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Praise for Scriver

The Em blems (or, ac cord ing to their orig i nal ti tle, “In ci den tal De vo- 
tions”) form a costly set of pure and gen uine di a monds, and each of them
re flect ing heaven. It is a book for all men, from the beg gar on his pal let of
straw, to the prince upon his throne."

PAS TOR WIM MER

With a strangely child-like eye, and charm ing lips, Scriver leads us forth
into na ture, as into a vault of mir rors, from which the im age of God ev ery- 
where shines forth.

THE BERLIN LIT ER ARISCHE ZEITUNG

In these med i ta tions, Scriver dis plays a tal ent for dis cov er ing in the leaf of
the tree, and in the flower by the way side, the great ness, glory, and in fini- 
tude of the Di vine love, and in tro duces na ture, on ev ery oc ca sion, as an am- 
bas sadress sent by God for our in struc tion, con so la tion, and warn ing; and
this he does with an art less ness and sim plic ity, of which we shall hardly
find a par al lel in the whole cir cle of our books of de vo tion.

PAS TOR BRAUNS.



4

About The Lutheran Li brary

The Lutheran Li brary is a non-profit pub lisher of good Chris tian books. All are avail- 
able in a va ri ety of for mats for use by any one for free or at very lit tle cost. There are never
any li cens ing fees.

We are Bible be liev ing Chris tians who sub scribe whole heart edly to the Augs burg Con- 
fes sion as an ac cu rate sum mary of Scrip ture, the chief ar ti cle of which is Jus ti fi ca tion by
Faith. Our pur pose is to make avail able solid and en cour ag ing ma te rial to strengthen be- 
liev ers in Christ.

Prayers are re quested for the next gen er a tion, that the Lord will plant in them a love of
the truth, such that the hard-learned lessons of the past will not be for got ten.

Please let oth ers know of these books and this com pletely vol un teer en deavor. May God
bless you and keep you, help you, de fend you, and lead you to know the depths of His
kind ness and love.
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“Find tongues in trees,
Books in the run ning brooks,
Ser mons in stones,
and GOD in ev ery thing.”
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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

 

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

 

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]:

Over time we are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If
you would like to send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure
they are cor rected.
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Amer i can Pub lish ers’ Note
(From the 1859 Edi tion)

IN IN TRO DUC ING GOT THOLD’S EM BLEMS to the Amer i can
pub lic, the pub lish ers feel as sured it will re ceive a cor dial wel come from
Chris tian read ers. It is, in deed, a mat ter of sur prise, that a work of such pre- 
em i nent merit should have cir cu lated in Ger man homes for nearly two cen- 
turies, with out find ing an Eng lish trans la tor. Its pop u lar ity in Ger many, on
its first ap pear ance, was not in fe rior to that of the best pro duc tions of
Luther, In the pre vi ous cen tury. More than twenty edi tions were rapidly is- 
sued, to meet the ea ger de mand; and when at length it had fallen into a tem- 
po rary obliv ion, the ex tra or di nary value at tached to stray copies by the fam- 
i lies in which they were heir looms, made it dif fi cult for an ed i tor to ob tain a
sin gle copy, even for use in pre par ing a new edi tion. The pub lish ers are not
aware that any work of its pre cise char ac ter is to be found in the Eng lish
lan guage, and they feel as sured it will sup ply an im por tant de fect in our de- 
vo tional lit er a ture. It will aid de vout Chris tians to look with open eye on the
won der ful works of God, which need to be “sought out of all them that have
plea sure therein.” The in spired writ ers found a stim u lus to pro found Chris- 
tian feel ing in the con tem pla tion of the works of na ture: and the psalmist
and prophets soared to their sub limest heights of de vo tion, when lis ten ing
to the mys tic strains in which the heav ens and earth and the great deep
chanted the praises of God. Ev ery thought ful Chris tian ought to see, like
them, in his daily walks, con vinc ing proof that the God of na ture is also the
God of the Bible, and find his soul quick ened to praise by beau ti ful and
sug ges tive em blems of a wise and lov ing and om nipo tent Cre ator.

The vol ume has been pre pared from the Eng lish edi tion in two vol umes.
The or der of the Eng lish trans la tor has not, in all cases, been strictly ad- 
hered to; and a few of the “med i ta tions,” which seemed less freighted with
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de vo tional feel ings, and whose sub jects or mode of treat ment might be
thought ob jec tion able by some fas tid i ous read ers, have been omit ted.

If the work shall be re ceived with that fa vor which the pub lish ers an tic i- 
pate, it will be fol lowed by a sec ond vol ume, com piled from other “med i ta- 
tions,” some of which have not yet been trans lated.
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Trans la tor’s Pref ace (From the
1859 Edi tion)

THE WORK which is here pre sented to the Eng lish reader be longs to a
class of which the im por ta tion from Ger many into this coun try has been
com par a tively small. We have re ceived large sup plies of her sci en tific the- 
ol ogy, in the shape of ex po si tions of Scrip ture and his to ries of the Church
and its doc trine. We have also re ceived a few ad mirable spec i mens of her
prac ti cal di vin ity, such as the Ser mons of Krum macher. But, with her
strictly de vo tional lit er a ture, we are, as yet, with the soli tary though no ble
ex cep tion of Bo gatzky’s “Golden Trea sury,” al most en tirely un ac quainted.
This, how ever, is just the field in which the deep sen ti ment which forms the
prom i nent fea ture in the char ac ter of the na tion, and lends so pow er ful a
charm to their po etry and mu sic, seems pe cu liarly to fit the Ger mans to ex- 
cel, – nay, it is the field in which they have in fact ex celled. Their lit er a ture
is rich in works ad dressed to the re li gious af fec tions, and de signed to feed
the lamp of faith, and fan the flame of de vo tion in the heart, and which oc- 
cupy, in their pi ous fam i lies, the place oc cu pied in our own by the “Saint’s
Ev er last ing Rest,” Dod dridge’s “Rise and Progress of Re li gion in the Soul,”
Flavel’s “To ken for Mourn ers,” and Her vey’s “Med i ta tions.” For in stance,
Dr. Tholuck’s Stun den der An dacht HOURS OF DE VO TION stands pre- 
em i nent among all mod ern pro duc tions of this class. It is a work with out a
ri val in any lan guage, and loudly calls for some skill ful pen to trans plant it
worthily into our own. And here is an other, nearly two cen turies old, but
still in stinct with the vigor and fresh ness of youth, which reap pears, like the
spirit of a de parted saint, and claims au di ence, while, in ac cents strangely
sweet and solemn, it dis courses to us of eter nal things.

To sat isfy the nat u ral cu rios ity of the reader, the fol low ing par tic u lars re- 
spect ing the au thor and his work are premised. They are bor rowed from the
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twenty-eighth edi tion of it, which was pub lished at Bar men in 1846, and is
the one from which the present trans la tion has been made.

Chris tian Scriver was born on the 2nd Jan u ary, 1629, at Rends burg, stud- 
ied at Ro s tock, was ap pointed dea con at Sten dal in 1653, pas tor of the
Church of St. James’, at Magde burg, in 1667, and court preacher and con- 
sis to rial [CHURCH GOV ERN MENT] coun cilor at Quedlin burg in 1690,
where, on the 5th of April, 1693, he de parted this life.

The hon ors and ap plause paid by his con tem po raries to this richly gifted
min is ter of the pure word of God, are al most with out a par al lel. Not only
was he so pre cious and dear to his con gre ga tion at Magde burg, that, ac cord- 
ing to his own pub lic tes ti mony, at part ing from them, they would, if pos si- 
ble, “have plucked out and given him their eyes:” but he in spired the warm- 
est af fec tion in Chris tian brethren, in quar ters far be yond the nar row lim its
of his per sonal labors, and fre quently re ceived from them ad dresses full of
ac knowl edg ment and grat i tude. The Queen of Swe den (at that time the first
and most pow er ful Protes tant king dom in the world) in vited him to be her
spir i tual guide and court preacher at Stock holm; and he wept, and was in- 
con solable, when, feel ing the in fir mi ties of age, and prompted by mod esty
and at tach ment to his flock and sorely af flicted fa ther land, he de clined the
hon or able call. The most em i nent the olo gians of the day also looked up to
him with bound less es teem, and humbly yielded the palm to one who was
him self the hum blest of them all. The cel e brated Spener of ten ex tolled
Scriver, and says, “In him I am sen si ble of a much richer mea sure of grace
than has been al lot ted to my self.” In one pas sage, he longs for the op por tu- 
nity of once more, in this present life, see ing and con vers ing with that cho- 
sen friend of God, as a mercy for which he would re quire spe cially to thank
the Lord. Dr. Pri tius, J. F. Bud deus, and Chr. Eb. Weis mann, in writ ings that
sur vive, are, in like man ner, full of his praise. The last des ig nates him as
“an ex cel lent in stru ment of God, a man of gen uine piety, holy elo quence,
spir i tual dis cern ment, and fas ci nat ing power.” Scriver’s nu mer ous writ ings
were read, ap plauded, and al most de voured, wher ever the Ger man lan guage
was known, and the evan gel i cal church pos sessed liv ing mem bers; and the
prin ci pal of them passed through nu mer ous edi tions, even af ter the au thor’s
death.
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That Scriver was af ter wards, for a long time, al most for got ten, arose, no
doubt, partly from the as cen dency gained, in many ways, by in fi delity, and
partly, also, from the grad ual progress made, and the changes un der gone, by
the Ger man lan guage, while no one ap peared ca pa ble of ju di ciously ap ply- 
ing a help ing hand, in this re spect, to the works of our au thor, whose lan- 
guage, not with stand ing, may to this day be, in num ber less pas sages, des ig- 
nated truly clas si cal.

It ap pears as if he had had a pre sen ti ment of the fate of his books, when,
in a med i ta tion, he says: “All things shall be alike to me, be they lofty, or be
they low; fa vor and af flic tion, honor and dis grace; which ever ac cords with
Thy most sweet and holy plea sure. Come on, world! toss me to and fro, up
and down, on the bench or un der it, into the light or into the dark cor ner. To
me it is the same; toss me where thou wilt, there shall my God find me, and
thence will He one day draw me forth.” This is ex actly what he has ex pe ri- 
enced in his writ ings. He was tossed to and fro, up and down, un der the
bench, and into the dark cor ner, but God has again brought him forth into
the light.

His works had en tirely dis ap peared out of the book sell ers’ shops, when
some stray copies of them, al most en tirely de cayed, and se cretly val ued by
their own ers as the legacy of pi ous an ces tors1, but gen er ally de spised,
ridiculed, and re jected, fell into the hands of some Chris tian and ju di cious
men, who were not de terred from read ing and ex am in ing them, ei ther by
the dust which time had ac cu mu lated on their boards, or yet by the par tially
an ti quated lan guage of the con tents. They in stantly felt that the Spirit of
God and of gen uine Chris tian ity, breathed out of the sal low pages, – and be- 
gan to vie with each other, and with his ad mir ers of a by gone age, in prais- 
ing and ap plaud ing the au thor. “Scriver,” says one of them, “is lu mi nous as
the Alpine peaks, when the sun rises in his grandeur; sharp as the sword of
Gideon, sweet as honey and the hon ey comb, gen tle as ver nal dew in the
glim mer of the moon, fruit ful as a gar den which God has blessed, and
Chris tian as an apos tle.”

“Con fes sions of Faith,” as an other tes ti fies, “can hin der no one from
draw ing from this foun tain; for Scriver was a Chris tian, and lived upon the
heights of Chris tian ity – high above the strifes of pride.” To col lect all that
has been said or writ ten in his praise, would fill a vol ume. We can not, how- 
ever, re frain from quot ing a few de tached sen tences from the most re cent
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bi og ra phy of Scriver, by Pas tor Brauns, writ ten gen er ally in a strain of al- 
most hym nal pan e gyric.

“Scriver,” it is said, “had no equal in his day. In the spa cious halls of
Scrip ture, he wan ders up and down, more at home than in his own house.
He plays on its thou sand strings, like David on his harp, with out one false
note. He is never be neath and never above but al ways at the vi tal cen ter of
the word. From that the stream of his dis course flows forth, clear as the
crys tal spring of Siloa, and strong as the flood of Jor dan, de scend ing from
Lebanon through the flow ery bor ders of the Holy Land. His preach ing is a
tem pest in the sky, a gen tle May shower drop ping through the sun shine
upon the parched land, gleams of light ning, that ter rify the night; peals of
thun der mak ing the earth trem ble un der the foot of the trav eler. But come
and see. Do more; read the works of this old Psalmist.”

“As the fruit of his un par al leled fa mil iar ity with Scrip ture, and a faith in
it so firm, that, far from ex clud ing any es sen tial part, he will not so much as
pass a let ter with in dif fer ence, Scriver evinces a pro found piety, con scious
at ev ery mo ment, and in ev ery place, of be ing en com passed, up held, and
cher ished by God, and which vis i bly sees and pal pa bly feels His uni ver sal
agency. In short, a con scious ness of the De ity is as much his vi tal el e ment,
as wa ter is to the fish. A bird in the air, a flower by the way side, ev ery
thorn-bush he meets, ar rests him; he can not choose, but stop and con tem- 
plate, adore and ex ult.” “Scriver is al ways be fore God, in God, and with
God. God is present to him in na ture, in his tory, in ev ery oc cur rence, how- 
ever triv ial and unim por tant. The Di vine Be ing, Will, De crees, and Grace, it
is the equally de light ful and im per a tive task of his life to dis cover in all that
is or hap pens, to pro claim with grat i tude and praise, and em phat i cally to
rec om mend for the el e va tion of the heart.” “As he gazes, lis tens, and sinks
his af fec tions into the in fin ity of the Di vine love, Scriver is some times, as it
were, trans ported out of him self. In tox i cated with the vi sion of God, his
whole be ing dis solves into love, grat i tude, and praise.” " His life was a life
in God. As he could not but eat and drink, so he could not but pray. To omit
this duty, or re gard it as use less, is to him an ab hor rence and abom i na tion.
A holy anger seizes him when his eye alights upon the athe ists of his day."
“If any cler gy man needs a spir i tual guide, let him choose Scriver. He is the
preacher for preach ers, full of con so la tion and en cour age ment to the well-
mean ing, but a storm of hail to the faith less and sloth ful pas tor.”
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We have ex cluded a num ber of pieces and para graphs which seemed of
less gen eral in ter est, and in oth ers have with a cau tious hand smoothed the
as per i ties of lan guage.

The trans la tor has only to add, that the rest of the Med i ta tions will be
forth com ing, in due time, if there shall ap pear to be any wish on the part of
the pub lic to re ceive them.

1. The ed i tor of the twenty-third edi tion of Got thold’s Em blems states,
as one of his dif fi cul ties, the im pos si bil ity of procur ing a copy of the
work, as the par ties who pos sessed it re fused to part with it for any
price!↩ 
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Ded i ca tion

MY GOD! From this time at which he now com pletes his work, and
gives it to the light, it is just a year since Thy ser vant was at the point of
death, and in the eyes of many was even al ready dead. I had brought the
“In ci den tal De vo tions” down as far as “The Rod,” when it pleased Thee to
judge me wor thy of ex pe ri enc ing the truth of what I had writ ten con cern ing
it. My strength de parted, my coun te nance be came wan and ema ci ated, my
tongue cleaved for weak ness to the roof of my mouth, and could scarcely
tell the physi cians how sorely parched my body was with fever. My nails
were white. Faint and scarcely au di ble was the beat ing of my heart. I had
bid farewell to my dear friends, and with joy ful long ing (as Thou know est)
counted the hours, af ter the lapse of which I hoped to be with Thee, and to
en joy Thine in ef fa ble glory. There were be liev ing souls, how ever, who,
with a thou sand tears and sighs, lay pros trate at Thy feet, and im plored of
Thee to spare my life. And so it seemed good to Thy mercy to add to the
num ber of my years. Thou didst strengthen and raise me up. I was made a
mir a cle and mon u ment of Thine Almighty power and good ness. Thou hast
showed to my self and oth ers that our God is the God of sal va tion, and that
with God the Lord be long the is sues from death. What else, then, can I do,
but thank Thee for Thy faith ful ness? My lips and my soul, which Thou hast
re deemed, shall re joice in Thee, and sing Thy praise; and to Thee this life,
mer ci fully granted a sec ond time, shall be hence forth con se crated.

It is true, my Fa ther! that a worse thing af ter wards be fell me. One cross
was made to suc ceed an other. Thou took est away the de light of mine eyes, I
could have said of my heart, had I not thought such a name too much for a
mor tal crea ture. I had re ceived from Thee an im age which I bore about in
my bo som, as the vis i ble mark of Thy fa vor, and loved it for the graces and
virtues which Thou hadst im pressed upon it. Alas, my God! well do I re- 
mem ber how the dear soul, when she saw my dan ger, cast her self upon her
face be fore Thee, and with so many deep sighs and burn ing tears, of fered
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her life as the ran som for mine, – how she for got her self, and had no eyes
but for Thee and me – for Thee, from whom she ex pected con so la tion and
help – for me, whose life her love to Thee and my self made her pre fer to
her own. And Thou wert pleased to make the ex change – leav ing me among
mor tals to serve Thee and the church mil i tant, but en rolling her, to Thy eter- 
nal glory, among the im mor tals of the church tri umphant. Thou hast de liv- 
ered her soul from an guish and death, her eyes from tears, and her feet from
fall ing, and now she walks be fore Thee in the land of life. Dear was she to
me, as Thou know est, above all things in or of this world, the sun and joy of
my house. What more should Thy ser vant say? Lord, Thou seest how my
heart fills at this re mem brance, and how it melts me into tears. And yet why
should I weep for one from whose eyes all tears have been wiped away?
Why mourn for her who shall mourn no more? Why sigh for a saint who
has left be hind her in this world a blessed and holy memo rial, and is now
amid the choirs of an gels, singing the new song with Thine elect, and ex ult- 
ing in Thy sal va tion? I have lost a jewel in time, but I know it is kept in
heaven, and I hope to re cover it there, and to lose it no more for ever.

It was amidst these and other crosses that the fol low ing med i ta tions
sprang up, and made their ap pear ance, like flow ers be neath a thorny hedge.
If they pos sess any scent of life, any power of Thy Spirit, any of the honey
of Thy good ness, which be liev ing souls, like hun gry bees, as sid u ously seek,
to Thee, Fa ther! and to the dear Cross, be all the thanks. At Thy feet I now
humbly lay this bunch of flow ers of af flic tion, ask ing of Thee one only
boon, which is, that Thou wilt now and for ever be my gra cious God and Fa- 
ther. For whom have I in heaven but Thee? and there is none upon earth
whom I de sire be side Thee.

Thy ser vant for ever,

CHRIS TIAN SCRIVER.

Magde burg, 16th Au gust, 1671.
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Au thor’s Ad dress to the Reader

CHRIS TIAN READER! In the name of the Lord Je sus, I here present
to you a col lec tion of de vout thoughts, which sug gested them selves on var i- 
ous oc ca sions to a fel low-pil grim, called Got thold, and which I re ceived
from his mouth, and have taken the pains to write down.

For this I de sire no other praise save that which it well be comes a Chris- 
tian preacher and min is ter of the Word to seek – the praise of faith fully and
dili gently pro mot ing the glory of his God, and the good of his neigh bor.

My ob ject in this book was to make the crea tures con verse with thee, or
rather to ex pound and in ter pret their se cret lan guage, and, ac cord ing to my
poor abil ity, show how all kinds of ob jects, in ci dents, and events, may be
made to re mind thee of thy God, and to pro mote thy com fort and growth in
Chris tian ity. We read with won der how Bal aam’s ass spoke; it seems to me,
how ever, that the ir ra tional, and even the dumb crea tures, all speak to us,
from day to day, and from hour to hour, if only we have ears to hear, and
hearts to un der stand them. How oth er wise could Job say, “Ask now the
beasts, and they shall teach thee: and the fowls of the air, and they shall tell
thee; or speak to the earth, and it shall teach thee; and the fishes of the sea
shall de clare unto thee?”1 or David aver that “The heav ens de clare the glory
of God, and the fir ma ment showeth His hand i work?”2

Long ago it used to be said that there was a no ble man in France, in
whose do mains all the wood and stone, when split or hewn, bore the
owner’s coat-of-arms, de picted upon them by na ture. I shall not in quire into
the truth of the story; but at least it is cer tain, that the man of piety and ob- 
ser va tion finds in all the crea tures the mark, name, and arms, of his be nign
and mer ci ful God, and, in these, oc ca sions more fer vently to love and praise
Him. The Book of Na ture – to say the same thing in other words – has
many thou sand leaves, upon all of which the fin ger of God has in scribed
His good ness, and He scat ters them in ev ery place, that we may never want
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the op por tu nity of con tem plat ing the height and depth of His love. Happy
the man who reads, and de voutly med i tates upon them!

It ap pears to me as if ev ery morn ing I be held for the first time this vast
the ater of the Di vine mir a cles, the world. Ev ery morn ing His mercy is new
to me. I am never sat is fied with be hold ing the dis plays of His glory alike in
the mighty fir ma ment, the span gled heav ens, and other such im mense bod- 
ies, as in small and hum ble ob jects. It hap pens to me like the hen, who fre- 
quently finds a grain of wheat even upon a dunghill.

Let no one imag ine that by com po si tions of this kind I in tro duce a nov- 
elty. No; the de vout con tem pla tion of na ture, and “In ci den tal De vo tions,”
are as old as the world. Even Adam, the first whom the Most High put into
the pos ses sion of the globe, read upon all its ob jects the name of His Cre- 
ator, and, like the bee, tasted the sweet ness of His love in ev ery lit tle flower.
The Lord Him self set up the rain bow in the clouds for the con tem pla tion of
Noah, and brought Abra ham abroad in the night, and bade him look to the
starry heav ens. And, doubt less, it was no su per fi cial glance which the holy
pa tri archs took of the cre ation; doubt less they, too, found in it themes for
de vout re flec tion of all kinds.

King David, as it ap pears, com posed the forty-sec ond psalm while lis- 
ten ing to the low ing of the deer in the wilder ness, to which he was forced to
flee for shel ter and con ceal ment. Even he who was the great est and most
ex alted of all teach ers, has not only di rected us to con tem plate the cre ation,
but Him self en deav ored from ev ery ca sual ob ject to reap in struc tion for His
hear ers, and, by the things which per ish, to ac quaint them with the things
which en dure. As He sat upon a well, He be gan to speak to the Samar i tan
woman of the wa ter which springeth up unto eter nal life.3 While walk ing, as
is sup posed, out of the city of Jerusalem, He ob served the vine yards and
clus ters by the way side, and took oc ca sion to com pare Him self to a vine.
His heav enly Fa ther to the hus band man, and His fol low ers to the branches.4

On the last day of the Feast of Taber na cles, He saw the Jews draw ing wa ter
from the foun tain of Siloam, and be gan to tes tify to them once more of spir- 
i tual and liv ing wa ter; and, be ing in vited to a feast, He em braced the op por- 
tu nity to dis course of the great Gospel Sup per.5 In the same way, the Apos- 
tle Paul took the hint from the al tar of the Athe ni ans to preach of the one
liv ing and true God.
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In sub se quent and even more re cent times, many able, pi ous, and learned
di vines have trod den in the foot steps of those fore run ners, as might be ex- 
em pli fied by in stances, were it not su per flu ous.

No one surely will cen sure the at tempt to pre vent evil thoughts, and sup- 
ply their place by pro mot ing, on ev ery oc ca sion, se ri ous and de vout re flec- 
tion upon God and di vine things. My hope at least is, that the reader of this
book, when he af ter wards meets with any of the ob jects here made the
theme of med i ta tion, will re call one or more of the thoughts. Per haps, too,
even the preacher may learn from it, when in com pany, or at a feast, in his
walks, or on his trav els, how to en ter tain those around him with the same
kind of pleas ant, and yet prof itable dis course, and so help to make them bet- 
ter Chris tians. He has but to erect his pul pit, as I have done, wher ever ne- 
ces sity or duty de mands, re mem ber ing that it is pos si ble to speak the truth
to ev ery one in par tic u lar with out, as well as within, the walls of a church;
but that this must be done with dis cre tion as well as piety, if what he says
and teaches is to have the right fla vor. When medicine is to be taken by a
sickly in fant, the best way is to give it first to the nurse, from whom the
child im bibes it in sen si bly with her milk. This duty of the nurse the
preacher must of ten per form, and con vert into milk the medicines he pre- 
scribes; I mean he must ad min is ter them in an agree able form and cour te ous
way, in the right sea son, and at the proper time.

My in ten tions at least were good, and though the suc cess may not in ev- 
ery case cor re spond with the pi ous reader’s wish, he will yet take the will
for the deed, as be comes a Chris tian, and out of his own full ness sup ply my
lack. The Lord bless and pros per all the good and well-in ten tioned labors of
his faith ful min is ters, and grant that they may prove nei ther fruit less nor un- 
re quited!

M. CHRIS TIAN SCRIVER.

Magde burg, 1671.

1. Job 12:7-8↩ 

2. Psalm 19:1↩ 
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3. 1 John 4:6, etc.↩ 

4. 2 John 15:1, etc.↩ 

5. Luke 14:16.↩ 
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1. The Dial-Plate

Got thold, on the first morn ing of a new year, wish ing to know the time
of day, looked up to the dial of the church spire, where hands, moved by the
mech a nism within, in di cated the hours upon a broad line of gilded num bers.
Led into de vout re flec tion, he ob served to those around him: I highly ap- 
prove of mark ing the hours with let ters of gold; it may well ad mon ish us of
the value of time, which is in deed too pre cious to be pur chased even with
the chief of met als; and of this truth many and all of us need to be re- 
minded. Chrysaurus, a man of rank and for tune, had lived an un godly life;
when his end drew near, he be held a troop of dread ful demons stand ing
around his bed, and wait ing for his soul, and ex claimed with a voice of an- 
guish, Oh for time! Only till to mor row! Spare me till to mor row! But his en- 
treaties were vain. For him time was past, and the respite ter mi nated. Ah!
how much he would have given for even a few hours in which to re pent!
And yet how sel dom we re flect upon the value of time, and how prodi gally
we spend it! How large the por tions of it which we sleep, play, talk, eat,
drink, riot away, and, in short, un prof itably waste; and how long we deem
the lit tle frag ments de voted to spir i tual ex er cises, such as con verse with
God, the study of His Word, de vout con tem pla tion, and the search of con- 
science! The hand upon the dial moves in ces santly round, and pass ing hour
af ter hour, will point at last to that at which you and I shall die; and it will
be said of us. He has de parted this life. We shall then have done with time,
have en tered upon eter nity, and shall stand be fore the Judge. Let us there- 
fore dili gently im prove ev ery hour, and per mit none to pass with out yield- 
ing us some ad van tage for the world to come. Let ev ery stroke of the clock
re mind us that an other por tion of time is gone, and that we shall have to
give ac count of it to God. “While we have time, let us do good.”

My God! seal these words upon my heart, and help me to em ploy the
year which is now com menc ing in a way I may never re pent of in eter nity.
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2. The Snow ball

One mild win ter day, some boys had made a snow ball, and rolled it
along un til it had grown too large and heavy for them to move. Here, said
Got thold, we have an agree able em blem of hu man cares. These are of ten
lit tle and in signif i cant, but we mag nify them by im pa tience and un be lief, till
they be come greater than we can bear. Many a one keeps, night and day, re- 
volv ing his trou ble in his mind to no bet ter pur pose than these boys. All
they ac com plish by their pains is to set up for those who pass a sign that
chil dren have been at play, and he gains noth ing by his but a head more
con fused, and a heart more sor row ful than be fore. We are of ten re luc tant to
give God the honor of car ing for us, and, as if He were drowsy or neg li gent,
of fer to as sist His wis dom by our folly. But we thereby lose rather than
gain. Be sides, what a high of fence it is, if, when He opens the bo som of His
com pas sion, and bids us boldly cast all our cares into it, we treat Him with
dis trust!

My God! Thou hast formed the eye and shall Thou not see? Thou hast
planted the ear and shalt Thou not hear? Thou hast made the heart, and shalt
Thou not take thought? I will roll my trou ble no far ther than to Thee, or, if
that be be yond my might, I will ad mit Thee into my heart, and show Thee
there what is too heavy for me. Thou wilt then know, though I may not, by
what means it may be re moved.

3. The Cold

A child had con tin ued at play in the open air till its hands be came livid
with cold. At length it rushed into the house, and hold ing them to the fire,
ex pe ri enced acute pain, which is the usual con se quence of sub ject ing be- 
numbed limbs sud denly to the in flu ence of heat. Got thold pitied the lit tle
fel low, and then re marked: Many and bit ter are the pains which prey upon
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the hu man body in this world! There are headache, toothache, ear ache, and
aches in ev ery limb, more nu mer ous than can be told. If, how ever, even in
time, and for man’s cor rec tion, a right eous God sub jects him to suf fer ings
so great, what must be the case in hell, when He pours upon the repro bate
the full mea sure of His wrath? In the present in stance, we see, the pain pro- 
ceeds from the con flict of heat with cold; and so it will be in hell. The vic- 
tims there will burn in ev er last ing flames, and at the same time wail and
chat ter with their teeth. Nor can there be any com par i son be tween the brief
an guish of this child, and the tor ment which shall en dure for ever! But so
in tent are chil dren upon their play, that they nei ther feel the present cold,
nor fear the fu ture pain; and we who are older act a sim i lar part. We pur sue
the folly of the world, per mit our selves to be be guiled by its pal try plea- 
sures, and all too eas ily for get the penal ties which fol low sin, both in time
and eter nity.

Ah, my God! sub ject me to any amount of tor ment in the present life,
that will ex empt me from the pains of hell here after!

4. Snow

Here was a deep cov er ing of snow upon the ground, when Got thold thus
be gan: Snow is one of those mar velous things which God brings forth from
the trea sures of na ture; and no sat is fac tory ac count has yet been given of the
man ner of its pro duc tion, or of the fan tas tic shapes which its minute par ti- 
cles as sume; al though able men have made it the sub ject of long and care ful
study, many of them in fact, till the white ness of their heads at tests how of- 
ten they have seen it fall. This, how ever, is cer tain, that God uses it ac cord- 
ing to His plea sure, some times for the good of man, and some times to his
tem po ral detri ment, or even bod ily de struc tion. Cold al though it be, it must,
at His be hest, serve as a fur to cover and pro tect the win ter’s seed. In this
sense, the royal prophet says, “The Lord giveth snow like wool;” and coun- 
try peo ple pre dict a fruit ful sea son when the White Goose hatches a nu mer- 
ous brood. Rubbed, too, upon frozen limbs, it re stores them to warmth and
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an i ma tion. On the other hand, how de struc tive it be comes when it re ceives
its com mis sion from the Di vine wrath! In moun tain ous re gions, as we
some times hear, a mere flake, stirred at first by the touch of a bird’s wing,
or other ac ci den tal cause, grows to such a mag ni tude, as it tum bles from the
heights, that on reach ing the val ley, it crushes and en tombs the abodes of
men, and even whole vil lages and towns. How of ten, too, do we read of the
floods and calami ties which en sue in Spring, when the snow of the moun- 
tains, sud denly dis solved by the rain or heat, rushes down and swells the
brooks and rivers till they over flow their banks!

Lord God! all de pends upon Thy fa vor or frown. Thou canst make that
which is cold it self a pro tec tion from cold, and even a means of gen er at ing
heat. Bane ful things cease to be bane ful when over ruled by Thy grace. The
most use ful lose their util ity if Thou with hold Thy good in flu ence; and in
Thy hand the most minute may be come the in stru ment of a mighty judg- 
ment.

5. The Money Scales

An op u lent mer chant hav ing re ceived a sum of money, was putting the
ducats, one by one, into a pair of scales, in or der to as cer tain that they were
not too light. “For my part,” said Got thold, who was present, “I should be
more afraid of their be ing too heavy.”

How so?" in quired the mer chant.

“Do you not think,” re joined Got thold, “that money is too heavy when
be dewed with the blood of the poor, the sweat of the la bo ri ous, and the tears
of the widow and the or phan; or when loaded with the curses of those who,
by fraud or vi o lence, have been robbed of it? I will hope, how ever, that
there are no pieces of this de scrip tion in that heap of yours; or rather, I will
not fear that there are any. Suf fer me, how ever, with out of fence, to ex press
the wish that you will al ways make your con science your scales, and weigh
in it your dol lars and ducats to as cer tain that they are of proper weight, and
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have been hon estly ac quired. Many a man never learns, un til he is strug- 
gling with death, how dif fi cult, or rather im pos si ble, it is to force a soul,
bur dened with un righ teous gain, through the strait gate which lead eth unto
life. Take heed, then, that no such gain ever bur dens yours. The more he
car ries, the more the pil grim sweats and pants as he climbs the steep; and
the more the con science is op pressed with dis hon esty and fraud, the harder
will the strug gle of a deathbed be.”

Oh, my God! with hold from me the wealth to which tears, and sighs, and
curses cleave. Bet ter none at all than wealth like that!

6. The Drowned Man

The mag is trate of a well-known town, ac com pa nied by some ac quain- 
tances, had gone on pub lic busi ness to a neigh bor ing vil lage, across a
frozen river. On their re turn in the evening, they did not re flect that the in- 
ter ven ing thaw might have soft ened the ice, and ren dered it un safe; and so,
un sus pi cious of dan ger, they pro ceeded along, the mag is trate tak ing the
lead, con vers ing with his com pan ions, and ex pect ing soon to reach the op- 
po site bank. Alas! the shore he reached was that of death! Slip ping a foot,
and the ice break ing, he fell into the wa ter, strug gled for a while, and sank,
leav ing a dis con so late widow and sev eral help less chil dren to mourn his
fate. Weeks elapsed be fore his body was found.

Here, said Got thold, when he heard the story, we have an other in stance,
which may serve as a mir ror to show us what we are. Chil dren of men, alas!
what is your life but a soft and slip pery sheet of ice, which breaks, now
here, now there, and plunges you, one af ter an other, into the flood of death
and obliv ion. This you see, but do not take to heart; and you pace heed- 
lessly along, al though at ev ery step the ice bends be neath your feet, till in a
mo ment you dis ap pear. Where fore, be at all times ready; and while life
lasts, pre pare a refuge for your soul, that if sud denly called upon to de part,
it may know whither to fly.
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Lord God! be not an gry with me. Be hold, I take upon me to speak unto
Thee, al though I am but dust and ashes.1 Sur prise me not by a sud den death,
lest it find me un pre pared; nei ther keep me too long in the mor tal strug gle,
that my pa tience do not fail. But I will be dumb and hold my peace, for
Thou wilt or der it aright.2

7. The Two Mir rors

A young lady, oth er wise well-be haved and es teemed, made an idol of
the beauty which she had re ceived from na ture, and of ten la bored by or na- 
ments to im prove it. For this pur pose, she had two mir rors in her cham ber,
placed op po site to each other, so that when she stood be tween them, she
could see her fig ure be hind as well as be fore; the one at her back re flect ing
the im age into the one in front, and there pre sent ing it to her view. Got thold
saw this with some sur prise at the in ge nu ity of the de vice. At the same time
he said: Are you aware that beauty when un adorned and left to its own na- 
tive love li ness, is of ten more ad mired than that which paint and or na ment
have been used to set off? The rose is of it self beau ti ful and fra grant; sprin- 
kle it with balm, and you will in jure its in nate per fume. Over-anx i ety to be
beau ti ful is to be half-ugly. Be mod er ate, there fore, and de light not too
greatly in the ver dant gourd of your come li ness, lest God pre pare a worm to
smite it that it wither. I will, how ever, rec om mend to you two other mir rors,
in which you may con tem plate your self with profit, – the one is the Past,
the other the Fu ture. That will show you how great the mer cies you have,
all your life long, re ceived from God, and how small the re turns of grat i tude
you have made him; this will ex hibit the var i ous changes which still await
you, viz., pale sick ness, sor row ful old age, cer tain death, and at last the ter- 
rors of judg ment. Or would you pre fer two other mir rors? In that case, set
up con tin u ally be fore your eyes the Di vine Jus tice, which sees all things,
even our most se cret thoughts, and will, in due time, bring them to judg- 
ment; this will guard you against pride and se cu rity. On the other hand, look
also at the Di vine Mercy which in ces santly fol lows af ter the sin ner, and
con sumes his trans gres sions in the flame of love; this will keep you from
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de spon dency and ex cess of sor row. Such an em ploy ment will be as much
more prof itable than that in which you are now en gaged, as the im mor tal
soul is no bler than the vile body.

8. The Sen si ble Wife

Rec ol lect, pro ceeded Got thold, hav ing been told the fol low ing story: A
pru dent and pi ous lady ob serv ing her hus band deeply de jected on ac count
of some mis for tune which had be fallen him, so that he could not sleep at
night for care, pre tended in the morn ing to be still more dis con so late than
he, and gave way to lamen ta tions and tears. As she had spo ken cheer ingly
to him the evening be fore, and ex horted him to dis miss his sor row, he was
as ton ished, and asked the cause of her sud den grief. Hes i tat ing a lit tle, she
replied that she had been dream ing, and that it seemed to her that a mes sen- 
ger had come from heaven, and brought the news that God was dead, and
that all the an gels were weep ing. “Fool ish woman,” said the hus band, “you
know right well that God can not die!” – “In deed,” replied the wife, “and if
that be so cer tain, how comes it that you are now in dulging your sor row as
im mod er ately as if he re ally did no longer ex ist, or, at least, as if He was un- 
able to set mea sure and bounds to our af flic tion, or mit i gate its sever ity, or
con vert it into a bless ing. My dear hus band, learn to trust in Him, and to
sor row like a Chris tian. Think of the old proverb,”What need to grieve, If
God still live."

Ver ily, my Fa ther, didst Thou not live, I would not my self wish to live
an other hour! And if some times Thou feignest to be dead, I will not cease to
rouse Thee with my prayers and tears, un til I sen si bly ex pe ri ence again that
Thou art the health of my coun te nance, and my God.
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9. The Poverty of the Chil dren
of the Rich

This hap pened one day to be the sub ject of con ver sa tion in a com pany,
and al most all who were present had in stances of it to re late. On in quir ing
into its causes, some main tained that it was ow ing to the fool ish love of
wealthy par ents, who trained their chil dren in youth more to lux ury than la- 
bor, more to wast ing than thrift, and thus made them bad econ o mists. Oth- 
ers sup posed the cause to be, that great wealth is sel dom amassed by one
man, ex cept at the ex pense of many oth ers, and with out the tears of wid- 
ows, and the sweat of the poor, – in short, with out in jus tice; and that for that
rea son the curse of God cleaves to it, and frit ters it away. To these views
Got thold did not ob ject, aware, in par tic u lar cases, of their truth. He in- 
sisted, how ever, that to the chil dren of the rich, poverty is a se cret bless ing,
inas much as it takes from them the key which opens all the doors of sin; or,
in other words, wealth. Nur tured, he said, as they have been, in su per fluity
and self-in dul gence of all kinds, in to tal ig no rance of the cross, and in sen si- 
bil ity to the hard ships and mis eries of oth ers, they would, if left in this state,
care lit tle or noth ing for heaven. God, there fore, per mits their tem po ral pos- 
ses sions to melt away, that they may thereby be led to de spise earthly
things, and seek, with all the greater ar dor, those that are heav enly.

God! vouch safe to my chil dren Thy en dur ing grace, and even in the
midst of poverty, they will then be rich enough.

10. The Open Smelling-Bot tle

For some pur pose, Got thold had taken from a cup board a vial of rose-
wa ter, and, af ter us ing it, had in con sid er ately left it un stopped. Ob serv ing it
some time af ter, he found that all the strength and sweet ness of the per fume
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had evap o rated. This, thought he with him self, is a strik ing em blem of a
heart fond of the world, and open to the im pres sions of out ward ob jects.
How vain it is to take such a heart to the house of God, and fill it with the
pre cious essence of the roses of par adise, which are the truths of Scrip ture,
or raise in it a glow of de vo tion, if we af ter wards ne glect to close the out let,
– that is, to keep the Word in an hon est and good heart!3 How vain to hear
much, but to re tain lit tle and prac tice less! How vain to ex cite in our heart
sa cred and holy emo tions, un less we are af ter wards care ful to close the out- 
let by dili gent re flec tion and prayer, and so pre serve it unspot ted from the
world. Ne glect this, and the strength and spirit of de vo tion evap o rates, and
leaves only a life less froth be hind.

Lord Je sus, en able me to keep Thy word like a lively cor dial in my heart.
Quicken it there by Thy Spirit and grace. Seal it, also, in my soul, that it
may pre serve for ever its fresh ness and its power!

1. Gen. 18:27.↩ 

2. Psalm 39:2.↩ 

3. Luke 8:15.↩ 
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11. The Di a mond

Got thold, in spect ing the op er a tions of a gold smith, who was set ting a di- 
a mond, saw him place a dark leaf in the cap sule, which it was in tended to
fill. On in quir ing for what pur pose this was done, he was told that it im- 
proved the bright ness and sparkling of the jewel. Re flect ing upon the mat- 
ter, he found that such would nat u rally be the ef fect, and ex claimed: My
God, here I have a type of Thy grace, which shines most brightly and beau- 
ti fully in our deep est dis tress, or when em ployed to over lay the black ness of
our guilt. I do not won der so much that it ir ra di ated an Enoch, a Noah, a
Daniel, and a Vir gin Mary, as that it shed its en light en ing and quick en ing
rays on David the adul terer, on Pe ter, who de nied his Mas ter with an oath,
on Paul the per se cu tor and blas phe mer, and on that great sin ner Mary Mag- 
da lene.

12. The Church Spires

See ing, in a cer tain town, the church spires mount ing al most to the
clouds, Got thold be gan to won der that our fore fa thers had ex pended so
much in dus try and wealth upon an ob ject which seems to min is ter to noth- 
ing but su per flu ous pomp and out ward show. Af ter some re flec tion, how- 
ever, he re marked, that their in ten tions were no doubt good, and their ob ject
praise wor thy. Does not such a tall and stately spire seem like a gi ant fig ure
point ing up wards! There can be no doubt, our wor thy an ces tors meant that
ev ery church should di rect our eyes to heaven, and thereby ad mon ish us
that the doc trine preached in the sanc tu ary be low, is the only way to the
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man sions above. As of ten, then, as we see such a spire, let us rec ol lect that
here we have no con tin u ing city but must seek one to come.1

13. The Mote in the Eye

While at play, a child hap pen ing to get a mote into his eye, kept rub bing
it for a while, but with no other ef fect than to in crease the pain and in flam- 
ma tion. At last he ran and com plained to his fa ther, who put a small pearl
into it, and bade him close and roll it about sev eral times, where upon the
pearl dropped out with the mote ad her ing to it. This sug gested to Got thold
the fol low ing thoughts: The eye is the light of the body. It sees all things
pre sented to it, but not it self. It is, how ever, as the present in stance shows,
an ex tremely sen si tive or gan, and can not en dure even a mote, but weeps
and aches un til it is re lieved. It thus af fords us a true em blem of con science,
which, al though it self lit tle no ticed, per ceives, ap pre hends, and, so to speak,
keeps a record of all things. In one re spect, in deed, con science is su pe rior to
the eye; for while the lat ter sees only by day, the for mer sees also by night,
and takes minute cog nizance of the works of dark ness. Now, true it is that
many, es pe cially when blinded by the delu sions of self-love and car nal se- 
cu rity, look upon sin as only a mote. But ah! with what bit ter pain and an- 
guish the mote, which seems so small, can wring the con science I How it
aches and weeps! And, in such a case, God of mercy, there is no help but
with Thee. The Gospel of Je sus is the pearl of great price. Dropped by Thy
hand into the wounded and trou bled heart, it takes sin and all its an guish
away, so that we find rest to our souls, and learn to serve Thee with alacrity
and de light.

