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Excerpts from Unspoken Sermons, First Series 
George MacDonald 

 
George MacDonald (1825-1905) was a pastor and a writer of fiction and non-fiction. C.S. Lewis admitted being 
strongly influenced by him. MacDonald believed that God will ultimately save ALL mankind, and he made many 
very open statements to this effect in his writings. The following are excerpts from his “Unspoken Sermons, First 
Series.” 
 
“The Consuming Fire” 
If the man resists the burning of God, the consuming fire of Love, a terrible doom awaits him, and its day will 
come. He shall be cast into the outer darkness who hates the fire of God. What sick dismay shall then seize upon 
him! For let a man think and care ever so little about God, he does not therefore exist without God. God is here with 
him, upholding, warming, delighting, teaching him—making life a good thing to him. God gives him himself, 
though he knows it not. But when God withdraws from a man as far as that can be without the man's ceasing to be; 
when the man feels himself abandoned, hanging in a ceaseless vertigo of existence upon the verge of the gulf of his 
being, without support, without refuge, without aim, without end—for the soul has no weapons wherewith to 
destroy herself—with no inbreathing of joy, with nothing to make life good;—then will he listen in agony for the 
faintest sound of life from the closed door; then, if the moan of suffering humanity ever reaches the ear of the 
outcast of darkness, he will be ready to rush into the very heart of the Consuming Fire to know life once more, to 
change this terror of sick negation, of unspeakable death, for that region of painful hope. Imagination cannot 
mislead us into too much horror of being without God—that one living death. Is not this 
 
 to be worse than worst  
 Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts  
 Imagine howling? 
 
But with this divine difference: that the outer darkness is but the most dreadful form of the consuming fire—the fire 
without light—the darkness visible, the black flame. God hath withdrawn himself, but not lost his hold. His face is 
turned away, but his hand is laid upon him still. His heart has ceased to beat into the man's heart, but he keeps him 
alive by his fire. And that fire will go searching and burning on in him, as in the highest saint who is not yet pure as 
he is pure. 
 
But at length, O God, wilt thou not cast Death and Hell into the lake of Fire—even into thine own consuming self? 
Death shall then die everlastingly, 
 
          And Hell itself will pass away,  
          And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 
 
Then indeed wilt thou be all in all. For then our poor brothers and sisters, every one—O God, we trust in thee, the 
Consuming Fire—shall have been burnt clean and brought home. For if their moans, myriads of ages away, would 
turn heaven for us into hell—shall a man be more merciful than God? Shall, of all his glories, his mercy alone not 
be infinite? Shall a brother love a brother more than The Father loves a son?—more than The Brother Christ loves 
his brother? Would he not die yet again to save one brother more? 
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As for us, now will we come to thee, our Consuming Fire. And thou wilt not burn us more than we can bear. But 
thou wilt burn us. And although thou seem to slay us, yet will we trust in thee even for that which thou hast not 
spoken, if by any means at length we may attain unto the blessedness of those who have not seen and yet have 
believed. 
 
From “Love Thy Neighbor” 
On its battlements of safety, they will regard hell from afar, and say to each other, “Hark! Listen to their moans. But 
do not weep, for they are our neighbours no more.” St Paul would be wretched before the throne of God, if he 
thought there was one man beyond the pale of his mercy, and that as much for God's glory as for the man's sake. 
And what shall we say of the man Christ Jesus? Who, that loves his brother, would not, upheld by the love of 
Christ, and with a dim hope that in the far-off time there might be some help for him, arise from the company of the 
blessed, and walk down into the dismal regions of despair, to sit with the last, the only unredeemed, the Judas of his 
race, and be himself more blessed in the pains of hell, than in the glories of heaven? Who, in the midst of the 
golden harps and the white wings, knowing that one of his kind, one miserable brother in the old-world-time when 
men were taught to love their neighbour as themselves, was howling unheeded far below in the vaults of the 
creation, who, I say, would not feel that he must arise, that he had no choice, that, awful as it was, he must gird his 
loins, and go down into the smoke and the darkness and the fire, travelling the weary and fearful road into the far 
country to find his brother?—who, I mean, that had the mind of Christ, that had the love of the Father? 
But it is a wild question. God is, and shall be, All in all. Father of our brothers and sisters! thou wilt not be less 
glorious than we, taught of Christ, are able to think thee. When thou goest into the wilderness to seek, thou wilt not 
come home until thou hast found. It is because we hope not for them in thee, not knowing thee, not knowing thy 
love, that we are so hard and so heartless to the brothers and sisters whom thou hast given us. 
 
