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Text:  “For who hath despised the day of small things?” Zechariah 4,  
part of verse 10.

Here is a question that God has asked. Now friends, when God asks 
a question, you must look to almighty God for the answer. It was a very 
important  question  that  God  asked,  through  Zechariah,  and  to 
Zerubbabel,  because  the  very  thing  that  God  was  questioning  them 
about was the very thing that was sadly happening in Zechariah’s day. 
There was a despising of the day of small things. This was something 
that was – I  was going to say – offensive to God. And I think that 
would be a right thing to say, because there is, implied in our text, a 
reproof from God to those who despise these things, which God here 
Himself puts a very precious value on. You know, this is the mark of 
real  religion.  You hate  the  things  that  God hates,  and you  love  the 
things that God loves. Now, can you put your religion to that test, this 
morning? Do you hate the things that God hates? Sin, pride, the world, 
the flesh, unbelief, lust and corruption – do you hate them? And do you 
love the things that God loves? His holy Word, His dear Son’s work, 
the finished work, the work of the Holy Ghost, the dear people of God, 
and the things of God – do you love those things? Well, I’ll leave that 
question with you; may God ask that question of you. God’s people are 
taught to hate the things that God hates, and love the things that God 
loves. Of course, I know some of you will say: ‘But, we’ve got that old 
nature that does the very opposite.’ I know that only too well. But, dear 
friends, have you got that other nature that does approve, with God’s 
approving, and hates, with God’s hating?

We come back to our text. “Who hath despised the day of small 
things?” Now, the context is very instructive. You will remember that 
God  had  promised,  as  Isaiah  and  Jeremiah  prophesied,  that  those 
seventy years of captivity would overtake God’s ancient people; and it 
did. They would go down into Babylon as captives of a foreign power; 
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and they did. At the time of their captivity, the temple was razed to the 
ground. It was destroyed. That beautiful temple that Solomon had built 
at God’s command, was the envy of the world. We talk of the Seven 
Wonders of the World. Well, I should think, in that day, if there were 
seven wonders, Solomon’s temple was among them. But it was razed to 
the ground. And the people of God saw that wondrous place,  where 
God’s presence had been so wonderfully manifest, brought to ruins and 
rubble all around them.