Help me, my God! to walk at all times cau tiously and cir cum spectly, and
guard me by Thy grace from ever wound ing my con science.

14. The Lock
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A lock was shown to Got thold, con structed of rings, which were sev er- 
ally in scribed with cer tain let ters, and could be turned round un til the let ters
rep re sented the name Je sus. It was only when the rings were dis posed in
this man ner that the lock could be opened. The in ven tion pleased him be- 
yond mea sure and he ex claimed: Oh that I could put such a lock as this
upon my heart!2 Our hearts are al ready locked, no doubt, but gen er ally with
a lock of quite an other kind. Many need only to hear the words, Gain,
Honor, Plea sure, Riches, Re venge and their heart opens in a mo ment,
whereas, to the Sav ior and to His holy name, it con tin ues shut.

Lord Je sus, en grave Thou Thy name with Thine own fin ger upon my
heart, that it may re main closed to worldly joy and worldly plea sure, self-
in ter est, fad ing honor, and low re venge, and open only to Thee!

15. The Golden Can dle stick

Got thold pro ceeded: Among the fur ni ture of the taber na cle, un der the
Old Tes ta ment, not the least con spic u ous ar ti cle was the golden can dle stick,
with seven branches and lamps that al ways burned. By the Di vine com- 
mand, how ever, this can dle stick was nei ther cast nor sol dered to gether, but
made of beaten work from a tal ent of gold3. In this way the Lord in tended to
sig nify that no one can shine on earth with the light of sound doc trine and a
holy life, or in heaven with eter nal glory, who has not been sub jected to His
ham mer, and beaten and wrought con formably to His mind. The only mis- 
for tune is, that we do not com pre hend His method of work ing. Thy will,
God, is to make of us ves sels unto honor, sanc ti fied and meet for Thy use,
and pre pared unto ev ery good work.4 We, how ever, would rather con tinue
good for noth ing, than sub ject our sin ful flesh to pain. But, my Fa ther, heed
not our folly. The ham mers Thou us est are the devil, the world, and all sorts
of ad ver sity. Beat well, that both here in time, and here after in eter nity, I
may be a ves sel unto honor, and fit for Thy use.
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16. The Drink ing Cup

A sil ver cup, gilded and taste fully em bossed, was stand ing upon a ta ble,
and sug gested to Got thold the fol low ing thoughts: The sole dif fer ence be- 
tween this and any other piece of sil ver is, that it has been more highly
wrought, and beaten with the ham mer. In no other way could it have been
formed into the costly and beau ti ful ves sel which we here see. Why then
should we think it so strange and un ac count able when God, in His unerring
wis dom, ap plies to us, in good earnest, the ham mer of the Cross? Do not we
deal as we please with the inan i mate crea tures, mold ing them into any
shape which strikes our fancy? And ought we, then, to take of fence, and
com plain of Him, when He makes the Cross His ham mer, and beats us into
con form ity to His will? Is our right over the crea tures bet ter than His over
us? And would any good thing come out of us were our gra cious Fa ther to
let us alone?

17. The Monk in Soli tude

Rec ol lect, said Got thold, a pleas ant story, told by a pi ous min is ter, about
a monk of for mer days. He re solved to leave his monastery, on the ground
that he there too fre quently met with causes of provo ca tion, and was be- 
trayed into anger and other sins. Ac cord ingly he re tired into the desert, in
the hope that soli tude would en able him to serve God with an eas ier mind.
One day, how ever, his pitcher hap pened to be up set, and, when lifted up,
fell a sec ond time, which kin dled his anger to such a pitch, that he dashed it
to the ground, and broke it into a thou sand pieces. He soon, how ever, came
to him self, and said: I now see that I can not be at peace, even in soli tude,
and that the fault lies not in oth ers, but in my self. He then re turned to the
monastery, and, af ter many stren u ous ef forts, suc ceded in sub du ing his pas- 
sions, not by flight, but by mor ti fi ca tion and self-de nial.
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18. The Un known Friend

One day a per son who, by the calami ties of war, sick ness, and other af- 
flic tion, had been re duced from a state of af flu ence to penury, came to Got- 
thold in great dis tress. He com plained that he had just met one of his for mer
ac quain tances, who was even not dis tantly re lated to him, but that he had
not con de scended to bow, far less to speak to him, and had turned his eyes
away, and passed him as if he had been a stranger. Oh, Sir, he ex claimed,
with a sigh. How it pained me! I felt as if a dag ger had pierced my heart!
Got thold replied: Don’t think it strange at all. It is the way of the world to
look high, and to pass un no ticed that which is hum ble and lowly.

I know, how ever, of One who, though he dwelleth on high, hum bleth
Him self to be hold the things that are in heaven and in the earth5, and of
whom the royal prophet tes ti fies: Thou hast known my soul in ad ver sity6.
Oh yes, though we have lost our rich at tire, and come to him in rags; though
our forms be wasted be cause of grief, and waxed old7; though sick ness and
sor row hath con sumed our beauty like a moth8; though blushes, and tears,
and dust over spread our faces9, He still rec og nizes, and is not ashamed to
own us. Com fort your self with this; for what harm will it do you at last,
though men dis own, if God the Lord has not for got ten you?

19. The Copy-Line

In a writ ing-school, Got thold ob served a boy eye ing at ten tively the line
placed be fore him as a copy, and la bor ing by his pen man ship to em u late its
cor rect ness and beauty. Mark, said he to the by-standers, how all per fec tion
is the off spring of im per fec tion, and how, by fre quent mis takes, we learn to
do well. It is not re quired of this boy that his writ ing should equal that of
the line. He sat is fies his mas ter by the pains he takes, and which are a
ground of hope that he will pro gres sively im prove, till at last he learns to
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write with ra pid ity and el e gance. We also have a pat tern to copy. It has been
left us by the Lord Je sus10, and is His most per fect and holy life. And think
not that He ex acts from us more than the teacher does from the pupil. No,
in deed; if He find us care ful in study ing His ex am ple, and dili gent in our
en deav ors to im i tate it, He ex er cises for bear ance to wards our faults, and
strength ens us by His grace and Spirit daily, to amend. In the school of
Christ they are the best schol ars who con tinue learn ing to the last; I mean
they who sed u lously keep their Mas ter’s ex am ple in view, and are al ways
striv ing to grow more and more like it, but yet are never sat is fied with
them selves, or with the progress which they make. We must, there fore, en- 
deavor to avoid two faults, which are neg li gence and dis cour age ment. The
one be comes even tu ally the par ent of in do lence and se cu rity; the other of
de spon dency and grief. Heaven is open, not merely to the per fect and
strong, but like wise to the fee ble and erring, if they will only with pen i tence
and hu mil ity con fess their faults, and seek in the grace of Christ the sup ply
for all their wants.

My God! de spise not my in abil ity. Re mem ber I am but a learner and be
sat is fied with my poor per for mances. My good in ten tions of ten mis carry.
But ought I on that ac count to de sist? God for bid! So long as I live, I will
al ways be gin afresh, and in heaven, at Thy good time, will lay my mas ter-
piece at thy feet.

20. Danc ing

We are told, said Got thold, of one of the fa thers of the desert, that see ing
a fe male of loose morals ar rayed in rich ap parel, he was moved to tears, and
lamented that he had never taken half so much pains to adorn his soul with
faith and god li ness, as she to please the world. And I, too, my God, could
al most weep to think that I have been far loss dili gent to con form my walk
and ways to Thy pre cepts and will, than these dancers are to make their feet
keep time to the mu sic. How in fat u ated are men! Mere van i ties ap pear to us
worth the great est pains. But sel dom and only with re luc tance do we re flect
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upon eter nity. Away with folly! I have so much to do, to mend my heart and
pre pare for death, that I have no time to think of danc ing.
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21. The Watch maker

En gaged in con ver sa tion with a friend, who had re marked that he was
of ten at a loss to dis cover any traces of the Di vine gov ern ment and prov i- 
dence in the af fairs of the world, Got thold said to him, Come, let us go to a
watch maker’s. See, he has been mak ing a valu able watch of a num ber of
wheels, springs, pins, etc., ex actly mea sured, jointed, and fit ted to each
other. There lie the parts, all dif fer ent in shape, size, and con struc tion, and
all hav ing a cer tain or der and place to which they be long. Do you think that
you could put them to gether, and ar range them into one? I very much doubt
your abil ity. Make the at tempt; ex pend upon it as much time and trou ble as
you please, the only re sult will be to con vince you of the im pos si bil ity of
con struct ing a whole from parts so dis sim i lar. Call an artist how ever, to the
task, and you will soon see what skill can do. It is the same here. God has
or dered all things in mea sure, and num ber, and weight. He has adapted
cause to cause, al lot ted to all His crea tures their def i nite ac tion, and fi nally,
ap pended the weight of His om nipo tence and wis dom to the whole fab ric.
Keep this in view when you wish to know what hour has struck.

My God! I thank Thee that Thy watch ful eye is over all things, and that
Thou gov ernest them with mercy and wis dom. I thank Thee that the world
goes not as man wills, but as Thou the Lord wilt. In whom can I trust bet ter
than in Thee? How strangely so ever, then, the world’s af fairs may some- 
times seem to pro ceed, I will be dumb, and not open my mouth, be cause
Thou doest it.

22. The Blush ing Child
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A young girl was one day cen sured by her mother for some fault, upon
which she deeply blushed, burst into tears, and re tired into a cor ner. Got- 
thold was present, and ob served to the mother: How beau ti ful your re proof
has made your daugh ter! That crim son hue, and those sil very tears, be come
her bet ter than any or na ment of gold and pearls. These may be hung on the
neck of a wan ton, but those are never seen dis con nected with moral pu rity.
A full-blown rose, be sprin kled with the purest dew, is not so beau ti ful as
this child blush ing be neath her par ent’s dis plea sure, and shed ding tears of
sor row for her fault. A blush is the sign which na ture hangs out to show
where chastity and honor dwell.

23. Mu tual Aid

Con tin u ing his re marks, Got thold said:

How faith ful to each other the parts of the body are! Let any of fen sive
and shame ful ob ject be pre sented to the coun te nance, and the heart in stantly
sym pa thizes with it, and dis patches a gush of blood to serve as a veil and to
screen it from dis grace. On the con trary, let the heart re ceive a shock from
vi o lent anger, or sud den fright, and in stantly the blood for sakes the coun te- 
nance, and rushes to the help of the suf fer ing mem ber; the con se quence of
which is that we grow pale. Chris tians ought to act in the same man ner, see- 
ing that we are mem bers one of an other. In ev ery case where the means are
in our power, and con science per mits, we should en deavor to screen our
neigh bor’s shame, take his af flic tion to heart, and has ten in emer gen cies to
his aid. From the fact that this is so lit tle done, it may be in ferred that good
Chris tians are few in num ber. Of that few, grant, my Fa ther, that I may be
one!

24. Rai ment
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While walk ing with a friend, Got thold met a young man, dressed in the
ex treme of fash ion, and could not help look ing back at him, and ex claim ing,
with a sigh: right eous God! what will be the is sue of this rage for nov el ties
and vain show? How hap pens it that the world more and more seeks her
honor in dis grace, and her wis dom in folly? I of ten think of what the Holy
Spirit says1 of Queen Ber nice, viz., that she came “with great pomp” (orig.
phan tasy). The reign ing fash ion seems to me to be of the same phan tas tic
char ac ter. There is hardly any one who now con sid ers it a sin to wear a
mask, and con form to the world.

But, in quired his com pan ion, can there re ally be so much sin ful ness in
the changes which dress un der goes?

In it self, replied Got thold, dress be longs to the class of things neu tral. It
makes a man nei ther bet ter nor worse in the sight of God, it draws upon him
nei ther the Almighty’s fa vor nor frown; still the coat shows what the man
and what his heart is. Can you doubt that many a one, in his gay at tire, cut
ac cord ing to the new est style, is an idol to him self? With what pomp and
pride he struts along, and fan cies that none makes so fine a fig ure. Though
one bow ever so soon or so humbly to him, yet he, on the con trary, scarcely
deigns to re turn the salu ta tion. In this way, the old man, whom we are
bound to cru cify with his af fec tions and lusts,2 is warmly clothed, ex pen- 
sively or na mented, and idol a trously rev er enced. The money given to sup ply
the wants of a needy brother, is waste fully squan dered, and the word of God
in the heart choked among thorns. He whose frame of mind is such that he
is al ways ly ing abased at the feet of the Om nipo tent, – he who does not de- 
spise a Chris tian neigh bor, though in poverty and rags, – he who is ready at
any hour, in obe di ence to the will of God, to ex change the finest suit for the
beg gar’s cloak or the death-bed shroud, may, per haps, with out sin, wear
costly rai ment. But how the chil dren of the world, with their swelling pomp,
shall con trive to en ter in at the strait gate which lead eth unto life, must be
left for them to try, if they will have it so.

My God! naked came I into this world, and naked must I again de part
out of it. While my life lasts, give me food and rai ment con ve nient for me.
If my rank or of fice re quire a bet ter dress, dis en gage, at least, my heart from
it, and make me un con scious of what I wear. My soul de sires or na ments of
a dif fer ent kind. Let the blood and right eous ness of Christ be my badge and
role of honor.
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25 – The Milky Way

One starry night, as he stood gaz ing at what is called the milky way,
Got thold thought with him self: This white belt in the heav ens, as one of the
an cients has said, and as has now been demon strated, is formed by the shin- 
ing of in nu mer able stars, too dis tant from us to be per cep ti ble, ex cept
through the medium of the tele scope. To me it presents, first of all, an em- 
blem of holy Scrip ture, which, to him who views it su per fi cially, ap pears
ob scure and dim; whereas he who con tem plates it in spirit, and through the
per spec tive of faith, dis cov ers a thou sand sparkling stars of doc trine and
con so la tion. Again, the milky way also re minds me of the glo ri ous as sem- 
bly of the saints in the life eter nal. Of this, in our nat u ral con di tion, we
know noth ing. But if we take the glass of faith and Di vine con tem pla tion,
we then dis cover that ver ily the spir its of the blessed shine as the bright ness
of the fir ma ment, and as the stars for ever and ever.3 And yet all about the
heav enly world ap pears small and scarcely per cep ti ble, be cause we are still
at so great a dis tance from it. If, how ever, by the will of God, we one day
reach that blessed place, then shall we fully know what it is, and be for ever
sat is fied.

26. The Mag net

You may shake or push the mag netic nee dle from its po si tion, con tin ued
Got thold, but it re turns to it the mo ment you leave it to it self.

In like man ner, be liev ers may fall into sin, and de vi ate from the line of
duty; but no sooner have they leisure for re flec tion, than they en deavor to
amend, and re sume a life of god li ness. On the con trary, the wicked watch
for op por tu ni ties to do evil, and yield to all the temp ta tions of the devil and
the world.
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27. Hans Priem

Our wor thy fore fa thers, said Got thold, have left us a tale in verse, of
which the pur pose is to show how dif fi cult, and yet how nec es sary it is
some times to keep si lence. The sub stance of the story is as fol lows: Hans
Priem was ad mit ted into par adise on the ex press con di tion that he was not
to in dulge a habit he had ac quired of cen sur ing and crit i ciz ing what ever
came un der his no tice. Ac cord ingly, he saw two an gels car ry ing a beam
cross ways, and knock ing it against ev ery ob ject they met, but said noth ing.
He next saw two other an gels draw ing wa ter from a foun tain, and pour ing it
into a cask which had holes in the bot tom, and was much sur prised, but still
held his peace. At many other things of the same kind he also sup pressed
his laugh ter and re marks, ap pre hend ing that he might oth er wise be ex pelled
the place. At last, how ever, he saw a cart stuck fast in the mire, with one
pair of horses yoked into it be fore, and an other pair be hind, and the carter
urg ing both si mul ta ne ously for ward. This be ing a mat ter which be longed to
his own pro fes sion, it was more than Hans could do to re frain from crit i ciz- 
ing it, and the con se quence was, that he was seized by two an gels, and
turned to the door. Be fore it closed be hind him, how ever, he looked back,
and per ceived that the horses were winged, and had suc ceeded in draw ing
the cart out of the mud into the air: nor can there be any doubt that in the
other cases of the beam and the cask, there were equally good rea sons for
what was done.

Where fore, let us learn to hold our peace, and re frain from cen sur ing the
ways of God. But where am I run ning? In prais ing si lence, I have be come
lo qua cious! My God! do Thou Thy self in struct me when to speak and when
to hold my tongue.

28. The Fruit Trees
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In a com pany of friends, as sem bled in an or chard, the ques tion arose,
whether it was bet ter to prune the un der branches of the young trees, and so
rear them straight and tall, or suf fer them to ex tend in breadth? The ma jor- 
ity were of opin ion til at the for mer was the prefer able method, be cause the
tall and straight tree oc cu pies less space in the gar den, and yet bears finer
and more highly fla vored fruit. On the other hand, it was re marked, that
such a tree, with the crop it bears, is at the mercy of the wind, which of ten
pre ma turely shakes it, and scat ters the fruit, long ere it is ripe, upon the
ground. Got thold heard the con ver sa tion, and said: The way to set tle this
dis pute is to leave ev ery one to do in the mat ter as he thinks best, and as is
best adapted to the ex tent of his ground. Let me, how ever, em brace the op- 
por tu nity of di rect ing your minds to the ques tion, Whether, for the godly
and vir tu ous man, it be more de sir able to live in a hum ble rank, or to as pire
af ter a higher po si tion? It is true that he who is ex alted above oth ers by a
post of honor, and who yet adorns his lofty boughs with fruits of god li ness
and virtue, while he also bends them with hu mil ity to the ground, is a tree in
which both God and man de light, and whose fruit has the richer fla vor the
higher it grows. At the same time, it is a fact to be de plored, that a faint
wind of ten ag i tates the lofty tree, by which I mean that the man of rank is
ex posed to many in duce ments to shake off the fruits of god li ness, and is too
of ten found a bar ren stock. On the other hand, se ri ous de fects are also
preva lent among per sons of a hum ble sta tion, as, for ex am ple, that they
stretch the arms of greed and self ish ness around them fur ther than they
ought, or in other ways de port them selves in an un seemly man ner, and
thereby bring con dem na tion on their fruit. St. Paul tells us this when he
says: As the Lord hath called ev ery one, so let him walk.4 It is right that he
whom God hath high tly ex alted should as pire af ter high things, and none
are higher than those which are heav enly and di vine. But let him whom the
Most High has placed in a low es tate com fort him self with the thought, that
godly hu mil ity is the short est way to true great ness. All who are filled with
the fruits of right eous ness unto His glory5 are dear to God, whether they be
high or low.

My God! make me, though a lowly, yet a fruit ful tree. In this world I
can not reach my proper height; but when trans planted by Thee into Thy ce- 
les tial gar den, I shall flour ish and grow for ever.
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29. Go ing to Church

See, said Got thold to his fam ily, as they were set ting out for church, that
none of you for get him self, and leave the true church at home. The true
church is a de vout heart, anx ious both to learn and to do the will of God,
and un less you take it along with you, you may as well stay at home. The
pic tures, pil lars, seats, and benches, have been in the church for many a
year, yet still con tinue life less things. You, how ever, are ra tio nal men, nay,
more, bap tized Chris tians; you have ears to hear, and a heart to un der stand
God’s Word, and un less you use your ears and hearts, go ing to church will
do you no good. Nay, on the great day of judg ment, there will be many for
whom it would have been bet ter never to have had the op por tu nity of en ter- 
ing a church door, than to have fre quently gone to it, but just as of ten re- 
turned from it with out fruit or im prove ment. On that day, it will be more
tol er a ble for those who did not know the Word of God, than for those who
pos sessed it abun dantly, and heard it of ten, but did not act ac cord ing to it.
Must the fig-tree which, in its nat u ral state, bore no fruit, be hewn down?
Then, surely, much more that which, af ter all the pains of the hus band man,
re mains un prof itable still.6 Af ter they had set out, Got thold sighed, and said:
Oh! Lord Je sus, beloved Sav ior, there are many churches upon the earth,
but few hearts that are churches to Thee. Here, how ever, is my heart; here
the hearts of all my fam ily; take, and oc cupy them; sanc tify them by Thy
Spirit; sprin kle them with Thy right eous ness; drive from them Sa tan and all
wicked ness; fill them with Thy grace; pro tect them by Thy power; re fresh
them with Thy con so la tions; up hold them unto sal va tion by Thy strength,
and so make them, both in time and eter nity, Thy sanc tu ary and dwelling-
place.

30. The Note book
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Hav ing one day pur chased a few note-books, Got thold took oc ca sion to
say to a friend who was with him: This re minds me of the words of a great
and en light ened states man, who, be ing asked by a young gen tle man what
trea tise on the art of gov ern ment he could rec om mend as the best, replied;
A book of white pa per. Take such a book, jour ney with it through the world,
care fully at tend to ev ery mat ter, whether po lit i cal or not, which ap pears to
you re mark able, note it for the in for ma tion of your self and oth ers, and in
this way you will make an ex cel lent work, from which you may learn much.
The saga cious man, it ap pears, pre ferred ex pe ri ence and ob ser va tion to all
other books. And why should not I en ter tain the same opin ion on spir i tual
mat ters? I do be lieve, that were a per son, from his ear li est in fancy, to note
and reg is ter all the Di vine bless ings, and all the mir a cles of good ness and
sever ity which, in the course of his life, he ob served and ex pe ri enced, he
would com pose an ex cel lent and most use ful book; Noth ing could be more
ed i fy ing than to be re minded, by its pe rusal, how won der fully, and yet how
gra ciously we had been led, and how ef fec tu ally com forted by God, and
how var i ous the ways, and abun dant the mea sures, in which His fa therly
love, truth, long-suf fer ing, care, and good ness, had been man i fested to- 
wards us! For my own part, were I cir cum stan tially to record all the mercy
which He has made to pass be fore me, the nar ra tive would fill many vol- 
umes.

Well then, my God, I have learned from ex pe ri ence that my God Thou
truly art. So nu mer ous are the proofs I have had of Thy fa therly care and
faith ful ness, that were I to fail in re liance upon Thee, it would be the height
of in jus tice.

1. Acts 25:23.↩ 

2. Gala tians 5:24.↩ 

3. Daniel 12:3.↩ 

4. 1 Corinthi ans 7:17.↩ 

5. Philip pi ans 1:11.↩ 

6. Luke 13:7 – 9.↩ 
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31. The Post

Got thold hap pen ing to re ceive a let ter brought by the post in a very few
days from a some what dis tant place, a per son who was present ob served:
How use ful an in sti tu tion the post is, by which we are en abled in so short a
time to hear from, and hold in ter course with, our dis tant friends. Got thold
replied: It is a just re mark. The posts are now ev ery where well-ap pointed,
and there are few places not pro vided with them. But what ed i fy ing
thoughts are they fit ted to sug gest? There can be lit tle doubt that cov etous- 
ness and cu rios ity are the two steeds by which most of the mails are drawn.
Of that, how ever, I shall say no more. Let us rather re flect on some thing
which the world in gen eral for gets, viz., that we may, if we please, have a
mail to heaven, con vey ing in a mo ment in tel li gence of our con di tion and
con cerns, our wants and de sires to our God and Fa ther, and bring ing back to
us a gra cious an swer, with ad vice and com fort, pro tec tion and help. Blessed
be the Fa ther of Mercy, and the God of all con so la tion, who has not left us
des ti tute of such a means of com mu ni ca tion with Him self! Prayer is the
swift courier, and sighs the winged mes sen gers. Doves have been trained to
fly from place to place, car ry ing let ters in a lit tle cas ket, fas tened to their
neck or foot. They are swift of flight, but our prayers and sighs are swifter,
for they take but a mo ment to pass from earth to heaven, and bear the trou- 
bles of our heart to the heart of God. These mes sen gers no hos tile force can
de tain; they pen e trate the clouds, never linger on the way, and never de sist
un til the Most High at tends. A tyrant may shut up a godly man in the deep- 
est dun geon, im mure him be tween mas sive walls, and for bid him all in ter- 
course with his fel low-men, but these mes sen gers he can not re strain; in de- 
fi ance of all ob sta cles, they re port to the Om ni scient the af flic tion of the
vic tim, and bring back to him the Di vine con so la tion.

Oh my Fa ther! I thank Thee for hav ing, de spite the devil and the world,
vouch safed to us a chan nel of com mu ni ca tion, and bold ness to con verse
with Thy self Grant unto me that I may at all times use my priv i lege with fil- 
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ial rev er ence and con fi dence: And by such a post as this, viz., my last sigh,
breathed by the strength of Thy Spirit in the name of Je sus, may my soul at
length per form its jour ney from earth to heaven!

32. The Sailors

Be ing one day upon the banks of a river, Got thold be held a party of
sailors im pelling their ves sel against the stream. Some times fas ten ing their
ropes to a tree or post, they towed it for ward; at other times, go ing ashore
and har ness ing them selves to the ropes, they dragged it af ter them. Here,
said he, I have an em blem of my own voy age to heaven. The world is the
mighty stream which sweeps mul ti tudes away into the gulf of perdi tion. I
must stem the tor rent with my lit tle bark, be ing com manded not to be con- 
formed to the world, nor to love ei ther it or its lusts.1 For this pur pose, la bor
is in dis pens able. My sighs and yearn ings are the ropes, my res o lu tion the
post, and my strength is in God and his Spirit. Here I strain ev ery nerve,
reach ing forth unto those things which are be fore.2 Here there must be no
pause or re lax ation. Were these sailors to in ter mit their ex er tions, the stream
would soon bear down their ves sel to its start ing-place. The same thing hap- 
pens in our Chris tian ex pe ri ence. If we cease to fight with our selves and the
world, or re lax our dili gence in prayer, and other holy ex er cises, we soon
be come sen si ble of the back slid ing and de cline of our in ner man.

My God, help me al ways res o lutely to strive, and through life and death,
to force my way unto Thee.

33. The Bed of Flow ers
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Got thold or dered a parterre [OR NA MEN TAL FLOWER BED] in his
gar den to be dressed afresh, and planted with all va ri eties of bulbs. The
work, when fin ished, sug gested to him the fol low ing re flec tions: Al though
the gar dener has ex er cised his skill upon this plot of ground, and given it a
form, which adds greatly to its beauty, nev er the less, like other earth, it still
re tains the wild ness of its na ture, and un less care fully kept, would, ere long,
be over grown with weeds. It is the same with the heart of God’s chil dren.
No doubt they have ex pe ri enced a blessed re gen er a tion, have be come other
men, and by the grace, word, and spirit of their heav enly Fa ther, been trans- 
formed and re newed in heart. Still the in nate sin ful ness con tin ues lurk ing
within them, and must daily be kept un der, by re pen tance and prayer, strug- 
gles and holy res o lu tions. They who are sin cerely pi ous, do in deed for sake
sin, but sin does not for sake them.

My God, I ac knowl edge all the grace, and pains, and la bor which Thou
hast ex pended on the cul ti va tion of my poor and desert heart. I thank Thee
for hav ing traced upon it an out line of gen uine god li ness, and planted it
with holy as pi ra tions and de sires, which are the roots of all the virtues. But,
my Fa ther, Thou know est the na ture of the soil. Sins still har bor in my bo- 
som; and though, as Thou also know est, I take pains to ex tir pate and sub due
them, the cor rupt prin ci ple re mains con cealed in my flesh, is ever ac tive,
and breaks forth where it can. My God, my own care and pains are too slen- 
der and weak. Do Thou, there fore, take me and take my poor heart un der
Thy charge. Ex tir pate, sub due, re strain sin, and cause the flow ers of faith
and char ity to grow, and in crease within me, that my soul may be come a
gar den of de light to Thee.

34. The Vi o let

Hav ing been pre sented with a bunch of blue vi o lets, Got thold re galed
him self with their de light ful fra grance, and thanked God for the man i fold
kinds of re fresh ment which He pro vides for man. He also took oc ca sion to
ex press the fol low ing thoughts: This beau ti ful and odor if er ous lit tle flower
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may fur nish me with a pleas ing im age of a hum ble and godly heart. It is a
lowly plant, and creeps upon the ground; but, nev er the less, it charms the
eye with its ce les tial blue, and, by its no ble per fume, far ex cels many of its
more stately and pompous mates of the gar den, such as the tulip and im pe- 
rial crown. In the same way, there are per sons who, to them selves and oth- 
ers, ap pear base and hum ble, but who re sem ble the Lord Je sus in meek ness
and low li ness of heart. They thus bear the gen uine hue of heaven, and are
pre ferred by God to oth ers who pa rade their spir i tual or bod ily gifts. The
apothe cary, too, ex tracts the juice of this lit tle flower, and, mix ing it with
melted sugar, pro duces a cool ing and in vig o rat ing cor dial; and even so the
Most High in fuses the syrup of His grace into the hum ble heart, and so
makes it the means of com fort and ed i fi ca tion to oth ers.

My God! my glory shall be not to seek my own glory, but Thine. I have
no wish to be a gaudy flower, if I can only please Thee, and profit my
neigh bor. Great ness does not con sist in the mere pos ses sion of lofty gifts,
but in us ing lofty gifts with a hum ble mind to the praise of the Most High.

35. The Cab i net of Cu riosi ties

In a com pany of per sons of rank, the con ver sa tion hap pen ing to turn
upon the mu seum of a prince, sev eral who had seen it men tioned var i ous
ob jects, which, partly for the la bor ex pended upon them, partly for their rar- 
ity, and partly, like wise, for their great in trin sic value, were held in high es- 
ti ma tion. Got thold re marked as fol lows: An em i nent and pi ous cler gy man,
hav ing once in spected a sim i lar cab i net, in ter ro gated his com pan ions, on
their way out, which of all the costly ob jects it con tained seemed to them
the most ex cel lent and pre cious. With one ac cord, and con so nant to the
opin ion of the keeper, who had shown them the cab i net, they fixed upon a
piece of jew elry, in which were set many large Ori en tal di a monds. Where- 
upon, the cler gy man ob served: I per ceive that you have yet to learn to put a
just value on your selves. Your Sav ior places the hu man soul in the bal ance
with the world, and, af ter weigh ing them, pro nounces the soul to be the
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most valu able of the two, say ing. What is a man prof ited, if he shall gain
the whole world, and lose his own soul?3 There is not one ob ject to be seen
in this trea sury which was not pur chased with gold or sil ver. The soul, how- 
ever, is far too valu able to be bought at any such price, and, there fore, the
pre cious blood of Christ, as of a lamb with out spot and blem ish, re quired to
be paid for it.4 Be sides, ev ery ob ject here is of a tran si tory na ture, and sub- 
ject to van ity. The soul, how ever, is im mor tal, and for that rea son ought to
be justly prized, as the most pre cious of jew els.

36. The Lost Ob ject

There fore, pro ceeded Got thold, what ever else you may do, I be seech
you see that you keep with care the pre cious jewel of your im mor tal soul. In
these days of ours, means have been de vised for search ing and re cov er ing
lost things out of nav i ga ble rivers, and even the tem pes tu ous sea; but who
knows how to res cue a lost soul from the abyss of hell? Alas! ex claimed
one of the com pany, this jewel is far from safe, when en trusted to such care
as ours; and He who is the keeper of Is rael, and nei ther slum bers nor
sleeps,5 must un der take the larger share of the task. To which Got thold
replied: How true that is!

Lord Je sus, Shep herd and Bishop of my soul! Thou know est best of any
how much a soul is worth. What ever it may be to a man, a pre cious jewel it
is to Thee, bought at an un told price. And that which is Thine own. Thou
wilt know how to keep, that the devil may never steal it away.

37. The Lute
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One evening one of a com pany of friends despatched a ser vant to his
house for his lute, and found that, when brought into the apart ment, it had
lost tune, as usu ally hap pens to these in stru ments when ex posed to changes
of weather or at mos phere. While the owner was tight en ing the strings, Got- 
thold, who was present, thought with him self: What is sweeter than a well-
tuned lute, and what more de light ful than a faith ful friend – one who can
cheer us in sor row with wise and af fec tion ate dis course! Noth ing, how ever,
is sooner un-tuned than a lute; and noth ing is more fickle than hu man
friend ship. The tone of the one changes with the weather, that of the other
with for tune. With a clear sky, a bright sun, and a gen tle breeze, you will
have friends in plenty; but let for tune frown, and the fir ma ment be over cast,
and then your friends will prove like the strings of this lute, of which you
will tighten ten be fore you find one that will bear the ten sion and keep the
pitch.

38. Sec ond Med i ta tion on the
Lute

But, pro ceeded Got thold, af ter a pause, why com plain of oth ers, when I
find a match for the lute within my self? What is my mind, if not an in stru- 
ment eas ily put out of tune? In fair weather it rings loud and clear; I mean
that when ca ressed by for tune, it is haughty and in so lent, en am ored of self,
and prone to fancy that all it thinks and con trives is good and pleas ing both
to God and man. Only, how ever, let the weather change, and the sun of
pros per ity dim its beams, and hide be hind dark clouds of trou ble, and then
our courage van ishes; we give our selves up to de spon dency, and anx ious
thoughts make a strange med ley within us.

Yes, my God, my mind is in deed vari able as a lute, and good for noth ing,
un less from hour to hour Thou tunest it afresh. En able me in all weath ers
de creed for me by Thy prov i dence, to keep the pitch, and may that ever be,
Thy will be done.
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39. The Pic ture

An op u lent man had taken down sev eral fine paint ings which adorned
the walls of his house, cleaned off the dust with a whisk of feath ers and a
moist cloth, and then ex posed them to the sun, know ing that this is the way
to brighten paint ings in oil, and re new their orig i nal beauty and fresh ness;
whereas wa ter color rubs off with the im pu ri ties. Got thold, on be ing told the
mat ter, ob served: Like pic tures in wa ter-col ors are false Chris tians, who
pos sess the form of god li ness, but deny the power,6 and may for a time de- 
ceive men, be cause men can see no furtlier than the out ward ap pear ance.
They are known, how ever, to God, who tries the heart and the reins, and
will be cast by Him into ev er last ing fire, as un wor thy to en ter heaven. As
for true Chris tians, whose hearts have been thor oughly pen e trated by the oil
of the Gospel, and have taken their hue from the blood of Christ, they stand
the proof, en dure trial, and come more beau ti ful out of ev ery temp ta tion.

Grant, Lord Je sus, that my Chris tian ity may be well founded and gen- 
uine, and that no ac ci dent may have power to blot Thine im age from my
heart!

40. The Straight and the
Crooked Tree

While Got thold was one day walk ing in a wood with a friend, the lat ter
spoke to him with sor row, of his son, who, he said, was a sim ple lad, could
not be taught man ners, un der stood lit tle of his tasks, and was too shy to
speak to a stranger; but yet, in other re spects, was of a pi ous dis po si tion,
feared God, took plea sure in prayer, and was obe di ent to the slight est hint of
his par ents. Got thold there upon di rected his at ten tion to two trees, – the one
beau ti ful and straight, and with out a branch from the root to the top, which
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it had pushed high into the air, and spread out in a grace ful cir cle; the other,
with plenty of branches, gnarled and crooked, – and then in quired: If you
had the choice of these two trees, which of them would you pre fer? With out
much re flec tion, his friend pointed to the straight one, and said: This would
be use ful for build ing, and var i ous pur poses, whereas the other is so
crooked, warped, and knotty, that it is good for noth ing. At tempt ing to man- 
u fac ture any thing out of it would be only wast ing tools, and even to split or
hew it into fuel for the fire, would be a dif fi cult task. Well, said Got thold,
this straight tree is the em blem of a sim ple-minded, plain, and hon est man,
who grows up in un feigned god li ness, feeds his mind with heav enly
thoughts, seeks those things that are above, and stretches forth his hands
and heart to wards God and heaven. Such per sons are of ten cho sen by the
Most High to be pil lars in his tem ple.7 That other, how ever, is the proper
im age of a sub tle, crafty, and in trigu ing per son, who is full of tricks and
cun ning, knots and branches. Of what use is such a char ac ter, un less to trou- 
ble him self and oth ers? If he who has lit tle wit needs a mas ter to in form his
stu pid ity, he who has much fre quently needs ten to keep in check his
worldly wis dom, which might oth er wise, like a high-met tled charger, toss
him to the ground. It is bet ter to have a son who is sim ple, good, and pi ous,
than one self-willed, reck less, and sharp at all kinds of vil lainy.

1. Ro mans 12:2; 1 John 2:15.↩ 

2. Philip pi ans 3:13.↩ 

3. Matt. 16:26.↩ 

4. 1 Pe ter 1:18.↩ 

5. Psalm 121:4.↩ 

6. 2 Tim o thy 3:5.↩ 

7. Rev. 3:12.↩ 
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41. The Sun-Dial

Ex am in ing the sun-dial, to as cer tain if the clocks were right, Got thold
said to him self: Di als are no doubt most in ge nious con trivances; but, how- 
ever in ge nious, they are of no use when the sun does not shine. It is the
same with us. Des ti tute of the grace of God, and of the quick en ing and en- 
light en ing in flu ence of the Holy Spirit, we too, what ever be our nat u ral gifts
and tal ents, are good for noth ing. The wise are not wise, and the most pru- 
dent coun selors go far thest wrong, when their un der stand ing and judg ment
are not ir ra di ated by the beams of grace from heaven. The acutest in tel lects
fall into the most fa tal er rors, un less they humbly ac knowl edge their in abil- 
ity, and turn to the Sun of Right eous ness, and seek to catch its rays. Nay, the
most in ge nious heads are like the finest watches, which, with out con stant
in spec tion, are of ten the first to stop. What, then, must be the con se quence
of imag in ing that we know much, when all our knowl edge, how ever great,
is not only use less, but even hurt ful, both to our selves and oth ers, un less we
also humbly and de voutly im bibe the light of grace from heaven!

My God! By Thy grace I am what I am. Let not Thy grace which has
been given unto me, be given in vain. Cause the light of Thy coun te nance to
shine upon me, that I may be able and will ing to serve many.

42. The Deer

Got thold one day saw a num ber of deer which a prince had or dered to be
caught and en closed in wooden cages, as a present, to be sent to a brother
monarch across the seas. It seemed very re mark able that, how ever wild and
shy these an i mals had for merly been, they now fear lessly ate bar ley, hay,
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cab bage, and ev ery thing of a sim i lar sort, from the hand. Got thold ob serv- 
ing this, said to him self: my God, how blessed is the yoke of the Cross, and
how use ful in mak ing us good and meek! When man is ex empt from af flic- 
tion, when he is en joy ing plea sure, health, and friends, then he stalks
through the world, like the wild stag through the for est, feel ing no want,
and car ing as lit tle for Thee as the stag does for me. The stag, when at large,
flies from the sight of a hu man be ing, and will take noth ing, be it ever so
good and pre cious, from his hand. Ill the sea son of pros per ity, we do the
same; when Thy voice cal leth. Where art thou, my chil dren? we hide our- 
selves.1 When Thou wouldest en tice us, we flee away. When Thou of fer est
Thy grace in the Word, we have no taste for it. Our soul loa theth Thy light
bread,2 and we avoid Thee as an en emy. But as the hunts man way lays the
stag in its se cu rity, and pros trates it with an un sus pected bul let; so never is
our soul in greater dan ger than when we deem our selves ex posed to none.

Thanks be to Thee my God, that we are not left ex posed to peril like this.
Thou lettest loose upon us the per se cu tor and the slan derer. Thou en tan glest
and tak est us cap tive in the meshes of all sorts of trou ble. Thou en clos est us
within the bars of poverty, sick ness, and af flic tion, both of mind and body.
Then do we be gin to think of Thee, be come hum ble and de vout, ac knowl- 
edge Thee as our God and Fa ther, and ea gerly ac cept the con so la tions pre- 
sented by Thy gra cious hand.

43. Elec tion

Cast down with melan choly, a per son com plained to Got thold that he
was of ten be trayed against his will into think ing of the de cree of elec tion,
and that when he con sid ered how great is the num ber of the repro bate, and
how small that of the elect, he could not help doubt ing whether he be longed
to that few, and had a right to be lieve him self or dained to life eter nal.

Got thold said to him in re ply: It hap pens to you as to fool ish chil dren,
who, from cu rios ity, or want of sense, fre quently mount upon a lad der or
stair, far higher than their heads can bear, and when they are up, know not
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how to de scend again. I re mem ber an in stance of a child ven tur ing out from
a high win dow upon some boards, placed as a stand for flow ers, and, in ex- 
treme dan ger, pro ceed ing to his fa ther’s apart ment, and look ing in upon him
at his stud ies.

You are guilty of the same folly; you ven ture into a dan ger ous place,
climb too high, and wish to have a look into the coun cil-cham ber of the
Most High. But, my friend, who bade you do this? Reckon it for cer tain that
these thoughts are but phan toms con jured up by the devil, and in tended to
plunge you into mis ery, spir i tual dan ger, and con tin ual de spon dency. What
the Scrip ture says of the elec tion of grace, it says not for the pur pose of
trou bling and ter ri fy ing poor souls as sailed by temp ta tion, bur dened with a
sense of sin, and anx ious to be de liv ered from it, but rather for the pur pose
of sooth ing their dis tress. The very rea son why God’s only Son came down
to us here on earth was, to save us from the ne ces sity of soar ing on the
wings of dan ger ous thought to heaven, in or der to learn there how God is
dis posed to wards us, and what he has de creed re spect ing our sal va tion.

44. The Trees in Win ter

True be liev ers, said Got thold, have sea sons of un fruit ful ness, in which
they bring forth no good works, or de vout thoughts and as pi ra tions. They
are like the trees in win ter, which, al though des ti tute of leaves, are not des ti- 
tute of sap and life, and there fore, when spring re turns, bud and blos som,
and bear afresh. The un godly, how ever, re sem ble with ered trees, which at
all sea sons alike are with out sap and life and fruit, and con se quently are lit
for noth ing but the fire.

45. The Mole
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Got thold one day looked on while a gar dener watched a mole, caught it
at its mis chievous work, threw it with his spade out of the earth, and made it
pay with its life for the dam age it had done.

This crea ture’s whole em ploy ment, thought he then with him self, is to
plow up the well-dressed gar dens and fields, gnaw and de stroy the roots of
plants, and by the many heaps it forms, to dis fig ure and in jure the parter res
and mead ows; all which it does for the sake of its food. Able to see and
cater for it self in the dark, and even be neath the earth, it is blind when un ex- 
pect edly brought into the light.

And so it is with the man of the world. He bur rows and filches in se cret;
seeks his own ad van tage at the ex pense of oth ers, who wither and per ish
through his de vices, and raises on ev ery hand the mon u ments of his en mity
and self ish ness. Be sides, wise and crafty though he be in tem po ral things,
he knows ab so lutely noth ing of those that are spir i tual and di vine. But death
stands by, and only waits the nod of the Most High, to ter mi nate, in a mo- 
ment, his projects and in trigues, casts the mis er able man out of earth, into
earth; I mean, from all his tem po ral pos ses sions, into the grave. To that dark
abode he shall carry noth ing away, nor shall his glory de scend af ter him;
but hav ing loved dark ness rather than the light in this present life, he shall
never see the light of the life to come.3

Thou faith ful God, what would it profit me to live in this world, were I
to shut my eyes to the light of heaven! It were bet ter to be a mole, and af ter
death have nei ther good nor evil to ex pect, than an un godly man ap pointed
to the place of ev er last ing dark ness, where there is weep ing and gnash ing of
teeth.

46. The Lis tener

A per son com plained that, while he was con vers ing con fi den tially with a
friend, a third party, of whom they had no sus pi cion, had been lurk ing and
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lis ten ing in a cor ner, and by re port ing the con ver sa tion, had cre ated great
dis sen sion.

