THE CHRIST OF THE DOORSTEP

“Behold I stand at the door, and knock; if any man hear My voice, and open the door, I will
come in to him, and will sup with him, and he with Me". Rev, 3:30.
This text reveals to our minds a vision of Christ which is one of the most beautiful presented in
the Bible.
As we read our eyes rest upon him as we saw Him in the picture-books of childhood. The tall,
slender, delicate form, with a countenance of faultless beauty — the faultless beauty of blameless
purity standing at the door. And it is a closed door!
The picture impresses me first with the universally recognized fact that with all dwellings, no
matter how resplendent with architectural achievement, or how lowly in crude and impoverished
appearance, it is the door that is the acme of importance.
It is the door that shuts out the enemy, the door that opens to the friend; it is at the door the
workman lays down his tools; it is at the door the traveler shakes from his garments the dust of
the day's journey; it is the door that stands ajar for the girl or the boy who has wandered.
It is the door of my own home that comes before me as I write, my father and mother upon its
threshold, their arms looked like the interlacing branches of a great oak, keeping all the hurt and
harm from within. Sometimes father opened it to us, but oftenest mother, then we returned merry
from the game, or with bleeding finger or scratched knee. I see her now like an angel awaiting
our entrance, her voice, as she called our names, as sweet as the chantings that broke over
Bethlehem.
Ah! I have grown up since then. I have passed in and out of some of the world's most magnificent
entrances, but no door like that door. Angels encamped about it, and as I write all the tender
memories, lights and shadows, joys and sorrows, losses and affections, with their height and
depth, and length and breadth and eternity of meaning coming down to me through the years I
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find laden with the blessings of that doorstep. Let all the posts of Heaven sing the praises of God
forever for THE CHRIST OF THE DOORSTEP!
I learn again from the picture that GOD IS NEAR AT HAND. He is quite close. We have not to
travel a long way to find Him. So many of us, if we want to meet or talk with our friends, or even
our relations, father, or mother, or child, have to take a long journey. A minister's little boy of
four years of age, on his way home one Sabbath, after hearing his father preach on the text:
“Blessed are the pure in heart", asked the question: “Where is God, father?” "In Heaven", the
minister replied. “When you took me just over to Uncle Harry's farm you had to carry me most
of the way, so it is quite certain I shall never see God." Since then he has learned, and is
preaching to the heathen on the missionary fields, that God is quite near — nearer than Uncle
Harry. We need not even lift our voices when we speak to Him. He can hear a whisper. He can
hear what is lower than a whisper, for He says: "Before they call I will answer."
How, in our ignorance, we blunder, and how we suffer through our blunders! If we could but
learn our lessons without making so many mistakes!
Some of us think there must of necessity be a toilsome journey to travel to reach this great, allsaving, all-helping, all-redeeming God. That there must be done great expense of money, of
effort, or of learning, many years spent in scientific research.
Some of us think we must attack every positive of God with a negative; that we must refute
infinite plan and arrangement with finite reasoning and questioning, and see if the great unerring
Creator can stand the test of the little, insignificant creature; if the sun can withstand the glimmer
of the rushlight. So we travel along making these big mistakes.
Some of us think we must travel the long, toll some journey of good deeds — sewing for the
poor, nursing the sick. Some, that we must sacrifice, and even some that we must do penance
or submit to physical suffering.
All these things may be good and helpful. A great number of them are very desirable and very
blessed. I say to those who have given their mite, or their cup of cold water, go on: The only
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change I would suggest is that you make it more, and give it oftener. The service you have
rendered others will, of all that has to do with earth, be the thing you will care most to think upon
when you are dying. But no service, or suffering, or sacrifice, or knowledge will of itself being
Jesus into your heart with His peace, and happiness, and salvation.
Christ does not stand at the end of the avenues of service, or scientific research, or years of
sacrificial deeds, or a long period in the theological seminary. In fact, we often become so
absorbed in our own righteous productions, so concentrated upon the development of our own
reputation, so elated over the promulgation of our own ideas as to rights and wrongs, and laws
and justice, so fascinated because of the thousand questions we can ask more than the ordinary
man as to God's sovereignty, Christ's Divinity, and the eternal decrees that, like Saul of Tarsus,
after sitting at the feet of Gamaliel, the greatest religious teacher of his day, we miss Jesus
altogether. We are running with heated thirst and quickened feet down those mistaken avenues
to find Him, when, to the everlasting joy of the hosts of all the redeemed on earth and in Heaven,
HE STANDS UPON OUR THRESHOLD, UPON OUR DOORSTEP, AT OUR DOOR!
