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HEARTFELT RELIGION
Did not our hearts burn within us, while he talked 

with us by the way, and while he opened to us the scrip­
tures? (Luke 24:32).

America was a rough and rugged country when our fore­
fathers began to carve the early colonies out of the wilderness. 
But the people who did the carving were rougher than the 
topography of the land. And they were as bold and fierce in 
their sins as they were in their wars with the Indians and their 
battles against primitive hardships. A frontier civilization, whether 
hewing down a forest along the Atlantic or digging for gold 
along the Pacific, might be expected to be free from the re­
straint not only of men but also of God. And the early settlers 
were rugged individualists who did as they pleased, God or no 
God.

But something happened to America back there in the latter 
part of the 1700’s and throughout the years of the 1800’s. It 
was the marvelous something that we call “The Great Awaken­
ing” and “The Great Revival.” Men in multitudes began to call 
upon the name of the Lord. Churches sprang up everywhere. 
Revivals were held in every settlement, village, and hamlet in 
the country. America was turned to God.

Who did this work of grace? Who carried forward this inces­
sant evangelization of the people? It was the pioneer preacher 
with the flaming heart who went forth in obedience to the call 
of God to declare the whole counsel of the Almighty. As the 
population extended westward beyond the Alleghenies, these men 
of God, without organization or visible means of support, pushed 
boldly into the regions beyond.

One of our church historians has recorded for us the untiring 
efforts and sacrificial devotion of these pioneer preachers. Their 
hardships were such as we of the present day can hardly imagine. 
They went forth into the wilderness not knowing where they 
would find a night’s lodging or their next meal, willing to suffer 
untold privations if only they might point some to the Lamb of 
God. They traveled from settlement to settlement on horseback 
or afoot, with no road save an Indian trail or blazed trees, ford­
ing streams over which no bridges had been built. They were ex­
posed to storms, prostrated by fevers, wasted by malaria, but 
possessed of indomitable skill.

Like Paul, they passed through many perils—perils by the way, 
perils from savage beasts, perils from savage Indians, perils from 
godless and degraded men. If they did not wander “in sheepskins 
and goatskins” like ancient heroes of faith, they wore deerskins: 
and homespuns took the place of sackcloth. Many died prema­
turely of privation and disease.

Their preaching services were held wherever men would listen 
to the gospel message. The houses of worship were the rude 
cabins of the people or more generally God’s great out-of-doors, 
the woods and the prairies. Their libraries consisted of a Bible 
and a hymnbook. They did not read polished essays from a 
manuscript. The preaching was straight from the heart, not always 
scrupulous of the king’s English, but full of the strong doctrines 
of grace, eminently evangelistic, filled with calls upon men to 
flee the wrath to come—and to find refuge in the faith and hope 
of Christ Jesus.

These men, uncouth as they would seem now. unwelcome as 
they would be to any fashionable pulpit in our cities, led multi­

tudes to the Cross of Christ, founded churches in all the new 
communities of the West, laid the foundation upon which our 
Christian institutions have since been built. Our modern-day 
Christian may well heed the call of Isaiah to his own people: 
“Look unto the rock whence you are hewn, and to the hole of 
the pit whence ye are digged.” Wc who have entered into the 
labors of such men are noble, indeed, if we are worthy to 
unloose the latchet of their shoes.

The pioneer preacher would hardly recognize the message of 
his modern successor. The modern preacher has turned from the 
conversion of the lost to the promotion of institutions and causes.

In the last fifty years, the great historical American churches 
and their leaders have grown less and less interested in the con­
version of the lost, and more and more concerned with the ad­
vancement of causes. The proposal has been to save society in 
bulk: slum by slum, union by union, legislature by legislature, 
organization by organization. The young theologs have been 
preparing to redeem the world by becoming proficient in soci­
ology.

The emphasis in most of the culturally acceptable preaching 
of modernity has been impersonal. It has stressed social ills rather 
than personal sin. The great themes of the modern pulpit have 
been those centering in social and economic justice: the saving 
of democracy, the national ills of the world, pacifism and the 
crusade for peace. If they were not preaching world peace, then 
the clergy were occupied with race discrimination, international 
relationships, the promotion of cultural and fraternal movements, 
the necessity for civic improvements, the furthering of interna­
tional justice. Having lost faith in the Scriptures, and with hearts 
that were spiritually empty, they found in these social subjects 
themes for their sermons.

Liberal theology has always looked with scorn and disdain 
upon the old-time subjects of repentance and regeneration. To 
the liberal, these great Scriptural teachings are so much unneces­
sary, outworn, theological baggage. The doctrine of conversion, 
so much stressed by our fathers, is no longer even mentioned in 
most of the fashionable pulpits of America. Horace Bushnell’s 
aberration of Christian cultivation has been accepted without 
question; that is, to become a Christian is a mere matter of 
learning and has nothing at all to do with conversion. The 
modern liberal likes his Cross on top of the steeple, in the center 
of the altar, or on a gold chain around his neck, but not in his 
heart and in his preaching as the blood atonement for the soul.