Got thold re marked: Eaves-drop pers and lis ten ers, it is true, are dan ger- 
ous char ac ters, and the great mis chief they do may be seen in the in stance
of Doeg, the blood-thirsty flat terer of King Saul, whose treach ery caused
the death of fourscore and five priests, with their wives and chil dren. But
tell me how came you to be so im pru dent in your talk. Do you not know
that it would of ten be bet ter to lose a pearl from a neck lace than a word
from the tongue? So long as you keep an im por tant word to your self, it is
your own. Ut ter it, and from that mo ment it be longs to all by whom it has
been heard; and you need not won der that they treat it as their prop erty,
adding to or tak ing from it, ex tend ing or ex ten u at ing it, ac cord ing to their
plea sure. The only way to pre vent this is to be silent, and to keep in your
words.

One thing more. You say that you were con vers ing con fi den tially with a
friend, and did not ob serve the lis tener. But re mem ber the ad vice of the
wise monarch: Curse not the king, no, not in thy thought; and curse not
(speak not evil of) the rich in thy bed-cham ber, for a bird of the air shall
carry the voice, and that which hath wings shall tell the mat ter.4 In fu ture,
there fore, be not so rash with thy mouth. For get not that there is a lis tener
al ways on the watch, who hears, sees, and knows all that we say, do, or
think, whether in se cret by our selves, or con fi den tially with oth ers. I speak
of con science, which never sleeps, and holds a di vine com mis sion to re port
upon our whole con duct. Tell me, would you freely and un re servedly ut ter
all that en ters your mind, were you aware that one of the com pany was trea- 
sur ing, and would af ter wards com mit it to writ ing? Scarcely. Why, then, are
you not afraid of your con science, which records ev ery thing you do, and
will one day up braid you with more, per haps, than you will like to hear?

My God, put a lock upon my mouth, and af fix a seal to my lips, that I
may never trans gress by fool ish talk ing.
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47. The Eye that Does Not See
It self

The eye, pro ceeded Got thold, the no blest mem ber of the hu man body,
does not see it self; and piety and god li ness re sem ble it, in be ing des ti tute of
self-con scious ness. Be liev ers do not be lieve that they be lieve. The hum ble
are ig no rant of their own hu mil ity. The best and most de vout sup pli ants
have their minds so full of God, that they are not aware, and never think of
the fer vor of their prayers. The kind est bene fac tors have no rec ol lec tion of
the good they do, and are sur prised when men thank them for it. The pi ous
fancy that they have no piety, and con se quently are al ways fight ing, striv- 
ing, and ex er cis ing them selves to at tain it, in which, in deed, growth in god- 
li ness con sists.

My God! never have I greater rea son for sus pi cion than when I am par- 
tic u larly pleased with my self, my faith, my prayers, and my alms.

48. The Young Lamb

One evening Got thold met a shep herd walk ing be hind his flock, and car- 
ry ing in his arms a lamb, that had just been dropped in the field. The sight
at once re minded him of the good Shep herd, Je sus Christ, and he thought of
Isa iah’s pre dic tion con cern ing him:5 He shall feed His flock like a shep herd.
He shall gather the lambs with His arm, and carry them in His bo som, and
shall gen tly lead those that are with young.

He then ex claimed: Far be it from me to imag ine for a mo ment that this
shep herd is more at ten tive and af fec tion ate to his flock, than the Lord Je sus
to the church, which He has pur chased with His own blood. No, Thou faith- 
ful Shep herd! Didst Thou not carry the weak and ten der lambs, and watch
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con tin u ally over them; didst Thou not seek that which is lost, bring again
that which is driven away, and bind up that which is bro ken, Thou wouldst
soon have no flock at all.

My Sav ior! we are sheep and lambs, shy and timid, silly, weak, and
help less crea tures, but Thou art a faith ful Shep herd, and seest, know est, and
art able to do all things for us. In deed, wert Thou to with hold Thy care, who
could save us from de struc tion? Lift up, then, my weary soul, Shep herd,
and carry it in Thy arms. Let Thine eye be over me, that I fall not be hind in
the way, and for this I will thank and praise Thee through eter nity.

49. The Best Cham ber

Dur ing an ex am i na tion of a newly-built house, Got thold in quired of
some friends who ac com pa nied him, which of all the apart ments they con- 
sid ered the best. One an swered that he pre ferred the par lor, as be ing lofty in
the ceil ing, well lighted, and ca pa ble of be ing eas ily warmed. The oth ers
sev er ally fixed upon the kitchen, the cel lar, the busi ness of fice, and the bed-
rooms.

Got thold replied: No doubt these cham bers will be the fa vorites of many.
But what I meant to ask was, which of them a pi ous and godly Chris tian
will pre fer; and there can be no doubt that that is the cham ber set apart as
the place of prayer, and of which our Sav ior says: When thou prayest, en ter
into thy closet, and when thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy Fa ther which
is in se cret, and thy Fa ther who seeth in se cret, shall re ward thee openly.6

That cham ber is the sanc tu ary of the house. From it, as from a foun tain, the
stream of bless ing flows, and is con ducted into ev ery cor ner. Over it the
heav ens are open. There stands the ce les tial lad der, upon which the an gels
of God as cend and de scend. There man speaks with the Most High, as with
a friend, pours out his heart be fore Him, con fides to Him all his con cerns,
and ob tains from Him com fort in tribu la tion, and joy in the midst of sor row.
There stands the ark, for whose sake the whole fam ily, like that of Obe de- 
dom, is blessed.7 Happy he whose house has such a closet, well fur nished,
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and well em ployed! The mean est hut, whose in mates abound in prayer, is
prefer able to the costli est palaces of those who de spise God.

My God, my place of prayer shall be wher ever I can lift up a de vout
heart in faith to Thee. I, too, have a cham ber ap pro pri ated to this holy duty.
But I know that Thy good ness is con fined to no par tic u lar spot, and, there- 
fore, I can build my self an or a tory any where.

50. The Soar ing Lark

The lark is dis tin guished from all other birds by the habit that, when
about to sing, it does not seat it self upon the branch of a tree, or in a thorny
bush, but soars, in suc ces sive pitches, ever higher and higher into the air, as
if the longer it sang, the more de sirous it grew to reach the heav ens, and
meant in this way to show in whose honor it pours forth its notes.

Got thold, one day, as he looked and lis tened with de light to the lit tle
war bler, thought with him self: Well did my Sav ior say: Be hold the fowls of
the air.8 How beau ti fully this lark in di cates to me the true method of prayer
and praise to God! Ob ser va tion shows that it has its al most stated morn ing
and evening hours for mount ing from the earth, and chant ing its lit tle hymn
to the praise of the Cre ator; and ought I, who re ceive from that Cre ator
bless ings a thou sand-fold greater than any bird, to be less dili gent in this
holy duty? God for bid!

I will bless the Lord at all times. His praise shall con tin u ally be in my
mouth;9 and al though I do oc ca sion ally feel that the glow of de vo tion lan- 
guishes in my bo som, yet I see in this lark, and know from ex pe ri ence, that
there is no bet ter means of fan ning it into a flame, than the de sire and ef fort
to pray. The higher our spirit soars above the earth, the nearer it ap proaches
heaven, and it can not be but that that which ap proaches heaven shall be
filled with heav enly wis dom, and that that shall im bibe light which as pires
to the light eter nal. Lord, when I cry unto Thee, then know I that God is for
me.10
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51. The Hen

It is well known to be the habit of the hen, that when it has laid an egg, it
an nounces the fact to its owner by loud cack ling. On hear ing this noise one
day, Got thold thought with him self: This hen acts as proud saints and hyp- 
ocrites do. Such char ac ters make a trade of god li ness, and have no sooner,
with only half their heart, per formed a good work, than they are ea ger to
have it ev ery where trum peted, and made known to their honor. True Chris- 
tians are of quite an other mind.

52. The Earthen Clod

Dur ing an ex cur sion into the coun try, Got thold, ob serv ing the clods upon
the rich plowed fields, said to his com pan ions: I rec ol lect hav ing read of an
old no ble man, who, ev ery morn ing when he rose, had a fresh lump of earth
brought to him, and for a while in haled the scent of it, con sid er ing this an
ef fi ca cious means of pre serv ing his health and length en ing his days. I wish
that not only all no ble men, but all em per ors, kings, princes, and lords, and,
in deed, all Chris tians, ob served the same cus tom. What ever it might do to
their bod ies, it would in fal li bly pro mote the health of their souls, by re- 
mind ing them of their mor tal ity and noth ing ness.

Let man pa rade, and boast him self as he will, he is noth ing but a clod of
earth, which the hand of God will very soon bruise and crum ble into dust
and ashes. There have been many fa mous mon archs in the world, great in
name, power, and achieve ments. But what are they now? Search the tombs
of the might i est em per ors, – of Alexan der, Charle magne, and Otho, – and
think you that you will find in them any thing but a hand ful of earth? It is
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the same with our selves. All the great pains we have taken – our cares, toils,
hon ors, and eru di tion – ter mi nate at last in an earthen clod. For this rea son,
the wise man, when he be holds us va por ing with all the pomp of the frog in
the moon beam, can not re frain from mock ing us, and asks: Why is earth and
ashes proud? Man is filthy while he liveth, and when he is dead, creep ing
beasts and worms de vour him. Oh that we al ways re mem bered this!

53. Sub sided Mud

In a ves sel filled with muddy wa ter, the thick ness vis i bly sub sided to the
bot tom, and left the wa ter purer and purer, un til at last it seemed per fectly
limpid. The slight est mo tion, how ever, brought the sed i ment again to the
top, and the wa ter be came thick and tur bid as be fore. Here, said Got thold,
when he saw it, we have an em blem of the hu man heart. The heart is full of
the mud of sin ful lusts and car nal de sires, and the con se quence is, that no
pure wa ter – that is, good and holy thoughts – can flow from it. It is, in
truth, a miry pit and slough of sin, in which all sorts of ugly rep tiles are
bred and crawl.

Many a one, how ever, is de ceived by it, and never imag ines his heart
half so wicked as it re ally is, be cause some times its lusts are at rest, and
sink, as it were, to the bot tom. On such oc ca sions, his thoughts are ap par- 
ently de vout and holy, his de sires pure and tem per ate, his words char i ta ble
and ed i fy ing, and his works use ful and Chris tian. But this lasts only so long
as he is not moved; I mean so long as he is with out op por tu nity or in cite- 
ment to sin. Let that oc cur, and worldly lusts rise so thick, that his whole
thoughts, words, and works, show no trace of any thing but slime and im pu- 
rity. One is meek as long as he is not thwarted; cross him, and he is like
pow der, ig nited by the small est spark, and blaz ing up with a loud re port and
de struc tive ef fect. An other is tem per ate so long as he has no jovial com pan- 
ions; a third chaste while the eyes of men are upon him.

Alas, my God! How of ten have I fan cied that the world and all its lusts
were a thou sand miles away, and yet af ter wards dis cov ered that, like a
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crafty foe, she had kept quiet only to at tack and be guile me un awares. Of- 
ten, in my com munings with Thee, I have vowed that I would be cour te ous
and friendly to the man by whom I had been in jured, and would show it by
my de port ment. Nay, if re quired at the time, I would have con firmed my
vow with any num ber of oaths; and yet I have af ter wards found that the
very sight of him so vi o lently stirred and ag i tated my heart, that noth ing
was vis i ble in it but the mire of en mity.

Oh, my God! Purge me and I shall be clean, wash me, and I shall be
whiter than snow. Cre ate in me a clean heart.1

54. The Child’s Gift

A young girl, with whose mother Got thold was con vers ing in a gar den,
ap proached him at first with a few leaves, and at last with a flower which
she had plucked be side the walk, and, with child-like grace, of fered it to
him as a present. Well, said he, my lit tle maid, why should I not be sat is fied
with thy small gifts, be stowed as they are with a sim ple and child-like de- 
sire of giv ing, even as God must needs be, with sim i lar gifts of mine.
Fondly would I of ten bring to Him great faith, glow ing char ity, deep de vo- 
tion, spir i tual praise, sin cere prayer, and per fect child-like obe di ence. But,
though I search the whole gar den of my heart, I can find no such flow ers as
these, or any wor thy of be ing pre sented to Him, and He must be con tent to
re ceive in stead, weak nesses, good wishes and in ten tions, en deav ors, and
com mence ments. And so He is. He has shown us His fa therly and af fec tion- 
ate heart, by pre fer ring the two mites cast by the poor widow into the trea- 
sury, above all the costly gifts of the rich2 and by declar ing that even a cup
of cold wa ter, given to a dis ci ple in the name of a dis ci ple, shall in no wise
lose its re ward.3

Oh, my Fa ther! my soul re joices and ex ults that Thou art its God – that it
can hope to at tain all things from Thee – and that Thou art gra cious enough
to ac cept the poor gifts which, with a child’s fee ble hand, it ven tures to
present. I will, how ever, la bor at all times to im prove my gift. The best
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prod ucts of my pow ers and fac ul ties I will bring and make obla tion of them,
by the hand of Je sus, my Me di a tor: that will se cure for them, how ever poor,
ac cep tance from Thee.

55. The Stork

Some pi ous friends, who were walk ing in the coun try, ob served a stork
seek ing its food upon a beau ti ful meadow. One of them im me di ately ob- 
served: Let us here call to mind the com plaint which the God of mercy
makes by the mouth of the prophet Jeremiah.4 The stork in the heaven
knoweth her ap pointed times, and the tur tle, and the crane, and the swal low
ob serve the time of their com ing, but My peo ple know not the judg ment of
the Lord.

Alas! how many there are who ne glect the day of grace; and al though
the long-suf fer ing God opens wide to them the gate of heaven, and stretches
forth His hand, and says. Here I am5, pay no at ten tion, but rather seek an
open door to hell – I mean the op por tu nity of fol low ing af ter their sins.

Oh God! keep us from se cu rity and hard ness of heart; and make our life
a con tin ual act of re pen tance, and re turn to Thee!

Got thold sub joined: I lately read a very re mark able cir cum stance re- 
spect ing these birds, namely, that so strong is their af fec tion for their young,
that they are not afraid even to die for them. There have been in stances of
con fla gra tions, in which they flew to and fro, with wa ter in their beaks, to
save their nests upon the burn ing houses. Nay, it once hap pened at Delft, in
Hol land, that, find ing it im pos si ble to pre serve their brood, they placed
them selves upon the nest, spread over them their wings, and so per ished
with them in the flames. That is what is called dy ing for love! And of whom
should such a cir cum stance re mind us, if not of Him who would fondly
gather all the poor chil dren of men un der His wings, who upon the cross
died, not in deed with us, but for us, and died of love. Yes, ver ily, no death
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could have killed Him. But love to us brought Him from heaven, and
stretched and slew Him upon the cross.

The fa vorite sea son for gath er ing and dry ing plants is when they are in
fullest vigor and fairest blos som; and it seems to me as if the heav enly Fa- 
ther had des tined for the death of His well-beloved Son the time at which
the love of the Son had at tained its ut most fer vor. And as Je sus then died in
love, so in love did He also rise again from the dead, and as cend into
heaven, and now and through all eter nity, can do noth ing but dearly love the
chil dren of men. Oh that we had no eyes and no heart but for such a love as
this! Oh that it kin dled in our bo soms an ever-fresh and ever-fer vent love in
re turn!

56. The Trans planted Lime
[Tree]

By the pas sage of a hos tile army through the coun try, an af flicted man
com plained that he had lost his all, – his house hav ing been plun dered and
burnt to ashes, and he him self driven from it with noth ing but the staff in his
hand. Got thold, heartily sym pa thiz ing with him, spoke, for his com fort, as
fol lows: Be of good cheer; we have a God who can make us happy even in
ad ver sity. He then pointed to a young lime, which had shortly be fore been
re moved from the open field, and planted for or na ment and shade in front
of his house, and said: Mark that tree. By my com mand it was lately planted
there. Its boughs have all been lopped, the stock polled, and now it stands
dis fig ured and with out a leaf. But no other treat ment would have done it
good. Had the branches been spared, the roots, so re cently dis turbed, and, as
yet, im per fectly es tab lished in the for eign soil, could not have sup plied
them with sap, and, as an in evitable con se quence, both they and the stock
must have died. There, how ever, the stock now stands, naked in deed, but
still alive, and dis tribut ing what ever sap it re ceives from be low into a few
lit tle buds, which by de grees will burst, and grow, and flour ish.
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In the same way does a faith ful God of ten deal with those Chris tians
whom He in tends to trans plant from the soil of the world into the king dom
of His Son. He suf fers them to be re duced to poverty and want, causes the
boughs of their tem po ral pros per ity to be hewn off by rob bery, in jus tice,
war, or con fla gra tions, in or der that they may serve Him with a read ier will;
and with lighter bur dens and fewer im ped i ments, pro ceed along the nar row
way that lead eth unto life. If you have lost your all, count your self happy
that in this re spect you have at tained to con form ity with your Sav ior, who
had not so much as where to lay His head.6 At His birth, His bed was a
manger, but it was not His own. He taught the peo ple from a ship, but that
was Si mon Pe ter’s. Into the city of Jerusalem He rode upon an ass, but it
was bor rowed for the pur pose. The lit tle cloth ing which He pos sessed, the
sol diers di vided among them, and cast lots for His seam less coat. The only
thing He could call His own, was the cross on which He shed His pre cious
blood. Be thank ful, there fore, that al though you have lost all else, you have
still a cross which you can take up and bear in the foot steps of your Mas ter
Je sus.

57. The Plant in the Cel lar

Hav ing oc ca sion to go into the cel lar, Got thold found a turnip, which
had been left by ac ci dent, and had veg e tated and sent forth long and slen der
shoots. These, how ever, were un nat u rally of a pale yel low color, and there- 
fore un fit for use. Here, thought he, I have the type of a hu man un der tak ing
from which God with holds His bless ing, and which must, there fore, nec es- 
sar ily mis carry. This plant wants Sun shine and open air. with out which it
can not thrive, and so it grows in weak ness for a lit tle, and then with ers and
dies. It is the same with all our acts and en ter prises, which are not ir ra di ated
by the grace of God, nor fos tered by His bless ing. Ac cord ing to the words
of the Sav ior, Ev ery plant which my Fa ther hath not planted, shall be rooted
up.7
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58. The Rose

Per ceiv ing, in the month of May, the pomp and beauty of the roses, a
per son re marked: This is the flower which the Holy Spirit Him self has se- 
lected as the em blem of the be liev ing soul, be cause, as the rose is en vi roned
with thorns, so like wise is such a soul with tribu la tion.

Got thold replied: You say well, and no doubt you have also some times
ex pe ri enced the thorns which wound and vex the Chris tian’s heart. We are
told that the fra grance of the rose is greatly in creased by plant ing a launch
of fetid gar lic be side it. If this be true, it serves to il lus trate the ben e fit
which may ac crue to an up right and godly man from a wicked and shame- 
less slan derer. In fact, the fame of many would be cir cum scribed by nar row
lim its, if their slan der ers did not help, even against their will, to sound it far
and wide. The rea son is, that the more a man is ca lum ni ated and tra duced,
the more do the hon or able-minded, who pre fer their own good name above
all the trea sures of the world, and are, con se quently, re luc tant to be lieve dis- 
cred itable things of oth ers, feel bound to take into ac count the per son, look,
ges tures, and dis po si tions of him who ut ters the calumny, and so are led to
feel a deeper in ter est than they oth er wise would in the party against whom
it is lev eled. The ul ti mate con se quence is, that the rose re mains, af ter all, a
fra grant and beau ti ful flower, and the gar lic an of fen sive weed; I mean that
the vir tu ous man con tin ues to be hon ored and beloved, while the slan derer
is dis graced and hated. Be sides, the slan derer ex er cises the good man’s pa- 
tience, shows him the ma li cious ness of the devil, weans him from the
world, ex er cises him in hu mil ity, ac quaints him with his sins, and in cites
him to fly from the vices with which he is charged, and to cul ti vate the op- 
po site virtues. In short, ev ery calumny thrown at him is a pearl that will one
day beau tify his ce les tial crown. This is what King David af firms when he
says: Lord, in hum bling me (by shame and per se cu tion). Thou hast made
me great.8

My God, Thou mak est all things work to gether for good to them that
love Thee.9 That I do love Thee, is no doubt more than I can say of my self.
But that I earnestly wish to love Thee, I can with truth de clare. Yea, could I
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col lect in my heart the love of all an gels and all men, I would pour forth the
whole flood to Thee, and Thee alone. Oh, then, let the re proaches of mine
en e mies be come to me a praise, and their curse a bless ing!

59. The Caged Bird

Got thold had kept a singing bird for some time in a cage, so that at last it
be came ha bit u ated to its prison, and not only war bled its cheer ful and pleas- 
ant notes, but even, when the door was opened, showed no de sire to es cape.
Ob serv ing this, he could not help say ing to him self: Ah me! would that I
could learn from this bird con tent ment with my con di tion, and sub mis sion
to the Di vine will! Would that I were ha bit u ated to the ways and deal ings of
my God, and be lieved in my heart that His de signs to wards me can not but
be good! This lit tle bird is, in deed, im pris oned, but it re ceives abun dance of
food, and there fore is con tent, – hops about upon the perch, sings its song,
and has no de sire to change its con di tion. Even so God of ten en vi rons me
with divers crosses and straits, but never yet has left me des ti tute of com fort
or suc cor. Why, then, am I not happy? Why do I not sing, and thank Him
with a joy ful heart, even in the midst of tribu la tion?

One feels con strained to do, as Luther ex presses it, lift the hat, and say to
such a bird, “Dear doc tor, I must con fess that I greatly lack your skill. You
sleep by night in your lit tle nest, undis turbed by care. In the morn ing you
rise, cheer ful and merry, take your seat upon your perch, war ble your song
of praise and grat i tude to God, and then seek and find your food.”

Well then, my God, I too will be con tent and happy, and wish for noth ing
but what Thou wilt. From my cross, my bur den, my ad ver sity, I will not ask
to be re lieved un til it please Thee to re lieve me. Nay, I have no de sire even
to be in heaven, so long as it is Thy plea sure that I should serve Thee and
Thy church in this life of mis ery and toil. To me let Thy will be heaven;
Thy coun sel, wis dom; Thy good plea sure, sat is fac tion! The only wish I
have is, that it may be well with me in time and eter nity. But, as this my
wish is also Thy will, our end and aim are one and the same, and it is only
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about the ways and means of at tain ing it that we some times dis agree. No
harm, how ever, is done, al though the way Thou lead est me is dif fer ent from
that which my folly reck ons good; pro vided Thou lead est me well, and I se- 
cure the ob ject of my de sire.

60. The Trees in Blos som

Late in spring, when the weather was beau ti ful, and the fruit trees
showed one mass of blos som, Got thold, walk ing in his gar den, and feast ing
his eyes with their splen dor, made the fol low ing ob ser va tions to a friend:

These trees bear much more blos som than they can pos si bly ripen into
fruit. This shows in them an in ward and nat u ral dis po si tion to pay lib er ally
for the ground they oc cupy, but af ter wards they are more or less hin dered
by out ward cir cum stances, from car ry ing it into ef fect. It is the same with
good men. Ah, me! how large, how keen, how many thou sand-fold are of- 
ten their good res o lu tions and in ward de sires to love and serve the Lord!
God, we hear them cry, had I the love of all an gels and men, it should burn
for Thee alone! Had I ten thou sand hearts, to Thee should they be con se- 
crated and re signed! Had I the tongues of all mankind, their only em ploy- 
ment should be to praise and ex tol Thee, God of glory! With what alacrity
and joy I will hence forth serve Thee I Ah, me! why did I not know Thee
sooner, Thou pure and eter nal love! De part from me, ye evil do ers, for I will
keep the com mand ments of my God.10 At such a time, the tree is in full
blos som; and the in ward im pulse of the Holy Spirit, and the con strain ing
power of the love of Christ, are pow er fully felt. Scarce a tithe of the blos- 
som, how ever, ripens into fruit. But as man, not with stand ing, takes plea sure
in be hold ing it upon the tree, so does God de light in a heart over flow ing
with fer vor, and holy res o lu tions, and in the fruits and works of right eous- 
ness, though these may at first be few.

Lord, my God and Fa ther! have pa tience like wise with me, and be sat is- 
fied with the blos som and poor firstlings of my Chris tian ity. Do Thou also
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purge me, and vouch safe to me Thy bless ing, that I may be come more and
more fruit ful and pro duc tive.
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61. The Trees in Blos som, and
the Bees

Fur ther dis cours ing upon this sub ject, they ob served that the bees were
haunt ing the trees in crowds, hum ming among the branches, and gath er ing
honey in the flow ers. See, said Got thold, here is an im age of tem po ral pros- 
per ity. So long as there is blos som on the trees, and honey in the blos som,
the bees will fre quent them in crowds, and fill the place with their mu sic;
but, when the blos som is over, and the honey gone, they too will dis ap pear.

The same hap pens in the world among men. In the abodes of for tune and
plea sure, friends will be found in plenty; but when for tune flies away, they
de part along with it. Tem po ral gain is the world’s honey, and the al lure ment
with which you may en tice it whith er so ever you will; but where the gain
ter mi nates, there, like wise, do the love and friend ship of the world stop. For
this rea son, let all good men be ad vised to fly to Christ cru ci fied, who never
for sakes, in their dis tress, those who truly seek him.

62. The Cater pil lars

Got thold had feasted his eyes upon the rich blos som of the trees, and in- 
dulged the hope that, in au tumn, he would joy fully gather the fruit. In a few
days, how ever, he dis cov ered that a nox ious mildew had bred a mul ti tude of
cater pil lars, and that these had con sumed both blos soms and leaves, and left
the brandies as naked as if they had been scorched with fire. Such, thought
he, is the fate of hu man hopes and plea sures, which van ish like va por be fore
we are aware. Wher ever there are leaves, blos som, and fruit, be sure there
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will also be cater pil lars to waste and con sume them. When we fancy our
pros per ity to be in full blos som, and pre pare to en joy it to our heart’s con- 
tent, in a mo ment we dis cover that it has van ished like a shadow. All that is
good here be neath the sun is at tended by some evil, or en coun ters some foe.
Plea sure, riches, honor, and joy are sure to have care, dis grace, ad ver sity,
and af flic tion in their train. There is no plea sure with out pain, no joy with- 
out sor row. Oh the folly of ex pect ing last ing fe lic ity in a vale of tears, or
par adise in a ru ined world!

63. The Cater pil lar’s Nest

Pro ceed ing through his or chard, Got thold con tin ued: Let us not, how- 
ever, for get that we have all a cater pil lar’s nest in our own bo soms; I mean
a car nal and de praved heart, in which wicked lusts, the spawn of orig i nal
sin, are bred and swarm. These, if in dulged, im me di ately creep forth, and
de stroy both soul and body. It gives the Chris tian enough to do to keep them
down, and at last put them to death. To this ef fect, Luther him self said, that
he was more afraid of his own heart than of the Pope and all his car di nals;
and to my self a good man once ob served: My own heart makes life bit ter to
me, and death sweet.

Over this cater pil lar’s nest, help me. Lord, to watch dili gently, and with
all my might to check its brood of vices. Oh, when wilt Thou save me from
my self, and from my own heart!

64. The Wal nut Tree

Some wor thy per sons had seated them selves be neath a wal nut tree, in or- 
der to en joy the pro tec tion of its shade from the heat of the day. Got thold
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hap pen ing to pass, ac costed, and warned them not to tarry long where they
were, as the shade of the wal nut tree is in ju ri ous to the health, and usu ally
causes se vere headache. On their re ply ing that they were not, as yet, sen si- 
ble of the slight est bad ef fects, he re joined: But you cer tainly will ex pe ri- 
ence them af ter wards, though not, per haps, for a day. In this tree, he pro- 
ceeded to say, we have an em blem of bad com pany. A good man, when
obliged to as so ciate and con verse with per sons of an op po site char ac ter, of- 
ten re solves that he will be upon his guard, keep the door of his senses
barred, and al low noth ing sin ful to en ter his mind; and in this, at first, he
thinks that he suc ceeds. Af ter wards, how ever, he is al most al ways obliged
to con fess, with sor row, that bad com pany has been to him like this tree,
whose shadow for awhile cools and re freshes us, but in the se quel is the
cause of much trou ble. Sa tan knows what ad van tage af ter wards to take of
all that has oc curred, and once more calls up the car nal ideas be fore the in- 
ward eye, to dis turb the mind in its holy ex er cises, and sen si bly im pair the
fer vor of its de vo tion. Though he may have lis tened with out plea sure, and
even with pos i tive dis-rel ish and ab hor rence to the jests, ex trav a gances, and
fol lies of the li cen tious com pany, the good man will yet have enough to do
to re sist the as saults and re pel the darts of Sa tan. Truly, there fore, did an old
teacher call bad com pan ions the wet nurses of the devil. It is best to keep
aloof from them. The lit tle sin ful plea sure they can give, will is sue at last in
pain and sor row.

The saintly Tauler says, in one of his dis courses: "Turn we, whith er so- 
ever or to whom so ever we may, in this sphere of time, we shall find noth ing
but false hood, treach ery, and dis sen sion, in all out ward ob jects and per sons.
Of ten where we seek, and think we shall surely find so lace and de light,
there we lose all in ward com fort, and are wholly robbed of that peace of
mind which has cost us many a day in our re tire ment to lay up. Nay,, we
even cause great trou ble in our breast,

for we bur den our selves with the guilt of idle, su per flu ous, and false
words, with waste of time, and var i ous other sins, which freeze the heart
and ex tin guish love, so that con science af ter wards sorely gnaws and stings
us." These, my God, were the words of Thy ser vant, more than three hun- 
dred years ago. What would he have said now, when un god li ness has
swelled to to over whelm ing a flood, that a man of ten der con science can no
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longer pass his thresh old, or look out of his win dow, with out wit ness ing
some scan dal?

Lord, keep watch over my soul, and bring it through dan ger and Sa tan’s
many snares, de spite his mal ice, unto ev er last ing life. Oh, how shall I then
ex tol Thy name for ever and ever!

65. The Cloud of Tribu la tion

My God and Fa ther, sub joined Got thold in prayer, I call to mind the
words of Thy prophet1, Thou hast cov ered Thy self with a cloud, that our
prayers should not pass through. Alas! so it is too of ten with me and Thee.
A dark cloud of trou ble en camps be tween us. Nor can I com plain of this,
for it arises from my own sins and trans gres sions. Still, as the sun shines
even be hind the clouds, op er ates in them, and sheds its ge nial in flu ence,
with the rain, upon the earth; so, even in trou ble. Thou still con tin uest my
God, and so pow er ful is Thy work ing in it, that, af ter a brief in ter val, I can
mark the traces of Thy grace upon my soul; and hence, whether smil ing or
frown ing. Thou art still my beloved Fa ther and my gra cious God!

66. The Fa ther

Re flect ing, said Got thold, upon the words of Thy prophet. How great is
Thy good ness Lord, which Thou hast laid up for them that fear Thee2, it
seems to me that he means to de pict God as a Fa ther who, no doubt, keeps
His chil dren un der dis ci pline, and sub jects them to the rod, but who, with
all his la bor and pains, still aims at noth ing but to lay for them a store which
may con trib ute to their com fort, when they have grown to ma tu rity and
learned the pru dent use of it.
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My Fa ther, in this world Thou hidest from Thy chil dren Thy great good- 
ness, as if it did not per tain to them. But be ing Thy chil dren, we may be
well as sured that the ce les tial trea sures will be be stowed upon none else.
For this rea son, I will bear my lot with pa tience. But oh! from time to time,
waft to me a breath of air from the heav enly land, to re fresh my sor row ful
heart; I will then wait more calmly for its full fruition. How ami able are
Thy taber na cles, Lord of Hosts! my soul, longeth, yea, even fainteth for the
courts of the Lord; my heart and my flesh cri eth out for the liv ing God3.
When shall I come and ap pear be fore God?4

67. The Flower Pot

As he was walk ing in a gar den, Got thold saw a col lec tion of flow ers,
planted in beau ti fully painted and or na mented pots, and shown off upon a
lofty stage; and he thought with him self: Even these flow ers are daugh ters
of the earth; by earth they live, and to earth they shall be turned. Of earth,
too, are formed, and with earth are filled, the gaudy pots in which they
grow. Wait but a lit tle, and of all the showy flow ers which fig ure on that
lofty stage, there will be no more to say than of the hum ble vi o let that
creeps upon the ground, and fades in the month of March. Paint such a
flower-pot, and in scribe it with the motto: We fade like other flow ers; earth
and noth ing more; and you will have an ap pro pri ate em blem of worldly
great ness and glory. It is true, that in the gar den of the world God has ex- 
alted some men among the rest, and given them su pe rior con se quence and
dis tinc tion, by the dig ni ties, hon ors, of fices, wealth, palaces, cloth ing, or at- 
ten dants, which they pos sess. Af ter all, how ever, they still con tinue earth
and ashes, are sus tained by the earth, like oth ers; and when they have shed
their blos soms, and fin ished their course, be come earth in the strictest sense
of the word.
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68. Frail ties

A good man was com plain ing of his many frail ties. I am, he said, like a
child, who this mo ment gives, and the next takes back the gift. In my in ten- 
tions, I give lib er ally to my God, but I soon re claim all that I have given.
When He alarms or cor rects me, I make Him plenty of prom ises; but, alas!
they are soon for got ten, and sel dom kept. Here upon his eyes filled with
tears.

Well, said Got thold, if it be true that you are like a child, it is also true
that God likens Him self to a fa ther, who piti eth his chil dren5. For my part, I
never ei ther saw or heard of a fa ther who, for a few faults or short-com ings,
drove his child from his home, drowned him in the river, or cast him into
the fire. With out pa tience, and a large mea sure of pity on a fa ther’s part, it is
im pos si ble to train a child and rear him to man hood; and un less God over- 
look many faults, and ex er cise great com pas sion to wards us, not one of us
will ever en ter heaven. Or, do we men, who are evil, sup pose that we can
pos si bly be more pa tient than the gra cious and long-suf fer ing God? The
moon, even at the bright est, is not with out spots; and just as lit tle is the
Chris tian with out sins, even at his best. It is true he has for saken his sins,
but his sins have not for saken him. Rec ol lect that you are un der the eye and
dis ci pline of a good and gra cious God, who knoweth our frame, and whose
wis dom and good ness shine most con spic u ously in the fa therly long-suf fer- 
ing and for bear ance with which He treats the frail ties of His saints, and ren- 
ders even these sub servient to their wel fare. Above all, how ever, for get not
to look to the cru ci fied Je sus, and His sa cred blood and mer its. You are not
the man to stand be fore God in your own strength; Christ must be in you,
and you in Christ.

69. The Weep ing Damsel
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See ing a young lady in tears, Got thold, in quir ing into the cause, was
told, that in a com pany of per sons of her own age, she had been slighted
and over looked on ac count of her poverty, plain at tire, and sim ple man ners.
He there upon ex claimed: Blessed is he whom the world slights and dis re- 
gards! He is like the ship wrecked mariner, tossed by the vi o lence of the sea,
but tossed upon a cliff, where he can save his life. How good it is when the
world, which usu ally plays the part of se duc tress for the devil, it self cuts off
the op por tu nity of sin ning! Be lieve me, those young ladies who are so gaily
at tired, and so fondly wor shiped and ca ressed, are like beau ti ful flow ers,
around which the bees and moths swarm in crowds, to rob them of their
honey. God li ness is like a pre cious oil in a brit tle vial. The best way to pre- 
serve it is to lay it upon the shelf, and not trust it into im pru dent hands. If
you are no fa vorite with the world, let the world be no fa vorite with you,
and this will ad just the bal ance. Make it your sin gle aim to please God. Let
the crown and wreath about your head be His grace; your neck lace, a string
of texts of Scrip ture; your pearls, tears of re pen tance, prayer, and love; your
gar ments, piety and right eous ness of faith; your ring, a good con science;
your lace, hu mil ity; your white linen, an un blem ished walk; your fa vorite
lan guage, prayer; your mir ror, the law, and holy. life of Je sus; and your
riches, heaven. Thus you will be the bride of Christ, and, in the land of
glory, be pre ferred be fore many oth ers.

70. The In valid

Got thold one day vis ited a sick man, who suf fered great in ward an guish,
as the drops of sweat upon his face tes ti fied. He tossed im pa tiently from
side to side upon his bed, of ten rose, and made them carry him from place
to place, in the vain hope of find ing ease and rest.

Got thold sighed to be hold him, and thought with him self: How vain to
think of cur ing in ward care and trou ble by ex ter nal means, ap ply or change
them as of ten as you may! The best thing for this poor man would be to ex- 
er cise, if he could, some lit tle self-con trol, and pa tiently wait till rest came.
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But we of ten act in the same way in our spir i tual trou bles. The bur dened
con science, or the heart pierced by the ar rows of the Almighty seeks rest in
rest less ness, tries ev ery plan, and en deav ors by out ward plea sure to deaden
the sense of in ward an guish.

1. Lam. 3:44.↩ 

2. Psalm 31:19.↩ 

3. Psalm 84:1,2↩ 

4. Psalm 42:2↩ 

5. Psalm 103:13.↩ 
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71. The Swal low

One day in spring, Got thold ob served a Swal low busily em ployed in
build ing its nest, and fas ten ing it to one of the win dows of the church. It
col lected and wrought the clay with its bill; and, al though it could carry lit- 
tle at a time, still, by dint of un ceas ing in dus try, it con trived, ere long, to
fash ion and com plete the fab ric.

Here, said he to him self, I have a pleas ing im age of the in dus tri ous and
godly man. Many such com mence life as poor as this bird, which has noth- 
ing but what God al lots it, or its bill can scrape to gether. Nev er the less, if
they do not grow weary in prayer and well-do ing, the boun ti ful Giver of all
good gives them one penny to day, and an other to mor row, un til they ac cu- 
mu late a heap of sur pris ing mag ni tude.

If, how ever, it be true that per se ver ing la bor, con joined with the Di vine
bless ing, can do so great things, I ought to act upon this truth in col lect ing
spir i tual riches. My abil i ties are small, and my faith weak; still I will trust to
God’s gra cious aid, and never doubt that, by steady ex er cise and holy dili- 
gence, my Chris tian ity will in crease and im prove from day to day. It is Thy
method, God, when Thou hast a great work in hand, to be gin with lit tle
things, or even with noth ing, that Thy ex cel lent power and free grace may
have all the glory. Even so I will never fear the suc cess ful in crease of my
god li ness, how ever small it may be, so long as Thy good Spirit does not
cease to work within me.

Teach me to do Thy will, for Thou art my God. Thy Spirit is good. Lead
me into the land of up right ness.1

72. The Hewn Wil lows
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Got thold ob served that some wil low trees, which had been hewn down
and laid upon the ground, to mend the path, had sprouted, and sent their
shoots up right into the air.

This, said he, is a pleas ing im age of those who, hav ing been hum bled by
sick ness and divers mis for tunes, lie, as it were, pros trate un der the world’s
feet, but di rect their sighs and as pi ra tions, de sires and thoughts, solely to the
bet ter world – of such a per son, for in stance, as Lazarus. Oh, how blessed is
that hu mil i a tion which el e vates the heart to heaven! How de sir able. to lie
be neath the feet of the world, in re spect of our out ward cir cum stances,
while in spirit we re pose in the bo som of God!

73. The Wounded Stag

Pro ceed ing, Got thold re marked: As the stag, which the hunts man has hit,
flies through bush and brake, over stock and stone, and thereby ex hausts its
strength, but does not ex pel the deadly bul let from its body; so does ex pe ri- 
ence show that they who have trou bled con sciences run from place to place,
but wher ever they go, bear with them their dan ger ous wounds. In such
cases, the true rem edy is pa tience, and the word of the prophet: I will bear
the in dig na tion of the Lord, be cause I have sinned against Him.2 Sighs,
groans, and tears, are not for bid den, but im pa tience, and in ces sant change
of place, only ag gra vate the evil.

Oh thou faith ful God! if it be Thy gra cious will to bring an guish like this
upon my soul, en able me to wait upon Thee, from whom cometh my sal va- 
tion.3 Lord Je sus, in obe di ence to Thy word, when I la bor and am heavy
laden, I will go unto Thee, for with Thee I shall as suredly find rest unto my
soul.4 If I run at all, it shall be af ter Thee, and as a weep ing child. As for
me, I will call upon God, and the Lord shall save me. Evening, morn ing,
and at noon, will I pray, and cry aloud, and He shall hear my voice, and de- 
liver my soul in peace from the bat tle that was against me.5
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74. The Folded Hands

The grace hav ing been one day said at ta ble, the ques tion was started,
what might be sig ni fied by the cus tom of fold ing the hands at prayer, when
Got thold be gan and said:

The out ward pos ture and car riage of the body and its sev eral mem bers,
dur ing prayer, has been dif fer ent in dif fer ent pe ri ods, and among dif fer ent
na tions. In the Old Tes ta ment, and like wise at the com mence ment of the
New, it was the cus tom to pray with the arms and hands ex tended, so that
the body of the sup pli ant formed a per fect cross. This cus tom was, no
doubt, sug gested to the early be liev ers by the re mem brance, and was in- 
tended also to serve as a memo rial, of their Lord’s death. In sub se quent
times it gave place to our method of fold ing the hands, which has not only
the same, but, as I shall en deavor to ex plain, a much larger im port.

We pray with our thumbs across, and this ought to re mind us to found
our ex pec ta tions of be ing heard upon our cru ci fied Sav ior. The fin gers in- 
ter twined ad mon ish in like man ner, to pray in sin cer ity, with pa cific and
for giv ing hearts, inas much, as if our minds be alien ated by strife and dis- 
cord, our prayers can not please the God of peace. It of ten hap pens, that dur- 
ing prayers, and as the warmth of our de vo tion in creases, the hands in vol- 
un tar ily clasp closer and closer to gether, as if we grasped some ob ject be- 
tween them, and wished to hold it fast. Of this, a pi ous man once said: “Of- 
ten, when in prayer, I feel as if I held be tween my palms the fa therly heart
of my God and the bloody hand of the Lord Je sus, for I re mind the one of
His di vine love and in con ceiv able mer cies, and I grasp the other by His
prom ise, and strive to hold Him fast and say, I will not let Thee go ex cept
Thou bless me.”6 As we like wise know that a de vout heart is the chief req- 
ui site for ac cept able prayer, so may the link ing of the fin gers re mind us that
we ought not in prayer to per mit our thoughts to flut ter to and fro, but
should bind them firmly to gether by holy res o lu tion, and point them to the
one ob ject of call ing upon God in spirit and in truth.7

In like man ner, fi nally, the fold ing of the hands con duces to hu mil ity in
prayer; inas much as we thereby present our selves be fore a right eous God in
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some thing of the at ti tude of male fac tors, with our hands bound. Oh that
when we do so, we may clearly and in wardly feel that, by our man i fold
sins, we have justly de served to be bound hand and foot, and cast into outer
dark ness, so that in our prayers we can no longer plead our rights, but only
im plore mer cies.

Lord Je sus! give me a truly be liev ing, meek, and hum ble heart, and then
when I pray, I shall never pray in vain.

75. The Hop Plant

Hav ing gone into a hop ground, Got thold took plea sure in ob serv ing
how el e gantly the weak and slen der plant twined around the poles, and
climbed till it over topped them, and be gan to re flect why it had pleased the
in fin itely wise Cre ator of all things to make this and other plants, such as
the vine, the ivy, the pea, and the cu cum ber, which can not grow with out ex- 
tra ne ous help and sup port.

One rea son, as he ob served, no doubt was, that I might ev ery where find
ob jects to re mind me how weak I am. These plants are des ti tute alike of
beauty and fruit ful ness, un less they find a pole to be the sup port of their
fee ble ness. It is the same with my soul, which labors un der a thou sand in fir- 
mi ties. Sin makes me weak and so does sor row, and man i fold temp ta tions
from within and with out; and how could I ex ist, or shoot to wards heaven,
un less up held by the power of God and the stake of the cross of Christ?