From “Love Thine Enemy” 
Yet a time will come when the Unchangeable will cease to forgive; when it will no more belong to his perfection to 
love his enemies; when he will look calmly, and have his children look calmly too, upon the ascending smoke of 
the everlasting torments of our strong brothers, our beautiful sisters! Nay, alas! the brothers are weak now; the 
sisters are ugly now! 
 
O brother, believe it not. “O Christ!” the redeemed would cry, “where art thou, our strong Jesus? Come, our grand 
brother. See the suffering brothers down below! See the tormented sisters! Come, Lord of Life! Monarch of 
Suffering! Redeem them. For us, we will go down into the burning, and see whether we cannot at least carry 
through the howling flames a drop of water to cool their tongues.” 
 
Believe it not, my brother, lest it quench forgiveness in thee, and thou be not forgiven, but go down with those thy 
brothers to the torment; whence, if God were not better than that phantom thou callest God, thou shouldst never 
come out; but whence assuredly thou shalt come out when thou hast paid the uttermost farthing; when thou hast 
learned of God in hell what thou didst refuse to learn of him upon the gentle-toned earth; what the sunshine and the 
rain could not teach thee, nor the sweet compunctions of the seasons, nor the stately visitings of the morn and the 
eventide, nor the human face divine, nor the word that was nigh thee in thy heart and in thy mouth—the story of 
Him who was mighty to save, because he was perfect in love. 
 
From “The God of the Living” 
“And wherefore should he not be so far the God of the dead, if during the time allotted to them here, he was the 
faithful God of the living?” What Godlike relation can the ever-living, life-giving, changeless God hold to creatures 
who partake not of his life, who have death at the very core of their being, are not worth their Maker's keeping 
alive? To let his creatures die would be to change, to abjure his Godhood, to cease to be that which he had made 
himself. If they are not worth keeping alive, then his creating is a poor thing, and he is not so great, nor so divine as 
even the poor thoughts of those his dying creatures have been able to imagine him. But our Lord says, “All live 
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unto him.” With Him death is not. Thy life sees our life, O Lord. All of whom all can be said, are present to thee. 
Thou thinkest about us, eternally more than we think about thee. The little life that burns within the body of this 
death, glows unquenchable in thy true-seeing eyes. If thou didst forget us for a moment then indeed death would be. 
But unto thee we live. The beloved pass from our sight, but they pass not from thine. This that we call death, is but 
a form in the eyes of men. It looks something final, an awful cessation, an utter change. It seems not probable that 
there is anything beyond. But if God could see us before we were, and make us after his ideal, that we shall have 
passed from the eyes of our friends can be no argument that he beholds us no longer. “All live unto Him.” Let the 
change be ever so great, ever so imposing; let the unseen life be ever so vague to our conception, it is not against 
reason to hope that God could see Abraham, after his Isaac had ceased to see him; saw Isaac after Jacob ceased to 
see him; saw Jacob after some of the Sadducees had begun to doubt whether there ever had been a Jacob at all. He 
remembers them; that is, he carries them in his mind: he of whom God thinks, lives. He takes to himself the name 
of Their God. The Living One cannot name himself after the dead; when the very Godhead lies in the giving of life. 
Therefore they must be alive. If he speaks of them, remembers his own loving thoughts of them, would he not have 
kept them alive if he could; and if he could not, how could he create them? Can it be an easier thing to call into life 
than to keep alive? 
 
 
A CD ROM including 47 of MacDonald’s books can be ordered from www.george-macdonald.com  
 

– Bob Evely - 
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