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THE SEARCH OF THE AGES 
 

“When he shall search for Me with all your heart,  
I will be found of you, saith the Lord.” — Jer. 29:13 

 
Some of the most to be prized and beautiful gifts come to us without seeking after or asking for. 
They daily strew our path, repeated declarations of the abundant goodness and generosity of 
the Creator towards the creature, and, sad as it is to say, too often do we carelessly gather the 
gifts, forgetting to thank the Giver. 
  
There is Heaven’s first and most glorious gift to earth, light, without which nothing could be that 
is — no color for the flower, no mantle for the hills, no song for the birds, no coral for the beach, 
no glory for the sky.  

OH, HOW GREAT A GIFT IS LIGHT! 
  
So vast in all its prolific qualities, earth’s great parent of every pretty and powerful element. 
  
Again, we have that most merciful of all nature’s ministers — sleep. We cannot describe the 
worth of this benediction which soothes in its cradle the whole human family, and lays down to 
rest every living thing. Hushed upon its bosom do the saddest and sorest find their sustenance 
for the morrow’s waking. In the sweet oblivion of its harmless opiate do the suffering lose their 
pains; anchored within the calm of its haven do the troubled rest from their care; rocked in the 
arms of its gentle nurse are the children’s tears transformed. Oh, sleep! That fount at which all 
nature refills her emptied cup, and from whose  

EXHAUSTLESS SPRINGS. 
We recuperate our every spent energy. 
  
Then, God has surrounded the bivouac of life with the uplifting influences of music and song. 
  
We have heard of great orchestras which, by their skillful manipulation of instruments and 
exquisite interpretation of the composer’s sentiments, have held great audiences spellbound 
and swayed the emotions of enormous crowds. We have heard of military bands which, with 
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martial strains, have inspired dispirited troops, and enthusiastic lagging soldiers with new 
courage and daring, snatching victory form apparent defeat. But what artists can be compared 
to those whom God files into the galleries of the forests and arranges in the echo domes of the 
skies to play the wedding march as all nature steps forth with the blush of a snow love upon her 
cheek to mate with Spring — the world’s bridal morning? What notes are as perfect? What strains 
are as sweet? What harmonies are as rich as those the feathery musicians lift? The moans, and 
sobs, and sighs of earth are so largely counterbalanced in those musical voices which seem to 
catch  

THE THRILLS OF IMMORTAL SONG 
and bring Heaven right down just where we are. Music, blessing us in our waking through the 
cottage lattice or through palatial casement, at eventide soothing us with lullabies, whether we 
be young or old, prince or pauper, sad or glad, since it is like the sunlight — God-given, and 
God is not partial. He puts jewels in ground-pits, as well as on celestial gates, and made this 
world for the poorest peasant so surpassingly beautiful that, but for sin, we should get 
bewildered and not want to go to Heaven, thinking so much of earth. 
  
Then there are the lessons God has sketched upon the landscape. Dore, Schmalz, Tissot, have 
thrown onto canvas some magnificent productions, which will call forth praise and admiration as 
long as the ages roll, and which have been both an education and a blessing to countless 
numbers. But what a masterpiece of artist’s brush or sculptor’s chisel can so arrest the eye, 
fascinate the mind, melt the heart, and bless the soul like the picture of a springtide morning 
which “comes down from God out of Heaven like a bride adorned for her husband?” The blaze 
on the horizon making you think of burnished strands,  

WHERE IMMORTAL FEET PASS OVER. 
The dew waking up the cradle of the branches and light coming down to kiss it; two great shafts 
of flame, with rungs of fire, leaning against the sky, a ladder for the soft breezes to run up and 
down upon, while the clattering feet of the water torrent striking its crystal heels against the 
pebbles, leaps form crag to crevice like deer in the chase. Breakfasting at the brook of a myriad 
flowers who vie with each other in their banqueting dresses of purple and gold, coquetting with 
the sunbeams, and the water-lily, fresh form her shower bath, lifts her cup to floating cloudlets, 
sashed in the ribbons of the rainbow. Every rose a very carnage of color — every leaf a feature 
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of beauty — every flower a perfection — every bird a praise — every tree a psalm — every 
upturned petal a prayer. 
  
Oh, that we who have sermons to preach, and sermons to write, and sermons to live, would learn 
our lessons from the great commentary God has stretched between sky and soil! The theology 
which dips the soul in the dew of the morning, and fills the heart with the nectar of the 
honeysuckle is by far the truest interpreter of God. 
  
And so, while there are so many things which are desirable and necessary to us, which cannot 
be ours without our industriously seeking for them, yet there are wondrous and multitudinous.  

BLESSINGS WITHIN OUR REACH. 
Right at our door contributing towards our happiness and prosperity, which our own hand could 
never bring, and which are given to us without any laboring for or seeking after. 
  
