
Conviction Resisted           
 

At the request of a neighboring minister, I went to preach for him, a 
day or two, in a time of revival among his people. Some of those, who 
were concerned about their salvation, came to me for the purpose of 
personal conversation, after the close of the first meeting I attended. The 
number of these continued to increase. But my ministerial friend seemed 
very sad. He would put all the services upon me: I could scarcely induce 
him even to offer a prayer, in public or in the family. On the second day 
that I was there, he came into the room I occupied, locked the door, and 
with much agitation told me the cause of his distress. He said he was 
afflicted beyond measure, his soul was cast down to the ground. He had a 
daughter about eighteen years of age, whose mind had been serious for 
months; and whose determination, to gain an interest in the great 
salvation, appeared to become more and more fixed; till about two weeks 
before, when her seriousness appeared to diminish; and now she seemed 
resolved to resist all divine truth and divine influences. She would not 
converse with him any longer; and if anyone said anything to her about 
her attending any religious service, she would contrive to stay away. He 
had, come to the conclusion, to say no more to her; and he desired me 
not to mention the subject of religion to her personally, lest her heart 
should be set against it still more. 

 
I carefully inquired what had taken place, to change the current of 

her feelings so much; but he could give me no information, or even 
conjecture. He had tried in vain to ascertain. I told him, I thought he 



might safely leave it to me, whether I should speak to her or not. I felt 
inclined to do so. He objected to it, but finally left it to me; “for,” says he, 
“she will give you no answer, if you try to talk with her.” 

 
I met her, once or twice, for a moment, in the course of the 

forenoon, as we casually came together in the hall or parlor. She did not 
go to church. After dinner, I seized an opportunity in parlor to talk with 
her; but I said nothing about religion. Afterwards I saw her in the garden, 
and joined her in a walk there. But while I aimed to become acquainted 
with her, and aimed to please her, I said nothing about religion. She 
stayed away from religious worship in the afternoon. She did not appear 
to avoid me any longer. After tea, she came into the parlor, where I was 
sitting alone; and we had a very pleasant interview for half an hour. Not a 
word was said on the subject of religion; only she told me, she believed 
she “would go to church in the evening.” 

 
“Well now,” said I, “you can do me a favor. It is difficult for me to 

know what sermons to preach, away from home. I will bring down my 
bundle, and get you to look at the texts. and the titles, and tell me which 
one to preach. 

 
Without waiting for an answer, I went for them. When I returned, I 

put them into her hands familiarly, and asked her to choose She looked a 
little confused; but I went on talking familiarly about the sermons, and 
finally asked which she would have. After some little urgency necessary to 
my purpose, because she modestly declined making any selection, she 
handed me one, saying, “I should like to hear that one.” 

 
“Oh!” said I, “I beg your pardon for giving you that. I preached that 

this afternoon. However, it is all the better; for if you wish to hear it, 
perhaps you will allow me the pleasure of reading it to you, at home.” 

 



“I should be glad to hear it,” said she, with a smile, “but I cannot 
trouble you to do that for me.” 

 
“Ah,” said I, “that is your polite way of getting rid of listening to a 

dull composition. But you are right: I will not bore you with it.” 
 
“Indeed I should not consider it a bore.” 
 
“You are a very rash girl to say that, before you have tried it,—‘Let 

not him that putteth on the harness boast himself, as he that putteth it 
off’—But see here,—you and I must be a good deal alike. The very sermon I 
chose for the afternoon, you chose for the evening. You are only half a 
day behind me. You must try to catch up. I know we can walk together, 
and not quarrel,—we think so much alike.—But choose me another—
anyone you select I will preach.” 

 
Said she, “I am afraid it will be a foolish selection.” 
 
“Well, now! that is a pretty compliment to my sermons!—‘a foolish 

selection!’” 
 
She laughed at this, but answered:— 
 
“I did not mean the sermon would be foolish.” 
 
“Well, foolish or not, I must preach some one of them; so, please to 

tell me which.” 
 
She chose one. And I apologized for being so impolite as to leave 

her alone, by telling her that I must read it over before going to the 
pulpit. 

 



By this time we had become quite familiar. Her reserve had worn 
off, and she appeared to feel at ease in my presence. It seemed to me, that 
it was about time to name the subject of religion to her; but on the whole, 
I concluded to wait another day, and see if she would not herself 
commence conversation on that subject, which I should much prefer. 

 
She attended church in the evening, appeared just as usual, and the 

next day, morning and afternoon, she attended and heard my sermons. I 
kept up my acquaintance with her at home, got her to select sermons for 
me, and tell why she selected the particular ones she chose, and debated 
the matter with her, whether she had hit on the right ones, for the object 
she had in view. This was the mode by which I first got a glimpse of the 
state of her mind. I became much interested in her. Her quickness of 
mind, her taste and refinement, her fine education and her amiability, 
together with an air of pensiveness, which hung around her, and seemed 
to creep over her unbidden, made me feel attached to her as a friend, and 
ready to sympathize in all she felt. 