Again, the suspicion under which emotion has fallen as a re­
sult of the new psychology has discredited the earnest, burning 
appeal to the soul. The modern sermon sounds as if the minister 
were fearful of revealing any profound, emotional tides in his 
own life and faith. The evangelistic appeal, with its conviction 
that men are lost and that they must repent and turn to Christ, 
has been carefully eliminated from many of America’s principal 
pulpits. Any response to a message, or a message delivered to 
evoke a response, would betray intellectual weakness or emo­
tional instability. The fountain source of evangelism, therefore, 
has been destroyed in false culture and empty pride. Personal 
religion has given way to institutionalized religion, inner piety to 
outward conformity. Relationship to a social institution has taken 
the place of relationship to God.

The spiritual dearth in most of our churches in America is the 
high and tragic price we have paid for such preaching. Emotion 
has been so completely eliminated from present-day worship that 
the people are becoming emotionally starved. Perhaps this is one 
reason that moving pictures are so popular. In the theater one 
can be as emotional as one pleases, for it is dark and tears are 
not noticed.

We have forgotten that Christianity is more than reason and 
intellect; it is fundamentally a great emotion, a great love for 
the Saviour. “Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me?” Jonathan 
Edwards once said: “The heart of true religion is holy affection.” 
He contended that “our people do not so much need to have 
their heads stored, as to have their hearts touched.” Most of 
our great decisions are made emotionally. Our homes are built 
on the basis of great emotion: men and women undertake the 
great sacrificial duties of life carried forward by a great emotion.

Not only has the modern pulpit been emptied of its heart and 
soul, but it has signally failed to change the tragic course of 
the world. While men have been preaching pacifism and peace,
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wars have been bloodier than ever. While our pulpits have been 
given over to race relations, the tension has become greater than 
ever. While the preachers cry out for international justice, there 
is more suspicion and intrigue than ever. While the liberal scoffs 
at the doctrine of depravity and the reality of hell, the horrors 
of hell and the holds of sin are more vicious than ever. While 
the pulpits have been holding forth on the high and mighty and 
impersonal themes of the social and economic order, the sinner 
has continued in his sins, the fabric of the social order has 
rotted, and the members of society have found no urge to become 
better men and women.

Meanwhile, a haggard, weary, stricken world seeks for the 
light and the way, fearful and anxious, staggering and hesitating, 
while the fruits of victory are stolen from us. The great crisis 
of life is here, involving our destiny as a people—the threat to 
the very existence of our nation and the world—and we are not 
prepared. The great need that covers earth and fills the air is 
moral, spiritual regeneration, and there is no power in us. Like 
the cry of the king to the man of God: “The children are come 
to the birth, and there is not strength to bear.”

Our humanists, idealists, pacifists, perfectionists think they will 
be able to keep the lasting values of Christian civilization apart 
from the life-giving, soul-saving Spirit. That hope is vain. Stan­
dards, visions, wishes, laws, treaties, concordats, conferences— 
all these alone will not do. We need spiritual power. The decep­
tive calculations of sociologists who foretell the rise of an idea­
tional civiliatizon independent of the Spirit of Christ are but the 
play of an escapist imagination.

In the bedlam of voices and the screaming headlines of the 
capitals of the world, in the crying aloud to communize the 
world, to socialize the world, to militarize the world, to de­
mocratize the world, I hear also the voice of God: "Who shall 
evangelize the world? Whom shall I send and who will go for 
us? Who rises to become the messengers and evangelists to this 
generation?” In all humility let me say that the hope of God lies 
in those churches and among those servants of Christ who are 
unfettered with the dead weight of ceremonialism and who are 
free from the dry rot of liberalism. Apparently there are no 
others to lead the way. If we do not respond, no one responds; 
if we do not go, no one goes.

But if we arise, if we arise,
God will answer from the flaming skies.

It does not seem to have occurred to the churches of today 
that their duty and call are not so much to solve all the prob­
lems of the world as to point the way to Him who alone can 
help us. No people yet, however dire their circumstances, has 
exhausted the ability and adequacy of our living Lord to save. 
But that power of salvation can be mediated to the people only 
through a flood of new spiritual life among the children of God, 
a reawakening within the churches themselves. When the heart is 
aglow, the hardest problems become solvable; love awakened find 
her own gracious channels. It is only when the churches suffer 
from cold and chill, formalism and indifference that any prob­
lem which deals with human need becomes unsolvable. Our hope 
is in a revival of spiritual religion, a new breath which will pass 
over the valley of dry bones and make them live.