These plants are im pelled by a nat u ral ex i gence to seek sup port; so that
we some times see them creep ing for a space along the ground, and, as it
were, lan guish ing till they meet with some thing around which they can
twine. Sev eral of them, too, are pro vided by na ture with lit tle ten drils and
bands, by which they fas ten and at tach them selves to their sup ports. Even
so do I feel within me the mo tion of the Holy Spirit, con stantly re mind ing
me of my weak ness, in spir ing me with re pen tance and hu mil ity, and mak ing
me yearn for the grace of God and the cross of my Lord Je sus. My ten drils
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and bands are the be liev ing sighs with which I take hold of Christ, the prop
and sup port of my sal va tion, and so, weak though I am, I stand even against
the might of the gates of hell!

76. The Rod

Vis it ing a friend one day, Got thold found him seated with his fam ily at
ta ble, and ob served that the chil dren all re ceived a due por tion of food, and
were re quired to eat it in a quiet and or derly way; but, that be side the fa- 
ther’s plate, there was also ly ing upon the ta ble a rod, to warn them against
im pro pri eties of con duct and man ners.

He there upon ob served to his friend: You treat your chil dren as our heav- 
enly Fa ther treats His. He, too, pre pares a ta ble be fore them8, and gives
them all sorts of good things, spir i tual and tem po ral, to en joy, and yet the
rod, which is an other name for the cross, must like wise be at hand, that we
may not be come froward, but walk in holy fear and fil ial obe di ence. Of this
truth, God has given us an al most sim i lar em blem in the Sa cred Scrip tures.
For the ark of the Old Tes ta ment con tained not only the golden pot with the
manna, but also Aaron’s rod, which blos somed, to in ti mate the au thor ity He
ex er cises over His fam ily, and teach us that al though He feeds the mem bers
with the hid den manna9 of His sweet grace. He also pur poses to use the rod,
if He shall see cause, and to do both the one and the other for our wel fare
and sal va tion. The same hand pre pares the ta ble and wields the rod.

From one and the same heart flow both com fort and cross. God con tin- 
ues our lov ing and gra cious Fa ther when He chas tises and cor rects, no less
than when He re freshes and com forts us. A good man once per ti nently said,
that it was a doubt ful mat ter whether bread or chas tise ment was best for
chil dren, be cause, while bread was nec es sary for them to live, chas tise ment
was nec es sary for their liv ing well. Even so must we, too, con fess that the
dear cross is as need ful to us as life it self, and far more need ful and salu tary
than all the bless ings and hon ors of the world. In heaven, the glo ri fied spir- 
its, who now fully un der stand its mys tery, and en joy, in the ev er last ing rest,
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the sweet fruit which grows upon this thorny brier, will thank the all-wise
and gra cious God es pe cially, for His holy cross and fa therly cor rec tion,
with out which they would never have reached the seat of bliss and glory.
Let us also learn this les son, and say from the heart: It is good for me that I
have been af flicted10, that I might learn Thy statutes.

Whether we like it or not, the Lord our God will not change His ways.
Who ever wishes to be His child, must take bread and sor row to gether from
His hand. No guest at His ta ble need think it strange to see the rod upon it,
and be obliged of ten to eat his heav enly Fa ther’s bread moist ened with
tears. Here, in this world, it can not be oth er wise; but when we shall one day
sit at His ta ble in heaven, ev ery rod shall be cast into the fire.

Oh my Fa ther! I am be com ing ac cus tomed, by de grees, to Thy ways,
and have no ob jec tion to the rules of Thy do mes tic gov ern ment. Daily do I
strive to learn, not only to rel ish the bread, but also to kiss the rod.

77. Death

Many a man, said Got thold, has an ill-fa vored coun te nance, is lean and
hag gard, pale and sal low, and mean in his at tire, and yet, un der an un gainly
ex te rior, con ceals great tal ents and virtues. Such is the case with death. Ah
me! how much that is good, and sweet, and blessed, is con cealed be neath its
spur as pect and tran si tory bit ter ness! It is not I who die when I die, but my
sin and mis ery. As of ten as I think of death, I fig ure to my self that I see a
mes sen ger com ing from a dis tant land, bring ing me good news of my Sav- 
ior, the Bride groom of my soul, and of the in her i tance which He has pur- 
chased with His blood, and re serves for me in heaven. What care I al though
the mes sen ger have an ugly face, be armed with a long dart, wear a tat tered
coat, and knock rudely at my door? I at tend less to his ap pear ance than to
his busi ness.

My Faith ful Sav ior! It should not dis tress me though all the birds of the
air were daily and hourly to sing and dis course to me of my mor tal ity. The
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nec tar I sip from Thy drip ping wounds, swal lows up the few bit ter drops
which death pours out to me from his cup, at my de par ture from this world.
What, Lord Je sus, should I long for more than to de part and be with Thee!

78. The Mar riage

Be ing present at a mar riage, af ter the per for mance of the cer e mony, Got- 
thold ob served, with won der, the pains and un remit ting at ten tion and zeal of
the par ents of the bride to en ter tain the guests and min is ter to their en joy- 
ment. Well, said Got thold to him self, Mar riage seems to me to be one of the
most un ac count able of mir a cles. These par ents love their child; they
brought her into the world with sor row and pain, ed u cated her with much
la bor and ex pense, and now have reared her to that time of life at which she
might be help ful to them in their im pend ing old age, and take a share in the
man age ment of their busi ness or house hold; when, be hold, they give her
away to a man who is a stranger to them, and never did any thing to earn the
boon. Nay, they give her with out lay and trou ble, joy and feast ing, as if they
counted it a happy thing to be quit of her. What is more, with their child
they like wise give him their hearts, and con ceive for him an af fec tion of ten
as strong as for their own bod ily off spring. The daugh ter, like wise, now for- 
sakes her fa ther’s house, and all the en joy ments to which she was there ac- 
cus tomed, and re signs her self to the con ju gal ser vice of a man, who, but a
short time be fore, was wholly un known to her. Ver ily, there is here a higher
hand, which knows how to in cline hearts, and knit them to gether, above all
hu man thought and ex pec ta tion, but in His own wise and won drous way.

My God, we men have of ten our hands so full, that we for get that the
supreme gov ern ment of all things be longs to Thee. And Thou, on Thy part,
of ten con ductest Thy gov ern ment so qui etly, or per mittest events to take so
strange a course, that the last thing we would sus pect is the pres ence of Thy
hand in the game. A closer in spec tion, how ever, soon shows us that Thou
con trollest and bringest into or der the vast con fu sion of the world, and,
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even in si lence, mar velously dis playest Thy gra cious crown. He, there fore,
is a fool who wills any thing but what Thou wilt.

79. The Clouds

Af ter a heavy fall of rain, and when a gen tle east wind was be gin ning to
clear the sky, Got thold walked forth into the fields, thanked his God for the
fer til iz ing storm; and lift ing his eyes to the heav ens and be hold ing the
rolling clouds, said to him self: My God, there go the char i ots in which (to
use the lan guage of weak men) Thou ridest forth to in spect Thy fields and
gar dens. Thy mead ows, forests, and plains. Beg gars are wont to run be hind
the char i ots of the wealthy, and cry aloud for alms. To Thee, God, we are all
beg gars; and when Thou ridest forth on Thy char iot of the clouds, we cry
af ter Thee, Give us this day our daily bread. The clouds are also the pitcher
with which, like a gar dener. Thou wa ter est the sul try glebe SOIL in times of
drought. They are the pipes by which Thou con ductest mois ture into the fir- 
ma ment, and thence caus est it to de scend in rain, and bless the earth. They
are Thy store houses, richly filled with wine, beer, oil, but ter, corn, and malt,
and Thou open est it in Thy good ness, and sat is fi est the de sire of ev ery thing
that lives. They are great cur tains, which, at Thy good plea sure, Thou
drawest as a cov er ing for the plants, that they may not be with ered and de- 
stroyed by the con tin u ance of the heat. Not sel dom, too, are they the ar se nal
in which Thou keep est Thine ar tillery of thun der and light ning, in or der, at
set times, to strike the chil dren of men with rev er en tial awe, or in flict upon
them some great pun ish ment.

80. The Shoot ing Match
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In a cer tain neigh bor hood, the young men had been al lowed, for plea sure
and pas time, to set up a tar get, at which they shot, all en deav or ing to do
their best. Got thold hap pened to be in the vicin ity, and, hear ing the re ports,
fell into the fol low ing train of re flec tion:

All of these shoot ers aim at the black mark, and yet there can be lit tle
doubt that only a few will hit it. The same is the case with our Chris tian ity
and its per fec tion. Since the fall we no longer (to use the sports man’s
phrase) have a steady hand. But al though an out line of Di vine per fec tion, in
other words, the Law, is set be fore us, as the mark at which, in all our
thoughts, words, and works, we are to aim; still we so of ten shoot aside,
that our per fec tion is re ally im per fec tion, and we must even reckon it a kind
of per fec tion to be aware how im per fect we are, mourn over our de fects,
and en deavor, by the prac tice of god li ness, to grow daily bet ter.

None of us has reached the mark as we ought to have done; but we are
all upon the way to it, one nearer, an other not so near, and God is sat is fied
with us, if He only find us la bor ing and press ing to wards it. Would that men
were but sat is fied with each other, when this one strikes the cen ter, and that
one only touches the cor ner of the tar get! Why do we de spise a brother be- 
cause we are near ing the goal, while he is do ing his best to fol low? Show
me the man who has al ways hit and never missed the mark, – I mean who
has at all times and in all things cho sen the bet ter part, – and I will look
upon him with as ton ish ment, as an an gel.

My God! keep my Chris tian ity in con tin ual ex er cise; for ex er cise brings
in crease, and in crease, at last, per fec tion, – not, per haps, such as will sat isfy
man, but such as will sat isfy Thee, my be nign and mer ci ful Judge.

1. Psalm 143:10↩ 

2. Micah 7:9.↩ 

3. Psalm 62:1.↩ 

4. Matt. 11:28, 29.↩ 

5. Psalm 55:16–18↩ 

6. Gen. 32:26.↩ 
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81. The Silk worm

On be ing shown some silk-worms, kept by a boy in a band-box, and fed
with mul berry leaves, Got told thought with him self: And so it is a worm
that min is ters to men the means of lux ury and pomp! I could wish that no
rib bon were ever ei ther sold or put on, un til such a worm were shown and
con tem plated. Per haps this might lead some to re flect how ab surd it is for
one worm to or na ment him self with what an other spins, es pe cially con sid- 
er ing that at last, with all his glory, he must be come the prey of worms. For
the rest, the silk-worm obeys the in stinct which is com mon to all the cater- 
pil lar tribe. When it has eaten its por tion, and lived its time, it looks about
for some cor ner in which it may lie down, un seen and undis turbed, and die.
There it im mures and en velops it self in its web, and all the store which it
has gath ered, serves no other pur pose than to make for it a bury ing-place.

Alas, ye chil dren of men! you, too, eat and drink, ac cu mu late for tunes,
and strain ev ery nerve to be come great in the world; but all this is sues at
last in the ne ces sity of choos ing for your selves a grave. Happy he who,
from this in sect, learns in time to forego tem po ral things, and bends all his
thoughts to con sider how he may at last die in peace!

Thou faith ful God! my chief anx i ety is for my soul, and the best thing I
can do for it is to wrap and clothe it in the fair white silk of Christ’s right- 
eous ness.1 Grant that, like a beau ti ful but ter fly, I may one day burst forth,
and wing my way to the life eter nal.

82. The Rye in Flower
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Ex pe ri ence shows that if you pluck a stalk of rye, strip it of the blos som,
and hold it for a lit tle in your hand, the blos som will come again. Con vers- 
ing with a friend, to whom he had shown this, and who ex pressed his sur- 
prise at the fact, and his de sire to know the cause, Got thold said: In many
things we ob serve a strong veg e ta tive power. From the grain of corn in the
ground na ture elic its a shoot, and pushes it through the stiff crust of the
earth, and then from the shoot a stalk, and from the stalk an ear. In trees
there is a pres sure which moves the sap, and from the solid wood pro duces
leaves, and flow ers and fruits. In the stock and branches of the vine, too, the
sap is forced up wards, and when the prun ing has made the room to hold it
in suf fi cient, it flows out, as if the plant were weep ing. Now, in these ears
there is a power of the same kind, and of a strength suf fi cient to re new the
blos som, even when that has been stripped away. This power oth ers may
call by what name, and de scribe in what way, they please. I say, that it is the
in ces santly pro duc tive good ness of God, which op er ates al ways, makes all
things shoot and grow, and never ceases pro mot ing the good of man.

But what you ob serve in plants, you ought also to ex pe ri ence within
your self; ac cord ing to the words of the apos tle: As many as are led by the
Spirit of God, they are the sons of God.2 In truth, the power of God’s Spirit
is never at rest. It quick ens and moves con tin u ally the hearts of the godly.
From it pro ceed all holy thoughts, de vout de sires, heav enly yearn ings, long- 
ing sighs, af fec tion ate tears, fer vent prayers, and un wea ried dili gence in the
ser vice of God and mankind; as flower suc ceeds flower in the rye, so does
one act of de vo tion, love and joy, an other. If you have no ex pe ri ence of the
kind, learn now from this hum ble stalk that the fault is your own; ei ther you
do not mark, or you do not obey, the mo tions of God’s Spirit.

Lord Je sus! what can I do with out Thy strength? For what am I fit with- 
out Thy Spirit? Un less it quicken the in ward pow ers of my soul, I am im po- 
tent alike ei ther to will or to do. Quicken me, then, God! but help me like- 
wise to obey Thy im pulse with alacrity.

83. This tles
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Pass ing a field one day, Got thold ob served that there were many this tles
mixed with the wheat, and ri val ing it in growth, on which he ob served: We
of ten see the match of this in the world. It hap pens, for in stance, with su pe- 
rior minds; for along with the fine wheat of use ful coun sels and lofty
thoughts, they like wise breed and fos ter many a this tle of folly and dan ger- 
ous er ror. The same thing hap pens also with our own heart, which, when
be dewed with the grace and Spirit of God, some times prom ises to abound
with the fruits of right eous ness. But, alas! how many this tles and weeds
does not the en emy scat ter among these, and how many grow of them- 
selves, as in all bar ren land? In fine, the same is also the case with our pros- 
per ity and tem po ral wel fare. When our wheat is ripest, and we imag ine that
noth ing re mains but to ap ply the sickle, and gather it in, in full sheaves, we
find that the Most High has caused this tles to grow amongst it; I mean, He
has check ered our pros per ous state with much ad ver sity, in or der that we
may rec og nize the noth ing ness of the world, and long all the sooner, and all
the more ar dently, for heaven.

My God! in the world there is no wis dom with out folly, no hap pi ness
with out mis ery, no piety with out sin, no good with out evil, and no use with- 
out abuse. Oh, guide me to the place where Thou Thy self dwellest, and
where Thou art sur rounded with the ado ra tions of Thine elect! There is no
evil with Thee. In Thee I shall pos sess all things, for Thou wilt be all in all.3

84 – Trans planted Trees and
Flow ers

As Got thold was ex am in ing, with de light, some dou ble pinks, which at
the time were in full blos som, he was told by the gar dener that the same
plants had in for mer years borne only sin gle flow ers, but that they had been
im proved and beau ti fied by re peated trans plan ta tions, and that in the same
man ner a change of soil in creases the growth, and ac cel er ates the bear ing of
a young tree.
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This re minded Got thold that the same hap pens to men. Many a man,
who at home would scarcely have borne even sin gle flow ers, when trans- 
planted by Di vine Prov i dence abroad, bears dou ble ones; an other, who, if
rooted in his na tive soil, would never have been more than a puny twig, is
re moved to a for eign clime, and there spreads far and wide his lux u ri ant
boughs, and bears fruit to the de light of all. In his na tive place, a man is sel- 
dom judged of by his real qual i ties, but much of tener by the opin ion of his
friends or ad ver saries. If of high and no ble lin eage, the lus ter of his fam ily
may eas ily brighten his dark ness, and not sel dom empty blad ders swim
upon the sur face. If, on the con trary, he be of hum ble parent age, and the
first or sec ond, per haps, who has shed the light of hon ors or arts upon the
fam ily, all the rest, from dis like or fear, do their ut most to ob scure it, imag- 
in ing that the more one rises, the more must the oth ers fall. At home, ac- 
cord ingly, a man is es teemed only as much as love or ha tred, friend ship or
en mity, fa vor or dis like, per mit him to be. Abroad it is the man him self who
is con sid ered, and not the coat he wears. Of ten, too, strangers are like the
gar den ers, or flower fanciers, who pre fer beau ti ful ex otics for the or na- 
ments of their beds.

My God, I thank Thee for hav ing, so far above all my ex pec ta tions,
trans planted me from the place of my na tiv ity to a for eign soil, where, un til
this hour, Thou hast shaded me by Thy grace, and shed on me the dew of
Thy bless ing! En able me to bear much fruit unto Thee and my neigh bor,
and, with Ja cob, daily to say:

“I am not wor thy of the least of all the mer cies, and of all the truth which
Thou hast showed unto thy ser vant.”4

85. The Bird in the Hands of
Chil dren

A party of chil dren were amus ing them selves with a bird, to whose leg
they had fas tened a string. The poor thing flut tered into the air, and wished
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to es cape, but felt it self sud denly checked and drawn down wards. Got thold,
who saw what was pass ing, thought with him self: It is even so with our soul
when it gets en tan gled with tem po ral things and worldly lusts. Good
friends, merry com pany, di ver sions, and meet ings of all kinds, are of ten
noth ing but cords which re strain the heart, and hin der it from mount ing on
the wings of de vo tion, fer vent de sire, and as pi ra tion, to wards heaven. I have
of ten been present at an en ter tain ment, and greatly en joyed it, with out ob- 
serv ing or sus pect ing at the time, that my heart had be come at tached to
some earthly ob ject; but this I af ter wards dis cov ered with alarm, when it
would fain have soared aloft in com mu nion with God. Of ten, too, does one
man sport with an other, as the chil dren are do ing with this bird, and, though
with no bad in ten tion, but rather with a wish to please, se ri ously in jure his
re li gious char ac ter.

Happy the man who can cast off these bonds, and more and more dis en- 
gage him self from worldly sat is fac tions; but oh! how blessed that soul
which seeks its peace and joy, plea sure and de light, in God; tastes a few
drops of His sweet ness, and for gets, in the fruition of them, even the law ful
plea sures of the world!

86. The Cen ter

Con tin u ing, Got thold said: God is a cen ter to the soul; and, just as in a
cir cle, what is near est the cen ter is sub ject to least mo tion, so the closer the
soul is to God, the less the move ment and ag i ta tion to which it is ex posed.
Make the ex per i ment upon a level area: sink a staff into the ground, at tach a
line to it, and around it as a cen ter de scribe a cir cle of con sid er able ex tent;
then bid some friend walk round the cir cle, while you do the same round
an other drawn at a shorter dis tance from the staff. You will find that your
friend will have to walk long and fast to com plete his task, but that a few
steps will be enough for yours. It is the same with the soul. The greater its
dis tance from God and spir i tual and heav enly things, the wider the cir cuit it
will have to make, the faster it will have to speed with out know ing why,
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and the more will it seek, but be un able to find rest. He, how ever, who, by
de vo tion and faith, love and res ig na tion, keeps as near as pos si ble to God,
finds that which his heart de sires.

87. Dust

On an ex cur sion into the coun try dur ing the hot days of sum mer, Got- 
thold dis cov ered that the clothes of the party were thickly cov ered with
dust, which they had not per ceived as it fell, but which now gave them trou- 
ble enough to brush and shake off. From this oc cur rence, said he, let us reap
a use ful ad mo ni tion on the sub ject of sin and its prop er ties. At the present
sea son, when the weather is fine and undis turbed by show ers, dust is eas ily
raised, and falls plen ti fully. In like man ner it is, when flesh and blood en joy
fair weather and sun shine, that sin ful lusts are most apt to be ex cited, and
drop most thickly in ac tual sins.

As dust con sists of many minute par ti cles, and falls im per cep ti bly, so
that we scarcely per ceive un til we are be spread with it; so do many small
sins com bine to form a great one, which is called habit and se cu rity, and is
the near est stage to hell.

As dust in jures clothes, and some times sticks so fast that it can by no
means be re moved from them, and as no one likes it, but labors, as we are
now do ing, to brush it off; even so sin makes us hate ful in the sight of God,
and dis rep utable in that of men, – so that we ought justly to take all pains to
purge our con science and amend our life.

No one who trav els in weather like this can es cape the dust; and just as
lit tle, upon the pil grim age of this tran si tory life, can any boast of be ing un- 
sul lied by sin.

In fine, as the dust set tles and lies as qui etly as if it had no ex is tence, but
is stirred and raised by the slight est breath of wind; so it some times seems
as if sin no longer dwelt with in us, but was van quished and an ni hi lated,
and we freed from all re straint to serve God in a pure and blame less life. No
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sooner does op por tu nity oc cur, than sin makes its ap pear ance, and we dis- 
cover that we have much more of the world in our hearts than we had ever
sup posed.

Alas! Thou right eous God, how abom inable and de filed in Thy most
holy sight are my gar ments and walk! No doubt, from day to day I brush the
dust away; but ah, me! how lit tle good it does! my Fa ther! for give me, and
do Thou Thy self cleanse and purge me, grant ing grace that my walk may be
ha bit u ally cir cum spect, and that, at last, I may en ter pure and un sul lied into
Thy city.

88. The Swarm of Bees

A swarm of bees had flown from a neigh bor’s war den into that of Got- 
thold, and set tled on a young tree. From this he took oc ca sion to ob serve:
These vis i tors can not have come over to us for noth ing, and, if we please to
re flect, they may give us a use ful les son, and thereby pay for their quar ters.
In my opin ion, the de vice of a swarm of bees hang ing upon a branch, and
with the motto, “I will never for sake thee,” would hap pily rep re sent the
Chris tian Church and their love to Je sus. The whole swarm, as is well
known, is gov erned by a monarch, ex er cis ing an au thor ity, not of co er cion,
but love; and so strong is the re cip ro cal at tach ment of the lit tle honey birds
to their prince, that they quit the hive with him, and fol low and never leave
him. When he flies, they do the same; when he alights, they fas ten to him; if
he re move, they has ten af ter him; and if, by some ac ci dent, his wings be in- 
jured, and he fall to the ground, they fall upon and cover him, as I have seen
with my own eyes.

It is the same with the church of the saints: they have one only head, Je- 
sus; and on Him their whole heart is set, and their whole soul de pends.
Will ingly and cheer fully they fol low whith er so ever He leads. Their com- 
mon motto is, “Je sus, I will never leave Thee.” They are all an i mated by
His Spirit, and gov erned by His love; their very essence is fel low ship with
their Lord and with each other. Let us there fore en deavor to be found in this
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so ci ety. The whole of Chris tian ity is com prised in three things – to be lieve,
to love, and to obey Je sus. These are things, how ever, which we must be
learn ing all our life.

Alas, Je sus! when shall my love to Thee equal that of the bees to their
king! Ask of me the ques tion once asked of Pe ter5, and I must needs an swer
Thee with sor row and tears; for my heart bears wit ness that my love is still
so weak as scarcely to de serve the name.

I love Thee, it is true; but what am I to Thee, or what pro por tion does my
love bear to Thy deserts? I have but one con so la tion, that the will is here.
When I say,

“I love Thee,” I say it with sor row and tears; but when I say, “I would
that I loved Thee with all my heart, and soul, and strength,” I say it with joy
and con fi dence, for I say it with truth. Dear est Sav ior! pierce my heart with
the fiery darts of Thy love; force Thy way into its in most cham bers; sink
into the depths of my soul, and let both heart and soul blaze and swell with
love to Thee.

89. The With ered Flow ers

Got thold, see ing some with ered flow ers strewed upon the ta ble, thought
with him self: Like these are the plea sures and pomps of this world, which
quickly pass away, and have no sta bil ity! On fur ther re flec tion, it seemed to
him that such a flower might also im age forth a heart ex hausted with sor row
and care, and he ex claimed: Alas! how many with ered and aching hearts
there are in these dis as trous times! How many pi ous Chris tians, who can
scarcely stand erect for sor row, but hang the head like droop ing flow ers!
How many thou sand thou sand tears are daily shed over af flicted Chris ten- 
dom! How many anx ious sighs are wafted to God in heaven! And yet the
wicked world, se cure and reck less, gives no heed to them, but wrongs the
poor chil dren of God, and laughs the while, yea crushes and vexes the
hearts of Chris tians with out re morse. But as the va pors which as cend from
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the earth, de scend to it again in rain and wind, thun der and light ning, even
so the mourn ful sighs and wail ings of the godly will one day turn into fire
and brim stone, and fall upon the heads of their en e mies. Mean while, ye
whose hearts are sad and heavy, mod er ate your grief, and be not too greatly
trou bled. God in heaven at tends to your tears and lamen ta tions. The whole
cre ation sighs in con cert with you. Me thinks I see the holy an gels weep ing
for all the grief and an guish, wrongs and mis eries, with which your hearts
are over whelmed. But God will help. He will not leave the right eous to suf- 
fer for ever. Lift up your hang ing head, and know that your sal va tion
draweth nigh. Shall not God avenge His own elect, which cry day and night
unto Him, though He bear long with them? I tell you that He will avenge
them speed ily.6 Oh, my God! com fort all sor row ful and trou bled hearts, and
then mine will not be for got ten.

90. The Bee Made a Prey

Stand ing one day be fore a bee hive, Got thold ob served with de light how
the lit tle honey birds de parted and ar rived, and from time to time re turned
home laden with the spoils of the flow ers. Mean while a great yel low hor net
– that wolf among the bees – came buzzing up, in ea ger quest of a prey. As
it was even tide, and the bees, af ter the heat of the day, had set tled about the
mouth of the hive to breathe the cool air, it was amus ing to ob serve that
their fierce ad ver sary lacked courage to at tack their com bined host and ser- 
ried ranks. True, he of ten ad vanced for the pur pose; but, see ing how
densely and com pactly they were sit ting, was forced to re treat empty-
handed. At last, a bee, some what be lated, ar rived by it self, and on this
strag gler he in stantly seized, fall with it to the earth, and dealt with it at his
plea sure.

Got thold thought with him self: How ex cel lent a thing is unity and con- 
cord! If this lit tle bee, which had prob a bly ven tured fur ther, and for that rea- 
son reached home later than the rest, had formed one of the united swarm, it
would not have fallen into the en emy’s hands. How comes it, then, that we
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men re flect so lit tle upon the dan ger of dis cord? Never are the as saults of
our spir i tual foe so suc cess ful as when he finds us dis united by vari ance and
envy. Be hold how good and how pleas ant it is for brethren to dwell to gether
in unity.7 Help us, Lord Je sus, to have the same love, and to be of one ac- 
cord, of one mind, en deav or ing to keep the unity of the Spirit in the bond of
peace,8 that the God of love and of peace may be with us,9 and that the in- 
fer nal rob ber may gain no ad van tage over us.
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91. The Stub born Tree

The ma jor ity of Chris tians, pro ceeded Got thold, re sem ble the stock
which strikes from be low the graft, wastes its sap upon wild, branches, and
per mits the adopted ones to wither. They point their thoughts chiefly to
earthly things, which ef face Christ and heaven from their mem o ries. The
love of tem po ral pos ses sions, lux ury, pomp of dress, sci ence, art, false hood,
en mity, hypocrisy, and other such things, shoot and grow and gather
strength from day to day, as any one may see who but looks upon re cent
times.

God li ness, on the con trary, so far from in creas ing, grad u ally de clines.
The Lord Je sus, with His pre cious mer its, sav ing Gospel, and holy and
harm less life, is torn and up rooted from the heart, and no longer held in es- 
teem1. But sor row and woe be to the Chris tian in whose heart Christ does
not take root and grow, flour ish, and bear fruit! As a bar ren and cor rupt tree,
he has noth ing to ex pect but the axe of the Di vine wrath, and the fire that is
not quenched.2

Lord Je sus! cleave my heart with Thy law; en graft Thy self deep into it
by faith; bind it fast to Thee by love; gov ern and change it by Thy Spirit
and grace; and keep it by Thy power unto holy fruit ful ness here, and eter nal
blessed ness here after.

92. The Sun

In a com pany of pi ous per sons the sun hap pened to be come the sub ject
of con ver sa tion, when one of them ob served: Day by day God maketh His
sun to rise on the evil and on the good.3 But, alas the evil re gard it as lit tle
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as do the brutes, and even the good are far from giv ing it the at ten tion it de- 
serves. Of those who live be neath the sun, how few there are whom the
sight of this most glo ri ous orb in cites to the praise and love of its Almighty
Cre ator!

Seneca tells us of a volup tuary, who for a long course of years had never
seen ei ther its ris ing or its set ting; for in the evening, when it set, his eyes
were al ready closed with wine, and in the morn ing, when it rose, he had not
slept out his sleep. This per son, me thinks, might have found many a match
in our own days, and even among those who bear the Chris tian name. And
yet, how no ble a mir a cle of the om nipo tence, good ness, and wis dom of
God, is the sun, and how im mense a bless ing to mankind and the whole vis- 
i ble cre ation! In this light the Sav ior presents it to us in the words above
quoted, des ig nat ing it, not with out cause, “His Sun.”

Got thold there upon re marked: You have said what is true, but per mit me
to add: The almighty, be nign, and wise Cre ator, has in this mar velous orb
stamped a mag nif i cent im age of Him self, As a philoso pher once ob served,
the sun is a vis i ble De ity, and the De ity a vis i ble sun. Viewed through a
pow er ful tele scope, it ap pears like a vast and ever-heav ing ocean of as cend- 
ing va pors, or like molten brass boil ing in vast caul drons, and emit ting
smoke min gled with light and fire. It is hence in ferred that it is not merely
the source of nat u ral light, but like wise the ori gin of all pro lific power, and,
so to speak, the heart of na ture and the soul of the world. And mark, such
also is our God. He is a foun tain for ever over flow ing with good, and good
alone, – a de lec ta ble fire, for ever burn ing, – a charm ing light, for ever shin- 
ing, – an ever-liv ing, ever-ac tive and pro lific Be ing, from whom all things
orig i nally de rive ex is tence.

93. Sec ond Me di a tion on the
Sun
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Let us, how ever, fur ther re flect, that God’s chil dren ought like wise to be
His fol low ers, and so, mor tal deities and suns upon the earth. The com pas- 
sion of the Lord is new ev ery morn ing.4

Ev ery morn ing does the sun rise, and re joice to run his course; and with
the same daily reg u lar ity ought the child of God to re new his pur pose of
min is ter ing ad vice and suc cor to all about him; and, af ter the man ner of his
God, have more readi ness to give than an other to re ceive. It is im pos si ble
for the sun to be with out light, and quite as im pos si ble for a true Chris tian
to be des ti tute of love, gen tle ness, alacrity to serve, and the de sire to do
good.

Lord Je sus! Thou art the sun and joy of my heart. If there be in me any
light, abil ity, readi ness of will, it is all from Thee. As God sheds His light,
and ex erts His in flu ence through the sun, so dost Thou through me. I lay
claim to no good ness of my own; but im plore of Thee mer ci fully to for give
me for so of ten ob struct ing Thine, and dark en ing Thy light with my
shadow.

94. The Weed

One day Got thold saw a net tle grow ing in a flower bor der, and, on at- 
tempt ing to pull it up, found that he brought with it a quan tity of the soil, of
which, with its many roots and fibers, it had taken a firm hold. It is the
same, he in wardly thought, with our con ver sion. Where God would ex tir- 
pate the plant of sin from our hearts, alas! how strong the hold it has taken!
and with how many roots of evil con cu pis cence it has fas tened and en- 
twined it self on ev ery side! The con se quence is in evitable – part of the heart
must come with it; by which I mean, that it can not be torn up with out pain,
an guish, and sor row. But what does that mat ter? Weeds which are only re- 
moved from the sur face, shoot again; and un less they are thor oughly ex tir- 
pated, it is not safe to plant flow ers or herbs in their place. Vain, there fore,
is the at tempt to make our selves good by a forced and un steady res o lu tion,
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while we re tain the love of evil in our breast; for that is only wait ing a fa- 
vor able sea son and op por tu nity to shoot afresh.

My God! do Thou Thy self ex tir pate the root of bit ter ness from my heart!
Use any means which seems good in Thy sight for this pur pose; it may
wound the sin ful flesh, but bet ter tem po ral than eter nal pain.

95. The Dou ble Flow ers

Be ing in a gar den, Got thold was shown some blue and yel low vi o lets
which were bear ing dou ble flow ers, and were there fore re garded as some- 
thing rare. He re marked, how ever, that in pro por tion as they had gained in
show, they had lost in fra grance, as com pared with the sin gle, and be gan:

How comes it to pass that gen er ally the most showy and pompous plants
are sur passed in other qual i ties by the more hum ble and un pre ten tious? The
roses, which, on ac count of their nu mer ous petals, are called cen tifoils, are
no doubt beau ti ful to the eye, but are ex celled in fra grance by those which
have much fewer. Some pre fer the wa ter ob tained from the wild rose to that
which is dis tilled from the best of the cen tifoils; and ev ery one knows that
the proud im pe rial crown and gaudy tulip are far less fra grant than the vi o- 
let, and many of its sis ter plants that creep upon the ground.

The same rule ob tains among men. Where there is much show, there is
never much power; whore great con se quence in the world’s eyes, very lit tle
in God’s. Nay (and this I would not dare to af firm, were it not de clared by
Him whom no man may gain say), that which is highly es teemed among
men, is abom i na tion in the sight of God.5 Those men who are great and em- 
i nent for their learn ing and wis dom, their su pe rior tal ents, vast for tunes, and
lofty hon ors, arc too of ten, like these dou ble flow ers, des ti tute of the fra- 
grance of god li ness, and the strength of love. For not many wise men af ter
the flesh, not many mighty, not many no ble are called; but the fool ish, and
base, and de spised things of this world, are those which God hath cho sen.6

How comes it, then, that we are all so anx ious to be great, and rich, and
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hon or able, though God is pleased to show forth His power in the meek, and
poor, and hum ble? Bet ter be hum ble and bear much fruit, than ex alted and
bear none. My God, I ask not of Thee the leaves of ex ter nal con se quence; I
will be con tent to con tinue sim ple, lowly, and plain, if Thou wilt only give
me grace to serve Thee and my neigh bor. Out ward pomp with ers like a
flower, but in ward worth lasts even af ter death.

96 – The Pike

Strolling along the banks of a pond, Got thold ob served a pike bask ing in
the sun, and so pleased with the sweet and sooth ing rays as to for get it self
and the dan ger to which it was ex posed. There upon a boy ap proached, and
with a snare formed of horse hair, and fas tened to the end of a rod, which he
skil fully cast over its head, pulled it in an in stant out of the wa ter.

Ah, me! said Got thold, with a deep sigh, how ev i dently do I here be hold
shad owed forth the dan ger of my poor soul! When the beams of tem po ral
pros per ity play upon us to our heart’s de sire, so grate ful are they to cor rupt
flesh and blood, that, im mersed in sor did plea sure, lux ury, and se cu rity, we
lose all sense of spir i tual dan ger, and all thought of eter nity. In this state
many are, in fact, sud denly snatched away, to the eter nal ruin of their souls.

Oh, my God! Vouch safe to me Thy grace, that I may learn to re joice as
though I re joiced not, and buy as though I pos sessed not, and use this world
as not abus ing it, for the fash ion of this world pas seth away.7 In the midst of
plea sures and en joy ments, let me still feel, like the Psalmist, that the best of
all is to draw near unto Thee[^B2] and may I never for get Thy fear. Break,
also, the snares with which Sa tan en deav ors to make a prey of my soul, but
which, in my mis ery, I can not see; and for this I shall laud and praise Thee
in eter nity.

97. The Vine

Vis it ing a per son who was in deep af flic tion and sor row, Got thold was
told by the fam ily that he was in the gar den. Thither he fol lowed, and found
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him em ployed in clear ing a vine of its su per flu ous leaves. Af ter a friendly
salute, he in quired what he was do ing. “I find,” was the re ply, “that, ow ing
to the abun dant rain, this vine is over grown with wood and leaves, which
pre vents the sun from reach ing and ripen ing the grapes. I am there fore
prun ing part of them away, that it may bring its fruit to ma tu rity.”

Got thold re joined: And do you find that in this op er a tion the vine re sists
and op poses you? If not, why are you dis pleased that a gra cious God should
do to you what your vine must not be dis pleased that you do to it? You
prune off the su per flu ous fo liage in or der that it may bear the bet ter fruit;
and God takes away your tem po ral bless ings and earthly com forts, in or der
that faith may pro duce its no ble fruits of love, hu mil ity, pa tience, hope, and
prayer, and these larger, and fairer, and sweeter than be fore. Let them talk
as they please: When a man has a su per fluity of all things, and is a to tal
stranger to the cross, the Sun of Right eous ness, with its gra cious rays, can
scarcely reach the heart; and hence his Chris tian ity usu ally bears only the
harsh and acrid fruits of hypocrisy, pride, un kind ness, and im pla ca bil ity. Let
God, there fore, do with you as He will; He will do you no harm. You are
now strip ping the vine of its leaves; in spring you hoed it, planted lay ers,
pruned the suck ers, and bound the branches. My friend, you are your self a
branch on the spir i tual Vine, which is the Lord Je sus. God is the dresser,
and He well knows that, with out His grace and care, He can look for no
good at your hands. This is the rea son why He em ploys con tempt to lay you
in the earth, tri als to prune, af flic tion to re strain, and poverty to strip you of
your leaves. He in tends it all to make His grace sweeter to you, and your
heart sweeter to Him.

My God! with draw not from me Thy care, oth er wise I shall grow wild
and cor rupt. Prune, bind, and strip me as Thou wilt; my com fort shall be,
that Thou canst never mean it for evil.

98. The Burn ing-Glass
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Got thold was present where a party of friends were amus ing them selves
with an ar ti fi cially-cut glass, which con cen trated the rays of the sun, and so
not only ex ploded pow der, but kin dled straw, and even cloth and hard wood.
Let this, said he, re mind us, for our good, of op por tu nity to sin; for that is a
means by which many a cold log (I mean heart) has been set on fire and ex- 
cited to its ruin. Our eyes, which in many re spects re sem ble this in stru ment,
are some times justly called the heart’s burn ing-glass, be cause they catch the
op por tu ni ties to sin, and thereby in fect the heart, and give oc ca sion to carry
vi cious in cli na tions into ef fect. This was the case even in Par adise. For the
woman saw that the tree was good for food, and pleas ant to the eyes; and
she took of the fruit thereof, and did eat.8 The same thing like wise hap pened
to King David when he be held Bathsheba in the bath:9 and if the wife of
Potiphar had closed these win dows, pas sion would never have gained the
mas tery in her breast.10

If, there fore, you would avoid sin, avoid all op por tu ni ties of com mit ting
it; and as this glass can not burn un less it be kept still and mo tion less, so the
mo ment you find your eyes fixed on an op por tu nity of sin ning, rec ol lect the
dan ger to which your heart is ex posed, and es cape with the ut most speed
from the ruin threat en ing your soul.

My God! take me un der Thy pro tec tion, and grant that my eyes may
never lust, and so may never mis lead my heart, nor set it on fire with sin ful
pas sion.

99. The Grafts

In spect ing some young grafts on the stock of a fruit tree, which were
shown him by a friend, and which had grown with ex tra or di nary vigor, and
reached in a short time to a great height, Got thold ob served: This also is one
of the mir a cles of na ture, which we have daily be fore our eyes, but sel dom
con tem plate or im prove to our ed i fi ca tion.
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A wild stock has all its branches pruned away, and is hewn down to a
span’s length. It is then split, has for eign shoots in serted into it, and is af ter- 
wards bound; and not only does it adopt the strange shoots, and nour ish
them with its sap and vigor, but even per mits them to gain the mas tery so
far as to make it for get its wild ness, and bear beau ti ful and de li cious fruit.
Now, I say that of that fruit we are not wor thy to taste, if we do not here
grate fully ac knowl edge the mar velous good ness of God, and take oc ca sion
to draw some re flec tions that may make us bet ter Chris tians.

Our heart is a wild and un tamed stock, which God plants in the gar den
of his Church, hews down, and, by re pen tance, re duces to de spair of its own
fac ul ties and pow ers. He then en grafts into it Christ Je sus, his beloved son –
that no ble Branch from the root of Jesse11, that through Him we may be
filled with the fruits of right eous ness12, and called trees of right eous ness,
the plant ing of the Lord, that He may by glo ri fied13. Let us there fore see
well to it, that nei ther pre sump tu ous sins, nor the temp ta tions of Sa tan or
the world, be ever per mit ted to break off or up root this no ble shoot from our
hearts. Let us, by dili gent re flec tion and self-ex am i na tion, as cer tain that
Chris tian ity is grow ing within us, – in other words, that our faith, char ity,
pa tience, and god li ness, are on the in crease.

100. The Or phans

A good man had died in the bloom of life, leav ing be hind him sev eral in- 
fant chil dren. The plen ti ful tears of the widow went deep into Got thold’s
heart, nor less the sim ple sor row of the or phans, who were all the more ob- 
jects of pity that they did not un der stand the cause they had to weep. He too
sighed, and, with tears in his eyes, ex claimed: Thou mar velous God! how
con trary are Thy do ings to what seem good to us! Is not this dis con so late
widow like a vine whose prop the wind has taken away and lev eled with the
earth? What bet ter is her house hold than a low hedge, which ev ery one will
think him self at lib erty to over step? What else the young or phans but flow- 
ers grow ing in the wild for est, and on which all the beasts will tram ple? But
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par don me. Thou faith ful God! that, from ten der com pas sion to these dis- 
con so late mourn ers, I ven ture to speak thus boldly with Thee. Thou must
re spect Thy name, and have op por tu nity to show that Thou art the Fa ther of
the fa ther less, and the Judge of the wid ows.14 Show it then, here. Thy coun- 
sel is al ways best.

The gar dener does not scru ple to hew down the old tree, that the young
ones grow ing around, but which were pre vi ously in jured by its shade, may
have room to thrive. Even so the life of par ents would of ten prove their
chil dren’s ruin. But when the shade is re moved, there is noth ing save the
open heaven above their heads; and so they learn to fear, and to put their
trust in Thee, and from Thee alone to ex pect bless ing, pro tec tion, and de- 
fense. Heav enly Fa ther! Thou wilt, no doubt, do more for these or phans
than their earthly par ent, with all his af fec tion, could ever have ac com- 
plished. Yes, my God, in them, and’ in their much af flicted mother, glo rify
now Thy name!
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101. Soul Venders

At fairs, said Got thold, all sorts of wares, even men and their souls, are
ex posed for sale. Nay, what is of all things the most strange, there are many
who will sell their souls for less than they will any other com mod ity. The
traitor Ju das con sented to sell his Lord and Mas ter for thirty pieces of sil ver.
Rightly viewed, it was his own soul which he sold; and, com pared with the
present world, the price which the mis er able man ob tained was not in con- 
sid er able. For, as I be lieve, there are many who, to gain or put into their
purse thirty pieces of sil ver, would, if it were pos si ble, sell their souls thirty
times over. If you doubt this, re flect that as of ten as a man pos sesses him- 
self of any ob ject by un just and un godly means, he bur dens his con science,
sins against his God, and, as far as he can, vir tu ally sells his poor soul for
base lu cre.

