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 “O the depth of the riches both of the wis-
dom and knowledge of God! how unsearch-
able are his judgments, and his ways past 
finding out!” (Romans 11:33.)
 Without any doubt, we are living in a 
superficial and artificial age. It is all tinsel, 
veneer and glittering chrome. In the event of 
any disaster or accident, all that remains are 
only bits and pieces and an unrecognizable 
mass of twisted steel. But most people stake 
everything on the short-lived glow and glit-
ter of their earthly possessions.
 Unfortunately, this shallow veneer has 
overtaken many churches too. Most of the 
preachers and churches today preach a con-
version which requires no repentance. It 
hurts to dig deep, to uncover the wicked mo-
tives that rule one’s life and confess hidden 
sins. It is something which human nature re-
volts against. We hate to be exposed, to be 
searched to the depths of our hearts. But this 
is what the Lord Jesus does. Exposure and 
diagnosis are essential for treatment.
 You never try to mislead your doctor by 
stating symptoms which do not exist. You 
want to be as exact as possible in narrating 
the symptoms in order to help the doctor to 
locate the problem.
 St Paul cries: “O the depth of the riches 
both of the wisdom and knowledge of God! 
how unsearchable are his judgments, and his 
ways past finding out!”
 Yes, there are depths in Christ, depths in 
purity, power and perfection. It only reveals 
our shallow desire when we look around and 
see the state of affairs of Christians today. 
The early disciples were men who could face 
any situation with deep assurance that their 
risen Lord would deliver them through and 
through. Jesus was more than adequate for 
them. Such was their faith and they were 
more than conquerors in the midst of an 

 “Then took Mary a pound of oint-
ment of spikenard, very costly, and 
anointed the feet of Jesus, and wiped 
His feet with her hair: and the house 
was filled with the odour of the oint-
ment” (John 12:3).
 Here is a worship going on at a din-
ner time. The sister of a man raised 
from the grave had made a great feast 
for Jesus. It was a great celebration of 
the triumph of faith. A home that lis-
tened to the Word of God which came 
from such perfect lips could not help 
becoming a home that could believe a 
man four days in the grave could rise 
again. They were full of gratitude in 
their hearts. Mary took the costly oint-
ment which had been preserved in the 
family to be converted into money at 
the time of an emergency. She brought 
it and broke it. Why? She had found the 
Savior. She was full of faith. It was an 
act of worship, praise, honor and ado-
ration. Everyone felt the impact of that 
worship. She belonged to the Kingdom 
of God. But there was one present who 
was not at all happy. He belonged to the 
kingdom of Caesar. He stepped out of 
the Kingdom of God into Caesar’s dark 
kingdom. He did not know the possibil-
ity of faith. He only looked at the purse 
and how much he could pilfer from it. 
He was still in darkness and sin, while 
a man in Caesar’s service reached out 

to belong to the Kingdom of God. [His 
name was Judas.]
 The Centurion [who had faith in Je-
sus for the healing of a sick servant, see 
Matthew 8:5-13] definitely belonged to 
the Kingdom of God. He had so much 
affection and concern for a servant. 
This is typical of the Kingdom of God. 
He certainly did not belong to the king-
dom of Caesar. He could see how much 
was possible through faith.  Judas was 
dead as a door nail to faith. He could 
not believe that without selling Jesus 
he could square up his financial affairs. 
Thirty pieces of silver could bring him 
above his trouble, he thought.
 Men who belong to the kingdom of 
Caesar calculate everything through 
money and are no good for God. Do you 
believe that God can use you? Are you 
growing in faith? Have you risen above 
the kingdom of Caesar, where all calcu-
lations are made in money? Have you 
stepped out into the Kingdom of God, 
where the limited man becomes an un-
limited being by believing in God?

