
The Arrow Driven Deeper   
 

Finding it impossible on account of the number, to have much 
conversation with each individual at the inquiry meeting; I at one time 
abandoned the practice of conversation for a few weeks, and addressed 
them all together. I found this was unacceptable, and concluded therefore 
to return to the former custom.—It was on one of those evenings, when 
about seventy persons were present, and I was passing rapidly from one to 
another, that I came to an individual who had never been there before. 
Said I: “What is the state of your feelings on the subject of your 
salvation?” “I feel,” said he, “that I have a very wicked heart.” “It is a great 
deal more wicked, than you think it,” said I; and immediately left him, 
and addressed myself to the next person. 
 

I thought no more of it, till a few days afterwards, when he came to 
me with a new song in his mouth. He had found peace with God, as he 
thought, through faith in Jesus Christ. Said he: I want to tell you how 
much good you did me. When I told you, that I had a very wicked “heart, 
and you answered, that it was a great deal more wicked than I thought, 
and then said nothing more to me; I thought it a most cruel thing. I 
expected something different. I thought you would say more; and my soul 
was wonderfully cast down. I did not believe you. I was angry at your 
treatment. I thought you did not care, whether I was ever saved or not; 
and I did not believe you knew anything about my feelings. But the words 
rung in my ears,—‘a great deal more wicked than you think.’ I could not 
get rid of them. They were in my mind the last thing when I went to 



sleep, and the first when I woke.  And then I would be vexed at you, for 
not saying something else. But that was the thing, which drove me to 
Christ. I now know, it was just what I needed. I thought, when I went to 
that meeting, my convictions were very deep. But I have found out they 
were very slight. You hit my case exactly. If you had talked to me, my 
burden would have been diminished. But you fastened one idea on my 
mind. You drove the arrow deeper, when I expected you to do just the 
contrary; and I could find no relief, till I gave up all into the hands of 
Christ. I know you read my heart exactly.” 
 

After some few minutes conversation with him, he said to me:—“I 
want to ask you a question. I have been thinking of it a great deal, and I 
cannot conceive how you know what to say to each one, where there are 
so many. We have been talking about it some of us, and we cannot 
understand how it is, that yon can know our thoughts and feelings, when 
nobody has told you. How can you tell what to say to one after another, 
when there are so many, and you have never seen some of them before, 
and they say so little to you?—” 
 

“I have only one rule on that subject,” said I. “I aim to conspire with 
the Holy Spirit. If I perceive anyone truth has impressed the mind, I aim 
to make its impression deeper; because the Holy Spirit has already made 
that impression, and I would not diminish it by leading the mind off to 
something else. If I perceive any error in the individual’s mind, I aim to 
remove it; for I know that the error is of sin, and not of the Holy Spirit.” 
“But,” said he, “our impressions are so different.” 
 

“No matter. They are of the Holy Spirit if truth has made them; and 
he can choose the kind of truth which is appropriate to any sinner, better 
than I can. I just aim to conspire with the Holy Spirit.” 
 

Said he, “I am confident if you had said much to me, or anything, 
to turn my mind away from that one thing, it would have done me hurt. 



You have no idea how much you increased my trouble that night. I 
somehow wanted you to lighten my burden,—you made it heavier. Then I 
was soon led to see, that none but God could help me. I had partly begun 
to think my heart was improving. I found out the contrary, and turned to 
God in despair. He gave me peace, through Jesus Christ.” 