But then, the end of the seventy years came. You can read in the 
Books of Nehemiah and Ezra, how the return came about; just the very 
time, just the very way and through just the very man (Cyrus) through 
whom God had appointed it should be. And you can read of the godly 
generation that left the luxury of Babylon. For it was a very luxurious 
place. The captives, in many respects, had a very comfortable existence 
down in Babylon,  but those who returned left  that  comfort,  left  that 
luxury and left that security, you might say. They travelled hundreds of 
miles and walked back to the land of Judah. And what did they behold 
when they got there? Just a tiny remnant of oppressed people who had 
been spared the captivity, and their successors. They saw the enemies 
of God and godliness holding sway in men like Sanballat, Tobiah and 
Geshem.  They saw their  beloved temple  in  ruins,  and they saw the 
walls of Jerusalem ransacked. It was a dreadful sight that they saw; a 
terrible  sight.  It  must  have  caused  much  consternation;  much 
depression. You can read how Nehemiah was broken-hearted over it. 
But you know, dear friends, it’s not enough just to be broken-hearted. 
Nehemiah wasn’t only broken-hearted; there was a desire in His heart 
that something be done; that God put right what was wrong. And we 
come to spiritual things, for a moment. If you’re broken-hearted over 
your sins, you’ll want them forgiven, as you’ve been singing in your 
hymn just now [180]. You will want them put away. And not only that, 
you will want them conquered. Are you broken-hearted like that? It’s 
one thing to say you are a sinner, but a truly sorry sinner leaves the sins 
that he’s sorry for, and seeks God’s grace; that grace of repentance, as 
you sung, that only He can give.
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Well, we come back to our text. Nehemiah and his followers were 
desirous (God put the desire in their heart; He laid it in their heart) to 
rebuild the temple. This man, Zerubbabel, in our text and the context, 
was the man who laid the foundation. It must have been a wonderful 
day – it seemed as if their captivity was being turned – in more than 
one way. Not just literally being free from Babylon, but spiritually too, 
it  seemed.  And  no  doubt  they  thought  that  within  a  few  weeks  or 
months  or  perhaps  a  year  or  two,  the  Temple  would  be  finished, 
worship restored, and everything would be back where it was before 
they went down into Babylon. But, you see, dear friends, it was not like 
that. Why was it not like that? For many reasons: one is that Satan hates 
and he detests any progress in the kingdom of God’s grace. He hates to 
see a sinner on his knees; he hates to see a sinner turning away from 
sin; he hates to see sinners coming to the House of God; he hates to see 
those wandering feet turned into Zion’s way, and any increase in the 
Church of Christ – he will do all he can, with his utmost spleen, spite, 
malice and envy, to halt it all and overturn it all, if he could but do so. 
Now, when the Lord said to Peter: “Upon this Rock I will build My 
church; and the gates of hell shall not prevail against it,” the Lord did 
not say the gates of hell would not come against it. Come against it they 
do. They do in the hearts of God’s people; they do in the lives of God’s 
people;  they  do  in  the  Church  of  Christ.  You  may  feel  that  this 
morning. Perhaps the very gates of hell have come against your religion 
– assailing  your  faith  and assaulting  your  hope;  assaulting  the  very 
foundation of it. But what the Lord Jesus Christ  did say was: “They 
would not prevail.” But, in Zerubbabel’s day, it seemed as if the gates 
of  hell  had prevailed.  No  sooner  had  this  work  begun  and  the 
foundation been laid, than their enemies sent a letter down to Babylon 
to the king. They said that these were renegades who were rebuilding 
the temple; these were people who were usurpers, and that they were 
going to take Judah out of the province of Babylon. They were going to 
be a people who would be rebels. So there was a letter sent back saying 
that the work must stop; and it was forcibly stopped and their enemies 
rejoiced to see it. They were thankful, in their wicked hearts, to see the 
foundation laid but nothing added to it. And what did the people of God 
do? Having been hindered from rebuilding the temple, they set about 
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rebuilding their own homes. And we’re told they built sealed houses. 
Sealed houses were the very best houses of the day, until that time, it 
seems. They probably learnt this from Babylon. There hadn’t been such 
things as windows; their houses, generally speaking, had no windows at 
all.  They just had openings, but now they were keeping up with the 
times. They were doing the very best for their homes; they had sealed 
houses. And not only that, they planted their vineyards and their olive 
yards, and they started to prosper – so they thought. And all the while, 
the House of God lay waste. All the while they were increasing their 
luxurious existence, and adding to their fields and their vineyards, and 
making their houses more and more comfortable, the House of God lay 
waste.  Is  that  you,  this  morning,  friend?  You  spent  all  last  week 
concerned about your career; concerned about your next step in life; 
concerned about your bank balance? Concerned about this, that and the 
other – you haven’t given one thought about your never dying soul; its 
eternal standing; where it will be spent. Because, spent somewhere it 
will be. 

How much  time  have  you  given  to  the  things  of  God this  past 
week? The Word of God? The Throne of Grace? What has it meant to 
you? Has the House of God laid waste this week? ‘Oh,’ you say: ‘I 
believe the Lord has begun in my soul.’ Some of you can say that. ‘I 
believe a foundation has been laid.’  Are you settling down on that? 
That’s a false way to look at it. Friends, if God has laid the foundation 
in your soul, you will want the Headstone brought forth. If He’s shown 
you your need of Christ, you will want to know that Christ is yours. 
You will indeed. You won’t say, ‘Well, He’s begun. I’m convinced of 
my sin, and that’s enough.’ Sinner, you want the blood applied, as you 
sang in your opening hymn. You want the revelation of Christ.  You 
want that Headstone brought forth. You want the crowning work. Are 
you becoming less exercised in this? Have you become lethargic? You 
say: ‘God will do His work in His own time.’ So He will – but He will 
have you exercised about it; He will have you enquire about it; He will 
have  you  burdened about  it.  And it  is  offensive  to  Him to see  this 
slothful spirit, as if it does not really matter if the work progresses or 
not. One good man said:
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“For more the treacherous calm I dread,
  Than tempests bursting o’er my head.”