—N. Daniel
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 A man was preaching in Hyde Park one after-
noon to a number of its usual visitors. As he was 
on the point of dismissing his audience, at the con-
clusion of his address, he was stopped by someone 
touching him on the arm. He turned around and 
saw a man whose appearance and attire evidently 
showed that he came ‘from the country’. Address-
ing the preacher, he earnestly begged to be allowed 
to speak a word to the people and tell them the 
story of his conversion, which had only taken place 
a few weeks before.
 He spoke with a broad English country accent, 
and this with his happy face and heart-felt manner 
secured him a riveted attention.
 His story was to the following effect:
 “The gentleman who has just spoke to you has 
given me leave to tell you what’s in my heart, and 
has been there this few weeks past. I am a poor 
labouring man, and never being no scholard, you 
can’t expect me to talk much grammar, so you’ll 
excuse my simple way, and let me tell you how the 
Lord saved my soul.”
 “I was ploughing for my master, in a field be-
side the road, and just sat down agen the fence 
nearest to it, to have my bit of bread and cheese, 
the horses standing in the furrow at the headlands, 
when I sees a gentleman leaning over the gate look-
ing out at the prospect. Presently, he spies me, and 
comes across the gate to where I was sitting. He 
said it was a fine day, and I said it was so, with the 
blessing of God, as we always says down in them 
parts, not thinking nothing about God all the time.
 “Howsomever, he pulls me up sharp, though in 
a kindly voice, says he: ‘Do you know the blessing 
of God in saving your soul?’ It quite took me aback, 
and I says, ‘Of course, we all wants to be saved, 
and hopes we shall afore we comes to die.’ Then he 
spoke a great deal to me, as I never heard the likes 
in my life, about being born again, and all to that 
away.
 “Before he goes, he takes out a book and says, ‘I 
should like to give you this, and will you read this 
chapter where I turn the leaf down?’ I thanked him 
with all my heart, but told him I was no scholard, 
never having had no booklarning.
 “ ‘Well,’ says he, ‘never mind that, you get the 
first person that can read to read this chapter to 
you.’ So he left the book and I never seen him from 
that time.
 “After a bit, as I sat on the bank, thinking in a 
dazed way of what I had been told, with my mind 
all in a muddle, I hears a boy coming lumping 

along home from school, whistling some tune to 
himself. Thinks I, he’ll do! So I calls, ‘Hey, boy! 
Come here!’ He comes over. So I tells him to sit 
down just there beside me, and read me out of a 
book a gentleman gave me.
 “I asked him, ‘Can you read?’ ‘Aye, can I, and 
write my own name too.’ He reads away, and I sits 
listening with all my might. He reads about a man 
what came to Jesus by night, and I never knew any-
thing take such hold on me as them words did. I had 
often heard sermons with fine long words, but these 
came right home to me; and I was wholly stammed 
when He read about being born again, for that was 
what the gentleman was saying to me before. Then 
I lost what he read for a bit, for thinking to my-
self, ‘Except a man be born again, he cannot see 
the kingdom of Heaven’ (John 3:3). Now, I want to 
go to Heaven, and I always thought if a man did 
the best he could, and paid his way, and loved his 
neighbour, what more could he do, and he would 
surely go to Heaven at the end; but this floored me, 
this being born again.
 “I called out to him to stop, and read that last 
over again. As he read, what he told me was the 
sixteenth verse, the light began to shine in on my 
heart, and I thought this is what being born again 
means, this explains it. I know now, it was the 
Holy Spirit of God through them words, ‘For God 
so loved the world that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life.’
 “Yet I couldn’t half think it was for me; and 
there was one word that seemed to me the chief 
word, that I couldn’t understand, so I asked the boy, 
‘Can you tell me what that there word whosoever 
means?’ But he seemed to know it as little as my-
self, he looked this way and that, as boys do, but 
couldn’t see the meaning nowhere’s; then he said, ‘I 
can’t for the life of me tell you what it means.’ But 
I wasn’t to be put off, I was too anxious, so I urged 
him to think again. ‘You’re such a good scholard, 
and can write your own name, surely you know 
what this word means?’ ‘No,’ he says, ‘I don’t know 
what it means, unless it means you, me, or anybody 
else.’
 “ ‘Well,’ says I, ‘why didn’t you say that at first, 
I can understand that easy enough. Now, read that 
verse over again, if you please, and put them words 
in instead of the long one.’ So he read over again.
 “ ‘For God so loved the world, that He gave His 
only begotten Son, that you, me, or anybody else 
believing in Him should not perish, but have ever-

lasting life.’
 “I lifted up my heart and thanked God there 
and then; for such mercy to a sinner like me. His 
love was so wonderful, and those words made it all 
plain that it was for me. I got the boy to say the 
verse over and over again, walking by me as I went 
on with my ploughing, until I knew them myself 
as well. The rest of that afternoon my heart was 
singing for joy, and as I followed the plough up and 
down the furrow I kept repeating the words over to 
myself, getting fresh understanding of them every 
time.
 “After I had baited my horses, and put them 
out in the yard for the night, I went home, and the 
first thing I says to my wife when I gets in was, 
‘Wife! with the blessing of God—and I meant it 
this time—my fortune’s made! For this very day 
I have received everlasting life.’ She said, ‘Thank 
God then, my prayers are answered.’ She had been 
a Christian woman for a long time, and often had I 
given her sorrow through my ways.
 “ ‘But how did you come by it?’ Then I read to 
her—or rather said it to her, though I opened the 
book—the 16th verse of the 3rd of John.
 “I was so full of my new-found happiness, that 
as soon as I had my supper, I felt I must go down and 
tell my mates the good news, thinking, of course, 
they’d be glad to hear it. We were accustomed to 
meet at the public in the village street, called the 

