
EVEN WHEN WE DO GOOD EVIL IS PRESENT 
 
Behold, I am vile. The best of men have sin still remaining in them. 
Now, I will tell you what this sin does to man. What does the sin 
which still remains in our hearts do?  
 
Experience will tell you that this sin exerts a checking power upon 
every good thing. You have felt, when you would do well that evil was 
present with you. Just like the chariot, which might go swiftly down 
the hill, you have had a clog put upon your wheels; or, like the bird 
that would mount towards heaven, you have found your sins, like the 
wires of a cage, preventing you soaring towards the Most High. You 
have bent your knee in prayer, but corruption has distracted your 
thoughts. You have attempted to sin, but you have felt "Hosanna’s 
languish on your tongue." Some insinuation of Satan has taken fire, 
like a spark in tinder, and well nigh smothered your soul with its 
abominable smoke. You would run in your holy duties with all 
alacrity; but the sin that doth so easily beset you entangles your feet, 
and when you would be nearing the goal, it trips you up, and down 
you fall, to your own dishonor and pain. You will find indwelling sin 
frequently retarding you the most, when you are most earnest. When 
you desire to be most alive to God, you will generally find sin most 
alive to repel you. The "evil heart of unbelief" puts itself straight in the 
road, and saith, "Thou shalt not come this way;" and when the souls 
says, "I will serve God, I will worship in his temple," the evil heart 
saith, "Get thee to Dan and Beersheba, and bow thyself before false 
gods, but thou shalt not approach Jerusalem; I will not suffer thee to 
behold the face of the Most High." You have often felt this to be the 
case: a cold hand has been placed upon your hot spirit when you have 
been full of devotion and prayer. And when you have had the wings of 
the dove, and thought you could flee away and be at rest, a clog has 
been put upon your feet, so that you could not mount. Now, that is 
one of the effects of indwelling sin. 
 
But indwelling sin does more than that: it not only prevents us from 
going forward, but at times even assails us, as well as seeks to 
obstruct us. It is not merely that I fight with indwelling sin; it is 
indwelling sin that sometimes makes an assault on me. You will 
notice, the Apostle says, "O, wretched man that I am, who shall 
deliver me from the body of this death?" Now, this proves that he was 



not attacking his sin, but that this sin was attacking him. I do not seek 
to be delivered from a man against whom I lead the attack: but it is 
the man who is opposing from whom I seek to be delivered. And so 
sometimes the sin that dwelleth in believers flies at us, like some foul 
tiger of the woods, or some demon, jealous of the celestial spirit 
within us. The evil nature rises up: it doth not only seek to stop us in 
the way, but, like Amalek, it labors to destroy us and cut us off utterly. 
Did you ever feel, beloved, the attacks of inbred sin? It may be, you 
have not: but if not, depend upon it you will. Before you get all the 
way to heaven, you will be attacked by sin. It will not be simply your 
driving out the Canaanite; but the Canaanite, with chariot of iron, will 
attempt to overcome you, to drive you out, to kill your spiritual 
nature, damp the flame of your piety, and crush the new life which 
God has implanted in you. 
 
The evil heart which still remaineth in the Christian doth always, 
when it is not attacking or obstructing, still reign and dwell within 
him. My heart is just as bad when no evil emanates from it, as when it 
is all over vileness in its external developments. A volcano is ever a 
volcano; even when it sleeps, trust it not. A lion is a lion, even though 
he play like a kid; and a serpent, is a serpent, even though you may 
stroke it while for a season it slumbers; there is still a venom in its 
sting when its azure scales invite the eye. My heart, even though for 
an hour, it may not have had an evil thought, is still evil. If it were 
possible that I could live for days without a single temptation from 
my own heart to sin, it would be still just as evil as it was before; and 
it is always either displaying its vileness, or else preparing for another 
display. It is either loading its cannon to shoot against us, or else it is 
positively at warfare with us. You may rest assured that the heart is 
never other than it originally was; the evil nature is still evil; and 
when there is no blaze, it is heaping up the wood, wherewith it is to 
blaze another day. It is gathering up from my joys, from my 
devotions, from my holiness, and from all I do, some materials to 
attack me at some future period. The evil nature is only evil and that 
continually, without the slightest mitigation or element of good. The 
new nature must always wrestle and fight with it; and when the two 
natures are not wrestling and fighting, there is no truce between 
them. When they are not in conflict, still they are foes. We must not 
trust our heart at any time; even when it speaks most fair, we must 



call it liar; and when it pretends to the most good, still we must 
remember its nature, for it is evil, and that continually. 
 
The doings of indwelling sin I will not mention at length: but it is 
sufficient to let you recognize some of your own experience, that you 
may see that it is in keeping with that of the children of God, for that 
you may be as perfect as Job, and yet say, "Behold, I am vile." 


