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PREFACE

The booklet that you hold in your hands is truly a treasure 

comparable to a valuable diamond. Many people are 

familiar with the beauty, the value, and the shimmer of a 

diamond, but many people are unaware of the grueling 

process that the stone undergoes in order to become 

presentable. The stone goes through many years of 

unbearable pressure bearing down upon it, and then 

refinement after it has been mined. 

Many are familiar with the legacy of the Prince of 

Preachers. Many have come across his sermons, and have

been greatly edified by them. Many have come across his 

words penned in the Sword and Trowel, and have 

recommended them to friends and family. But, what many 

don't know is that Spurgeon's own life was comparable to 

the life of a diamond. We see the presentable legacy that 

was left for the glory of God, but what we miss is that the 

great Victorian Baptist's life was marked by seasons of 

great pressure, depression, and refinement. 

In this work, Spurgeon sheds light on many of his own 

Fainting Fits as a minister and prepares those who would 

follow in his footsteps for a life of refinement. 
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Many of the things that Spurgeon discusses here are 

things that I've experienced in my own life as a minister. I 

have been through seasons of Fainting Fits. 

Seasons marked by pressure, depression, and refinement. 

And, to my surprise, I have found that this is the story with 

many of God's ministers. It is a commonality that we share.

This book is for those brothers. It is my prayer that what 

the Prince of Preachers says in this work is a salve for your 

soul in the way that it was mine, and that you are 

reminded that when you go through seasons of 

refinement, you are in good company. We're all a little 

mad here, and that's okay.  

In this work, I have only edited some of the punctuation, 

updated archaic spellings, and edited some of the 

wordiness of sentences to make them more readable. 

Other than those things, that's it. I pray that you are 

encouraged by this work and that you would pass it on to 

others who are need of encouragement.  

- Josh Robinson, Pastor of New Haven Church
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THE MINISTERS 

FAINTING FITS

As it is recorded that David, in the heat of battle, waxed 

faint, so may it be written of all the servants of the Lord. 

Fits of depression come over the most of us. Usually 

cheerful as we may be, we must at intervals be cast 

down. The strong are not always vigorous, the wise not 

always ready, the brave not always courageous, and the 

joyous not always happy. There may be here and there 

men of iron, to whom wear and tear work no perceptible 

detriment, but surely the rust frets even these; and as for 

ordinary men, the Lord knows, and makes them to know, 

that they are but dust. 

Knowing by most painful experience what deep 

depression of spirit means, being visited therewith at 

seasons by no means few or far between, I thought it 

might be consolatory to some of my brethren if I gave my 

thoughts thereon, that younger men might not fancy that 

some strange thing had happened to them when they 

became for a season possessed by melancholy; and that 

sadder men might know that one upon whom the sun has 

shone right joyously did not always walk in the light.
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It is not necessary by quotations from the biographies of 

eminent ministers to prove that seasons of fearful 

prostration have fallen to the lot of most, if not all of 

them. The life of Luther might suffice to give a thousand 

instances, and he was by no means of the weaker sort. His 

great spirit was often in the seventh heaven of exultation, 

and as frequently on the borders of despair. His very death

bed was not free from tempests, and he sobbed himself 

into his last sleep like a greatly wearied child. Instead of 

multiplying cases, let us dwell upon the reasons why these 

things are permitted; why it is that the children of light 

sometimes walk in the thick darkness; why the heralds of

the daybreak find themselves at times in tenfold night 

Is it not first that they are men? Being men, they are 

compassed with infirmity, and heirs of sorrow. Well said 

the wise man in the Apocrypha, “Great travail is created 

for all men, and a heavy yoke on the sons of Adam, from 

the day that they go out of their mother’s womb unto that 

day that they return to the mother of all things — namely, 

their thoughts and fear of their hearts, and their 

imagination of things that they wail for, and the day of 

death. From him that sitteth in the glorious throne, to him 

that sitteth beneath in the earth and ashes; from him that 

is clothed in blue silk, and weareth a crown, to him that is 

clothed in simple linen — wrath, envy, trouble, and 

unquietness, and fear of death and rigor, and such things 

come to both man and beast, but sevenfold to the 

ungodly.”  
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Grace guards us against much of this, but because we 

have not more of grace we still suffer even from ills 

preventable. Even under the economy of redemption it is 

most clear that we are to endure infirmities, otherwise 

there were no need of the promised Spirit to help us in 

them. It is of need be that we are sometimes in heaviness. 

