Grace Darling - a Devotion for 1 June 2018, Anno Domini

HEN shall the King say unto them on his right hand, Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit

the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world: 35 For I was an hungred, and

ye gave me meat: I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink: I was a stranger, and ye took me
in: 36 Naked, and ye clothed me: I was sick, and ye visited me: I was in prison, and ye came unto
me. 37 Then shall the righteous answer him, saying, Lord, when saw we thee an hungred, and
fed thee? or thirsty, and gave thee drink? 38 When saw we thee a stranger, and took thee in? or
naked, and clothed thee? 39 Or when saw we thee sick, or in prison, and came unto thee?40 And
the King shall answer and say unto them, Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me. 41 Then shall he say also unto them
on the left hand, Depart from me, ye cursed, into everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his
angels: 42 For I was an hungred, and ye gave me no meat: 1 was thirsty, and ye gave me no
drink: 43 I was a stranger, and ye took me not in: naked, and ye clothed me not: sick, and in prison,
and ye visited me not. 44 Then shall they also answer him, saying, Lord, when saw we thee an
hungred, or athirst, or a stranger, or naked, or sick, or in prison, and did not minister unto
thee? 45 Then shall he answer them, saying, Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye did it not to
one of the least of these, ye did it not to me. 46 And these shall go away into everlasting
punishment: but the righteous into life eternal. (Matt 25:34-46)

Here is another true story (such as was Hatteras Joe) recorded by James Baldwin

in his elementary school readers. It reminds us of the need for courage in sacrificing for
others — not so harmful a lesson for the young.
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Note

Grace Horsley Darling was an English lighthouse keeper's daughter, famed for
participating in the rescue of survivors from the shipwrecked Forfarshire in 1838. The
paddlesteamer ran aground on the Farne Islands off the coast of Northumberland in
northeast England; nine members of her crew were saved. (Bishop Ogles)

Grace Darling
It was a dark September morning. There was a storm at sea. A ship had been

driven on a low rock off the shores of the Farne Islands. It had been broken in two by the
waves, and half of it had been washed away. The other half lay yet on the rock, and those
of the crew who were still alive were clinging to it. But the waves were dashing over it,
and in a little while it too would be carried to the bottom.

Could anyone save the poor, half-drowned men who were there?

On one of the islands was a light-house; and there, all through that stormy night,
Grace Darling had listened to the storm.

Grace was the daughter of the light-house keeper, and she had lived by the sea as
long as she could remember.

In the darkness of the night, above the noise of the winds and waves, she heard
screams and wild cries. When day-light came, she could see the wreck, a mile away, with
the angry waters all around it. She could see the men clinging to the masts.

"We must try to save them!" she cried. "Let us go out in the boat at once!"
"It is of no use, Grace," said her father. "We cannot reach them."
He was an old man, and he knew the force of the mighty waves.

"We cannot stay here and see them die," said Grace. "We must at least try to save
them."

Her father could not say, "No."

In a few minutes they were ready. They set off in the heavy lighthouse boat. Grace
pulled one oar, and her father the other, and they made straight toward the wreck. But it
was hard rowing against such a sea, and it seemed as though they would never reach the
place.

At last they were close to the rock, and now they were in greater danger than
before. The fierce waves broke against the boat, and it would have been dashed in pieces,
had it not been for the strength and skill of the brave girl.

But after many trials, Grace's father climbed upon the wreck, while Grace herself
held the boat.

Then one by one the worn-out crew were helped on board. It was all that the girl
could do to keep the frail boat from being drifted away, or broken upon the sharp edges
of the rock.

Then her father clambered back into his place. Strong hands grasped the oars, and
by and by all were safe in the lighthouse. There Grace proved to be no less tender as a
nurse than she had been brave as a sailor. She cared most kindly for the ship-wrecked



men until the storm had died away and they were strong enough to go to their own
homes.

All this happened a long time ago, but the name of Grace Darling will never be
forgotten. She lies buried now in a little churchyard by the sea, not far from her old home.
Every year many people go there to see her grave; and there a monument has been placed
in honor of the brave girl. It is not a large monument, but it is one that speaks of the noble
deed which made Grace Darling famous. It is a figure carved in stone of a woman lying
at rest, with a boat's oar held fast in her right hand.