So simple! We cannot be saved as philosophers, but as little children. We cannot go to Heaven
by the way of Athens, but by the way of Bethlehem. Not by the Mars Hill of reason, but by
opening the door of the heart.
O sinner! Christ is near you. Throw out your arms in repentance now, and the first thing you will
strike will be a beam, and that beam will be the Cross.
Again, I learn from the text that Christ is not only within the most limited reach, but that with
humility Infinite He stands UPON OUR OWN LEVEL — doorstep. Think of it!
He might have been near us, but in an elevated position. He might have stood within our reach,
but by the evidence of His greatness, His power, and the insignia of His authority been separated
from us by an impassable gulf. But here he is, the King of Heaven and earth; His throne
overtopping all thrones; His dominion embracing all heavens, all earths, all suns, STANDING ON
OUR DOORSTEP.
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We have, by courtesy and gracious condescension, sometimes been called into the presence of
great dignitaries, but the trappings of their greatness have made a gap between us we could
not pass. we have felt awkward and embarrassed in their presence. Their whole attitude and
appearance remind us all the time of their vest superiority. But not so with this Christ. He steps
down to our platform. He has taken our form upon him. He is dressed in our garments. His hands
are gnarled and knotted by our tools of labor, His feet bruised upon our stony steeps, His face
saddened by our sorrows, his body wearied by our toils. He stands upon our level!
Christ stepped down to the level of those around Him when He was upon earth. To the level of
all fishermen when He sat eating His bread on the ropes and rigging at the back of Peter's boat;
to the varying levels of the multitude when He sat at the great picnic and divided bread which
blossomed into greater and greater loaves; when He asked the woman at the well to give him
to drink, and put His divine lips to her crude goblet. So He waits at the door to put His lips to
the cup of your distresses, your griefs, and your tears.
O ye of the poor man's lot! Ye who carry the hod of bricks up the ladder on the wall; ye who ring
the pickax down in the gold shaft; ye who have felt the site of the tempest at mast-heed; ye who
stand amid the flying spindles and straining straps of the great factory; ye who have sinned, and
in sinning have broken hope and heart and hone and faith and prospects; ye mothers whose
little children go to school without any breakfast, despite the ceaseless plying of your needle
and thread; ye who sit in the rear tenement basement overworked, overtaxed, over-troubled; I
point you to the Christ of the doorstep! He stands upon your dilapidated threshold, knocking,
knocking at the shabby door. Let Him in! He will take the bitter out of the cup.
But perhaps the sweetest thought in this text is that if we will but open the door Christ will come
in and sup with us.
I see in this intimate touch the great principle of equality and fraternity. Surely this doorstep,
sitting-down-at-the-table Christianity is world-wide democracy. While authority will ever, and
must necessarily ever, have its place, and God has willed that there shall be leaders, and masters,
and superiors, in every sphere, yet this Christ of Peter's boat, and the Samarian well, and the
cottage tea-table, made the scepter and the shovel brothers.
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BRING ALL MEN TOGETHER
Tapestry and lace must not despise calicoes; epaulette has no right to be unmindful of
blacksmith's apron; fricassed fowl should not speak disparagingly of plain bread. There is nothing
in this Christ of the doorstep that causes cathedral to look down upon sailors’ bethel. The whole
Gospel teaching is to bring together the hearts of men.
There are those who do not like this idea. They say there are facial differences that stretch a gulf
between man and man that can never be bridged; differences that will ever make those of certain
isles and certain lands and certain hues of skin less worthy than others. But Paul knocks that
theory down when, standing in the presence of one of the most wealthy and learned audiences
of the world, he proclaims in the name of God this democratic doctrine: "God hath made of one
blood all nations of men." They started from one Eden, they fell in one transgression, the
redeemed are saved by the one and only source of Divine Grase, and are to dwell forever in the
one eternal home.
But you must let Him in, you must open the door. Christ will not force an entrance. No virtue or
pardon or grace or peace will come to us by compulsion. We must seek, we must ask, we must
open.
