow less and less significant as the 
years go by. 

These are not, on the pages of the Bible, the significant names There is a greater word than king, a 
grander title than general, statesman or artist. That word is man. Unconsciously to itself the world 
has always held this to be true. It has always asked, either silently or publicly, of king, philosopher, 
artist, orator, general, "What kind of a man is he?" The answer to that question has not always 
determined the placing of the crown, but it has determined the silent, private judgment. But more 
and more the estimate of the world is coming to be the estimate of the Bible standard, and is 
placing the crown, not on the title, but on manhood. 

The president of one of our principal colleges, addressing the young men, said: "A great change 
has come over the study of history. The old methods are being outgrown and abandoned. Once 
English history was divided into eras, each named for the king in power - as the era of Edward I, 
Henry VIII, or Elizabeth. Now English history is the story of the English people. Once we studied 
the 'Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.' Now, we realize that the decay of empires is but the 
breaking of the clods above the growth of man. Once we studied the eight decisive battles of the 
world; but now we know that battles decide, it may be, the fate of a king or dynasty, but never the 
fate of humanity. The growth of manhood is all that is vital in human history." 

These words reveal a change in thought and practice. The only thing worth considering in history is 
man. We recognize this in the life of nations today. Nations exist for the sake of their people. The 
nation or the ruler which does not recognize this fact has only to wait a little, and the handwriting 
on the wall will spell out their doom. 

Who is the real head of the English nation today? You have not answered this question when you 
tell me who is King, or who is the Prince of Wales. Men govern England. Behind the throne, behind 
the premier, behind the lords and house of commons, are the English people. Nothing shows more 
clearly the radical change in methods of thought and practice than a truth which may be stated in 
a single sentence, "Once the people existed for the sake of kings and emperors and lords; now, 
kings and emperors and lords exist for the sake of the people." The real crown is placed by the 
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world today on the head of man, just where God has always placed it. The only title Christ was 
proud of was - Son of Man. 

Let us examine this truth which has been introduced to us in our text in some of its features. First, 
it is so evident that, when Jesus began his public ministry, and would select his followers and 
attendants, he sought for men. Where could he find them? Whom will he select? Were they not 
already marked out for him? Let him look for the crowns and purple robes and breastplates. These 
are the men whom the world has honored. He may find them there. Crowns and robes and 
decorations do not make a man; neither can they conceal one. He may find his men in the garb of 
fishermen and publicans. Such a condition would not shut them out. 

What he must have is men. And he set aside all the deep-rooted customs of the age, and sought 
for manhood. And when he found them he put upon them no titles. Be not ye called rabbi. They 
never took titles or badges, or insignia of office. Their honor was in doing their Master's will - the 
highest position among them was held by the one who did the most service. The Romish church 
has put a crown on Peter's head which neither he nor the Master ever put there. The only one he 
ever wore was a crown of martyrdom, as his Master had worn a crown of thorns. 

There were two classes when Jesus came to this earth - rulers and masses. The rulers he turned 
into servants, and the masses he broke up into men. It has been expressed - 

"God said, I am tired of kings, 
I suffer them no more; 

For to my ear each morning brings 
The outrage of the poor." 

And then, Jesus saved men. The lost piece of money, the lost sheep, the prodigal son, showed his 
estimate of man's exceeding worth. A pause on the highway in the midst of his work, to talk with a 
woman, shows his method. 

But, second, what is meant by man? "Till we all come unto the perfect man." What is it to be a 
man? - taking that word in its generic sense of both man and woman. 

It is a high place - or ought to be - to be a ruler, a king, a prophet, a philosopher; but far and away a 
higher and grander thing to be a man. It is a higher place to reach, a harder thing to be; it is the 
highest attainable position. To be a man, in the fullness of the word, to become what the apostle 
speaks of when he says, "unto the perfect man, unto the measure of the stature of the fullness of 
Christ," is to reach the summit. 

We all recognize the fact that to be a man is above all other titles when we ask of any dignitary, 
"What kind of a man is he?" "But he is a king," some one answers. "Why do you ask what kind of a 
man he is?" Because, in the long run that is all we care to know. The titles fade. Manhood is all that 
endures, What kind of a man is he? "But he is President of the United States," some one replies. 
We do not care about that. Man is a greater title than president. 

Pilate was procurator when Jesus lived in Palestine. What kind of a man was he? That is all we care 
to ask, as we look back through the centuries. The other title fades out. Herod was King of the 
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Jews. What kind of a man was he? This is the world's question, and, according as that question is 
answered, is the verdict. 

But you say I have not answered the question yet. What is man? What do we mean by man? What 
is that goal which the apostle places as the highest position we can reach? "Till we all come to the 
perfect man." Paul answers this question by repeating a name. What is a man? Jesus Christ. What 
is it to be a man? He answers, to reach "the measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ." Paul 
was too wise to give any other answer. He was too familiar with the history of the world not to know 
that any other answer would be folly. 

The history of man on this earth is not very pleasant reading to a sensitive soul. It is chiefly a 
record of man's inhumanity to man. Who, in the long history of the world's past, who that have 
possessed power, haven't used that power to grind and oppress the people, and exalt and enrich 
themselves? Power in the state, power in finance and business, power in the army, power in the 
church, have been used to increase the power of the individual despot, at the expense of the 
defenseless. Power has assumed different forms in different circumstances. The political 
despotism in Russia has not been possible in the United States, and so here it has assumed the 
form of a financial despotism. It is war and bloodshed, and struggle and oppression on the one 
side, and it is resistance and protest, and vain attempts to break chains and throw off oppression, 
on the other; and it is this which makes the pages of history such a fascination, in spite of their 
lurid character. And this is the history of man. 

And if things were reversed - the poor were given the ascendency, and the weak were given the 
power - it would make no difference. It would simply be a change of oppressors. For there is just as 
much unsanctified human nature on one side as on the other. That is man as we know him on the 
pages of history. It has been truly said, "That would be a happy nation whose history is 
uninteresting" - uninteresting because free from the record of oppression and struggle. Is this what 
it is to be a man? Is that the kind of creature he is - some stages removed from the tiger of the 
jungle, from the claws and fangs of the beasts of the forest; but in his own way preying upon his 
fellow men? 

