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CREATION’S GROANS AND THE
SAINTS” SIGHS.

NO. 788

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, JANUARY 5TH, 1868,

BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“We know that the whole creation groaneth and travaileth in pain
together until now. And not only they, but ourselves also, which
have the first-fruits of the Spirit, even we ourselves groan within
ourselves, waiting for the adoption, to wit, the redemption of our
body.”-Romans 8:22, 23.

MY venerable friend, who, on the first Sabbath of the year, always sends
me a text to preach from, has on this occasion selected one which it is very
far from easy to handle. The more I have read it, the more certainly have I
come to the conclusion that this is one of the things in Paul’s epistles to
which Peter referred when he said, “Wherein are some things hard to be
understood.” However, dear friends, we have often found that the nuts
which are hardest to crack have the sweetest kernels, and when the bone
seems as if it could never be broken, the richest marrow has been found
within. So it may by possibility be this morning; so it will be if the Spirit of
God shall be our instructor, and fulfill his gracious promise to “lead us into
all truth.”

The whole creation is fair and beautiful even in its present condition. I have
no sort of sympathy with those who cannot enjoy the beauties of nature.
Climbing the lofty Alps, or wandering through the charming valley,
skimming the blue sea, or traversing the verdant forest, we have felt that
this world, however desecrated by sin, was evidently built to be a temple of
God, and the grandeur and the glory of it plainly declare that “the earth is
the Lord’s and the fullness thereof.” Like the marvelous structures of
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Palmyra of Baalbek, in the far off east, the earth in ruins reveals a
magnificence which betokens aroyal founder, and an extraordinary
purpose. Creation glows with a thousand beauties, even in its present fallen
condition; yet clearly enough it is not as when it came from the Maker’s
hand-the slime of the serpent is on it all-this is not the world which God
pronounced to be “very good.” We hear of tornadoes, of earthquakes, of
tempests, of volcanoes, of avalanches, and of the sea which devoureth its
thousands: there is sorrow on the sea, and there is misery on the land; and
into the highest palaces as well as the poorest cottages, death, the
insatiable, is shooting his arrows, while his quiver is still full to bursting
with future woes. It is a sad, sad world. The curse has fallen on it since the
fall, and thorns and thistles it bringeth forth, not from its soil alone, but
from all that comes of it. Earth wears upon her brow, like Cain of old, the
brand of transgression. Sad would it be to our thoughts if it were always to
be so. If there were no future to this world as well as to ourselves, we
might be glad to escape from it, counting it to be nothing better than a
huge penal colony, from which it would be a thousand mercies for both
body and soul to be emancipated. At this present time, the groaning and
travailing which are general throughout creation, are deeply felt among the
sons of men. The dreariest thing you can read is the newspaper. I heard of
one who sat up at the end of last year to groan last year out; it was ill
done, but in truth it was a year of groaning, and the present one opens and
turbulence and distress. We heard of abundant harvests, but we soon
discovered that they were all a dream, and that there would be scant in the
worker’s cottage. And now, what with strifes between men and masters,
which are banishing trade from England, and what with political
convulsions, which unhinge everything, the vessel of the state is drifting
fast to the shallows. May God in mercy put his hand to the helm of the
ship, and steer her safely. There is a general wail among nations and
peoples. You can hear it in the streets of the city. The Lord reigneth, or we
might lament right bitterly.

The apostle tells us that not only is there a groan from creation, but this is
shared in by God’s people. We shall notice in our text, first, whereunto the
saints have already attained; secondly, wherein we are deficient; and
thirdly, what is the state of mind of the saints in regard to the whole of the
matter.

I. WHEREUNTO THE SAINTS HAVE ATTAINED.
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We were once an undistinguished part of the creation, subject to the same
curse as the rest of the world, “heirs of wrath, even as others.” But
distinguishing grace has made a difference where no difference naturally
was; we are now no longer treated as criminals condemned, but as children
and heirs of God. We have received a divine life, by which we are made
partakers of the divine nature, having “escaped the corruption, which is in
the world through lust.” The Spirit of God has come unto us so that our
“bodies are the temples of the Holy Ghost.” God dwelleth in us, and we
are one with Christ. We have at this present moment in us certain priceless
things, which distinguish us as believers in Christ from all the rest of God’s
creatures. “We have,” says the text, not “we hope and trust sometimes we
have,” nor yet “possibly we may have,” but “we have, we know we have,
we are sure we have.” Believing in Jesus, we speak confidently, we have
unspeakable blessings given to us by the Father of spirits. Not we shall
have, but we have. True, many things are yet in the future, but even at this
present moment, we have obtained an inheritance; we have already in our
possession a heritage divine, which is the beginning of our eternal portion.
This is called “the first-fruits of the Spirit,” by which I understand the first
works of the Spirit in our souls. Brethren, we have repentance, that gem of
the first water. We have faith, that priceless, precious jewel. We have hope,
which sparkles, a hope most sure and steadfast. We have love, which
sweetens all the rest. We have that work of the Spirit within our souls
which always comes before admittance into glory. We are already made
“new creatures in Christ Jesus,” by the effectual working of the mighty
lower of God the Holy Ghost. This is called the first-fruit because it comes
first. As the wave-sheaf was the first of the harvest, so the spiritual life,
which we have, and all the graces, which adorn that life, are the first gifts,
the first operations of the Spirit of God in our souls. We have this.

It 1s called “first-fruits,” again, because the first-fruits were always the
pledge of the harvest. As soon as the Israelite had plucked the first handful
of ripe ears, they were to him so many proofs that the harvest was already
come. He looked forward with glad anticipation to the time when the wain
should creak beneath the sheaves, and when the harvest home should be
shouted at the door of the barn. So, brethren, when God gives us “Faith,
hope, charity-these three,” when he gives us “whatsoever things are pure,
lovely, and of good report,” as the work of the Holy Spirit, these are to us
the prognostics of the coming glory. If you have the Spirit of God in your



5

soul, you may rejoice over it as the pledge and token of the fullness of bliss
and perfection “which God hath prepared for them that love him.”

It is called “first-fruits,” again, because these were always holy to the
Lord. The first ears of corn were offered to the Most High, and surely our
new nature, with all its powers, must be regarded by us as a consecrated
thing. The new life which God has given to us is not ours that we should
ascribe its excellence to our own merit: the new nature is Christ’s
peculiarly; as it is Christ’s image and Christ’s creation, so it is for Christ’s
glory alone. That secret we must keep separate from all earthly things; that
treasure which he has committed to us we must watch both night and day
against those profane intruders who would defile the consecrated ground.
We would stand upon our watch-tower and cry aloud to the Strong for
strength, that the adversary may be repelled, that the sacred castle of our
heart may be for the habitation of Jesus, and Jesus alone. We have a sacred
secret, which belongs to Jesus, as the first-fruits belong to Jehovah.

Brethren, the work of the Spirit is called “first-fruits,” because the first-
fruits were not the harvest. No Jew was ever content-with the first-fruits.
He was content with them for what they were, but the first-fruits enlarged
his desires for the harvest. If he had taken the first-fruits home, and said, “I
have all I want,” and had rested satisfied month after month, he would have
given proof of madness, for the first-fruit does but whet the appetite-does
but stir up the desire it never was meant to satisfy. So, when we get the
first works of the Spirit of God, we are not to say, “I have attained, I am
already perfect, there is nothing further for me to do, or to desire.” Nay,
my brethren, all that the most advanced of God’s people know as yet,
should but excite in them an insatiable thirst after more. My brother with
great experience, my sister with enlarged acquaintance with Christ, ye have
not yet known the harvest, you have only reaped the first handful of corn.
Open your mouth wide, and God will fill it! Enlarge thine expectations-
seek great things from the God of heaven-and he will give them to thee; but
by no means fold thine arms in sloth, and sit down upon the bed of
carnal security. Forget the steps thou hast already trodden, and reach
forward towards that which is before, looking unto Jesus. Even this first
point of what the saint has attained will help us to understand why it is that
he groans. Did I not say that we have not received the whole of our
portion, and that what we have received is to the whole no more than one
handful of wheat is to the whole harvest, a very gracious pledge, but
nothing more? Therefore it is that we groan. Having received something,
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we desire more. Having reaped handfuls, we long for sheaves. For this
very reason, that we are saved, we groan for something beyond. Did you
hear that groan just now? It is a traveler lost in the deep snow on the
mountain pass. No one has come to rescue him, and indeed he has fallen
into a place from which escape is impossible. The snow is numbing his
limbs, and his soul is breathed out with many a groan. Keep that groan in
your ear, for I want you to hear another. The traveler has reached the
hospice. He has been charitably received, he has been warmed at the fire,
he has received abundant provision, he is warmly clothed. There is no fear
of tempest, that grand old hospice has outstood many a thundering storm.
The man is perfectly safe, and quite content, so far as that goes, and
exceedingly grateful to think that he has been rescued; but yet I hear him
groan because he has a wife and children down in yonder plain, and the
snow is lying too deep for travelling, and the wind is howling, and the
blinding snow flakes are falling so thickly that he cannot pursue his
journey. Ask him whether he is happy and content. He says, “Yes, I am
happy and grateful. I have been saved from the snow. I do not wish for
anything more than I have here, I am perfectly satisfied, so far as this
goes, but I long to look upon my household, and to be once more in my
own sweet home, and until I reach it, I shall not cease to groan.” Now, the
first groan which you heard was deep and dreadful, as though it were
fetched from the abyss of hell; that is the groan of the ungodly man as he
perishes, and leaves all his dear delights; but the second groan is so
softened and sweetened, that it is rather the note of desire than of distress.
Such is the groan of the believer, who, though rescued and brought into
the hospice of divine mercy, is longing  to see his Father’s face without a
veil between, and to be united with the happy family on the other side
the Jordan, where they rejoice for evermore. When the soldiers of Godfrey
of Bouillon came in sight of Jerusalem, it is said they shouted for joy at the
sight of the holy city. For that very reason they began to groan. Ask ye
why? It was because they longed to enter it. Having once looked upon the
city of David, they longed to carry the holy city by storm, to overthrow
the crescent, and place the cross in its place. He who has never seen the
New Jerusalem, has never clapped his hands with holy ecstasy, he has
never sighed with the unutterable longing which is expressed in words like
these-

“O my sweet borne, Jerusalem,
Would God I were in thee!
Would God my woes were at an end,
Thy joys that I might see!”
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Take another picture to illustrate that the obtaining of something makes us
groan after more. Au exile, far away from his native country, has been
long forgotten, but on asudden a vessel brings him the pardon of his
monarch, and presents from his friends who have called him to
remembrance. As he turns over each of these love-tokens, and as he reads
the words of his reconciled prince, he asks “When will the vessel sail to
take me back to my native shore?” If the vessel tarries, he groans over the
delay; and if the voyage be tedious, and adverse winds blow back the
barque from the white cliffs of Albion, his thirst for his own sweet land
compels him to groan. So it is with your children when they look forward
to their holidays; they are not unhappy or dissatisfied with the school, but
yet they long to be at home. Do not you recollect how, in your schoolboy
days, you used to make a little almanack with a square for every day, and
how you always crossed off the day as soon as ever it began, as though
you would try and make the distance from your joy as short as possible?
You groaned for it, not with the unhappy groan that marks one who is to
perish, but with the groan of one who, having tasted of the sweets of
home, is not content until again he shall be indulged with the fullness of
them. So you see, beloved, that because we have the “first-fruits of the
Spirit,” for that very reason, if for no other, we cannot help but groan for
that blissful period which is called “the adoption, to wit, the redemption of
the body.”

II. Our second point rises before us-WHEREIN ARE BELIEVERS
DEFICIENT? We are deficient in those things for which we groan and wait.
And these appear to be four at least.

The first is, that this body of ours is not delivered. Brethren, as soon as a
man believes in Christ, he is no longer under the curse of the law. As to his
spirit, sin hath no more dominion over him, and the law hath no further
claims against him. His soul is translated from death unto life, but the body,
this poor flesh and blood, doth it not remain as before? Not in one sense,
for the members of our body, which were instruments of unrighteousness,
become by sanctification, the instruments of righteousness unto the glory of
God; and the body which was once a workshop for Satan, becomes a
temple for the Holy Ghost, wherein he dwells; but we are all perfectly
aware that the grace of God makes no change in the body in other respects.
It 1s just as subject to sickness as before, pain thrills quite as sharply
through the heart of the saint as the sinner, and he who lives near to God,
is no more likely to enjoy bodily health than he who lives at a distance from
him. The greatest piety cannot preserve a man from growing old, and
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although in grace, he may be “like a young cedar, fresh and green,” yet the
body will have its grey hairs, and the strong man will be brought to totter
on the staff. The body is still subject to the evils, which Paul mentions,
when he says of it that it is subject to corruption, to dishonor, to weakness,
and is still a natural body.

Nor is this little, for the body has a depressing effect upon the soul. A man
may be full of faith and joy spiritually, but I will defy him under some
forms of disease to feel as he would. The soul is like an eagle, to which the
body acts as a chain, which prevents its mounting. Moreover, the appetites
of

the body have a natural affinity to that which is sinful. The natural desires
of the human frame are not in themselves sinful, but through the
degeneracy of our nature, they very readily lead us into sin, and through the
corruption which is in us, even the natural desires of the body become a
very great source of temptation. The body is redeemed with the precious
blood of Christ, it is redeemed by price, but it has not as yet been redeemed
by power. It still lingers in the realm of bondage, and is not brought into
the glorious liberty of the children of God. Now this is the cause of our
groaning and mourning, for the soul is so married to the body that when it
is itself delivered from condemnation, it sighs to think that its poor friend,
the body, should still be under the yoke. If you were a free man, and had
married a wife, a slave, you could not feel perfectly content, but the more
you enjoyed the sweets of freedom yourself, the more would you pine that
she should still he in slavery. So is it with the Spirit, it is free from
corruption and death; but the poor body is still under the bondage of
corruption, and therefore the soul groans until the body itself shall be set
free. Will it ever be set free? O my beloved, do not ask the question. This is
the Christian’s brightest hope. Many believers make a mistake when they
long to die and long for heaven. Those things may be desirable, but they
are not the ultimatum of the saints. The saints in heaven are perfectly free
from sin, and, so far as they are capable of it, they are perfectly happy; but a
disembodied spirit never can be perfect until it is reunited to its body.

God made man not pure spirit, but body and spirit, and the spirit alone will
never be content until it sees its corporeal frame raised to its own
condition of holiness and glory. Think not that our longings here below
are not shared in by the saints in heaven. They do not groan, so far as any
pain can be, but they long with greater intensity than you and I long, for
the “adoption, to wit, the redemption of the body.” People have said there
is no faith in heaven, and no hope; they know not what they say-in heaven
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is that faith and hope have their fullest swing and their brightest sphere, for
glorified saints believe in God’s promise, and hope for the resurrection of
the body. The apostle tells us that “they without us cannot be made
perfect;” that is, until our bodies are raised, theirs cannot be raised, until
we get our adoption day, neither can they get theirs. The Spirit saith Come,
and the bride saith Come-not the bride on earth only, but the bride in
heaven saith the same, bidding the happy day speed on when the trumpet
shall sound, and the dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be
changed. For it is true, beloved, the bodies that have mouldered into dust
will rise again, the fabric which has been destroyed by the worm shall start
into a nobler being, and you and I, though the worm devour this body, shall
in our flesh behold our God.

“These eyes shall see him in that day,
The God that died for me;
And all my rising bones shall say,
‘Lord, who is like to thee?’”

Thus we are sighing that our entire manhood, in its trinity of spirit, soul,
and body, may be set free from the last vestige of the fall; we long to put
off corruption, weakness, and dishonor, and to wrap ourselves in
incorruption, in immortality, in glory, in the spiritual body which the Lord
Jesus Christ will bestow upon all his people. You can understand in this
sense why it is that we groan, for if this body really is still, though
redeemed, a captive, and if it is one day to be completely free, and to rise
to amazing glory, well may those who believe in this precious doctrine
groan after it as they wait for it.

But, again, there is another point in which the saint is deficient as yet,
namely, in the manifestation of our adoption. You observe the text speaks
of waiting for the adoption; and another text further back, explains what
that means, waiting for the manifestation of the children of God. In this
world, saints are God’s children, but you cannot see that they are so,
except by certain moral characteristics. That man is God’s child, but
though he is a prince of the blood royal, his garments are those of toil, the
smock frock or the fustian jacket. Yonder woman is one of the daughters
of the King, but see how pale she is, what furrows are upon her brow!

Many of the daughters of pleasure are far more fair than she! How is this?
The adoption is not manifested yet, the children are not yet openly
declared. Among the Romans a man might adopt a child, and that child
might be treated as his for a long time; but there was a second adoption in
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public, when the child was brought before the constituted authorities, and
in the presence of spectators its ordinary garments which it had worn
before were taken off, and the father who took it to be his child put on
garments suitable to the condition of life in which it was to live. “Beloved,
now are we the sons of God, and it doth not yet appear what we shall be.”
We have not yet the royal robes which become the princes of the blood; we
are wearing in this flesh and blood just what we wore as the sons of Adam;
but we know that when he shall appear who is the” first born among many
brethren,” we shall be like him; that is, God will dress us all as he dresses
his eldest son-"We shall be like him, for we shall see him as he is.” Cannot
you imagine that a child taken from the lowest ranks of society, who is
adopted by a Roman senator, will be saying to himself “I wish the day were
come when I shall be publicly revealed as the child of my new father. Then,
I shall leave off these plebeian garments, and be robed as becomes my
senatorial rank.” Happy in what he has received, for that very reason he
groans to get the fullness of what is promised him. So it is with us to-day.
We are waiting till we shall put on our proper garments, and shall be
manifested as the children of God. Ye are young princes, and ye have not
been crowned yet. Ye are young brides, and the marriage day is not come,
and by the love your spouse bears you, you are led to long and to sigh for
the marriage day. Your very happiness makes you groan; your joy, like a
swollen spring, longs to leap up like some Iceland Geyser, climbing to the
skies, an it heaves and groans within the bowels of your spirit for want of
space and room by which to manifest itself to men.

There is a third thing in which we are deficient, namely, liberty, the
glorious liberty of the children of God. The whole creation is said to be
groaning for its share in that freedom. You and I are also groaning for it.
Brethren, we are free! “If the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall be
free indeed.” But our liberty is incomplete. When Napoleon was on the
island of St. Helena, he was watched by many guards, but after many
complaints, he enjoyed comparative liberty, and walked alone. Yet, what
liberty was it? Liberty to walk round the rock of St. Helena, nothing more.
You and I are free, but what is our liberty? As to our spirits, we have
liberty to soar into the third heaven, and sit in the heavenly places with
Christ Jesus; but as for our bodies, we can only roam about this narrow cell
of earth, and feel that it is not the place for us. Napoleon had been used to
gilded halls, and all the pomp and glory of imperial state, and it was hard to
be reduced to a handful of servants. Just so, we are kings-we are of the



12

blood imperial; but we have not our proper state and becoming dignities-
we have not our royalties here. We go to our lowly homes; we meet with
our brethren and sisters here in their earth built temples; and we are
content, so far as these things go, still, how can kings be content till they
mount their thrones? How can a heavenly one be content till he ascends to
the heavenlies? How shall a celestial spirit be satisfied until it sees celestial
things? How shall the heir of God be content till he rests on his Father’s
bosom, and is filled with all the fullness of God?

I wish you now to observe that we are linked with the creation. Adam in
this world was in liberty, perfect liberty; nothing confined him; paradise
was exactly fitted to be his seat. There were no wild beasts to rend him, no
rough winds to cause him injury, no blighting heats to bring him harm; but
in this present world everything is contrary to us. Evidently we are exotics
here. Ungodly men prosper well enough in this world, they root
themselves, and spread themselves like green bay trees: it is their native
soil; but the Christian needs the hothouse of grace to keep himself alive at
all-and out in the world he is like some strange foreign bird, native of a
warm and sultry clime, that being let loose here under our wintry skies is
ready to perish. Now, God will one day change our bodies and make them
fit for our souls, and then he will change this world itself. I must not
speculate, for I know nothing about it; but it is no speculation to say that
we look for new heavens and a new earth wherein dwelleth righteousness;
and that there will come a time when the lion shall eat straw like an ox, and
the leopard shall he down with the kid. We expect to see this world that is
now so full of sin as to be an Aceldama, a field of blood, turned into a
paradise, a garden of God. We believe that the tabernacle of God will be
among men, that he will dwell among them, and they shall see his face, and
his name shall be in their foreheads. We expect to see the New Jerusalem
descend out of heaven from God. In this very place, where sin has
triumphed, we expect that grace will much more abound. Perhaps after
those great fires of which Peter speaks when he says, “The heavens being
on fire shall be dissolved, and the elements shall melt with fervent heat,”
earth will be renewed in more than pristine loveless. Perhaps since matter
may not be annihilated, and probably cannot be, but will be as immortal as
spirit, this very world will become the place of an eternal jubilee, from
which perpetual hallelujahs shall go up to the throne of God. If such be the
bright hope that cheers us, we may well groan for its realization, crying
out,
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“O long-expected day, begin;
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin.”