And with that coming of life, we must have preachers who 
are like prophets, whose words are like fire and “like a hammer 
that breaketh the rock in pieces.” We must have preachers who, 
like John the Baptist, demand of the men of this generation not 
that they say within themselves, “We are of the scientific age,” 
"We are of western civilization,” “We are the century of prog­
ress,” “We are of the atomic era,” but that they bring forth 
fruits worthy of repentance. We must have men of God who 
care to go forth to preach not sociology but salvation, not eco­
nomics but evangelism, not culture but conversion, not reforma­
tion but regeneration, not renovation but revival, not revolution 
but redemption, not progress but pardon, not the new social 
order but the new birth, not a new organization but a new crea­
tion, not resuscitation but resurrection—men who are ambassa­
dors not diplomats.

For this revival of soul-saving power the church may not be 
ready, but the world is ready. To the churches a revival means 
humiliation, a bitter knowledge of unworthiness, an open and 
humiliating confession of sin on the part of ministers and people.

It is not the easy and comfortable thing many think it to be, 
this reinstating the churches in the spiritual authority of binding 
and loosing. The power comes to search before it heals; it comes 
to condemn ministers and people for their unfaithful witness, for 
their selfish living, for their neglect of the Cross, and to call 
them to daily renunciation, to an evangelistic passion, and to a 
deep and daily consecration.

A revival says to the people nothing of power such as they 
have learned to love, or of ease or of success. It accuses them of 
sin; it tells them that they are dead; it calls them to awake, to 
renounce the world and to follow Christ.

Not until our churches are bowed down before God in pros­
tration of need, in conscious dejection of unworthiness, will the 
revival come. Not until our people in passionate self-abasement 
plead for that revival which comes through renunciation, will the 
revival come. Our entreaty to God in prayer for a spiritual re­
newal must deepen and spread until the sense of need becomes a 
burden, until the cry, “How long, O God! how long!” becomes 
an agony. This is the cry which God cannot deny. It is for that 
cry God intently listens. For until the need becomes vehement, 
the answer is not given. Not until “the kingdom of heaven suf- 
fereth violence” does the divine response come.

If Bible-believing Christians are to be the world’s evangelists, 
where shall we begin and how shall we proceed? We must begin 
where Jesus began and do as our Saviour did. It all starts with 
an awakened sense of the infinite worth of the individual. You 
must begin with the man next to you, with the congregation 
where you belong, in the neighborhood where you live, with the 
burning conviction that each man is a soul for which Christ died. 
How the modern Christian has been carried away by the to­
talitarian conception of society is simply amazing. Society is 
everything; the individual is nothing. What better tenet could one 
find for a fascist or Communist creed? But all this is contrary 
to the teaching of Jesus. The great thing Jesus did for us was to 
set forth the worth of the individual, the priceless gift of per­
sonality. He worked upon the principle that society derives its 
life from the individuals who compose it. The individual man 
remains forever separate. He is incapable of fusion. The basic 
doctrine of evangelical Christianity is the infinite value which 
God places upon each soul. Social and economic justices are 
great themes, but to make them the Gospel undermines the per­
sonal in religion. In his enthusiasm to save the social order, the 
modern preacher overlooks the one, lost man; and it is for that 
one, lost soul that Christ died.

The entire ministry of our Lord Jesus is an eloquent com­
mentary upon the heart of God and the worth of a single man. ' 
With Christ it was the cry of the individual rather than the 
weight of the crowd that mattered—the one lost sheep, the one 
lost coin, the one prodigal boy, the woman by the well, the 
ruler by night, Zacchaeus in the tree, James and John by the 
lake, the robber on the cross.

Not long after going to the pastorate in Dallas, I was making 
my way to the church one morning when I saw a small crowd 
gathered on the sidewalk at the front of the building. Pausing to 
see what so attracted their attention, and entering into the center 
of the group, I saw a man fallen prostrate on our church steps. 
He was evidently a poor man, with heavy work shoes, blue 
overalls and a blue shirt open at the collar. He lay there with 
his hands outstretched toward our church door; and as I watched 
him, he expired. The police came and took the lonely creature 
a'way. But my heart was troubled within me. Who was this man? 
What was his name? Was he a Christian? Was he saved? Why 
did he come to our doorstep? Why did he seek the sanctuary of 
God? Why did God place him there just as I passed by? Surely, 
God allowed this thing lest I forget the person in the throng, 
the lonely heart in the maze and mesh of organization, the in­
dividual in the crowd. He was the one lost sheep.