 
As she started to go to church, in the evening, I motioned her father 

out of the way, and gave her my arm. She seemed surprised, for she had 
evidently intended to avoid me. We had about a half a mile to walk; and 
as she had started before the fit time, there was full liberty for us to walk 
very leisurely. 

 
I immediately commenced speaking to her on the things of the 

gospel, in the most delicate and affectionate manner that I could. At first 
she was mute, but in a few minutes she told me frankly all about her 
feelings. She said, that she had been very much interested about her 
salvation, but her interest was all gone. She had ceased to pray. She had 
become disgusted; and she supposed the Holy Spirit had left her. At any 
rate, she felt no concern now, as she had done for many weeks, when she 
was sensible of her sin; and for some days, she had not allowed anyone to 
speak to her on the subject. 



 
“Perhaps,” said I,” you did not wish me to mention it. If you are 

unwilling to hear me, just say so, and I will be still. But I have become 
attached to you, as a friend; you have interested me very much; and if the 
thing is allowable, I should like to ask what disgusted you with religion.” 

 
“I would rather not tell.” 
 
“I wish you would tell me. I give you my promise, that all you say to 

me shall be sacredly confidential; and I assure you I will treat you kindly, 
and you may speak to me anything you think or feel.” 

 
“I was very anxious for a while, but I am not now; and you would 

think me foolish, if I should tell you what disgusted me.” 
 
“Not at all,” said I. “I shall think you dislike and distrust me, if you 

don’t tell.” 
 
“Well,” said she, “it was what a young man said to me. He belongs 

in college. He was here a few days, attended prayer meetings, and 
sometimes made addresses, as he is going to be a minister; and one day, 
when he asked me about my feelings and I told him; he talked to me very 
harshly, because I had not come to repentance, and said that his prayers 
for me would sink me deeper in hell.” 

 
“And what did you say to that?” 
 
“I told him, I hoped, then, he would not pray for me.” 
 
“That was right,” said I, “that was right. I thank you for saying it. 

You taught him a good lesson. He had no business to be talking to you in 
that manner. If you took that for an example of religion, it is no wonder 
that you were disgusted. I am sure, it sounds disgusting to me.” 



 
“And then,” said she, “after I told him that: he became still worse in 

his language. He told me I was the vilest creature on earth—he wondered I 
was not in hell—and I should be there soon. I was disgusted and angry, 
when he said a great many such things to me. I would not attend the 
prayer meeting afterwards, where he was. I thought, if that was the way 
and feeling of religion, I would have nothing to do with it; and since that, 
I have thought but little about it.” 

 
“When he told you, that you would soon be in hell, what did you 

say to him?” 
 
“I said it was well for me, that he could not send me there.” 
 
“Very well. I am glad you said it. It will do him good, if he has sense 

enough to profit by it. You have done rightly. He was in fault, not you. 
He is probably a proud, silly, impudent young man.” 

 
“I think so,” said she. “And I was amazed to hear my father speak so 

very highly of him, and commend his faults, as I thought them.” 
 
I then reasoned with her on the impropriety of  her being 

influenced at all, by anything that such a heartless young man could say: 
and the impropriety of judging of religion, by such a specimen of 
irreligion: for surely, his talk was anything but religion, be his heart what 
it might. I besought her to take her own way, the way of her own 
conscience and good sense, uninfluenced by any man or minister on 
earth. I told her to think of it, how she was manifestly wrong, in being 
influenced as she had been. She said she knew it was wrong. I then 
besought her to seek the Lord now, as she very well knew she ought to do; 
and not regard what I said or anybody else said; but follow her own 
reason, look to God and he would bless her. She said she would candidly 
think of it. 



 
By this time we had reached the door of the church. I preached the 

sermon she had selected. Before pronouncing the blessing, I came down 
from the pulpit to the desk below, and invited all those who had no hope 
in Christ, and were willing to begin now to seek God prayerfully, to 
remain in their seats after the blessing was pronounced, for I had 
something more to say to them. I made an address to all unconverted 
persons, on the duty of  seeking God now; and besought every one 
of  them, not to be influenced by anything, but a sense of their duty to 
Christ and their own souls. And to furnish them a little time more for 
making up their mind deliberately, whether they would seek the Lord or 
not; I proposed to sing a hymn which I would read, and make some few 
remarks, as I read it. I then read the hymn:— 

 
“Come, humble sinner, in whose breast 
     A thousand thoughts revolve; 
Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed, 
     And make this last resolve: 
I’ll go to Jesus, though my sin 
     Has like a mountain rose, 
I know his courts, I’ll enter in, 
     Whatever may oppose.’ 
 
“‘Choose ye this day whom ye will serve; if the Lord be God follow 

him; if Baal, then follow him. Go thee one way or the other. Now is the 
accepted time: now is the day of salvation.’ 

 
“‘Prostrate I’ll lie before his throne, 
     And there my guilt confess; 
I’ll tell him I’m a wretch, undone 
     Without his pardoning grace!’ 
 



“‘The Son of man is come to seek and to save that which was lost:’—
lost sinners! lost! lost to holiness! lost to God! lost to happiness! lost to 
heaven!—lost!—lost!—lost! 

