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CHRIST'S BOUNDLES S 
COMPASSION 

And Jesus  went  forth,  and  saw  a  great  multitude,  and  was 
moved with  compassion  toward  them,  and  He 

healed their  sick. —Matthew 14:14. 

IT i s OFTE N RECORDE D i n Scriptur e tha t Jesu s wa s 
moved b y compassion . W e ar e tol d i n thi s vers e tha t 

after th e disciple s o f Joh n ha d com e t o Hi m an d tol d 
Him tha t thei r maste r ha d bee n beheaded , tha t h e ha d 
been pu t to  a  crue l death , H e wen t ou t int o a  deser t 
place, an d th e multitud e followe d Him , an d tha t whe n 
He sa w th e multitud e H e ha d "compassion " o n them , 
and heale d thei r sick . 

If H e wer e her e to-nigh t i n person , standin g i n m y 
place, Hi s hear t woul d b e move d a s H e looke d dow n 
into you r faces , becaus e H e coul d als o loo k int o you r 
hearts an d coul d rea d th e burden s an d trouble s an d 
sorrows yo u hav e t o bear . The y ar e hidde n fro m m y 
eye, bu t H e know s al l abou t them . Whe n th e multitud e 
gathered roun d abou t Him , H e kne w ho w man y weary , 
broken an d achin g heart s ther e wer e there . An d H e i s 
here to-night , althoug h w e canno t se e Hi m wit h th e 



10 THE WA Y HOME . 

bodily eye ; an d ther e i s no t a  sorrow , o r trouble , o r 
affliction whic h an y o f yo u ar e endurin g bu t H e know s 
all abou t it ; an d H e i s th e sam e to-nigh t a s H e wa s 
when her e upo n earth—th e sam e Jesus , th e sam e Ma n 
of compassion . 

When H e sa w tha t multitud e H e ha d compassio n o n 
them, an d heale d thei r sick . I  hop e H e will  hea l a  grea t 
many sin-sic k soul s here , an d will  bin d u p a  grea t man y 
broken hearts . Ther e i s n o hear t s o bruise d an d broke n 
but th e So n o f Go d wil l hav e compassio n upo n you , i f 
you wil l le t Him . "H e wil l no t brea k a  bruise d reed , 
nor quenc h th e smokin g flax. " H e cam e int o th e worl d 
to brin g mercy , an d joy , an d compassio n an d love . 

If I  wer e a n artis t I  shoul d lik e t o dra w som e pic -
tures to-nigh t an d pu t befor e yo u tha t grea t multitud e 
on whic h H e ha d compassion . I  woul d dra w anothe r 
painting o f tha t ma n comin g t o Hi m ful l o f leprosy , 
full o f i t fro m hea d t o foot . Ther e h e was , banished fro m 
his home , banishe d fro m hi s friends , an d h e cam e t o 
Jesus wit h hi s sa d an d miserabl e story . An d now , m y 
friends, le t u s 

MAKE TH E BIBL E STORIE S REAL , 

for tha t i s wha t the y are . 
Think o f tha t man . Thin k ho w muc h h e ha d suffered . 

I don' t kno w ho w man y year s h e ha d bee n awa y fro m 
his wif e an d childre n an d hom e ; bu t ther e h e was . H e 
had pu t o n a  strang e an d particula r garb , s o tha t any -
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body coming near him might know that he was unclean. 
When h e saw anyon e approaching him, h e ha d t o raise 
the warnin g cry , "Unclean ! unclean ! unclean! " Aye , 
and i f th e wif e o f hi s boso m wer e t o com e ou t t o tel l 
him tha t a  belove d chil d wa s sic k an d dying , h e durs t 
not come near he r ; he was obliged to fly. He might hear 
her voic e a t a  distance , but h e could no t be ther e to see 
his child i n it s las t dyin g moments . H e was , as i t were , 
in a  livin g sepulchr e ; i t wa s wors e tha n deat h ! Ther e 
he was , dying by inches, an outcas t from everybod y an d 
everything, an d no t a  hand pu t ou t t o relieve him. Oh , 
what a  terribl e life ! 