Exceptions dot this black history of the past, like oases in the desert, promises of a better day; 
possibilities lying latent in humanity. No, the dark picture history paints is not man. It is a travesty, 
a caricature, a perversion of man. God virtually said, "I will show to the world a man. I will send 
into the world my Son, not in the form of an angel or some unfamiliar being, but in the form of a 
man." "Ecce homo," said Pilate. "Behold the man.' He knew not how significant his words were. The 
world had never seen the ideal, the pattern, the perfect man, before. Approaches to it they had 
seen, but never before that which the Creator had in mind when he said, "Let us make man in our 
image and likeness." 

The apostle in the text, when he speaks of the perfect man, is speaking of the flesh and blood 
Jesus, the Jesus who worked and ate and slept, who laughed and cried - the citizen, the neighbor, 
the friend Jesus. What is a man? That is a man, unselfish, noble, pure, strong, who came not to be 
ministered unto, but to minister. Shut the book of history, cover up man's inhumanity to man, shut 
your eyes to the imperfect examples, and look on a man. What is the best day that will ever dawn 
on this earth, in the estimation of the apostle? It is when the sons of earth "shall come, in the unity 
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of the faith and of the knowledge of the Son of God, unto the perfect man"- when they shall 
measure up to that glorious standard. 

Finally, how do we reach - how can we reach - this high standard? One of the best things about the 
condition of the world today is its dissatisfaction with things as they are. There is such a 
dissatisfaction, deep and wide- spread. We do not like the way history reads. The world is 
ashamed of the wars which leave in their track ruin and suffering, ashes and desolation.  

We are not proud of the methods by which man gets the ascendency over his fellow man. We are 
proud of those flashes of sympathy which burst out when a great city and district lie waste from 
earthquake and fire; but we are very much dissatisfied with the methods into which life will settle 
again in the old ruts. Why are we thus dissatisfied? Because we have caught sight of something 
better. 

The story is told, in letters of an English lady, of a German boy living in a provincial town, who 
showed very early a taste and skill in drawing. And while he kept to his father's occupation, he 
spent his leisure time in drawing and painting. But his ideals were low, and his sketches were for 
the vulgar crowd. There came a day when for the first time he went away from his native village, 
accompanying his father to a distant city. He had never before seen a city. He looked with 
wondering eyes on the stately buildings and the people. But there was something else which he 
saw. All the way home he was silent, replying only in monosyllables to his father's conversation. 
Soon after reaching home his father found him with his face buried in his hands. What is it?" asked 
the father. "Are you ill? Are you exhausted from the journey?" After a while the boy looked up and 
said, "O father, I've seen a painting! I did not know before that art meant such work as that." He had 
seen the Sistine Madona! He could never be the same boy he was before. He might go on making 
his cheap sketches, but he would always do it with the picture of that great painter floating before 
his eyes. 

Paul was once a young man, giving his splendid talents to the persecution of men and women. His 
ideals were low. All his fire and ability went to low pursuits. There came a change, a point from 
which he loathed his old life, and himself for ever living it. What had taken place? He had seen 
Jesus Christ. After that it became the passion of his life to present that Jesus to his fellow men, 
that they, seeing him, might have all their old, standards broken to pieces. And so he works and 
prays and hopes for a day when we all, "through the unity of the faith and knowledge of the Son of 
God may come to the perfect man." 
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Sermons on Isaiah 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 

Sermon No. 1 
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The Kingdom of Heaven 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Matthew 13:47 – “The kingdom of heaven is like unto a net that was cast into the sea.” 

A great many definitions have been given of the Kingdom of Heaven, but they have never satisfied 
any considerable number of people. 

Jesus never attempted to define it, but he did in a great variety of ways tell what it is like. You will 
readily recall them: The leaven in the meal, a grain of mustard seed, a field sown with wheat and 
tares, and a merchant seeking pearls. 

The comparison before us is that of a net cast into the sea. I wish to make use now of just the two 
features - the net and the sea. 

FIRST, THE NET. 

The Kingdom of Heaven, in its operations is like a net. There are some who draw back from the 
thoughts of religion implied in such comparisons as these. They suggest something of 
compulsion, of bondage, of being held fast. Jesus says, "Take my yoke upon you," and, "If ye love 
me keep my commandments." And the net suggests being caught, and held - it means bondage. I 
will not say it does not mean this; but this I say, that it is a kind of bondage which is a glory and a 
strength. 

The Kingdom of Heaven is like a net with meshes fine and strong. 

It is not the wisest man who calls those meshes an evil, or who regards them as irksome and 
galling. To the best and wisest they are a sweet constraint, a delightful bondage, a most valuable 
compulsion. Let us look at some analogies of the kingdom of heaven. 

(1) It might be said, one's country is like a net. How one's country weaves its meshes about its 
subjects. So silently, so gently, the work goes on that before you are aware that it is done, or how it 
is done, the invisible silken threads have become strong cords. A little patriotic music here, the 
sight of the beautiful flag there, a story of courage and devotion, the name of a patriot, the record 
of a campaign of defense - line upon line, here a little and there a little, and - you are a patriot. 

When was the first cord woven, when did the meshes first begin to weave themselves about you? 

How old were you when you were first thrilled at the mention of your country's history and deeds, 
or when was your blood first stirred at the sight of the stars and stripes? You cannot tell. A score of 
influences, a hundred it may be, began their work almost be- fore you were out of infancy, and the 
meshes of patriotism were being woven about you. And it is today a veritable net. Hard to bear, 
galling, of the nature of an irksome bondage? No, and yet it is hard to break - a net, holding you 
within its far-reaching meshes. 
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This net held a million of people, the flower of the nation, by its meshes in the civil war, in defense 
of the Union. 

(2) It might be said one's home is like a net. We do not feel the threads draw and pull always; but 
for thousands of good people in the world the net of home is absolutely unbreakable. Its strands, 
though made of no stronger materials than love and affection, are practically as strong as steel. 

When those threads and strands and meshes began to be woven you cannot tell. Some of the 
silken threads were being spun when your mother sung you to sleep with a gentle lullaby, some 
threads shot from her eyes when she knelt by your cradle, and the meshes were still being woven 
about you when you had grown taller than she and she placed her hand on your shoulder and had 
to look up to see your face. 

And if you are a good man and had as good a home as I think you did, I should like to know what 
earthly power could break the net which home has thrown about you. 

