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When Apelles, the Greek painter,
was asked why he bestowed so
much labor upon his pictures, he

replied, “Because I am painting for eterni-
ty.” He used the word as a bold figure of
speech; but we may use the word literally
when we say that we are painting the pic-
tures of our lives for eternity. We use fast
colors. Whatever pure and holy word or
deed be wrought into that picture will stand
there, imperishable and immortal. Whatever
selfish or sinful thing be painted on that life-
canvas can never be washed out, except by
the application of the blood of Jesus here in
this present life. Now or never that precious
blood availeth. When death comes, the
process of painting stops! No strokes of pen-
itence or of faith can be added to it then. No
guilty spots can be washed out then. The
painting is finished, and finished for ever.

Death frames the picture, and sends it on
to the Judgment Day for exhibition. Not a
“private preview” before a select company,
but a public exhibition before an assembled
multitude whom no man can number. For
God will bring every word and every work
into judgment, whether it be good or
whether it be evil. The picture of out lives
which is presented before the “great white
throne” will be forever unchangeable. If the

canvas is adorned with deeds, however
humble, for the glory of God, then the life-
work will stand as an everlasting memorial
of Divine grace. If the life was only spent for
the gratification of sinful self, then the
wretched picture of it will only be held up to
“shame and everlasting contempt.”

We may desire most intensely to alter
the portraiture then, and to improve it, but
the pencil and the colours were left behind
us; the hand will have lost its cunning for
evermore. We may importunately beg and
beseech the righteous Judge to give us one
more opportunity. The irreversible answer
will be, “He that is unjust, let him be unjust
still; he that is filthy, let him be filthy still.
He that is righteous, let him be righteous
still; he that is holy let him be holy still.”
Seeing that these things are true, what man-
ner of persons ought we to be in all holy
conversation and godliness.

When the noble Russell was executed as
a martyr to freedom, he handed his watch to
a friend who stood beside him on the scaf-
fold. “Take this watch,” said he, “for I have
no more to do with time. My thoughts now
are only about eternity.” The utterance of
the dying martyr is a word in season for us
all. We pastors who are setting about the
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Master’s work anew may well take note of
the fact that we are preaching for eternity!
Let every parent who reads this paragraph
inquire of conscience, “Am I training up my
children not only for this world, but for the
world to come?” Let every man of business
ask himself whether he is only aiming to fill
a bag that is full of holes, or, as God’s stew-
ard, is laying up treasures in heaven? Young
friend, are you training yourself in self-
indulgence, or for the immortal crown?

Upon the walls of an institution in
Montreal, I saw this summer, this brief
line—“Nothing is long except eternity.”
That was a motto for every pastor’s study,
and for the walls of every dwelling. Let us
all write it up before us on the arch of the
heavens. “Nothing is worth living for but
eternity.”

Let the clanging bells of time
With their changes rise and fall!

But in undertones sublime—
Sounding deep beyond them all—

Is a voice that must be heard,
As our moments onward flee,
And it speaketh but this word

‘Eternity! Eternity!’