I shall not enlarge further, except to say that our glory is not yet revealed,
and that is another subject of sighing. “The glorious liberty” may be
translated, “The liberty of glory.” Brethren, we are like warriors fighting
for the victory; we share not as yet in the shout of them that triumph. Even
up in heaven they have not their full reward. When a Roman general came
home from the wars, he entered Rome by stealth, and slept at night, and
tarried by day, perhaps for a week or two, among his friends. He went
through the streets, and people whispered, “That is the general, the valiant
one,” but he was not publicly acknowledged. But, on a certain set day, the
gates were thrown wide open, and the general, victorious from the wars in
Africa or Asia, with his snow-white horses bearing the trophies of his
many battles, rode through the streets, which were strewn with roses,
while the music sounded, and the multitudes, with glad acclaim,
accompanied him to the Capitol. That was his triumphant entry. Those in
heaven, have, as it were, stolen there. They are blessed, but they have not
had their public entrance. They are waiting till their Lord shall descend
from heaven with a shout, with the trump of the archangel, and the voice
of God; then shall their bodies rise, then shall the world be judged; then
shall the righteous be divided from the wicked; and then, upstreaming in
marvelous procession, leading captivity captive for the last time, the
Prince at their head, the whole of the blood-washed host, wearing their
white robes, and bearing their palms of victory, shall march up to their
crowns and to their thrones, to reign for ever and ever! After this
consummation the believing heart is panting, groaning, and sighing.

Now, I think I hear somebody say, “you see these godly people who
profess to be so happy and so safe, they still groan, and they are obliged to
confess it.” Yes, that is quite true, and it would be a great mercy for you if
you knew how to groan in the same way. If you were half as happy as a
groaning saint is, you might be content to groan on forever. I showed you,
just now, the difference between a groan and a groan. I will shew you yet
again. Go into yonder house. Listen at that door on the left, there is a deep,
hollow, awful groan. Go to the next house, and hear another groan. It
seems to be, so far as we can judge, much more painful than the first, and
has an anguish in it of the severest sort. How are we to judge between
them? We will come again in a few days: as we are entering the first house
we see weeping faces and flowing tears, a coffin, and a hearse. Ah, it was
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the groan of death! We will go into the next. Ah, what is this? Here is a
smiling cherub, a father with a gladsome face: if you may venture to look
at the mother, see how her face smiles for joy that a man is born into the
world to cheer a happy and rejoicing family. There is all the difference
between the groan of death and the groan of life. Now, the apostle sets the
whole matter before us when he said, “The whole creation groaneth,” and
you know what comes after that, “travaileth.” There is a result to come of
it of the best kind. We are panting, longing after something greater, better,
nobler, and it is coming. It is not the pain of death we feel, but the pain of
life. We are thankful to have such a groaning.

The other night, just before Christmas, two men who were working very
late, were groaning in two very different ways, one of them saying, “Ah,
there’s a poor Christmas day in store for me, my house is full of misery.”
He had been a drunkard, a spendthrift, and had not a penny to bless
himself with, and his house had become a little hell; he was groaning at
the thought of going home to such a scene of quarrelling and distress.
Now, his fellow workman, who worked beside of him, as it was getting
very late, wished himself at home, and therefore groaned. A shopmate
asked, “What’s the matter?” “Oh, I want to get home to my dear wife and
children. I have such a happy house, I do not like to be out of it.” The
other might have said, “Ah, you pretend to be a happy man, and here you
are groaning.” “Yes,” he could say, “and a blessed thing it would be for
you if you had the same thing to groan after that I have.” So the Christian
has a good Father, a blessed, eternal home, and groans to get to it; but, ah!
there is more joy even in the groan of a Christian after heaven, than in all
the mirth and merriment, and dancing, and lewdness of the ungodly when
their mirth is at its greatest height. We are like the dove that flutters, and is
weary, but thank God, we have an ark to go to. We are like Israel in the
wilderness, and are footsore, but blessed be God, we are on the way to
Canaan. We are like Jacob looking at the wagons, and the more we look
at the wagons, the more we long to see Joseph’s face; but our groaning
after Jesus is a blessed groan, for

““Tis heaven on earth, ‘tis heaven above,
To see his face, and taste his love.”

I11. Now I shall conclude with WHAT OUR STATE OF MIND IS.

A Christian’s experience is like a rainbow, made up of drops of the grief’s
of earth, and beams of the bliss of heaven. It is a checkered scene, a
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garment of many colors. He is sometimes in the light and sometimes in the
dark. The text says, “we groan.” I have told you what that groan is, I need
not explain it further. But it is added, “We groan within ourselves.” It is
not the hypocrite’s groan, when he goes mourning everywhere, wanting to
make people believe that he is a saint because he is wretched. We groan
within ourselves. Our sighs are sacred things; these grief’s and sighs are
too hallowed for us to tell abroad in the streets. We keep our longings to
our Lord, and to our Lord alone. We groan within ourselves. It appears
from the text that this groaning is universal among the saints: there are no
exceptions; to a greater or less extent we all feel it. He that is most
endowed with worldly goods, and he who has the fewest; he that is blessed
in health, and he who is racked with sickness; we all have in our measure
an earnest inward groaning towards the redemption of our body.

Then the apostle says we are “waiting,” by which I understand that we are
not to be petulant, like Jonah or Elijah, when they said, “Let me die,” nor
are we to sit still and look for the end of the day because we are tired of
work; nor are we to become impatient, and wish to escape from our
present pains and sufferings till the will of the Lord is done. We are to
groan after perfection, but we are to wait patiently for it, knowing that
what the Lord appoints is best. Waiting implies being ready. We are to
stand at the, door expecting the Beloved to open it and take us away to
himself.

In the next verse we are described as hoping. We are saved by hope. The
believer continues to hope for the time when death and sin shall no more
annoy his body; when, as his soul has been purified, so shall his body be,
and his prayer shall be heard, that the Lord would sanctify him wholly,
body, soul, and spirit.

Now, beloved, the practical use to which I put this, I am afraid somewhat
discursive, discourse of this morning is just this. Here is a test for us all.
You may judge of a man by what he groans after. Some men groan after
wealth, they worship Mammon. Some groan continually under the troubles
of life; they are merely impatient- there is no virtue in that. Some men
groan because of their great losses or sufferings; well, this may be nothing
but a rebellious smarting under the rod, and if so, no blessing will come of
it. But the man that yearns after more holiness, the man that sighs after
God, the man that groans after perfection, the man that is discontented
with his sinful self, the man that feels he cannot be easy till he is made like
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Christ, that is the man who is blessed indeed. May God help you, and help
me, to groan all our days with that kind of groaning. I have said before,
there is heaven in it, and though the word sounds like sorrow, there is a
depth of joy concealed within,

“Lord, let me weep for nought but sin,
And after none but thee;
And then I would, O that I might,
A constant weeper be.”

I do not know a more beautiful sight to be seen on earth than a man who
has served his Lord many years, and who, having grown grey in service,
feels that, in the order of nature, he must soon be called home. He is
rejoicing in the first-fruits of the Spirit which he has obtained, but he is
panting after the full harvest of the Spirit which is guaranteed to him. I
think I see him sitting on a jutting crag by the edge of Jordan, listening to
the harpers on the other side, and waiting till the pitcher shall be broken at
the cistern, and the wheel at the fountain, and the spirit shall depart to God
that made it. A wife waiting for her husband’s footsteps; a child waiting in
the darkness of the night till its mother comes to give it the evening’s kiss,
are portraits of our waiting. It is a pleasant and precious thing so to wait
and so to hope.

I fear that some of you, seeing ye have never come and put your trust in
Christ, will have to say, when your time comes to die, what Wolsey is said
to have declared, with only one word of alteration:-’O Cromwell,
Cromwell!

Had I but served my God with half the zeal I served the world, he would
not, in mine age, have left me naked to mine enemies.

Oh, before those days fully come, quit the service of the master who never
can reward you except with death! Cast your arms around the cross of
Christ, and give up your heart to God, and then, come what may, [ am
persuaded that “Neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor
powers, nor things present, nor things to come. Nor height, nor depth, nor
any other creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of God, which
is in Christ Jesus our Lord.” While you shall for awhile sigh for more of
heaven, you shall soon come to the abodes of blessedness where sighing
and sorrow shall flee away.

The Lord bless this assembly, for Christ’s sake. AMEN.
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LINGERERS HASTENED.

NO. 789

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, JANUARY 12TH, 1868
BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE NEWINGTON.

“And while he lingered, the men laid hold upon his hand, and upon
the hand of his wife, and upon the hand of his two daughters the
Lord being merciful unto him: and they brought him forth, and set
him without the city.”-Genesis 19:16.

EVEN as Lot lingered in Sodom, awakened sinners are apt to tarry long in
their sin and unbelief. Some few are suddenly brought to Christ, and, like
Saul of Tarsus, within a few hours enjoy complete gospel liberty; but many
others are unwise children, and tarry long in the place of danger, loitering
where they ought to hasten, and wasting time which they should diligently
redeem. It is angelic work to quicken those who linger. The angels who
descended to earth in the disguise of wayfarers did not disdain to be
employed in such a gracious office, and, if you and I would be like angels,
we must do as they did, take procrastinating sinners by the hand, and
endeavor to compel them to escape, constraining them to flee from the
wrath to come. It is a sign of God’s great mercy to any soul when it has an
anxious friend to quicken its pace heavenward and Christ-ward. So the text
tells us, “The Lord being merciful unto him.” Let no unconverted person
think it an annoyance to be rebuked for his sin, or to ho frequently exhorted
to lay hold on eternal life. It is a great loving-kindness from the Father
of mercies to be beset by the persevering earnestness of believing friends.
Look upon it in that light, O young man, over whom a mother
yearns anxiously; for, if God’s longsuffering in bearing with you should
lead you to repentance, much more should this kindness in sending you a
compassionate friend constrain you to yield your heart to him. Bless God
every day for kind-hearted relatives, who labor to guide you to the Lord
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Jesus; you cannot have a greater blessing. I thought, this morning, that
perhaps the Lord might make me to some of you the angel of mercy, by
enabling me to lead you out of the Sodom of your sins, and to conduct you
into a state of present salvation. Oh, how I long for this with eagerness of
desire! happy shall I be if I may win your souls, and, while you will rejoice
in the mercy given, I shall rejoice exceedingly in being the instrument of it
by the power of the Spirit.

First, I shall address a few words, this morning, to God’s messengers; and
then, secondly, to those who linger.

I. First, I have to speak TO GOD’S MESSENGERS. I hope they are very
numerous in this church. Every believer should be an ambassador from
heaven. “As my Father hath sent me,” said the Well-beloved, “even so send
I you.” You are sent, my brethren, to gather together the lost sheep of the
house of Israel, and, like your Master, to seek and to save that which is
lost. I speak solemnly to you who have wept over Jerusalem, and who are
prying your true love to souls by your exertions for them, and I remind
you, in the first place, that it is a glorious work to seek to save men, and
that for its sake you should be witting to put up with the greatest possible
inconveniences. The angels never hesitated when they were bidden to go to
Sodom. They descended without demur and went about their work without
delay. Although the report of Sodom’s detestable iniquity had gone up to
heaven, and the Lord would bear no longer with that filthy city, yet, from
the purity of heaven, the angels did not hesitate to descend to behold the
infamy of Sodom; where God sent them, they foiled not to go. Note how
the chapter before us begins. I have thought it might be applied to the holy
laborers in the dark lanes, and courts, and houses of infamy in this city.
“There came two angels to Sodom at even.” What? Angels? Did angels
come to Sodom? To Sodom, and yet angels? Ay, and none the less angelic
because they came to Sodom, but all the more so, because in unquestioning
obedience to their Master’s high behests they sought out the elect one and
his family, to deliver him and his from impending destruction. However
near to Christ you may be, however much your character may be like that
of your Lord, you who are called to such service, must never say, “I cannot
talk to these people, they are so depraved and debased; I cannot enter that
haunt of sin to tell of Jesus; I sicken at the thought; its associations are
altogether too revolting to my feelings;” but, because you are there
wanted, men of God, you must there be found. To whom should the
physician go but to the sick, and where can the distributor of the alms of
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mercy find such a fitting sphere as among those whose spiritual destitution
is extreme. Be ye angels of mercy each one of you, and God speed you in
your soul-saving work. As ye have received Christ Jesus into your hearts,
so imitate him in your lives. Let the woman that is a sinner receive of your
kindness, for Jesus looked on her with mercy; let the man who has been
most mad with wickedness be sought after, for Jesus healed demoniacs; let
no type of sin, however terrible, be thought by you to be beneath your
pity, or beyond your labor, but seek ye out those who have wandered
farthest, and snatch from the flame the firebrands which are already
smoking in it.

Note again -I still speak to those who are messengers of God to men’s
souls-when you go to lost souls, you must, as these angels did, let them
plainly their condion and their danger. “Up,” said they, “for God will
destroy this place.” If you really long to save men’s souls, you must tell
them a great deal of disagreeable truth. The preaching of the wrath of God
has come to be sneered at nowadays, and even good people are half
ashamed of it; a maudling sentimentality about love and goodness has
hushed, in a great measure, plain gospel expostulations and warnings. But,
my brethren, if we expect souls to be saved, we must declare unflinchingly
with all affectionate fidelity, the terrors of the Lord. “Well,” said the
Scotch lad when he listened to the minister who told his congregation that
there was no hell, or at any rate only a temporary punishment, “Well,” said
he, “I need not come and hear this man any longer, for if it be as he says, it
is all right, and religion is of no consequence, and if it be not as he says,
then I must not hear him again, because he will deceive me.” “Therefore,”
says the apostle, “Knowing the terrors of the Lord we persuade men.” Let
not modern squeamishness prevent plain speaking concerning everlasting
torment. Are we to be more, gentle than the apostles? Shall we be wiser
than the inspired preachers of the word? Until we feel our minds
overshadowed with the dread thought of the sinner’s doom we are not in a
fit frame for preaching to the unconverted. We shall never persuade men if
we are afraid to speak of the judgment and the condemnation of the
unrighteous. None so infinitely gracious as our Lord Jesus Christ, yet no
preacher ever uttered more faithful words of thunder than he did. It was he
who spoke of the place “where their worm dieth not and their fire is not
quenched.” It was he who said,

These shall go away into everlasting punishment.” It was he who spake the
parable concerning that man in hell who longed for a drop of water to cool
his tongue. We mast be as plain as Christ was, as downright in honesty to
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the souls of men, or we may be called to account for our treachery at the
last. If we flatter our fellows into fond dreams as to the littleness of future
punishment, they will eternally detest us for so deluding them, and in the
world of woe they will invoke perpetual curses upon us for having
prophecied smooth things, and having withheld from them the awful truth.

When we have affectionately and plainly told the sinner that the wages of
his sin will be death, and that woe will come upon him because of his
unbelief, we must go farther, and must, in the name of our Lord Jesus,
exhort the guilty one to escape from the deserved destruction. Observe,
that these angels, though they understood that God had elected Lot to be
saved, did not omit a single exhortation or leave the work to itself, as
though it were to be done by predestination apart from instrumentality.
They said, “Arise, take thy wife and thy two laughters which are here, lest
thou be consumed.” How impressive is each admonition! What force and
eagerness of love gleams in each entreaty! “Escape for thy life; look not
behind thee; neither stay thou in all the plain; escape to the mountain, lest
thou be consumed.” Every word is quick and powerful, decisive and to the
point. Souls want much earnest expostulation and affectionate exhortation,
to constrain them to escape from their own ruin. Were they wise, the bare
information of their danger would be enough, and the prospect of a happy
escape would be sufficient; but they, as they are utterly unwise, as you and
I know, for we were once such as they are, they must he urged, persuaded,
and entreated to look to the Crucified that they may be saved. We should
never have come to Christ unless divine constraint had been laid upon us,
neither will they; that constraint usually comes by instrumentality; let us
seek to be such instruments. If it had not been for earnest voices that spoke
to us, and earnest teachers that beckoned us to come to the cross, we had
never come. Let tins therefore repay the debt we owe to time church of
God, and seek as much as lieth in us to do unto others as God in his mercy
hath done unto us. I beseech you, my brethren, be active to persuade men
with all your powers of reasoning and argument, salting the whole with
tears of affection. Do not let any doctrinal notions stand in the way of the
freest persuading when you are dealing with the minds of men, for sound
doctrine is perfectly reconcilable therewith. Irecollect great complaint
being male against a sermon of mine, “ Compel them to come in,” in which
I spake with munch tenderness for souls. That sermon was said to be
Arminian and unsound. Brethren, it is a small matter to be judged of men’s
judgment, for my Master set his seal on that message; I never preached a
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sermon by which so many souls were won to God, as our church meetings
can testify; and all over the world, where the sermon has been scattered,
sinners have been saved through its instrumentality, and, therefore, if it be
vile to exhort sinners, I purpose to be viler still. I am as firm a believer in
the doctrines of grace as any man living, and a true Calvinist after the
order of John Calvin himself; but if it be thought an evil thing to bid the
summer lay hold on eternal life. I will be yet more evil in this respect, and
herein imitate may Lord and his apostles, who, though they taught that
salvation is of grace, and grace alone, feared not to speak to men as
rational beings and responsible agents, and bid them “strive to enter in at
the strait gate,” and “labor not for the meat which perisheth, but for that
meat which endureth unto everlasting life.” Beloved friends, cling to the
great truth of electing love and divine sovereignity, but let not this bind
you in fetters when, in the power of the Holy Ghost, you become fishers of
men.

Learn, still further, from the ease before us, where words suffice not, as
they frequently will not, you must adopt other modes of pressure. The
angel took them by the hand. I have much faith under God in close dealings
with men; personal entreaties, by the power of the Holy Spirit, do wonders.
To grasp a man’s hand while you speak with him may be wise and helpful,
for sometimes, if you can get one by the hand and show your anxiety by
pleading with him, God will bless it. It is well to east your words, as men
drop pebbles into a well, right down into the depth of the soul, quietly,
solemnly, when the man is alone. Often is such a means effectual where the
preacher with his sermon has labored in vain. If you cannot win men by
words, you must say to yourself, “what can I do?” and go to the Lord with
the same enquiry. By the pertinacity of your earnestness you must trouble
them into thoughtfulness. As by continual coming the woman wearied the
unjust judge, so do you by your continual anxiety and perseverance weary
them in their sins till they will fain give you a little heed in order, if
possible, to be rid of you, if for nothing else. If you cannot reach them
because they will not read the Bible, yet you can thrust a good book in
their way, which may say to them what you cannot say; you can write them
a letter, short but earnest, and tell them how you feel; you can continue in
prayer for them; you can stir up the arm of God, and beseech the Most
High to come to the rescue. There have been cases in which, when
everything else has failed, a tear, the tear of disappointed love, has done
time work. I think it was Mr. Knill who, one day, when distributing tracts
amongst the soldiers, was met by a man who cursed him, and said to his
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fellow soldiers, “Make aring round him, and Iwill stop his tract
distributing once for all,” and then he uttered such fearful oaths and curses
that Mr. Knill, who could not escape, burst into a flood of tears. Years
afterwards, when he was preaching in the streets, a grenadier came up, and
said, “Mr. Knill, do you know me?” “No, I do not,” said he, “I don’t know
that I ever saw you.” “Do you recollect the soldier who said, ‘Make a ring
round him and stop his tract distributing,” and do you recollect what you
did?” “No, I do not.” “Why, you broke into tears, and when I got home
those tears melted my heart, for I saw you were so in earnest, that I felt
ashamed of myself, and now I preach myself that same Jesus whom once I
despised.” Oh that you might have such a strong love for perishing sinners
that you will put up with their rebuffs and rebukes, and say to them,
“Strike me if you will, but hear me; ridicule me, but still I will plead with
you; cast me under your feet as though I were the offscouring of all things,
but at any rate, I will not let you perish, if it be in my power to warn you of
your danger.”