R. de Courcy

So the Lord sent a time of adversity in the lives of His people.  He 
touched their bank balances, crops, olive fields and vineyards, so that 
their money ran away with itself.  Just like a man with a hole in his 
pocket, losing the change that is within it – just like that – bag full of 
holes. The Lord touching the very things they were idolising; touching 
the very things that were distracting them from the House of God and 
the things of God – the thorns that were choking the seed – the Lord 
touched those things. And, blessed be God, He did touch them, and 
they began to ask a question: ‘Why is it?’ And Haggai gave them the 
answer: ‘Is it not because the House of God lieth waste? You’re not 
concerned about its prosperity. You’re too concerned about your own 
affairs;  you’re  neglecting  the things  of God. Your never-dying  soul, 
and the ordinances of His House are laid waste; they are not a concern 
to  you,  as  to  whether  you  should  be  engaged  in  them,  or  not.  Oh! 
friends, a child of God needs to be brought up with a start sometimes. 
And the Lord knows how to do it.

And so, what took place? The Lord stirred up their spirit. But it was 
a  very  discouraging  time  to  begin  with,  wasn’t  it?  There  was  this 
despising of the day of small things. It seemed an impossibility that this 
temple should ever be built.  It  seemed such a huge mountain that it 
seemed almost useless to start. “Who hath despised the day of small 
things?” Well, the devil was despising it with his malicious smile; he 
was despising it – ‘It will never be built.’ The world laughed; Sanballat, 
Tobiah and Geshem were conversing everyday about the matter. “What 
do these feeble Jews?” They were quite content to see it as it was. And 
even God’s people were despising it. ‘This is just impossible. We can 
never  envisage  that  this  temple  will  ever  be  built.’  And  poor 
Zerubbabel,  seeing all  this!  It  was a great  mountain to  him;  a great 
mountain; an impossible mountain, like you’ve got before you, some of 
you, this morning, perhaps. An impossibility this coming week. Now, 
what does the Lord say? This poor man, Zerubbabel, felt so weak, so 
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foolish, so impotent, so inept and so weak. ‘Zerubbabel, you have laid 
that foundation, and you,  you will bring forth the headstone.’ Now, I 
know there’s a heavenly Zerubbabel to speak about in a moment. He’s 
not inept; He’s not weak. But friends, He’s despised, isn’t He? We read 
of that in Isaiah 53: the heavenly Zerubbabel – Christ – “is despised 
and rejected of men.” He’s accounted a Man of small  things by the 
unbelieving world. He was while He lived here below. But His dear 
hands – His dear wounded hands – they will bring forth that headstone. 
His hands laid it, with the dear Father and the Spirit, in the covenant of 
grace – the foundation. And this dear One’s wounded hands will bring 
forth that last headstone “crying, Grace, grace unto it.”

But  first  I  want  to  refer  back  to  this  one  in  our  text  –  dear 
Zerubabbel. This question: ‘Zerubabbel, you are not to despise the day 
of small things, for small though they seem to be, they are real. And 
small though they seem to be now, they are going to grow.’ “Who hath 
despised the day of small things?” Now, I hope you younger ones are 
listening (you should listen anyway) but I want to make it so that you 
can understand what I am going to say this morning, because there are 
two burdens on my spirit – one natural and one spiritual. When I say 
natural I mean that which may be in providence; and then there is that 
which is spiritual.

Firstly, there are those things in our natural life. You look through 
the Word of God, and how often God used a small thing to accomplish 
a great purpose. As I thought about this, my mind went, first of all, to 
Gideon. Gideon was the least in his father’s house. His father’s tribe 
was the least tribe. He felt the very last man to be going out to lead 
against these innumerable Midianites. They couldn’t count how many 
tents had ravished the land. But he had some encouragements. But the 
encouragement I want to think of especially was the one on the night 
when he went out to battle. The Lord knew he was a man full of fear. 
You might be fearful about your mountain; your difficulty. He said: ‘If 
you are fearful, Gideon, you go out quietly, and you listen by that tent; 
one of the Midianite’s tents.’ A man was living in it, waiting, no doubt, 
to guard against the Israelites. That man had a dream. He said to his 
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friend that, in his dream (it was a strange dream) a cake of barley bread 
came and hit  his tent,  and the tent fell.  What ever did it  mean? His 
friend said: “This is nothing else save the sword of Gideon the son of 
Joash, a man of Israel: for into his hand hath God delivered Midian, and 
all the host.” Gideon heard this. What a wonderful encouragement for 
him! But the point I want to make – a cake of barley bread? What a 
small thing that was! Barley was the poor man’s bread; it was in more 
recent days, as well. You read John Warburton’s biography, and John 
Kershaw’s. When there was the cotton famine and times like that, the 
poor lived on barley bread, which was nowhere near as nourishing as 
wheat bread. That’s all they could afford to get. 

