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CHRISTMAS 
CHAPTER 5 

 
Now I saw it all. How blind I must have been not to have seen it before. My Lord had 
come Himself to invite me to follow Him. Then my heart broke, and falling at His feet, 
and bathing them with my tears, I cried out: — 
 
"My Lord and my God, I will love Thee, I will worship Thee, I will sing for Thee, I will 
pray for Thee, I will talk for Thee, I will give Thee my house, my money, my all. But, oh! 
ask me not for such a sacrifice. Ask me not to go on such an errand. What could I do 
for the heathen, or the slums, or the criminals, or the drunkards, or the ignorant, 
mocking crowds? It might mean to  me  not only poverty, and sorrow, and suffering, 
but death itself. Oh, I cannot face that — I cannot. Ask anything but that." 
 
And then suddenly the gloomy room was flooded with light, and the Stranger again 
rose up, and stepped forward. And, as He did so, the robe fell from His shoulders, and 
the covering from His head, and for the first time I had a full view of His figure; and, 
oh! what a vision was there. 
 
His countenance was beautiful beyond description. His forehead was torn as though 
with thorns. His hands and feet were stained with blood. His side still showed the 
murderous gash through which the Roman soldier's spear reached His blessed heart. 
 
For a moment we looked into each other's eyes, and then He opened wide His arms 
as though to welcome me; and, as He stood there with those blessed hands 
outstretched, it seemed as though I could see Him actually suffering, praying, and 
dying for me on the accursed tree. 
 
And then once more I fell before Him — this time stammering out with broken speech, 
“O Lord Jesus, forgive the thoughtless withholding of myself in the past. Thou didst 
go to the lowest depths for me. There shall be no more wretched excuses. Here I am, 
send me where Thou wilt. LET ME GO." 
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Then those blessed arms enfolded me, lifted me up to His bosom, and pressed me to 
His heart; and with the rapture of that embrace I woke, and wept to find Him gone. It 
was a dream. 