I thought, as I read my text, that it gave us a striking example of doing all
we can. Lot and his wife, and the two daughters-well, that was four-time
angels bad only four hands, so they did all that they could-there was a
hand for each. You notice the text expressly says, they took hold of the
hand of Lot, and the hand of his wife, and the hand of his two daughters.
There were no more persons, and no more helping hands, so that there
was just enough instrumentality, but there was not a hand to spare. I wish
there were in this church no idle hands, but that each believer had both
hands occupied in heading souls to Jesus Christ. I do not know what more
I can do. I wish I knew; if there were any possibility of getting at some of
you, to bring you to Christ, I would not leave a stone unturned. But [ am
afraid all our members cannot say as much as that truthfully. Some few
can, and I rejoice therein most heartily. I am afraid some of you, although
saved yourselves, do but very little for my Lord and Master, and while this
great city is perishing, and tens of thousands are going down into the place
where our prayers cannot reach them, and where our tears can be of no
avail, you let them go as though it were of no consequence; you utter no
lamentations, and make no efforts on their behalf. Let the text rebuke you,
my fellow-laborer and God give you grace to be more earnest my future.

Observe, also, that as those angels set us an example in using all their
power, so they also encourage us to perseverance, for they ceased not to
exhort till they had brought Lot out of danger. We must never pause in our
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efforts for any man till he is either saved or the funeral bell has tolled for
him. Even if the last hour is come, and the object of your solicitude is
stretched upon the couch, which is evidently meant to be his deathbed, still
pursue his soul to the very brink of hell. Up to the very gates of perdition
hope should track the rebel. When once that iron gate is shut, it is all over
with our efforts, but, meanwhile, until then we may entertain hope for any
man. You and I have read nowhere concerning such-and-such a man that
God will have no mercy on him. We have never scanned the rolls of God’s
decree, and cannot act upon what is not revealed. We have rejoiced to
learn that our own names are written in the Lamb’s book of life, and yet
we were by nature as vile as any; then who shall say that any are too vile;
for the Lord may have made the worst of men the objects of his electing
love. We know that some entered the vineyard at the eleveneth hour, and
why not these? It is a pity that it should have come to the last hour, but still
until the sun goes down the Master of the vineyard calls laborers into his
service. I pray you, brethren and sisters, faint not in your holy work. Every
now and then a lethargy creeps over the Christian church, and a degree of
weariness steals over our own souls, but let us arise from such a state. We
say, “O Lord, how long? How long?” We think we shall see but little good
result of our labor, and we are ready to cast away our confidence and cease
from perseverance. Up, brethren, up! The devil wearies not; the powers of
darkness rest not day nor night; the temptations of this city never know a
pause the dens of infamy and the halls of vice are always enclosing their
prey; the lion is lurking everywhere; how then dare we be idle? Oh you that
know the power of the inner life and have tasted that the Lord is gracious,
stand fast in what ye have received, and press onward towards more
exalted holiness. “Be ye steadfast, unmovable, always abounding in the
work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labor is not in vain in
the Lord.”

I will say no more to these messengers of God except this, that we ought
to remember that we are the messengers of God’s mercy to the sons of
men. The text tells us, “ The Lord being merciful unto him.” The angels
had not come to Lot of themselves; they were the embodiment and
outward display of God’s mercy. Christians in the world should view
themselves as manifestations of God’s mercy to sinners, instruments of
grace, servants of the Holy Spirit. Now, mercy is a nimble attribute. Justice
lingers it is shod with lead, but the feet of mercy are winged. Mercy
delights to perform its office. So should it be with us a delight to do good
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to men. God can save men without instruments, but he very seldom does it.
His usual rule is to work by means. Oh that the mercy of God would work
mightily by us! Let us remember, as we mingle with society, that God has
committed to us the ministry of reconciliation. If angels were sent upon this
ministry, surely they would be incessantly active; they would fly with all
their might from place to place to do the Lord’s will; shall we who are
honored in this be less active than they? As much as lieth in us, let us
redeem the time because the days are evil; let us be instant in season and
out of season, let us sow beside all waters, and let it be our earnest
endeavor to make full proof of our service, whatever that service may be,
that at last it may be said, “Well done, thou good and faithful servant: thou
hast been faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many
things.”

I cannot speak with you as I would, but I feel in my own heart a most
solemn earnestness to have all the members of this church engaged in soul-
saving work. Beloved, we shall never rebut the attacks of Popery, nor stop
the advance of Puscyism, nor answer the cavils of infidelity, except by the
personal holiness and individual consecration of our church members. In
the days immediately before the Reformation, and at the time of the
Reformation, God’s gospel grew mightily and prevailed, because the
believers in the gospel were noticed among their neighbors for the holiness
of their lives: they were the most harmless, upright, and generous of men,
so that when they were persecuted, their simple neighbors said to one
another, “The priests let the lascivious and the debauched escape, but the
good, and time honest, and the holy, are taken to the stake, or cast into
prison” That was an argument against Popery, of which men’s minds
perceived the power; and, moreover, it was because every converted
person sought to bring in others that the gospel spread. It was thus in the
first apostolic fervor. Every man was a missionary, every woman was an
evangelist, and so the kingdom in the power of the Holy Spirit could not
but grow. I want you to conquer this city of London; I want you to subdue
this United Kingdom. I labor in prayer to God that this church may be the
little handful of corn, the fruit whereof shall shake like Lebanon. Not this
church alone, but all others too; but as I have specially to deal with you, I
want you to be distinguished for your zeal and perseverance in the cause of
Christ. It seems to me that if you were what you should be, there is no
reason why this dead mass of London should not be made to heave with
time power of vital godliness. Little knots of you might form churches in
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the localities in which you are living these would soon increase in
membership, and be new centres of usefulness. Some are called to
emigrate; we have always; considerable streams going from us: some into
the country towns of England, some to Australia and New Zealand and
others to the United States; if we were all full of holiness, how might we be
like fire brands to set the world on a blaze with time sacred flame of love
to Jesus our Lord!

I must now leave my brethren to address myself to the lingering ones, of
whom there is a goodly number now present, lingering at the gates of
Sodom, unsaved and in danger of destruction.

I1. To You, O LINGERERS, I NOW SPEAK, hoping to be the means, by
God’s grace, of driving you out of this lingering.

I shall begin-O you that are halting between two opinions-by asking you,
Wherefore do you linger? Lot, I think, loitered because he had much
property in and around the city. Probably his flocks and herds were all
pastured in the well-watered plain of Sodom. Do you linger because you
will lose your gains, because your trade, being an evil one, must be
renounced, or because, by following the laws of Christ, you will become a
loser in your transactions? My friend, whatever you lose, lose not your
soul. “Skin for skin, yea, all that a man hath, will he give for his life,” and
the day will come when you will look upon your gold and silver, and all
your estate, as worthless in comparison with your soul. Be not foolish, and
let not fleeting gain, so soon to disappear, cause you to throw away eternal
gain. Perhaps Lot’s wife lingered out of natural affection, because she had
daughters, and perhaps sons, who were determined not to leave the city. It
seems to me very likely that Lot had other daughters beside the two who
fled with him, for we are told in the early part of the chapter that those
daughters who were with him in the house were not married, and yet this
chapter speaks of sons-in-law. Though this is not certain, yet it is most
probable that there were other daughters married to the sons-in-law, who
mocked certainly, those mentioned who escaped were not married at the
time. Did Lot’s wife hook back because of these daughters whom she
could not bear to leave, or was she doting upon those gay women who had
often come gossiping to her house, and at whose house she had been
entertained with vicious company? My hearers, is that your case? You had
better lose all earthly friends than lose the best of friends; you had better be
cast out of the circle of society than be cast out of the circle of the glorified
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spirits. You will find no woman, however enchanting, and no man upon
earth, however admirable, to be at all worth the losing of your soul in order
to the winning of their company and their esteem. Cut the bond, if it binds
you to ruin. Out with the knife, and cut off that right arm, or pluck out that
right eye, sooner than perish in hell fire.

As to Lot’s daughters, I know not why they lingered, but, peradventure,
there were some very dear to them in the city. Some of you young people
may have companions who are ungodly, and you are afraid to come away
from them. Perhaps the dread of their laugh terrifies you. Oh, but it were
better to be laughed at and go to heaven, than to be applauded and cast
into the pit. You may be laughed into hell, but you cannot be laughed out
of it again. You may cast away your soul to escape ridicule, but by no
possibility shall ridicule ever give you back the priceless treasure you have
lost. T do beseech you, as men who would be wise, and as men who can
judge, consider what can there be in this world that can recompense you
for the loss of the divine favor, and for being cast away for ever and for
ever from all hope and joy. Wherefore do you linger? If it be for love of
sinful company, you linger like madmen. Oh that your madness may be
cured in time!

Do you reply that you do not believe in the danger? Then am I indeed sorry
for you, for the danger is none the less sure. When men die, they do not die
like dogs; they live hereafter. There is a resurrection and a judgment. There
is a day appointed in which God will judge the world by the man, Christ
Jesus, who will sit upon the great white throne to divide the nations, as the
shepherd divided the sheep from the goats. Your doubting it will not make
your doom less certam or less severe; believe it. God has revealed it, your
conscience justifies it; the most obdurate unbelievers have, in the hour of
death, as a general rule, given their assent to it, and so, I doubt not, will
you. Tremble ye that forget God, for his own words are, “The wicked shall
be cast into hell, with all the nations that forget God.”

Do you linger because you doubt the way of escape? I hope it is not
because you do not understand it. If you have attended this house If prayer,
I am certain that you do understand it, as far as the letter If the gospel
can be understood, for I have put it into the plainest words a
hundred times, that “Whosoever believeth in the Lord Jesus Christ, shall be
saved;” that is, whosoever trusts in what Christ is, and what Christ has
done, shall not perish, but have everlasting life. Do you mistrust this way of
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escape? Oh that you would have faith in it. for some of us have tried it!
Thousands now on earth, and tens of thousands in the skies, have rested
upon Christ alone for their salvation, and they have rejoiced in life and in
death in finding that there was no condemnation to them. Do not doubt it;
it is your only hope.

Or, perhaps, you think that you do not need it. But it is a foolish thought.
However excellent you may have been, you must be saved on the same
footing as the very worst, for this Book contains only one gospel; it
declares that there is only one door to heaven. We are told over and over
again, that “ other foundation can man lay than that is laid.” Soul, the Lord
Jesus is your only hope. If you do not accept him, there avails you nothing
bat a fearful looking for of judgment, and of fiery indignation. Reject Christ
and you reject your soul’s only hope; you cast yourself away. You willfully
destroy yourself when you reject the gospel of God’s dear Son.

It is possible that the reason why you linger is, that you indulge some
favourite sin. I shall not attempt to guess at what it is. Perhaps it is a secret
but shameful lust. You cannot indulge known sin, and yet enter heaven.
Well soul, God says to you this morning, “Wilt thou have thy sins and go
to hell, or wilt give them up, and trust in Christ and be saved.” That
alternative is put before you. May you have grace to make the right choice.
But your sin must be given up. I am not here to flatter you, and tell you
that you can cheat in business, or indulge lasciviousness, or live in the
neglect of the house of God, or be a drunkard, and yet enter unto heaven.
Yon cannot have eternal life, and yet fondle these things in your bosom.
You cannot be perfect, but you must be willing to be so, and anxious to be
so. No sin nurtured in the heart can be compatible within salvation; you
must wish to sweep them all away, and in the Holy Spirit’s strength. You
must do it, too, as God shall help you; or else, if you cling to sin, you cling
to destruction. Oh, but what sins can be so sweet as to be worth giving up
the harps of angels, and worth the endurance of

“Time flames which no abatement know,
Though briny tears for ever flow.”

Yet, perhaps, I have not touched the right reason for your lingering. You,
perhaps, are subject to an idleness of spirit, a natural inaction and lethargy.
I think in most cases this is the root of the matter. You are not bestirred
about soul affairs, you are too idle to come to decision. But, sirs, you must
come to it or die. This stupefying and drugging your conscience, and these
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excuses and procrastination’s will not do; you must come to a decision one
way or the other, sooner or later, and why not now? Why, men, you are
active enough in business! Are you not pushing your trade, and moving
heaven and earth, and rightly enough, to pick up aliving for yourselves
and your families? and are your souls of such small account and esteem,
that you can afford to play over them and trifle? Oh, sirs, have you lost
your wits? Has your reason gone out to grass, that you think your
immortal and eternal interests to be of so little value that you can sleep
over the mouth of hell? Shake yourselves, I pray you, lest you be shaken
by the rough hand of death, and lift up your eyes, as the Savior said the
rich man did “in hell being in torment.” Lift up those sluggard eyes now. If
ever you were in earnest in your studies or about your business, be in
earnest now, [ beseech you, about your souls. Prove that you are not fools,
but that you have some wits and reason left.

I fear me, that in some cases, though I know not of many in this place, I
fear me that this whole matter is despised. I often wonder over some of
you; you acknowledge the truth of the Bible, you acknowledge all thin at is
revealed there, and yet you do not repent! I am astonished at you. I can
understand the man who says, “I do not believe it;” his remaining
unconverted, though a dreadful thing, is a consistent thing. There is this to
be said for him, he does not absolutely make himself out to be a fool; but
you, who say you believe in the Bible, and own that there is t hell, and a
hell for you, you, who believe that there is salvation, and that this may be
had by trusting in Christ, and yet do not trust him, what shall I say to you,
what shall I say of you? I will say this: I would sooner you would give up
all pretense than waver and halt, and parley with truth to the quenching of
the Spirit, and the hardening of your consciences. I am half inclined to say
with stern Elijah, “If the Lord be God, follow him: but if Baal, then follow
him.” If religion be alie, do not pretend to believe it; say so, and be
honest, and take the consequences; but, if it be true, act upon it. If there be
a hell, fly from it; if there be a heaven, obtain it; if there be a city of
refuge, reach it; if there be a Christ, believe in him; if he be an impostor,
come not here, but reject him utterly; but, if he be the Savior of sinners,
bow down before him now, Ibeseech you, lest this be the withering
accusation at the last, that you were inconsistent even on your own
admissions, and that you went to hell, not simply as sinners, but as fools
going willingly to the gallows, knowing where they were going, and yet
walking on as bullocks to the shambles.
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Well, I have put the question, Wherefore do you linger? but now I want to
say two or three words to you, and they shall be to this effect- Wherewith
shati we hasten you? These few considerations, hurriedly offered, I hope
will not be forgotten. Time is short. Young people do not believe this, but
you, who have reached thirty or forty, know it. You know how the weeks
spin round, how the years fly like wheels that whiz in their hot haste. You
know this and feel it, and yet you let these years run on and on. Why do
you linger when time flies faster than a thunderbolt and lingers not?

Moreover, life is uncertain. Some of you know this by painful experience.
You have recently lost friends. Hale, and in strong health, they have been
smitten down. Others of you have been accustomed to attend the dying-
bed, or you often see the hearse go by the windows; or you are sick, and
you carry death in your bowels. Wherefore do you linger? I feel as if I must
stop awhile and weep over your insanity. O friends, if you knew when you
were to die, it would be but wise to lay hold on Christ now; but, since you
do not know but what in this very house you may become corpses, will
you run the risks of hell and eternal wrath? I pray you do not so for your
own sake, for it is your business more than mine; for your own sakes be
wise, and linger no longer.

If this will not quicken you, let me tell you, that if you were now to believe
in Christ you would be no loser. Present salvation would be present
happiness. Trusting in Christ at this moment, would give you.-I speak from
experience-a joy which nothing in the world can rival.

Beside that, you are now, at this moment, in danger. Have you never read
such texts as these, “He that believeth not is condemned already, because
he hath not believed in the name of the only begotten Son of God.” “There
is no peace, saith my God, to the wicked.” “God is angry with the wicked
every day. If he turn not, he will whet his sword; he hath bent his bow, and
made it really.” Do not think I speak these terrible things because I like to
speak them; no, but because I would have you saved. I cannot bear to think
of your being lost, though you can. I cannot bear to think that I should
have looked into the faces of some of you so many months, and even years,
and yet should have to appear a swift witness against you in the day of
judgment. Shall I not be compelled to say, “These people did know the
gospel, and did in a measure feel its power, but they said, ‘Not now, not
now; when I have a more convenient season, I will send for thee.”* And it
1s so simple; it is but to believe and live, to trust and to be saved. O that
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now Christ would cast the weight of his hove into the scale, that you might
once for all give up yourself for him!

There is one terrible reflection, which I cannot help mentioning, namely,
that with some of you it ought to be an alarming fact, that the means of
grace are losing effect. You used to feel them much more than you do
now. Why, when you first came to the Surrey Music Hall, or to the
Tabernacle, if the preacher seemed at all in earnest, you wept. Sometimes
you could not sleep at night because of the alarm that was caused you, but
I may ring the alarm-bell now, again and again before it will awaken you.
To you my voice lies lost its striking note; you are used to the sound of my
entreaties. Oh that I could awaken you! May I sleep in the grave before I
become a mere machine to lull you into slumber. I do strive to get variety
in my ministry, because I know that without it I cannot get your attention
and reach your hearts. Ah! thoughtless hearer, you had better go
somewhere else. There may be a chance of somebody else getting at your
heart, but I am afraid I shall not. If you do not repent under my ministry,
go somewhere else. Do not lose the chance that perhaps there may be
somebody else who will be more plain and more earnest within you than I
am; but do not let it be the sad case that you shall sit here till you shall nod
yourselves unto destruction, slumbering under the sound of the gospel, and
then sinking into perdition, hopelessly and without excuse.

This is the last reflection I shall offer you. Within a few short months, or
say within a few short years at the very outside, you will know one of two
things-you will know either the terrors of hell or time glories of heaven.
Now, which shall it he? All this hinges upon your believing or not believing
in the Lord Jesus. If thou believest, thy portion shall be with the white-
robed throng, whose life is bliss, whose existence is immortality. If thou
believest, all the splendours of glory shall be thine, with Christ in whom
thou hast trusted. But if thou believest not, as truly as God is God, and that
Book is true-and, if thou deny God and that Book, then I must deal with
thee another time-if those things be not a fable, then thou, even thou a
child of a godly mother, thou hearer at the Tabernacle, thou must be bound
up with bundles of sinners to be burned, thou must hear the voice, “Depart,
ye cursed, into everlasting fire in hell, prepared for the devil and his
angels,” and in that day, in that day, do me at least this one act of justice-
acknowledge that I did warn you of it, that I did seek to stay you if I could,
even to laying violent hands upon you, if possible, to turn you from your
evil ways. But oh, it must not be so; I cannot bear it. I cannot close
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without having said to you what God himself has said, “Turn ye, turn ye;
why will ye die, O house of Israel.” “Let the wicked forsake his way, and
the unrighteous man his thoughts: and let him return unto the Lord, and he
will have mercy upon him; and to our God, for he will abundantly pardon.
For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways,
saith the Lord. For as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my
ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts than your thoughts.” “Come
now, and let us reason together, saith the Lord: though your sins be as
scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though they be red like crimson,
they shall be as wool.” Come unto Christ, all ye that labor and are heavy-
laden, and he will give you rest. “The Spirit and the bride say, Come, and
let him that heareth say, Come. And let him that is athirst come. And
whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely.”

God bless you for Jesus’ sake. Amen.
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KING’S GARDENS.

NO. 790

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY EVENING, DECEMBER 29TH, 1867,
BY C. H SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.
“The king’s garden.”-Nehemiah 3:15.

THERE have been many very famous king’s gardens, such as those
“hanging gardens” in Nineveh, wherein Sardanapalus delighted himself,
and that remarkable garden of Cyrus, in which he took such great
interest, because, as he said, every tree and every plant in it had been both
planted and tended by his own royal hand. Imagination might bid you
wander among the beauties of the celebrated villas and gardens of the
Roman emperors, or make you linger and the roses and lilies of the
voluptuous gardens of the Persian caliphs, but we have nobler work in
hand. I call you to come with me to the orchard of pomegranates, to beds
of spices, campfire with spikenard, calamus and cinnamon, myrrh and
aloes, with trees of frankincense. I am not about to speak of the gardens of
any earthly monarch, for we can find far fairer flowers and rarer fruits in
the gardens of the King of kings, the resorts of his Son, the Prince
Immanuel.

There are six of these “king’s gardens” to which I shall conduct you, but
we shall not have time to tarry in more than one of them.