Then thin k o f hi s coming t o Christ , an d whe n Chris t 
saw him, the Bible says He was moved wit h compassion . 
He ha d a  hear t tha t bea t i n sympath y wit h th e poo r 
leper; H e ha d compassio n o n him . Th e ma n cam e t o 
Him, an d said , 

"Lord, i f Thou wilt , Thou cans t mak e me clean! " 
He kne w ther e wa s n o on e t o d o i t bu t th e So n o f 

God Himself . 
The grea t hear t o f Chris t wa s move d wit h compas -

sion toward him. Hear the gracious words tha t fel l fro m 
His lips — 

"I will ; b e thou clean! " 
The lepros y fled,  an d th e ma n wa s mad e whol e im -

mediately. 
Look a t hi m no w o n hi s wa y bac k hom e t o hi s wif e 

and children and friends ! No longer an outcast, no long-
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er a  leathsom e thing , n o longe r curse d wit h tha t terribl e 
leprous disease , bu t goin g bac k t o hi s friend s rejoicing . 

Now, m y friends , yo u ma y sa y yo u pit y a  ma n wh o 
was tha t ba d off , bu t di d i t eve r strik e yo u tha t yo u ar e 
a thousan d time s wors e off ? Th e lepros y o f th e sou l i s 
far wors e tha n th e lepros y o f th e body . I  woul d rathe r 
a thousan d time s hav e m y bod y ful l o f lepros y tha n g o 
down t o hel l wit h m y sou l ful l o f sin . A  good dea l bette r 
that thi s righ t han d o f min e wer e loppe d off , tha t thi s 
right foo t shoul d decay , an d tha t I  shoul d g o hal t an d 
lame an d blin d al l th e day s o f m y life , tha n b e banishe d 
from Go d b y the leprosy o f sin. Hear th e wailing an d th e 
agony an d th e wo e cause d b y si n goin g u p fro m thi s 
earth ! If ther e i s one poor sin-sic k sou l filled  with lepros y 
here to-night , i f yo u com e t o Chris t H e wil l hav e com -
passion o n you , an d say , a s H e di d t o tha t man , 

"I will  ; b e tho u clean. " 
THE DEA D RAISE D 

Well, no w w e com e t o th e nex t pictur e tha t represent s 
Him a s move d wit h compassion . 

Look int o tha t littl e hom e a t Nain . Ther e i s a  poo r 
widow sittin g there . Perhap s a  fe w month s befor e sh e 
had burie d he r husband , bu t sh e ha s a n onl y so n left . 
How sh e dote s upo n him ! Sh e look s t o hi m t o b e he r 
stay an d he r suppor t an d frien d i n he r ol d age . She love s 
him fa r bette r tha n he r ow n life-blood . Bu t see , a t las t 
sickness enter s th e dwelling , an d deat h come s wit h i t 
and lay s hi s ice-col d han d upo n th e youn g man . Yo u 
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can see  tha t widowe d mothe r watchin g ove r hi m da y 
and night ; bu t a t las t thos e eye s ar e closed , an d tha t 
loved voic e i s hushed, sh e thinks , forever . Sh e wil l neve r 
see o r hea r hi m mor e afte r h e i s buried ou t o f he r sight . 

And s o th e hou r come s fo r hi s burial . Man y o f yo u 
have bee n i n th e hous e o f mournin g an d hav e bee n wit h 
your friend s whe n the y hav e gon e t o th e grav e an d 
looked a t th e love d on e fo r th e las t time . Ther e i s no t 
one here , I  dar e say , wh o ha s no t los t som e belove d one . 
I neve r wen t t o a  funera l an d sa w a  mothe r tak e th e las t 
look a t he r chil d bu t i t ha s pierced m y heart , an d I  coul d 
not kee p bac k th e tear s a t suc h a  sight . 

Well, th e mothe r kisse s he r onl y so n o n tha t poor , 
icy forehead . I t i s he r las t kiss , he r las t look ; an d th e 
body i s covere d up , an d the y pu t hi m o n th e bie r an d 
start for th e place of burial . She had a  great man y friends . 
The littl e tow n Nai n wa s move d a t th e sigh t o f th e 
widow's onl y so n bein g born e away . 

I see  that grea t crow d a s they com e pushing ou t o f th e 
gates. Ove r yonde r ar e thirtee n men , weary , an d dusty , 
and tired , an d the y hav e t o stan d b y th e waysid e t o le t 
this grea t crow d pas s by . Th e So n o f Go d i s i n thi s 
group, an d th e other s wit h Hi m ar e Hi s disciples . 