Good men are promised tribulation in this world, and 

ministers may expect a larger share than others, that they 

may learn sympathy with the Lord’s suffering people, and 

so may be fitting shepherds of an ailing flock. 

Disembodied spirits might have been sent to proclaim the 

word, but they could not have entered into the feelings of 

those who, being in this body, do groan, being burdened; 

angels might have been ordained evangelists, but their 

celestial attributes would have disqualified them from 

having compassion on the ignorant; men of marble might 

have been fashioned, but their impassive natures would 

have been a sarcasm upon our feebleness and a mockery 

of our wants. Men, and men subject to human passions, 

the all-wise God has chosen to be his vessels of grace; 

hence these tears, hence these perplexities and castings 

down. 

Moreover, most of us are in some way or other unsound 

physically. Here and there we meet with an old man who 

could not remember that ever he was laid aside for a day, 

but the great mass of us labor under some form or other 

of infirmity, either in body or mind.  
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Certain bodily maladies, especially those connected with 

the digestive organs, the liver, and the spleen, are the 

fruitful fountains of despondency; and, let a man strive as 

he may against their influence, there will be hours and 

circumstances in which they will for awhile overcome him. 

As to mental maladies, is any man altogether sane? Are 

we not all a little off the balance? Some minds appear 

to have a gloomy tinge essential to their very individuality; 

of them, it may be said, “Melancholy marked them for her 

own;” fine minds withal, and ruled by noblest principles, 

but yet most prone to forget the silver lining, and to 

remember only the cloud. Such men may sing with the old 

poet, 

“Our hearts are broken, our harps unstringed be, 

Our only music’s sighs and groans, 

Our songs are to the tune of lachrymae, 

We’re fretted all to skin and bones.” 

These infirmities may be no detriment to a man’s career of 

special usefulness; they may even have been imposed 

upon him by divine wisdom as necessary qualifications for 

his peculiar course of service. Some plants owe their 

medicinal qualities to the marsh in which they grow; others 

to the shades in which alone they flourish. There are 

precious fruits put forth by the moon as well as by the 

sun.  Boats need ballast as well as sail; a drag on 

the carriage-wheel is no hindrance when the road runs 

downhill.  
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Pain has, probably, in some cases developed genius; 

hunting out the soul which otherwise might have slept like 

a lion in its den. Had it not been for the broken wing, some 

might have lost themselves in the clouds, some even of 

those choice doves who now bear the olive-branch in their 

mouths and show the way to the ark. But where in body 

and mind there are predisposing causes to lowness of 

spirit, it is no marvel if in dark moments the heart 

succumbs to them; the wonder in many cases is — and if 

inner lives could be written, men would see it so — how 

some ministers keep at their work at all and still wear a 

smile upon their countenances. Grace has its triumphs still, 

and patience has its martyrs; martyrs none the less to he 

honored because the flames kindle about their spirits 

rather than their bodies, and their burning is unseen of 

human eyes. The ministries of Jeremiahs are as acceptable 

as those of Isaiah, and even the sullen Jonah is a true 

prophet of the Lord, as Nineveh felt full well. 

Despise not the lame, for it is written that they take the 

prey; but honor those who, being faint, are yet pursuing. 

The tender-eyed Leah was more fruitful than the beautiful 

Rachel, and the griefs of Hannah were more divine than 

the boastings of Peninnah. “Blessed are they that mourn,” 

said the Man of Sorrows, and let none account them 

otherwise when their tears are salted with grace. We 

have the treasure of the gospel in earthen vessels, and if 

there be a flaw in the vessel here and there, let none 

wonder. 
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