I. The first of these king’s gardens was THE GARDEN OF PARADISE, which
was situate in the midst of Eden.

You will read of it in the book of Genesis. It was doubtless a fairer place
than we have ever seen, and much more marvelous for beauty than we can
imagine. It was fall of all manner of delights, a fruitful spot wherein the
man who was set to keep it would have no need to toil, but would find it a
happy and refreshing exercise to train the luxurious plants. No sweat was
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ever seen upon his happy brow, for he cultivated a virgin soil. Abundance
of luscious fruits ministered to his necessities. He could stretch himself
upon soft conches of moss, and no inclemency’s of weather disturbed his
repose. No winter’s wind scattered the leaves of Eden, no summer’s heat
burned up its flowers. There were sweet alternations of day and night, but
the day brought no sorrow, and the night no danger. The beasts were there;
yet not as beasts of prey, but as the obedient servants of that happy
man whom God had made to have dominion over all the works of his
hands. In the midst of the garden grew that mysterious tree of life, of which
we know so little literally, but of which, I trust, we know so much in its
spiritual meaning, for we have fed upon its fruits, and have been healed by
its leaves. Hard by it stood the tree of knowledge of good and evil, placed
there as the test of obedience. Adam’s mind was equally balanced, it had
no bias to evil, and God left him to the freedom of his will, giving this as
the test of his loyalty, that, if obedient, he would never touch the fruit of
that one tree. Why need he? There were tens of thousands of trees, all of
which bowed down their branches with abundant fruit for his hunger or his
luxury. Why need he desire that solitary tree which God had fenced and
hedged about? But, in an evil hour, at the serpent’s base suggestion, we
know not how soon after his creation, he put forth his hand and plucked
from the forbidden tree! The mere plucking of the fruit seems little to the
thoughtless, but the breaking of the Maker’s law was a great offense to
heaven, for it was man’s throwing down the gage of battle against his
Creator, and breaking his allegiance to his Lord and Master; this was great,
great in itself and in its mischievous effects, for Adam fell that day, and out
of Eden he was driven to till the thankless, thorn-bearing soil, and you and
I fell in him, and were banished with him. We were in his loins. He was
“the father of us all,” and on us he has brought the curse of toil, and in us
all he has sown the seeds of iniquity. Let it never be forgotten, in
connection with the garden of Eden, that we are not now a pure and sinless
race, and cannot he by nature, however civilized we may become. Men are
born no longer with balanced minds, but a heavy weight of original sin in
the scale. We are averse to that which is good. The bias of the mind of
man, when he is born into the world, is towards that which is evil, and we
as naturally go astray as the serpent naturally learns to hiss, or the wolf to
tear and to devour.

Ah! brethren and sisters, beware of thinking too little of the fall. Slight
thoughts upon the fall are at the root of false theologies; the mischief that
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has been wrought in us is not a trifling matter, but a thing to be trembled
at. Only the divine hand can reclaim us. The house of manhood has been
shaken to its foundations; each timber is decayed; the leprosy is in the
tottering wall. Man must be made new by the same creating hand that first
made him, or be never can be a dwelling place fit for God. Let those who
boast of their natural goodness look to the garden of Eden and be ashamed
of their pride, and then examine their own actions by the glass of God’s
most holy law, and be confounded that they should dream of purity. How
can he be pure that is born of woman? “Who can bring a clean thing out of
an unclean thing? Not one.” As our mothers were sinful, such are we, and
such will our children be; as long as men are brought into the world by
natural generation, we shall be “born in sin and shapen in iniquity;” and, if
we are to be accepted by God, we must be born again, and made new
creatures in Christ Jesus.

Alas! then, alas! for that first king’s garden! The flowers are gone; the
birds have ceased to sing! The winter’s winds howl through it, and the
summer’s sun scorches it! The beasts of prey are there. Perhaps the very
site of it, which is now unknown, may be a den of dragons, an habitation
for the pelican of the wilderness, and the bittern of desolation! Fit image, if
it be so, of our natural estate, for we were altogether given up to
desolation and destruction, unless one mighty to save had espoused our
cause and undertaken our redemption.

I1. The second king’s garden to which I will introduce you is very different
from the first, but it yields more fragrant spices and healthier herbs by far.
It is THE GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE-the garden of the olive-press, wherein
the Lord Jesus Christ was the olive, and God’s anger against sin was the
press.

Put off your shoes from off your feet, for the place whereon you stand is
holy ground! ‘Tis night. Yonder are twelve men walking, and talking
sweetly as they walk. Observe one, a mysterious, majestic Person, who is
evidently superior to the rest. It is the Son of Man. Hush! It is the Son of
God, and as he talks you can hear words like these, “l am the vine, ye are
the branches; abide in me and I in you.” We will conceal ourselves behind
that group of olives, and will see what is to happen here. This is the place
where that mysterious Son of God was often to be found with his
disciples. Just as God walked in the first garden in Eden, so the Son of
God walked in the second garden; and as God in the first garden
communed with man,
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so of the second garden it is written Jesus oftentimes resorted thither with

his disciples. See, he has dismissed eight of them. He has told them to wait

yonder, and on he goes with only three-Peter, and James, and John-the

chosen out of the eleven-and speaking to them, and bidding them watch, he

leaves them, and is all alone. Let us draw as near as we may; we see the

Son of God in prayer, and as he prays, his earnestness gathers strength. He

i1s striving with an unseen enemy-struggling like a man who would

overcome an adversary, wrestling so vigorously that he sweats; but it is a

strange sweat! “His sweat was, as it were great drops of blood, falling to

the ground.” He is beginning to drink the cup of Jehovah’s wrath, which

was due to our sins, a cup which w could not have emptied even through

eternity, though every drop of it had been a hell. Christ is quaffing the

wrath-cup, and as he trembles under the fiery influence of the draught of
worse than wormwood and gall, he cries, “If it be possible, let this cup pass

from me.” But he recovers himself, and his prayer is, “Nevertheless, not as |
will, but as thou wilt.” Backwards and forwards you see him go like a man

distracted. Three times he looks to the disciples for comfort, but they are

slumbering, and then again he returns to his God and casts himself upon

his face, with strong crying and tears, pouring out his soul in blood before

high heaven, such is the anguish of his tortured heart.

Herein behold the beginning of our redemption. Jesus then began to suffer
in our room and stead, atoning for our iniquity. The mischief of Eden fell
upon Gethsemane. The mist of sin rose up in the garden of Paradise, and as
it rose it gathered and collected into a black, tremendous storm cloud, and
anon it burst, with flashes of lightning and with claps of thunder, upon the
great Shepherd of the sheep, that we, who deserved to be overwhelmed by
the tempest, might find fair weather in the rest which remaineth for the
people of God.

Perhaps no sight that was ever beheld of men or angels, except the
crucifixion, was more tremendous than the agony of Gethsemane. It must
have been a terrible spectacle to have seen martyrs in the fire, or men and
women devoured by lions and bears in the Roman amphitheatre, but then
to the Christian’s eye there was a pleasure mingled with these ghastly
sights, for God sustained his faithful ones. They clapped their hands amidst
the fire. They sang when the wild beasts were leaping upon them. Such
holy joy beamed from their countenances, that their brethren were
comforted rather than distressed, and saints wished to be there with them,
that they might die as they died and win the martyr’s crown. But, when you
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look at Christ in the garden, you miss the help, which the martyrs had. Cod
forsakes him. He must tread the winepress alone, and of the people there
must be none with him. Ay! and yet, dark as that night was, the darkest
night that ever fell upon this world, it was the mother of that gospel light
of finished redemption which now enlightens the Gentiles and brings glory
unto Israel.

Let us leave the king’s garden, then, with feelings of deep repentance that
we should have made Jesus suffer so, and yet with holy gladness to think
that thus hath he redeemed us from the ruins of the fall.

IIL. T claim a moment’s thought for the GARDEN OF THE BURIAL AND
THE RESURRECTION.

In Joseph’s garden, in the new tomb, the Beloved of our souls slept for
awhile, and thence arose to his glory-life. Detained of death he could not
be, for he was no longer a lawful Captive, he had finished his work and
earned his reward, and therefore the imprisoning stone was rolled away. He
is not here, for he is risen; the seal is broken, the watchmen are dispersed,
the stone is removed, the Captive is free. What comfort is here,
for, as Jesus rose, so all his slumbering saints shall likewise leave the tomb.
His resurrection is the resurrection of all the saints. Wait but awhile, and
the tomb shall be no longer the treasury of death. So surely as the Lord
came forth from the sepulcher to glory and immortality, all his saints are
justified and clean. None can accuse us now that the Lord has risen indeed
no more to die. His one offering hath perfected forever all the chosen ones
and his glorious uprising is the guarantee of their acceptance. Faith delights
in the garden where Magdalene found her unknown, yet well known, Lord,
and where angel’s kept watch and ward over the couch, which the
immortal Sufferer had relinquished. Henceforth it is to us a king’s garden,
abounding with pleasant fruits and fragrant flowers.

I'V. And now I desire to take you to a fourth king’s garden. You will not
have far to go. Put your hand into your bosom and your finger will be on
the latch of its door. It is THE GARDEN OF THE HUMAN HEART.

The heart is a little garden, little apparently, but yet so extensive that it is
all but infinite, for who can tell the limit of the heart of man, or how far-
darting the imaginations and the affections of the soul of man may be?
Now, this little-great thing, the human heart, is meant to be a garden for
God. Did I say it was a garden? It should he so, but alas! by nature it
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scarcely deserves the name, for I perceive it to be all overgrown with
weeds; thistle and briar, deadly nightshade, and nettles, and I know not
what besides, spring up everywhere. I see trees, but they drop with poison,
like the deadly up as, whose drip is death. There are no luscious fruits, but
instead thereof grapes of Gomorrha arid apples of Sodom; this loathsome
den of festering evils is what should have been God’s garden, but ho! it is
a tangled wilderness of all manner of noisome things; thorns, also, and
thistles doth it bring forth.

What must be done to this neglected garden? What heavenly horticulture
can be used upon it to reclaim it from its desert state? God, the great
Husbandman, must come and turn it over after his own fashion. The rough
plough of conviction must be dragged through it. The spade of trouble
must break up the surface and smash in pieces the clods, and kill the
weeds, and fire must burn up the rubbish. Has that ever been done in the
garden of your heart, dear hearer? Have you ever had your soul ploughed
and cross-ploughed and harrowed with sorrow till you were driven well-
nigh to despair? Have you seen your sweet sins killed, so that you could
not take pleasure in them any longer, but desired to be clean rid of them?
That must be done if the garden is to be reclaimed and made worthy of
the divine owner.

Then when the soil is broken up, and the clods are turned, there must be
seed-sowing, and the planting of slips from the tree of life, seeds from the
nurseries of heaven, seeds that shall turn to flowers which shall be full of
sweet perfume, acceptable to Christ. The seeds of faith, and love, and hope,
and patience, and perseverance, and zeal, must be carefully cast into
prepared soil by the Holy Spirit’s hand, and fostered by the same kindly
care. Ere the heart can be called a garden fit for the King of kings, these
must bud, and blossom, and yield their fruits. When I regard attentively that
garden which was so lately covered over with weeds, but which is now
sown and planted, I perceive that the plants grow not well unless the soil he
drained. There must be always drained out of us much superfluity of
naughtiness and excess of carnal confidence, or our heart will be a cold
swamp, a worthless plant-killing bog. Affliction drains us. We do not like
to have our money or our friends taken from us, and yet the love of these
might ruin us for all fruit-bearing if God did not remove them. Besides the
draining, there must also be constant hoeing, and raking, and digging. After
a garden is made, the flower-beds are never left long alone, the gardener
must have his eye upon them or they run to riot. If they were left to
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themselves, they would soon breed weeds again and return to the old
confusion, but the hoe must be constantly kept going, if the garden is to he
clean. So with the garden of the heart; cleansing and pruning must be done
every day, and God must do it through ourselves, and we must do it by
constant self examination and repentance, striving in the power of the Holy
Spirit to keep ourselves free from the sins which do so easily beset us. I
find that the weeds grow fast enough in my soul, and keep me in fall
employment to check their growth. Cowper talks about

“The dear hour which brought me to thy foot,
And cut up all my follies by the root.”

Surely, good Cowper must have made a mistake! I know mine were never
cut up by the roots. When they have been cut down, the root soon sprouts
again. They will come up by the root one-day, as I believe and hope, and
till then I must be incessantly watchful; but the roots are there still; alas!
alas! alas! that it should be so! O Lord Jesus, help us, or we shall be
overgrown with our besetting sins. Corruption still remaineth even in the
heart of the regenerate, and the garden of the King of kings is often
overgrown with weeds. But still for God it is a garden now, a garden for
Jesus to walk in, and there are happy times when he deigns to sit down in
the arbour of our souls. What a royal garden our poor heart then becomes!
It may be the body is covered with poor garments, it may be our whole
outward man is very sick and faint; but still our manhood is a King’s
garden when Christ is within, and we are kings and priests unto our God
when Jesus holds fellowship with us. The angels come into that garden too,
and when the air is still, and the noise of outside cares is hushed, we have
often enjoyed a little heaven within our heart, the beginning of the heaven
to which we hope soon to go. Dear hearer, do you know what we mean by
paradise within, glory beaming in the heart, heaven in the soul? Jesus can
teach you this.

The heart is a King’s garden, beloved. Jesus bought it with his precious
blood, and he has now by his grace come into it and claimed it to be his
own. My friend, if he has not come to you yet, I hope he will. If you have
not given your heart to him, I hope you may be led to do so by his gracious
Spirit. But, if your heart be his, oh, keep it for your Beloved! Do not give
the keys to anyone else. The love of husband, wife, and child, each of these
is to have its proper place, but the heart’s core is the King’s garden. Mark
you, it is not the husband’s garden, nor the wife’s garden, nor the child’s
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garden; the dearest idols we have known must not be set up there; it is the
King’s garden. I hope you will say to-night, before you go to rest, “O
king, come into my garden, and eat my pleasant fruit! Awake, O heavenly
wind, and blow upon the garden of my soul, and let all the plants of my
new nature give forth their sweetness, that my Beloved may be charmed
with my company, and that I may be filled with his sweet love.”

V. However, I want you to spend most of your time in a fifth garden, and
that is THE GARDEN OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH-Our garden, and yet the
King’s garden, planted and flourishing in this place.

Follow me in each word of the text. What is it? A garden. The church of
God is a garden. Many thoughts are gathered in that one metaphor like
bees in a hive. It is called a garden in the book of Solomon’s Song, so I
know that we are not wrong in using the illustration. But what does a
garden mean?

In the first place, it implies separation. A garden is not the open waste, the
heath, or the common; it is not a wilderness; it is walled around; it is
hedged in. Ah! Christian, when you join the church, remember you, too,
become by profession hedged in for King Jesus. I earnestly desire to see
the wall of separation between the church and the world made broader and
stronger. Believe me, nothing gives me more sorrow than when I hear of
church members saying, “Well, there is no harm in this; there is no harm in
that,” and getting as near to the world as possible. It does not matter what
you may think of it, but I am certain that grace is at low ebb in your soul
when you even raise the question of how far you may go in worldly
conformity. We are to avoid the very appearance of evil, and especially
just at this festive season of the year, this Christmas, when so many of you
are having your parties, your children’s sports, and all that kind of thing.

I would have you doubly jealous, do recollect, church members, that you
are to be Christians always, if Christians at all; we do not grant
dispensations to sin, as the Roman Catholics did in Luther’s day. You are
always to wear your regimentals as Christian soldiers, and never, at any
time, to say, “Well, I shall do this just now; it is only once a year; I shall do
as the world does; I cannot be out of the fashion.” You must he either out
of the fashion, or out of the true church, recollect that, because the place
for Christ’s church is altogether out of the fashion. You are called to go
forth without the camp, bearing his reproach. If you want to be in the
camp, you cannot be Christ’s disciple, for the love of the world is enmity to
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Christ. You must be a separated one or be lost. If you want to be the
common, you cannot be the garden; and if you are willing and anxious to
be the garden, why, then, do not attempt to be the common. Keep the
hedges up; keep the gates well bolted; king’s gardens must not be left open
to thieves and robbers. Be not conformed to the world, but be ye
transformed by the renewing of your mind. The King’s garden, is a
separated place-keep it so.

The king’s garden is a place of order. You do not, when you go into your
garden, find the flowers all put in anyhow, but the wise gardener arranges
them according to their tints and hues, so that in the midst of summer the
garden shall look like arainbow that has been broken to pieces and let
down upon the earth, delightful to gaze upon. All the walks are regular, the
beds are in proportion, and the plants well arranged, just as they should be.
Such should the Christian church be-pastor, deacons, elders, members, all
in their proper places. We are not a load of bricks, but a house. The church
is not a mere heap, but it is to be a palace built for God, a temple in which
he manifests himself. Let us all try to maintain order in the household of
Christ, and above all things hate discord and confusion. Let us be men who
know how to keep rank, maintaining a decent order and regularity in all
things. We seek not the order, which consists in all sleeping in their places,
hike corpses in the catacombs, but we desire the order, which finds all
working in their places for the common cause of the Lord Jesus. May we
never become a disorderly, disunited, irregular church. May there be order
in the garden, preserved by the power of love and grace.

A garden is a place of beauty. Such should the Christian church be. You
gather together the fairest flowers from all lands, and put them in your
garden, and if you see no beauties in the streets, you expect to see them in
the florist’s beds. So, if there be no holiness, no love, no zeal, no
prayerfulness outside in the world, yet we should see these things in the
church. We are not to take the world to be our guide, but we are to excel
it. We must do more than others. The Lord Jesus Christ told his disciples
that their righteousness must exceed that of even the Scribes and Pharisees,
or they could not enter the kingdom; and the genuine Christian must seek
to be more excellent in his life than the best moralist, because Christ’s
garden ought to have the best flowers in all the world. Even the best is poor
compared with Christ’s deservings, let us not put him off with withered
and dying plants. The rarest, richest, choicest lilies and roses ought
to bloom in the place which Jesus calls his own.
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The king’s garden is a place of growth, too. I do not suppose the florist
would think that soil fit to be a garden in which his plants would not grow.
It would be a dead loss to him if the slips remained slips, and if the buds
never turned to flowers. So in the church of God. We are not introduced
into fellowship to be always the same, always little children and babes in
grace. We should grow in grace, and in the knowledge of our Lord and
Savior Jesus Christ. The prayer-meeting should be a school of practical
education for our beloved young members, a place for the young nestlings
to try their callous wings. If they try to pray, at first they may almost
break down, perhaps, but if they will not give way to a foolish timidity,
they will soon get over it, and find themselves useful, not merely in public
prayer, but in a thousand works of usefulness besides. Growth should be
rapid where Jesus is the Husbandman, and the Holy Spirit the dew from
above.

Again, a garden is a place of retirement. When a man is in his garden, be
does not expect to see all his customers walking down between the beds to
do business with him. “No,” saith he, “I am walking in the garden, and I
expect to be alone.” So the Lord Jesus Christ would have us reserve the
church to be a place in which he can manifest himself to us, as he doth not
unto the world. Oh I wish that Christians were more retired, that they kept
their hearts more shut up for Christ! I am afraid we often worry and
trouble ourselves, like Martha, with much serving, so that we have not the
room for Christ that Mary hind, and do not sit at his feet as we ought to
do. The Lord giant us grace to keep oar hearts as closed gardens for Christ
to walk in.

This, then, is a poor description of what the church is; and now, very
briefly, whose is it?

The church is a garden, but it is the King’s garden. The church is not mine,
nor yours, but the King’s. It is the King’s garden, because he chose it for
himself.

“We are a garden walled around,
Chosen, and made peculiar ground;
A little spot enclosed by grace
Out of the world’s wide wilderness.”

We are the King’s, because he bought us: Naboth said he would not give
up his vineyard, because he inherited it. So doth Christ inherit us by an
indefeasible title. We are his heritage, and he has so dearly bought us with
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his own blood that he will never give us up, blessed be his name! We are
his, because he has conquered us. He won us in fair fight, and now we
acknowledge the validity of his title-deeds, and confess, every one of us, as
the members of his church, that we are his, and that he is ours.

What anobility this gives to Christ’s church! 1have sometimes heard
people talk disparagingly of church meetings; there may be but few persons
present, some of those may be young members some may be very old, yet I
have been much grieved when 1 have heard people despise such a church
meeting, for Christ would not despise it. Let such beware. Whenever the
church meets, either as a whole or representatively, there is a solemn
dignity cast about that assembly which is not to be found in a parliament of
kings and princes. Ay, I will say it-if Louis Napoleon could call a senate of
all the potentates in this world in Paris, and hold a congress there the
whole of them put together would not be worth the snap of a finger
compared with half-a-dozen godly old women who meet together in the
name of Christ as a church, in obedience to the Lord’s command; for God
would riot be there with the potentates-what cares he for them?-but he
would be with the most poor and despised of his people who meet together
as a church in Jesus Christ’s name. “Lo, I am with you alway, even unto
the end of the world,” is more glorious than ermine, or purple, or crown.