 
“‘Perhaps, he will admit my plea, 
     Perhaps will hear my prayer,—’ 
 
“‘Perhaps!’—There is no ‘perhaps’ about it. God says there is none!  

‘Hear, and your soul shall live. I will make an everlasting covenant with 
you, even the sure mercies of David.’ There is no ‘perhaps’ in the matter. 
Eternal life is certain, to the sinner who will seek God with all his heart. 
The hymn is right. It represents what a sinner feels, when he is just 
resolving to go to Christ. But let him fling his ‘perhaps’ to the winds! and 
let him know, that Christ will accept him, if he comes. ‘Come ye to the 
waters. If any man will, let him take of the water of life freely.’—Still he 
does not feel so. Hear him: — 

 
“Perhaps, he will admit my plea, 
     Perhaps, will hear my prayer; 
But if I perish, I will pray, 
     And perish only there.’ 
 
“And if you perish there, you will perish where a sinner never did 

yet! You will be the first that ever went down to hell from the foot of the 
cross! 

 
“‘I can but perish if I go,—’ 
 
“‘Perish? sooner shall heaven and earth pass away! ‘Perish?’ the 

scepter of Immanuel shall be shivered into pieces—the throne of the 
Redeemer Jehovah shall sink, if you perish there! 

 
“‘I can but perish if I go, 



     I am resolved to try; 
For if I stay away, I know 
     I must forever die!’ 
 
“‘Stay away?’—forbid it, O God of mercy! Draw everyone of us by thy 

love. May not a soul stay away to night:— 
 
“For if I stay away, I know 
     I must forever die!’ 
 
As I read this hymn and made these remarks, an awful solemnity 

seemed to rest upon the congregation. All was still as the house of death. 
There was not a sigh, or a tear! 

 
The hymn was sung; and then I requested all the members of the 

church to retire, and all others, except those unconverted sinners, who 
were resolved to begin now, if they had not already begun, to seek the 
Lord earnestly and prayerfully. Those who would thus seek God, I 
requested to remain in their seats.—I pronounced the benediction. 

 
My young friend, who was in the pew just before me, remained 

standing still, for a moment then made towards the door—then paused, 
and sat down—then immediately rose again, as if to mingle with those 
who were leaving the church, opened the door of the pew—then paused—
then stepped out into the aisle—and finally turned back into the pew and 
sat down, bowing her head upon the pew before her, evidently in deep 
emotion. As her father, who stood by my side, noticed this action of his 
daughter, he burst into tears, sunk down into his seat, and covered his 
face with his hands. 

 
About forty persons had remained; almost the whole of whom 

became members of the church, before the close of the summer. I made a 
short address to them, offered a short prayer, and dismissed them. 



 
As they were leaving the church, I perceived that my ministerial 

brother was making his way towards his daughter, as if to speak with her, 
his eyes streaming with tears. I took him by the arm and held him gently 
back, till I could get before him. I met her myself at the door of the 
church, offered her my arm, and we walked home in silence. 

 
I conversed with her, a few moments, the next morning before 

leaving the place, and never saw her afterwards. 
 
Some months after this, her father told me, that a week after I left 

there, she entertained a hope in Christ, had since united with the church, 
and “is now,” said he, “the happiest mortal in the world.” 

———————————— 
It is important to be wise, in aiming to win sinners to Christ. The 

Bible is the only safe guide. Its spirit is love. It utters no denunciations 
against any who are disposed to treat the gospel offer seriously. To lead 
sinners to condemn themselves, is one thing; for us to condemn them, is 
quite another. If their reason and conscience do not very much second 
what we say to them, our words do not hit their case. 

 
The snares of the devil are very deceitfully contrived. This young 

woman was right to dislike some of the things said to her; but she fell into 
a subtle snare, when she allowed them to turn her mind from truth, duty, 
and God. How strange, that she should suffer herself to be influenced so 
much, by the very man whom she disapproved and despised. Such is 
human nature. 

 
I have every reason to believe, that this young girl was of a most 

affectionate and amiable disposition; and therefore, the coarse and 
heartless language of that young man was the more revolting to her. If 
what he said was appropriate to her conscience, it was not appropriate to 
her heart; and if the matter of it resembled the truth of the gospel, the 



spirit and manner of it certainly had no resemblance to Christianity. 
Religion needs no such advocates. 

 
This young man was a revivalist. He was fond of talking and praying 

about “revivals,” and “revival spirit,” and “revival measures.” We have had 
so much of this in some parts of the country, that many Christians have 
been led into serious errors; and while, (like this young man,) they have 
adapted strange modes of expression and action, they have thought, and 
felt, and even prayed, just as if sinners could not be converted except in 
revivals; and thus the irreligious have been led to think it vain to seek 
God at any other time. An officer of my church once told me that he 
himself “waited for a revival ten years,” because he “had been led by the 
way in which Christians talked, to suppose there was little reason to hope 
for a blessing at any other time.” By such notions about revivals 
repentance is delayed, prayer discouraged, the Spirit grieved, souls ruined, 
and revivals corrupted! The church and the world ought to know, that 
sinners may seek God and find him at any time, as easily as in revivals. 