There was Gideon; just like a barley loaf. The poorest of the poor, 
yet God used him. Remember how God reduced him, as well. First of 
all,  thousands  upon thousands gathered in  his  army.  The Lord said: 
‘This  is  too  much,  Gideon.’  ‘Why,  Lord?  Don’t  we  need  all  these 
men?’ ‘Yes, Gideon. But I know your heart, and theirs. They’ll give the 
honour to themselves if they gain the victory over such a huge army. 
Ask them if they’re afraid, Gideon. Let the fearful ones go back.’ And 
more than half of the army disappeared, and went back home. ‘Still too 
many, Gideon. Bring them down to the brook and tell them to drink. 
Some will bend down with their mouths straight into the river. Separate 
them out. Some will put their hands in and cup it, and will take their 
hands to their  mouths.  Separate  those out,  Gideon.’  There were just 
three hundred who cupped their hands. ‘Send the rest back, Gideon.’ 
‘Three hundred men only,  Lord?’ ‘Yes, “lest Israel vaunt themselves 
against Me.”’ I think those cupped hands are like the hands of faith – 
the hands of faith that God gives His dear people to bring up to their 
mouths to drink. Oh! may God put something in our cupped hands, this 
morning, for our little faith; to strengthen us for the battle. Do you feel 
like Gideon – just a cake of barley bread? So insignificant, so poor. But 
it was those three hundred men the Lord used.

You  go  to  David,  a  little  later  in  the  history  of  God’s  ancient 
people. There’s Goliath, coming out against him; he has a sword; he 
has a spear; he has a shield bearer. This man has slain hundreds with 
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his sword. He’s the terror to the whole of the nation of Israel – King 
Saul included. And there’s young David. All he’s got in his hand is his 
sling and five pebbles – tiny pebbles. And with one of those, the Lord 
directed the aim, the power and the direction to the very weak spot in 
the armour of Goliath. And down he fell. Why did he fall? Because the 
Lord did it. But what a small means he used! What a tiny thing it was 
that God used!

You go into the New Testament, and you can speak of the little lad 
with  five  loaves  and two  fishes.  They were  barley  loaves,  as  well; 
another poor lad, it  would seem. “Five barley loaves, and two small 
fishes.”  ‘Oh,’  says  Philip,  ‘What  are  these  among  so  many,  Lord? 
These are  minute.  This is  an impossibility!’  But  they were the very 
things the Lord took in His hand and blessed, and break, and multiplied 
and fed.

Come with me to Mount Carmel, and see God’s dear servant Elijah 
on his knees, sending up his servant to look towards the sea. ‘What can 
you see?’ ‘Nothing,’ he says, ‘nothing.’ That doesn’t deter Elijah. “Go 
again seven times.” “Go again.” Up and down he goes, this poor man. 
What  a  wearisome  journey  he  has  each  time!  Disappointment. 
‘Nothing, Elijah.’ But that seventh time – God’s perfect time – a little 
cloud, like a man’s hand, appears above the sea. ‘That’s it!’ says Elijah. 
‘That little cloud has been made by my God. He who can make a little 
cloud can soon fill the heavens with clouds.’ And He did. Elijah didn’t 
despise the day of small things. He didn’t say: ‘You’d better wait. Go 
up again and just check if that’s a real cloud or not.’ He believed God 
had made that little cloud. And He had. God makes little clouds, as well 
as big ones. You go into the previous chapter, and you find him in the 
widow woman of Zarephath’s house. What has she got? A pot of oil – 
not full – a drop of oil left. What has she got? Meal – not a barrel full – 
a  handful.  She’d  been  eking  it  out,  week  by  week,  day  by  day, 
throughout this famine. Now she really had got to the end. But, you see, 
that’s the very thing the Lord used. “Thus saith the LORD God of Israel,” 
– and, dear friends, that was the backbone of the promise, – “thus saith 
the LORD God of Israel, The barrel of meal shall not waste, neither shall 
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the cruse of oil fail, until the day that the LORD sendeth rain upon the 
earth.” “And she, and he, and her house, did eat many days.” “Many 
days” – God-filled days, they were.