When Jennie Lind first came to this country she sung before an immense audience in the city of 
Washington. She had sung a difficult piece - a classic of a high order. The audience loudly and 
persistently applauded. She came back, struck a chord or two on the piano and sang "Home, 
Sweet Home." Scarcely half a dozen notes had fallen upon the air before a thrill ran through the 
whole audience and hushed it into breathless silence. As she went on the tension of feeling 
became almost unbearable, and when she ended, a half suppressed sob filled the whole room. 
What made it possible for her to draw so powerfully upon that audience, upon those highest 
officials, upon senators and representatives, judges and generals? She drew with the magnetism 
of her wonderful voice, upon the strings of the net in which they were already caught - the love of 
home. 

(3) And it might be said that friendship is like a net, the tie and bondage of whose meshes are not a 
burden but a joy. There was a time when your friend was no more to you than anyone else. You 
could go your way and he could go his; and absence and separation made no gap in your life. 
When did the invisible threads begin to be spun; when did the strands begin to bind and the 
structure of the net begin to hold and draw - When did you find yourself caught in the meshes of 
love? 

You cannot break them now, you are a prisoner, and you are glad of it. 

So we might say, changing a little the language of the text, the kingdom of country, the kingdom of 
home, the kingdom of love - is like unto a net. 

God's kingdom, the kingdom of religion, works in the same way. It is like a net. When religious 
influences begin to weave themselves about us none of us can tell. All we know is that they are 
about us, and that escape is not an easy matter. 

One of the most pronounced unbelievers in the gospel said that it took him years to disentangle 
himself from the net of religious influences which had been woven about him: his mother's life 
and words, his father's belief, the teachings of the church, the gospel lessons interwoven into 
almost every page of every good book he read, the atmosphere of the society in which he moved - 
all these were upon him, a force hard to overcome. Had he but known it they were a part of the 
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divine order of things - a part of God's gracious plan to quietly and strongly entrap the human soul 
for righteousness.  

There are some fishes which no net can hold, and no line can secure. There is a fish called the 
carib which cuts with its teeth the strongest steel wire, and which makes nothing of the meshes of 
the strongest net. 

There are men who can and who do break through the whole gracious network of influences which 
home and church and society and the Bible have woven about them. But the kingdom of heaven is 
like a net, and it holds thousands within its folds, willing prisoners of right and truth and 
righteousness. 

How many of the letters of the apostles in the New Testament begin, "A prisoner of Jesus Christ," 
"A servant of Christ," caught in his net, glad captives of his will and word! 

If there is one thing a man born in a Christian land ought to be thankful for more than another it is 
that from his earliest years influences and forces and truths have been forming about him a net 
hard to break. I know there is something in the expression, "callous against religious influences - 
hardened against oft-repeated and familiar truths;" but this is more than offset by the advantages 
which come from the protecting forces which have grown up about him. His conscience is tender 
at a hundred points. 

I once asked an old friend of my school days who was then living in another city where he was 
attending church, and he replied: "Usually I go to the Congregational church, but once in a while I 
have to go to the little Quaker church.  

It does me good, rests me to look into their calm, pure, sweet faces, and even if nothing is said, to 
sit in such surroundings and calmly meditate. “I always come away,” he said, “feeling stronger.” 

Influences of this kind are a part of that net to which the kingdom of heaven is likened. 

SECOND, THE SEA. 

The value of this net which closes us is seen when we look at the second feature of the 
comparison in the text - the sea. The net is "cast into the sea." The sea is the world. That is where 
we are - in the world. Enclosed in the net in the sea. It is alife within a life. 

The difference between a man who has thrown off all religious influences, and a man who is 
encompassed by them as with a net is very great. Both are in the sea - in the disturbed and 
dangerous world, but one is held by a thousand strands of the net and the other is helpless. 

The man standing on the deck of a staunch steamer and a man swimming in the waves are both in 
the sea, but their conditions are very different. 

"What a terrible world this is," one says, "full of temptations and snares and pitfalls. My child is out 
in it. He has a susceptible nature, open to evil attractions, and I do not have a moment's peace 
when I think of him and his future." 

"My child," says another, "is out in the same world where the same storms beat and the same 
winds blow; but I am not very anxious, for he is in the net. I believe it will hold. I don't believe there 
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is power enough in the sea to drag him down. I believe the net will hold." It was the same thing 
Jesus was speaking of, only under another figure, when he said, "None shall ever pluck them out of 
my hand." 

He said of his own dear ones, "I do not ask that they shall be taken out of the world, but that they 
should be kept from the evil". In the net we can risk them in the sea. 

Some day your loved ones will go out from the old home into the great world; the time comes all 
too quickly. Weave a strong net of love and truth and righteousness - a net of religion about them 
before that day comes. 

This world within a world, this life. within a life is the Christian's safeguard. Ancient cities were 
built with great wisdom and skill to stand a siege. The city itself was surrounded by a wall; but the 
wall could be scaled or battered down by a persistent foe; but in the center of the city was the 
citadel rendered as nearly impregnable as human skill could make it. 

History records many instances where the people of the city, after a brave defense of the walls, 
were at last dislodged. Then they fled to the citadel, where they kept the enemy at bay until relief 
came. "In the world" says Jesus, "ye shall have tribulation, but in me ye shall have peace." A citadel 
within the city! 

There are two ways of reading the text, each of which conveys a whole-soul truth: 

In the net, but in the sea! Beware! In the sea, but in the net! Take comfort! 
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The Morning Vigil 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Mark 1:35 – “And in the morning, rising up a great while before day, he went out and departed into a 
solitary place, and there prayed.” 

There is a picture here which we may look at in its setting. It is an Eastern house, the sleeping 
quarters (for the guests at least) being on the roof. Booths or tents were erected there, under 
whose shelter, but at the same time with fresh air, the sleepers might rest. The sun had set upon a 
hard and trying day in the experience of Jesus and His disciples. They had gone up to the roof to 
rest for the night. The disciples were soon fast asleep. They were simply tired, and they dropped all 
care as they lay down. Not so with Jesus. The experiences of the day, the condition of things in the 
city and the country, the problems to be solved - all these kept His heart too sensitive and His 
brain too busy to sleep for a time. But at last weariness overcomes Him and He falls asleep. But 
between two and three in the morning He is again awake. We imagine Him rising upon His elbow 
and trying to look about. All is still except the heavy breathing of Peter, James and John. Quietly He 
puts on His sandals, throws about His shoulders His cloak, and steals down the stairs and out into 
the darkness. No streaks of the dawn are yet seen, the birds have not begun their morning songs, 
everything is quiet. Jesus takes a path leading out of the town, across the fields, until He reaches a 
solitary place, and there He stops. There, where no human ear can hear His voice, where no 
human eye can see Him, He prays. This is the picture. What does it mean? It does not mean 
anything to us unless we understand the conditions which called for such a picture. Without such 
conditions we should be justified in saying that He might better have thrown care to the winds, 
dropped off to sleep with an easy mind, and slept until the morning sun shone down upon His 
place of slumber. Then He would awake refreshed and cheerful and brave, and been abler to meet 
His privileges and opportunities as the new day presented them. What is the meaning of that 
solitary figure, unable to sleep, out there in the darkness and damps, earnestly praying? If we 
could answer that question fully we should give the explanation of that life, give the key to the 
gospel, and explain some of the deepest things connected with the world's life. 