Constitute a church in the name of Christ, and meet together as such, and
there is no assembly upon the face of the earth that can be compared with
it, and even the assembly of the first-born in heaven is but a branch of the
grand whole of which the assemblies of the church on earth make up an
essential part. The church is the King’s garden. I am going to ask, now, if
the church be a garden, what does it need? One thing it certainly requires,
is labor. You cannot keep a garden in proper order without work. We want
more laborers in this church, especially of one sort. We want some who
will be planters. I had a letter last week from a young woman; I do not
know who she is; Ido not know where she sits; it may be in the top
gallery, it is quite as likely to be in the second-perhaps more likely; and in
the area, quite as likely again. She says that she has been here for two
years; that she has been very anxious about her soul, and she has often
wished that somebody would speak to her, but nobody has done so. Now,
if I knew where she sat, I should say to the friends who sit there, that I am
ashamed of them! As I do not know where she sits, will those of you who
do love Christ, but who have not been in the habit of looking after others,
be so kind as to be ashamed of yourselves, because there is somebody or



43

other to be blamed in this business. If you love Jesus at all, I cannot tell

how you can let a person come to this Tabernacle for two years and not

speak to them. Somebody has been negligent, very negligent; whoever it

may be, let him see to it. I do not say you can speak upon the best things

the first time you see them, though you might try to do that at any rate; but

how can you have been silent for two years? How is this? You have been

here twice on the Sunday, and that young woman has been here twice;

well, there are two hundred times-two hundred opportunities that you have

lost; two hundred times that you have let that poor soul go away burdened

without speaking to her! I want laborers very badly, real hard-working soul-
winners. I want planters who can get the young slips and put them where

they will grow. I want helpers who will gather up the young lambs just as

they are born, and carry them in their bosom a little while; spiritual purses

who will give comfort to the broken-hearted, and pour in the oil of
consolation into the wounds of poor trembling sinners.

In every church there ought to be sonic to watch over those who are
planted. When we receive members we ought to look after them, and as
one person cannot do it thoroughly, as even the elders and deacons are
hardly numerous enough for so great a work, it should be the aim and
duty of all the experienced Christians in the church to fondly tend the
younger ones. | believe that many of you do this, and I am very thankful
to zealous friends who are not in office in the church, but who do a great
deal in visiting the sick and watching over the younger members. Only I
want alt of you to do it. Oh! if everybody were duly anxious about
keeping this garden in order, how beautifully trimmed all the borders
would he, and how few weeds should we find springing up in the beds!
May I ask you, members of the church, are you doing your duty by the
King’s garden?

You are yourselves his own chosen ones, and he has worked for you, so

that you have no need to work to save yourselves; but still, you must not
be idle, for your Lord has said to you, “Go, work to-day in my vineyard.”

Are you doing it? I thank you if you are. If you are not, blame yourselves.

There should be a little band in every church to collect the straggling. Our
vines will grow out of order if they can, but we must deal wisely with
them, and fasten them up in their places. We must be on the alert where we
see backsliding begin. How much can be done by old Christians in trying to
stop backsliding amongst the young! I believe that half the cases that have
gone badly might have been stopped by a little judicious forethought, if
believers had taken them in time. I say again, what can we, who are the
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officers of this church, do with so many? Why, we number more than three
thousand five hundred in church fellowship. But if you will look after each
other, and seek wherever you see a little decline, a little coldness, to bring
the brother back, the King’s garden will be well cared for. The King’s
garden wants laborers; may you all labor, and its wants in this respect will
be met.

Sometimes we need, brethren, to burn up the rubbish and sweep up the
leaves. In the best church there will always be some falling leaves.
Somebody gets out at the elbow with another brother. We are not any of
us perfect. We get on far more than reasonably well with one another, as a
church. I never saw any church that was really so well knit together in
Christian love as we are; but there are always a few leaves about, and not
a little dust to be put in the corner and burned. May I ask a brother,
whenever he sees any mischief, to sweep it up and say nothing about it.
Whenever you find that such-and-such a brother is going a little amiss, talk
to him about it quietly; do not spread it all over the church, and make
jealousies and suspicious. Pick up the leaf and destroy it. When a brother
member has offended you, so that you feel vexed, forgive him; for I dare
say you will want forgiveness before many days are over. We have none of
us, perhaps; the sweetest of tempers, but, if we have the sweetest, the way
to prove it is by forgiving those who have not. If every one would seek to
make peace, there never could be any great accumulation of discord in the
King’s garden to annoy him; but when he came walking in he would find it
all beautiful and in good order, and all the flowers blooming delightfully,
and he would find his delights with the sons of men.

Now, I have said that the church wants laborers, but, dear friends, it wants
something else. It wants new plants. I wish I might find some to-night.
Our King finds plants for his garden outside the wall. He takes the wild
olive branches, and grafts them into the good olive, and then the sap
changes the nature. A new thing that! It is not thus in our gardens at
home, but wonders are wrought in the garden of the King. He transplants
weeds from the dunghill, and makes them to grow as lilies in time midst of
his fair garden. Will you be such a plant? May the Master’s love constrain
you to desire to be such a one, and, if you desire it, you shall have it. Trust
in the Lord Jesus Christ, and you are his. Rest alone upon him, and you
are a plant of his right hand planting, and shall never be rooted up. God
grant that you may blossom in the skies.
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But, dear friends, all the laborers and all the new plants would not be what
the church requires if she had not something else, for every garden wants
rain, and every garden needs sunshine. This church, if it had ever so many
laborers, could never prosper without the dew of the Holy Spirit, and the
sunshine of the divine favor. We have had these blessings to a very great
extent. We must pray that we may have more. I should like to know of
some of you, how long it is since you have been to a prayer-meeting. Shall 1
stop and let you count? Well, you have not been just lately, because it is
Christmas-time. Very well, 1did not expect to see you; and, if Ihad
expected, I should have been disappointed. But it was not Christmas-time
last October, and yet you were not here then. Some of you very seldom
come at all. If you are lawfully detained at home, I would never ask you to
come, or upbraid you for minding your home duties, for you have no right
to leave legitimate business that ought to be done to come here. But I am
certain that some of you are idle, and might come if you liked. I pray the
Lord to send you a horsewhip in the shape of trouble in your conscience till
you do come, for it very much weakens us all in our prayers when our
numbers decline; and whenever people come to despise week-night
services, be sure of it, farewell to the vital power of godliness, for week-
night services are very, very much the stamp of the man. Any hypocrite will
come on a Sunday, but a man does need to take some interest in religious
services to be found mingling with the people of God in prayer. Am I to
believe that some of you do not care whether souls are saved or not? Am I
to believe that some of you, our church members, have no care whether
our ministry is blessed or not? Am I to believe that you continue members
of a church in which you take no interest? Am I to believe that it is nothing
to you whether Christ is crowned or despised? I will not believe it, and yet
your absence from the meetings for prayer tends to make me fear that it
must be so. [ beg you correct yourselves in this matter, and as the King’s
garden wants rain and sunshine, and we cannot expect to have it without
prayer, let us not forget the assembling of ourselves together as the manner
of some is. Oh! for more prayer, more to pray, and for those who do pray,
to pray with more fervor and more constancy in supplication! One favor I
would ask. If you cannot come to the prayer-meetings-and many of you, I
know, cannot, and I do not speak to you, blaming you-do pray in the
family, do pray in the closet for us. Do not let us become poor in prayer. It
is a bad thing to become poor in money, because we need it for a thousand
causes, and cannot get on without it. But we can do without money better
than we can do without prayer. We must have your prayers. I had almost
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said, if you do not give us your daily prayers give up your membership, for
it is no good to yourselves, and cannot he of any use to us. The very least
thing that a church member can do is to plead with God that the blessing
may descend. It is the King’s garden, and will you not pray for it? It is
time King’s own garden wherein he loves to walk, and which he has
purchased with his blood; shall not your prayers go up that his church may
flourish, and that his kingdom may come?

And now, lastly, on this point. This King’s garden, what does it produce?
If there had been time, I meant to have waited while you answered the
question as to how much you produced. Sometimes in our garden we have
a tree which is so loaded with fruit that we have to put props under it to
keep the branches from trembling; there are one or two in this church of
that sort, who bear much fruit for God, and are so weak in body that their
very fruitfulness of zeal and earnestness seems as though it would break
them. I pray God that with his gracious promise he may prop them up. I
am afraid that this is not the picture of most of us. You say to the gardener
sometimes, “Will there be any fruit on that tree this season? it is time that it
should show.” He looks, and looks, and looks again, an at last the good
man says, “I think I can see one little one up at time top, sir, but I do not
know whether it will come to much.” That, I am afraid, is the photograph
of my any professors. There is fruit, or else they would not be saved ones,
but it is “a little one.” “Herein is my Father glorified, that ye bear munch
fruit; so shall ye be my disciples.” May your prayer be, not for fruit only,
but for munch fruit, and may God send it. Remember, if there be any fruit
at all, it all belongs to time King. If a soul be saved, he shall have the glory
of it. If there he army advance made in the great cause of truth and
righteousness, the crown shall be put upon his head. The keepers of the
vineyard shall have their hundreds, but the King himself shall have his ten
thousand times ten thousand, for he deserves it all.

VI. And now, dear friends, before I send you away, there is one more
garden I must mention, but the time is so far past that I shall not keep you
to say munch about it; it is the GARDEN OF THE PARADISE ABOVE.

I shall let God’s word speak to you about that garden, and then! have
done.

“And he showed in a pure river of water of life, clear as crystal, proceeding
out of the throne of God and of the Lamb. In the midst of time street of it,
and on either side of time river, was there the tree of life, which bare
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twelve manner of fruits, and yielded her fruit every month and time leaves
of the tree were for the healing of the nations. And there shall be no more
curse but the throne of God and of time Lamb shall be in it; and his
servants shall serve him: and they shall see his face; and his name shall be
in their foreheads. And there shall he no night there; and they need no
candle, neither light of time sun; for the Lord God giveth them light: and
they shall reign for ever and ever.”

In that garden of the paradise above may we all be found at time last.
Amen.
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THE ARROWS OF THE BOW
BROKEN IN ZION.

NO. 791

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, JANUARY 19TH, 1868,
BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“There brake he the arrows of the bow, the shield,
and the sword, and the battle.”-Psalm 76:3.

THE writer of this song of triumph gloried as a patriot in the defeat of his
country’s foes: he did better, he triumphed as a believer in Jehovah in the
victories which were wrought by the power of the Lord his God. I have
sometimes wished that we English Christians blended in ourselves a little
more the two characters of patriots and believers. I am persuaded that if
oar poets had been holy and devout men, and at the same time bold
patriots, like David, they would not have lacked subjects for the most
glorious national hymns. The events of English history are not less stirring
than the annals of Judah and Isracl. What atheme for a master singer
would be the defeat of the proud Spanish Armada, or the frustration of
Rome’s knavish tricks on November the fifth, or the gallant fights of Oliver
and his valiant Ironsides, or the landing of William III., and the overthrow
of the hopes of the enemies of the gospel! Oar national minstrelsy has
never been so devout as it should be, and we are poor in holy national song
as compared to the Hebrews; may the taste of coming ages improve in this
respect. Let us, in the events which occur in our own tune, see the hand of
God, and if we cannot write psalms and hymns, yet at any rate let us feel
the spirit of glowing thanksgiving to that God who has hidden the ocean
gird our native isle, and thus protected her with a better guard than gates
of brass or triple steel. Blessed be the Lord our God, who till now hath
held the shield of omnipotence over this land, and made it the citadel of
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liberty, the refuge of the oppressed, and the stronghold of the gospel of
Christ.

We will not, however, detain you with such subjects, but invite you to
more spiritual considerations. Our Salem is the peaceful church or God,
and our Zion is the abode of gospel worship, where the general assembly
of the first-horn unite in holy joy.

The psalmists of Israel, when they rehearsed the Lord’s mighty acts in the
midst of his people, spake of the overthrow of Pharaoh in the Red Sea; and
we who believe in Jesus can join with the song of Moses the song of the
Lamb, while we behold the overthrow of sin, death, and hell, by our all-
glorious Champion, and cry with all our hearts and voices “Sing unto the
Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously, the horse and his rider hath he
thrown into the sea.” Israel chanted her paeon of victory over the accursed
Canaanites whom Joshua slew with great slaughter. They were firmly
established in their own country, they dwelt in cities which were walled up
to heaven, and they rushed forth to war, riding in chariots of iron, with
sharp scythes upon their axles, and spearmen darting their javelins afar.
Their warriors were swift and valiant, and their numbers like the sand of
the sea, but behold their boasted armies dissolved at the advance of Joshua
as the hoar frost melts in the sun! Hittites and Amorites, Hivites and
Jebusites, fell before the sword of the Lord, and Israel magnified Jehovah
who “smote great kings, and slew famous kings, and gave their land for an
heritage, even an heritage unto Israel his servant: for his mercy endureth
for ever.” We also have a better Canaan in prospect, and more terrible
enemies have been subdued by Jesus, the Captain of our salvation: let us
not be slow to praise the name of the Lord. No Jew could forget the
victories achieved under the leadership of David over the Philistines. They
had giants among them, and their ranks were filled with veterans, men of
war from their youth up, yet the sling and the stone brought down the
champion, and the troops of God were made valiant in fight, turning to
flight the armies of the aliens. Give unto the Lord, O ye mighty, give unto
the Lord glory and strength; give unto the Lord the glory due unto his
name, for even thus has Jesus vanquished evil, and given his servants
grace to conquer through his blood. The grand defeat of Sennacherib,
which this Psalm commemorates, when no swords or spears were used,
but the Lord sent an angel who cut off all the mighty men of valor, and all
the leaders and captains in the camp, so that the proud Assyrian returned
with shame of face to his own land, was the subject of many a holy song
in Judah’s
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happy land; but the everlasting defeat of the accuser of the brethren by the
angel of the covenant of grace, should waken yet more thrilling music in
the choirs of the church of the living God.

All the wonders recorded in the book of the wars of the Lord are eclipsed
in the gospel annals, for they are but the destruction of men’s bodies, the
temporary deliverance of cities and of nations from the oppression of war;
but the gospel tells of eternal redemption. As spiritual affairs far exceed
material interests, so the spiritual victories of God in the midst of his
church are far more resplendent than his triumphs against his foes on the
behalf of Israel. May the Holy Spirit quicken us, raise our courage,
strengthen our faith, and confirm our confidence in him while we think
upon what God has done and is doing in the midst of his church. “There
brake he the arrows of the bow, the shield, and the sword, and the battle.”
Right valiantly has the Lord wrought for us and in US; and he will also do
great things by us.

L. First, he has fought victoriously FOR Us. Our God has wrought for us
great spiritual victories, by which all the ingenious weapons of our many
adversaries have been snapped.

Let me remind you, beloved, in the first place, of what the Lord our God
did in the day of our redemption by the sufferings of Christ. Let us
celebrate the triumphs of Calvary. The Lord of angels descended from
heaven, and left the glories of his Father’s throne to take upon himself the
form of a servant, and to be made in the likeness of man; throughout the
whole of his life of humiliation he was attacked by the enemy, but he was
victorious at every point. Hell strove to empty out all its quivers upon him,
and the sword of Satanic malice sought with its keenest edge to wound
him, but never was he staggered, or so much as scarred, he quenched every
fiery dart and repelled every barbed arrow. The prince of this world
watched him with jealous eye, and scanned him from head to foot, but
found no place for the entrances of sin nothing within his soul upon which
evil could gain a footing.

Jesus was unconquerable, to show us that in the power of grace manhood
may overcome the sword of evil, and break the arrows of temptation. At
length the fullness of time ushered in that dreadful night when all the
powers of darkness met, and collected all their infernal might for one last
tremendous charge; buckler, and sword, and arrow, and every weapon of
offense and defense were wielded by the leaguered hosts of hell, but all in



51

vain. Our Champion was hard put to it; he sweat as it were great drops of
blood, falling to the ground; he was numbered with the transgressors; he
was led away like a malefactor, tried and condemned, the Lord Jehovah
made to meet on him the iniquity of us all, but in all and over all he was
more than conqueror. You never can forget, for it is written upon the
fleshy tablets of your grateful hearts, how his enemies dragged him to the
mount of crucifixion, fastened him to the accursed tree, lifted him up all
bleeding and suffering, exposed him to the glare of the sun, dashed the
cross into its place, dislocating all his bones, sat around and stared upon
him, and mocked his miseries, but in all this he remained invincible. These
grief’s, which were outward and conspicuous to our eyes, were but a small
part of his agonies-the inward strife, the internal conflict, the soul-desertion
and depression were heavier far; sin’s utmost weight, the fury of
vengeance, the curse of the law, the sword of justice, the malice of Satan,
the bitterness of death-all these he knew and more; and yet, single-handed,
he sustained the fight and earned the crown.

That glorious cry of “It is finished,” was the death-knell of all the
adversaries of his people, the breaking of “the arrows of the bow, the
shield, and the sword, and the battle.” I think I see before me the hero of
Golgotha using his cross as an anvil, and his woes as a hammer, and
dashing to shivers bundle after bundle of our sins, those poisoned “arrows
of the bow;” trampling on every charge, and destroying every accusation.
What glorious blows the mighty breaker gives! How the weapons fly to
fragments, beaten small as the dust of the threshing floor! Behold, I see
him drawing from its sheath of hellish workmanship the dread sword of
hellish power! See he snaps it across his knee, as a man breaks the dry
wood of a fagot, and casts it into the fire. Like David, he crieth, “He
teacheth my hands to war; so that a bow of steel is broken by mine arms.”
“I have pursued mine enemies, and destroyed them; and turned not again
until I had consumed them. And I have consumed them and wounded them
that they could not arise: yea, they are fallen under my feet... Then did I
beat them as small as the dust of the earth; I did stamp them as the mire of
the street.” Beloved, no sin of a believer can now be an arrow mortally to
wound him, no condemnation can now be asword to kill him, for the
punishment of our sin was borne by Christ, a full atonement has been made
for all our iniquities by our blessed Substitute and Surety. Who now
accuseth? Who now condemneth? Christ hath died, yea, rather hath risen
again. Let hell, if it can, find a single arrow to shoot against the beloved of
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the Lord; they are all broken, not one of them is left. Christ has emptied the
quivers of hell, has quenched every fiery dart, and broken off the head of
every arrow of wrath; the ground is strewn with the splinters and relics of
the weapons of hell’s warfare, which are only visible to us to remind us of
our former danger, and of our great deliverance. Sin hath no more
dominion over us. Jesus has made an end of it, and pat it away forever. O
thou enemy, destruction’s are come to a perpetual end. Talk ye of all the
wondrous works of the Lord, ye who make mention of his name, keep not
silence.

When our Lord, after a short sojourn in the grave, rose again on the third
day, his resurrection effectually crushed all the remaining hopes of hell. So
long as he was in the tomb, it might seem as though his people were in
jeopardy; but when he “rose again for our justification,” our security was
undoubted. In his death he paid the debt, in his resurrection he obtained
the receipt, and exhibited the precious writing to heaven, and earth, and
hell, by nailing the handwriting of ordinances to his cross. The rising of
Christ from the grave is to us the warrant of our final perseverance. Hath
he not himself said, “Because I live, ye shall live also”? It is to us the
pledge of our resurrection, for as the head has arisen, so all the members
of the body must arise. Had Jesus seen corruption, had the grave still held
his body in durance vile, our hope would have been but slender; but now
that Jesus liveth, and death hath no snore dominion over him, we rejoice
that by one sacrifice he hath perfected for ever them that are set apart.
Our risen Lord shines forth in transcendent majesty beside the empty
tomb, surrounded by the broken swords and bucklers of his people’s

“Shout, ye seraphs! Gabriel, raise
Fame’s eternal trump of praise:
Let the earth’s remotest bound
Hear the joy-inspiring sound Hallelujah.”

“Lives again our glorious King!
‘Where, O death, is now thy sting?’
Once he died our souls to save;
‘Where’s thy victory, boasting grave?’”

Yet further, when, after forty days, our Lord ascended from us to take
possession of the purchased possession, in our name, and to prepare a
place for us at the right hand of the Father, in that day he again gave to hell
such a defeat as it shall never be able to recover. Had Jesus Christ
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remained still upon the earth, it had been thought that heaven was still shut
to believers, and we might have entertained a fear that between us and the
celestial gate there would be such hordes of enemies that we should never
be able to hew a pathway to our rest. But Jesus has completely cleared the
king’s highway to glory for all his saints, and they traverse in safety the
road to the celestial gate. As the watchmen fled from the grave’s month
when the living Lord arose, and as the stone was rolled away from the
sepulcher, so all the fiends that might have kept us out of heaven have fled
also, and every barrier to our entrance to the celestial reward is effectually
removed. See the incarnate God returning to his throne! Your imaginations
can conceive the splendor of his triumphal entrance when all the angels
hailed him with glad acclaim and disembodied spirits who had long ago
been redeemed by the foresight ht of his death met him with their
congratulations when the Paternal Deity said, “Well done” and bade him
take his reward at his right hand. Ah! then he led captivity captive, and
made a show of his enemies openly. Then he finally brake the “arrows of
the bow the shield, and the sword and the battle,” and gave to his people a
conformation of the assurance that it shall never be possible to keep so
much as one of them out of the eternal rest, since their Covenant head has
taken possession on their behalf, to hold it safely for each one until “the
adoption to wit the redemption of our body.”