He looke d upo n tha t scene , an d sa w th e mothe r wit h 
her broke n heart ; H e sa w i t bleeding , crushed , an d 
wounded, an d i t touche d Hi s heart . Yes , th e grea t hear t 
of th e So n o f Go d wa s move d wit h compassion , an d H e 
came u p an d touche d th e bier , an d said . 
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"YOUNG MAN , ARIS E ! " 

and th e youn g ma n sa t up . 
I ca n see  th e multitud e startle d an d astonished . I  ca n 

see the widowe d mothe r goin g back hom e rejoicing , wit h 
the morning ray s of th e resurrectio n shinin g i n her heart . 
Yes, He ha d compassio n o n he r indeed !  And ther e i s not 
a wido w i n thi s hal l bu t Christ' s voic e wil l respon d t o 
your trouble s an d giv e yo u peace . Oh , dea r friends , le t 
nie say to you whose hearts ar e aching , you nee d a  frien d 
like Jesu s ! He i s just th e Frien d th e wido w needs . H e i s 
just th e Frien d ever y poo r bleedin g hear t needs . H e wil l 
have compassion on you, and wil l bind up your wounded , 
bleeding hear t i f yo u will  onl y com e t o Hi m jus t a s yo u 
are. H e will  receiv e you , withou t upbraidin g o r chastis -
ing, t o Hi s lovin g bosom , an d say , "Peace , b e still, " an d 
you ca n wal k i n th e uncloude d sunligh t o f Hi s love fro m 
this night . Chris t wil l b e wort h mor e t o yo u tha n al l th e 
world besides . He i s just th e Frien d tha t al l o f yo u nee d ; 
and I  pra y Go d yo u ma y ever y on e o f yo u kno w Hi m 
from thi s hou r a s you r Saviou r an d Friend . 

THE MA N WH O WA S ROBBE D 

The nex t pictur e whic h I  shal l sho w yo u t o illustrat e 
Christ's compassio n i s o f th e ma n tha t wa s goin g dow n 
to Jerich o an d fel l amon g thieves . 

They ha d take n awa y hi s coat . The y too k hi s money , 
and strippe d him , an d lef t hi m hal f dead . Imagin e hi m 
wounded, bleeding , dying ! And the n a  pries t cam e alon g 
and h e looke d upo n th e scene . Hi s hear t migh t hav e 
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been touched , bu t h e wa s no t move d wit h compassio n 
enough t o help the poor man . H e migh t hav e said , "Poo r 
fellow!" bu t h e passe d b y o n th e othe r side . 

After hi m cam e dow n a  Levite , an d perhap s h e said , 
"Poor man! " bu t h e wa s no t move d wit h compassio n t o 
help him . 

Ah, ther e ar e a  goo d man y lik e tha t pries t an d Levit e ! 
Perhaps som e o f yo u comin g dow n t o thi s hal l mee t a 
drunkard reelin g i n th e street , an d jus t say , "Poo r fel -
low!" o r i t ma y b e yo u laug h becaus e h e stammer s ou t 
some foolis h thing . W e ar e ver y muc h unlik e th e So n 
of God . 

At las t a  Samarita n cam e dow n tha t way , an d h e 
looked o n th e ma n an d ha d compassio n o n him ! H e 
got of f hi s beast , too k oi l an d poure d i t int o th e man' s 
wounds, bound the m up , took hi m ou t o f th e ditch , help -
less a s h e was , place d hi m o n hi s ow n beast , brough t 
him t o a n inn , an d too k car e o f him ! 

That goo d Samarita n represent s your Chris t and mine . 
He cam e int o th e worl d t o see k an d t o sav e tha t whic h 
was lost . 

Young man , hav e yo u com e t o th e city , an d falle n i n 
with ba d companions ? Hav e the y take n yo u t o theater s 
and place s o f vice , an d lef t yo u bleedin g an d wounde d ? 
Oh, com e to-nigh t t o th e So n o f God , an d H e will  hav e 
compassion o n you , an d tak e yo u of f fro m th e dunghill , 
and transfor m you , an d lif t yo u u p int o Hi s kingdom , 
into th e height s o f Hi s glory , i f yo u wil l onl y le t Him ! 
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I d o no t car e wh o yo u are . I  d o no t car e wha t you r pas t 
life ma y hav e been . H e sai d t o th e poo r woma n caugh t 
in adultery , "Neithe r d o I  condem n thee : go , an d si n n o 
more." H e ha d compassio n o n her , an d H e wil l hav e 
compassion o n you . Tha t ma n goin g dow n fro m Jeru -
salem t o Jerich o represent s thousand s i n ou r larg e cities , 
and tha t goo d Samarita n represent s th e So n o f God . 
Young man, Jesus Chris t ha s set His heart on saving you ! 
Will yo u receiv e Hi s love an d compassion ? D o no t hav e 
such har d thought s abou t th e So n o f God . D o no t thin k 
He ha s com e t o condem n you . He ha s com e t o sav e you . 