First, the condition of the world is such as to disturb the sleep of good men. It is not a world all 
sunshine. It is not a world where things will all come out right, if left to themselves. It is a world 
where the conditions are such that some will have to lose sleep or change their nature. Someone 
says: "Why should this be so? Why not each one attend to his own interests and character and 
welfare? If other people will go wrong, abuse their privileges, or even destroy themselves, why 
should we distress ourselves? Why should we lose sleep?" Well, ask the mothers of the world that 
question. Ask them if they do not fulfil their duty by looking out for their own character and welfare. 
Tell that mother not to keep awake just because John has not come in. Suppose he is in bad 
company, suppose he is in danger of forming habits which will some day be like bands of steel 
which cannot be broken. That is his life and destiny, not yours. Why lie awake or sit up because 
Mary is out and you do not know where. She has her own future to make. 
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Why not let the world run itself in its own way, each man bearing his own burdens? When a good 
man asks a question like this it means that no conditions have yet touched his life to disturb this 
kind of philosophy; or it may mean that somebody else has done the waking and saved him his 
sleep. 

There were conditions in the city of Capernaum which drove sleep from the eyes of Jesus. Things 
were moving towards a catastrophe in Palestine which weighed upon the head of Jesus so heavily 
that He had to take that path out of the city long before the sun was up. Peter and James and John 
slept on peacefully and restfully. But when they awoke there was one couch empty. Somebody 
else was waking that they might sleep. 

You have known a dark thunder cloud to come rolling up over a city - a cloud charged with electric 
bolts sufficient to shatter every dwelling in the city. But the tall spires and rods and points have 
conveyed the bolts harmlessly from the cloud to earth. Thunder clouds of impending destruction 
were coming up over the land that night when Jesus and the disciples lay down to rest on that 
housetop in Capernaum. There was at least one spire pointing heavenward that was drawing its 
fury away. It has been said that there are two kinds of optimism in the world, one of which believes 
that everything is coming out right, and drops to sleep in that calm assurance. The other believes 
that all things are coming out right, but lies awake to solve the tremendous problems, lift the 
heavy burdens, meet the fateful issues to make things come out right. This last was the optimism 
of Jesus. 

I venture to say there is some one here this morning who carries with him a memory essentially 
like this: I was once a thoughtless, unconcerned, willful child. Life not only sat easily upon my 
shoulders, but alluring ways which verged on sin, held strong attractions for me. There was at least 
one member of the household who said: "Don't worry about him; he will come out all right. He will 
have his time, as all live boys have, of thoughtlessness and perhaps of sin, but he will by and by 
turn to the right." Perhaps it might have been so; but there was also one member of the household 
who could not run the risk and feel easy about it. What if the enticements of sin should grow 
stronger and stronger, and at last become a bundle of habits too strong to be broken. And so that 
member of the household couldn't sleep for thinking of it. Do you remember when in the small 
hours of the night she came into your room and knelt by your bedside and asked you some very 
tender questions? What would the world be today without these sleepless ones, these guardians 
of our homes and communities? What would some of us have been but for somebody who cared 
where we were and what we were doing - cared enough to rise a great while before day to think and 
to pray? 

Mrs. Booth tells of two young men, in the grasp of the law, with lives ruined at that early age, who 
were talking together. One said to the other, "You have no business to be here, Fred. It is a shame 
that you have come to such an end as this." "And how about yourself?" asked the other. "Nobody 
cared what became of me, nobody loved me enough to concern himself about my future. Nobody 
ever lost any sleep over me. If I had been loved as you have been, do you think I'd be here? You had 
to break somebody's heart to come here." 

The very heart of Christianity is wrapped up in those words. That, which was not being done for 
earth's children Jesus came to do. He came to love us, to lose sleep over us, to break His heart 
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because of us. There is no better evidence that Jesus lives today in the world and in the hearts of 
men, than the fact that there are people who lose sleep over the condition of their brethren. 

There is another thought: We are so constituted that we are made anxious by the condition of 
things in the world. That is, when we are at our best, when we are ourselves the most sensitive to 
right and wrong we are the most troubled by the condition of others. But you ask: "Is this the ideal 
condition to live in? Did not Jesus teach, 'Be not anxious.' Did he not teach that we should live in a 
place where nothing could disturb? Be not anxious for the morrow, for the morrow shall take 
thought for the things of itself. Yes, but he was talking of those things which concern our temporal 
welfare. "Be not anxious what ye shall eat and what ye shall drink, and wherewithall ye shall be 
clothed. Your Heavenly Father feeds the birds and clothes the lilies and he knows ye have need of 
all these things. But seek ye first the kingdom of God and His righteousness." And He went on to 
tell us the nature of the kingdom of God. "He that saveth his life shall lose it. And he that loseth his 
life for My sake shall find it." It would be equally true if we changed the wording of this sentence: 
He that saveth his sleep shall lose it, and he that loseth his sleep for my sake shall save it. We 
come out at last into that large peace where we can sleep because we once thought and planned 
and rose a great while before day. And there are those who will never know restful sleep again 
because they have not lost sleep in the past. 

We sometimes think of Mr. Lincoln as a genial, happy, joy-loving man. And so he was. We think of 
him as a great, calm statesman, guiding our nation's affairs through the storm and stress of civil 
war. And we think rightly. But we do also think of him as a man who for five years never knew a 
night of calm and peaceful sleep, or a day of peace and care-free life. That great-souled watcher, 
sleepless and vigilant, bore the burdens of this great nation on his heart. We can sleep now 
because he did not sleep. We are all made that way. Other's needs touch us, appeal to us, move 
us. Vicariousness enters into the very structure of the world's life. We cannot live to ourselves 
without in some way stifling the highest and most Christ-like instincts of our nature. 