Mis er able crea tures that we are! how comes it to pass that in worldly
traf fic we weigh and mea sure so cor rectly, and show our selves so shrewd
and pru dent, but never think of weigh ing tem po ral things with eter nal, or
mea sur ing tran si tory gains with ev er last ing losses, and in mat ters which
con cern our sal va tion, are as stupid as the brutes? Were I to ask an un righ- 
teous man to sell his heart, he would in stantly re ply in the neg a tive; and
though I were to of fer for it a hun dred thou sand ducats, he would still in sist
that he was not so great a fool as to part with his heart for money, inas much
as, with out a heart, he could not live, and with out life money would be use- 
less. Oh, fel low man! if tem po ral life be too pre cious to be sold for gold,
why for gold do you part with your soul and life eter nal? Why do you
reckon that so worth less which ap pears to God of such in es timable value,
that He con sented to re deem it with the blood of His only and well-beloved
Son? I, for my part, agree with the holy apos tle, who says: God li ness, with
con tent ment, is great gain: for we brought noth ing into this world, and it is
cer tain we can carry noth ing out; and hav ing food and rai ment, let us there- 
with be con tent.
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102. The Incog nito

Heav enly Fa ther, pro ceeded Got thold, Thy prophet de clares that blessed
is the man that con sid ereth the poor.[^Cm] One would imag ine that lit tle
con sid er a tion is nec es sary, when we see be fore us the suf ferer’s mis ery. The
world rushes past, and thinks, Who knows what a vagabond he is? Who
knows but he has brought all this wretched ness upon his own head? I, how- 
ever, know that the great and mighty have some times dis guised them selves
in mean at tire, in or der to dis cover the true char ac ter of their de pen dents; I
know, too, that my Sov er eign, Je sus, con ceals him self be neath the beg gar’s
cloak, that He may put my heart to the test, and as cer tain whether He or
money is dearer to it.

No, no, my Sav ior, Thou must not thus pass me by; dis guise Thy self as
Thou wilt, I still rec og nize Thee. I thank Thee for hav ing now deemed me
wor thy to knock at my door, and ap ply to me for re lief. I will take to heart
the penury of this for saken beg gar, and re lieve him to the ut most of my
means. Ah, my Sav ior! vouch safe to me not only to do, but also to will;1

and grant that my poor do ing and will ing may be mer ci fully ac cepted of
Thee. This time it is Thou who comest be fore my door; ere long it will be
my turn to knock at Thine. Oh, never let me find the door of mercy or
heaven shut against me!

103. The Brook

Re turn ing from the fields, a party of la bor ers one evening seated them- 
selves be side a lit tle brook, and not only drank of its fresh and cool ing wa- 
ter, but used it to wash off the sweat and dust from their per sons. Got thold,
see ing them as he passed, thought with him self: My God, how sweet and
pleas ant to me is the pure stream of Thy good ness, which this brook ad um- 
brates to my view! How ever cir cum spect I may sup pose my walk dur ing
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the day to have been, I yet can not wholly avoid con tract ing var i ous de file- 
ments; and these I al ways see best when evening brings leisure for med i ta- 
tion, and I ex am ine what the work of the day has been.

But the stream of Thy heart-re fresh ing grace is then my re sort. In it I
wash and cleanse away my sins, and find so lace and re fresh ment for my
weary soul. And as this brook not merely washes off im pu ri ties, but over- 
whelms them, so that they can no longer be found, even so Thy di vine
mercy, and the stream of my Sav ior’s blood, not only purge away, but ex tin- 
guish my sins, sweep ing them into the depths of the sea, where through all
eter nity they shall be re mem bered no more.

Lord Je sus, Thou foun tain of life! Thy grace is my con so la tion, Thy
over flow ing good ness fresh wa ter to my trou bled heart. Would that I had as
many tongues as there are drops in this stream! Their only work should be
to ex tol Thine in com pre hen si ble love and good ness.

104. The Bad Crop

Ow ing to the se vere drought, and long want of rain, the crop (in 1661)
was very de fi cient, es pe cially in the early kinds of grain; the greater part of
which, be ing scarce half a span in length, could not be mown, and, hav ing
been scorched and de stroyed, was be sides corn less.

This gave rise to gen eral com plaints, both among town and coun try peo- 
ple, so that two men rarely met with out man i fest ing their de spon dency, and
ex press ing them selves in most un be com ing terms. Got thold there upon ob- 
served: I am now sen si ble of the truth of the proverb, which says, that if
God were to be so com pla cent as to carry us on His back to Rome, we
would not thank Him for His pains, if He did not also set us down upon an
easy-chair. How comes it to pass that, in the present dearth, there are so few
who thank fully re flect upon the rich and plen ti ful sea sons of which we have
had so long a suc ces sion? I can not rec ol lect of hav ing then heard nearly so
much praise and thanks giv ing for the abun dance of the Di vine bless ing, as I
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now hear com plaints on ac count of its de fi ciency. It re ally is a se ri ous fault
to reckon the bless ings of God so small, and His pun ish ments so great and
so far above our deserts; whereas it is His good ness and our sins which ex- 
ceed all weight and num ber, while His pun ish ments and our deserts are ex- 
ceed ingly small. Only com pute, I be seech you, and you will soon find that
the abun dance of for mer sea sons would have more than suf ficed to com pen- 
sate for the de fi ciency of the present, if we had only dealt pru dently, and not
squan dered it with so lav ish a hand. Weigh, like wise, the mag ni tude of our
sin and guilt on the one hand, and God’s right and power to pun ish us on the
other; and who can deny that, were He to cause the har vest to mis give, and
the grain to wither, not only for one, but ev ery sea son, thus leav ing us to
pine for hunger, so far from wrong ing, He would only treat us as we have
justly mer ited. Let us also re flect, for our com fort, that it is no dif fi cult mat- 
ter for Almighty God, who par dons the sins of the pen i tent, also to swell the
lit tle stores of the faith ful, and even in the midst of dearth to sat isfy them
abun dantly. O my God, Thou kind and gra cious Mas ter! give me, above all
things, a heart eas ily con tented, and able ei ther to be poor or to be hun gry,
to abound or to suf fer need.

105. The Or ange Tree

In the gar den of a man of rank, Got thold was shown a young or ange tree
bear ing fruit, part of which was al most ripe, and part still small and green.
He was told that in warm coun tries, such as Spain and Italy, where it at tains
to its full height and per fec tion, the or ange tree is found, so to speak, con- 
tin u ally serv ing man; inas much as, at one and the same time, ripe fruit, and
even blos som, may all be seen upon it.

He there upon replied: It would be the same with our com mon ap ple and
pear trees, were it not for the sever ity of the cold in win ter. In spring, when
they burst the bud, and are grad u ally adorned by na ture with leaves and
flow ers and fruit, you may al ready dis cover the leaf and fruit buds with
which they in tend to gain our love and ad mi ra tion in the year to come. In
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har vest, too, when the fo liage drops off, these re main as the hope of the fol- 
low ing sum mer, and can be rec og nized and dis tin guished by the skill ful
gar dener. From the inan i mate crea tures let us learn our duty. Na ture con tin- 
ues in in ces sant ac tion; and hav ing once re ceived from her om nipo tent Cre- 
ator the com mand to min is ter to man with her fer til ity, she never pauses, but
works, ger mi nates, and pro duces in suc ces sion, leaves, flow ers, and fruits,
to the ut most of her abil ity. And why should not we do the same, see ing that
God has not only made and planted, but even wa tered us with the blood and
Spirit of His dear Son, to the end that we may bear fruits of love and grat i- 
tude both to Him and our neigh bor? There can be no doubt that in all the
plants of right eous ness which He has planted there is an ever ac tive, forc- 
ing, and pro lific power; for, in the re mark able words of the apos tle, As
many as are led by the Spirit of God, they are the sons of God;2 and again,
The love of Christ con straineth us3. When they have per formed one work of
love, or borne one fruit of right eous ness to the glory of God and the ser vice
of the brethren, they are al ready in spirit bear ing fresh blos soms and pon- 
der ing on oth ers. Be it sum mer or win ter, never do you find them with out
good fruit, or at least never with out blos soms, leaves, and fruit-buds; by
which I mean, holy and sin cere de sires and res o lu tions to ad vance God’s
glory, and be ser vice able to mankind. They are par tak ers of the Di vine na- 
ture4, and have the spirit and the mind of Christ.5

Je sus, my Lord! with out Thee we can do noth ing. Abide Thou in me,
and I in Thee6, and then never shall I want ei ther fruit ful ness. or fruit.

106. The Dis man tled House

Hap pen ing one day to pass a house, from which war and pesti lence had
swept away the in mates, whose roof and par ti tions had af ter wards fallen,
and which was now tot ter ing to its ruin: Here, said Got thold, we be hold the
fruits of our sins, which are what empty cities of their pop u la tions, and
houses of their in hab i tants.7 And it is no won der that God chases and ex pels
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us from our man sions, when we refuse to have Him for our fel low lodger,
and make screens of our walls, be hind which to sin, as we fancy, in se cu rity.

The spec ta cle of this house, for saken by man, and fall ing into ruin, shall
now re mind me of the wretched ness of that soul which, per se ver ing in a
course of sin and im pen i tence, God in right eous judg ment for sakes. It is the
haunt of the foul birds of night and hell, which fly in and out at their plea- 
sure. All about it is crum bling to pieces, and pre par ing for ev er last ing de- 
struc tion. The worst pun ish ment which can be in flicted upon man in this
present life, is when God with draws from him the hand of grace, gives him
up to a repro bate mind, and per mits him to walk ac cord ing to the in cli na- 
tions of his wicked heart. In that case, Sa tan has gained the game, and bri- 
dles and sad dles the steed to ride it at his plea sure. The man be comes a ball,
which the dev ils toss from hand to hand, and plunge out of one sin into an- 
other. His mind is a forge, in which in fer nal spir its man u fac ture the works
and weapons of dark ness.

I now un der stand what is meant when the Lord our God ex claims: Woe
to them when I de part from them.8 And again: I have taken away my peace
from this peo ple, even lov ing-kind ness and mer cies.9 There is, how ever, a
dif fer ence be tween this house and a prof li gate given over to the power of
hell: the one ex hibits its mis er able con di tion to the view of all who pass,
whereas the spir i tual wretched ness and ruin of the other are of ten dis guised
by tem po ral pros per ity, and the suc cess of his li cen tious projects. The dan- 
ger is, how ever, all the greater, the more it es capes the no tice both of him- 
self and oth ers.

Leave me not, then, nei ther for sake me, God of my sal va tion!10 Cast me
not away from Thy pres ence, and take not Thy Holy Spirit from me.11 Let
me not have my own will; with draw not from me Thy watch ful care. Let
my soul con tinue at all times the habi ta tion of Tin Spirit. I would rather be
de serted by the world, by health, by honor, by plea sure, by earthly bless- 
ings, by friends, by all, than by Thee and Thy grace.

107. Man and his Sav ior
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What think you of our need of the Lord Je sus? said Got thold. For my
part, my soul is like a hun gry and thirsty child, and I need His love and con- 
so la tions for my re fresh ment; I am a wan der ing and lost sheep, and I need
Him as a good and faith ful Shep herd; my soul is like a fright ened dove pur- 
sued by the hawk, and I need His wounds for a refuge; I am a fee ble vine,
and I need His cross to lay hold of and wind my self about; I am a sin ner,
and I need His right eous ness; I am naked and bare, and need His ho li ness
and in no cence for a cov er ing; I am in trou ble and alarm, and I need His so- 
lace; I am ig no rant, and I need His teach ing; sim ple and fool ish, and I need
the guid ance of His Holy Spirit. In no sit u a tion, and at no time, can I do
with out Him.

Do I pray? He must prompt and in ter cede for me. Am I ar raigned by Sa- 
tan at the Di vine tri bunal? He must be my Ad vo cate. Am I in af flic tion? He
must be my helper. Am I per se cuted by the world? He must de fend me.
When I am for saken. He must be my sup port; when dy ing, my life; when
molder ing in the grave, my res ur rec tion.

Well, then, I will rather part with all the world, and all that it con tains,
than with Thee, my Sav ior; and, God be thanked! I know that Thou, too, art
nei ther able nor will ing to do with out me. Thou art rich, and I am poor;
Thou hast abun dance, and I am needy; Thou hast right eous ness, and I sins;
Thou hast wine and oil, and I wounds; Thou hast cor dials and re fresh ments,
and I hunger and thirst. Use me then, my Sav ior, for what ever pur pose and
in what ever way Thou mayest re quire. Here is my poor heart, an empty ves- 
sel; fill it with Thy grace. Here is my sin ful and trou bled soul; quicken and
re fresh it with Thy love. Take my heart for Thine abode; my mouth, to
spread the glory of Thy name; my love, and all my pow ers, for the ad vance- 
ment of Thy honor and the ser vice of Thy be liev ing peo ple. And never suf- 
fer the stead fast ness and con fi dence of my faith to abate, that so at all times
I may be en abled from the heart to say: Je sus needs me, and I Him; and so
we suit each other.

108. The Pearl Neck lace
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A costly pearl neck lace, just pur chased for a young lady, was shown to
Got thold, and led him to say: In these days lit tle at ten tion is paid to the ad- 
mo ni tion of the holy apos tle, who re quires that women adorn them selves in
mod est ap parel, with shame faced ness and so bri ety; not with broi dered hair,
or gold, or pearls, or costly ar ray.12 No fe male now ab stains from wear ing
pearls, but she who has nei ther pearls to wear, nor money to buy them. And,
con sid er ing the nat u ral love of the sex for or na ment, this might be al lowed,
un der the con di tion that no lady should be en ti tled to wear pearls un less she
could ei ther make or take from them a sub ject of holy med i ta tion. For ex- 
am ple: the pearl, as most nat u ral ists in form us, is the prod uct of the dew of
heaven; for, when the oys ter sees the weather bright and clear, it is said to
open its shells at the early dawn, while the dew is fall ing, and greed ily to
drink in the sil ver drops, which pet rify within it, and af ter wards, by their
white and snowy lus ter, be tray their ce les tial ori gin. In the same way ought
our hearts to be ea ger and open to im bibe the dew of heav enly grace, when
it drops at the preach ing of the word.

109. Sec ond Med i ta tion on the
Pearl Neck lace

Pro ceed ing, Got thold re marked: I can not rec ol lect hav ing ever heard of
any pi ous lady, whether old or young, who, at her de par ture from this
world, cared to have her pearls and other or na ments about her. On the con- 
trary, we read of a princess, who, on her death-bed, ex pressed her con tempt
for them, ex claim ing, Away with such trash! and do Thou, Christ Je sus,
adorn my soul with Thy royal robes!

Pro vide your selves, there fore, with such pearls as may strengthen your
soul at death, and adorn it in the sight of Je sus.

As pearls are strung upon a thread, and hung for or na ment about the
neck, so ought the Chris tian to string upon his mem ory those pre cious texts
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of Scrip ture, which con tain the ker nel, sap, and strength of heav enly wis- 
dom, that he may have them ready for use, both in life and death.

Above all, ev ery time you dec o rate your self with these bright and glis- 
ten ing jew els, re mem ber that your soul ought to wear a sim i lar or na ment of
virtue, god li ness, and good be hav ior; oth er wise the pearls will be ashamed
of the vile ob ject they are com pelled to adorn.

My God! my pearls shall be my tears. Give me grace to shed them for
sor row at my sin, for joy at Thy good ness, and for de sire af ter Thy heav enly
fe lic ity, and I shall ask for no other pearls.

110. The Foul Ves sel

A drink was brought to Got thold which tasted of the ves sel in which it
had been con tained, and this led him to ob serve: We have here an em blem
of our thoughts, words, and works. Our heart is de filed by sin, and hence a
taint of sin ful ness cleaves un for tu nately to ev ery thing we take in hand; and
al though, from the force of habit, this may be im per cep ti ble to us, it does
not es cape the eye of the om ni scient, holy, and right eous God.

Yes, replied a pi ous man, who heard the ob ser va tion, our wicked and un- 
godly hearts give us much to do. By the mouth of the prophet,13 God ex- 
horts us: Wash thine heart from wicked ness, that thou mayest be saved; and,
in com pli ance with the ex hor ta tion, I have for many years been oc cu pied
wash ing the un clean ves sel with fer vent prayers, floods of tears, con stant
strug gles, new res o lu tions, and dili gent at ten tion and study of the Di vine
Word. Hith erto, how ever, I can find no trace of any good hav ing been done.
The stains are here and there so deeply fixed, that no wash ing avails to
purge them out; and this of ten sinks me into de spon dency, and makes me
imag ine that my Chris tian ity is not worth a straw.

One main rea son, re joined Got thold, why God does not, in this present
life, wholly cleanse the heart, and de liver it from orig i nal sin, is, that we
may be pre served from pride, and, like weak and thirsty chil dren, con tin u- 
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ally cling to the grace and wounds of the Lord Je sus. We must not on that
ac count, how ever, de spair of our Chris tian ity, or sup pose that, be cause it
does not please our selves, it is also dis pleas ing to God. God is a most af fec- 
tion ate Fa ther; and be ing aware that, in this world, His chil dren will never
be with out weak nesses and sins, He ex er cises pa tience with them. Then,
open ing a work of Tauler, he read the fol low ing pas sage: Lord, Thou seest
to the bot tom of all hearts, and un der stand est all thoughts. Thou know est
well how will ingly I would give back into Thy hands a pure and heav enly
soul. All I have, how ever, is this foul ves sel, full of filth and temp ta tion:
such as it is, I of fer it to Thee. If it were bet ter, to Thee I would still give it.
All I ask is, that Thou wouldst wash it with Thy pure blood, and so make it
meet to re ceive Thy holy in flu ence.

1. Phil. 2:13.↩ 

2. Rom. 8:14.↩ 

3. 2 Cor. 5:14.↩ 

4. 2 Pe ter 1:6.↩ 
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6. John 15:5.↩ 

7. Isa iah 6:11.↩ 

8. Hosea 9:12.↩ 
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111. A Strange Sea

On an other oc ca sion, Got thold re marked that the world is like a great
ocean, on which, strange to say, most of the mariners suf fer ship wreck in
calm and pleas ant weather; whereas the storms and rag ing waves of trou ble
waft them to the haven of eter nal bliss. Upon this ocean I too am steer ing
my lit tle bark. Be with me, my God! and guide me to the wished-for shore.
It will mat ter lit tle then, whether I sailed in calm and sun shine, or through
storms and tem pests.

112. The En ter tain ment

Got thold was in vited to an en ter tain ment, and had the hope held out that
he would meet with a friend whom he loved, and in whose so ci ety he took
the great est de light. On join ing the party, how ever, he learned that, ow ing to
some un fore seen oc cur rence, this friend was not to be present, and felt too
much cha grined to take any share in the hi lar ity.

The cir cum stance af ter wards led him into the fol low ing train of thought:
The pi ous soul that sin cerely loves and fer vently longs for the Lord Je sus,
ex pe ri ences what I lately did. She seeks her Beloved in all places, ob jects,
and events. If she find Him, who is hap pier? If she find Him not, who more
dis con so late?

Ah! Lord Je sus, Thou best of Friends! Thou art the ob ject of my love;
my soul seeketh Thee; my heart longeth af ter Thee. What care I for the
world, with all its plea sures and pomps, its power and glory, un less I find
Thee in it? What care I for the dain ti est food, the sweet est drinks, and the
mer ri est com pany, un less Thou art present, and un less I can dip my morsel
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in Thy wounds, sweeten my draught with Thy grace, and hear Thy pleas ant
words. Ver ily, my Sav ior, were I even in heaven, and did not find Thee
there, it would seem to me no heaven at all. Where fore, Lord Je sus I when I
seek Thee with tears, sighs, yearn ings of heart, and pa tient hope, hide not
Thy self from me, but suf fer me to find Thee! For, Lord! whom have I in the
heaven but Thee? and there is none upon the earth that I de sire be sides
Thee. My flesh and my heart faileth; but God is the strength of my heart,
and my por tion for ever.1

113. The Fruit ful Tree

Pass ing a gar den, Got thold ob served a pear-tree whose branches were
bend ing to the ground, as if they would break with the weight of the fruit.
On ask ing a friend, who was with him, What do you think it is which this
tree needs? he was an swered: A prop or two to sup port the over loaded
boughs.

No, re joined Got thold, but hands to pluck, and bas kets to con tain the
fruit. It presents to us a beau ti ful em blem of the Lord Je sus, our beloved
Sav ior. He needs me, and I Him; and so we suit each other. Nor think it
strange when I say that the Lord Je sus needs me. I mean that He needs me
as this tree does bas kets, or as the widow’s cruse, which God had blessed,
needed empty ves sels to hold the oil2; or as the mother, whose breasts over- 
flow, needs the child to suck the milk. Love con strains the Lord to seek me,
as my wants do me to seek Him. He pos sesses all things – heaven, earth,
and all which they con tain; but these He does not need. What He needs is,
souls and hearts, to re plen ish with His grace and Spirit, and bless with His
sal va tion. mighty love, ten der com pas sion, and mercy of our Sav ior! He,
who needs noth ing else, can not do with out sin ful and wretched man.

114. The Har vest
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To wards the fall of the year, a party of friends were tak ing a walk in the
vicin ity of a town, when one of them be gan and said: Alas! how all things
are now rush ing, as if down hill, to wards the cold and gloomy win ter! We
no longer hear the voice of a sin gle bird. The lark mourns to see the grain
mown down and carted away, and the fields left to it all naked and bare.

To this Got thold replied: The birds sing most in spring, and are silent in
sum mer; and this, in my opin ion, God has in His good ness or dained, in or- 
der that, while as yet we see the pre cious fruits of the earth only in their
growth, and re joice in them only in hope, the mu sic of the feath ered song- 
sters may stir us up to praise Him. Af ter wards, how ever, when we be gin ac- 
tu ally to en joy His man i fold boun ties, and bear the pre cious grain in thou- 
sands of cart loads into our barns, the birds keep si lence, as if they deemed it
need less to re mind us of our duty, be cause, amidst the pro fu sion of the gifts,
it was not pos si ble to for get the Giver. Look around you, and on ev ery hand
you will see one load of grain carted away af ter an other. Do you sup pose
that the boun ti ful Fa ther who caused it to grow may hope to re ceive for
each a hymn of praise and thanks giv ing? And yet such a trib ute is due to
Him for ev ery sin gle ear, inas much as the whole com bined skill and power
of the hu man race could not, with out His aid, have reared a sin gle ear from
the earth.

Holy God! would we but praise Thee, and love Thee, and live in obe di- 
ence to Thy will, as long as Thou con tin uest Thy bless ings to us, never
would our hearts be empty of Thy love, our mouths of Thy praise, or our
walk of Thy fear!

115. The Ar ti fi cial Pic ture

A man of rank pos sessed a piece of paint ing, which, when looked at as it
lay ex tended upon a long ta ble, showed only a few coarse strokes and con- 
fused patches of color; but when viewed through a glass, which was fixed at
one end, beau ti fully and cor rectly por trayed a lady stretched upon the
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ground, her arm rest ing upon a skull, and a book ly ing open be fore her,
which she was read ing, with tears in her eyes.

Got thold, on the pic ture be ing shown to him, was greatly sur prised, and
said: I can not but ex press the thoughts which arise in my mind. This pic- 
ture, me thinks, very aptly rep re sents the Di vine prov i dence and all-wise
gov ern ment of the world. Viewed merely upon the sur face, noth ing can
seem more jar ring or dis or dered. It of fends not only the hea then, but even
Chris tians. The course of things is well de scribed by Solomon: I turned and
saw un der the sun that the race is not to the swift, nor the bat tle to the
strong; nei ther yet bread to the wise, nor yet riches to men of un der stand ing,
nor yet fa vor to men of skill; but time and chance hap peneth to them all.3

On the other hand, they who con tem plate the state of the world through
the glass of the Word and of faith, speed ily be come con vinced that a se cret
or der runs through this ap par ent dis or der; and, though pre vi ously un able to
dis tin guish one form or ob ject from an other, soon dis cover that the wise and
mighty hand of God has skil fully fit ted all things into each other, and,
amidst the thou sand com pli cated changes which take place, keeps the
course of His prov i dence un changed, – so that what we call For tune, Ac ci- 
dent, or Chance, is in re al ity noth ing but the ex e cu tion of His mer ci ful,
right eous, and im mutable plans.

116. The Mi cro scope

Two glasses were fit ted by a friend into a lit tle ivory box in such a way
that any small ob ject, like a midge or other in sect, when put into it, and
viewed through the smaller and up per glass, seemed of enor mous size, and
all its parts, how ever diminu tive, were dis tinctly vis i ble. If, how ever, the
box was re versed, and the ob jects con tem plated through the larger glass,
they then ap peared to shrink be low the usual size.

Got thold looked upon the con trivance with no or di nary plea sure, and
said: I know not what bet ter name to give this box than the mag ni fy ing-
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glass. In my opin ion, how ever, the hearts of the proud and hyp o crit i cal are
of the same con struc tion. When they con tem plate what is their own, – their
virtues and tal ents, – they see through a glass, which self-love has so art- 
fully pre pared that all seems of vast di men sions, and they imag ine that they
have good rea son to boast and con grat u late them selves upon their gifts. If,
how ever, they have oc ca sion to look at their neigh bor and his good points,
they turn the lit tle box up side down, and all seems small and com mon place.
They ob serve their own faults and vices through the di min ish ing glass, and
reckon them very in con sid er able; while they con tem plate their neigh bor’s
from the op po site side, and so con vert a midge into an ele phant.

The great est of all delu sions in the world is that which man vol un tar ily
prac tices upon him self, and which be trays him, with his eyes open, into
pride, self-es teem, and con tempt of oth ers. You will own that the heart of
the Phar isee, who looked upon him self as a mighty saint, and upon the pub- 
li can as a brand fit for the burn ing, was of this de scrip tion. That Phar isee,
how ever, has left be hind him a nu mer ous off spring, and spread his line over
the whole earth. In fact, I do not be lieve there ex ists the man who has not
some times used such a box in the way we have de scribed. This is the source
of all the mis chief in the world; for, by mag ni fy ing our selves and di min ish- 
ing our neigh bor, we come to fancy that we ought to bear noth ing, and be
all things. It also breeds boast ing, dis dain, wrath, ha tred, im pla ca bil ity, in- 
so lence, and the like; and there fore the Word of God re minds ev ery man not
to think of him self more highly than he ought to think,4 and dis tinctly says:
If any man think him self to be some thing when he is noth ing, he de ceiveth
him self.5

My God, I per ceive that it is self-love, and its off spring, self-de cep tion,
which shut the gates of heaven, and leads men, as if in a de li cious dream, to
hell. Oh, give me grace not to fol low my self and my delu sions, but Thee
and Thy Word! It will then be im pos si ble for me to go astray.

117. Tun ing a Lute
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One day Got thold hap pened to find a friend tun ing his lute, which
proved a work of some la bor. This led him to say:

The Chris tian may aptly be com pared to such an in stru ment. A lute is
made of com mon and soft tim ber, which has not it self, but the hand of the
work man, to thank for fash ion ing it into what it is. In like man ner, a Chris- 
tian has no dis tinc tion above other men, save that the hand of a mer ci ful
God has made of him a ves sel of grace. As a lute re quires to be strung, and
skil fully tuned and touched, so must the fin ger of God fur nish the heart of
the Chris tian with good thoughts, and then ad just them to the honor of His
name. How ever beau ti ful a lute may be, it is eas ily put out of tune, and
there fore needs con tin ual care. And so does our Chris tian ity. Dis at tuned by
the devil, the wicked world, and our own per verse will, it would sound
harshly, did not the gra cious hand of the Most High daily reg u late and cor- 
rect it.

At the same time, let us re mem ber what du ties are ours. If we la bor to
tune a lute, that its sound may not grate upon hu man ears, why do we not
take equal pains to har mo nize and reg u late our thoughts, words, and works,
that they may not of fend the sharp eyes and ears of the Most High? We hear
at once, if but a sin gle string is out of tune; and yet we of ten nei ther mark
nor care for the dis cord be tween our life and walk, and God’s holy com- 
mand ments. Men in stantly tell us of the false note in our mu sic; and let us
also, my friend, ad mon ish each other, when we per ceive a flaw or dis cord in
our Chris tian ity.

Lord Je sus! tune, reg u late, and mold my life, and make it con so nant with
Thine. It is true that my strings are weak, and can not sus tain so high a pitch
as Thy per fec tion. I con sole, my self, how ever, with the thought, that, as in
this lute there are higher and lower clefs, so among Chris tians there are both
the strong and the weak; and Thou art sat is fied with both, pro vided only
they are not false.

118. The Bee
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Got thold saw a bee flut ter for a while around a pot of honey, and at last
light upon it, in tend ing to feast to its heart’s con tent. It, how ever, fell in, and
be ing be smeared in ev ery limb, mis er ably per ished.

On this he mused, and said: It is the same with tem po ral pros per ity, and
that abun dance of wealth, honor and plea sure, which are sought for by the
world as greed ily as honey is by the bee. A bee is a happy crea ture so long
as it is as sid u ously oc cu pied in gath er ing honey from the flow ers, and by
slow de grees ac cu mu lat ing a store of it. When, how ever, it meets with a
hoard like this, it knows not what to do, and is be trayed into ruin. In like
man ner, many a man shows him self godly, hum ble, pi ous, so long as he is
obliged, from day to day, to earn his bread with the sweat of his brow, and
con stant dif fi culty and toil. Let some ex tra or di nary turn of for tune, how- 
ever, sud denly put him in pos ses sion of great wealth, and it be comes a stair
by which he de scends to the pit of de struc tion. A bee per ish ing like this, in
a pot of honey, might be painted with the motto. Abun dance is my ruin.

What, then, my God! ought I to de sire? A great for tune might prove to
me a great mis for tune, and abun dance is sue in eter nal want. Grant me
grace, that, like a bee, I may dili gently la bor in Thy fear, and not in vain, for
the por tion of bread con ve nient for me. In other re spects, be Thou my
wealth, and then I shall be ex empt from dan ger.

119. Heaven

Med i tat ing upon the mis ery of the times, and the great dis or der oc ca- 
sioned by the war in all places and among all ranks, Got thold walked forth
into the coun try in a de spond ing mood. Reach ing the sum mit of a hill,
which com manded an ex ten sive view of the neigh bor ing coun try, he tar ried
for a while, and in dulged in the fol low ing train of thought:

I here be hold cities, vil lages, and fields; forests, parks, and mead ows;
hedges, rocks, cat tle, birds, and men; – but all of them, as it were, com pre- 
hended by heaven, and en closed within its cir cle. Look where I may, heaven
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is still the last and fur thest ob ject on which my eye must rest. In the same
way, I may be as sured, that what ever is or hap pens in the world, be it good
or bad, is sub jected to the heav enly gov ern ment and prov i dence. This is the
vast hoop which, amidst the sore de struc tion and man i fold strifes which
pre vail, keeps the world to gether. With this belt, my all-pow er ful, and wise,
and gra cious God en cir cles all things. Just as no one can find a spot of earth
on which he has not the heaven for a roof above and a fence around him, so
just as lit tle can any one with draw him self from that di vine and uni ver sal
gov er nance which dis poses all things to the glory of the Most High, and the
sal va tion of the right eous. Why then art thou cast down, my soul! or why
dis qui eted within me? If things go strangely in the world, the strangest thing
is this, that a di vine or der runs through the worst con fu sion of hu man af- 
fairs. Let them go as they will, they can not go oth er wise than as God wills.
You may meet with much to of fend, dis tress, and harm you; but only look a
lit tle fur ther, and you will see the heav ens be yond, as the last ob ject in sight,
gov ern ing, com pre hend ing, and ter mi nat ing all the rest. It mat ters lit tle
what may be the course things take, if it only tend to heaven. Why should
you be of fended be cause, in times of in se cu rity, war, and rap ine like these,
God does not trans late you to the bet ter world in an easy chair? Let it suf- 
fice you to know, that all His paths are mercy and truth,6 and all ter mi nate in
heaven at last.

120. Tears

See ing a widow, of whose piety he was aware, hut not less of her
poverty and af flic tion, seated in the gar den be hind her hum ble dwelling,
and there fre quently rais ing her hands to heaven, ut ter ing one deep sigh af- 
ter an other, and ac com pa ny ing these with floods of tears, Got thold could
not help won der ing why they did not drain the foun tain which sup plied
them.

He could scarce re frain from weep ing in sym pa thy, and called to mind
the words of the son of Sir ach: Do not the tears run down the widow’s
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cheek, and is not her cry against him that causeth them to fall? Af ter gaz ing
for a while, he ap proached some what nearer to the place, and was per- 
ceived. At the sight of him the widow in stantly blushed, dried her eyes, and
en deav ored to con ceal that she had been ad dress ing such anx ious sup pli ca- 
tions to God, and pour ing out her af flicted heart in his pres ence.

Got thold, how ever, re marked: I call to mind the words of the prophet: A
voice was heard in Ramah, lamen ta tion and bit ter weep ing; Rachel weep ing
for her chil dren, re fused to be com forted, be cause they were not. But thus
saith the Lord, Re frain thy voice from weep ing, and thine eyes from tears,
for thy works shall be re warded.7 That your heart is crushed with an guish,
the many tears which I have seen you shed for bid me to doubt; for what are
tears but a fluid which some pe cu liar grief wrings from a trou bled heart?
And even as the strong est essence is ex tracted by fire from the finest herbs
and flow ers, so may tears be said to be the sap which the heat of sor row and
the cross draw from the af flicted heart, and carry off by the chan nel of the
eyes. Be of good cheer, then, and know for cer tain that the Lord hears your
sup pli ca tion, and puts your tears into His bot tle. Now you are sow ing in
tears; here after you shall reap in joy.8 The tears you shed will be changed
into wine, which you will drink with in con ceiv able de light in heaven; or
they will be come pearls, and adorn your crown of honor in the life eter nal.

When she heard these words, the poor widow wept more bit terly than
be fore, and said, with mourn ful voice: Truly, if ev ery Chris tian re ceives a
mea sure which he must fill with his tears, large is the one which has been
al lot ted to me. But I am con tent that it should be so, and thank my faith ful
God, who, af ter my much weep ing and bit ter sor row, never fails to ap ply
some so lace to my bur dened heart.

My God! vouch safe to me also this grace of tears. They mit i gate grief,
break and soften the heart; nor wilt Thou be hold them flow with out fa therly
com pas sion.

1. Psalm 73:25, 26.↩ 

2. 1 Kings 17:12.↩ 

3. Ec cles. 9:11.↩ 
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121. The Ants

By chance Got thold hap pened to come upon an ant-hill, and en ter tained
him self for a while with ob serv ing the as sid u ous labors of these lit tle in- 
sects. He rec ol lected the words of Solomon: Go to the ant, thou slug gard;
con sider her ways, and be wise: which hav ing no guide, over seer, or ruler,
provideth her meat, and gath ereth her food in the har vest.1

As he fur ther mused, he said: My God, no doubt there are many who
equal these lit tle crea tures in their pains and care to col lect and pro vide tem- 
po ral sup plies. But how comes it to pass that we are so sloth ful in lay ing up
a store for the wants of our souls? Ants of ten rather drag than carry splin ters
and straws larger than them selves; and so do the chil dren of men fre quently
bur den them selves with a load of care greatly be yond their strength, and, if
well con sid ered, quite as worth less as a straw. It is to this the prophet al- 
ludes when he says: Surely they are dis qui eted in vain. He heapeth up
riches, and knoweth not who shall gather them.2 They think lit tle of eter nal
things, and de vote scarce a frag ment of their time to med i ta tion upon that
time when time shall be no more. Know ing, as I well do, that a win ter will
one day over take me, in which Thou wilt ei ther ap point for me sore tri als,
or sum mon death to ap proach, it shall now be my in ces sant em ploy ment to
col lect and store in my heart the pre cious grains of Scrip ture texts, in or der
that, when all else is con sumed, my soul may never lack a sup ply of con so- 
la tion.

122. The Strange Bar gain
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In a well-known city there lived two mer chants – one of them a skill ful
arith meti cian, and gen er ally an able man; the other, in ex pe ri enced in fig- 
ures, and by no means a match for the for mer in tal ent. They made the fol- 
low ing bar gain: The first sold a horse to the sec ond; but, in stead of fix ing a
def i nite sum of money as the price, they agreed that it should be reg u lated
by the thirty-two nails with which the four shoes were fas tened to the an i- 
mal’s hoofs, and should be paid in mil let – one grain be ing given for the
first nail, two for the sec ond, four for the third, eight for the fourth, and so
on; that is, dou bling the num ber at ev ery nail.

The buyer was at first de lighted at pur chas ing a fine charger for what he
fan cied a very mod er ate price; but, when the ac count came to be set tled, he
found that the quan tity of grain which, by the terms of the agree ment, he
was re quired to pay, was enor mous. In fact, he would have been re duced to
beg gary, if some sen si ble friends had not in ter posed, and pro cured a dis so- 
lu tion of the bar gain.

Got thold, who heard the story, ob served: Well does it ex em plify the
wiles of Sa tan. By promis ing merry hours and tem po ral gain, he per suades
and se duces man at first into what he calls ve nial faults, and labors to keep
him in these un til they have grown into a habit. Af ter wards he ad vances by
ge o met ri cal pro gres sion. Sin grows from sin, and one trans gres sion fol lows
an other, the new be ing al ways the dou ble of the old; and so the in crease
pro ceeds, un til at last the base plea sure which has been bought, can be paid
for only with that which is above all price, namely, the im mor tal soul; un- 
less, in deed, God mer ci fully in ter pose in time, with His Holy Spirit open ing
the sin ner’s eyes, con vinc ing him of the de cep tion, and in duc ing him to re- 
voke the bar gain, and im plore help and de liv er ance from his Sav ior, Je sus
Christ. It is there fore best to keep one’s self aloof, in ev ery way, from Sa tan
and his con cerns, and to re gard no sin as ve nial and small. How can it be
that, when it is com mit ted in op po si tion to the holy will of the Most High
God?

My God! teach me to reckon ev ery sin great, so long as I live; but oh, let
me look upon the very great est sins as lit tle, when I die!
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123. The Chil dren’s Cup

A saga cious fa ther had pur chased for his chil dren a lit tle cup, out of
which they were to drink, and lit tle plates, from which to eat their food, and
made it a rule that when these were once emp tied, they re ceived no more.
Got thold saw and ap proved this strict do mes tic dis ci pline, but at the same
time said: Friend, how comes it to pass that what we find ben e fi cial for our
chil dren, we are un will ing to ap prove when done by an all-wise God to our- 
selves? We fix and mea sure out for them a con ve nient por tion of meat and
drink, and yet we are sel dom sat is fied with that which the Most High, in
His good plea sure, or dains for our selves. Do we sup pose that we men, in
our folly, un der stand what is good for our chil dren’s health bet ter than God
what is good for our sal va tion?

My God! had I my will in tem po ral things, I would use them in the most
sense less way, and, as chil dren do with meat and drink, would bring upon
my poor soul sor row and dis tress by my ex cesses. Heav enly Fa ther! al lot to
me a cup ei ther large or small, and pour into it much or lit tle, as Thou wilt;
but give me al ways a few drops of Thy bless ing and grace, and with these I
shall be sat is fied.

124. The Sheep

Got thold one day saw a farmer care fully count ing his sheep as they came
from the field. Hap pen ing at the time to be in an anx ious and sor row ful
mood, he gave vent to his feel ings, and said: Why art thou cast down, my
soul? and why dis qui eted with anx ious thoughts? Surely thou must be as
dear to the Most High as his lambs to this farmer. Art thou not bet ter than
many sheep? Is not Christ Je sus thy Shep herd? Has not He risked His blood
and life for thee? Hast thou no in ter est in His words: I give unto My sheep
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eter nal life, and they shall never per ish, nei ther shall any pluck them out of
My hand?[^aap]

This man is num ber ing his flock; and think est thou that God does not
also count and care for His be liev ing chil dren and elect, es pe cially as His
beloved Son has averred that the very hairs of our head are all num bered?3

Dur ing the day, I may per haps have gone astray, and heed lessly fol lowed
my own de vices; still, at the ap proach of evening, when the faith ful Shep- 
herd counts His lambs, He will mark my ab sence, and gra ciously seek and
bring me back.

Lord Je sus! I have gone astray like a lost sheep: seek Thy ser vant; for I
do not for get Thy com mand ments.4

125. The Gen er ous Tree

A Beau ti ful tree was so laden with fruit, that it bent its branches to the
ground, and, as it were, of fered it to men in hand fuls. Got thold be held it
with plea sure, praised God for the bless ing, and, the ap ples be ing in sea son,
ap proached to take one. The force, how ever, which he used, shook the slen- 
der bough, and the con se quence was, that sev eral dropped at his feet.

Fair tree, he ex claimed, how gen er ous thou art! Thou givest me more
than I de sire; re mind ing me thereby of the in com pre hen si ble and un mer ited
good ness of God, which presents its bless ings as it were upon loaded
branches; says to us, Be hold me, be hold me;5 and does ex ceed ing abun- 
dantly above all that we ask or think.6 Han nah, the af flicted woman, prays
for a child, and ob tains six.7 Solomon asks for wis dom to en able him rightly
to gov ern his sub jects, and ob tains not wis dom only, but riches and honor,
such as scarce any other monarch ever pos sessed.8

We of ten ask for daily bread; but as the ripe ap ples drop in num bers into
my hand, so dost Thou, my God, ex ceed our ask ing when this is good for
us, and con ducive to our sal va tion. What has a child to do with un ripe fruit?
And just as lit tle would it profit me to re ceive that which is hurt ful to the
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soul, even though I asked for it. And we, too, should re sem ble this tree; pre- 
sent ing the fruits of faith to all who ask them, ex tend ing our loaded
branches, and dis tribut ing with a lib eral hand to the needy. As this is sel dom
done, we have rea son to fear that in the gar den of God not a few of the trees
are un fruit ful, mere cum ber ers of the ground, and which have there fore
noth ing to ex pect but the axe and the fire.

My God! make me fruit ful, and ever ready to min is ter to my neigh bor, as
all Thy crea tures do to me.

126. The Mill

Pass ing a mill one day, Got thold rec ol lected the wise ob ser va tion of a
cer tain prince: Man’s heart is like a mill stone; pour in corn, and round it
goes, bruis ing and grind ing, and con vert ing it into flour; whereas, give it no
corn, and the stone in deed turns round, but only grinds it self away, and be- 
comes ever thin ner, and smaller, and nar rower. Even so the heart of man re- 
quires to have al ways some thing to do; and happy he who con tin u ally oc cu- 
pies it with good and holy thoughts, oth er wise it may soon con sume and
waste it self by use less anx i eties, or wicked and car nal sug ges tions.

When the mill stones are not nicely ad justed, grain may in deed be poured
in, but comes away only half ground, or not ground at all. The same of ten
hap pens with our heart, when our de vo tion is not suf fi ciently res o lute. On
such oc ca sions, we read the finest texts with out know ing what we have
read, and pray with out hear ing our own prayers. The eye flits over the sa- 
cred page, the mouth pours forth the words, and clap pers like a mill, hut the
heart mean while turns from one strange thought to an other; and such read- 
ing, and such prayer, are more a use less form than a de vo tion ac cept able to
God.

My God! I too have of ten, in con vers ing with Thee, been like one asleep
and un con scious of what he says. Mer ci fully for give me for this, and as so- 
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ciate hence forth Thy Spirit with my heart, that my prayer may be as de vout
as Thy majesty and my own ne ces si ties re quire.

127. The Dam aged Bell

A bell in the neigh bor hood had been rent, and when be ing rung, clearly
evinced by its tone the dam age it had sus tained. Got thold, hap pen ing to
hear it, mused as fol lows:

In the same way, it is scarcely pos si ble that the faults of those who oc- 
cupy lofty sta tions in the world can re main con cealed. The more highly they
are ex alted, the fur ther off do men hear their good or de fec tive tone. In per- 
sons of low de gree, even great faults are lit tle thought of; and the hum bler
they are, the more speed ily and ef fec tu ally will their evil re port be swal- 
lowed up by the hum ble ness of their con di tion. Among the lofty, how ever,
the small est blem ishes are reck oned great, and, by their ex alted sta tion,
spread to a greater dis tance.

Keep me, my God, from cast ing a stum bling-block be fore any. I will
rather be hum ble, un known, and good, than great, renowned, and un godly.