“Who hath despised the day of small things?” Friends, I don’t know 
what your mountain is. You may feel like poor worm Jacob in front of 
it. You read of it in Isaiah 41: “Fear not, thou worm Jacob, …I will 
help thee.” “Thou shalt thresh the mountains, and beat them small, and 
shalt make the hills as chaff.” And there won’t be a mountain there. 
Friends,  in  my poor  little  way,  I’ve  proved it.  I  can  tell  you  some 
mountains God has made into a plain, and the wind has blown the chaff 
away  –  there’s  not  been  an  obstacle  in  the  way.  That’s  just  what 
happened  to  Zerubbabel.  “Who  art  thou,  O  great  mountain?”  This 
inflexible  mountain;  this  dark  one;  this  lowering  one  that  casts  a 
shadow  over  your  path.  “Who  art  thou,  O  great  mountain?  before 
Zerubbabel thou shalt become a plain.” “For who hath despised the day 
of small things?”

So, friends, in your path in providence, don’t despise small means. 
God often uses them. And you dear younger friends, you’re young in 
the way. Oh! I do hope some of you have the beginnings of a work of 
grace in your heart. The devil will say: ‘You’re too young to pray. It’s 
too  early  to  think  about  your  sins.  Eternity  is  not  a  matter  to  be 
burdened about yet.’ Don’t listen to the devil’s lies. Don’t listen. “It is 
good  for  a  man  that  he  bear  the  yoke  in  his  youth.”  And  in  your 
pathway – at school or at home – remember, oh do remember! – here’s 
a God who doesn’t despise the day of small things. Even small matters, 
He can hear prayer for. “Be careful for nothing; but in every thing by 
prayer  and supplication with thanksgiving let  your requests be made 
known unto God.”  But young – and old – remember this: God made 
Zerubbabel  humble,  He  made  Gideon  humble  and  He  made  David 
humble. And friends, He’ll make you humble, and me humble, if we’re 
going to walk in this path. “Lest Israel vaunt themselves against Me, 
saying,  Mine  own  hand  hath  saved  me.”  Put  the  crown  where  it 
belongs. Oh! we need much humility in every way, don’t we? Pride is 
the ruin of our nation. It’s the ruin of many a family, and sadly, many a 
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Church. Many a business breaks up through pride and arrogance. Oh, 
may God keep you and I humble! You’re safest when you’re humble. 
Good John Bunyan said: “He that is down needs fear no fall.” May God 
keep us humble. How we need it!

Zerubbabel was a humbled man, and then the Lord gave him this 
beautiful  promise;  this  wonderful  promise.  This  is  a  word  for  the 
humble,  this morning – those that are humbled under a sense of the 
great need they have got before them, and the solemn weakness they 
feel in their own heart and soul about the matter. Here’s a word for the 
humbled. “Humble yourselves therefore under the mighty hand of God, 
that He may exalt you in due time: Casting all your care upon Him; for 
He careth for you.” And remember how the Lord brought Paul into this 
path. He had to come to a day of small things, didn’t he? He’d had a 
day of large things. That man had actually seen through the pearly gates 
of the celestial city. That man had seen the streets paved with gold; he 
had heard some of the blessed conversation within the gates; he had 
seen things that no mortal tongue could possibly even describe. You 
might have thought that that man did not need any more teaching. But 
the Lord yet had a work for him to do, and so, lest he should be exalted 
above measure, he must be humbled. And oh! that thorn was given him. 
It made him feel such a small  man, didn’t it? So weak; so inept; so 
impotent; so unready for the fray; so insufficient for the path that lay 
before him. ‘What am I to do, Lord?’ Here’s the answer for those who 
have these great mountains before them: “And He said unto me, My 
grace  is  sufficient  for  thee:  for  My  strength  is  made  perfect  in 
weakness.” That’s the way God works, and no other. He’s not going to 
mingle His strength with yours,  or  His wisdom with yours.  He will 
have all the glory. You need these humbling things, to put you in the 
place where the blessing is to be obtained. You need these emptying 
things that you might be filled; these stripping things that you might be 
clothed; these things that make you nothing – as you sung in your hymn 
just now – that Jesus may be all in all. [180] “Who hath despised the 
day of small things?”
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Now we come to the spiritual side of it more closely. Because, dear 
friends, as we read in Isaiah 53, what a despising there was of the dear 
Saviour,  throughout  His  holy  life!  When  He  grew  up;  when  he 
eventually began to preach – “Is not this Jesus, the son of Joseph?” ‘Is 
not He the carpenter’s son?’ “Can there any good thing come out of 
Nazareth?” Oh, how they despised Him and “esteemed Him not,” and 
eventually nailed His dear hands and feet  to the cross, and crowned 
Him with thorns! All because they despised and “esteemed Him not.” It 
seemed such a small thing to them as He hung on that cross, in agonies 
and  blood.  Oh,  the  natural  sufferings  –  how  intense!  But  oh,  the 
spiritual ones – how much more! How those unbelieving Jews looked 
on! “If He be the King of Israel,  let Him now come down from the 
cross.” Oh, how they taunted Him! ‘This worm of a Man,’ they thought 
He was; despised; rejected. ‘We’ll soon be rid of Him now.’ Little did 
they know that  “the foolishness  of  God is  wiser  than  men;  and the 
weakness of God is stronger than men.” Not that God is foolish; indeed 
He is not. But sometimes His dealings seems foolish to us. They do. 
That very thing wherein God seems to be foolish in His dealings, you’ll 
prove,  dear  friends,  He is  wiser  in  it  than  you  are.  You will.  How 
foolish it seemed to those Jews that the Messiah should be crucified! It 
was foolishness to them; a stumbling block to them, and also to the 
Greeks:  “Unto  the  Jews  a  stumblingblock,  and  unto  the  Greeks 
foolishness;  But unto them which are called,  both Jews and Greeks, 
Christ the power of God, and the wisdom of God.”