This is the thing we so often do: while we are busy saving 
society in block, in toto, in mass, fashioning new measures, 
planning immense organizations, avidly following the progress of 
international conferences and developments, our eyes are blinded 
to the lost and dying all around us. Their spiritual condition 
does not move us. It is this lack of care that has chilled our 
hearts and rendered pulseless our hands of appeal. Our spiritual 
heavens have turned to brass; our spiritual earth, to iron. Mute
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testimony to the dearth in our hearts are our unspoken testi­
monies, our unwept tears, our unsought lost, our unopened Bi­
bles, our unburdened hearts. We stand immobile, stolid, trans­
fixed, like an image without heart, soul, or compassion, while 
the tragedy of the ages in each lost human life is enacted before 
us.

The director of a funeral home once asked me to come and 
hold service for a little child. The family were strangers in the 
city. At the home, 1 met the family with their few friends, then 
I looked at the little body we were to lay away. The child was 
three years old, with beautiful hair in golden curls wreathing her 
face. With her wee hands folded, she looked for all the world 
as if she were just asleep. 1 stood by the small open casket to 
bring my words of comfort, but it was too much for me. Our 
own little girl at that time iwas three years old. and the thought 
of the loss of so sweet and precious a child broke my heart. I 
could not go on, and after a prayer turned the service back to 
the director.

The young father and mother came forward to see the sweet 
little face for the last time. The mother fell on her knees, wring­
ing her hands and crying piteously, “Oh, mother’s little darling. 
How can mother live without you? Oh, my precious little girl.” 
But the young father stood there, with his arms folded, like an 
image. I could see no trace of care or of emotion on his face at 
all. I could hardly keep from crying aloud, “Say, fellow, why 
don’t you cry? Is it nothing to you? Don’t you care? At least 
you could bow down, place your arm around your sorrowing 
wife, and say a word of comfort.”

That picture of the father standing with folded arms above 
his bereaved wife and his lost baby, without tears, without care 
of compassion, is a picture of the Christian churches. With the 
lost all about us, we see them perish without care, without com­
passion, without tears.

Set us afire, Lord, 
Stir us we pray. 
While the world perishes 
We go our way;
Purposeless, passionless, 
Day after day.
Set us afire, Lord, 
Stir us, we pray.

For two long, weary weeks I held a meeting in a church that 
had no burden for the lost. Morning and night, I preached but 
to no avail. No one was interested, no one was saved, no one 
was seeking the lost, no one was seeking the Lord. Upon Friday

of the last week, at the morning service, in despair I asked the 
members present one by one if they were burdened for anyone 
lost, if they were praying for and expecting any definite one 
to be saved. No, not one. I went through the whole congrega­
tion present. Not one was burdened. Finally, a little mother rose 
to speak. “I am a widow,’ she said, “and I have two boys. They 
will soon be grown, and my boys are lost.” She began to weep 
and could not speak further. Finally she said one sentence 
more: “Oh, won’t someone help me win my boys to the Saviour?”

That noon, as usual, we were entertained in one of the homes. 
After a sumptuous meal, we all took our chairs out under the 
trees in the front yard to spend the afternoon in pleasantries. 
As the hours wore on my heart grew heavier and heavier. Even­
tually, I said to the pastor, “Sir, did you hear what the little 
mother said this morning? Her two boys are lost. She needs 
someone to win her boys to Jesus.” When I learned there was no 
disposition on the part of the pastor to respond, I finally said, 
“If you do not mind, would you excuse me from this company 
and take me to that home?” The pastor acquiesced, took me in 
his car to the lane that led to the humble home of the poor 
widow, let me out of the car, and I walked up to the house.

When I knocked at the door, she soon answered. I said, “I 
heard you this morning. Your two boys—they are lost. And you 
need someone to help you lead them to Christ. I have come to 
help. Where are the boys?

“One of them is doing the milking; the other has not come in 
from the field.”

“You pray here for me, little mother,” I said, “and I will do 
my best to lead the boys to the Saviour.”

So while she prayed, I went first to the barn where the younger 
lad was milking the cows. I read to him out of the Sacred Book, 
made a plea in behalf of our Lord, prayed and extended my 
hand. “If you will accept Him as your own personal Saviour, 
in the forgiveness of sin, in repentance and faith, will you clasp 
my hand?” He clasped my hand warmly, deeply moved. The 
older boy soon came in from the field. As with the younger, I 
made my plea from the Holy Scriptures in behalf of Christ, 
prayed, and made an invitation. And he, too, warmly clasped my 
hand in token of his acceptance of our Saviour. That night they 
made their confession of faith, the only two converted during 
the meeting.

I believe in seeking the lost. I believe in winning the lost. I 
believe in visiting the lost. I believe it is God’s great call to His 
people in every land, everywhere. I believe it is God’s great 
charge to every teacher, and professor, and preacher and Chris­
tian.
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