128. In grat i tude

A per son was lament ing that, though ho had done good to num bers of
his fel low-men, he had been re warded with grat i tude by few, and with in- 
grat i tude by many; and he averred that, for this rea son, he was re solved
hence for ward to limit and re strain his lib er al ity.

Got thold replied: Friend, did you ever see the horses taken to wa ter?
They rush into some beau ti ful stream or tran quil lake, and drink of it to
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their heart’s con tent; af ter which they turn their backs upon it, or stamp in it
with their feet un til the wa ter is pol luted. This is the price they pay for their
re fresh ing draught. But what then does the no ble river? It im me di ately
floats away the mud, and con tin ues af ter, as it was be fore, full, and free of
ac cess for the same or other thirsty crea tures. And so must you also do. If
there re ally be a foun tain of gen uine char ity in your heart, it will con stantly
and spon ta neously over flow, whether those who drink of it are thank ful or
not. He is a sense less hus band man who ex pects to reap the pro duce of his
seed be fore the har vest. This life is the sea son for sow ing and scat ter ing; we
shall reap here after.

My God! grant that my bounty may be a clear and trans par ent river,
flow ing from pure char ity, and un con tam i nated by self-love, am bi tion, or
in ter est. Thanks are due, not to me, but Thee, from whom all I pos sess is
de rived. And what are the pal try gifts for which my neigh bor for gets to
thank me, com pared with the im mense bless ings for which I have so of ten
for got ten to be grate ful to Thee!

129. The Light

Wish ing to seal a let ter, Got thold called for a lighted can dle. The maid
obeyed his or ders; but, pro ceed ing too hastily, the flame, which had not yet
gath ered suf fi cient strength, went out.

Here, said Got thold, we have that which may well re mind us of the gen- 
tle ness and mod er a tion to be ob served in our com port ment to wards weak
and erring brethren. Had this can dle, when first lighted, been car ried slowly,
and shaded by the hand from the air, it would not have been ex tin guished,
but would soon have burned with vigor. In like man ner, many a weak
brother might be set right, if we only came to his help in the right way, and
with kindly ad vice. It is not by vi o lent strokes that you re duce the dis lo- 
cated limb. Christ Him self does not quench the smok ing flax, but blows
upon it with the gen tle breath of the blessed words that pro ceed out of His
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mouth;9 and this was the rea son why dis con so late sin ners flocked around,
and pressed upon Him, to hear what He said.10

130. Sec ond Med i ta tion on the
Light

Con tin u ing, Got thold said:

The can dle, by burn ing and shin ing, con sumes it self, but gives light to
oth ers, and min is ters to their use. In the same way ought we to reckon our- 
selves happy when we are per mit ted to em ploy our bod ily and men tal pow- 
ers in the ser vice of God and our neigh bor, al though we thereby grad u ally
waste them away, and be come ripe, for death. It is bet ter to con sume our
life in care and dis com fort for the ser vice of oth ers, than in lux ury and plea- 
sure to our own de struc tion.

1. Proverbs 6:6–8.↩ 

2. Psalm 39:6.↩ 

3. Matt. 10:30.↩ 

4. Psalm 119:176.↩ 

5. Isa iah 65:1.↩ 

6. Ephes. 3:20.↩ 

7. 1 Sam. 1:20; 2:21.↩ 

8. 1 Kings 3:12, 13.↩ 

9. Luke 4:22.↩ 

10. Luke 5:1; 15:1.↩ 
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131. Third Med i ta tion on the
Light

Of ten, in the evening, Got thold added fur ther, we see the midges swarm- 
ing about the can dle, and never de sist ing un til they have singed their wings,
and even burned their bod ies. The same hap pens to all who, with pre sump- 
tu ous and in quis i tive thoughts, flut ter around that Light which no man can
ap proach unto.1 In place of en light en ing, it daz zles or de stroys them. Nor is
any one so in ca pable of com pre hend ing the di vine mys ter ies as he who fan- 
cies that he has a spe cial tal ent for the task, and ven tures, with in ge nious in- 
tel lect, to pry into all things.

Lord Je sus! Thou light of the world, be also the light of my soul! What a
can dle stick is with out the can dle, that is my rea son with out Thy grace and
Spirit. Grant that I may here, as a child of the light, walk in the light; and
here after be also found meet for the in her i tance of the saints in light!

132. The Trem bling Poplar

There is a species of poplar whose leaves have long and slen der stalks,
and are there fore of ten rus tled by a breeze too faint to stir the fo liage of the
other trees. Notic ing the fact one day, when there was scarce a breath of air,
Got thold thought with him self:

This tree is the em blem of a man with a wounded and un easy con- 
science, which takes alarm at the most tri fling cause, and ag i tates him to
such a pitch, that he knows not whither to fly. The wicked man trem bleth all
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his days, saith the Scrip ture:2 a dread ful sound is in his ears; and though
there be peace, he feareth that the de stroyer shall come upon him, and that
he shall not es cape mis for tune. The Jews tell us of Cain, when so journ ing in
the land of Nod, – which is the land of mo tion, – that wher ever he trod, the
earth quaked be neath his feet, as if un will ing to bear the frat ri cide. Be that
as it may, it is at least cer tain, that he who has a trou bled con science can
find rest nowhere. The threat pro nounced by God upon the evil-doer is ful- 
filled in him:3 Thou shalt find no ease, nei ther shall the sole of thy foot have
rest; but the Lord shall give thee a trem bling heart, and fail ing eyes, and
sor row of mind.

It is a sore calamity and dis tress when, from age, sick ness, or ac ci dent,
we are af flicted with a trem bling of the head or limbs; but it is far worse
when a trou bled con science makes the heart within us quake like an as pen
leaf.

Mer ci ful God! help me, by Thy grace, never to do what my con science
for bids. Sin may be pleas ant to swal low, but bit ter is the pain with which it
af ter wards wrings the bo som. Not all the world, with all its wealth and
honor, plea sures and con so la tions, can soothe or tran quil ize it. Rest for the
soul flows from no other source than the wounds of Je sus.

133. The Men di cant

A story was told of a beg gar who, dur ing the day, limped about upon
crutches, pre tend ing to be lame and im po tent, and beg ging for alms with a
mourn ful voice; but who, in the evening, at his quar ters, and in the midst of
his com rades, cast his crutches away, took part in the carouse, and showed
by danc ing the per fect sound ness of his limbs. Many ex pressed their sur- 
prise at this, and called the fel low im pos tor, thief, and vagabond. But Got- 
thold ob served:

My friends, he is not the first, and just as lit tle will he be the last, to
prac tice false hood for the sake of money. Do you sup pose that he has not
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many a match, even among those who go about ar rayed in silk and satin?
How many try to cheat, not merely men, but God! How many de ceive
them selves, as this beg gar does his fel low-men! Only re flect what takes
place in church. We de mean our selves de voutly dur ing wor ship, pen i tently
at con fes sion, and de cently and tem per ately at the sea son of com mu nion.
Our words then are: Ah, me! I am a poor sin ner; heartily do I de plore my
trans gres sions; I cast my self upon the Di vine mercy; I will be glad to mend
my ways. Oh, how grieved the beg gar then is! and how af flicted he pre tends
to be! But only ob serve him when he has quit ted the church, laid aside his
as sumed de vo tion and fic ti tious piety, is left to him self, and re turns to his
wan ton as so ciates. In a mo ment, sin, re pen tance, good res o lu tions, heaven
and hell, are all for got ten. De vo tion is drowned, con science cast away, and
the poor sin ner no longer sor row ful, sick, and wretched, but bold, reck less,
haughty, and un govern able.

We won der, and with good rea son, that, un der the Pa pacy, peo ple be lieve
that they can pro mote their sal va tion by pur chas ing a monk’s hood and
wear ing it in the grave. We are not, how ever, aware that we our selves have
only cho sen the hood of a hyp ocrite, in pref er ence to that of a monk. This is
the dis guise which most Chris tians wear, and in which they also die; they
seem to think that to be come a new crea ture in Christ is a very poor af fair.

Alas, Lord Je sus! of all de cep tions in the world, none is so com mon as
self-de cep tion. Look ing into the mir ror of self-love, men fancy that, if they
please them selves, they must also be pleas ing to Thee; whereas the very op- 
po site is the case. Oh, let Thy Holy Spirit guide me into all truth, and keep
me from im pos ing upon my self!

134. Laugh ter

Pass ing a tav ern one Sab bath-day, Got thold heard the loud and bois ter- 
ous laugh ter of a great com pany re sound ing from it, and said, with a sigh:
Alas, beloved Sav ior! how lit tle at ten tion is paid to the word which Thou
hast spo ken: Woo unto you that are full, for ye shall hunger! woe unto you
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that laugh now, for ye shall mourn and weep!4 We read that the hea then, in
an cient times, fig ured Laugh ter as a god, erected a statue, and, with great
re joic ings, cel e brated an an nual feast in his honor. The nom i nal Chris tians
of our own day have, as it ap pears, been learn ing their cus toms; but, in
place of one, have built many tem ples to the idols of Laugh ter and Joy, and
meet in them, not an nu ally, but rather weekly and daily, show ing far greater
dili gence in their wor ship than in the ser vice of the true God. Even the Sab- 
bath has be come a day for tip pling and swin ish ex cess; piety is changed into
pomp, se ri ous ness into sen su al ity. But, alas! laugh ter like this makes dev ils
laugh, and is a pre mo ni tion and pre lude of ev er last ing weep ing and wail ing;
just as the laugh of new-born in fants is re garded by physi cians and moth ers
as a sign of the sharp pains and bit ter cry ing that are to en sue.

This re minds me of a strange and melan choly story of an in ci dent which
took place ten or twelve years ago in a cel e brated com mer cial city. A well-
dressed and hand some youth en tered an inn, called for break fast, then for
beer and wine, and at last for gamesters and mu si cians. He spent the whole
day in mirth and jol lity of ev ery con ceiv able sort; and, when evening came,
paid the bill, and bade the mu si cians fol low him, play ing their very best. He
then took the way to the nav i ga ble river which flows in the vicin ity, – danc- 
ing, singing, and laugh ing as he went, – and walked into the wa ter, to the
as ton ish ment of the mu si cians, who, fan cy ing it was a di ver sion, looked on
and con tin ued to play. At last, call ing for a right merry tune, and throw ing
them a dol lar from the stream, he laughed aloud, cried Good-night, gen tle- 
men, plunged into the deep, and was drowned. It was gen er ally sup posed
that he was a clerk from some dis tant place, who had squan dered the money
of his prin ci pal, and did not dare to face the day of reck on ing. Fear of pun- 
ish ment on earth plunged him into ev er last ing wail ing. Such is the mirth,
the plea sure, and the laugh ter of the world.

Holy and mer ci ful God! grant me grace to re joice as though I re joiced
not. Thou art the foun tain of true, heav enly, and per pet ual joy. Be Thou the
joy of my heart, and then will I will ingly forego the joys of the world. Bet- 
ter en ter into heaven weep ing and mourn ing, than go to hell with mirth and
laugh ter.
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135. The Dis con so late Man

A per son in deep dis tress called one day on on Got thold, told him that he
had some thing to say, and ex pressed a wish to con verse with him alone. Be- 
ing shown into a side-cham ber, he be gan to shed such a flood of tears as
ren dered vain any at tempt to ut ter a word.

You wished to speak with me, said Got thold, and now, though your lips
are silent, I can eas ily un der stand, from the lan guage of your eyes, that your
heart is bur dened with some great dis tress. Dear sir, do tell me what it is,
and re lieve your mind. Ah I said the stranger, sin, sin! thou poi son of the
soul! how dost thou gnaw and plague my poor heart!

To this Got thold re joined, with a smile: You had al most made me as dis- 
con so late as your self, and drawn tears from my eyes by those that flow
from your own. But, so far as I can un der stand, this sor row of yours is not
worth sor row ing for; nay, your grief even makes me glad, and I take de light
in your dis tress. In deed, even the holy an gels smile to see you weep, and the
Lord Je sus Him self re joices be cause you mourn. Had I wit nessed your sin, I
might then have wept; but, now that you are weep ing tears of sor row for it,
you give me cause heartily to re joice. This is that godly sor row which wor- 
keth re pen tance unto sal va tion, not to be re pented of.5 I wish from my in- 
most soul that I saw all the im pen i tent and se cure in the state in which you
are. There are many in deed who weep be cause they can not have their will,
not many be cause they have had it. I see plenty of mourn ers in the world,
but few who mourn for them selves; and yet, mis er able is that soul which
has never once wept for its own un do ing. Dis con so late hearts, how ever, are
the proper ves sels to be filled with the blood and con so la tions of the Lord
Je sus. Weep, then, and let the foun tain of your tears flow un re strained. The
heav enly Physi cian is al ready seek ing a rem edy for your sor row.

136. Why God per mits Sin
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The stranger con tin ued: Ah, me! why did God per mit me to go astray,
and com mit sin?

In truth, replied Got thold, you may be cer tain that it would have been
much more pleas ing to Him if you had not sinned; but, since the thing is
done, be thank ful that, in His mercy and for bear ance, He did not pun ish you
in the act, and, by a sud den death, hurry you into eter nal perdi tion. Un der- 
stand like wise, that, be ing in fin itely pow er ful and good, He would not suf- 
fer evil to take place in the world at all, if His in fi nite power and good ness
could not turn it into good. Med i ta tion upon sin breeds godly sor row, holy
ha tred of a sin ful life, con tempt of the world, and long ing af ter heaven. The
soul which is wa tered with such rain as your pen i tent tears, will flour ish
with the graces of hu mil ity and meek ness, long-suf fer ing, lov ing-kind ness,
and com pas sion for oth ers. No one teaches more gen tly, or waits more pa- 
tiently, or com forts more ef fec tu ally, or for gives more heartily, than he who
has him self needed gen tle ness, pa tience, com fort, and for give ness. Who
loves the Lord Je sus so much as he to whom many sins have been for given?
Who has so strong a rel ish for the sweet ness of grace as he who, un der the
painful smart of his mis deeds, has tasted the Di vine dis plea sure? As cribe
your fall to your self, and your own wicked ness; but as cribe the sea son you
have had for re pen tance, and the in sight which you have ob tained into the
de for mity of sin, and the hearty de sire you cher ish for the grace of God,
solely to the Di vine good ness. That is of so mar velous a kind, that it
strength ens us even by our frail ties, and raises us by our falls.

137. Af ter-Pains

Ex pe ri ence tes ti fies, that af ter a se vere fall, or the frac ture of an arm or
leg, al though the in jury may have been suc cess fully cured, yet the pa tient
fre quently feels pain in the in jured part, es pe cially at the ap proach of a
storm. Some sen sa tions of the kind led Got thold to re flect upon them, and
he was at a loss what to call them but a se cret im pulse of the love of God,
in tended to re mind us that our grat i tude is due to Him, as long as we live,
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for gra ciously pro tect ing us in the hour of dan ger, and so far mit i gat ing the
evil, as that it should not break our neck, or crip ple us for life. But, just like
the body, he pro ceeded to say, so has the soul its mishaps, its con va les- 
cence, and af ter-pains.

Alas, my God! what else is this life but a miry way, a sheet of slip pery
ice, and a dan ger ous lad der? How eas ily we may hap pen to fall and hurt our
soul.6 In such a case, no doubt. Thou ten derly piti est us, and healest our in- 
fir mi ties. But, that we may not for get our selves, and may learn to walk
humbly and cir cum spectly, our con science some times feels the smart of for- 
mer falls. My God! when the painful re mem brance of my past sins re curs, I
will thank Thee, that Thou didst not sud denly cut me off in my trans gres- 
sions, but in Thine un speak able good ness didst spare my life. I will also
thank Thee for not leav ing me at ease un der my hurt, but for adopt ing
means to cure it thor oughly in this present life, that it may not ter mi nate in
ev er last ing death here after. The pains of con science are caused by the wine
of the law which Thou pourest in to cleanse the wound. But along with the
wine Thou pourest in the oil of mercy to soothe and heal it. Be it smart, or
be it so lace, both, I am cer tain, will work to gether for my good.

138. The Blinded Bird

Got thold was one day shown into an apart ment in which a num ber of
birds were kept for the en ter tain ment of their owner. Among these was a
nightin gale, in a cage cov ered with green cloth, and a finch, blind folded. As
the owner said, and as ex pe ri ence tes ti fied, these two sur passed all the rest
in the mirth and pleas ant ness of their notes. Got thold ob served:

Al though I can not ap prove of im pris on ing these poor lit tle crea tures, and
far less of de priv ing them of the use of their eyes and the light of the sun, it
yet gives me plea sure to be hold in them the true em blem of a de vout sup pli- 
ant, who speaks to his God with fil ial bold ness, and thanks Him with joy ful
lips for all his bless ings. To this end, the soul must be in soli tude and at
peace, and not only choose a se cret and undis turbed re treat, but keep aloof
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from its own worldly cares, thoughts, and wishes, and re sign it self, with
child-like con fi dence, to the Di vine will.

How blessed the man who prays with his soul blind folded, see ing noth- 
ing but the mercy and majesty of God! His prayers, and psalms, and sighs,
are so pleas ing, that God and all the holy an gels lis ten to them with de light.
At first, in deed, it may ap pear strange and dif fi cult, when we are told to
look upon no earthly ob ject with con fi dence; on fur ther trial and ex pe ri- 
ence, how ever, we will dis cover that no one ob serves more acutely, or sings
more sweetly, than he who, se questered from the world, and blind fold ing
the eyes of his un der stand ing, di rects his heart, in peace and sim plic ity, to
God.

My God! close my eyes, that I may see Thee; sep a rate me from the
world, that I may en joy Thy com pany.

139. Gray Hairs

Meet ing an old and wor thy man, who lifted his hat to him, and thereby
ex posed his sil very locks, Got thold thought with him self: How true it is, as
the Scrip ture says, that the hoary head is a crown of glory, if it be found in
the way of right eous ness; and that the gray head is the beauty of old men!7

God Him self, when He ap peared in a hu man form, was pleased to wear
gray hair,8 and in His law has en joined the young to rise up be fore the hoary
head, and honor the face of the old man.9 Even the hea then dis cov ered, by
the light of na ture, that it is dis grace ful not to treat the hoary head with re- 
spect. This sil very crown can not be won with out a world of care, trou ble,
and sor row; and there fore ev ery white hair upon it should ad mon ish the
young to show it due honor, thank fully ac knowl edge its toil, and sup pli cate
of God long to spare and pre serve the heads whose sil very locks con ceal
much wise coun sel, large ex pe ri ence, and lofty gifts.

My God! my time is in Thy hands. Should it please Thee to lengthen my
life, and com plete, as Thou hast be gun, the work of blanch ing my locks,
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grant me grace to wear them as an un sul lied crown of honor. Should this not
be Thy plea sure, I shall be sat is fied with know ing, as I do, that wis dom is
gray hair unto men, and an unspot ted life old age.

140. The Coin

Be ing present in a com pany where a new coin, bear ing the like ness of a
great po ten tate, was pro duced, Got thold put the ques tion: For what rea son,
think you, do mon archs cause their im age to be stamped upon the coin of
the realm?

To this one replied: No doubt, in or der thus, too, to set up a memo rial of
them selves to pos ter ity; there be ing noth ing which men store and pre serve
with so much pains as money.

In my opin ion, said an other, a prince im prints his like ness upon the coin,
as he does his seal upon a let ter, in or der to au then ti cate and give it cur rency
as law ful and ster ling.

Said a third. It may prob a bly be also done to re mind the sub jects heartily
to love and pray for the au thor i ties un der whose shield and pro tec tion they
are en abled, in free dom and safety, to sell and buy, carry on trade and com- 
merce, travel, or stay at home.

My ex pla na tion, sub joined Got thold, would be, that a sov er eign in tends,
by the ex hi bi tion of his im age, to re mind his sub jects of his au thor ity,
power, and jus tice, that un der this strong in duce ment, they may show the
same in tegrity and up right ness in their deal ings and trans ac tions, as if the
prince him self were agent, and rat i fied these by his pres ence. Let the oc ca- 
sion also re mind us that our hearts ought to be a di vine medal, stamped with
the im age of Christ, the Prince of heaven; and all that we say, or think, or
do, should bear the im press of His love, gen tle ness, hu mil ity, kind ness, tem- 
per ance, char ity, con tent ment, and truth.

Ah, Lord Je sus! do Thou Thy self stamp Thine im age upon my heart, that
it may be ac knowl edged as ster ling in heaven. The dol lars and ducats which
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we so highly value, re ceive the royal or princely im age only by be ing sub- 
jected to the ham mer and the stamp. Even so, no one can be re newed into
the im age of God, un less he sub mit with cheer ful ness and pa tience to the
blessed cross.

1. 1 Tim o thy 6:16.↩ 

2. Job 15:20.↩ 

3. Deut. 28:65.↩ 

4. Luke 6:25.↩ 

5. 2 Cor. 7:10.↩ 

6. Prov. 8:36 Luth. ver.↩ 

7. Prov. 16:31; 20:29.↩ 

8. Dan. 6:9: Rev. 1:14.↩ 

9. Lev. 19:32.↩ 



155

141. The Mag ni tude of the
Heav enly Bod ies

In a com pany of friends, the con ver sa tion hap pened to turn upon the
mag ni tude of the sun, moon, and other stars, when one of them ob served: It
seems to me scarcely cred i ble, that a body, ap par ently no big ger than a ball
of fire or a glit ter ing speck, should yet be many thou sand miles in cir cum- 
fer ence. Got thold heard the re mark, and, in ex pla na tion of the mat ter, ob- 
served:

Did you, when abroad at night, ever hap pen to see a fire kin dled by
herds men, or hunters in the for est, or, for the ben e fit of sailors, on the sea-
shore. Be held from a dis tance, it seems so small, that you would de clare it
was only a spark. The nearer you ap proach it, how ever, the juster the no tion
you ob tain of its mag ni tude. It is the same with the balls on the top of lofty
spires; many a one, when he sees them from the ground, fan cies they are no
larger than his hat; and yet, you are aware, they are sev eral ells [OLD

UNIT OF MEA SURE, ABOUT A YARD OR ME TER] in cir cum fer- 
ence. It is also the same, he pro ceeded to say, with the heav enly bod ies; and
when I now in form you that as tronomers have in dis putably proved that
these are many mil lions of miles re mote from the earth, you may per haps be
might ily as ton ished at a dis tance so vast; but, ad mit ting the fact, you can
have no dif fi culty in con ceiv ing that, in spite of their prodi gious size, the
stars should yet ap pear to us so small.

In or der, how ever, that we may reap some spir i tual profit from this sub- 
ject, let me take oc ca sion, from your doubts, to re mind you of the un be lief
which we nat u rally in herit re gard ing di vine and heav enly things. Earthly
ob jects, which are be fore our eyes and lie at our feet, ap pear to us great and
valu able, and wor thy our ut most ef forts; and so we strive la bo ri ously af ter
them, al though they owe all their mag ni tude to our imag i na tion; whereas,
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on the con trary, the heav enly things which God holds forth to our view in
His prom ises, and in ti mates to us by many a fore taste of His be nig nity – all
vast and glo ri ous al though in re al ity they be – are reck oned small and in- 
con sid er able, and sought af ter with lit tle dili gence or pains. The rea son is,
that we are on the earth, and are earthly minded. They how ever, who, on the
wings of faith and de vout con tem pla tion, soar some what nearer to heaven,
imag ine the earth to be a lit tle ball, and the great and haughty among
mankind, with all their mighty en ter prises, to be mere ants or worms that
crawl upon it. The same per sons, on the other hand, see heav enly things as
great, glo ri ous, and de sir able – suit able to the great ness of Him who dwells
in heaven. Learn, there fore, in fu ture, to think lit tle of what is thought great
upon earth, and to as pire af ter that heaven in which alone are to be found
great joy, great peace, great riches, great honor, great so ci ety, a great house,
a great God, and a great and end less fe lic ity.

My God! grant unto me what well be seems a soul which Thou lovest
and choos est – a proper sense of pride, that I may look upon this poor and
pass ing shadow of a world as noth ing, see ing that it can not sat isfy the wants
of a spirit so no ble in its na ture, and so pre cious in Thine eyes. Grant also
that I may pant af ter Thee and Thy heav enly king dom, where all will be
greater than my puny mind can now con ceive.

142. The Con tract

Two neigh bors en tered into a con tract when Got thold hap pened to be
present. It was thought ad vis able that the terms should be drawn up in writ- 
ing; but, as the party who gave the prom ise of fered his right hand to the
other, say ing. There is my right hand – I will ex e cute what I have un der- 
taken like an hon est man the other was in stantly sat is fied, and replied: Since
you have given your word and hand, I trust you as an hon est man.

Well done, my friends! ex claimed Got thold; this is old Ger man truth and
in tegrity. Would that they were still uni ver sal! Chris tian sin cer ity should be
the most bind ing of all obli ga tions; but, be ing now so rare, re course has
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been had to writ ings and seals; and even these are not al ways found to be
the best se cu rity. But an other thought has just en tered my mind: We men do
oc ca sion ally trust a fel low-man in whom we dis cover some trace or hope of
truth ful ness, pro vided he pledge his hand and word. Why, then, do we not
trust God, whom no one ever found false? We have His word in the Scrip- 
ture and its prom ises; we have His hand in the deal ings of His prov i dence,
and in the ex pe ri ences of our whole life; we have His heart in the cru ci fied
Je sus; and, I might also add, His let ter, writ ten with the blood of His Son,
and con firmed by the seal of His Holy Spirit. What, then, should hin der us
from joy fully and fear lessly trust ing Him with our whole heart and soul?
We trust a fa ther, a mother, a brother, be cause they are re lated to us by
blood; we trust a lawyer for his wis dom, and com mit to him our af fairs; we
trust a physi cian for his skill, and con fide our health into his hand. Why,
then, do we not trust God, who is all, knows all, and is both able and will ing
to do all that is nec es sary for our present good and fi nal sal va tion?

143. Pal pi ta tion Of The Heart

The con ver sa tion, in a com pany, hap pen ing to turn upon the beat ing and
mo tion of the heart in the hu man body, great ad mi ra tion was ex pressed at
the power and wis dom with which the Cre ator has so con trived these, as to
keep the blood in cir cu la tion, and im preg nate it with vi tal power, as sim i lat- 
ing the heart, as one of the com pany ob served, to the great ma chines which,
through se cret pipes, dis trib ute wa ter over a whole city. Got thold ob served:

Let this re mind us of the ex pres sion which the Holy Spirit has twice
used re spect ing David, namely, that his heart smote him1, upon one oc ca- 
sion, when, in the cave, he cut off the skirt of Saul’s robe; and upon an- 
other,2 af ter he had num bered the peo ple. And let us sup pli cate as a grace
from God, that, when ever we are tempted, by im pru dence or in fir mity, to
en ter on any doubt ful or dan ger ous course, our heart may in the same way
beat and pal pi tate, to warn us of our dan ger; or that, if we have al ready been
mis led, and are fallen into sin, it may give us no rest, but smite and com pel
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us, till, with true re pen tance, we fly to the cross of Christ, and find rest for it
in Him.

Not with out rea son do I call such pal pi ta tion a grace of God; for, in fact,
it is noth ing else but Christ and His Spirit knock ing at the door of our heart,
ei ther to dis suade us from sin ning, or in duce us to re pent of hav ing sinned.
In the body, the stop page of the heart’s beat ing in di cates the pres ence of
death; and, even so, he who no longer feels pal pi ta tion in his con science, is,
even though liv ing, spir i tu ally dead.

144. Sec ond Med i ta tion on The
Heart

In the case of the crim i nal who has long sti fled his con science, the heart
beats vi o lently when he labors un der ap pre hen sion or anx i ety. We are told
of an in ge nious judge, who, as an easy and ex pe di tious way of de tect ing a
mur derer among a num ber of per sons who were sus pected, or dered them all
to stand round him in a cir cle, and un cover their bo soms. He then pro ceeded
to lay his hand upon each in suc ces sion over the re gion of the heart, and
dis cov ered the per pe tra tor by the vi o lence of the pal pi ta tion.

Here Got thold paused; but a learned man, who was present, took up the
word, and said that he had re cently met with a very beau ti ful story, which
was highly ap pro pri ate to the sub ject of con ver sa tion; and that, if it was the
com pany’s plea sure, he would briefly re late it. It hap pened in Switzer land,
about one hun dred and twenty years ago, that a wor thy peas ant was sen- 
tenced to the flames for ad her ence to the truth of the gospel. Af ter many ad- 
mirable proofs of con stancy and for ti tude dur ing his con fine ment, he, so to
speak, be queathed to pos ter ity a most re mark able one im me di ately be fore
his death. When bound, and ready to be thrown into the fire, he craved per- 
mis sion to speak once more to the judge, who, ac cord ing to the Swiss cus- 
tom, was re quired to be also present at the ex e cu tion. Af ter re peat edly re- 
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fus ing, the judge at last came for ward, when the peas ant ad dressed him
thus:

You have this day con demned me to death. Now, I freely ad mit that I am
a poor sin ner, but pos i tively deny that I am a heretic, be cause from my heart
I be lieve and con fess all that is con tained in the Apos tles’ Creed (which he
there upon re peated from be gin ning to end). Now, then, sir, he pro ceeded to
say, I have but one last re quest to make; which is, that you will ap proach
and place your hand first upon my breast, and then upon your own, and af- 
ter wards frankly and truth fully de clare, be fore this as sem bled mul ti tude,
which of the two, mine or yours, is beat ing most vi o lently with fear and
anx i ety. For my part, I quit the world with alacrity and joy, to go and be
with Christ, in whom I have al ways be lieved; what your feel ings are at this
mo ment is best known to your self. The judge could make no an swer, and
com manded them in stantly to light the pile. It was ev i dent, how ever, from
his looks, that he was more afraid than the mar tyr.

Got thold of fered the thanks of the com pany to the speaker for his beau ti- 
ful story, with which, he said, he had not met in any of the mar ty rolo gies,
and added: Let us, there fore, earnestly de sire and con tin u ally pray, in the
name of Christ, to God, gra ciously to give to us at our death an equally
calm, happy, and fear less heart.

145. Books

A stu dent of the ol ogy com plained one day that he was too poor to pro- 
cure a suf fi cient sup ply of books; and yet, ac cord ing to his opin ion, a study
with out books was like a drug gist’s shop, in which the un stopped vials and
empty boxes can fur nish no medicine for the cure of dis ease.

Got thold replied: There is some truth in what you say; but, my good sir,
do not imag ine that a mul ti tude of books is the only source from which it is
pos si ble to de rive that eru di tion and men tal cul ture which are ac cept able in
the sight of God. In fact, they of ten do more harm than good. It is pos si ble
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to dry up a vast stream by drain ing off its wa ters into lit tle cur rents; and this
is what hap pens to the mind which is prompted by cu rios ity or the hope of
fame to read much, and toil through many books, but which gains only the
boast of hav ing read them; at the same time los ing its hu mil ity and god li- 
ness. How fool ish, too, is the man who sets up a num ber of costly vol umes,
like su per flu ous fur ni ture, for mere or na ment, and is far more care ful to
keep them from con tract ing a sin gle spot of ink than to use them as the
means of in struct ing his ig no rance, and cor rect ing his faults. Com pared
with fools like these, you ought to be con sid ered for tu nate. Bet ter a man
with out books, than books with out a man. Se lect for your self one or two of
su pe rior ex cel lence, and lay them not aside, un til it is ob serv able in both
you and them that they have been well used. That copy of an old au thor,
which a pi ous lady had read so of ten, and be dewed so plen ti fully with her
tears, that the pages had grown thin and sal low, was worth all the li braries
of all hyp ocrites and nom i nal Chris tians col lected into one. Be less con- 
cerned, there fore, about the num ber of the books you read, and more about
the good use you make of them. The best of books is the Bible; it is the
trea sury of all spir i tual and di vine sci ences. To it, there fore, you must give
the pref er ence, be cause it will in struct you unto the king dom of heaven.

146. The Sav ings-Box

Got thold’s sons had pur chased a sav ings-box, to keep the lit tle sums of
money they oc ca sion ally re ceived, and found that, how ever easy to drop the
pieces in, it was much more dif fi cult to bring them out. He there upon ob- 
served: That is an em blem of the hearts and cof fers of the vast ma jor ity of
the men of these times. They are very greedy to take, but very back ward to
give, es pe cially for the glory of God, and the re lief of the poor. Oh, how
long we must shake, and how many arts we must try, be fore we can ex tract
even a penny from a hard and penu ri ous man for the ser vice of God or his
neigh bors! So long as he lives, he imag ines that the busi ness for which he
came into the world is to col lect and keep money; but when he has to leave
the world, and when death breaks the sav ings-box to pieces, and he must re- 
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sign his hoard to oth ers, he does it with re luc tance and dis plea sure. I re ally
be lieve that, were it not too ab surd and use less, many a miser, in mak ing his
will, would do what a miser once ac tu ally did: ap point him self his own heir.
How dread ful a folly to hoard up gold, and to lose heaven!

Je sus, save me from the in fat u a tion of avarice! I too will lay up a trea- 
sure, but Thou shalt have the keep ing of it. I will con sign it to Thee through
the hands of Thy needy mem bers, and never will that be lost which is un der
Thy charge.

147. Blind Man’s Bluff

The man ner of play ing this game is, to bind the eyes of one of the com- 
pany, who then gropes about blind fold, and is all the while pushed and
pulled by his com rades, un til he can lay hold of one of them, who must
there upon take his place. Got thold, com ing upon a party of young peo ple
who were di vert ing them selves in this way, in quired of a by stander, What,
think you, is the com mon est game in the world? In my opin ion, it is this.
Blind-man’s buff is played ev ery where, not merely by chil dren and youths,
but like wise, al though un con sciously, by the old and wise.

I here rec ol lect the pleas ing fancy of an in ge nious au thor, who fig ures
the hu man soul as a shep herdess at play with Worldly Wis dom, Wealth,
Fame, and Plea sure; and suf fer ing these her play mates to bind her eyes in
sport, ig no rant that they are all the time in se cret league with Sa tan, who
slips from a wood, and catches the soul rush ing blind fold into his arms.
This beau ti ful al le gory por trays the man ner in which man, blinded by the
world and his own fleshly de sires, de parts from God, and un con sciously
falls into the snares of the devil.

Alas, Lord! how many thou sand thou sand souls there are who rush in
this very way, with ban daged eyes, dark ened senses, and hard ened hearts,
and amidst sport and laugh ter, into Sa tan’s arms! With how many wise,
learned, rich, and re spectable peo ple he is daily play ing at blind-man’s buff,
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al though they nei ther think nor care about the mat ter! How many there are
who suf fer bad com pany to draw a cowl over their head; or their wives, best
friends, and near est rel a tives, to bind a hand ker chief upon their eyes! And
we love to have it so, be cause we call it sport, plea sure, di ver sion, love, in ti- 
macy, or a joke. In short, we reckon that to be a pas time which ex poses the
soul to the great est dan ger, or even plunges it into perdi tion.

Ah, my God! keep me from ever play ing such a game! Give me eyes
opened and en light ened by Thy Holy Spirit, that I may walk in the light, es- 
chew the de ceit ful sports of the devil and the world, and es cape in safety
from their snares. This, my Fa ther! Thou hast hith erto been pleased to do.
Though I have some times been per suaded to join the game, Thou hast torn
the ban dage from my eyes, and de liv ered my soul; and for this be thanks
and praise as cribed unto Thee through all eter nity.

148. In vis i ble Writ ing

Some one hap pened to say that char ac ters writ ten upon pa per with or ange
or onion juice, and af ter wards dried, can not at first be seen or read, but be- 
come leg i ble the mo ment they are dipped in wa ter. It is the same, said Got- 
thold, with men’s ac tions. They scarcely take no tice of their sins, or at least
soon for get and are lit tle con cerned about them. Let God, how ever, im merse
their con science in the waves of trou ble and the pains of death, and that
which hap pened to the prophet hap pens to them. They be hold a roll, writ ten
within and with out, and therein lamen ta tion, and mourn ing, and woe.3

Where fore, let us live good and Chris tian lives, that so, when it pleases our
God, we may like wise die good and Chris tian deaths.

149. The Dif fi culty of Faith
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Who, said one of a com pany, would re ally refuse to trust the blessed
God?

None of us, cer tainly, said Got thold, so long as he has also faith in his
own hand or purse; oth er wise, to trust in God is a dif fi cult, nay, an im pos si- 
ble task, for an earthly-minded, sin ful, and timid heart. Such a heart can not
trust God with out God’s help, nor de pend upon His grace with out His
grace’s aid.

Faith has many en e mies and gain say ers; and there fore it is a fight, and
only keeps its ground by fight ing. It has to com pre hend the great God and
His whole heaven in a lit tle heart; and that is no easy task. A mother takes
and car ries about her child in her arms; soothes, fon dles, kisses it; gives it
meat and drink, and is very pa tient with it. But how long is it ere the child,
on its part, learns to know the mother, re turns her em braces and smiles, and
shows her love and re spect?

For my self, I can say with thank ful ness, that now, through many tri als,
con flicts, strug gles, temp ta tions, sighs, and prayers, I have come so far, that
I am be gin ning to be lieve that God is my gra cious Fa ther, and that I have an
in ter est in the cru ci fied Je sus, and in His mer its, blood, and death. This is a
les son which I learn from day to day. Like a ten der in fant at the mother’s
breast, I lie at the Sav ior’s wounds, and im bibe from them His blood and
spirit, that I may grow in strength. Lord, I be lieve: help Thou my un be lief!

150. The Ci pher

Ob serv ing a boy tak ing lessons in arith metic, Got thold said: There is
here much to sug gest good thoughts; for the present, how ever, I will se lect
the ci pher. I once heard of a saga cious man, who, be ing on his death-bed,
was so licited to leave some memo rial to his friends. Un able to ar tic u late, he
made signs to have pen and ink brought to him, and with these traced two
great cir cles, or noth ings, upon a sheet of pa per. Af ter his de cease, there
was much spec u la tion what these could mean. The com mon con jec ture was,



164

that he in tended to sig nify that the body and the soul have their ap pointed
cir cuits, and that, when these are fin ished, they re turn sev er ally to their ori- 
gin – the body to the earth, and the spirit unto God.4 In my opin ion, how- 
ever, the two ci phers must have been in tended to show the nul lity of all ter- 
res trial things, just as the wis est of mon archs could find noth ing but van ity
and vex a tion in the learn ing, plea sures, joys, honor, wealth, and glory of the
world.5 In fact, these are like the rock ets which at fes ti vals are dis charged to
amuse the crowd, but whose bright shin ing, and tow er ing flame, end only in
ashes.

All that the world con tains may justly be likened to a note in scribed with
a se ries of such ci phers, each of equal value with the other, but all of them
worth noth ing. Ye men of learn ing, what is all your eru di tion? A fra grant
va por, with which you en ter tain your selves and oth ers, but which speed ily
melts into the air. Ye great philoso phers, what is your wis dom? A spi der’s
web, wo ven with in ge nu ity and pains, but of no use save to catch moths. Ye
men of rank, what is your dig nity? An evening shadow, which, the longer it
is, will the sooner dis ap pear. Ye rich, what is your abun dant wealth? A rose
with many thorns; the flower soon with ers, but the thorns re main. Volup- 
tuar ies, what is your plea sure? A sweet dream, which leaves you noth ing
when you awake but un sat is fied de sire. It is a rule in Chris tian arith metic,
that, take noth ing from noth ing, and noth ing re mains. The world has noth- 
ing, gives noth ing, and is noth ing.

1. 1 Sam. 24:5.↩ 

2. 2 Sam. 24:10.↩ 

3. Ezek. 2:10.↩ 

4. Ec cles. 12:7.↩ 

5. Ec cles. 2:3–11.↩ 
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151. The Num ber Be fore The Ci- 
pher

Con tin u ing his re marks, Got thold said:

The chil dren of God, how ever, are ac quainted with an art by which they
can make some thing out of noth ing; for, if to sev eral ci phers, oth er wise of
no value, I pre fix a num ber, they then amount to sev eral thou sands. And,
even so, the whole world, were I to pos sess it, would do me no good with- 
out the grace of God in Christ. If, how ever, I pre fer Je sus to worldly things,
– that is, if I re ceive them humbly, as a loan, from the hand of my Re- 
deemer, and use them, in faith and love, to His glory, – they then ac quire a
high value, and may have the honor of be ing en tered into the day-book and
ledger of God.

Lord Je sus! out of Thee, all things are noth ing; and in Thee, noth ing is
all. Riches are noth ing, un less they min is ter to Thy poverty; the lofti est rank
is noth ing, if it seek not its honor in Thy ig nominy and thorny crown;
knowl edge is noth ing, if it knows not Thee; and plea sure noth ing, if it is not
tem pered and sanc ti fied by Thy cross. In short, the world is the world, and
noth ing but Je sus is Je sus, and all.

152. The Watch

Ob serv ing that one of his friends al ways car ried his watch about with
him, looked at it while trav el ing or trans act ing other im por tant busi ness,
nay, not in fre quently even took it out in com pany, to as cer tain how time
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was go ing, Got thold thus mused with him self: If noth ing be more pre cious
than the fleet ing time which the Most High has al lot ted to man for liv ing
and do ing good, it is cer tainly a com mend able prac tice to weigh it as if in
scales, and por tion it out with the ut most care and ex act ness, re flect ing on
the words of the apos tle: As we have there fore op por tu nity (time), let us do
good unto all men.1 The true watch, how ever, which, at lit tle cost, though
with great ben e fit, I shall carry about with me, is the fear of my God; and of
this I shall ap point my con science in spec tor, that I may do noth ing but what
is well-pleas ing to Him, and re quired by the brevity of life. A con sci en tious
heart goes per pet u ally like a watch, and, if we at tend to it, will tell us cor- 
rectly what the hour is, and when it is time ei ther for walk ing cir cum spectly,
for sak ing sin, or turn ing to God.

Thou faith ful God! I thank Thee for hav ing put the watch of con science
into the breast of man, and that, amidst all his en joy ments and em ploy- 
ments, it strikes the hour so clearly that he can not choose but hear it. Grant
me grace pi ously to reg u late my ac tions by it, and to lose no op por tu nity of
do ing good.

153. The Ring

A lady of qual ity once asked Got thold what lessons in the prac tice of
piety she should learn from the gold rings upon her fin gers.

Let the mar riage one, he replied, re mind you that your soul is the bride
of the Lord Je sus, es poused to Him in faith; and for this rea son, be at all
times true to Him, and strive to keep your soul, like a pure and chaste vir- 
gin, unspot ted from the world and its pol lu tions. When worldly and sin ful
thoughts in trude into your mind, con sider that they are the un chaste sug ges- 
tions of Sa tan, who would fain es trange you from the Lord Je sus. If there be
a stone set in the ring, re flect that, in the same way, Christ, the bright jasper
and ruby, must be em braced by our faith; be cause, of it self, faith is of lit tle
worth, but with Christ, and through Him, is worth heaven it self.
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154. Sec ond Med i ta tion on the
Ring

Pro ceed ing, Got thold said: As the right hand, by wield ing the pen or
sword, and un der go ing all kinds of toil, earns and pro cures the rings, and
yet must of ten re sign to the left, which does less of the work, the honor of
wear ing them; even so, re mem ber that in the world they who merit honor
most are fre quently des ti tute of it; and look to your self, whether the honor
you en joy has been re ally de served; or whether, for ex am ple, men merely
call you a Chris tian, and say you are vir tu ous, godly, benev o lent, while per- 
haps you are con scious of never hav ing yet earnestly at tempted to be what
these names im ply that you are.

