to know the blessed
Lord as my Savior.
Don’t you think
I ought to praise
Him?”
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“Verily,
verily, I say
unto you, He
that heareth My
word, and believeth
on Him that sent Me, hath everlasting life, and shall not come
into condemnation; but is passed
from death unto life” (John 5:24).
To find out more...
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For God so loved the world, that he
gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life. John 3:16
For my thoughts are not your thoughts,
neither are your ways my ways, saith the
Lord. For as the heavens are higher than
the earth, so are my ways higher than
your ways, and my thoughts than your
thoughts. Isaiah 55:8-9 “But God commendeth his love toward us, in that, while
we were yet sinners, Christ died for us.”
Romans 5:8 I am crucified with Christ:
nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ
liveth in me: and the life which I now live
in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of
God, who loved me, and gave himself for
me. Galatians 2:20 But God, who is rich
in mercy, for his great love wherewith he
loved us, Even when we were dead in sins,
hath quickened us together with Christ,
(by grace ye are saved;) Ephesians 2:4-5
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Often a long-forgotten sacred song learned in childhood

is recalled years later and used of
God to bring a lost soul to Christ. Little
is much when God is in it! The mighty power
of the simple truth contained in Anna B. Warner’s “Jesus loves me,” is shown in the following
true story— the personally related experience
of “a woman that was a sinner.”
She told it to the preacher following a
gospel meeting during which he had noted the
rapt attention of the woman unknown to him,
and heard her irrepressible “Amen!”
“Why should I not praise Him, when He
has done so much for me?” she exclaimed.
“Oh, sir! you don’t know the depths from
which Christ has brought me. Let me tell you
my story.
“I had a good home; I had a good
husband and children; but the curse of
alcohol came on me and I became
its slave. I broke my husband’s
heart and our little home became
a place of shame. I sold our furniture to buy the cursed stuff.

In the early morning, when the men were on
the street, on their way to work, I would be
out begging from them for the same purpose.

“But one morning when the burning

thirst was consuming me I felt I would
go crazy. I had come to the end of everything.
Oh, how great is the mercy of our God! I don’t
know why, but the words of a children’s hymn I
had learned years ago when I was a little girl in
Sunday school came into my mind:
“Jesus loves me, this I know
For the Bible tells me so;
Little ones to Him belong,
They are weak, but He is strong.

“Sir, I flung myself on my knees and
bowed my head on a poor rickety chair left
from our once happy home, and prayed: “Oh,
Jesus, if there is a Jesus, take away from me
this awful thirst and curse. I can do

nothing to help myself. Help me to
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