AN UNGRATEFU L WRETC H 

But I  shoul d lik e t o dra w yo u anothe r picture—tha t 
young ma n goin g awa y fro m hi s hom e tha t w e rea d o f 
in th e 15t h chapte r o f Luke ; a n ungratefu l man , a s 
ungrateful a  wretc h a s eve r on e saw. He canno t wai t fo r 
his inheritanc e til l hi s fathe r i s dead , h e want s hi s shar e 
at once , an d s o he say s t o hi s father , 

"Give m e th e good s tha t belon g t o me. " 
His goo d ol d fathe r give s hi m th e goods , an d awa y 

he goes . 
I ca n se e him a s he starts o n hi s journey, ful l o f pride , 

boastful an d arrogant , goin g ou t t o se e life , of f i n gran d 
style t o som e foreig n country—say , goin g dow n t o Lon -
don. Ho w man y hav e gon e t o London , tha t bein g th e 
far countr y t o them , squanderin g al l thei r mone y ! 

Yes, h e i s a  popula r youn g ma n a s lon g a s h e ha s 
money. Hi s friend s las t a s lon g a s hi s mone y lasts . A 
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very popula r youn g man , "hail-fellow-well-met " greet s 
him everywhere . H e alway s pay s th e liquo r bil l an d 
for th e cigars . Yes, he ha s plent y o f friend s !  What gran d 
folly! 

But whe n hi s money wa s gone, where were his friends ? 
Oh, yo u tha t serv e th e devil , yo u hav e a  har d master ! 
When th e prodigal' s mone y wa s al l gone , o f cours e the y 
laughed a t hi m an d calle d hi m a  foo l ; and s o he was . 

What a  blind , misguide d youn g ma n h e wa s ! Just see 
what h e lost . H e los t hi s father' s home , hi s tabl e an d 
food, an d testimony , an d every comfort. H e los t his work, 
except wha t h e go t dow n ther e whil e feedin g swine . H e 
was i n a n unlawfu l business . An d that' s jus t wha t th e 
backslider i s doing ; h e i s 

IN TH E DEVIL' S PA Y 

You ar e losin g you r tim e an d testimony . N o on e ha s 
any confidenc e i n a  backslider , fo r eve n th e worl d de -
spises suc h a  character . 

This youn g ma n los t hi s testimony . Loo k a t hi m 
among th e swin e ! Someon e i n tha t fa r countr y come s 
along, and , beholdin g him , says , 

"Look a t tha t miserable , wretched , dirty , barefoote d 
fellow takin g car e o f swin e !" 

"Ah," say s th e prodigal , "don' t tal k t o m e lik e that . 
Why, m y father' s a  ric h man , an d ha s servant s bette r 
dressed tha n yo u are. " 

"Don't tel l me tha t !" says the other ; "i f yo u ha d suc h 
a fathe r a s that, I  kno w very wel l he wouldn' t ow n you. " 
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No on e woul d believ e him . N o on e believe s a  back -
slider. Le t hi m tal k abou t hi s enjoymen t wit h God , 
nobody believes it. Oh, poor backslider , I  pit y you ! You 
had bette r 

COME HOM E AGAI N 

Well, a t las t th e poo r prodiga l come s to himself , an d 
says, " I wil l aris e an d g o t o m y father, " an d no w h e 
starts fo r home . Look a t hi m a s he goes along, pale an d 
hungry, with his head dow n ! His strength i s exhausted ; 
perhaps he is diseased in his frame, an d so shattered tha t 
no one would know him bu t hi s father. Bu t love is keen 
to detec t it s object. Th e ol d man ha s often bee n longin g 
for hi s return . 

I ca n see him many a  night up on the house-top look-
ing out to catch a glimpse of him. Man y a  long night h e 
has wrestle d i n praye r wit h Go d tha t hi s prodiga l so n 
might come back. Everything he had heard from that fa r 
country told him his boy was going to rui n a s fast a s he 
could go . Th e ol d ma n spen t muc h tim e i n praye r fo r 
him. A t las t fait h begin s to arise , and h e says, 

"I believ e God wil l send back my boy." 
One da y th e ol d ma n see s afar of f th e long-los t boy . 

He doe s no t kno w hi m b y hi s dress , bu t h e detect s hi s 
gait, an d h e say s to himself , 

"Yes, that's my boy! " 
I se e hi m pas s dow n th e stairs—h e rushe s alon g th e 

highway—he is running ! Ah ! that is just like God. Many 
a tim e i n th e Bibl e Go d i s represente d a s running ; H e 
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is i n grea t hast e t o mee t th e backslider . Yes , the ol d 
man i s running ; h e see s hi s so n afa r off , an d h e ha s 
compassion o n him. 