155. Wheat

Look ing on one day while a farmer’s wheat was be ing thrashed, Got- 
thold ob served that the men not only stoutly beat it, but trode upon it with
their feet; and, fi nally, by var i ous ex pe di ents, sep a rated the good grain from
the chaff, dust, and other im pu ri ties. How comes it, he asked him self, that
what ever is of a use ful na ture, and in tended to be prof itable to the world,
must suf fer much, and be sub jected to ev ery kind of ill-treat ment; but that
man, who him self does with other things as he lists, is un will ing to suf fer,
or per mit God to deal as He lists with him?

Wheat, which is the no blest of all the prod ucts of the earth, is here
thrashed, trode upon, swept about, tossed in the air, sifted, shaken and shov- 
eled, and af ter wards ground, re-sifted, and baked, and so ar rives at last upon
the ta bles of princes and kings. What, then, do I mean in be ing dis pleased
with God, be cause He does not strew my path with rose-leaves, or trans late
me to heaven in an easy-chair? By what other process could the wheat be
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cleaned? and how could I be sanc ti fied or saved, were I to re main a stranger
to the cross, and to af flic tion?

Deal with me, there fore, my God! as Thou wilt, and grant that what is
Thy will, may also be mine. Thrash, toss, and sift me, that at last I may ap- 
pear as white and pure bread upon Thy ta ble. I will suf fer all the more will- 
ingly, know ing, as I do, the words of Thy ser vant: Bread-corn is bruised,
and yet not de stroyed by thrash ing. This also is done by the Lord of Hosts,
who is won der ful in coun sel, and ex cel lent in work ing.2

156. Loss of Mem ory

From the let ter of a friend, Got thold learned that a man of learn ing, with
whom he was ac quainted, had lost his mem ory, and thereby been in ca pac i- 
tated for all busi ness of im por tance. Hav ing of ten both heard and read of
sim i lar cases, he re flected upon them, and ere long con vinced him self that
the Most High has good rea sons for per mit ting them to hap pen. They serve
to teach men that it is in His power to de prive them of in tel lec tual gifts, no
less than of goods of for tune and ad van tages of per son; and, con se quently,
that in ev ery re spect He is their Lord Su pe rior. And this les son should in- 
duce them to fear and love Him, and to use all things for the ad vance ment
of His glory, and in ac cor dance with His will.

More over, he pro ceeded, I am not sure whether a re ten tive mem ory is
ab so lutely prefer able to a fee ble one or not. No doubt the mem ory is a trea- 
sury in which a fund of sound and use ful knowl edge, ex pe ri ence, pre cepts,
and in stances, may be col lected and pre served. By many a one, how ever, it
is filled with things which are evil, and which, in place of pro mot ing, prove
a great hin drance to ho li ness and sal va tion. Happy the man who al ways re- 
mem bers – 1st, his sin, that he may be kept from se cu rity, and pride, ex er- 
cise con stant re pen tance, and, with faith and hu mil ity, have re course to
God’s mercy and the Sav ior’s mer its; 2nd, the ben e fits he has re ceived from
oth ers – that he may show his grat i tude; 3rd, death – that, like a Chris tian,
he may pre pare for its ap proach.
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But happy, like wise, the man who to tally for gets – 1st, his own good
deeds, so as never to vaunt them be fore God or man, nor in heart or word
up braid those to whom they were done; 2nd, the in juries and af fronts he has
re ceived from oth ers, so as never to in dulge anger or re venge; and 3rd, lost
prop erty, so as not vainly to dis tress and vex him self with cares.

Vouch safe to me, my God! this land of mem ory, and this kind of for get- 
ful ness.

157. The Death Of The Chris tian

The Chris tian, at his death, said Got thold, should not be like the child
who is forced by the rod to quit his play, but like one who is wea ried of it,
and will ing to go to bed. Nei ther ought he to be like the mariner whose ves- 
sel is drifted, by the vi o lence of the tem pest, from the shore, tossed to and
fro upon the ocean, and at last suf fers wreck and de struc tion; but like one
who is ready for the voy age, and, the mo ment the wind is fa vor able, cheer- 
fully weighs an chor, and, full of hope and joy, launches forth into the deep.

The pi ous monk Staupitz, says: Die as Christ did, and then, be yond all
doubt, your death will be good and blessed. But how, then, did Christ die?
No, man. He Him self says, taketh My life from Me, but I lay it down My- 
self;3 and St. Luke tells us that, when the time was come that He should be
re ceived up, He stead fastly set His face to go to Jerusalem; that is, He took
the way to it with a con fi dent and cheer ful heart, and an in trepid look. Let
us fol low this great Fore run ner; and, that we may do it with alacrity and
con fi dence, and be at all times ready, let us so or der our af fairs, that, when
we come to die, we may have noth ing else to do. Thus should it be with me
while I write, and thus with you while you read my words.

Lord Je sus, beloved Sav ior! do Thou Thy self make us ready.
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158. The Al tar

A Chris tian gen tle man and his lady had pre sented to a church a new and
costly al tar, taste fully carved, and richly dec o rated with gold. Got thold,
hav ing gone with a friend to in spect it, ob served: It greatly de lights me to
see that the love of the Lord Je sus Christ is still felt, and still pro claimed be- 
fore the world, by mon u ments like this. Our dearly-beloved Sav ior has, in
the ven er a ble sacra ment of the Sup per, in sti tuted a memo rial of His love for
us. Why should not we, ac cord ing to our means, and prompted by a be liev- 
ing and grate ful heart, be queath a mon u ment of re cip ro cal af fec tion to
Him? I re mem ber the words of a pi ous Jew, who says, “Were the en tire
globe to be sud denly con verted into a lump of gold, and the hands of skill- 
ful artists forth with to con struct it into man sions and tem ples, it would still
be un fit even for the foot stool of our Lord.” And what is all the gold of the
world, com pared to the blood and love of the Lord Je sus Christ?

Know, how ever, that the very hum blest among His holy and be liev ing
friends can erect a bet ter and more costly al tar than this. The Jew an nexes to
the words which we have quoted, “That, nev er the less, the holy soul is
God’s fa vorite habi ta tion;” and I will say, that the pen i tent and be liev ing
heart is the most beau ti ful of al tars. Such an al tar, how ever, ev ery godly
man can erect, with out ex pense; and, con se quently, even poverty has no ex- 
cuse for re fus ing it.

Well then. Lord Je sus, make an al tar of my heart, and let it be con se- 
crated in faith and love wholly and ex clu sively to Thy ser vice. Here will I
of fer to Thee my un der stand ing, will, and mem ory – my tears, sighs, and
prayers; and thus be at once both al tar and priest.

159. The Bill of Ex change and
Riches
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A large sum had been re mit ted to Got thold, for one of the mem bers of
his fam ily, by a bill of ex change. When the money was be ing paid, he ob- 
served on the coun te nances of the by standers the as ton ish ment com monly
felt, es pe cially by the young, at the sight of so con sid er able a quan tity of
coin, and took oc ca sion to say:

Learn in youth to with stand the fas ci na tion of money, and not to con tem- 
plate it with plea sure or ap pe tence [CRAV ING], as if it were some ex cel- 
lent and pre cious thing. It is, in fact, glit ter ing earth, and noth ing more. Un- 
sta ble and fugi tive, it flits from one to an other, and is like the with ered
leaves which the wind drives to and fro, and col lects here in one heap, there
in an other. I know not whether there ex ists such a thing as a coin stamped
with a pair of pin ions; but I wish this were the de vice which mon archs put
upon their dol lars and ducats, to show that riches make to them selves wings
and fly away. Even, how ever, if wealth were more per ma nent, in what re- 
spect is man the bet ter for it? The rich have lit tle ad van tage over their
poorer brethren in the chief things of this life. They are born like oth ers;
like them, they eat and drink – greater dain ties, per haps, but with less ap- 
petite, and no other ef fect than al lay ing hunger; like them, they wear rai- 
ment, which an swers no other pur pose than to cover and pro tect the body;
like them, they are fret ted with cares, and to a greater de gree, be cause de- 
sire is wont to grow with pos ses sion; like them, too, they sicken, and like
them they die. They must then part with all their money, and lit tle good will
it do them be fore the judg ment-seat of Christ to have once pos sessed it. The
rich give their chil dren gold and sil ver pieces to play with; other chil dren
have only coun ters for the pur pose, or man u fac ture money for them selves,
of bits of pa per and bro ken pot tery. But the one child grows weary of the
game, and goes to bed quite as soon as the other.

It is the same with us old men: Life is a game, and, what ever our play- 
things may be, we must part with them at last, and re sign them into the
hands of oth ers. Let us, there fore, learn to look upon money with dis dain,
and to re flect, when we see it, Of what use will it be to me on a death-bed,
or when ar raigned at the tri bunal of Christ? The more of it I have, the
greater my re spon si bil ity. God is bet ter than gold; rather let me be rich in
Him, than rich in the world and its things.
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If riches, how ever, be al lot ted to you, for get not to trans fer some por tion
of them, by bills of ex change, to heaven, in or der that, when you your self
fol low, you may find a pro vi sion laid up there. Be stow your money on the
needy mem bers of Christ. They will give you, in re turn, their pi ous sighs
and in ter ces sions as a bill of ex change, which will be ac cepted in heaven,
and, as mer chants say, paid at sight. This is the best method of in sur ing
prop erty, and en joy ing it even when life is past. But, alas! as an ex cel lent
doc tor of our own day ob serves, God has lit tle credit in the world. He says:
Give, and it shall be given unto you. But no one will ac cept the se cu rity, al- 
leg ing, What I have, I have; what I may get, who can tell? But if thou,
world! wilt not trust God and His Word, I, for my part, will do it cheer fully;
and time will show which of us fares the best.

160. The Pil low

Men tion hav ing been made of some one who had re ceived a con sid er- 
able in her i tance, one of the com pany re marked that it would be a com fort- 
able pil low for him; mean ing that, with such af flu ent means, he would now
have no oc ca sion to vex his mind, or dis turb his rest with cares. Said Got- 
thold:

’And so you fancy that the soft est kind of pil low on which to rest the
head is a bag of money. What if I could prove that they sleep least who have
most money, and that, with great riches, there is of ten lit tle rest. We all
know the story of the Em peror Sigis mund, who, hav ing on one oc ca sion re- 
ceived forty thou sand ducats, and lain awake the whole of the fol low ing
night, think ing how to spend them, made it his first, busi ness in the morn ing
to dis trib ute them among the most de serv ing of his courtiers. Ex pe ri ence
shows us that wealth is of ten ac com pa nied by avarice, than which there is
no greater foe to sleep. Grant ing, how ever, that a large for tune is a com fort- 
able pil low to a man while he lives, what will it do for him when he comes
to die?
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Let me also re mind you that there is also an other kind of pil low, I mean
a false trust in the di vine grace and mercy, or in the sin cer ity of our faith, or
in the par don of our sins, or in a death-bed re pen tance, or in our right to
eter nal life, – of which many a wicked man, though con tin u ing in pre sump- 
tu ous sins, ven tures to boast. This pil low is pre pared by Sa tan, who can
trans form him self not only into an an gel of light, but also into a com forter.
He suck les his chil dren with false hope, sings to them a sweet song, and
rocks them into the sleep of se cu rity. May God, in His mercy, pre serve us
from such a pil low as this!

1. Gala tians 6:10.↩ 

2. Isa iah 28:28, 29. Luth. ver.↩ 

3. John 10:18.↩ 
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161. Sec ond Med i ta tion on the
Pil low

Be liev ers and good men, con tin ued Got thold, have the best of all pil- 
lows; and that is the bo som of Je sus, in which they find the grace of God,
rest for their souls, and peace to their con sciences. They are like chil dren
who, af ter hav ing walked all day in fil ial obe di ence, when evening comes,
kiss their par ents’ hand, re ceive their bless ing, go to bed with them in the
same cham ber, and calmly and se curely fall asleep un der their eye.

He who, in faith, has re clined his head upon the breast and heart of Je- 
sus, re signed him self wholly to God, and learned to trust in His fa therly
good ness and care, and to keep a con science pure and void of of fence, can- 
not but sleep qui etly; for, though his body wake, his soul re poses upon this
pil low, and is undis turbed.

162. Third Med i ta tion on the Pil- 
low

Got thold fur ther said: A good man, when he hap pened to be over taken
by ad ver sity, and felt his head and heart ha rassed with anx i eties, used to
take the Bible, read and searched in it un til he came to some com fort ing text
suit able to his case; and then, with his head upon the book, pon dered and
in wardly di gested the words un til he fell asleep. On, awak en ing, he gen er- 
ally found that his cares were gone, re signed him self to the fa therly will of
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God, and thus found com fort and rest for his soul. What think you of such a
pil low as this?

Lord Je sus! Thou art the refuge of my soul, the pil low of my head, the
com fort and por tion of my heart. Wide as it is, the world is not large enough
to be my place of rest. When Thou didst be come man, and en ter it as a
babe. Thou wert con tent to lie in a manger.1 Nor was it a hard bed, as we
might fancy; for it was spread for Thee by Thy Fa ther’s will, and Thy own
love to man. For me, let them spread the couch, in this world, how and
where they please; in the sa cred will of my God, and the love of Je sus
Christ, I will tran quilly re pose.

163. Beauty

Hear ing a young lady highly praised for her beauty, Got thold asked:
What kind of beauty do you mean? – merely that of the body, or that also of
the mind? I see well that you have been look ing no fur ther than the sign
which na ture dis plays out side the house, but have never asked for the host
who dwells within. Beauty is an ex cel lent gift of God, nor has the pen of the
Holy Spirit for got ten to speak its praise; but it is vir tu ous and godly beauty
alone which Scrip ture hon ors, ex pressly declar ing, on the other hand, that a
fair woman which is with out dis cre tion is as a jewel of gold in a swine’s
snout.2 Many a pretty girl is like the flower called the im pe rial crown,
which is ad mired, no doubt, for its showy ap pear ance, but de spised for its
un pleas ant odor. Were her mind as free from pride, self ish ness, lux ury, and
lev ity, as her coun te nance from spots or wrin kles, and could she gov ern her
in ward in cli na tions as she does her ex ter nal car riage, she would have none
to match her. But who loves the cater pil lar, and such in sects, how ever
showy their ap pear ance, and bright and var ie gated the col ors that adorn
them, see ing they in jure and de file the trees and plants on which they set tle?
What the bet ter is an ap ple for its rosy skin, if the mag got have pen e trated
and de voured its heart? What care I for the beau ti ful brown of the nut, if it
be worm-eaten, and fill the mouth with cor rup tion? Even so, ex ter nal
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beauty of per son de serves no praise, un less matched with the in ward beauty
of virtue and ho li ness. It is, there fore, far bet ter to ac quire beauty than to be
born with it. The best kind is that which does not wither at the touch of
fever, like a flower, but lasts and en dures on a bed of sick ness, in old age,
and even at death.

My God! my beauty ex ists only in the sun shine of Thy grace. With out
light, noth ing is beau ti ful; and, un less ir ra di ated by Thy good ness, ev ery
ob ject is ugly and hideous. Lord Je sus! Thou fairest of the sons of men!
shed on my poor soul the beams of Thy love; that is all the beauty I de sire.

164. The Con cep tion Of A Por- 
trait

Vis it ing a painter, who was both a skill ful artist and a pi ous Chris tian,
Got thold said: A painter re quires, by long and re peat edly view ing the coun- 
te nance he has to paint, to im press it, in the first in stance, on his heart, in
or der af ter wards, as far as pos si ble, to pro duce it with col ors upon the can- 
vas. And, in the same way, it is upon the heart that the im age of Je sus Christ
must first be formed, and then af ter wards trans ferred into a holy life, and an
af fec tion ate and godly walk. Once im pressed upon the heart, it will soon
show it self in the thoughts, words, ac tions, and ges tures. And, in this work,
never must we grow weary or dispir ited. A pic ture is not painted at a stroke,
but is brought by slow de grees, af ter many sit tings, and with cau tious
touches, to per fec tion. To have the Sav ior formed in his heart, and copied
into his life, is a task which will last the Chris tian all his days; and, oh me!
how many in ter rup tions will he meet, and how of ten will what has cost him
much painful la bor be oblit er ated! We must not, how ever, be dis cour aged,
re mem ber ing that our very er rors are lessons, and that per fec tion is the off- 
spring of im per fec tion.

Lord Je sus! deign to ac cept our poor ef forts and good-will; and do Thou
Thy self im press Thine im age upon our hearts, that it may also be out wardly
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rec og nized in our good con ver sa tion.

165. The Only Child

A mar ried cou ple, of rank and for tune, had an only son, and, as usu ally
hap pens in such cases, loved and ad mired him to ex cess. He was the de light
of their eyes and the com fort of their hearts., They would not per mit the
cold wind to blow, nor an un friendly face to look upon him, and in all
things gave him his will. Got thold saw this, and re marked:

Be ware how you pro voke God to jeal ousy, and, by the in tem per ance of
your af fec tion, vi tally in jure your son! Do you fancy that the Most High has
given you an idol to make you for get Him self? It would be strange con duct
for a bride, hav ing re ceived a pic ture from her bride groom, were she to be- 
come so en am ored of the gift as to lose all thought of the giver; and yet this
is what you do. God has given you your child, that the sight of him, from
time to time, might re mind you of His good ness, and in duce you to praise
Him with fil ial rev er ence. You, how ever, have set your hearts so wholly
upon your son, that I know not whether you have any leisure to think of
your Heav enly Fa ther. This is like the fond ness of apes, which ca ress and
kiss their off spring to death. It is like the ivy or hop twin ing around the
young and fruit ful tree, till at last they stran gle it. Let it be your study to
rear and pos sess not a son merely, but like wise a godly son. In dulging a
child is like ex pos ing a cask to the sun or hot air: it shrinks, and if it do not
fall to pieces, at least be comes in ca pable of hold ing liq uid. In the same way,
parental af fec tion, when car ried to ex cess, and un re strained by rea son and
piety, is the ruin of chil dren, and ren ders them un fit for all sound doc trine
and virtue.

Af ter paus ing for a while, Got thold con tin ued, and said: This only son of
yours re minds me that man has but one soul.3 Oh! how de sir able that it were
as much the ob ject of his love and at ten tion, as your son is of yours! In
truth, how ever, many act as reck lessly as if they had ten souls in re serve,
not re flect ing that by los ing the one, they lose all, and that all for ever.
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Be sides, my God! I have also to con sider that my soul is not my own,
but Thine. Thou hast pur chased it with the blood of Thy Son, and ought I to
steal from Thee what has cost Thee so great a price? And yet, my Fa ther, I
am quite un fit for the cus tody of so pre cious a jewel. Too surely would I ne- 
glect and lose it. Thou Thy self must best know how to keep what has cost
Thee so dear.

166. The Will

Got thold had to do with a will in which his fam ily were con cerned, and
which caused him all kinds of trou ble and in con ve nience. Con vers ing on
the sub ject with an in flu en tial friend, he said:

It is much to be de plored that that eq uity for which the widow prayed is
now no longer to be found, and that, as the Scrip tures ex press it, judg ment
is turned to worm wood, and right eous ness cast to the ground.4 Gen tle men
of the law ap pear to me, for the most part, to be like per sons wan der ing in a
for est, who have been so per plexed amongst the bushes and brakes, that
they can no longer find their way out.

What sort of grapes they gather from the thorns, and figs from the this- 
tles, it is easy to con ceive.

There is, how ever, an other Tes ta ment, about which I shall con cern my- 
self more; I mean that which the Sav ior wrote shortly be fore His de cease,
and in which He nom i nated be liev ers His heirs. He had never ei ther cared
or sought for tem po ral things, and be came at last so poor as not to have
even a coat; and there fore He could not be queath to them wealth. All He
pos sessed was His cross. His thorny crown. His blood, His Holy Spirit, His
sweet con so la tions, and His lov ing heart. These, there fore, He has left to us;
and I re joice in the be quest. Sa tan would fain dis pute the Will; but it is well
at tested, and I have al ready en tered into pos ses sion of the prop erty.
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167. An other Will

In or der not to ap pear un grate ful, pro ceeded Got thold, I too will in dite
and leave be hind me a tes ta ment. I rec ol lect a story, told by one hea then of
an other, in the fol low ing terms: Eu dami das, a cit i zen of Corinth, died in
poverty; but, hav ing two wealthy friends, Arc taeus and Char ix enus, he left
be hind him the fol low ing tes ta ment:

In virtue of this my last will, I be queath to Arc taeus my aged mother, to
be taken home to his house, and sup ported for the re main der of her life; to
Char ix enus I be queath my daugh ter, to be por tioned and hon or ably fit ted
out by him, to the best of his abil ity. In the event, how ever, of ei ther of the
two dy ing, my will is, that the sur vivor shall sup ply the place of the de- 
ceased. This tes ta ment oc ca sioned much mirth and laugh ter. The two lega- 
tees, how ever, were pleased with the tes ti mony it gave of the con fi dence re- 
posed in them by their de parted friend; and as, in the course of a few days,
Char ix enus de parted this life, Arc taeus un der took the dou ble trust, and af- 
fec tion ately ex e cuted it.

If hea thens, then, thus trusted, and showed them selves so faith ful to each
other, even af ter their de cease, why should not I cher ish a far greater con fi- 
dence in the most faith ful of all friends, my beloved Mas ter, Je sus? I
hereby, there fore, nom i nate Him my sole heir, be queath ing and con sign ing
to Him, first, my soul, and next, my chil dren, sis ters, blood re la tions, and
ac quain tances, that He may adopt, pro tect, keep, and pro vide for them, by
His mighty power unto sal va tion. The whole residue of the es tate which I
leave be hind me in the world, shall be en trusted to His holy coun sel and
will, that He may do and deal with it as He lists, to the ad vance ment of His
glory, and the sal va tion of those I leave be hind.

168. The Sa ti ated Child
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A child, af ter a full meal, had asked a slice of bread, and, sit ting down,
broke it into crumbs. Here, said Got thold, see the con se quences of su per- 
fluity, and what harm it does our cor rupt na ture to have more than it needs.
This child, if hun gry, would eat the whole some bread with rel ish, and not
will ingly lose a crumb. Now, how ever, that he is sat is fied, he plays with it,
and wastes it. And we older chil dren do the same. Hard times are best for
teach ing us econ omy and the pru dent and grate ful use of the gifts of God.
Su per fluity has al ways an at ten dant, whose name is prodi gal ity; and never
are more sins com mit ted than when God is most gen er ous to the world, and
pours out His bless ings like an over flow ing flood. On the other hand, never
do men look so of ten or so earnestly to heaven, as when the bread-bas ket is
lifted above their reach, and dearth teaches them how pre cious is the Di vine
bless ing.

Mer ci ful God! I can not say how it would be best to treat the world. For
when Thou givest lit tle, it mur murs and com plains: and when Thou givest
much, vaunts and plays the fool. my Fa ther! ex er cise for bear ance with its
folly. For my own part, I will de sire nei ther poverty nor riches, nei ther want
nor abun dance. In ei ther con di tion, I have no con fi dence in my self. One
tiling, how ever, I know I wish, – give me, my Fa ther! what is agree able to
Thy will.

169. Wash ing the Hands

One morn ing, as Got thold was pour ing wa ter into a basin, he rec ol lected
the words of Scrip ture: I will wash mine hands in in no cency5 – a text which
shows how dili gently the Royal Prophet had en deav ored to lead a blame less
life, and walk ha bit u ally in the fear of God. Upon this he mused, and said:
Hence forth, my God, ev ery time I pour out wa ter to wash with, I will call to
mind that it is my duty to cleanse my hands from wicked ac tions, my mouth
from wicked words, and my heart from wicked lusts and de sires, that so I
may be en abled to lift up holy hands unto Thee, and with unspot ted lips and
heart wor ship Thee, to the best of my abil ity. What will it profit me to strive
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af ter out ward pu rity, if my heart is filthy and abom inable in Thy sight? Can
the food nour ish me which I have earned with pol luted hands, or seized
with vi o lence and in jus tice, or eaten with in sen si bil ity and in grat i tude? Ah,
no, my God! far from me be food like this. My first care shall be to main- 
tain a blame less walk; my next, when I have thought lessly de filed my self,
to cleanse and wash away the stain, and re move mine in iq uity from Thine
eyes. Purge me, my God, and I shall be clean; wash me, and I shall be
whiter than snow.6

170. Dross and Chaff

Fine gold, Got thold pro ceeded, is not all equally pure and ster ling, but
more or less coated with dross, from which it must be pu ri fied by the fire.
The finest wheat has a mix ture of chaff, which, when fanned, it leaves be- 
hind. We en dure the bad for the sake of the good in other things; why
should we not act upon the same prin ci ple with our fel low-men? In per sons
who are vir tu ous and wor thy, all is not worth and virtue; among the bad, we
must reckon him to be the best who has the fewest faults.

My God! in Thy pres ence I have noth ing to say, but that of all sin ners, I
am the chief. In the sight of men, how ever, it is enough if they can dis cover
some one good point, for whose sake to be in dul gent to my faults, as I am
to theirs. As for those who fancy that they have no faults with which to soil
their neigh bor’s fin gers, and are all ker nel, I leave Thee to be their judge,
who art the Judge of all the earth.

1. Luke 2:7.↩ 

2. Proverbs 11:22.↩ 

3. Psalm 22:20.↩ 

4. Amos 5:7. Luth. vers.↩ 
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5. Psalm 26:6.↩ 

6. Psalm 51:7.↩ 
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171. The En emy

A man was of ten com plain ing of the an noy ance of an en emy, plainly
show ing that his heart was filled with ha tred, and that, were op por tu nity to
of fer, he would not ne glect to re tal i ate the hos til ity. This per son Got thold
took aside and thus ad mon ished:

You are al ways talk ing of your en emy, but be as sured that he to whom
you give the name can do you no harm, so long as you trust in God, and fol- 
low af ter that which is good. Be on your guard against your self. Open en e- 
mies are far less dan ger ous than se cret ones. The car nal man is re ally hos- 
tile to him self, when he in dulges ha tred, and med i tates re venge against
those of whose hos til ity he com plains, inas much as he thereby makes an en- 
emy of God, who hates all im pla ca ble and malev o lent dis po si tions. With
con sid er a tion, your sup posed en emy may be come the means of do ing you
so much good, that you will have rea son to es teem him as your friend, and
thank God on his ac count. An en emy is of ten like a medicine, which at first
sick ens and dis or ders the stom ach, but af ter wards re moves the mal ady, and
re stores the health. An en emy teaches us to walk cir cum spectly; we must al- 
ways be afraid of his sharp and hos tile ob ser va tion, and know that he will
mark our halt ing, and pub lish it abroad to our shame and in jury. An en emy
im pels us to prayer, and teaches us to place a higher value upon the friend- 
ship of God. An en emy ex er cises us in pa tience, con firms our faith, tests
our char ity, im plants meek ness, crushes pride, weans us from the world, and
sweet ens to us the prospects of heaven. Un less the fire and ham mer do their
part, the shape less lump of gold can never be come the gob let which graces
a monarch’s ta ble; and just as lit tle, with out tribu la tion, can car nal men be
con verted into pi ous Chris tians. Look less, then, at the ham mer than at the
hand which wields it for your good.

My God! how shall I thank Thee, for hav ing made even the wrath and
bit ter ness, the slan der and envy, of my en e mies sub servient to my best in- 
ter ests! They thought it for evil against me, but Thou hast turned their mal- 
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ice into the means of my ed i fi ca tion. The world’s en mity has made Thee
and me the best of friends.

172. The Di vi sion

Got thold, hear ing that sev eral rel a tives were soon to meet, for the pur- 
pose of di vid ing a con sid er able in her i tance, took oc ca sion to say to them:
Take heed that you do not di vide hearts as well as prop erty. The eye of a
man of ten looks askance, when oth ers at tempt to share with him that of
which he would fain ap pro pri ate the whole. A philoso pher not im prop erly
calls self-love a dis sol vent, be cause it of ten dis unites the hearts of the near- 
est rel a tives, and con verts their love into ha tred. In Paris, not many years
ago, two gen tle men, at the di vi sion of a prop erty of which they had been
left joint heirs, pro ceeded from words to blows, when one of them killed the
other with a pes tle, and af ter wards cut his own throat. In this way, Sa tan
came in for a share. I my self was once present at the im ple ment ing of a
will, when the minds of the re la tions be came ex as per ated to such a pitch,
that they broke to pieces the most costly ves sels, and tore into shreds beau- 
ti ful ta pes tries and hang ings, nei ther wish ing to give any thing to the other.
Nor did they ever af ter wards in their lives meet or ex change words.

Cursed wealth! of which the devil makes an ap ple of dis cord. O un hal- 
lowed in her i tance! which breaks the bond of Chris tian love, and for feits the
in her i tance in heaven.

173. Sec ond Med i ta tion on the
Di vi sion



185

Beloved Sav ior, Got thold pro ceeded, most un justly did the world di vide
with Thee. It gave Thee only what Thou couldst not like – poverty, con- 
tempt, dis grace, the cross, the thorny crown, the scourge; and yet Thou didst
not de mur, fully sat is fied with Thy Fa ther’s love and holy will. And still it
does the same. Small is the share of the good things that per ish which falls
to the be liever’s lot. Gen er ally it is lit tle greater than Thine. But with this he
is con tent, an tic i pat ing an other di vi sion which will take place at death, and
in which body and soul, wealth, honor, and all else will be di vided, and
noth ing left to man but what he shall have trea sured in his in most soul.
Happy he who shall then be able to say, the Lord is my por tion and mine in- 
her i tance. For my self, I shall eas ily ar range shares with the world. It will
give to me my cru ci fied and in sulted Sav ior, with His poverty and thorny
crown, and I will let it keep the rest. We shall then be quits.

174. God and the World

Con tin u ing, Got thold said: Alas, ye chil dren of men! why do you so
fondly love the world? Why for sake the foun tains of liv ing wa ters, and hew
out cis terns, bro ken cis terns that can hold no wa ter?1 Why spend money for
that which is not bread, and la bor for that which sat is fi eth not?2 Why for- 
sake the God of all con so la tion, and set your heart upon the world, which is
like the ap ple of Sodom, beau ti ful to look upon, but in wardly full of ashes;
or not less like de cayed tim ber, which, no doubt, glis tens in the dark, as if it
were some pre cious thing, or re plete with fire, but dis ap points him who
stoops to pick it up, or hopes that it will warm his hands?

Je sus, my Lord! Thou hast the words of eter nal life;3 Thou hast strong
and last ing con so la tion; Thou hast a lov ing heart, lips to com fort, and hands
to help. With Thee there is both coun sel and might. I have of ten found the
world false, but never Thee. Thou art an un fad ing flower of strength and re- 
fresh ment, and with Thee is the foun tain of life that never runs dry. Let who
will then for sake Thee: for my part I have no wish, and know as lit tle
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where, to bet ter my con di tion. Be this, then, my res o lu tion for ever: Je sus, I
will not for sake Thee.

175. The Wasp

One day a wasp had en tered Got thold’s study, and for a time flut tered
and buzzed be fore the win dow. At last he rose, caught it, and cut it into
three parts. He then ob served, with as ton ish ment, that these three parts – the
head, the breast and wings, the stom ach and sting – al though wholly sep a- 
rate from each other, had all, nev er the less, life in them. The head, when
touched with a straw, still re tained the power of catch ing it with its teeth,
and sus pend ing it self from it; the breast with the wings flut tered con tin u ally
round and round, with out be ing able to rise; the stom ach, when touched,
was in stantly ready with the sting. This re minded him that he had read of
St. Au gus tine’s hav ing once wit nessed a sim i lar phe nom e non, and of his be- 
ing un able to un der stand how the sev eral parts into which an in sect was cut,
could still crawl about like the whole of it. Got thold was equally at a loss to
ex plain how the soul, so to speak, could be dis sected like the body. But he
soon said to him self: This may at least help me to com pre hend how it is
pos si ble for the damned to suf fer ev er last ing death, and yet never cease to
live. We can not doubt that when de liv ered into the hands of dev ils, they will
be treated with the ut most cru elty, and, as I sup pose, sorely mu ti lated, not to
ter mi nate their ex is tence, but only to aug ment their pain, as ev ery limb
apart will suf fer as much as the whole body when en tire. They will thus be
al ways dy ing, and yet will never die, but live in ev er last ing death.

As this wasp’s head, even af ter death, if one may so say, at tempts to bite,
and the tail to sting, so the damned will for ever re tain their ha tred against
God and man, and so their ev er last ing mal ice will justly en tail upon them
ev er last ing an guish. Ah me! eter nity! eter nity! This is the worst of all the
ter rors of hell. That which has an end, how ever dread ful oth er wise, ad mits
of hope and con so la tion; but where shall an end be found to an end less eter- 
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nity! How blind, then, we are to for get hell as we do, es pe cially as the best
means to es cape, is to med i tate fre quently upon it!

176. The Clock

Hav ing taken a clock to pieces for the pur pose of clean ing it, all man ner
of thoughts en tered Got thold’s mind while af ter wards en gaged in again
putting it to gether. He no ticed as no in con sid er able, al though an al most un- 
no ticed bless ing, that God has given to men an in ven tion so in ge nious and
use ful, en abling them as it does cor rectly to di vide their time, and em ploy it
in prof itable labors, and es pe cially re mind ing them, by ev ery hour that
strikes, of the vain and fleet ing na ture of life, and the rapid ap proach of
death. At last, it seemed to him to present a beau ti ful em blem of Chris tian- 
ity. A clock, he said, when in good or der, is al ways go ing, and one wheel
pro pel ling an other; and even so must true Chris tian ity be in con tin ual ex er- 
cise, and ev ery act of god li ness make way for the next. As a clock, how- 
ever, needs to be con stantly in spected, and fre quently set and cleaned, so
God, in His faith ful ness and long-suf fer ing, has con tin ual work to do,
amend ing, pu ri fy ing, and reg u lat ing our Chris tian ity. More over, as a clock
does not go with out a pro por tional weight, so the prac tice of piety like wise
comes to a stop un less the Most High ap pend the cross to our heart. In do- 
ing this, how ever, He takes care to bur den no one above his abil ity.

Thou faith ful God! let my Chris tian ity be al ways un der Thy gra cious in- 
spec tion. Un less Thou set, pu rify, and reg u late it, it will never go well. Ap- 
pend to it as much of the cross as Thou mayest judge right, or it may re- 
quire. Thou art mer ci ful, and wilt not im pose a greater bur den than I can
bear.

177. Sweet Wine
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Got thold had a bot tle of sweet wine, and his child ex press ing, as chil dren
do, a wish to taste it, he poured a lit tle into his cup, gave it him to drink, and
in quired: How do you like it? To this the child replied: Sweet. He then
asked, How sweet is it? and re ceived again the same an swer, Sweet, sweet;
at which he smiled, and ob served: And so all that you can say is, that it is
sweet.

Ah, my God! he pro ceeded, sweet also is Thy grace, and de lec ta ble the
drops of Thy good ness! This I feel and taste in spirit and faith; but were I
asked how sweet and de lec ta ble they are, I should be quite as un able as this
child to say more than that Thy grace is sweet. Its sweet ness, in fact, is bet- 
ter ex pe ri enced than ex pressed. I feel in my heart, and taste some thing in
my soul which pen e trates the bones and mar row, and is of all de lights the
most de light ful, and of all sweet nesses the sweet est. So sweet is it that it
kills all bit ter ness, and that I can nei ther con ceive nor de scribe it. And yet,
my God! they are but a few drops of Thy love and grace, which thus baf fle
my un der stand ing and my tongue. How then will it be in heaven, when
Thou shalt give me to drink of them in mighty floods! in fi nite God! Thy
sweet ness and fe lic ity are in fi nite like Thy self! When will it be my lot to
be hold Thy face, and taste the full mea sure of Thy sweet ness! Wert Thou to
con vert all seas and rivers, all lakes, ponds, and foun tains, into worm wood
and gall, and pour the whole upon my head, a drop or two of Thy love and
good ness would be enough to sweeten and ren der it de light ful. Vouch safe to
me in this present life as much of Thy sweet ness as shall seem right to
Thee, and be prof itable to me. In the life to come, I shall be con tent to
gather, be neath the ta ble of the elect, the crumbs of Thy grace, and the
drops of Thy good ness, and through all eter nity never ask for more.

178. The Grubs In The Bee-hive

When in spect ing a row of bee-hives, Got thold dis cov ered un der one of
them a num ber of ash-col ored, red-headed grubs, scat tered upon the ground,
which the bees had killed and car ried out. On ask ing an old bee-cul ti va tor
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the ex pla na tion of this, he was told that the busy bees oc ca sion ally lighted
upon a nox ious plant, sucked from it an un whole some juice, which they
brought to the hive, and from which these grubs were pro duced. Got thold
mused, and said: If that be the case, it fur nishes an ex cel lent em blem of ill-
got ten gain. Many a man, like a bee, labors hard to earn his liveli hood. The
de sire of in creas ing his for tune, how ever, in duces him to light in dis crim i- 
nately and thought lessly upon ev ery flower; – by which I mean, that he
adopts all ex pe di ents, just and un just, to en rich him self; shuts his eyes to the
good of his neigh bor; and so adds to his hoard many a penny bur dened with
the curses and sighs, the blood and tears, of the poor. Ere long, how ever,
such un hal lowed gain breeds worms and mag gots, and these gnaw and de- 
vour his con science and good name, his for tune and fam ily. The Word of
God tells us this when it says, In the rev enues of the wicked is trou ble.4

Keep me, Thou right eous God, from ever seek ing my own ad van tage to
the detri ment of oth ers; that so, in stead of pos sess ing a trea sure and pro vi- 
sion, I may not carry about a gnaw ing worm in my con science and es tate.
What would it profit me were I to gain the whole world, and lose my own
soul?5

179. The Bier [a cof fin along
with its stand]

See ing a hearse stand ing at a door, Got thold con cluded that there was a
corpse in the house, and that it was about to be in terred. Re minded thereby
of his own mor tal ity, ho said to him self: Per haps this is the very bier which
will one day bear thee to thy grave; and, whether or not, at least the wood is
al ready grown from which thine shall be made. Where fore, man! be pre- 
pared to die, and so live that, when mourn ers are bear ing thy body to the
grave, an gels may be bear ing thy soul to heaven. Con tin u ing his re flec tions,
Alas! said he, were such a bier to be sta tioned at the door of ev ery house
which con tains the dead, where could boards be found to make enough of
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them? For, alas! many a man is dead while he liveth; yea, all are dead who
live in im pen i tence and pre sump tu ous sins. God is the soul of our soul, and
the life of our life; and Christ must dwell in our heart by faith, and be the
heart of our heart, to en able us to say, with St. Paul, I live; yet not I, but
Christ liveth in me.6 Just as the heart is the work shop of the soul, from
which it dis trib utes nat u ral heat and vi tal en ergy into all the veins and mem- 
bers; even so must the Lord Je sus gen er ate in us spir i tual life, and dif fuse
His Spirit into all our pow ers, senses, de sires, thoughts, and mo tions. Where
this is not done, there is no life. The un godly man is a liv ing corpse; the
worm of sin ful de sire con sumes his con science; he is an abom i na tion in the
eyes of the Sav ior, and of fen sive to God and the holy an gels. As ravens re- 
joice over car rion, so in fer nal spir its ex ult over the soul that is dead in sin;
and where is the house in which such a soul may not be found?

Je sus, my Lord, un less Thou deign to live within me, it were bet ter for
me to die at once. Be Thou my life, or I care not to live a mo ment longer.

180. The Rope maker

See ing a rope maker at his work, Got thold looked on for a while in si- 
lence, and then said: Holy Scrip ture com pares sins to cords, and with great
pro pri ety; for, as a rope is twined from many threads, so is sin very rarely
sin gle; but one grows out of an other, and of ten the new is com mit ted to
cover or ex cuse the old. Wicked sug ges tions are the first threads, the cher- 
ish ing of these with sat is fac tion the sec ond, the sin ful pur pose the third; the
ex e cu tion of it then twists the cord, and per se ver ance in it binds the sin ner
to his ru in For in stance,, it some times hap pens that a man will se cretly pur- 
loin some thing from his neigh bor: this is one sin. Sus pected, and ques tioned
upon the sub ject, he de nies the fact; this is a sec ond. Ex pos tu lated with, he
curses and swears; this is a third. Of fended by the ex pos tu la tion, he con- 
ceives an im pla ca ble ha tred against his ac cuser, and slan ders him in ev ery
pos si ble way; this is a fourth and fifth. And, lastly, he keeps the stolen prop- 
erty, and prefers los ing his soul to the in famy con se quent upon restor ing it.
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Ah, me! what a strong cord of the devil have we here! and how few there
are who can dis en tan gle them selves from it! And as this rope maker is al- 
ways mov ing back wards, while he has his work in front, and length ens out
the cord as he goes, even so do most men per se vere in their sins, and look
as lit tle to the con se quences as they can see what is be hind them.

1. Jer. 2:13.↩ 

2. Isa iah 55:2.↩ 

3. John 6:67, 68.↩ 

4. Prov. 15:6.↩ 

5. Matt. 16:26.↩ 

6. Gal. 2:20.↩ 
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181. The Vine

A friend com plained to Got thold of the weak ness of his faith, and the
dis tress this gave him. Got thold pointed to a vine which had twined and fas- 
tened it self around a pole, and was hang ing loaded with beau ti ful clus ters,
and said: Frail is that plant; but what harm is done to it by its frailty, es pe- 
cially as the Cre ator has been pleased to make it what it is? As lit tle will it
prej u dice your faith, that it is weak, pro vided only it be sin cere and un- 
feigned. Faith is the work of God, and He be stows it in such mea sure as He
wills and judges right. Let the mea sure of it which He has given you, be
deemed suf fi cient by you. Take for pole and prop the Cross of the Sav ior
and the Word of God. Twine around these with all the power which God
vouch safes. A heart sen si ble of its weak ness, and pros trat ing it self con tin u- 
ally with hum ble sighs at the feet of the Di vine mercy, is more ac cept able
than that which pre sumes upon the’ strength of its faith, and falls into se cu- 
rity and pride. Can you sup pose that the sin ful woman who lay and wept at
the Lord’s feet, was less ap proved than the swelling and haughty Phar isee?1

182. The Best Dish

Be ing one of the com pany at a ban quet, Got thold pro posed, for their di- 
ver sion, the ques tion, What is the best dish which a host can present to his
guests? To this one replied: The fa mil iar and im prov ing con ver sa tion of
good friends, ap peal ing to the words of the wise monarch: Bet ter is a din ner
of herbs, where love is, than a stalled ox, and ha tred there with.2

An other said: The best dish seems to me to be the cour tesy and tidi ness
of the lady of the house; for, if she change her face, and darken her coun te- 
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nance like sack cloth, or give any ground for the sus pi cion that the hands
which dressed it were not clean, there is lit tle plea sure or rel ish even in the
costli est fare.

Said a third: The best dish is that which is first of fered to a hun gry man;
for the rea son why the volup tuary can find, among the many which are
served, scarcely one to please him, is, that he eats sooner and more than ne- 
ces sity re quires, and never uses hunger as a sauce to his food.

In the opin ion of a fourth, the best dish was an open and gen er ous heart
on the part of the host; for, if the guest have the slight est ground to sup pose
that lie has not been will ingly or dis in ter est edly in vited, or that he is grudg- 
ingly en ter tained, or that his words are marked and trea sured up, he will
have lit tle rel ish for any of the dishes.

Got thold then took up the word, and added: There is cer tainly rea son in
your an swers, but I too will say what I think. The best dish is that which has
been earned by fair means and with a good con science, is en joyed with
grat i tude and rev er ence to wards God, and of which the poor beg gar at the
gate re ceives his share: For how can any dish be called good which is sea- 
soned with the tears and sighs of op pressed Chris tians, and with the Di vine
male dic tion? No dish is good which does not do the eater good; and what
good can any dish do which is eaten with such a sauce? Wher ever grat i tude
to God and char ity to poor neigh bors are for got ten, the last cup in life’s ban- 
quet is usu ally quaffed amid the flames of hell, as the rich volup tuary ex pe- 
ri enced.3

Lord Je sus! give me only a crust of bread, but let it be bedropped with
Thy bless ing, moist ened from Thy wounds, and sAveetened by Thy love: I
will gladly share it with a needy brother, and de sire no other or bet ter fare.