Nor is the story quite ended yet. Jesus is now exalted far above all
principalities and powers and every name that is named, but the enemy of
our souls, though defeated, continues maliciously to attempt our
destruction. Satan’s head is bruised but still he lives, and continues
perpetually to assault the saints of God. We seldom stand before the angel
without Satan comes forward as our accuser. The accuser of the brethren
unceasingly clamours against the saints, but here is our joy-whatever may
be the arrows of Satan’s bow whatever sword he may wield against us,
there he stands, our great Captain our Shield and the Lord’s Anointed, and
as fast as the arrows are shot he breaks them, and as often as the sword is
drawn he turns aside its edge. Courage, Christian! Your foes may be
unceasing in their attacks, but Jesus Christ is unfailing in your protection.
For Zion’s sake he does not hold his peace, and for Jerusalem’s sake he
does not rest, but his intercession comes up perpetually before the eternal
throne, and the constant presentation of his omnipotent merit evermore
preserves the tempted, succours the needy, and upholds those that are
ready to fall. Let us be of good cheer, for there, in the New Jerusalem to
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which our laboring souls aspire, the intercession of Jesus breaks “ the
arrows of the bow, the shield, and the sword, and the battle.”

Nor does it end there, for here below our exalted Lord is master over all
events; providence is ruled and guided by the Man whose head was
surrounded with the crown of thorns.

“Lo! in his hands the sovereign keys
Of heaven, and death, and hell.”

To this hour the adversaries of truth seek the overthrow of the church of
God. We may be sometimes idle, but they are always diligent. “The enemy
goeth about like a roaring lion, seeking whom he may devour.” He assails
the people of God in successive ages from different points of the compass
with cunning and fury, and we should have poor hope, we who are like a
few lambs in the midst of wolves, if it were not that our Master is present
by his eternal Spirit, and rules all things by his providential government, he
can make those wheels which are so high that they are terrible, so to
revolve that the greatest enemies of the church shall be cut off or shall be
converted, and he can raise up from the dunghill men that shall be princes
in the midst of Israel, to be defenders of the truth, and shepherds to his
people. He can cause to be born ill a humble cottage in the wood a Luther,
who shall shake off the fetters from the nations; he can bring forth from the
wildest village of France a Calvin, whose words shall be as nails fastened
by the master of assemblies; and he can raise a flaming Knox, and nourish
his fiery spirit in Geneva till Scotland needs him; or raise up in the quiet
parsonage of Lutterworth a Wickliffe, to shine as the morning star of the
Reformation in England. God is never short of men. He never has to
bethink himself of means. He knows no difficulties or dilemmas. If his
church needed it, he could to-morrow make emperors relent of their sins,
and doff their crowns to become ministers of the word, and constrain the
most violent persecutors of the church to crouch at her feet, and lick the
dust. Let us be confident in the reigning power of our ever loving Savior;
let us be reassured by the history of the church in the past, and expect to
see divine interposition’s in our own day. Fear not, for still it shall so be
said of Zion, “There brake he the arrows of the bow, the shield, and the
sword, and the battle.”

For his redeemed ones, it is most evident that the Lord Jesus is more than
conqueror, not only putting adverse darts aside, but breaking them; not
merely averting the violence of the sword, but breaking that sword; tearing
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the buckler from the enemy and leaving him defenseless; stripping him of
all his arms, both of offense and defense, that his defeat may be total and
irretrievable. “Arms and the man, I sing,” said the great Roman poet; a
nobler theme by far would be “Arms and the Son of God.”

I1. May we have help from on high while we now ask you to consider the
victories which Jesus Christ has won in us.

Brethren, we who are members of the church of Christ, have been subdued
by sovereign grace. Whereas we were enemies, we are now reconciled unto
God by the death of his Son. Now, if we could each tell his story of
conversion, the children of God would be ready to burst out with one
simultaneous shout of joy, as they perceived that in the midst of his church
the Lord, in the hearts of his people, has broken the arrows of the bow. Let
me take you back to the time of your conversion. Some of us were very
stout-hearted. We knew the truth, but we did not love it; we understood
the gospel, but we abhorred it. We were often entreated to consider the
welfare of our souls, but we cared for the frivolities of the moment, and we
let the realities of eternity slip by. We were thundered at by the law, we
were gently wooed by the gospel; the tears of a mother united with the
earnest warnings of a teacher, and the admonitions of a pastor; but all these
were powerless upon our slumbering conscience. Some of us went to great
lengths of rebellion, and hardened ourselves more and more, and it seemed
impossible for us to do enough against the Lord our God. When we talk of
great and black sinners, it brings tears to our eyes as we remember that
such were some of us, but we have been washed. Ah! brethren, the
bringing in of great sinners is indeed a glory to Christ-and the salvation of
great moralists is not a secondary victory, for perhaps of the two it is more
difficult to subdue the righteous self than the sinful self of men. To have
made those who have been kept pure outwardly to feel their inward
impurity, and to bewail it, is a triumph great and masterly. Rejoice when
the harlot bows before the Savior with breaking heart, be glad when Saul
of Tarsus yields his persecuting heart to the Savior’s scepter, but equally
adore the majesty of love when the young man who has kept all these
commandments from his youth up seeks the one thing which he lacks, and
trusts his heart with Jesus Christ without delay! When we shall get to
heaven, we will astonish the angels with what we shall have to tell, the
depths of sin out of which we have been delivered, the fiery lusts from
which we have been rescued, the stiff necks that have been made to how,
and the unyielding knees that have been compelled to bend. Glory be unto
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God. I cannot help saying so again, Glory be to God, for as I look around
this place and think of some of you in whom God’s great and wondrous
arm has been revealed in redeeming you from all your iniquities, dare
make it my boast that here the Lord has broken “the arrows of the bow,
the shield, and the sword, and the battle.”

Since conversion, dear friends, how often has the great Conqueror been
obliged to interpose on our behalf to save us from our rebellious lusts. I do
not know how you find it, but it strikes me that conflict is the principal
feature of the Christian life this side heaven. We do know what communion
is; we are no strangers to the banqueting-house, where the banner of love is
waving, but still to contest every inch of ground on the road to immortality,
to wrestle hard with sins, and doubts, and fears, is our average experience.
We do get beyond this sometimes, but not for long; we have
soon to come back again, either to fight with the lions, or Apollyon, or to
climb the Hill Difficulty, or to traverse the valley of death-shadow, or to
pass through Vanity Fair, or to endure the sleepy influences of the
enchanted ground, or to he in Doubting Castle. It is not an easy path to
heaven, it is warfare from beginning to end. There are times with us when
we are so sore beset with temptations that our feet had almost gone, our
steps had well nigh slipped. We had long ere this fallen, to our shame and
confusion of face, if another arm than ours had not held us up. Oh, what
strong temptations some of us have endured! Those of us who have
passionate, fiery, strong, willful natures, have to light frequently against
suggestions which we would scarcely whisper in the ear of those we love
the best. We have overcome as yet, we have been upheld till now, but who
could have held us up but the Lord himself? Our temptations occasionally
are plied so craftily, and are so exactly fitted to the situation, so precisely
adapted to the state of our bodily health, or the condition of our outward
business, that it is a wonder that we have not yielded. Ay, and we have
almost yielded, as we must mournfully acknowledge, and then Apollyon
has hissed at us from between his teeth: “Thou hast been unfaithful to thy
Lord already in thy heart. Thou knowest thou hast gone back in thy soul,
and broken thy covenant. How canst thou hope to be accepted at the last?
Go back to the world at once, for thou art playing the hypocrite, thou
knowest thou art,” saith he, “for thy heart is deceitful. Go back, therefore,
in thine outward life.” Though we have been able still to wield the sword of
the Spirit, which is the word of God, and have kept the weapon of all
prayer in our hand, yet we have been almost overcome, and have narrowly
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escaped. We have to bless God that we have escaped like a bird out of the
snare of the fowler, but only escaped as by the skin of our teeth. We have
not broken the arrows of the bow, we have not been able to break the
sword of the enemy; but Christ has done it, blessed be his name! We have
fled to the foot of his cross, we have looked up and seen the streaming of
his precious blood; we have cowered down beneath the shadow of the
atonement, and we have come away strong to fight with our corruption’s
and to overcome our besetting sins.

Further than this, those who know anything of the inner life, if their inward
struggles are at all hike mine, will frequently have to contend with doubts
and fears, suspicions and forebodings. Glory be to God, it is not always so.
“I know whom I have believed, and am persuaded that he is able to keel)
that which I have committed unto him against that day.” My brethren, we
often walk in darkness, and see no light. Many of God’s people are
harassed with questions as to their interest in Christ, or are afflicted with
deep depression of spirit and when it is so, if we try to comfort them, what a
task it is! I have tried all the promises of the Bible which I could remember
upon sonic of the sorely troubled ones. I have reminded them of the person
of Christ, and his consequent power; of the suffering of Christ, and his
consequent ability to cleanse from sin; but I have had this answer, “When
God shutteth up, who can deliver?” and I have been made to feel, as a
pastor, very often, that I could not quench the fiery darts of the enemy for
other people, that I could not break the sword of the enemy for others, or
even for myself. What a sweet relief it is to be assured that Jesus can break
the arrows of time bow, subdue our doubts, and cause his people with
reviving courage to say, “Rejoice not over me, O mine enemy, for when I
fall I shall rise again!” I have seen many excellent believers, whose lives
have been examples to us all, who, nevertheless, have said, “If you knew
what was in my heart, you would not speak to me as a Christian. Oh, how
great are my sins! I feel that I live at a great distance from God; [ am of
little or no service to his church. When I am in trouble, I do not act like a
believer, and cast my burden upon the Lord, but I bear it till my soul is
sore burdened.” Then I have read to them such a Psalm as the one which
follows our text, where David says, “In the day of my trouble I sought the
Lord: my sore ran in the night, and ceased not: my soul refused to be
comforted. I remembered God, and was troubled: I complained, and my
spirit was overwhelmed. Thou holdest mine eyes waking: I am so troubled
that I cannot speak. Will the Lord cast off forever? and will he be favorable
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no more? Is his mercy clean gone for ever? doth his promise fail for
evermore? Hath God forgotten to be gracious? hath he in anger shut up his
tender mercies?” I have always found such souls get relief when they have
come to Christ just as they did at first; and if they have said, “I am afraid I
never did come,” they have soon rejoiced in the light of his countenance
when they have been able to add, “But if I never came, I will now:”-

“Just as I am-though toss’d about
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings within, and fears without,

O Lamb of God, I come.”

To creep to the cross foot feeling as if the earth would open and swallow
you up, and yet resolved that if you perish, you will perish with your arms
about the atonement, resting on the expiatory sacrifice, this is the sure way
to comfort. Tried one, thou canst not perish beneath the cross, thou must
be safe there; standing there, thou shalt understand that there Jesus
breaketh “the arrows of the bow, the shield, and the sword, and the battle.”

Not to leave this subject for a moment, I would notice that all which is yet
to come in the inner life is secured by our Lord Jesus Christ. As up till now
we have not been mortally wounded, nor have cast away our confidence
altogether, so shall it be to the close. No doubt, other conflicts will arise:
the past seems to warrant our prophesying that the future will not be calm
and peaceful; the hours of old age and consequent debility are stealing on
apace. The days of sickness, and all the depression of spirit which sickness
usually brings, are drawing nigh. Last of all, and most terrible to some, the
solemn article of death approaches, and speak of it as we may, death is
terrible to a living man. The river of death is cold and chill, and for a man
to plunge into it boldly, will need courage more than ordinary. But let us
not sit down and deplore our future ills, nor petulantly wish to avoid life’s
trials-we cannot if we would; let us set our face steadfastly towards
Jerusalem, and go onward, persuaded that every foe in advance is already
defeated. Christ Jesus leads the way. No enemy has been able to stand
against him, and none shall stand against us all the days of his life. Death
has lost its sting since Jesus died. “The sting of death is sin; and the
strength of sin is the law. But thanks be to God, which giveth us the
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.”

I wish that I had the power to speak of these things as they deserve, but I
leave them within you as topics for your thankfulness. O my brethren, how
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ought we to praise and bless God for what he has wrought in us from the

first day until now. A dear friend said just before service, “I am very

grateful, and what is more, if I am not grateful, I ought to be, for I owe so

much.” Oh, if ever I get to heaven, I will sing the loudest of any there, for I

am sure | shall owe more to God than any of you. The responsibilities of
my office overwhelm me; when I sit and think of the many, many, many

who call me by the name of pastor, and the tens of thousands that read the

word which I preach every week, I am overwhelmed. If I shall at the close

of life be able to say as George Fox, the Quaker, said after his last sermon,

“I am clear! I am clear!”-I would give all the world if I had it, to know that

I shall be able to say that; for this is my one and sole desire, that I may win

Christ, and be found in him, not having my own righteousness, but being

wrapped about with the fair white linen of his righteousness. If safe at last, I
shall have to praise him who has delivered me from a thousand

temptations, and kept my feet in slippery places. I know that to each one of
you your place seems as peculiar as mine does to me; I do not doubt but

what I am as much fitted for mine as you are for yours, and therefore, I

believe that your condition has its peculiar dangers, and I doubt not you

receive peculiar helps and special deliverance’s. Defraud not my Master of
your gratitude. Give him your hearts. Bind the sacrifice with cords, even

unto the horns of the altar, for God is our God which hath showed us light.

Let what he hath done for us bind us to him, and encourage us to hope in

him. “Thou hast been my help, therefore in the shadow of thy wings will I

rejoice.”

IT1. And now, lastly, as this has been done for us, and in us, it will be
done By Us.

The church of God is God’s battle-axe and weapons of war in fighting his
battles for truth and righteousness; and, up till now, history shows that
none have been able to stand against God in the midst of his people. If I
could give you a brief epitome of church history, I should be glad to do so,
but there is not time this morning, and will not be, I fear, at any of our
services; but it is the fact, that along the whole he of spiritual battle the
victory has been to God’s people. At first the enemy attacked the church
with persecution. Those rough and barbarous weapons of war were used
which were to be found in the Colosseum, with its wild beasts and cruel
men, or in the axe, the stake, and the rack. Men have grown somewhat
wiser now, but in those days, men and devils sought to destroy the
testimony of our God by the destruction of the saints; and what was the
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result? O persecution, where are thy trophies? The virgin daughter of Zion
hath shaken her head at thee, and laughed thee to scorn. The church, like a
good ship beaten by the waves, has cut through every billow, and has been
hastened on her way by the storm. Washed and cleansed and purged by
opposition, the more the church has been opposed the more brightly
glorious has she shone forth. God was in the midst of her and helped her;
he helped her, and that right early. Our pulse beats fast, and our blood
grows hot when we read of the persecutions of old pagan Rome. And
when we turn to the story of the Reformation, and see the hunted ones
among the Alps, the Huguenots driven out of France, our own Lollards
and the Covenanters of Scotland, we feel proud to belong to such a race of
men, we glory in their lineage, and are amazed that the policy of
persecution should so long have been continued by shrewd, sharp-witted
men, when it ought to have been clear to them that in every case in which
they persecuted the church, it multiplied the more exceedingly. God has
indeed broken “the arrows of the bow, the shield, and the sword, and the
battle,” by sustaining his people in times of persecution.

The church has also been assailed with deadly errors. There is scarcely a
doctrine of our holy faith, which has not been denied. Every age produces a
new crop of heretics and infidels. Just as the current of the times may run,
so doth the stream of infidelity change its direction. We have lived long
enough, some of us, to see three or four species of atheists and deists rise
and die, for they are short lived, an ephemeral generation. We have seen
the church attacked by weapons borrowed from geology, ethnology, and
anatomy, and then from the schools of criticism fierce warriors have
issued, but she survives all her antagonists. She has been assailed from
almost every quarter, but the fears that tarry in the church to-day are blown
to the wind to-morrow; yea, the church has been enriched by the attacks,
for her divines have set to work to study the points that were dubious, to
strengthen the walls that seemed a little weak, and so her towers have been
strengthened, and her bulwarks consolidated. To disprove the word of God
and to overthrow Christianity, is still the fond dream of wicked men, and
therefore we may expect yet worse attacks. There are looming in the future,
even now, fresh clouds of skeptical theory, but as certainly as God
has blown away these things like chaff before the wind in times gone by, so
will he in the days that are yet to come.

It is in the church itself that the victory is generally won. I am inclined to
believe that the writers against different heresies, when they have done
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their best, have done comparatively little with the masses; and that our
learned men, when they assail new forms of skepticism, however
successful they may be with the few, do but very little with the many. The
true place of victory is not in the scholar’s study, nor in the class room of
the university, but in the church itself. If you want to answer the infidel,
live a holy life. If you desire to stop the skeptic, let your faith bring forth
patience, your patience experience, your experience hope that maketh not
ashamed. Zeal for the truth as it is in Jesus, earnest prayer for the extension
of the Redeemer’s kingdom, and industrious effort for the spread of the
truth, will be much more victorious over the insinuations of evil men than
the most cogent arguments that reason can devise. There, on the death-bed
of the consumptive girl, with scarce strength enough to speak, who bears
witness that Christ is precious, and his love a sweet savor in her departing
moments, there our precious Jesus breaks the arrrows of the bow. There,
in the working man’s cottage, which was once the haunt of drunkenness
and the den of vice, and the abode of misery-but which has now become a
little paradise, where the children are trained for heaven, where father and
mother are knit together in love, there the grace of God breaks the shield,
and the sword, and the battle. There where the weeping sinner finds peace,
where the troubled merchant wins rest to his spirit, where the tempted
young man overcomes the temptation, and stands fast in the day of trial-
there it is where suffering is endured with patience, where labor is
performed with perseverance, where the command is obeyed with holiness,
and sin is resisted with steadfastness; there it is that the gospel of Jesus
breaks the “arrows of the bow, the shield, and the sword, and the battle.”
My dear friends, let nothing ever daunt us as a church. God has given us
some signal triumphs in the conversion of remarkable sinners; let nothing
therefore ever hinder us in seeking the conversion of men. Some of you I
know are industrious every day in seeking to turn men to Christ. Do not
give up the most hardened cases, where you get nothing but a sneer, where
the door is slammed in your face. Do not be cast down at rebuffs or
blasphemies, those who are most opposed frequently yield the first. It is
harder work to deal with those who say, “Yes, yes, yes,” but who forget
what we say-it is more hopeless work to deal with them than with those
who turn against us and seek to rend us. In God’s name push on, ye
soldiers of the cross! The darkest alley may be made light; the back courts
of London may become the courts of King Jesus; the house that is now a
den of infamy may be purged, and be made to have a church within its
walls. Be confident in the energy of the eternal Spirit, that he can subdue
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the obdurate heart! Be steadfast in the exercise of minister and continue to
preach the gospel, for it is by preaching through the Holy Spirit that men
shall be saved.

Brethren and sisters, we anticipate the happy day when the whole world
shall be converted to Christ. We are looking forward to the time when the
gods of the heathen shall be cast to the moles and to the bats; when
Romanismn shall be exploded, and the crescent of Mohammed shall wane
never again to cast its baleful rays upon the nations. We expect the time
when every sail that whitens the deep shall bear the herald of the cross,
when kings shall bow down before the Prince of Peace, and all nations shall
call their Redeemer blessed. I know that some despair of this. They look
upon the world as a vessel that is breaking up and going to pieces, never to
float again. We are to pluck, they say, the elect from off her, hint the world
itself is to be destroyed, and cast away as an unclean thing. We are of
another mind, and look for something more glorifying to God than this
desponding theory. We know that the world and all that is therein is one
day to be burnt up, and afterwards we look for new heavens and for a new
earth; but we cannot read our Bibles without the conviction that

“Jesus shall reign where’er the sun
Both his successive journeys run.”

We are not discouraged by the length of his delays, we are not disheartened
by the bug period which he allots to the church in which to
strive and struggle within little success and much defeat. We believe that
God will never suffer this world, which has once seen Christ’s blood shied
upon it, to be always the devil’s stronghold. Brethren, Christ came here to
take the lion by time beard and to rend him, and to deliver this world
entirely and altogether from the detested sway of the powers of darkness.
It shall be so, for Jesus cannot lose his reward. We expect to see the
mountain of time Lord arise; it has arisen now-it is no mean hill already;
but we expect to see it rise higher, and higher, and higher, till it shall be
exalted upon the top of the hills, above all the highest peaks of earth, and
nations shall flow unto it. The handful of corn upon the top of the
mountains shall vet shake like Lebanon, and they of the city shall flourish
like grass of time earth. What a shout shall that be when men and angels
shall join together to cry, “Hallelujah, hallelujah, for the Lord God
omnipotent reigneth!” What a satisfaction will it be in that day to have hind
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a share in the fight, to have helped to break the arrows of the bow, and to
have aided in winning the victory for our Lord Jesus.