So, friends, I want to ask you a question now. What is your view of 
the dear Saviour in His weakness? I know that one day – I hope some 
of us and I hope all of us, if it be God’s purpose so to be, and may 
grace bring it to pass, as only grace can –  we trust to see Him face to 
face and crown Him Lord of all. But, dear friends, what is your view of 
Him in His weakness? In His low estate? In His humiliation? What do 
you feel when you see Him spat upon, mocked and railed upon? We 
see Him in Gethsemene’s garden – even before they laid their hands on 
Him – prostrate in the garden; sweating blood. An intolerable, invisible 
load,  pressing His holy soul down to the ground; is this  the Son of 
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God? Is this the Maker of heaven and earth? Is this your Creator? Is 
this the Son of God? Is this your God? Yes, He is. Yes!

“Behold a scene of matchless grace,
 ’Tis Jesus in the sinner’s place;
 Heaven’s brightest Glory sunk in shame,
 That rebels might adore His name.”

W. Gadsby

He “made Himself  of no reputation.” I’ll pause there a moment. 
How  we  cling  to  our  reputation,  don’t  we?  When  a  quarrel  starts 
between people, they are always ready to justify themselves. You know 
it – you children at home – don’t you? Arguing – ‘I’m right!’ What 
great lengths people will go to, (and not just young people, either, older 
people,  too),  to  justify  themselves.  He “made  Himself  of  no 
reputation.” “As a sheep before her shearers is dumb, so He openeth 
not His mouth.” He could have done. If ever a Man could have justified 
Himself, the dear Lamb of God could have done. But He didn’t. And 
why did He not, sinner? That silence was because of your sin, child of 
God. The Guiltless One had the imputed guilt of the Church laid upon 
His holy person. He stood there as the sinners’ Surety; for their sake. 
Silent. What a silence! “He opened not His mouth.” He took the cup 
His Father gave Him to drink, silently, lovingly, and drank it to its very 
dregs; goes to the cross, bleeds there between two thieves. Could He 
sink lower?  Could  He sink lower in  men’s  estimation?  Look at  the 
company  on  His  death  bed,  (if  you  may  call  it  a  death  bed).  Two 
robbers who had spent their whole life defying God and man – that was 
His company. “Numbered with the transgressors,” as He bore the sin of 
many. Blessed be God, one of them was called by grace; a trophy of 
redeeming love. And yet, here we find, as the good hymnwriter puts it:

“Here it is I find my heaven,
While upon the Lamb I gaze;

  Love I much? I’ve much forgiven;
I’m a miracle of grace.”

J. Allen & W. Shirley
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To think the Lamb of God should stoop so low that sinners, such as you 
and I, might have their sins forgiven; blotted out; cast behind His back 
for ever; the penalty paid; the debt cleared. Oh, what love!

“On such love, my soul, still ponder,
Love so great, so rich, so free;

  Say, whilst lost in holy wonder,
Why, O Lord, such love to me?”