183. Ser vants

Hav ing in quired of the ser vants, who had been for some time in his fam- 
ily, whether they were dis posed to re main, Got thold re ceived for an swer,
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that they had no cause of com plaint; knew not what bet ter they could do;
and, if he were equally sat is fied with them, had no wish to change their
place. Got thold, on his part, hav ing no ground for dis sat is fac tion, re tained
them in his em ploy ment. The oc ca sion, how ever, led him to re flect as fol- 
lows:

Be tween mas ter and ser vant, mis tress and maid, there is no dif fer ence
but that which God has made, for a short in ter val in this present world. The
stars, though not all of one mag ni tude or bright ness, have all places in one
com mon heaven: in like man ner, we oc cupy dif fer ent de grees of honor,
rank, and wealth, but have the same fir ma ment of grace over our heads –
namely, one Lord, one faith, one bap tism, one God and Fa ther of all, who is
above all, and through all, and in us all.4

What right, then, have I to de spise or in jure my do mes tics, al though they
must call me mas ter, and wait my com mand and plea sure? And what if they
shall at tain to higher de grees of faith, char ity, meek ness, pa tience, and con- 
tent ment, than I do? We read of a her mit who had a high no tion of his own
sanc tity. It was re vealed to him, how ever, that in this re spect he was greatly
in fe rior to a poor girl, who was wait ing-maid at an inn. With this per son he
sought an in ter view, and, hav ing in quired in what her pi ous deeds and ac- 
cept able ser vices con sisted, was an swered, that she was not con scious of
any par tic u lar sanc tity, but tried dili gently and faith fully to ex e cute the
work of the house, and the other tasks as signed to her; and es pe cially made
it a rule, ev ery time she lifted a bun dle of fagots to carry it into the kitchen,
to med i tate with cor dial af fec tion upon Him who, from love to her and all
mankind, had once borne the tree of the cross. In the same way, many a pre- 
cious stone lies ne glected upon the ground, but nev er the less con tin ues to be
a pre cious stone. The pearl oys ter is rough and un sightly on the out side, but
beau ti ful and bright within, and pre cious for what it con tains. Even so pi ous
ser vants are of ten hum ble and de spised in the world’s eyes, but great in
God’s.

184. The Fra grant Death’s Head
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One of Got thold’s friends had got a lit tle scent box, made in the shape of
a death’s-head, with a screw at the skull for open ing and tak ing it asun der. It
then showed var i ous cells, filled with fra grant balm. Be ing asked why he
had made the box in this par tic u lar shape, he replied: In or der to have some- 
thing con tin u ally re mind ing me of my mor tal ity. On this Got thold re joined:

You have done well, if such was in deed your ob ject, and not rather to
pos sess a cu rios ity for peo ple to gaze and won der at. The thought of the
mor tal ity to which, like all your race, you are sub jected, may be in fin itely
more prof itable to you than all kinds of balm. If seized with the delir ium of
pride, re flect that death will one day re duce you to dust and ashes, and
whither your pomp like a flower. If over come by an gry pas sion, take to
heart that death stands be hind you with his axe, and only waits the sig nal
from God to re duce you in an in stant to the im po tency of a dead gnat. If
your heart ache, and your head be dis tracted with cares, rec ol lect that all
your trou ble and anx i ety will one day come to a blessed end. Oh! how pre- 
cious, how fra grant, how su perla tively sweet a balm it is, upon ev ery emer- 
gency to re mem ber our mor tal ity!

Help me, my God I con tin u ally to live as if I did not live, that so at last I
may die as if I were not dy ing.

185. The Thoughts

Ob serv ing one of his fam ily ab sorbed in deep thought, Got thold in- 
quired: Why so pen sive? Of what are you think ing? The an swer was: Of
noth ing. To which he re joined:

It is im pos si ble for a man not to be think ing of some thing. We ought,
how ever, to ac cus tom our selves to have no thoughts but such as we should
not be afraid to di vulge, were we un ex pect edly in ter ro gated about them;
inas much as, what ever they are, though hid den from men, they can not be
con cealed from God. Such as the thoughts are, the soul is. The cask, long
af ter it has been emp tied, re tains the scent of the liquor with which it was
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for merly filled; and in the same way do the thoughts leave be hind them the
trace of their na ture and qual ity in the heart. And as wine is never put into a
foul or fetid cask, so never does God pour his grace into the heart which is
vol un tar ily de filed with evil thoughts. The thoughts are the soul’s pin ions,
with which it wrings its way ei ther to heaven or to hell. With these it may
ei ther, like Noah’s dove, light upon an olive-tree, and pluck from it a twig;
or, like the raven, set tle upon a car cass, and de file it self. They are the pos- 
ses sions and wealth of the soul, as Job calls them.5 This trea sure of the
heart, how ever, de rives all its value from the stamp it bears; for thoughts not
im pressed with the seal of God, the love of Je sus, or the marks of His Holy
Spirit, must be reck oned false money, which will not pass. See, then, well to
it, that you cher ish and har bor no evil thoughts in your heart. I do not say
that they must never en ter, for this would be to re quire too much, and more
than, since the fall, is pos si ble. The heart is an inn, and, right fully, no
thoughts ought to be ad mit ted into it but such as are on their way ei ther
from or to heaven; oth er wise it be comes a li cen tious haunt, like that of
which the Lord says: Jerusalem! how long shall thy vain thoughts lodge
within thee?6 The first stage to ac tual sin is, to think evil thoughts; the sec- 
ond, to love and cher ish them. A for eign teacher says that they are the first- 
born chil dren of orig i nal sin, and the par ents of ev ery other kind of it.

186. The Child Learn ing to Walk

When just be gin ning to walk, a child was ex er cis ing its fee ble steps,
with the help of chairs and benches, while the mother sat at some dis tance,
and, with en dear ing words and a sight of the breast, en ticed it to quit hold,
and ad vance to her alone and un sup ported. This at last it did, cau tiously set- 
ting one foot be fore an other, till it came within her reach, and then, in an ec- 
stasy of de light, fell into her arms. Got thold watched the scene with pe cu- 
liar plea sure, and thought with him self: Most beau ti fully is the di vine train- 
ing of my soul here shad owed forth! What else is my Chris tian ity but the
timid tot ter ing of this lit tle one? What all my per fec tion but im per fec tion
felt and de plored? What my strength but weak ness? The Sav ior, how ever,
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acts to wards me a mother’s part, – at tracts me with the sweet words of His
prom ises, un cov ers the breasts of His grace and ev er last ing con so la tions,
and opens and ex tends to me His arms.

Well, then. Lord Je sus! I will creep if I can not walk; I will take hold of
Thy word. When I stum ble. Thou wilt sup port me; when I fall. Thou wilt
hold out Thy Cross, and help me with it to rise again, un til at length I reach
the place where Thou art, and with all my weak nesses, anx i eties, and wants,
cast my self into Thy bo som.

187. The New Suit Of Clothes

A lit tle boy had got a new suit of clothes, of which he was ex ces sively
proud. Got thold saw him, and, with a smile, said to the fam ily: Hu man na- 
ture is very fickle; it soon tires of old things, and is al ways ea ger for nov el- 
ties. We rel ish what is new and strange much more than what is old and fa- 
mil iar. The prophet tells us, how ever, that the Lord’s com pas sions are new
ev ery morn ing; which means, as I un der stand it, that it is ev ery morn ing as
fresh and new to our most gra cious God to do us good, in body and soul, as
if He had never done it be fore. He never wea ries, never loses the rel ish for
it, feels con stantly fresh de light in man i fest ing His good ness to wards us.
Oh, that it were equally fresh and new to us to be thank ful to Him! and that,
ev ery morn ing, the first sighs and words which es caped from our lips were
di rected to His glory and praise! To this the royal prophet ex horts, say ing,
Sing unto the Lord a new song; as if he meant, Never let the Lord’s praise
seem to you an old and tire some work, but think it al ways as fresh and new
as if you were en gag ing in it for the first time. Ob serve, too, how cau tiously
this child now com ports him self in his new dress; whereas he cared not how
he soiled the old. Even so, never let the robe of right eous ness, with which
Christ has clothed us, ap pear old in our eyes. Rather let us feel as if we put
it on new and fresh ev ery morn ing; and let us walk cau tiously and cir cum- 
spectly, that we may not stain it with pre sump tu ous sins.
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My God! Thou foun tain of all good ness, the more we draw from Thy
bounty, the larger and fresher is its stream. Thou art more will ing to give
than we are to re ceive. Oh! grant that my heart maybe a foun tain, from
which Thy praise and gloiy may never cease to flow!

188. The Wa ter-drop

The spigot not be ing prop erly se cured in a wa ter cask, there was a con- 
stant drop ping into a basin which stood upon the ground be low. Got thold
saw it, and ob served:

This seems a very triv ial cir cum stance, and yet it may sug gest to us what
ought never to be for got ten as long as we live. The rich man, when tor- 
mented in hell, im plored a sin gle drop of wa ter to cool his burn ing tongue,
but im plored it in vain.7 Ah me! how small a re fresh ment it would have
been to one wel ter ing in the fiery flames, to re ceive into his mouth the small
quan tity of wa ter which ad heres to the tip of the fin ger af ter be ing dipped
into a foun tain; and yet it was re fused, – in ti mat ing that in hell no com fort
or al le vi a tion, how ever small, no in ter mis sion, how ever brief, can be hoped
for. For this rea son, when we hear the drop ping of wa ter, let us re flect on
the fleet ing ness of life. As drop fol lows drop, un til the cask is empty, so
does hour fol low hour, and one day or year an other, un til life is spent. What,
then, would be come of us, if all con so la tion ter mi nated with our breath, and
we were never, through all eter nity, to taste the re fresh ment of a sin gle drop
of wa ter?

My God! Thy lov ing-kind ness and ten der mercy are daily dis tilled from
heaven in in nu mer able drops, and blessed is the man on whom they fall!
But he who con temns or abuses the drops of grace in time, does not de serve
even a drop of wa ter through all eter nity. On the other hand, he who in this
life is sat is fied to re ceive Thy grace in drops, shall here after be made to
drink of it as a river.8
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189. The Dark Night

One night, when there was no moon, Got thold awoke, and find ing the
dark ness so thick that he could not, as the say ing goes, see his hand be fore
his eyes, re flected thus: Wicked men, it is true, in sti gated by him who is its
prince, of ten abuse dark ness, and per vert it to the com mis sion of acts of
guilt and shame; but I see in it traces, which few sus pect, of the hid den
good ness and wis dom of God. Night, with its dark ness, serves to cool and
re fresh the droop ing plants, wa ter ing them with whole some dew. It sharp- 
ens the sight by giv ing the eyes time to re cover their op tic power. It is of
equal ben e fit to the mind.

By day, dis tracted with the mul ti plic ity of the ob jects pre sented by the
senses, the mind can not duly weigh them all; but night, wrap ping the head
in her black man tle, se cludes us from the ex ter nal world, and gives it soli- 
tude and leisure for deep and calm re flec tion. Be sides, what is dark ness but
a somber cur tain which God in His kind ness hangs about our beds, that our
rest may be tran quil and undis turbed, whilst He who nei ther slum bers nor
sleeps, keeps watch, like the mother over her child?

Grant, God! that when I awake in the night, I may think of Thee, and
em ploy my mind in con tem plat ing Thy in con ceiv able good ness. And do
Thou also, amidst the dark ness, cause Thy light to shine into my soul!

190. An gry Alms

Got thold was one day oc cu pied with im por tant busi ness, and deeply ab- 
sorbed in thought, when his daugh ter un ex pect edly en tered the room, bring- 
ing a pa per stat ing the case of a poor widow, with the causes of her penury,
and so lic it ing an alms in her be half. Los ing his tem per, he spoke harshly to
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the girl, and, in an ill-hu mor, flung to her the sum she asked. He soon, how- 
ever, rec ol lected him self, and cried out:

Wretched man that I am! how fair the show which my Chris tian ity of ten
presents, to my self at least, and how boldly I ven ture to say, “Lord Je sus,
Thou know est all things. Thou know est that I love Thee;” and yet, now that
my Sav ior has come and craved a mite for this poor widow, as a prac ti cal
ev i dence of my af fec tion, I take of fence at Him for dis turb ing my poor
thoughts, though for so short a time, and so good a cause. Go now, and
plume thy self on thy faith and piety!

My God! Thou in vitest me to come to Thee when ever my plea sure leads,
or my ne ces si ties com pel me; and, come when I may, never is my com ing
un sea son able or in op por tune. Thou hast the whole world to gov ern, and yet
I trou ble Thee not though I break in at morn ing, noon, or night, and claim
an alms from Thy mercy. How con ceited I must be to reckon my con cerns
and cog i ta tions of greater mo ment than the prayers and sighs of my suf fer- 
ing fel low-Chris tian! I now see that sin is rash ness, and have good cause
hence forth to give a more gra cious re cep tion to the Lord Je sus in His mem- 
bers, lest in my hour of need He turn His back upon me. God loveth a
cheer ful giver.9 A bene fac tion to the poor should be like oil, which, when
poured from one ves sel into an other, flows in si lence, and with a soft and
gen tle fall.

An alms re luc tantly be stowed, is like a rose spoiled and dis col ored with
the fumes of sul phur, like sanded flour, or over-salted meat. He who ex er- 
ciseth char ity with a re luc tant heart and an gry words, re sem bles the cow
which yields her milk, but over turns the pail with her foot.

1. Luke 7:33.↩ 

2. Proverbs 15:17.↩ 

3. Luke 15 1:23.↩ 

4. Eph. 4:5, 6.↩ 

5. Job 17:11, Hebr.↩ 

6. Jeremiah 4:14↩ 
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191. The Sore

Got thold went on to say: To good men, sin and in fir mity are fes ter ing
sores, which give them pain, and from which they seek to be re lieved. By
the un godly, on the con trary, sin and in fir mity are prized as a jewel, and re- 
garded as a dis tinc tion and an or na ment.

My God! I be seech Thee, from my in most heart, save me from the love
of sin. May even the most ve nial faults give me pain. Daily ad mon ish and
cor rect me, whether by Thy Word and Spirit, or by a Sin cere and Chris tian
friend, or by anx i ety and heav i ness of heart, or by the cross, or by what ever
other means you please. When I sin, may I be in stantly sen si ble of it, and
heartily and humbly seek and ob tain from Thee par don through Je sus
Christ.

192. The Tan gled Yarn

A woman had put a hank of yarn upon a reel, in tend ing to wind it into a
ball; but, as the thread would not run as she wished, she lost pa tience, and
pulled it to and fro. This, how ever, only made the evil worse, for it mul ti- 
plied the ends, un til she no longer knew which to draw. Got thold looked on
in si lence, but thought with him self:

I now see how it hap pens that the in ter fer ence of third par ties only com- 
pli cates quar rels. The rea son is, be cause they bring to them more of need- 
less anger and zeal than of ju di cious mod er a tion and skill. Many a mat ter
might eas ily be set tled if we only knew the right end by which to take hold
of er ratic1 and will ful minds. Worldly dis putes are al most all like this yarn;
whoso ever ven tures to med dle with them, ex cept with a meek and sober
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heart, will do no good. It is folly for any man to ex pect that all things shall
or can be made square with his views. He acts a wiser part who tries to ac- 
com mo date him self to sea sons and cir cum stances, so far as he can with a
safe con science. Many a one com plains of the tan gled yarns and er ratic
char ac ters with which he has to do, with out be ing con scious that his own
hat cov ers as much odd ity, and that that gives other peo ple no less oc ca sion
to com plain of him.

My God! In my vo ca tion I must daily ex pect to meet with tan gled yarns.
Give me a meek and pru dent heart, that I may al ways find the right end to
draw!

193. The Jour ney

Got thold and some friends were in the act of start ing on a jour ney, which
was to oc cupy sev eral days. All was ready, and the car riage at the door; but
one of the party did not make his ap pear ance, and, on be ing sent for, it was
found that he had not packed his clothes, or made the other nec es sary
prepa ra tions. He ar rived at last, how ever, and they drove off; when Got- 
thold said:

We must not al low you to es cape with im punity for hav ing now de layed
and de tained us a whole hour; and your pun ish ment shall be to lis ten to a
good and salu tary ad mo ni tion, and bear it about con stantly in your mind.
Do you know, then, whom you have this day been im i tat ing? – the chil dren
of the world. For these find, or make for them selves, so much to do with the
world’s van i ties, that they never are in a state of readi ness for de part ing out
of it. They do not think of death, and so post pone to the last hour the col- 
lect ing of their trav el ing gear; by which I mean, ex er cis ing re pen tance,
faith, con fes sion, prayer, and holy liv ing. Never till then do they set their
house in or der, make their will, or at tempt to dis en gage them selves from the
world, which has of ten, how ever, taken so strong a hold of them, that they
quit it only with re luc tance and se cret or open mur mur ing.
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There are not many, says a wise Dutch man, who fin ish their lives be fore
they die. Very few go, most are dragged, to the grave; and, in stead of leav- 
ing the world, they are hunted out of it. Prepa ra tion for death seems to me
of vast mo ment, and the ne glect ing or post pon ing of it good for nei ther liv- 
ing nor dy ing.

194. The Child At Play

A lit tle boy was run ning about in an apart ment, amus ing him self as chil- 
dren are ac cus tomed to do. His money was pot sherds, his house bits of
wood, his horse a stick, and his child a doll. In the same apart ment sat his
fa ther, at a ta ble, oc cu pied with im por tant mat ters of busi ness, which he
noted and ar ranged for the fu ture ben e fit of his young com pan ion. The child
fre quently ran to him, asked many fool ish ques tions, and begged one thing
af ter an other as nec es sary for his di ver sion. The fa ther an swered briefly, did
not in ter rupt his work, but all the time kept a watch ful eye over the child, to
save him from any se ri ous fall or in jury. Got thold was a spec ta tor of the
scene, and thought with him self:

How beau ti ful an ad um bra tion of the fa therly care of God! We too, who
are Old chil dren, course about in the world, and of ten play at games which
are much more fool ish than those of our lit tle ones; we col lect and scat ter,
build and de mol ish, plant and pluck up, ride and drive, eat and drink, sing
and play, and fancy that we are per form ing great ex ploits, well wor thy of
God’s spe cial at ten tion. Mean while, how ever, the Om ni scient is sit ting by,
and writ ing our days in His book. He or ders and ex e cutes all that is to be fall
us, over rul ing it for our best in ter ests in time and eter nity; and yet His eye
never ceases to watch over us, and the child ish sports in which we are en- 
gaged, that we may meet with no deadly mis chief.

My God! such knowl edge is too won der ful for me. It is high, and I can- 
not at tain unto it; but I shall thank and praise Thee for it. my Fa ther! with- 
hold not from me Thy care and in spec tion, and, above all, at those times
when, per haps, like this lit tle one, I am play ing the fool.
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195. The Morn ing Star

Hav ing once, at break of day, be held the morn ing star beam ing in all its
pomp and beauty, Got thold thought with him self: Even a half-bru tal heart
could not but be struck with as ton ish ment at be hold ing, for the first time,
this bright and charm ing orb. Men of ten tell us, and some times falsely, of
new and won drous stars; but, to me, ev ery time I be hold it, this one ap pears
to have ac quired new and ad di tional lus ter, and to be a pe cu liar mar vel of
the fir ma ment. Nor can it fail to re mind me of Thee, Lord Je sus; for dost
Thou not call Thy self the bright and morn ing star?2 It is not fiery red; it
darts no sparkling flame around; but from its bright lamp pours so sweet
and sil very a ra di ance, that we never weary of gaz ing upon it. And even so,
my Sav ior, Thou art not pas sion ate, mer ci less, or wrath ful; but so gen tle are
the rays which Thy Di vine and in con ceiv able love sheds upon us, that only
he who does not or will not know, can help lov ing Thee. My soul never tires
of con tem plat ing Thee; and never turns to Thee one look or thought with out
ex pe ri enc ing Thy con so la tory light. The ris ing of the morn ing star is the
sig nal of the ap proach of day; and even so, when Thou, Lord Je sus, shinest
into my heart, the dawn com mences; the dark ness of sin, ig no rance, and
sor row, dis ap pears; and the day of sal va tion gives me light and alacrity to
walk be fore Thee in the paths of peace and ho li ness. How many com plain
that they have no star! – by which they mean, no good for tune. For my part,
I have a most pro pi tious one; and that art Thou, Lord Je sus, the bright and
morn ing star, from whom I de rive suc cess and bless ing on all, and in all
things which in Thy name I at tempt and un der take.

196. The Royal En trance

It hap pened that a royal per son age made his en trance into a town with
great pomp and solem nity, and that a friend of Got thold’s was heard to say,
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on the oc ca sion, that he wished he were a prince, to en joy such splen dor. To
this Got thold an swered:

You do not know what you wish. What is all this mag nif i cence – the
costly robes, the long guard in van and rear, the bril liant re cep tion – but a
spe cious dis guise of the thou sand hard ships and cares which bur den roy- 
alty? A wor thy Chris tian prince may have many ser vants around him, and
yet he must him self be the ser vant of all his sub jects. Oth ers have their sev- 
eral of fices and du ties, but he is re spon si ble for all. He must have a watch- 
ful eye, and wake when oth ers sleep; an acute ear, to hear in a mo ment the
com plaints of the op pressed; an elo quent mouth, to de cide justly in cares of
dis pute; and an ac tive hand, to pun ish the guilty and re dress the in no cent.
His head must be a foun tain of grave and weighty thoughts for the ben e fit
of his coun try, and his heart a repos i tory of anx i eties of ev ery kind. As the
sum mit of a lofty moun tain is most ex posed to frost and tem pests, and fre- 
quently cov ered deep with snow, which, when melted, ir ri gates and fer til- 
izes the val leys around, even so a prince is in deed ex alted above oth ers, but
on that very ac count is pe cu liarly li able to ad ver si ties, and cum bered with
bur dens, which re dound to the ad van tage and safety of his realm. He is like
a ta per, which min is ters with its light to oth ers, but con sumes it self. In
wish ing to be a prince, there fore, you wish for a prince’s bur den, and a
prince’s trou bles, and, what is worst of all, for a prince’s re spon si bil ity at
the judg ment-seat of Christ.

My God! for my part, I have no de sire to be any thing but what Thou hast
made me. I grudge not the great and mighty what Thou givest to them. Nay,
I know not that I would ex change my poverty for their riches, my soli tude
for their at ten dance, my low de gree for their lofty rank. One thing, how ever,
I do im plore: Let me reign over the sin that dwells in my na ture. Teach me
to gov ern my self, and grant that I may one day be per mit ted humbly to en- 
ter the ce les tial city, wel comed by Thy holy an gels, and wear ing the crown
of life.

197. The Cir cles On The Wa ter
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Got thold one day saw a boy stand ing upon the bank of a lake, and cast- 
ing peb bles into its smooth and tran quil wa ter. The ef fect was, as usual, that
each, as it fell, pro duced a num ber of cir cles upon the sur face, which were
small at first, but be came grad u ally wider and wider, un til at last they dis ap- 
peared from the view. Here, said he to him self, I have a pleas ing em blem of
my in quis i tive mind, when it ap plies its re flec tion to the calm and deep
ocean of di vine truth. If I be gin se ri ously to pon der the won drous deal ings
and holy pur poses of my God, I al ways see one di vine ben e fit and proof of
wis dom ap pear ing be hind an other; or if I have searched, in some mea sure,
one lit tle cir cle of His ways, I per ceive a thou sand oth ers, all widen ing as
they re cede, which at last fill me with awe, so that I stop and ex claim: Oh,
the depths of the riches, both of the wis dom and knowl edge of God! How
un search able are His judg ments, and His ways past find ing out.3 Many,
Lord, my God! are Thy won der ful works, which Thou hast done, and Thy
thoughts to us-ward. They can not be reck oned up in or der unto Thee. If I
would de clare and speak of them, they are more than can be num bered.

198. The Pa per-mill

Vis it ing a pa per-mill one day, Got thold fell into the fol low ing train of
thought: And so pa per – that ar ti cle so use ful in hu man life, that repos i tory
of all the arts and sci ences, that min is ter of all gov ern ments, that bro ker in
all trade and com merce, that sec ond mem ory of the hu man mind, that sta ble
pil lar of an im mor tal name takes its ori gin from vile rags! The rag-dealer
trudges on foot, or drives his cart through the towns and vil lages, and his ar- 
rival is the sig nal for search ing ev ery cor ner, and gath er ing ev ery old and
use less shred. These he takes to the mill, and there they are picked, washed,
mashed, shaped, and sized; in short, formed into a fab ric beau ti ful enough
to ven ture un abashed even into the pres ence of mon archs and princes. This
re minds me of the res ur rec tion of my mor tal body. When de serted by the
soul, I know not what bet ter the body is than a worn and re jected rag. Ac- 
cord ingly, it is buried in the earth, and there gnawed by worms, and re duced
to dust and ashes. If, how ever, man’s art and de vice can pro duce so pure
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and white a fab ric as pa per from filthy rags, what should hin der God by His
mighty power to raise from the grave this vile body of mine, and re fine and
fash ion it like unto the glo ri ous body of the Lord Je sus Christ?4

Yes, God of might! Thou canst do ex ceed ing abun dantly above all we
can ask or think.5 For this rea son I shall be will ing and happy to die when- 
ever it is Thy will, for I know, that in stead of this body, which is needy and
weak, vile and cor rupt ible. Thou wilt give me an other, which will be holy
and per fect, vig or ous and im mor tal, and wilt in scribe upon me, as upon a
spot less sheet, di vine wis dom, ce les tial bright ness, and in ef fa ble glory.

199. The Show-Dish

In spect ing a show-dish, which had been made to adorn the ta ble at a
com ing ban quet, Got thold be gan: The world still cher ishes her an cient
tastes, and seeks en joy ment in van ity. Right well does she know that such a
dish as this is a mere painted fig ure of wood, wax, and other ma te ri als; and,
ex cept for the pains and la bor that have been spent upon it, worth lit tle or
noth ing. And yet she fan cies that she is spe cially hon ored and en ter tained
when so worth less a thing is served up, and pre sented for a while to her
view. We have an other in stance of this in paint ings. I have seen the pic ture
of a monk – of an old, wrin kled woman - of a beg gar with tat tered clothes –
pur chased for a hun dred, nay, some times for more than a thou sand dol lars;
and that by per sons who would have scorned to waste a word upon a real
monk, or so much as a look upon a real old woman, and would not have
given an ac tual liv ing beg gar a penny to keep him alive. It thus ap pears that
man is not only pleased to be de ceived by a skill ful hand, but even re wards
the de cep tive art with large sums of money. Surely ev ery man walketh in a
vain show.6 What is their plea sure? Van ity. What their skill? De cep tion.
What their honor? Folly.

My God! the beau ti ful fir ma ment – the work of Thy fin gers – shall be
my show-dish, and the cru ci fied Je sus my pic ture. In the for mer, I con tem- 
plate what Thy hand has pre pared for our fe lic ity; in the lat ter, the means by
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which that fe lic ity may be at tained. Away with all that is vain; my only
wish is for a blessed eter nity.

200. The Chris tian With out A
Cross

One day a lady of rank and great piety com plained that, whereas in
Scrip ture the cross is ev ery where spo ken of as use ful and nec es sary for the
chil dren of God, yet she, for her part, must ac knowl edge, that hith erto the
Lord had never deemed her wor thy of one, and that this of ten raised within
her melan choly thoughts and doubts whether she was one of His chil dren or
not. Got thold said to her:

I con fess that com plaints like yours are not com mon, inas much as few
Chris tians have any ground to lament a lack of the cross, while oth ers,
whose share of it is ex ceed ingly small, nev er the less imag ine that it is quite
as large as they are able to bear; and in par tic u lar, those who are yet un ac- 
cus tomed to it, are prone to fancy that their cross is too great and heavy for
them. As for your case, how ever, it seems to me that you are ac tu ally bear- 
ing a cross with out be ing con scious of it. You are vexed with gloomy
thoughts be cause you have no cross. These gloomy thoughts, how ever, ap- 
pear to me to be them selves a con sid er able cross, and also a very salu tary
one; for they not only evince, but nour ish and aug ment your de sire to re- 
sem ble the Lord Je sus, and to take up your cross and fol low Him.

Be sides, the words of our Sav ior, “Whoso ever doth not bear his cross,
and come af ter Me, can not be My dis ci ple,” re late not merely to the com- 
mon hard ships of hu man life, but are also and es pe cially to be un der stood
of the cru ci fix ion of the old man, of his sin ful lusts and de sires, of self-de- 
nial, and the sub ju ga tion of the will. For the rest, we can not and ought not
to make crosses for our selves, for this would end in hypocrisy. The Lord
holds the cup of af flic tion in His own hand, and pours out of it when and as
much as He will. That He has spared you hith erto, ac knowl edge with hum- 
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ble grat i tude; He is the searcher of our hearts, and per haps knew that, with
the cross, your heart would not have felt to wards Him as it has done with out
it. Rec ol lect, how ever, that the drama of your life has not yet been played to
the end, and that, for aught you know, your gra cious God may still have
some lit tle cross in re serve for you, to be im posed in due time. The fiercest
tem pests of ten come in the evening of the finest sum mer days, and it is af ter
the pure wine has been run off, that the lees are wont to fol low. It ought to
be an other ground for grat i tude to God, that He has given you time to pre- 
pare for all emer gen cies, and pro vide your self with the ar mor nec es sary for
your de fense.

Fi nally, you live in the midst of Chris tians who are dis tressed with
poverty and af flic tion, and groan ing un der crosses of all kinds; and, be ing a
mem ber of the body of the Lord Je sus, you will sym pa thize with them, your
fel low-mem bers, and take their suf fer ings and pri va tions to heart. When
you see any mourner, mourn with him and cheer him. To him who falls and
is ready to sink be neath the weight of his cross, stretch out a friendly hand,
and help him to rise. Feed the hun gry, clothe the naked, give drink to the
thirsty, let your su per fluities be the source from which the wants of pi ous
Chris tian brethren are sup plied. In this man ner make your self a par taker of
the af flic tions of oth ers, and ren der to them the ser vice which Simeon of
Cyrene did to our Lord Je sus, by help ing them to bear their cross. By en list- 
ing into their com pany, you will be sure to pass as one of the gen uine cross-
bear ers.

Lord Je sus! give mo the mind of Thine apos tle, who knew both to be full
and to be hun gry, both to abound and suf fer want.7 If Thou spare me, I will
thank and fer vently love Thee; and if Thou layest a cross upon me, I will
still thank and love Thee no less. What know I what is good for me? But
Thou know est it, for Thou know est all things.

201. Good Weather
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The weather had been warm and pleas ant for sev eral suc ces sive weeks,
when some one ex claimed: Alas! what will come of these sul try days?
What must be the con se quences of so long a tract of sun shine, with out a
drop of rain? Got thold replied:

What are you say ing? Are you dis pleased that Heaven is kind, and that
the fair sun has been, as it were, smil ing upon us for so long a time? Yes, re- 
joined the other; but we must look be fore us; for, as the crops in the field
and the fruit in the gar den are in the mean while dry ing up and with er ing,
these kind smiles of the heav ens may prob a bly cause bit ter weep ing upon
earth.

Well, said Got thold. if that be the case, let this weather re mind us that
tem po ral pros per ity, which is usu ally com pared to pleas ant sun shine, fre- 
quently proves as lit tle ben e fi cial to us, as con tin ued good weather to the
crops. The dense and gloomy clouds which, with their dis charges of thun der
and light ning, shake and ter rify the earth, and wa ter it with drench ing rain,
are not pleas ant; but they make the herb of the field re joice, and man and
beast along with it. Light comes out of the dark ness, and bless ing ac com pa- 
nies the rain. Sim i lar are the ef fects of trou ble and ad ver sity upon the mind.
They cause pain and sor row, but are suc ceeded by spir i tual and di vine sat is- 
fac tion and joy. On the con trary, a long con tin u ance of tem po ral pros per ity
is wont to be the har bin ger of some great mis for tune, or even of eter nal
perdi tion, as we see in the case of the rich man in the gospel, and a thou- 
sand oth ers. For there can be no doubt that you will search longer for one
in di vid ual whom mis for tune and ad ver sity have driven to de spair and ruin,
than for a thou sand whom suc cess and pros per ity have un done. Let us,
there fore, at all times be sus pi cious of our good for tune; and just as, on sul- 
try days like this, we are as sid u ous in wa ter ing our gar dens, that the crops
may not wither, so in the time of our pros per ity let us be dili gent in prayer,
that God may not deny us His grace, nor take away from us His Holy Spirit,
and that so by His gov er nance we may walk pru dently and humbly, and
never per vert our tem po ral pros per ity into the means of our eter nal
wretched ness.



212

202. Tak ing Pills

An in valid who had been or dered a cou ple of pills, took them very ab- 
surdly; for, in place of swal low ing them at once, he rolled them about in his
mouth, ground them to pieces, and so tasted their full bit ter ness. Got thold
was present, and thus mused:

The in sults and calum nies of a slan derer and ad ver sary are bit ter pills,
and all do not un der stand the art of swal low ing with out chew ing them. To
the Chris tian, how ever, they are whole some in many ways. They re mind
him of his guilt; they try his meek ness and pa tience; they show him what lie
needs to guard against, and at last they re dound to his honor and glory in
the sight of Him for whose sake they were en dured. In re spect to the pills of
slan der, how ever, as well as the oth ers, it is ad vis able not to roll them about
con tin u ally in our minds, or judge of them ac cord ing to the flesh, and the
world’s opin ion. This will only in crease their bit ter ness, spread the sa vor of
it to the tongue, and fill the heart with pro por tional en mity. The true way is
to swal low, keep si lence, and for get. We must in wardly de vour our grief,
and say: I will be dumb and not open my mouth, be cause Thou didst it.8

The best an ti dotes to the bit ter ness of slan der, are the sweet prom ises
and con so la tions of Scrip ture, of which not the least is this: Blessed are ye
when men shall re vile you, and per se cute you, and shall say all man ner of
evil against you falsely for My sake. Re joice and be ex ceed ing glad, for
great is your re ward in heaven.9

Alas, my God! how hard it is to swal low the pills of oblo quy!10 to bless
them that curse me, to do good to them that hate me, and to pray for them
that de spite fully use me! But, Lord, as Thou wilt have it so, give it as Thou
wilt have it; for it is a mat ter in which, with out Thy grace, I can do noth ing.

203. The Bird Of Prey
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A friend men tioned to Got thold that he had seen a kite hov er ing in the
air, and mark ing its quarry, and in quired of him, whether so ra pa cious a bird
could fur nish him with a theme for ed i fy ing thought. To this Got thold
replied:

Why not? Such a bird de lights in the free air, and soars aloft, as if it
would fain ap proach to heaven; all the while, how ever, it keeps its sharp eye
con tin u ally di rected to the earth, if haply it may there spy and seize a prey.
And like it are hyp ocrites; they love to speak of heav enly and spir i tual
things; they go to church, and take the holy sup per; they read, and pray, and
sing; but, nev er the less, their heart re tains its earthly in cli na tion, and they
seek that which is tem po ral more than that which is eter nal.

204. Feed ing The Hens

For amuse ment, a gen tle man used to throw crumbs of bread, and oc ca- 
sion ally a hand ful of bar ley, to his hens, from the par lor win dow. By this
means they had not merely learned the cus tom of rush ing to it the mo ment
it opened, but like wise of ten sta tioned them selves be neath it, and sig ni fied
by their cries that they had a boon to beg. Got thold saw this, and ob served:

Hens do to us as we do to God. He has of ten heard our cry, and given us
the bless ings we re quired for our spir i tual and bod ily nour ish ment, and has
thereby, so to speak, ha bit u ated us to re sort to Him on all oc ca sions, and
never to de sist till we again re ceive His gifts; and this He does, al though we
are less prof itable to Him than hens are to us. I have of ten won dered at the
bold ness shown by His chil dren in their in ter course with Him, and not less
at the lov ing-kind ness and be nig nity of so great a po ten tate, in not only bid- 
ding us pray, but declar ing that He is well pleased when, in our prayers, we
are not merely bold, but, if I may so say, shame less.



214

205. The Con clu sion

My God! I con clude this book, as I be gan it, in the name of Je sus. Its
good thoughts, if any such it con tain, are but sparks of Thy heav enly light;
and whither ought the flame to point, or to whom as pire, but to Thee? All
glory, honor, and praise, are justly Thine; and see ing, as I do, that of my self
I am un equal to the task of prais ing Thee for the good ness which Thou hast
shown me all my life, I have tried if I could not by these med i ta tions stir up
the hearts of oth ers, and pre vail upon them to unite with me in prais ing
Thee as the glo ri ous, lov ing, mer ci ful, only wise, and right eous God. As the
fire was mine which kin dled their obla tion, I wished to look upon it, al- 
though of fered upon an other’s al tar, as in some mea sure com ing from me.
My God! could I pub lish Thy praise with a thou sand tongues and hearts,
and pro long it through all eter nity, it would still fall short of Thy deserts.
Thou hast mer ited in fin itely more at my hands. Let this book, then, praise
Thee; or rather, let it be a tes ti mony how will ingly I would pub lish and ex- 
tend Thy praise, and show forth Thy good ness to all the world, not only
dur ing my life, but even af ter my de cease. If, how ever, there be any thing in
the book which has not been med i tated on with the de vo tion, hu mil ity, and
awe, nor im parted to oth ers with the ten der af fec tion re quired by Thy
majesty and my own duty, mer ci fully for give it; and re mem ber that even the
holi est thoughts have been pon dered in a sin ful heart, the words ut tered by a
hu man tongue, and the pen wielded by an un clean hand. Yet still I am, and
for ever shall be. Thy ser vant.

The End

1. orig: whim si cal↩ 

2. Rev e la tion 22:6.↩ 
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4. Phil. 3:21.↩ 
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6. Psalm 39:6↩ 
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How Can You Find Peace With
God?

The most im por tant thing to grasp is that no one is made right with God
by the good things he or she might do. Jus ti fi ca tion is by faith only, and that
faith rest ing on what Je sus Christ did. It is by be liev ing and trust ing in His
one-time sub sti tu tion ary death for your sins.

Read your Bible steadily. God works His power in hu man be ings
through His Word. Where the Word is, God the Holy Spirit is al ways
present.

Sug gested Read ing: New Tes ta ment Con ver sions by Pas tor George Ger- 
berd ing

Bene dic tion

Now unto him that is able to keep you from fall ing, and to present
you fault less be fore the pres ence of his glory with ex ceed ing joy, To
the only wise God our Sav ior, be glory and majesty, do min ion and
power, both now and ever. Amen. (Jude 1:24-25)

Ba sic Bib li cal Chris tian ity |
Books to Down load

https://www.lutheranlibrary.org/103-gerberding-new-testament-conversions/
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The Small Cat e chism of Mar tin Luther

The es sen tials of faith have re mained the same for 2000 years. They
are sum ma rized in (1) The Ten Com mand ments, (2) The Lord’s
Prayer, and (3) The Apos tles’ Creed. Fa mil iar ity with each of fers great
pro tec tion against fads and false hoods.

The Way Made Plain by Si mon Pe ter Long

A se ries of lec tures by the beloved Twen ti eth Cen tury Amer i can
pas tor on the ba sis of faith.

Bible Teach ings by Joseph Stump

A primer on the faith in tended for new be liev ers. Rich in Scrip ture.
Chris tian ba sics ex plained from Scrip ture in clear and jar gon-free lan- 
guage. Many ex cel lent Bible stud ies can be made from this book.

Full cat a log avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Many pa per back edi tions
at Ama zon.

Es sen tial The ol ogy | Books to
Down load

The Augs burg Con fes sion: An In tro duc tion To Its Study And An Ex- 
po si tion Of Its Con tents by Matthias Loy

“Sin cere be liev ers of the truth re vealed in Christ for man’s sal va tion
have no rea son to be ashamed of Luther, whom God sent to bring
again to His peo ple the pre cious truth in Je sus and whose heroic con- 
tention for the faith once de liv ered o the saints led to the es tab lish ment
of the Church of the Augs burg Con fes sion, now gen er ally called the
Evan gel i cal Lutheran Church.”

The Doc trine of Jus ti fi ca tion by Matthias Loy
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“Hu man rea son and in cli na tion are al ways in their nat u ral state
averse to the doc trine of Jus ti fi ca tion by faith. Hence it is no won der
that earth and hell com bine in per sis tent ef forts to ban ish it from the
Church and from the world.”

The Con fes sional Prin ci ple by Theodore Schmauk

Theodore Schmauk’s ex plo ration and de fense of the Chris tian faith
con sists of five parts: His tor i cal In tro duc tion; Part 1: Are Con fes sions
Nec es sary?; Part 2: Con fes sions in the Church; Part 3: Lutheran Con- 
fes sions; and Part 4: The Church in Amer ica.

Sum mary of the Chris tian Faith by Henry Eyster Ja cobs

A Sum mary of the Chris tian Faith has been ap pre ci ated by Chris- 
tians since its orig i nal pub li ca tion for its easy to use ques tion and an- 
swer for mat, its clear or ga ni za tion, and its cov er age of all the es sen- 
tials of the Chris tian faith. Two es says on elec tion and pre des ti na tion
are in cluded, in clud ing Luther’s “Spec u la tions Con cern ing Pre des ti na- 
tion”.

Full cat a log avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Many pa per back edi tions
at Ama zon.

De vo tional Clas sics | Books to
Down load

Ser mons on the Gospels by Matthias Loy. and Ser mons on the Epis- 
tles by Matthias Loy

“When you feel your bur den of sin weigh ing heav ily upon you,
only go to Him… Only those who will not ac knowl edge their sin and
feel no need of a Sav ior — only these are re jected. And these are not
re jected be cause the Lord has no pity on them and no de sire to de liver
them from their wretched ness, but only be cause they will not come to
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https://www.amazon.com/s?i=stripbooks&rh=p_27%3ALutheran+Librarian&s=relevancerank&text=Lutheran+Librarian
https://www.lutheranlibrary.org/550-loy-sermons-on-the-gospels/
https://www.lutheranlibrary.org/589-loy-sermons-on-the-epistles/
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Him that they might have life. They re ject Him, and there fore stand re- 
jected. But those who come to Him, poor and needy and help less, but
trust ing in His mercy, He will re ceive, to com fort and to save.”

The Great Gospel by Si mon Pe ter Long and The Eter nal Epis tle by
Si mon Pe ter Long

“I want you to un der stand that I have never preached opin ions from
this pul pit; it is not a ques tion of opin ion; I have ab so lutely no right to
stand here and give you my opin ion, for it is not worth any more than
yours; we do not come to church to get opin ions; I claim that I can
back up ev ery ser mon I have preached, with the Word of God, and it is
not my opin ion nor yours, it is the eter nal Word of God, and you will
find it so on the Judg ment day. I have noth ing to take back, and I never
will; God does not want me to.”

True Chris tian ity by John Arndt

The Ser mons of Theophilus Stork: A De vo tional Trea sure
“There are many of us who be lieve; we are con vinced; but our souls

do not take fire at con tact with the truth. Happy he who not only be- 
lieves, but be lieves with fire… This en ergy of be lief, this ar dor of con- 
vic tion, made the com mon places of the Gospel, the old, old story,
seem in his [Stork’s] ut ter ance some thing fresh and ir re sistibly at trac- 
tive. Men lis tened to old truths from his lips as though they were a new
rev e la tion. They were new, for they came out of a heart that new
coined them and stamped its own im press of vi tal ity upon them as they
passed through its ex pe ri ence…” – From the In tro duc tion

Full cat a log avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Many pa per back edi tions
at Ama zon.
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