We begin with one solitary figure - Christ. He went out alone. There was, as far as we know, no 
other heart in all Palestine, if there was any in the world, which the world's condition touched. He 
went out alone while the disciples slept the sleep of light hearts. He went into Gethsemane, and 
while the disciples slept, prayed alone. He went to His trial, while all the disciples forsook Him and 
fled. But the cross where he died because he loved the world and cared so much became the 
point from which burdens began to be distributed. It is no wonder that the world's burdens resting 
on one heart crushed it. But Jesus has taught the good people of the world to care, to love, to think 
and plan and lose sleep, and now there is not a land under the sun, not a nation or state, or 
community which has not its watchers. Every church has its representatives. If any of you are 
called in the providence of God to be among these burden bearers, to be among those who watch 
while others sleep, to sometimes rise a great while before day, to go to some solitary place to pray 
- consider it an honor. You are being led into the most sacred paths of human life - paths in which 
are plainly outlined the footprints of Jesus. It is worth rising a great while before day to walk down 
that path marked with the fresh foot-prints of the Master. 

This sermon is not a plea for sleepless nights. I would not help to promote insomnia; but if you 
possess a fidelity to your Master deep enough, a heart large and tender enough, shoulders broad 
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and willing enough to meet some of the world's needs - be profoundly grateful. Sleepless hours 
will be a small price to pay for the results sure to follow such an experience. 
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The Story of Silas Miller 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
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Unto Every One Which Hath Shall be Given 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Luke 19:26 – “Unto Every One Which Hath Shall be Given” 

Ten men were entrusted by their master with certain responsibilities. Nominally, while their master 
was away they were working for him; really, they were working for themselves. Every thought which 
they gave to their master's interests, every effort which they put forth in his behalf - every trade 
they made - increased their own business ability, enlarged their capacity, and fitted them to fill a 
higher position. Most of them seemed to catch, in a measure, the real idea of service, and entered 
into it heartily. But at least one man made the great mistake of standing in his own light. He said: 
"My master is a hard man, reaping where he has not sown. I am not going to give my time and 
strength to advance his interests." Even if his master had been all he thought he was - even if, out 
of what he might make by skillful trading, not a penny came out of the close fists of his master to 
himself, the knowledge and ability acquired by doing the work would have been the best possible 
compensation. He lost a chance to enter the business world with a capital to work with, and as 
this was evidently characteristic of the man, he lost the chance to make a success of his life. 

The master said: "Take the pound from this man and give it to the man who has gained the ten 
pounds." It sounded to those who heard the command, a little unfair. "He already hath ten 
pounds." Very true, and for that reason can be intrusted with more. Take from the man who made 
no use of his pound and give it to him who made the best use of his pound. Then he stated a great 
law of life: "To everyone which hath shall be given." This is a principle which is of wide application, 
and most beneficent in its working. There are hardships connected with it, but hardships which 
are wholesome, which act as a stimulus to exertion. 

If there were removed from the world's life today the principle that in order to receive something 
we must have something, in order to get something we must be something - there would be lost 
one of the most powerful incentives to action known to the world. Of course there are exceptions, 
or seeming exceptions. There is what we call fortune and misfortune. There are accidents. There 
are circumstances beyond our control; but the great law holds and works everywhere - they who 
have receive. Iron and steel filings fly toward the magnet. They might accidently get piled on or 
around an object which is not a magnet, but the law is, the magnet attracts the steel. This great 
law then has been placed before us by our Creator - life's prizes, life's best things come to those 
who are fitted to receive them. But would it not be more equitable and fair if things were given to 
those who have not? Suppose the ten pounds had been divided, and a liberal share had been 
given to the man who had but one. If this were the law, instead of the principle stated in the text, 



955 
 

the world would grow indolent and careless. The push and energy now displayed on every hand 
would disappear. The spur to endeavor would be removed. 

This world is so made that it wants certain things - those things are at a premium, and the world is 
willing to pay for them. Not always in money - that is only one of the compensations of life. To be 
something, to make something of one's self, is to be in a position where things come one's way. 

A young man once asked Mark Twain to help him get a position on some prominent newspaper. Mr. 
Clemens replied: “If you will follow my advice you can have a position on any paper you may 
select. Go to the office where you would like a position and tell the proprietor you want work. You 
do not ask for pay, you want work, and you will do anything. He will take you. Then do not always 
be asking, what shall I do now? but find out what needs to be done and do it. Make yourself useful. 
Be on the lookout for interesting items of news which you can furnish the paper without expecting 
compensation. Do this - and the rest will follow. You will become indispensable to the office, and 
when another paper wants you and makes you a good offer, the place where you are will not let 
you go.” 

It all came out exactly as predicted. This law begins its operation with us in our childhood, before 
we come to years of personal choice and action. Those are golden years in a child's life, between 
one and four. Blessed is the child who during those years looks up into the face of a Christian 
mother, breathes the atmosphere of a Christian home, stands at a Christian mother's knee and 
listens in implicit faith to all she says. He carries something out into the world's life which will 
bring other things his way. He may never exactly know where he got his high ideals of honor, his 
respect for authority; his deep-seated belief in God. He can never be as if those years had not 
come into his experience. Around those years, as a kind of standard, his life will gather. Because 
he has something, other things come. 