J. Kent

Love, through blood. The very last time I spoke to the late Mr Stanley 
Cooper, deacon at Uffington, in the vestry, only a few days before he 
died (and he died very suddenly,  he wasn’t expecting to pass away,) 
but, as he sat in the vestry chair (and his conversation in the vestry was 
always good), he said: “Do you know, I have been thinking today of the 
blood of Christ. The more I thought about it, I could see love in every 
drop.” He said: “I could see that the blood of Christ was the love of 
Christ.” It wasn’t long before he saw the dear Lamb of God face to 
face. But that’s what it is. The blood of Christ is the love of Christ; the 
love  of  God  –  God  the  Father,  who  laid  His  chastening  hand,  His 
vengeful hand on His dear Son, that from that smitten rock might flow 
forth the blood and the water to cleanse the Church. But there’s love in 
every drop of it, and not an atom of vengeance left to those who, by 
God’s grace, are led to believe.

“His word is this (poor sinners, hear);
  “Believe on Me, and banish fear;
  Cease from your own works, bad or good,
  And wash your garments in My blood.”

J.Hart

You won’t despise that dear Jesus then – you’ll love Him, and you’ll 
bless His holy name that He stooped so low to reach you, the vilest of 
all wretches, the most unclean of all sinners, the most undeserving of 
all  rebels  that  ever  walked  the  face  of  this  earth.  And  I  am  not 
exaggerating  – that’s  how you’ll  feel  when that  blood touches  your 
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conscience. May it do so, friend. It’s what you need, and it’s what I 
need – the application.

“Who hath despised the day of small things?” And it comes to the 
present day, doesn’t it? In the strange, mysterious providence of God, 
He has ordained sinners to preach the gospel. I don’t stand before you 
here as a perfect man, and certainly not as a perfect pastor – I deeply 
feel that. You have got a sinner preaching to sinners this morning. And 
perhaps, in your heart, some of you say: ‘Well, we can see that.’ And 
perhaps you despise the means God is using.  I leave that between you 
and the  Lord.  But  do  remember,  dear  friends,  whose  gospel  you’re 
despising. You’ve got a poor preacher,  I know, and a poor pastor, I 
know. And I mean that.  That’s  not mock humility.  I wish we could 
preach better and pastor better. But friends, there’s nothing wrong with 
the gospel; nothing wrong with the Word of God; nothing wrong with 
the dear Saviour who we try to set  before you;  nothing wrong with 
those truths of free and sovereign grace that alone save the sinner. Are 
you  despising  them? “Who hath despised the  day of  small  things?” 
Beware of despising the gospel ministry. I remember, in my early days, 
I did that very thing. There was one minister  who used to preach at 
Southill – I despised him. I thought he couldn’t preach. But you know, 
dear friends, there came a day when I was such a sinner, and needing 
such a Saviour,  that  was the very man the Lord used to reveal  that 
Saviour to me. I felt very differently after that. “Who hath despised the 
day of small things?” Are they real? That’s what matters. A real prayer, 
given by God the Holy Ghost, in your heart – don’t despise it. It may be 
a small one; it may be an oft repeated one. You may think the Lord is 
weary of hearing you pray. He’s not, friend. He gave it to you. That one 
promise  He’s  given  you,  perhaps  it  is  your  only  hope;  your  only 
anchor. Don’t despise it.

And don’t despise the dear people of God. Ruth didn’t. “Thy people 
shall be my people.” They may be “an afflicted and poor people.” The 
Word of God says they will be. But:
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“With them numbered may I be,
  Now, and through eternity.”

J. Humphreys

“Who hath despised the day of small things?” Oh, may God teach 
us,  then,  to  esteem that  which  God esteems!  You read  in  this  very 
chapter God’s esteem for the Church in her low estate. He looks on her 
as “a candlestick all of gold.” – precious metal. God loves His Church 
in  her  low  estate  as  much  as  when  she  prospers.  His  love  hasn’t 
diminished. And even in the day we live in (we live in a dreadful day; 
the Church has rarely been so low as it is in our day) yet God’s love for 
His  Church  is  undiminished.  What  we  need  is  what  happened  in 
Zerubbabel’s day – for those two ‘sons of oil’ to empty their holy oil 
into the candlestick and cause it to burn again with life and with love. 
Then there’ll be prosperity. “And who is sufficient for these things?” 
“Our sufficiency is of God.” That’s true in the pulpit; it’s true in the 
pew; it’s true in your home. It’s true of parents, and employers  and 
employees. “Who is sufficient for these things?” Zerubbabel’s God is 
your God; and Zerubbabel’s promise is your promise, and Zerubbabel’s 
end is your end. “Grace, grace unto it.”

Amen
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