The bo y wante d t o tel l hi m hi s story , wha t h e ha d 
done, an d wher e h e ha d been ; bu t th e ol d ma n coul d 
not wai t t o hea r hi m ; his heart wa s filled wit h compas -
sion, an d h e too k hi m t o hi s lovin g bosom . Th e bo y 
wanted t o g o dow n int o th e kitche n wit h th e servants , 
but th e old man would no t let him. No, but he bade the 
servants pu t shoe s o n hi s feet, an d a  rin g o n hi s finger , 
and kil l th e fatte d calf , an d mak e merry . Th e prodiga l 
had com e home , the wanderer ha d returned , an d the old 
man rejoice d ove r hi s return . 

Oh, backslider , com e home , an d ther e will  b e jo y in 
your hear t an d in the heart o f God . May God bring the 
backsliders bac k to-night—thi s ver y hour ! Sa y a s th e 
poor prodiga l did , " I will  aris e an d g o t o m y father, " 
and o n the authority o f Go d I  tel l yo u God will receiv e 
you. H e will  blo t ou t you r sins , an d restor e yo u t o His 
love ; and you shall wal k agai n i n the light o f Hi s recon-
ciled countenance . 

CHRIST WEEPIN G OVE R JERUSALE M 

But loo k again . Jesu s come s t o Moun t Olivet . H e i s 
under th e shadow o f the cross. The city burst s upon him. 
Yonder i s the temple. H e sees i t i n al l its grandeur an d 
glory. Th e people ar e shouting , "Hosann a t o the Son of 
David!" The y ar e breakin g of f pal m branches , an d 
taking of f thei r garments , an d spreadin g the m befor e 
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Him, stil l shouting, "Hosann a t o the Son of Davi d !" an d 
bowing dow n befor e Him . Bu t H e forget s i t all . Yes , 
even Calvar y wit h al l it s sorro w H e forgets . Gethseman e 
lay ther e a t th e foot  o f th e hil l ; H e forget s i t too . As H e 
looks upo n th e cit y whic h H e loves , th e grea t hear t o f 
the So n o f Go d i s move d wit h compassion , an d H e 
cries aloud , 

"O Jerusalem , Jerusalem, thou tha t killes t the prophets , 
and stones t the m whic h ar e sen t unt o thee , ho w ofte n 
would I  hav e gathere d th y childre n together , eve n a s a 
hen gatheret h he r chicken s unde r he r wings , an d y e 
would not! " 

My friends, look at Him there weeping over Jerusalem ! 
What a  wonderfu l cit y i t might hav e been ! H®w exalte d 
to heave n i t was ! Oh , i f the y ha d onl y know n th e da y 
of thei r visitation , an d ha d receive d instea d o f rejecte d 
their King, what a  blessing He would hav e been t o them ! 
Oh, poo r backslider , behol d th e Lam b o f Go d weepin g 
over you , an d cryin g to you t o com e t o Hi m an d receiv e 
shelter an d refug e fro m th e storm whic h ha s yet t o swee p 
over thi s earth ! 

PETER'S DENIA L 

Now loo k a t poo r Peter . H e denie d th e Lord , an d 
swore h e neve r kne w Him . I f eve r Jesu s neede d sym -
pathy, i f eve r H e neede d Hi s disciple s roun d Him , i t 
was tha t nigh t whe n the y wer e bringin g fals e witnesse s 
against Him , tha t He migh t be condemned t o death ; an d 
there wa s Peter , on e o f Hi s foremos t disciples , swearin g 
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he neve r knew Him . He might hav e turned o n Peter and 
said, 

"Peter, i s it tru e yo u don' t kno w Me ? I s i t tru e yo u 
have forgotte n ho w I  cure d an d heale d you r wife' s 
mother whe n she lay at the point o f death ? Is it true you 
have forgotte n ho w I  caugh t yo u u p whe n yo u wer e 
sinking i n th e sea? I s i t true , Peter , yo u have forgotte n 
how yo u were wit h M e on the mount o f transfiguration , 
when heave n an d eart h cam e together , an d yo u hear d 
God's voic e speakin g fro m th e clouds ? I s i t tru e yo u 
have forgotte n tha t mountai n scen e whe n you wanted t o 
build th e thre e tabernacles ? I s i t true , Peter , yo u hav e 
forgotten Me? " 

Yes, thu s H e migh t hav e taunte d poo r Peter ; bu t 
instead o f that H e jus t gav e him one look o f compassio n 
that brok e hi s heart , an d Pete r wen t ou t an d wep t 
bitterly. 

