“Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God”
Jonathan Edwards

So that thus it is, that natural men are held in the hand of God over the pit of hell; they have deserved
the fiery pit, and are already sentenced to it; and God is dreadfully provoked, his anger is as great
towards them as to those that are actually suffering the executions of the fierceness of his wrath in hell,
and they have done nothing in the least to appease or abate that anger, neither is God in the least bound
by any promise to hold them up one moment; the devil is waiting for them, hell is gaping for them, the
flames gather and flash about them, and would fain lay hold on them, and swallow them up; the fire
pent up in their own hearts is struggling to break out; and they have no interest in any mediator, there
are no means within reach that can be any security to them. In short, they have no refuge, nothing to
take hold of, all that preserves them every moment is the mere arbitrary will, and uncovenanted,
unobliged forbearance of an incensed God.

The Use may be of Awakening to unconverted persons in this congregation. This that you have heard is
the case of everyone of you that are out of Christ. That world of misery, that lake of burning brimstone is
extended abroad under you. There is the dreadful pit of the glowing flames of the wrath of God; there is
hell's wide gaping mouth open; and you have nothing to stand upon, nor anything to take hold of: there
is nothing between you and hell but the air; 'tis only the power and mere pleasure of God that holds you

up.

You probably are not sensible of this; you find you are kept out of hell, but don't see the hand of God in
it, but look at other things, as the good state of your bodily constitution, your care of your own life, and
the means you use for your own preservation. But indeed these things are nothing; if God should
withdraw his hand, they would avail no more to keep you from falling, than the thin air to hold up a
person that is suspended in it.

Your wickedness makes you as it were heavy as lead, and to tend downwards with great weight and
pressure towards hell; and if God should let you go, you would immediately sink and swiftly descend and
plunge into the bottomless gulf, and your healthy constitution, and your own care and prudence, and
best contrivance, and all your righteousness, would have no more influence to uphold you and keep you
out of hell, than a spider's web would have to stop a falling rock.

The bow of God's wrath is bent, and the arrow made ready on the string, and Justice bends the arrow at
your heart, and strains the bow, and it is nothing but the mere pleasure of God, and that of an angry
God, without any promise or obligation at all, that keeps the arrow one moment from being made drunk
with your blood.

Thus are all you that never passed under a great change of heart, by the mighty power of the Spirit of
God upon your souls; all that were never born again, and made new creatures, and raised from being
dead in sin, to a state of new, and before altogether unexperienced light and life (however you may have
reformed your life in many things, and may have had religious affections, and may keep up a form of
religion in your families and closets, and in the house of God, and may be strict in it), you are thus in the



hands of an angry God; 'tis nothing but his mere pleasure that keeps you from being this moment
swallowed up in everlasting destruction.

O sinner! Consider the fearful danger you are in: 'tis a great furnace of wrath, a wide and bottomless pit,
full of the fire of wrath, that you are held over in the hand of that God, whose wrath is provoked and
incensed as much against you as against many of the damned in hell; you hang by a slender thread, with
the flames of divine wrath flashing about it, and ready every moment to singe it, and burn it asunder;
and you have no interest in any mediator, and nothing to lay hold of to save yourself, nothing to keep off
the flames of wrath, nothing of your own, nothing that you ever have done, nothing that you can do, to
induce God to spare you one moment.

If we knew that there was one person, and but one, in the whole congregation that was to be the subject
of this misery, what an awful thing would it be to think of! If we knew who it was, what an awful sight
would it be to see such a person! How might all the rest of the congregation lift up a lamentable and
bitter cry over him! But alas! instead of one, how many is it likely will remember this discourse in hell?
And it would be a wonder if some that are now present, should not be in hell in a very short time, before
this year is out. And it would be no wonder if some person that now sits here in some seat of this
meeting house in health, and quiet and secure, should be there before tomorrow morning, but here you
are in the land of the living, and in the house of God, and have an opportunity to obtain salvation. What
would not those poor damned, hopeless souls give for one day's such opportunity as you now enjoy!

And now you have an extraordinary opportunity, a day wherein Christ has flung the door of mercy wide
open, and stands in the door calling and crying with a loud voice to poor sinners; a day wherein many are
flocking to him, and pressing into the kingdom of God; many are daily coming from the east, west, north
and south; many that were very lately in the same miserable condition that you are in, are in now an
happy state, with their hearts filled with love to him that has loved them and washed them from their
sins in his own blood, and rejoicing in hope of the glory of God. How awful is it to be left behind at such a
day! To see so many others feasting, while you are pining and perishing! To see so many rejoicing and
singing for joy of heart, while you have cause to mourn for sorrow of heart, and howl for vexation of
spirit! How can you rest one moment in such a condition?

Therefore let everyone that is out of Christ, now awake and fly from the wrath to come. The wrath of
almighty God is now undoubtedly hanging over a great part of this congregation: let everyone fly out of
Sodom. Haste and escape for your lives, look not behind you, escape to the mountain, lest you be
consumed.