Reality Check!
“O God, thou art 

my God; early will 
I seek thee: my soul 
thirsteth for thee” 

(Psalm 63:1a)

“Jesus stood and 
cried, saying, ‘If any 
man thirst, let him 
come unto me, and 

drink’ ” 
(John 7:37b)

“You, Me, or Anybody Else!”
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idolatrous and immoral society.
 Christ is adequate even today. His prom-
ises are enough for you. As you get deeper into 
the Word of God and the riches in Christ, your 
heart is thrilled with a new vision and hope. 
You are right there in the mine shaft and the 
cable car plunges you deeper and deeper into 
the solid veins of gold in the quartz around 
you. It is all yours. He is your wisdom. He is 
your salvation. He is your sanctification. In Je-
sus Christ you have all these riches. He gave 
Himself for us holding nothing back.
 My father was a man of great spiritual 

depth and he sought depth in others. In his life-
time he was enabled by God to bring literally 
thousands into the deep experience of conver-
sion. Nearly all of them learned to pray and 
cultivated the habit of getting alone for prayer 
every day. No wonder they were mightily used 
of God in healing the sick and in casting out 
the demons. The Word of God prevailed over 
all the works of darkness.
 On the other hand, the shallow Christians 
are always characterized by the light-hearted 
way in which they speak of deep men of God. 
The very son of God was not spared from criti-

cism. They called Him as a wine-bibber, friend 
of sinners and Beelzebub. They belittled Him 
as the son of the carpenter. But Jesus stead-
fastly set His face towards Jerusalem, where 
He must suffer and die on the cross.
 Now, tear off the old paper and scrape away 
the thin veneer with which you disguised your 
true nature. Come to the cross with true bro-
kenness. Call upon the Lord Jesus for a new 
life. There are depths of His love and riches 
which are still unexplored.

—Joshua Daniel
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 As the conductor came for my fare on 
a streetcar in Buffalo, N.Y., I gave him the 
leaflet, Where Hell Is. In part it read: “A 
young man, while distributing tracts, met 
some of his old companions who mocked 
him as he spoke of the Lord Jesus Christ 
and God’s way of salvation. One of them 
said, ‘Can you tell me where hell is?’ Af-
ter a moment’s hesitation, the young man 
answered: ‘Yes, at the end of a Christless 
life.’ ”
 The conductor laughed and retorted, 
“You always give me one of these papers; 
I suppose you think I’m a wicked fellow. 
But I’m as good as they make ‘em.”
 I held up my Bible, “Do you see this 
Book?” I asked. “It tells me, ‘The heart is 
deceitful above all things, and desperately 
wicked’ (Jeremiah 17:9). That means your 
heart and mine. It doesn’t sound so good, 
does it?”
 “Oh,” he said, “there’s plenty of time 
for me to think about these things; I’m still 
young.”
 He little imagined “This night thy soul 
shall be required of thee” (Luke 12:20). 

On leaving the car I said, “Remember, the 
time is short. You don’t need to go to a 
Christless grave and to hell. Christ died 
for the ungodly.” This young man had 
been a conductor only six or eight weeks. 
I had often given him a tract and talked 
with him.
 The next morning I travelled the same 
car. A new conductor was there. He told 
me the conductor I had spoken to the day 
before had intended to take an afternoon 
off, but jumping from one car to another 
he lost his footing, was run over by the 
car and injured. In a few hours he died. 
I felt very badly, thinking he had found a 
Christless grave.
Later that day I was told that he had ac-
cepted the Saviour and wanted me to know 
he was not going to a Christless grave. I 
went to his home. As I looked upon the 
young man’s dead face, I thought, “What 
an awful warning to anyone who thinks 
there is plenty of time!”
 Remember how short life is (Psalm 
89:47), and “after this the judgment” 
(Hebrews 9:27). God in His love and mer-

cy gave this young man time, but the time 
was short!
 Maybe this is God’s last message to 
you! “Now is the accepted time; behold, 
now is the day of salvation” (2 Corinthi-
ans 6:2). Are you trusting that “doing the 
best you can” will save you? Listen: “he 
that trusteth in his own heart is a fool” 
(Proverbs 28:26). “He, that being often re-
proved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly 
be destroyed, and that without remedy” 
(Proverbs 29:1). Why live in fear of the 
grave? Christ Jesus rose again triumphant 
over the grave. Won’t you come to Him 
now? Tomorrow may be too late!
 “He that believeth on Him is not con-
demned: but he that believeth not is con-
demned already, because he hath not 
believed in the name of the only begotten 
Son of God” (John 3:18).

—See Abigail Townsend Luffe, I am not 
going to a Christless grave—are you?