THE PERSECUTIN G SAU L 

Again, loo k a t tha t bol d blaspheme r an d persecuto r 
who i s goin g t o stam p ou t th e Earl y Church , an d i s 
breathing ou t threatening s an d slaughter , whe n Chris t 
meets him on his way to Damascus . I t i s the same Jesu s 
still. Listen , an d hea r wha t H e says — 

"Saul, Saul , wh y persecutes t tho u Me? " 
He coul d hav e smitte n hi m to th e eart h wit h a  loo k 

or a  breath ; bu t instead o f that , th e heart o f th e Son of 
God i s move d wit h compassion , an d H e crie s out , 

"Saul, Saul , why persecutest tho u M e ?" 
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If ther e i s a  persecuto r her e to-night , I  woul d as k you , 
"Why persecut e Jesus? " H e love s you , sinner ; H e love s 
you, persecuto r !  You neve r receive d anythin g bu t good -
ness and kindnes s an d lov e fro m Him . 

Saul crie d out , "Wh o ar t thou? " 
And H e answered , " I a m Jesu s who m tho u perse -

cutest : i t i s hard fo r the e t o kick  agains t th e pricks . I t i s 
hard t o figh t agains t suc h a  lovin g friend , t o conten d 
against on e wh o love s yo u a s I  do. " 

Down wen t th e proud, persecutin g Sau l upo n hi s face , 
and h e crie d out , 

"Lord, wha t wouldes t Tho u hav e m e t o d o ?" 
And th e Lor d tol d him , an d h e wen t an d di d it . 

˛  Ma y th e Lor d hav e compassio n upo n th e infidel , an d 
skeptic, an d persecuto r her e ! Let m e as k you , my friend , 
Is ther e an y reaso n wh y yo u shoul d hat e Christ , o r wh y 
your hear t shoul d b e turne d agains t Hi m ? 

"WHY DON' T YO U LOV E J E S U S ? " 

I remembe r a  story abou t a  teache r tellin g her scholar s 
all t o follo w Jesus , an d ho w the y migh t al l b e mission -
aries, an d g o ou t t o wor k fo r others . On e da y on e o f th e 
smallest cam e t o her , an d said , 

" I aske d suc h an d suc h a  on e t o com e wit h me , an d 
she sai d sh e woul d lik e t o come , bu t he r fathe r wa s a n 
infidel." 

The youn g chil d wante d t o know wha t a n infide l was , 
and th e teache r wen t o n t o explai n i t t o her . 

One day , whe n sh e wa s o n he r wa y t o school , thi s 
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infidel wa s comin g ou t o f th e pos t offic e wit h hi s letter s 
in hi s hand, whe n th e chil d ra n u p to him an d said , 

"Why don' t yo u lov e Jesus? " 
He though t a t firs t t o pus h he r aside , bu t th e chil d 

pressed i t hom e again — 
"Why don' t yo u lov e Jesus? " 
If i t ha d bee n a  man , th e infide l woul d hav e resente d 

it ; but h e di d no t kno w wha t t o d o wit h th e child . Wit h 
tears i n he r eye s she aske d hi m again , 

"Oh !  please , tel l me , wh y don' t yo u lov e Jesu s ?" 
He wen t o n t o hi s offic e bu t h e fel t a s i f ever y lette r 

he opene d read , "Wh y don' t yo u lov e Jesus? " H e 
attempted t o write , wit h th e sam e result ; ever y lette r 
seemed t o as k him , "Wh y don' t yo u lov e Jesus? " H e 
threw dow n hi s pen i n despair , an d wen t ou t o f hi s office , 
but h e coul d no t ge t ri d o f th e question ; i t wa s aske d b y 
a stil l smal l voic e within . A s h e walke d alon g i t seeme d 
as i f th e ver y ground an d th e ver y heaven s whispere d t o 
him, "Wh y don' t yo u lov e Jesus? " 

At las t h e wen t home , and ther e i t seemed a s if hi s own 
children aske d hi m th e question , s o h e sai d t o hi s wife , 
"I wil l g o t o be d earl y to-night, " thinkin g t o slee p i t 
away ;  but whe n h e lai d hi s head o n th e pillo w i t seeme d 
as i f th e pillo w whispere d i t t o him . S o h e go t u p abou t 
midnight, an d said , 

"I ca n fin d ou t wher e Chris t contradict s Himself , an d 
I'll searc h i t ou t an d prov e Hi m a  liar. " 

Well, h e go t up , an d turne d t o th e Gospe l o f John , 
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and rea d o n fro m th e beginnin g unti l h e cam e t o th e 
words, 

"God s o love d th e world , tha t H e gav e Hi s onl y 
begotten Son , tha t whosoeve r believet h i n Hi m shoul d 
not perish , bu t hav e everlastin g life. " 

"What lov e !" h e thought ;  an d a t las t th e ol d infidel' s 
heart wa s stirred. H e coul d find  n o reaso n fo r no t lovin g 
Jesus, an d dow n h e wen t o n hi s knee s an d prayed , an d 
before th e su n ros e h e wa s i n di e kingdo m o f God . 