An act done for a child, a Christian influence thrown about him, a Christian example set before 
him, is not simply a certain thing done whice is to end there, or with the immediate impression. It 
is a deposit in the savings bank of the child's life which will draw interest. You have increased his 
working capital. Because he has he will have. If we had the power to do so, it would be interesting 
to analyze a congregation gathering for worship in a Christian church. Why are they there, 
respectful, reverent, worshipful? You can analyze, often, a man's fortune - the large or the small 
amount of property he owns. One wealthy man was asked what was the foundation of his 
prosperity, and he replied: "The first dollar I ever earned, and the thought that that dollar was my 
ally, and would help me earn another." Follow back the path which has led the steps of the 
members of a congregation to the house of God, and to what will it bring you? What was the first 
dollar in their moral and spiritual possession? In more than one case, I am sure, the path would 
lead back as far as a Christian cradle. 
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One of our representatives in Washington many years ago had a wonderful command of the 
scripture narrative and language. From the scriptures he would draw some of his most telling 
illustrations, and make some of his most effective points He was asked where and when he 
obtained his intimate knowledge of the scriptures, and familiarity with their language. He 
answered that probably the beginning of it went back beyond his memory, but that the chief 
causes which he remembered were his Sunday afternoons in his old home when a Bible 
conference or lesson, and a few chapters from Pilgrim's Progress were the usual program. The 
mental grasp and power which such an experience is sure to bring is something beyond 
estimation. There is nothing to compensate for it in the floods of light literature which roll into and 
through many homes today. But I would not let such a remark as this stand as being fairly 
representative of the present condition of things. There is a vast amount of good literature, and it is 
read. Behind this literature there stands an array of writers which for clear and sound thought, for 
high ideals of truth and honor, has never been surpassed. We haven't by any means fallen upon 
times of mental weakness, or moral looseness in the men and women who widely influence the 
public. But the fact remains that there is nothing that can take the place of the scriptures as a 
deposit in a young man's life, which will bring to him afterwards mental grasp and power. 

When we learn the great principle that it is most important to be ready for life - to have something - 
we shall have the key to the higher success. 

You are familiar with the picture of Mr. Lincoln when a young man, stretched on the floor before 
the open fire. As he opens his books for evening study, after his hard day's work, he says: "I will get 
myself good and ready, and then perhaps something may come my way." May come his way! 
Something was bound to come his way. Something always comes to the man who is ready -- who 
has something. 

You may follow this principle out in any direction you please and find it of universal application. He 
who reads good things acquires a taste for good things, and then in increasing rapidity good things 
in that line come his way. You cannot stop them. The law is as sure as the tides. The world is full of 
riches waiting for him who is "good and ready." 

This principle is true in the field of morals. That man would make as great a mistake as did the 
unprofitable servant in the parable who should say, "I do not acknowledge any moral law as 
binding upon me; I am free to do as I please; I do not acknowledge any rightful law-giver behind 
any law whose mandates I am obliged to obey. I do not believe in any judgment bar and beyond it 
rewards and punishments." If he acts on this line he is forgetting that bound up in his own being 
there is a moral law, and behind it a law-giver; and in his own life, rewards and punishments. 

Jesus spoke this parable of the pounds to illustrate the kingdom of heaven. 

Does it seem like holding up a selfish motive, like obscuring the Master and his service, to hold 
this at the front as an incentive? It is enough to say that it is the Master himself who is putting it at 
the front. And this is not the only time. He says, "I am come that ye might have life, and might have 
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it more abundantly." He came to bring us life, which should in turn beget more life, and so on in an 
endless chain. He does not say, I am come that I might get some work out of you, secure your 
service and enrich myself. I am come that ye might have life. And how do we get it? By serving him. 
Every service done him, every thought expended in his interests, every gift to his causes, enlarges 
us, and lifts us higher in the scale of being. It is not true that the religion of Christ, as is sometimes 
charged, gives something for nothing. It is not true anywhere in God's universe. God's gifts are not 
thrust upon us They are gifts? Yes. Air is a gift - for lungs ready to inhale it. Light is a gift - for eyes 
that can bear it and revel in its beauty. The landscape is a gift - for the sensibilities ready to 
appreciate it. Spiritual life is a gift - to the soul ready for its entrance. Heaven is a gift - for the life 
on a level with it, ready for it. 
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Variety in Unity 
by Rev. J. H. Williams, D.D. 

Date Unknown 
FIRST CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH - REDLANDS, CALIFORNIA 

Exodus 28:29 – “Aaron shall bear the names of the children of Israel in the breast-plate of 
Judgement upon his breast.” 

Among other garments which the Lord instructed Aaron to make and wear was a breast-plate. In 
this breast-plate there were twelve precious stones set. They were set in four rows, with three 
stones in each row. These stones were all different. Their names were ruby, topaz, carbuncle, 
emerald, sapphire, diamond, ligure, agate, amethyst, beryl, onyx and jasper. Although it is not 
certainly known just what precious stone, now known to us, is meant by each one of these, yet 
enough is known for us to say that the combination was one of great richness and beauty. 

There was the ruby red, the sapphire blue, the emerald green, and the violet amethyst; the 
transparent diamond and the golden jasper; the ruddy topaz and the white onyx. All of the hues of 
the breast-plate so blended as to make the most attractive ornament worn by the high priest. 
Upon each one of these twelve stones was engraved the name of a tribe of Israel, so that the high 
priest wore upon his breast, as our text says, the names of the children of Israel. 

That breast-plate, set with twelve rich gems, may fitly represent the church, which today the great 
High Priest wears upon his heart. Looking at the text in this way, let us notice some of the points of 
likeness between the breast-plate of the high priest and the Christian church. 

The church, like the breast-plate, contains a variety. There were twelve different kinds of stones in 
the breast-plate. No two of them were alike. One was a decided red - another was as decided a 
blue. One, perhaps, was a brilliant jet, and another a pearly white. One seemed to reflect the green 
of a rolling sea wave, and another the rosy hue of an early dawn. 

There were twelve stones, each with some marked peculiarity of its own, all finding a place in the 
rich breast-plate. The number twelve seems to be a favorite one to express the idea of variety. 

There were twelve tribes of Israel. In the Revelation the city which John saw - the New Jerusalem - 
had a wall in which there were twelve gates; and at the gates twelve angels. The wall of the city had 
twelve foundations, garnished with twelve kinds of precious stones. And the twelve gates were 
twelve pearls. 

Jesus chose for his disciples twelve men, and secured in those twelve a great variety. No two of 
the disciples were alike. There was Peter, bold, impetuous and talkative; Andrew, quiet, less given 
to words, but more to deeds; there was John, confiding and truthful, and Thomas, full of doubts 
and suspicions; there was James, active, energetic, forward, and Nathaniel, retiring and 
meditative; there was Matthew, self-forgetful, even to the giving up of a lucrative employment, and 
Judas, at first only prudent, sagacious, saving. Twelve different dispositions, temperaments and 
tastes found a place in the discipleship of the Lord. The tree of life bears twelve manner of fruits. 
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Outside of the Bible we have variety expressed by twelve. There are twelve hours in the average 
day, and twelve in the night. Twelve months give us the beautiful variety of our year. The Christian 
church, like the Jewish breast-plate, like the Lord's apostolate, like the year, has in it a great 
variety. 