“I am not going to a Christless grave—are you?”
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‘Fleece’, and I think now it’s a good name for such 
places, for it’s just there a fellow does get properly 
fleeced, as I have proved many’s the time.
 “So I goes down there this night with my Testa-
ment in my pocket. When I gets there my mates, 
and the landlord especially, begin by crying out 
how late I am, that I must have something very 
good to tell, and so on. Then when they are quiet, 
I tells them what I [told] my wife, and pulls out my 
Testament, and says the verse to them: ‘For God 
so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever—that means you, me, or any-
body else—believeth in Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life.’
 “Well, they stared at me, but hadn’t a word 

to say; at last the landlord spoke up. I suppose 
he thought that if all came to this way of think-
ing there would be an end to his trade, so he says: 
‘Come, we don’t want any of that sort of cant here, 
we have enough of preaching on Sundays by larned 
men without your setting up to be so good.’ I an-
swers him, ‘Is that the way it is, landlord? Well, 
it opens my eyes plain, what the friendship of the 
world’s worth, I could come here and talk all man-
ner of stuff about anyone, and anything, no matter 
how low, drink till I was scarce able to find my way 
home, and I was welcome, but now that my soul is 
saved I mustn’t speak about that, nor about my Sav-
iour, then I can’t come here anymore indeed. Here’s 
the three shillings I owe you, and good-bye.’

 “Now, if you go down to my country and want 
to find me, all you’ll have to do is to ask where 
‘Whosoever’ lives, for that’s the nick-name they 
gave me then, and the little children cry out when 
I pass them, ‘There’s Whosoever! There goes old 
Whosoever!’ But I don’t mind; indeed I rejoice ,for 
I’m on the winning side, and I would that all ye 
who hear me now, took your place as one of these 
‘whosoevers’. If not, ye must be among the other 
‘whosoevers’ in Rev. 20:15: ‘And whosoever—you, 
me, or anybody else—was not found written in the 
Book of Life was cast into the Lake of Fire!’ ”

—See Hy. Pickering, 100 Thrilling Tales
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 Mimosa had turned from Hindu-
ism to God the Loving One while 
growing up in India. For many years, 
during which she married and had 
children, Mimosa received little 
teaching by man of His ways—yet 
God’s Spirit taught her.
 Mimosa longed for her sons to be 
able to choose the worship of the liv-
ing, true, and holy God. Yet how? 
She gave herself to prayer, to prayer 
streaming through the busy day, flow-
ing far into the night. Her prayers 
were not always in words, for the 
longings that consumed her could not 
wait for words. “I am a prayer” might 
have described her.
 Her educated brother taunted her: 
“Thou thinkest that thou canst pray! 
From whom hast thou learned? Thou 
who canst not read, thou the ignorant 
who canst not even read the first letter 
(and he named it), thou thinkest that 
thou canst pray!”
 Mimosa, humble, in poverty, was 
deeply pierced; what if her concept 
was a mistake?
 The prophet Jeremiah once ad-
dressed God in his sorrow: “Wilt 
Thou be indeed to me as waters that 
fail?”
 Yet Christ drew near, the Christ 
who told His disciple Peter, “I have 
prayed for thee, that thy faith fail not.”
 “Have I been a wilderness unto 
thee?” (God speaks, Jeremiah 2:31).

 A glow of joy came to her; Mimo-
sa knew what He had been to her all 
through the bitter years. “You know 
Him by learning,” she later told her 
Christian sister, “but I know Him by 
suffering.” It was not that her sister 
had not suffered—yet she had a Bible 
and many books, and Mimosa, igno-
rant of the first letter of the Tamil al-
phabet, had learned Him through suf-
fering.
 Who but Christ, the crucified, ris-
en Redeemer, is enough in the place 
of the fellowship of His suffering?
 “I have in my study pictures of 
Millet, Goethe, Tolstoy, Beethoven, 
and Jesus Christ in the garden of 
Gethsemane,” wrote a Chinese stu-
dent, not yet a Christian, to his friend 
in Paris. “After seeing a beautiful pic-
ture, reading some wonderful poetry, 
or hearing some exquisite music, my 
spirit goes out, not to Jesus, but to the 
pictures of the other famous men. But 
when my heart is in trouble, these can 
no longer charm: only my contempla-
tion of Jesus in His agony in the gar-
den seems able to bring me peace.” 
 “No picture reconciles us to 
God—but Jesus Christ does. “Surely 
He hath borne our griefs, and car-
ried our sorrows: yet we did esteem 
Him stricken, smitten of God, and af-
flicted. But He was wounded for our 
transgressions, He was bruised for 
our iniquities: the chastisement of 

our peace was upon Him; and with 
His stripes we are healed. All we 
like sheep have gone astray; we have 
turned every one to his own way; and 
the Lord hath laid on Him the iniq-
uity of us all” (Isaiah 53:4-6). 

—See Amy Carmichael, Mimosa: 
A True Story

“Jesus Christ in the Place of Suffering”