I will  challeng e anyon e o n th e fac e o f th e eart h t o 
find an y reaso n fo r no t lovin g Christ . I t i s onl y her e o n 
earth me n thin k the y hav e a  reaso n fo r no t doin g so . I n 
heaven the y kno w Him , an d the y sing , "Worth y i s th e 
Lamb tha t wa s slain!" Oh , sinner , i f yo u kne w Hi m yo u 
would hav e no wis h to find a  reaso n fo r no t loving Him ! 
He i s "th e chiefes t amon g te n thousand , an d altogethe r 
lovely." 

A QUESTIO N 

I ca n imagin e someon e saying , " I shoul d lik e ver y 
much t o becom e a  Christian , an d I  shoul d lik e t o kno w 
how I  ca n com e t o Him , an d b e saved. " 

Come t o Hi m a s a  persona l friend . Fo r year s I  hav e 
made thi s a  rule . Chris t i s jus t a s habituall y near , a s 
personally presen t t o m e a s an y othe r perso n livin g ; an d 
when I  hav e an y troubles , trial s an d afflictions , I  g o t o 
Him wit h them . Whe n I  wan t counse l I  g o t o Him , jus t 
as i f I  coul d tal k fac e t o fac e wit h Him . Twent y year s 
ago Go d me t m e an d too k m e t o Hi s boso m ; an d I 
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would soone r giv e u p m y lif e to-nigh t tha n giv e u p 
Christ; o r tha t I  shoul d leav e Him , o r tha t H e shoul d 
leave me , an d tha t I  shoul d hav e n o on e t o bea r m y 
burdens o r tel l m y sorrow s to . H e i s wort h mor e tha n 
all th e worl d beside . And to-nigh t H e wil l hav e compas -
sion upo n yo u a s H e ha d upo n me . I  trie d fo r week s t o 
find a  wa y t o Him , an d I  jus t wen t an d lai d m y burde n 
upon Him , an d the n H e reveale d Himsel f t o me , an d I 
have eve r sinc e foun d Hi m a  tru e an d sympathizin g 
Friend, jus t th e Frien d yo u need . G o righ t straigh t t o 
Him ! You nee d no t g o t o thi s ma n o r tha t man , t o thi s 
church o r tha t church . " I a m th e Way , th e Truth , an d 
the Life, " sai d Jesus . 

There i s n o nam e s o dea r t o American s a s tha t o f 
Abraham Lincoln . D o yo u wan t t o kno w th e reaso n 
why? I  will  tel l you . H e wa s a  ma n o f compassion . H e 
was very gentle , an d wa s noted fo r hi s heart o f sympath y 
for th e down-trodde n an d th e poor . N o on e wen t t o hi m 
with a  tal e o f sympath y bu t tha t h e ha d compassio n o n 
them, n o matte r ho w fa r dow n the y wer e i n th e scal e 
of society . H e alway s too k a n interes t i n th e poor . 

There wa s a  tim e i n ou r histor y whe n w e though t h e 
had to o muc h compassion . Man y o f ou r soldier s di d no t 
understand arm y discipline , an d a  grea t man y wer e no t 
true t o th e arm y regulations . The y intende d t o be , bu t 
they di d no t understan d them . Man y me n consequentl y 
went wrong , an d the y wer e court-martiale d an d con -
demned t o b e sho t ; but Abraha m Lincol n woul d alway s 
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pardon them . A t lengt h th e natio n ros e u p agains t him , 
and sai d tha t h e wa s to o merciful , an d ultimatel y the y 
got hi m t o give ou t tha t i f a  ma n wa s court-martialed h e 
must b e shot , tha t ther e woul d b e n o mor e reprieves . 