There is variety in the first Christian experiences of its members - in the manner of their 
conversion. Almost no two are converted alike. One has an experience that enables him to draw 
the line between his old life and the new, and say, "There I became a Christian." Another 
experience has come on as gradually as the night has changed to day; and all they can say is that 
whereas once it was dark, now it is light. One is broken down, and broken in by the power of the 
Spirit; and another grows up into religion as naturally as a tree grows up into the light and air. One 
is converted like Saul - is stopped in his headlong course of sin and rebellion; and another is 
converted like Zaccheus, whose conscience, in the pure presence of Jesus, accused him of sin. 
One is converted at home, like Mary at Bethany, and another, like the Eunich, while traveling by the 
way. One is converted under the ordinary influences of the gospel in his Own town, like young 
Timothy and another while far away, perhaps engaged in worldly business, like Lydia, the seller of 
purple. The Holy Spirit delights in a variety of operations, and brings hardly any two in the same 
way under the power of religious truth. Yet He brings all through the same gateway of decision, 
submission to Christ and repentance of sin. One stone required in the high priest's breast plate a 
different setting from another. Each was put in as its own peculiar nature required. The truth that 
affects one mind does not affect another; but out of the endless variety of truths in the Bible the 
Spirit selects its appropriate setting for each soul. 

There is a variety in the views of Christians. The same sun shone down upon all the stones in that 
Jewish breast-plate, and the brighter it shone, the more brilliant the reflection of those jewels; but 
one jewel caught only the blue rays of the sun's spectrum and reflected those back; another 
caught only the red and reflected those, and another only the green; while another caught them all 
and reflected the pure white, or, as in the case of the diamond, received them all to transmit or 
mirror the whole sky on its surface. 

Each, according to its nature, receives and holds or gives. The sapphire may not say to the ruby, 
"Because you do not reflect the blue rays, you do not represent the sun." 

Let the Bible, with its wealth of truth, shine down upon a church. One catches the truth of God's 
justice and hatred of sin, and chiefly reflects that; another the mercy of God as shown toward the 
penitent. One emphasizes the need of faith and trust, and sees nothing else; another as 
emphatically dwells upon the need of work. The same Bible, coming from the same great mind 
and heart, is thus variously reflected as it shines, like the sun, down upon the church. 

Undoubtedly the nearer a man comes to receiving and reflecting all the truths of God's word in 
their due proportion and harmony, the nearer he comes to the standard. It is the diamond, the 
most precious of all the jewels, which seems to receive the whole sun, and send it back in 
glittering splendor. 

But no Christian may say to another, “Because you do not receive and reflect the same truths as I, 
you are, therefore, wrong.” Paul says: “And God hath set some in the church, first apostles, 
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secondarily prophets, thirdly teachers, after that miracles, then gifts of healings, helps, 
governments, diversities of tongues.” 

“Are all apostles? are all prophets? are all teachers? are all workers of miracles?” 

"Have all the gifts of healing? do all speak with tongues? do all interpret?" 

As the jeweler sets the precious stones in the breast-plate, so God sets in the church the stones of 
different colors - the men and women of different views. There is a variety in the work of the 
members of the church. Taken separately, the jewels which composed the breast-plate served 
different purposes, according to their brilliancy, color, composition or hardness. 

Some were seen only in the crowns or on the persons of kings, and some but rarely anywhere else 
than as a bridal ornament. Some were found only in the jewel cases of the rich and great, and 
some found their way into the hovels of the poor. But all these jewels were gathered together and 
set in one breast-plate, and together made the perfect combination. 

Nothing else, perhaps, corresponds so exactly with that breast-plate of twelve jewels as the 
company of Christ's disciples - the twelve whom Jesus gathered together, and set as jewels in the 
breast-plate which He wore upon his own heart. 

Those disciples represent just what the church needs as a working force. They represent a great 
variety. One interesting writer has divided them into three groups: 

(1) The active, energetic, radical men of firmness and push - Peter and Andrew, James and John. 

(2) The thinking, reflective group, conservative men - Philip and Nathaniel, Thomas and Matthew. 

(3) Practical men of business like - James, son of Alphaeus, Jude, Simon and Judas. 

Those are the three great classes in the church today. First, the missionaries, as we might call 
them, who preach and push the gospel with energy and enthusiasm everywhere. Second, the 
more careful, conservative, thinking men, who come on and hold the ground taken by the 
pioneers. And third, the men of business and prudence, without whose business tact, industry 
and enterprise each of the other classes would soon come to the ground. 

Each of these classes has in it a great variety of individuals. Peter, who preaches so earnestly the 
life and death and resurrection of Christ, writes no life of his Lord; Matthew, who almost never 
opens his mouth to speak, writes a glorious gospel. There is no man, whatever may be his 
temperament, ability, talents, tastes, views, or nature, for whom Christ has not a place in his 
church. 

In the second place, the members of Christ's church, like the jewels in the breast-plate, should so 
blend together as to form one harmonious. whole. 

There is an individual, independent beauty in one precious stone; but the combination produced 
by the twelve in the Jewish breast-plate was of exceeding beauty. They were so arranged that each 
added something to all the rest, while losing nothing of its own beauty. The bright diamond, the 
ruddy topaz, the green emerald, the golden jasper, the milk-white onyx, the blue sapphire, and the 
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violet amethyst, each, with a beauty of its own, combined with all the others, produced a com- 
bination upon which the eye delighted to rest. 

Representatives of all or many of these are found in any one church. Not all of us are particularly 
interested in the same lines; but Christ takes all these different individuals, and setting them in the 
church, says, "Let your light shine." 

As Christ shines down upon me, I may reflect one of his excellencies, you may reflect another; but 
the combined reflections will more fully represent Christ than any one of us. Look at the 
expressions of the doctrines of Christianity. John Calvin wrote and preached a strong and vigorous 
gospel. It was a gospel that had iron in its composition. John Calvin was one of the jewels of the 
church - of a positive color, adding strength and tone to the effect. John Wesley taught a more 
pliant, tender gospel - a gospel possessing a softer hue or color. Edwards, Lyman Beecher, Finney, 
Hodge and Bushnell, each was a jewel with his own peculiar color. Each vigorously wrote or 
preached what he deemed to be the truth as it is in Jesus. But all of them together, as history 
gathers them up and blends their utterances into one, express that truth more nearly than any one 
of them alone. That is to say, just as one stone in that breast-plate reflected only blue, and another 
red, another only green and another only yellow, but all combined reflected the whole spectrum, 
so in the church. Christ shining down upon the church gets a full reflection from no one man, but 
from the church comes back the full spectrum of his light. 