But I learn from my text, in all those matters pertaining to the spiritual life, that the reverse is the 
inevitable and unalterable law. There is no small advantage offered which is not conditional upon 
a well-directed search, an absorbing hunger, an importunate request. 
  
From the dawn of the Christian era, from the hour Redemption’s Lamb bridged the gulf ‘twixt 
God and man, from the time the rent tomb and burst grave destroyed death’s sting, every saving 
factor of Salvation’s plan has been bound round with that inflexible condition that to find you 
must seek, to enter you must knock, to drink of living fountains you must come, to possess the 
kingdom you must surrender. No promise in the Bible, no drop of Blood on Calvary, no God, no 
Christ, no Heaven, for those who will not search for it.  

THIS IS THE PRICE HE HAS DECIDED UPON FOR HIS TREASURES. 
Not the price of gold, as demanded from the bondmen to buy their ransom; not the price of 
blood, as asked by God of the heathen to purchase pardon; not the price of torture, as exacted 
by superstitious creed to atone for heart-errings; but the reward, divine, eternal, out-reaching all 
time, all tenderness; is offered for a search, and a search with the whole heart. 
  
Yet, simple as are the conditions, I am impressed that the reason there are so few seekers after 
God is because the seeking must be done with the whole heart. 
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I have no doubt but that if God had said, “When ye shall search for Me with the whole head I 
will be found of you,” a very much larger number would be found in the pursuit. It is so much 
easier to give the head than the heart — a mere intellectual bargain which only offers one faculty 
of the being, and which in its single adaptability for reason is immeasurably inferior to the spirit 
embracing every great and grand capacity. God, in asking that the search should be of the whole 
heart, asks that the finest energies and emotions of man should be exercised in seeking for his 
God. 
  
Too, had the search depended upon any mortal gift or talent, some would have had ten thousand 
times the chance of others, and the reward won more  

BY WHAT WE INHERITED 
than by what we merited. All that class of people who have exceptional ability to reason, to think, 
and philosophize would have entered the contest and obtained the reward, but the seething 
masses of unlearned and depraved with their undeveloped intellects and uneducated minds 
would have made terrible havoc with trying to find Him, and would have been hopelessly behind 
in the race. Here is the great mistake so many make. Do they not study up religion instead of 
finding it? Do they not learn it to quote instead of getting it to live? Seeking — seeking all the 
time — but seeking for Him in the wrong place and in the wrong way. Jesus is not in a library, 
but in the garden of a glorious rising out of all cold, dead things, and it is only the swift feet of 
the burning passion of the heart can find Him there. 
  
Now to seek with the whole heart is to  

SEEK WITH AN UNDIVIDED HEART. 
Herein in the snare into which numbers have fallen. They make a calculation of what they are and 
possess, and divide their interest, giving part to the Kingdom and part to the world; but God 
never accepts part — He only accepts all, and it is therefore impossible to seek Him successfully 
with the ambitions of the soul centered upon the world and upon worldly gain. The divided 
interest makes the search imperfect. You cannot serve God and mammon. Neither can you 
expect to find God when you are looking for earthly idols. Eternal treasures are not thrown in our 
way for us to tumble over. Immortal gems are not mixed with jewels which are perishable. We 
need to get away from every other interest which would have a greater attraction, than Him, and 
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seek Him with “a single eye to His glory,” blind to every other gain but the gain found alone in 
Jesus. 
  
The whole heart means a concentrated heart. I have met many seekers, or so called, in my 
experience, who have never given the all-important question. One hour’s consecutive 
consideration. They have made many attempts; they have made many starts. It may have been 
a red-hot address from some inspired soul, or a sad and unexpected bereavement, or a reverse 
in fortune, which suddenly awakened within them a great yearning to find God, and discovering.  

HE WAS NOT IN THE HOUSE. 
They have looked out through the lattice of their soul o’er the landscape of their circumstances, 
but could not see Him. Then, instead of searching for Him through the vistas of prayer, as He 
sought for us in Gethsemane — instead of getting onto the track of His footprints, the marks His 
worn feet left behind on the road He traveled, the blood He shed, the death and grave He 
struggled through — other claims press in, other attractions invite the heart, and where the heart 
goes the mind always follows. So the right seeking is not done, hence no finding. We cannot 
expect to find God by periodical reflections, for Heaven is too grand a country to be captured 
by a spasmodic skirmish. 
  
Then the whole heart means a hungering heart, and about this I can only say that what we set 
our whole hearts upon we will always hunger for. No other things will do in the place of it — no 
imitation, no copy, no duplicate, the only food which will satisfy is the food we want. Music may 
be very beautiful, and we may be very fond of it, but it will not satisfy the craving for bread. And 
so there are many glorious things in the material world, but they will no appease the soul in its 
immortal demands. When once it is hungering.  