A fe w week s after this , news came tha t a  young soldie r 
had bee n sleepin g a t hi s post . H e wa s court-martialed , 
and condemne d t o b e shot. The bo y wrot e t o his mother , 

"I d o not wan t yo u t o think I  d o no t lov e my country , 
but i t cam e abou t i n thi s way : M y comrad e wa s sick , 
and I  wen t ou t o n picke t fo r him . Th e nex t nigh t h e 
ought t o hav e come , bu t bein g stil l sic k I  wen t ou t fo r 
him again , an d withou t intendin g i t I  fel l asleep . I  di d 
not inten d t o b e disloyal. " 

It wa s a  ver y touchin g letter . Th e mothe r an d fathe r 
said ther e wa s n o chanc e fo r hi m ; ther e wer e t o b e n o 
more reprieves . Bu t ther e wa s a  littl e gir l i n tha t home , 
and sh e kne w tha t Abraha m Lincol n ha d a  littl e boy , 
and ho w h e love d tha t bo y ; and sh e though t i f Abraha m 
Lincoln kne w ho w he r fathe r an d mothe r love d he r 
brother h e woul d neve r allo w hi m t o b e shot . S o sh e 
took th e trai n to  go  an d plea d fo r he r brother . 

When sh e go t t o the president' s mansion , th e difficult y 
arose a s to ho w sh e wa s t o ge t pas t th e sentinel . Sh e tol d 
him he r story, an d th e tear s ra n dow n hi s cheeks , an d h e 
let he r pass . But th e nex t trouble wa s how t o get pas t th e 
secretary an d th e othe r officials . However , sh e succeede d 
in getting, unobstructed, int o Lincoln' s private room , an d 
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there wer e th e senator s an d minister s bus y wit h stat e 
affairs. 

The presiden t sa w th e child , an d calle d he r t o hi m 
and said , 

"My child , wha t ca n I  d o fo r you? " 
She tol d hi m he r story . Th e bi g tear s rolle d dow n hi s 

cheeks. He wa s a  father , an d hi s hear t wa s full ; h e coul d 
not stan d it . H e treate d th e gir l wit h kindness , reprieve d 
the boy , gav e hi m thirt y day s furlough , an d sen t hi m 
home t o see his mother. Hi s heart wa s full o f compassion . 

Let m e tel l you , Christ' s hear t i s mor e ful l o f com -
passion tha n an y man's . Yo u ar e condemne d t o di e fo r 
your sins ; but i f yo u g o to Hi m H e will  say , "Loos e him , 
and le t hi m go. " H e will  rebuk e Satan . G o t o Hi m a s 
that littl e gir l wen t t o th e president , an d tel l Hi m all . 
Keep nothing from Him , an d H e wil l say, "Go i n peace. " 

THE TOUC H O F COMPASSIO N 

Did yo u eve r fee l th e touc h o f th e han d o f Jesus ? I f 
so, yo u wil l kno w i t again , fo r ther e i s love i n it . 

There i s a  stor y tol d i n connectio n wit h ou r war , o f a 
mother wh o receive d a  dispatch tha t he r bo y wa s mortal -
ly wounded . Sh e wen t dow n t o th e front , a s sh e kne w 
that thos e soldier s tol d t o watc h th e sic k an d wounde d 
could no t watc h he r bo y a s sh e would . S o sh e wen t t o 
the doctor , an d said , 

"Would yo u lik e m e t o tak e car e o f m y boy? " 
The docto r said , "W e hav e jus t le t hi m g o t o sleep , 

and i f yo u go to him th e surprise will be s o great i t migh t 
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be dangerou s t o him . H e i s in a  ver y critica l state . I  wil l 
break th e new s t o hi m gradually. " 

"But," sai d th e mother , "h e ma y neve r wak e up . I 
should s o dearly lik e t o se e him. " 

Finally th e docto r said , "Yo u ca n se e him , bu t i f 
you wak e hi m u p an d h e dies , i t wil l be your fault. " 

"Well," sh e said , " I wil l no t wak e hi m u p i f I  ma y 
only g o t o his dying co t an d see  him. " 

She wen t t o th e sid e o f th e cot . He r eye s ha d longe d 
to se e him . A s sh e gaze d upo n hi m sh e coul d no t kee p 
her han d of f tha t palli d forehead , an d sh e lai d i t gentr y 
there. There was love and sympathy in that hand , an d th e 
moment th e slumberin g bo y fel t it , h e said , 

"Oh, mother , hav e yo u come? " 
He kne w ther e wa s sympath y an d affectio n i n th e 

touch o f tha t hand . An d i f you , O  sinner , will  le t Jesu s 
reach ou t Hi s han d an d touc h you r heart , yo u to o wil l 
find ther e i s sympath y an d lov e i n it . Tha t ever y los t 
soul her e ma y b e save d an d com e t o th e arm s o f ou r 
blessed Saviou r i s the praye r o f m y heart ! 




