
Growing 
Stronger, 
No. 6: The Worst and the Best “He knew what 

was in man ” 
(John 2:25 KJV).

The rosebush does not 
hide the refuse-heap. 

Moira used to be 
my friend, but I 

don’t understand 
why she ignores 

me now...

Verily I say  
unto you, that 

one of you shall 
betray me. 

The stage play 
of piety does 
not conceal 
the life behind 
the scenes. 

Maybe she’s 
jealous, 
Patricia?

Our Lord has 
always known 
what is in every 

person. 

Everything is 
transparent 

to Him. 



Here, at any rate, 
all camouflage is 
useless. 

He knows all about our 
most private rooms. 

There they go 
again, Talking 
about how 

pretty Patricia 
is...

He sees the dark thoughts that 
have not yet found words. 

We have no secret 
corners to Him. 

He sees the petty 
jealousies, 
discontent, and 
meanness. 

Such lovely 
hair!

Envy
Malice
Gossip
Vanity
Deceit
Greed

As if she 
doesn’t know 

already. I 
wish she’d get 
fat and ugly.



The Lord knows all about us.
The Lord certainly knows my worst, and 
yet He has the best hopes for me. 

That is one 
of the most 

wonderful of 
all wonderful 

things! 

We are glasshouses, and 
everything is manifest. 

On the 
other hand, 
it should 
fill us with 
inspiration. 

Thou, God, 
seest me!

Really?

For I know the 
thoughts that I 

think toward you, 
thoughts of peace, 
and not of evil...

On the one 
hand, this 
should fill 
us with holy 
fear: 



Sorry about  
the poor turnout 
last night, Moira. 

Although you were 
brilliant!

Aye. But you’re not 
seriously thinking 

of a future in 
dancing, are you?

And so it is that they who see my 
best days, my prepared moments, 
are not very enthusiastic in their 
predictions of the marvelous 
future that await me. 

My best is only blind and lame, and 
it does not offer much promise of 
anything very splendid to come. 

He who knows my worst 
has more hope for me than 
they who know my best.

I promise you Moira, 
that as you walk in 

love, I will use your 
precious gift to 

delight many...

But Jesus, No 
one seems to be 

interested.



He knows it 
all, every item 
I hope to hide 
from Him. 

Not a sin has 
slipped by 
unnoticed. 

Not a bit of 
dirt has been 
overlooked. 

And having seen 
the worst, He 
amazes me when 
He seeks me out. 

I am so 
sorry, 

Jesus! please 
forgive me. 

...Let’s 
have a meal 
together.

that where I 
am there ye 
may be also. 

I forgive 
you, Moira. 

Come...

Not a thing has escaped Him. 

But the Saviour sees my very worst. 



This wonderfully hopeful way of looking at the worst is born of His unspeakable love. 
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For it is one of the crowning distinctions 
of love that her sight is not only clear 
insight but also radiant foresight. 

But better than 
all else is this—

I need to 
talk to 

Patricia...

Remember, 
Moira, that I 
envy not...

I am so 
glad we are 

friends again, 
Patricia.

Me too, 
Moira.

He who sees my 
worst still has 

saved me through His 
redeeming sacrifice. 

It is 
finished.

Love is Omega 
as well as 
Alpha, and she 
sees the shining 
end from the 
dull beginning. 
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