ONLY THE BREAD OF LIFE CAN TOUCH THE PANG. 
— only the infinite can meet the outcry for the Infinite. Heaven alone is the home for that eternal 
spark within us, called the soul, and so to hunger after God is to find Him. To thirst, with that 
burning, parched thirst, which at no other fount is slaked, is to be filled with living streams from 
exhaustless resources. On earth an extremity of fervor does not pay, it is considered impolite to 
too plainly demonstrate your feelings, but in Heaven the violent have the preference, all the 
passion and desperation of the whole being can be declared in the soul’s searching after God, 
for “Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness; for they shall be filled.” 
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Again, we must seek Him with faith, no doubting, but believing; believing He will stand by His 
promises, keep His word, that He will be found of us. The way may be very dark when we start, 
blocked up with innumerable difficulties — difficulties which the past has made; our wrong 
doings; difficulties which the present makes; circumstances of the home; our ungodly relations; 
difficulties with hard work and little money; our life’s natural environments, with few to bless us 
and many to blame us; the future dark, unlit by the candle of any brilliant hope, all looks indistinct 
and uncertain, yet we must seek Him with a faith which will believe He will be found of us. Some 
will have to look for him through  

THE GLOOM OF A TERRIBLE PAST. 
Some through the choking of fogs and damp mists of skeptical doubts which are very hard to 
battle with, but which only faith can strangle; some through the thorny paths of poverty and 
desertion, and only the believing heart will get through with the journey. 
  
Then in my next text is that wonderful and glorious promise “I will be found of you.” This means 
He will put himself in our way, as He did Mary’s; He will come out to meet us on the journey. He 
may not come just in the way or wearing the clothes we expect, but He will come; and then what 
a finding! I heard of a man who looked for a million dollars and found ten million. But here is a 
regarded search which gives everything — wealth which can never perish, joy which can never 
change, beauty which can never fader, life which can never die — it gives Easter. All the Winter, 
with its storm-beating and wind scourging is gone, and the time of  

“THE SINGING BIRDS IS COME;” 
as when we step out into the country at this time of the year we hear the singing and dancing 
and frisking of all the animals creation; birds chanting their love-song on the branches; the ants 
racing up and down the hillock; the squirrel larking with the chipmunk; the toad whirring in the 
millpond. We catch in every note, in every sound, “The Winter has gone, the summer has come,” 
So on that new morning, that wondrously glad hour which breaks in upon the soul when it finds 
Jesus, there are a million awakenings of spiritual springtide. Where life was hard, and to serve 
others an irksome business, life is easy, and to live for others the soul’s greatest delight. 
  
Where the world was a cold, hard place, with nothing pleasing to us, it is a wonderfully beautiful 
place full of the goodness of God; everything is changed exactly in the same way that everything 
changed for Mary when she found Jesus.  
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THEN WE SHALL FIND A GREAT FRIEND. 
 
There are few words in the English language more beautiful than friend. It means so much. It 
means there is somebody there to help you when you need help most; it means there is 
somebody there to care for you when perhaps in your own opinion you are the least worthy of 
being cared for; it means that there is somebody who thinks a lot of you because of what you 
are; not because of what you look, or sound, or seem; it means somebody who loves you, not 
because of what they can get out of you, but more because of what they can give you; it means 
somebody who will be faithful to you and help you to the best of their ability to the end. But 
there are very few friends in our day who are worthy of the full meaning of the name; like several 
other things, many make a grand start to befriend you, they promise they will do, but something 
happens which changes them, or they change without the something happening, and when we 
want them most — when the children die, or they grow up different to what we expected, or our 
health fails us, or we become poor, or our good looks are gone, and the grave isn’t far off — just 
when we want them most, they are gone — 

A FRIEND WHO WILL NEVER CHANGE. 
  
A friend who, having put our hands in His, will hold it until we kiss the nail-pierced palm in the 
Morning. He will walk the journey with us every step. When disappointments come we can tell 
them to Him — they will lose all their bitterness. He will be no less tender at the last than at the 
beginning. He will always understand our wants and feelings. He will never be too far off to hear 
or to attend, or unable to help and through life’s last rivers He will bear us in the arms which have 
never failed us since we fell into them on the Easter morning of our soul. 
  
We shall find in Him a great love — a love which will make every other treasure appear poor and 
paltry, a love which, when we read it on His face, and feel it in His touch, and drink it from His 
lips as He tells us of its having been so great that Heaven could not hold it, or Calvary with its 
onslaught of hammer and nail, spear and spike, could not kill it, we shall feel ready to be and do 
anything for Him who so loved us that  

HE GAVE HIMSELF FOR US. 
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Then we shall find in Him as Savior, for He will give us then the kiss of reconciliation, covering all 
our sins, every one; those which have caused us the greatest agony, He will blot them out, and 
the light of His own glory will brighten up the dull places in our character which sin has made, 
and then He will give us the key of Heaven so that we can get in without trouble. 
 