The beautiful picture of Christ knocking at the door, painted by W. Holman Hunt, was first refused
exhibition by the art critics for the reason that the artist had not made any provision for the door
to be opened on the outside. when asked for the reason he said: The conception is figurative of
Christ pleading for an entrance at the door of the heart, and the human heart cannot be opened
from the outside." Many a lad would have won his lassie if he could have opened the door of
her heart. But only we ourselves can open our hearts. Oh, how dreadful, how appalling to have
this all-helping, loving Christ so near and yet so far! Upon the threshold, but the door closed?
KEPT HIS HEART'S DOOR BARRED.
When one of my officers said to a dying, suffering old man this Summer, "Christ will help you,"
he replied: “Well, He never has. Christ has never done anything for me.” No; because, although
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with a sister a salvationist, & good, loving wife, and Christ on his doorstep through seventy years,
he had kept the door of his heart bolted and barred against Him.
A few days ago a lady told me: "I found no comfort in Jesus when my two babies died of
pneumonia." No! Because, although Christ had been patiently knocking since she was a little
child, she had kept the door closed.
Some people keep Christ out because they are ashamed of the condition of their souls. They
intend one day to open unto Him, when they have put out of their lives evil, foul practices. A
man said to me during the camp meetings at Old Orchard: "How can I sing hymns, mingle with
the good, or pray, with my wicked life? I must prepare myself to be a Christian.
No! Do not wait to make preparation. Sometimes, when a child or a mother is sicks, the wife of
the one rich man of the village will visit a poor home. As soon as word is received, on, what a
scurrying and scampering around in a pitiful attempt to improve appearances! The one clean
cloth is spread to hide the scars and stains of the old rickety table; a mat, little more than a rug,
is laid over the filthiest part of the floor; a clean pinafore covers the dirty, threadbare dress of the
little girl. And the squalid foul condition of the room is somewhat covered. But not go with this
Christ of the doorstep! He would rather see us as we are!
He will cleanse the room Himself. He says so. “I will sprinkle clean water upon you, and ye shall
be clean," is God's way. And does not the Apostle Paul say of the man in Christ: "Old things are
passed away; behold, all things are become new!"
Let Him in. Let Him in!
The State of Indiana is called the “Hoosier State." This is because the early settlers were afraid
to have door-knobs or any kind of a latch that could be opened from the outside lest their
enemies should surprise them. And so when there was a knock at the door they would cry out;
“Who’s here?”
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It is not without purpose that there is no means of opening the door of our hearts from the
outside. The enemies of our souls are ever cunningly trying to gain admittance. We cannot afford
to open to every knock, and so, like the wary settlers of old, we find it wise to cry, “who's here?"
Sweeter than the chimes that ring over the hills of paradise is the answer: "It is I, be not afraid —
I, the Prince of Peace, the Babe of Bethlehem, the Christ of God!"
LAST OPPORTUNITY FOR REPENTANCE.
Oh, ye who are sitting by a desolated hearth; ye who are wrestling with suffering and trials; ye
who know not which way to turn for trouble; ye who are burdened with sin, arise and fling wide
the door! The Judgment is coming, eternity is coming; this very hour may be your last
opportunity for repentance. The heart of the Eternal God yearns for you. He has been knocking
many a long day at the door of your soul. When the baby died He knocked; when you lay in the
hospital He knocked; through every sunny day and every stormy night, and every harvest
gathering and every Spring morning, and every Autumnal withering He knocked and knocked
and knocked. Hear Him and let Him into your heart. He waited for you all last year, and all the
year before, and all your life. He has waited for you with blood on His brow and tears in His eyes,
and two outstretched mangled hands of love, knocking, knocking, knocking! Oh, let Him in! He
will bring comfort dearer than can be found in a mother’s arms. As in the midnight sky of
Bethlehem He will break through your darkest night with angelic song; He will bring pardon.
Under the first step of His feet sins of a lifetime will perish. Remember, He made a palace of a
stable because the door was open to Him. He passed the inn by because the door was closed.
No such laughing, praising, gladdening Christmas as this Christmas if you let Him in. Blessed be
God for this unspeakable gift of
THIS CHRIST OF THE DOORSTEP!

(December 3, 1921)
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