How wonderfully this is illustrated between the covers of this Bible! Forty different writers, writing 
at different times, and independently of each other, produced the books which compose the 
Bible. These, under the Providence of God, are brought together and set in such a way as to 
produce that combination upon which the world gazes with ever-increasing wonder from age to 
age. 

These examples are but illustrations of the combination which Christ is to look upon hereafter in 
His church. When He has polished these precious stones to exceeding brightness, the combined 
membership will shine as the brightness of the firmament, and as the stars forever and ever. Out 
of such a variety of views, and works and experiences, Christ is at last to get His perfect church, 
without spot or wrinkle or any such thing. You may know that if a wheel were constructed of the 
seven colors, so that as you looked upon its side you would see them all, that if this wheel were 
made to revolve very rapidly, all the colors would apparently run together and blend, producing a 
pure white. So shall the colors of the Christian Church blend at last into one of spotless white. 

Friends, there may be things we do not understand; there may be truths we cannot comprehend; 
there may be kinds of work we cannot do; but are we willing to be Christ's? - are we willing to let 
His light shine down upon our souls? Of such willing ones He says: "And they shall be mine in that 
day when I make up my jewels." 
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Catalog of Sermons & Writings 
1. “Cast Thy Bread Upon the Waters; For Thou Shalt Find it After Many Days” , Ecclesiastes 

11:1, 1880 and 1904, in handwriting 
2. Samson, Like Any Other Man, Judges 16:16-17, 4 Dec 1881, Marblehead, MA, in 

handwriting 
3. “He turned and said unto Peter, put thee behind me Satan.” , Matthew 16:2-3, 1883, in 

handwriting 
4. For we must all appear before the Judgement seat of Christ, 2 Corinthians 5:10, Feb 1883 

(farewell sermon at Marblehead), typed 
5. “Behold the Fowls of the Air”, Matthew 6:26, 1887, typed 
6. God’s Two Books, John 5:39, Apr 1892, Kansas City, MO, Jul 1904, in handwriting 
7. The Earthly Resurrection Life, Hosea 14:5, 30 Mar 1902 (Easter), printed handout 
8. The Teacher’s Calling, Jeremiah 18:1-2, 27 Sep 1902, printed handout 
9. Worthiness in God’s Sight, Revelations 3:4, 12 Oct 1902, printed handout 
10. Sermon In Memory of Rev. J.M.R. Eaton, Job 5:26, 8 May 1904, printed handout 
11. “Lay Up For Yourselves, Treasures in Heaven” , Matthew 6:20, Jan 1908, in handwriting 
12. “There is a Lad Here Who Hath Five Barley Loaves, and Two Fishes” , John 6:9, Mar 1908, in 

handwriting 
13. Man’s Dominion Over the World and Over Himself, Genesis 1:26, Dec 1908, printed 

handout 
14. “New Thought”,  , 24 Jan 1909, printed handout 
15. The Supreme Event in the Life of Abraham Lincoln, Corinthians 12:10, 7 Feb 1909, printed 

handout 
16. Seed and Soil, Matthew 13:8, Mar 1909, printed handout 
17. The Earthly House and the Heavenly, Corinthians 5:1, 11 Apr 1909 (Easter), printed 

handout 
18. What John Saw, Revelations 7:9, 2 May 1909, printed handout 
19. Anxiety, Matthew 6:25, Sep 1909, printed handout 
20. “Count It All Joy”, James 1:2, Dec 1909 
21. The Awakening of a Soul, John 4:4-42, Feb 1910 
22. The First Church Christmas in Redlands, 24 Dec 1910 (printed in The Daily Facts, Redlands, 

California newspaper), typed 
23. The Power of Choice, Isaiah 7:15, Nov 1911 
24. The Eyes of the Heart, Ephesians 1:18, Jan 1912 
25. “Endure hardship as a good soldier of Jesus Christ” , 2 Timothy 2:3, 1913 (with note, “Just 

before the freeze.”), in handwriting 
26. The Bend in the Road, James 4:13, Sep 1913 
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27. Can War Be Justified? ,Romans 12:18, abt 1915, in handwriting 
28. The Good Samaritan, Luke 10:30-37, 22 Oct 1916 
29. Honolulu, Nov 1916, in handwriting 
30. The Hawaiian People, Nov 1916, in handwriting 
31. Religion, An Exchange, Matthew 5:17, 26 Nov 1916, printed handout 
32. The Best Things Are In The Future, John 14:12, 17 Dec 1916, printed handout 
33. Calendar of Sermons and Notes, 1916-1921, in handwriting 
34. The Two-Talent Man, Matthew 25:22, 13 May 1917, printed handout 
35. The Brook, Proverbs 21:1, 30 Sep 1917, printed handout 
36. Present Status of the League of Nations, abt 1920, in handwriting 
37. 30th Anniversary Sermons, in handwriting 
38. And Jacob Rose Up Early, Genesis 28:18, 9 Dec 1923, in handwriting, last sermon preached 
39. Capital Punishment, date unknown, in handwriting 
40. If a Man Die, Shall He Live Again? , John 14:14, Easter (date unknown), in handwriting 
41. “I Came Not to Judge the World, But to Save the World, John 12:47, date unknown, in 

handwriting 
42. “If”, Matthew 2:4, date unknown, printed handout 
43. John Knox, date unknown, typed 
44. Manhood, Ephesians 4:13, date unknown, printed handout 
45. The Morning Vigil, Mark 1:35, date unknown, printed handout 
46. Sermons on Isaiah, date unknown, in handwriting 

a. No. 1 - Isaiah 
b. No. 2 – Isaiah’s World 
c. No. 3 – Isaiah’s Call and Consecration 
d. No. 4 – Isaiah’s Development 

47. “The Kingdom of Heaven is Like Unto a Net That Was Cast into the Sea” , Matthew 13:47, 
date unknown, printed handout 

48. The Story of Silas Miller, none, date unknown, in handwriting 
49. “Unto Every One Which Hath Shall be Given” , Luke 19:26, date unknown, printed handout 
50. Variety in Unity, Exodus 28:29, date unknown, printed handout 