In closing, let me solemnly remark how unhappy are those who are on the
side of evil! It is a losing side and it is a side whereon to hose is to lose
forever. Be ye reconciled unto God! this is the gospel message. “Kiss time
Son, lest he be angry, and ye perish from the way, while his wrath is
kindled but a little.”

Lastly, how happy are they who trust themselves with this conquering
Lord, and who fight side by side with him, doing their little in his name
and by his strength! Thrice happy, my brethren, are we, to have the honor
of winning souls! Let us seek to get more of such honor! Let us be
insatiable to promote Christ’s gospel! Let us be ambitious, to the highest
bent of our minds, to extend the Redeemer’s kingdom! And God do so to
you, and more also, as ye shall seek to do unto him, and unto the sons of
men for their good, evermore. Amen.
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MARY MAGDALENE.

NO. 792

ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, JANUARY 26TH, 1868,

BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.
“Mary Magdalene, out of whom he had cast seven devils.” — Mark 16:9.

EXPERIMENTAL preaching when truthful, is almost always profitable. As
the spouse of old desired to see the footsteps of the flock, so souls in
distress are always happy to observe the proofs that others have trodden
that same pathway heretofore. It may be, and I trust it shall he, that while
we are speaking upon the life of Magdalene, and showing how the Lord
was pleased to lead her up from the depths of mental distress to the heights
of spiritual joy, some who may he in like circumstances may he led to hope
that for them also there may be deliverance, and others who have already
received like favors, may have their grateful recollections refreshed, and
may be made to bless the Lord who aforetime brought them up out of the
horrible pit and out of the miry clay, and has now set their feet upon a
rock. We shall begin with Mary of Magdalene here. God began with her, in
a way of effectual grace.

I. Mary Magdalene furnishes us, in the first place, with A MELANCHOLY
INSTANCE OF SATANIC POWER.

She does not appear to have been a great sinner; it is scarcely possible, and
certainly very improbable, that she could have been a transgressor in the
sense in which the term “Magdalene” is generally understood. Custom has
attached the title of Magdalene to those who have forfeited their good
name by open sins against the seventh commandment. Mistaken though it
be, let the name always remain as the sole treasure of fallen women, for, if
we can give them one honorable designation to act as a shield, pray let
them have it, for the world is cold enough and scornful enough towards
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Mary Magdalene, that she was no Magdalene in the modern sense; it could
scarcely have been so, she was probably a raving demoniac, therefore not
at all likely to fall into the sins of the flesh. We are never told of her that
she was a great in fact, not a word is said against her personal character;
we are simply informed that she was possessed with seven devils, which is
an affliction rather than a crime. I do not deny that sin may have prepared
her for the Satanic possession, and was no doubt also occasioned by it, but
she is not brought before us in Scripture as a transgressor, nor is she the
representative of great offenders, but rather the type of a class of persons
who for years are sore vexed in heart, greatly depressed in spirit, heavily
burdened with despondency, bound with chains of melancholy, subject to
distracting forebodings, to alarms of coming wrath, and to a despair
insuperable.

Mary Magdalene represents those who have come under the tormenting
and distracting power of Satan, and whose lamp of joy is quenched in
tenfold night. They are imprisoned not so much in the dens of sin as in the
dungeons of sorrow, not so criminal as they are wretched, nor so depraved
as they are desolate. We do not with any certainty understand the precise
nature of being possessed with the devil. Holy Scripture has not been
pleased to acquaint us with the philosophy of possessions, but we know
what the outward symptoms were. Persons possessed with devils were
unhappy; they found the gloom of the sepulcher to be their most congenial
resort. They were unsocial and solitary. If they were permitted, they broke
away from all those dear associations of the family circle which give half
the charms to life: they delighted to wander in dry places, seeking rest and
finding none: they were pictures of misery, images of woe. Such was the
seven times unhappy Magdalene, for into her there had entered a complete
band of devils. She was overwhelmed with seven seas of agony, loaded
with seven manacles of despair, encircled with seven walls of fire. Neither
day nor night afforded her rest, her brain was on fire, and her soul foamed
like a boiling caldron. Miserable soul! No dove of hope brought the olive
branch of peace to her forlorn spirit, she sat in the darkness and saw no
light-her dwelling was in the valley of the shadow of death. Among all the
women of Magdala there was none more wretched than she, the unhappy
victim of restless and malicious demons. Those who were possessed with
these evil spirits, were defiled thereby, as welt as made unhappy; for a heart
cannot become a kennel for the hounds of belt without being rendered
filthy and polluted. I suppose that in addition to the natural corruptions
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which would be in Mary as well us in ourselves, there would be more than
human nimbleness to evil, a vivacity, an outspokenness bout all her sinful
propensities, which only the indwelling fiend could give. Satan being
within, would be sure to stir up the coals of impure thoughts and evil
desires, so that the fire of sin would burn vehemently. 11cr inner self may
have been sorely troubled with such excess of wickedness, but she was
without power to damp the furnace of her mind. She would be incessantly
assaulted by unearthly profanities and hideous suggestions; not as with us,
proceeding from the devil without, who is a dreaded antagonist, but from
seven devils within, who had entrenched themselves upon a dreadful
vantage ground. She was in that sense, no doubt, greatly polluted, although
it would be difficult to say how far she was accountable for it, on account
of the dislodgment of her reason. In addition to the unhappiness and the
defilement occasioned by Satanic possession, these persons were frequently
dangerous to others and to themselves. Sometimes, we read, they were
cast into the lire, and anon into the water; some cut themselves with knives
or sharp stones, others tore their garments in pieces, and even when hound
in chains — according to the old fashioned method of controlling lunatics
— they burst their bonds. Such persons must have been very undesirable
inmates of any house, however remote their chamber. It must frequently
have been necessary to confine them apart, for in their madness they were
not to be trusted; for, us is often the case, those who had been nearest and
dearest to them, became the first objects of their enmity. To give a
spiritual turn to the subject, let me remark that it is one of the most
dreadful things about some of those who are plunged in unbelief, that the
mischief of their misery is not confined to themselves, but extends to their
families and connections. Their example drips like the upas tree, with
poison; they are like the clouds that gathered over Sodom, full of fiery
hail; they bring sadness and sorrow wherever their influence is felt, The
man who has laid in beds of spices, spreads perfume on all sides; but the
man who has familiar intercourse with horrors, like one fresh come from
the lazar house, bears all the seeds of death about him in the gloom and
melancholy which he spreads abroad. To sum up much in a few words,
there is no doubt that Mary Magdalene would have been considered by us
to be demented-she was, practically, a maniac. Reason was unshipped, and
Satan stood at the helm instead of reason, and the poor barque was hurried
hither and thither under the guidance of demons. What a dreadful state to
be in! And yet, dear friends, though actual Satanic possession is unknown
among us now, we have seen several cases extremely like it, and we know
at this hour
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some who baffle altogether all attempts to comfort them, and make us feel
that only the good Physician can give them rest. I remember a man of
excellent character, well beloved by his family and esteemed by his
neighbors, who was for twenty years enveloped in unutterable gloom. He
ceased to attend the house of God, because he said it was of no use; and
although always ready to help in every good word and work, yet he had an
abiding conviction upon him that, personally, he had no part nor lot in this
matter, and never could have. The more you talked to him, the worse he
became; even prayer seemed but to excite him to more fearful
despondency. In the providence of God I was called to preach the word in
his neighborhood; he was induced to attend, and, by God’s gracious power,
under the sermon he obtained a joyful liberty. After twenty years of
anguish and unrest, he ended his weary roamings at the foot of the cross, to
the amazement of his neighbors, the joy of his household, and the glory of
God. Nor did his peace of mind subside, for until the Lord gave him a
happy admission into eternal rest, he remained a vigorous believer, trusting
and not being afraid. Others are around us for whom we earnestly pray that
they also may be brought out of prison to praise the name of the Lord.

Magdalene’s case was a perfectly helpless one; men could do nothing for
her. All the surgery and physic in the world would have been wasted upon
her singular malady. Had it been any form of physical disease or purely
mental derangement, help might have been attainable, but who is a match
for the crafty and cruel fiends of the pit? No drugs can lull them to sleep,
no knife can tear them from the soul. The loving friend and the skillful
adviser stood equally powerless, nonplussed, bewildered, dismayed. Mary
was in a hopeless condition. There was nothing known by any, even the
wise men of the east, of any method by which seven evil spirits could be
dislodged. However expensive the remedy, liner relatives would have
resorted to it; but who can cope with devils? Doubtless all who knew her
thought that death would be a great relief to her, and would relieve her
family of wearisome anxiety and fear. Although willing to help, they could
not aid in the slightest degree, and had the hourly sorrow of seeing her
endure an agony which they could not alleviate. Magdalene was the victim
of Satanic influence in a most fearful form: sevenfold were the spirits which
possessed 11cr; and there are men and women nowadays who are tempted
by the great enemy of souls to a most awful degree. Some of us have
endured temporary seasons of frightful depression, which have qualified us
to sympathise with those who are more constantly lashed by the fury of the
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infernal powers. We too have had our horror of great darkness. We have
groaned with David, “I am troubled; I am bowed down greatly; 1 go
mourning all the day long. . . . I am feeble and sore broken: I have roared
by reason of the disquietness of my heart.

My heart panteth, my strength faileth me: as for the light of mine eyes, it
also is gone from me.” We have been, though only for a few days or hours
at a time, reduced to such an utter prostration of heart, that our soul chose
strangling rather than life, for the sorrows of death compassed us, and the
pains of hell gat hold upon us-we found trouble and sorrow. Believe me,
brethren, this is no child’s play, but a thing to turn the hair grey, and
plough the furrows at the brow. It is no trivial sorrow to lament with the
weeping prophet. “Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass by? behold, and see
if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow, which is done unto me,
wherewith the Lord hath afflicted me in the day of his fierce anger. From
above hath he sent fire into my bones, and it prevaileth against them: he
hath spread a net for my feet, he hath turned me back: he hath made me
desolate and faint alt the day. The yoke of my transgressions is bound by
his hand: they are wreathed, and come up upon my neck: he hath made my
strength to fall, the Lord hath delivered me into their hands, from whom I
am not able to rise up.”

It is a melancholy fact that some persons continue for months and years to
drink this cup of trembling. John Bunyan’s case is to the point, for he
floundered in the Slough of Despond us long as any of the pilgrims whom
he has so graphically described, In his instance, those succeeding shadows,
those variations of unbelief, those recurring glooms all arose from the same
fruitful source of ill: Satan was afraid that he was about to lose a
bondslave, and therefore aroused himself to prevent his captive’s escape.

Like the city of Mansoul when besieged by the troops of Immanuel, when
Diabolus was loath to leave, the evil one barricades the doors, and
strengthens the walls, so that there may he no entrance for the word of
truth. Moreover, as we are told in the Revelation, the devil hath great
wrath when he knoweth that his time is short; and he takes care, like a bad
tenant, to do all the mischief he can before he is ejected. I may be
addressing some such persons here, or in after days my words may meet
the eye of poor tortured souls, O that they might find rest! It is painful in
the extreme to meet with such unhappy minds, they are the great difficulty
of a pastor’s work; so great indeed is the difficulty, that workers with little
faith are ready to give up the task, and to leave the matter as impracticable.
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We have known those who have felt that they could pray no longer for
their inconsolable friends: verily, beloved, we must not yield to so
heartless a suggestion. As we said the other Sabbath morning until the
gate of hell is shut upon a man, we must not cease to pray for him; and if
we see him hugging the very door-posts of damnation, we must go to the
mercy-seat and beseech the arm of grace to pluck him from his dangerous
position.

While there is life there is hope, and, although the soul is almost smothered
with despair, we must not despair for it, but rather arouse ourselves to
awaken the almighty arm. The case of the Magdalene is a looking-glass in
which many souls wrung with anguish may see themselves.

I1. Secondly, Mary Magdalene became A GLORIOUS TROPHY OF DIVINE
GRACE.

She is described in the text us “Mary Magdalene, out of whom he had cast
seven devils.” Sovereign grace is resplendent in Mary’s history; in the first
place, because this cure was unsought by her. Others who were sick sought
tine healing hand of Jesus, but no person possessed of an evil spirit ever
did or ever could cry for deliverance to the Son of David: their friends
might bring them, but they never came of themselves. The evil spirit drives
men as far as possible away from Christ, and clamours against Jesus us a
tormentor; but it never guides men into the pathway of the merciful Savior.
Even thus is it with us all, and especially with desponding souls. If we are
saved, it is not because we have the first motions of desire towards Christ,
but because eternal love casts its cords around us, and draws us towards
the Lord Jesus. There may be disputes about this us matter of doctrine, but
I do not believe it can be questioned as a fact in experience. All believers
unite in time song-

“Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of God.”

We all feel that, if we are converted, the power which turned us is from
above.

““Tis not that I did choose thee,
For, Lord, that could not be;
This heart would still refuse thee,
But thou hast chosen me:
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Thou from the sin that stain’d me
Washed me and set me free,
And to this end ordain’d me,
That I should live to thee.”

If we have repented, our repentance was not a plant indigenous to the
barren soil of our corrupt hearts-the seed of it was sown within by a
gracious hand. If we have believed in Jesus, our faith was not fashioned
on our own anvil, but bestowed upon us from the armoury of God. Faith
i1s as much the gift of God as salvation itself. Brethren, we cannot, in our
own cases, do otherwise than ascribe all the glory to sovereign grace. “Ye
have not chosen me, but I have chosen you.” “I am found of them that
sought me not.” No sinner is beforehand with God, but God’s prevenient
grace outruns the sinner’s first desire; yea, grace comes to dead souls
when as yet they are not capable of a right emotion. Mary’s case, as it
illustrates this principle, may help us to see clearly the great love
wherewith Jesus loved us, even when we were dead in sins. Poor
trembling soul, Jesus can come to you if you cannot come to him. If your
miseries have shut you up, they cannot shut him out. Your extremity is
God’s opportunity, therefore be of good cheer.

It is most likely that Mary resisted the healing hand, for so it was with
other demoniacs: “What have we to do with thee, Jesus, thou Son of
God?” The devil was no sooner aware of Christ’s presence, than he began
to cry out against his Conqueror. If it was not so with Mary, it certainly is
so with us, and expecially with the subjects of despair. How we resisted
conscience! We used what means we could to strangle it, so that its cries
might not alarm us. How we labored to quench the Holy Spirit! We had no
heart to leave the ways of flesh-pleasing lust, we held to our iniquities us
the leech to the flesh. We were willing to run all risks of hell, and lose the
glories of” heaven. We chose our delusions and hugged our destructions;
we were in darkness, and we loved darkness rather than light, because our
deeds were evil. Our corrupt heart was enmity against God, and was not
reconciled to him, neither indeed could it he. Strange to say, despair is
often voluntary, and men resolve to remain in it, being as fond of the
position as the poor wretch who after years of confinement found liberty
to be a pain. Like David’s fool, we abhor all manner of meat, though dying
for want of it; we blow out the candles lest we should see the light; and
contend with the mercy which comes to our rescue. Great Lord! What a
madman a sinner is! How irrational are those who pine in despondency,
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and yet thrust hope away with both their hands. It is a hard task for the
surgeon when his patient tears open the veins which he labors to bind up.
His skill must be great if he can heal a patient who struggles in his arms,
and refuses his affectionate care. Brethren, since in a measure, we have all
acted thus, let us admire the dear patience and precious love which bore
with our ill manners, and would not let us die! How shall we magnify
sufficiently effectual grace, which without violating the freedom of our
will, led our captivity captive, making us willing in the day of his power.
Let the highest and sweetest notes of all believing psalmody be to
omnipotent grace, which wrought in us according to the working of his
mighty power, which he wrought in Christ when he raised him from the
dead, and set him at his own right hand. Glory be to God. though a legion
of devils possessed the heart, the power of Jesus is able to cast them out of
him, ay, and to set aside the present mad unwillingness which makes the
sinner despise his own mercy and hasten to his own ruin.

Those possessed with devils were healed by a word from Jesus. Beloved,
if we have been saved, the instrument which the Holy Spirit used was the
word, either read in private or heard from the lip of God’s minister. “He
sent his word and healed them.” The word is the living and incorruptible
seed. The ordinance of preaching can scarcely be too much prized for “it
has pleased God by the foolishness of preaching to save them that believe”
“For the preaching of the cross is to them that perish foolishness; but unto
us which are saved it is the power of God.” You who are desponding, I
pray you, do not forsake the gathering of yourselves together; although
despair may hang about you, still resort to the place where the word is
dispensed, and ere long like that daughter of Abraham, whom Satan had
bound for eighteen years, who yet went up to the synagogue, you shall,
like her, be made whole. While the word of God is within your reach,
there may yet be a love-word for you, even for you. While earnest lips are
telling out the love of Jesus, wait with the hope that as the small rain
drops upon the tender herb, grace may drop lovingly upon you. “Faith
cometh by hearing.” Why may it not come to you? The Lord, whom you
seek, will suddenly come in his temple; he may tarry, but to every sincere
seeker his coming is sure.

She was healed instantaneously, for the cures of our Lord were always
such. He said, “Come out of her,” to the unclean spirit, and out came the
spirit without delay; so that in a single moment, poor demoniac Mary was
made to sit at Jesus’ feet in peace, and in her right mind. My brethren,
what
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a change it must have been for her! Her soul had been like the lake of
Galilee when lashed with the storm: but Christ had said, “Peace, be still,”
and now there was a great calm. She had been ready to tear herself and
hurt others, but now she was obedient to the Master’s command, and
ministered to him with joy; she drank in the words of truth, and told them
out to others: defiling influences were cast out of her, and she sought after
holiness. Had you met her after her cure you would not have known her to
be the same woman. Those dishevelled locks no longer remained to
betoken the maniac, and those straining eyes and that tortured brow, and
all the air and mien of one distraught-all these were changed. She was
admitted into society as a reasonable being; she was taken into the family
circle us a welcome inmate-Jesus became her teacher, and his apostles her
friends. What a miracle of love! Let us entertain hope for our friends in
their worst estate, that the like may happen to them. Perhaps God may
permit some of his people to fall into this desperate condition, that he may
exhibit illustrious instances of what conversion can do. In heaven there is
joy over asinner’s repentance: angels do not rejoice in extraordinary
conversions merely, but “ over one sinner that repenteth;” still, us far us
you and I are concerned, when we sit at church-meetings and hear of cases
of conversion, the more remarkable ones give us greatest joy. When we
hear of a sinner brought to Christ, or of another being comforted who had
been in dreadful depression of spirit, we are all filled with wonder and
delight. It sheds a lustre over the Lord’s work, and acts like a tonic to our
spirits, it refreshes the doubting ones, and those who had become dispirited
in service, take courage and say, “We shall never doubt again, for after
such an instance us this, we must believe that all things are possible with
God.” Methinks the Lord suffers these Magdalenes to be here and there
discovered, that they may be proof to all the world that he can do
whatsoever he wills, and that none are beyond his power. Do I address one
who is in such a state? I cannot pass on without the hope that such a
troubled mind may speedily look to Jesus. Friend, he can heal you. I know
the devil within you saith, “You are cast out for ever,” but Satan is the
father of lies, therefore care not for his suggestions. Did you notice how
the text declares that Jesus east out the seven devils? The evil ones did not
go out of themselves; Magdalene did not drive them out, but Jesus cast
them out with force and power. The evil one is strong, but Christ is
stronger than he, and drives him out speedily when he comes to claim
dominion. “Ah,” say you, “if he ever gets the devil out of me, I will praise
him.” That’s the very reason why I think he will do it, in order that he may
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win your heart, and make you, as long as you live, to wonder, and adore,
and admire.

II1. After she had thus obtained her healing, she became AN
ARDENT FOLLOWER OF CHRIST.

We are informed by Mark and by Luke, that Mary Magdalene and other
holy women followed Jesus into Galilee upon his memorable preaching
tour; and when he came up from Galilee to Jerusalem, we find Mary still at
the head of that blessed company. I suppose that she had no family, most
probably no children, and that her relatives may have come to feel as if she
was not one of themselves at all, through her having been so long
possessed. She probably possessed some small landed property which
yielded her sufficient for her wants. When she was restored, her friends,
though exceedingly glad to hear it, might feel as if she had never been one
of the family, and therefore did not wish her to return to them, especially
when she had become a Christian. Everything leads us to suppose that she
had no one near who claimed her personal care, and having a little income,
she resolved to devote her life to listening to the Man who had delivered
her from her terrible disease. A wise resolve. Happy was she to be allowed
to linear his gracious words and see his mighty deeds. She not only
listened to him, but she followed him. Whoever might turn away, the
Magdalene was always close at his side. Through floods and flames, if he
was pleased to lead, she had resolved to go. In addition to this, we are told
that she ministered unto him of her substance. That bag which Judas
carried, would always have been empty had it not been for this woman of
Magdala, and for the wife of Herod’s steward (and perhaps Martha, and
Mary, and Lazarus), but these generous hearts, knowing that the laborer is
worthy of his hire, were glad to contribute of their temporal goods to him
who so greatly enriched them in spiritual things. So Magdalene gave
herself, her ear, her foot, her heart, her substance, her all to Jesus. It was
not an unusual thing in the Jewish nation for great rabbis to be followed
both by men and women in their tours of instruction throughout the
country, so that she was not outraging the customs of her people. No
doubt our Lord would have said to Mary, “Go home to your friends,” if
duty required her there, but us she had no other duties to demand her
attention, she was allowed to give up all liner time to sacred study and to
hallowed service.

Now, it is not desirable that you or I should leave our kindred and forsake
our vocations, but we can nevertheless abide with Jesus as closely as the
Magdalene. If we have been delivered from great sin or from great despair,
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should we not say in our souls, “Now, from this day I will be the constant
student of Jesus Christ’s teaching. The gospel has done so much for me,
that 1 will seek to know all of it that can be known this side the grave. I
will pry into its mysteries, press into its spiritualities, and learn its precepts.
And while I am a learner 1 will also be a follower. Where Christ is 1 will
go. His example shall be law to me. I will pray to have his Spirit. I will ask
to be conformed to his image, and what the Master was, that shall the
servant be. I will give to him of my substance. If I can, I will give much,
but if I have not much, I will give in fair proportion. I will make a system
of offering to Cod: he shall have a set portion of all mine income, and that
I will put aside, so that when there is a call for it, I shall not imagine that I
am giving from my own purse, but I will give my Lord’s money, which has
already been consecrated. Then I shall not feel us if [ were giving, but as if
I were only a steward, handing out what belonged to Christ before™?

Where persons love little, do little, and give little, we may shrewdly suspect
that they have never had much affliction of heart for their sins and that they
think they owe but very little to divine grace. He who has received much, if
his heart be right, is sure to give much to the Lord, and to say-

“And if I might make some reserve,
And duty did not call,
I love my God with zeal so great
That I would give him all.”

Behold and admire the difference between the poor demnoniac and the
faithful follower of Christ-the woman possessed with seven devils, and
now the honorable Christian woman ministering unto the Lord of angels!
What cannot grace do? No doubt, Mary of Magdala had to suffer much in
thus following Christ, for all the disciples had to partake in Christ’s cross.
They were all thought to be madmen and fools in taking up with the man of
Nazareth, but we never read that Mary shrank. “From that time many went
back, and walked no more with him,” but Magdalene was true. Again we
read, “Many were offended at him because of this saying,” but we find not
that the woman of Magdala was offended. She held to her Lord in holy
faith. She knew the Shepherd’s voice, and she followed him whithersoever
he might be pleased to lead. Happy are those who from their earliest days
have been led to see their indebtedness to Christ, and are now resolved to
cleave to him, to serve him with heart, and soul, and strength, to sit at his
feet to catch his words, and then to go abroad and practice what they have
learned! I wish we could all attain to a high state of spirituality, that we
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were more strict in our obedience, more close in our communion, more
consecrated in our actions. Perhaps it is because we think we have had
little forgiven, or owe but little, that therefore we are such little doers and
little lovers. Holy Spirit, out of the great sinners of this wicked city, out of
the midst of horrible blasphemers, or out of the midst of those who are far
gone in horrible despair, call thou men and women who shall become
enthusiasts, flaming with vehement devotion to the Lord.

I'V. Magdalene appears to us farther on in Scripture as a FAITHFUL
ADHERENT TO HER MASTER UNDER TRIAL.

It was adark day for tine disciples when Christ was crucified, amid
mocking and jeering enemies. We are told by Mark, that Magdalene and
Mary, the wife of Cleophas, stood afar off and watched our Lord; but we
are informed by John that, among others, there stood at the foot of the
cross, Mary Magdalene. I suppose that at the first, when our Lord was
nailed to the tree, the disciples could not get into the inner ring, the priests
and the Jews were so mad, and the Roman soldiers were so rough, that a
woman, however brave, might not venture there. Therefore, as they could
not do what they would, they did what they could; they stood at a distance
and sobbed and sighed, until their eyes were red, and their hearts were
swollen with anguish at the sad sight of him whom they loved mocked and
despised, and shamefully put to death. But by-and-by the crowd grew tired
of their cruel amusement, and suddenly there was a darkness over all the
land — and it may be that then these timid doves mustered courage and
flew to the foot of the tree, passed unnoticed through the soldiers and the
crowd, and stood at his feet, and though they could not help him on the
cross, yet they could rally round his cross. If they must not feel the nails,
and bleed us he did, yet their hearts were bleeding, and the nails went
through their souls. Where was Peter? Where was James? Philip, and
Andrew, and Nathanael, where were they? I do not know, but I know
where Magdalene was; she was at the tree of doom there, hard by her
Lord, glad to confess a persecuted Christ. Here is the test of true love. To
follow Christ in peaceful times is easy, but to follow hard after him when
he is despised and rejected of men-here is the pinch. Ah, some of you
young people profess to be Christians when you are with Christian people,
but will you bear it when your companions sneer at you as a cant and a
hypocrite? Can you follow your Lord? Can you follow your Lord when the
many turn aside? Can you witness that he has the living word, and none
upon earth beside? Can you stand to him when you have to suffer loss and
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reproach, and when his name is the drunkard’s song and the fool’s
proverb? If you can, then blessed be the grace that has taught you to
practice so hard a lesson. If there be any who can do this readily, surely
they are such us once passed through the deepest waters of soul trouble.

We find Mary last at the sepulcher, viewing the place where the body was
laid, and how it was laid; and they spent the evening till the Sabbath hour
approached in preparing the spices; then they rested, like devout women,
upon the seventh day. It was deep love that made the Magdalene follow
the corpse of the Wellbeloved right to the tomb. Of that lifeless body
every limb was dear to her. He had wrought so great a thing in her, that
she could not but feel her heart melt at the thought of his corpse being
treated with disrespect. She must see whether they laid it tenderly, whether
they put it into its rest with gentleness and honor. She was first at the
sepulcher, and was the first to whom Christ appeared. She was faithful to
the end. She won the commendation of those of whom it is said, “He that
endureth to the end the same shall be saved.”

Be it yours and mine, my brethren, to cling to the truth, even though, like
Elijah, we have to say, “I, only I, am left, and they seek my life, to take it
away.” To keep to a dead cause and an expiring church, to cling to Christ
when his cause is rolled in the mire, to be ready to be drowned with Christ,
to sink with Christ, and rise with Christ, this is genuine affection. This was
the Magdalene’s love, and let it be ours,

Another sorrow afflicted her after the death of her Lord: it was the fact
that time Lord was lost to her. She would have had some melancholy
satisfaction if she could have found his body, but in the morning she came
to the tomb and found it empty. The beloved body was gone. She wept as
one utterly inconsolable. Angels spoke to her, but what were angels to her-
she wanted him! They would have cheered her, but she turned her back:
she cared for nothing but her Lord. Those who can worship angels have not
Magdalene’s spirit, for she turned her back on them. For Christ she
sighed. She must have him or die. You and I may expect times when Jesus
will be hidden from us. If we love him much, we shall weep till we see him
again. They who can rejoice when Christ is absent, have little of his love in
their hearts, for where the beams of the Sun of Righteousness are not at the
full. There ought to be a winter in the soul. We should sigh and cry till our
Lord withdraws the veil, crying out in our hearts, “O that I knew where 1
might find him, that I might come even to his seat!
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It is a fine point in Magdalene that she knew how to Persevere. She
continued to wait and to watch, and while John and Peter had gone home
and could be satisfied without seeing Christ, she could not: she must see
her Lord. The whole earth could not compose her mind, nor heaven’s
angels give her comfort till she saw him whom her soul loved. 0 heart, art
thou thus hungering and thirsting after him? Thou shalt be well satisfied;
meanwhile, count it a great honor thus to hunger and thirst, for thou
wouldst not do so if thou hadst not loved him and received much at his
hands.

V. I must conduct you one step further. This woman became ONE OF THE
MoOST FAVOURED BEHOLDERS OF CHRIST, for while she sighed and wept,
Jesus revealed himself to her; and after this manner was the revelation-he
called her by her name, “Mary.”

It has always been thought to be a high distinction when God has called a
man by his name. When he spake and said, “Moses, Moses;” then it was a
sign that he had found favor in his sight. When Jesus said “Mary,” I can
imagine that the word brought up all her history before her mind; her
demoniac days, when her distracted mind was tossed on fiery billows; her
happy days, when she sat at her Master’s feet and caught his blessed
words; the times when she had seen his miracles amid wondered; when she
had given him of her substance, and been too glad to minister unto him. If
we love Jesus much, and cannot be content without him, we too may
expect to hear him in the secret of our soul, calling us by our name. He will
say, “I have called thee by thy name: thou art mine.” Then Mary
Magdalene had such a manifestation of Christ’s glory us no other woman
ever had. It has been beautifully remarked by one of our dear brethren in
the ministry,* that that expression, “Touch me not,” shows to us that Mary
had gone farther in communion than most of us ever think of going,
because, she had drawn us near to Jesus as she might be allowed to go.
Jesus said, “Touch me not.” You and I need not be afraid of his saying that
to us: we do not make it necessary. We are at such a distance that he had
need to say, “Come near, and nearer still;” but us for Mary, liner heart was
so knit to Christ, that she approached so near to him in love, that the Lord
knew she could not bear any more, and that her higher joys must be
reserved for a higher sphere, and therefore he bade her pause. Besides, he
would have her know that he was her Lord and Master us well as her
friend. Affection must not degenerate into familiarity: he must be
reverenced as well as loved. Very different was his dealing with Thomas.
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He commands him to touch. Thomas is such a weak thing, he wants that
help, but Mary does not need it; her heart is knit to him — it leaps for joy-
and Jesus having given her us much joy us she could hold, stays her hand.
Surely she was like good Mr. Walsh, who said when he was full of the
Lord’s presence, “ Hold, Lord! Remember I am an earthen vessel, and if
thou give me more I small die, therefore stay thy loving hand.” So was it in
the case of Mary. She had very near, and dear, and initiate intercourse with
her Master, because she had followed him and kept close to him all the
days of her life.

VI. Lastly, Mary became AN HONOURED MESSENGER OF CHRIST TO THE
APOSTLES.

I feel it no small privilege to be the means of bearing God’s message to
this congregation. It pleases me when Iknow that many grey-headed
believers, who know far more of experimental truth than I can be
supposed to know, have nevertheless been comforted by the message
which my Master has sent to them by me. But what an honor to have a
message to tine apostles! Oh, the power of grace! Mary, once a demoniac,
becomes a preacher to preachers! I dub her Doctor of Divinity indeed, for
she has to instruct these mightiest of messengers in the faith.

Note the message. Did ever man preach a better sermon than this woman
preached? Had ever minister a more weighty text than this Magdalene had
to handle — T ascend unto my Father and your Father, and to my God
and your God”? Angels told of the incarnation, but Magdalene told of the
ascension. She must be made to do alone what a company of angels had
been made to do before, to proclaim another step in the Savior’s pathway
to redemption. My dear friends, you wino are so low and distressed this
morning, does not this history of Magdalene make you feel like Mercy in
the “Pilgrim’s Progress,” who laughed in her sleep? Christiana said, “Why
did you laugh?” She replied, “Because of my dream.” Does not it make
your heart leap to think that you — you a poor distracted wretch on the
very brink of hell, may yet see Jesus over and above what others ever see
of him, and may be able to tell to angels, and principalities, and powers,
what you have tasted and handled of the good word of God. Surely, this
should breathe hope into you. If you have known my Master, any of you,
and have been saved by him, continue to keep close to him. If you lose his
company, sigh after it, but when you find him again, make it your
delightful business to tell his brethren that he has returned to you, and
make their
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hearts glad us the Lord Jesus has made yours. I shall leave the matter in
the hands of the Holy Spirit. May the Lord raise many a Mary Magdalene
in the midst of this church, for his name’s sake. Amen.

*Revelation Moody Stuart, to whose book, entitled “The Three Marys,”
we refer our readers.

PORTION OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON — John 20:1-18.
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NEARER AND DEARER.

NO. 793

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 2ND, 1868,
BY C. H SPURGEON

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“I sleep, but my heart waketh: it is the voice of my beloved that
knocketh, saying, Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my
undefiled: for my head is filled with dew, and my locks with the
drops of the night. I have ye put off my coat; how shall I put it on?
I have washed my feet; how shall I defile them? My beloved put in
his hand by the hole of the door, and my bowels were moved for
him. I rose up to open to my beloved; and my hands dropped with
myrrh, and my fingers with sweet smelling myrrh, upon the handles
of the lock. I opened to my beloved; but my beloved had withdrawn
himself, and was gone: my soul failed when he spake: I sought him,
but I could not find him; I called him, but he gave me no answer.
The watchmen that want about the city found me, they smote me,
they wounded me; the keepers of the way has took away my veil
front me. I charge you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my
beloved, that ye tell him, that I am sick of love.” —

Song of Solomon 5:2-8.

THE most healthy state for a Christian is that of unbroken and intimate
fellowship with the Lord Jesus Christ. From such a state of heart he should
never decline. “Abide in me, and Iin you,” is the loving precept of our
ever loving Lord. But, alas! my brethren, as in this world our bodies are
subject to many sicknesses, so our souls also, by reason of the body of this
death with which we are encompassed, are often sorely afflicted with sin,
sickness, and an evil heart of unbelief in departing from the Lord. We are
not what we might be, we are not what we should be, we are not what we
shall be, we are not what we wish to be. I fear that many of us are not
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walking in the light of God’s countenance, are not resting with our heads
upon the Savior’s bosom, nor sitting with Mary at the Master’s feet; we
dwell in Kedar rather than Zion, and sojourn in Mesech rather than
Jerusalem. Spiritual sickness is very common in the church of God, and the
root of the mischief lies in distance from Jesus, following Christ afar off,
and yielding to a drowsy temperament. Away from Jesus, away front joy.
Without the sun the flowers pine; without Jesus our hearts faint. My
object, this morning, is to put myself into the hands of the Holy Spirit, that
he may now come, and, like a physician, prescribe for you, that if any of
you in your hearts have become like the spouse in this part of the Song,
you may as fully imitate her in that which is good as in that which is
blameworthy. If you do not soon find your Beloved to your soul’s joy,
may you at least, like the spouse, declare that you are “sick of love,” and
continue to follow his track until you overtake him.

I. Commencing where the text begins, we observe that the spouse
confesses A VERY COMMON SIN: she cries, “I sleep.”

She had no right to be asleep, for her Beloved knew no rest. He was
standing without in the cold street, with his head wet with dew, and his
locks with the drops of the night, why should she be at ease? He was
anxiously seeking her, how was it that she could be so cruel as to yield to
slumber! It is a most unseasonable thing, my brethren and sisters, for any of
us to be indolent and indifferent, for we profess to have gone forth to meet
the Bridegroom, and it is shameful for us to sleep because for a little while
he tarries. The world is perishing. We are sent into the world instrumentally
to be its saviours-how  dishonorable, that  with such
necessities for activity, and with such noble ends to be served by industry,
we should fold our arms and delight ourselves in indolence! Nothing can be
more inexcusable than for us to sleep, seeing that we are not of the night
nor of darkness. If we had been the children of the night, it might seem
according to our nature for us to be sluggards; but we have avowed that
the light of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ has shone into our
eyes, let us not therefore sleep as do others, but let us watch and be sober,
for they that sleep, sleep in the night; and since the night is past to us, it is
highly indecent and improper that we should still continue to toss upon the
bed of sloth. No time for slumber, it seems to me, can be more
unseasonable to the Christian than the present one, for the world is reeking
with wickedness, and superstitions like the frogs of Egypt are covering the
land. Everyone who is but so much as half awake can see the enemy
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industriously sowing tares among the wheat. Shall the watchmen of Zion
continue to slumber on their watchtowers when the foe is undermining the
bulwarks? Shall the shepherds sleep when the wolf has broken into the
fold? Shall the seamen sleep when the gale is furiously driving the vessel
upon the rocks? So far as our own hearts are concerned, we have no
private reasons for slumbering, for our daily cares require watchfulness, the
temptations which assail us every hour demand of us that we should stand
with our loins girt, and our abounding enemies all warn us that our danger
is extreme unless we are always fully equipped in our celestial armor. If we
must sleep, let it be in a less dangerous position than these hostile lands,
through which we march to-day; there will be rest enough on the other side
of Jordan, where the drawn sword is exchanged for the well-tuned harp;
but to be careless now is to sleep in the midst of a bloody conflict, to
dream upon the verge of a precipice, and to sport in the jaws of death.
From our beds let the Master’s voice arouse us, for he cries aloud, “What I
say unto you I say unto all, Watch.”

Do you not find, my brethren, that almost unconsciously to yourselves, a
spirit of indifference steals over you? You do not give up private prayer,
but alas! it becomes a mere mechanical operation. You do not forsake the
assembling of yourselves together, but still your bodily presence is all that
is given, and you derive no refreshment from the unspiritual exercise. Have
you not sat at the Lord’s table spiritually asleep? Has not the heavenly
watcher detected your soul nodding when the sacred emblems have been
spread before you, or even in your mouth? Have you not been content with
the bare symbols, which are barrenness, while the spiritual essence, which
1s marrow and fatness, you have not tasted? I find from the very tact that I
am always engaged in the Master’s service from the early morning till far
into the night, that I become dull and carnal, being cumbered with much
serving, so that I have to question the vitality of my religion because its
freshness and vigor flag. It is grievous to go on like a clock which is wound
up, not because you rejoice in the work, but because you must. My soul
shudders at the thought of routine religion, formal service, dead devotion,
mechanical godliness. What amercy to reach the fresh springs, to
feel a daily renewed youth, an anointing with fresh oil! For this I pine and
pant. One gets driving on in the dark, as coachmen sometimes do when
they are asleep on the box: dangerous work, this! I know that I am safe in
Christ, but I could fain suffer anything rather than become habitually of a
slumbering heart. Better smart under the long whip of affliction, or feel the
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stings of conscience, or even the darts of the devil, than lie down in carnal
security’s lap to be shorn of one’s locks by the Philistines; yet I fear this has
been my case. 1 do not know how far my confession may be echoed by
my brethren to-day, but I am shrewdly suspicious that the more wakeful
you are, the more heartily will you acknowledge a terrible tendency in the
other direction. Again let me remind you that to sleep now is an evil thing,
dangerous to yourselves, a cruel thing to others, an ungrateful act towards
Christ, and dishonorable to his cause. Shall such a King be served by lie-a-
bed soldiers? Shall his midnight pleadings be repaid by our daylight
sleepiness? Shall an agony of bloody sweat be recompensed by heavy
eyelids and yawning mouths? Away, for ever away, Oye who are
redeemed by the Well-beloved, with this detestable slumber, of which I
fear you must honestly confess yourselves to have been guilty!

I1. The song before us reminds us of A HOPEFUL SIGN. “My heart
waketh.”

What a riddle the believer is! He is asleep, and yet he is awake. His true
self, the I, the veritable Ego of the man is asleep; but yet his heart, his truest
self, his affections, are awake. The believer is a standing paradox; he
cannot even understand himself. The wakefulness of the heart, does it not
mean just this? “I sleep, but I am not content to be asleep”? The true
believer is not satisfied to slumber. Time was when, if he could have
pacified his conscience, he would have been extremely thankful, however
deadly might have been the drug which caused the slumber, but now the
man starts, shivers, tosses to and fro in his sleep, is unrested by his rest,
dreams horribly, and cries to be awakened. The saved man cannot be happy
in a false and rotten peace. The divine life within struggles against the
monstrous serpent of sin which tries to twist its folds of sleep around it. No
renewed heart can enjoy perfect rest while conscious of being an idler in
the vineyard, and a loiterer in the race. Backsliding believer, does your
heart wake? If so, you will know it, for it will smite you, it will upbraid
you, and demand of you whom thou art, that thou shouldst thus behave
thyself? Elect of God, and yet asleep while Jesus is dishonored! Redeemed
by blood, and yet misspending time which belongs to thy Redeemer!
Married to Christ, and yet absent from thy Husband, and content without a
smile from his dear face! How can it be? Be ashamed and be confounded,
and never show thy face any more, for this is ingratitude of the deepest
dye.
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It is a hopeful sign when a man can conscientiously say as much as the
spouse in this case, but remember it is not much to say. Do not pride
yourself upon it. Be ashamed that you should be asleep at all. Do not
congratulate yourself that your heart is awake. Be thankful that infinite
love affords you grace enough to keep your heart alive, but be ashamed
that you have no more when more may be had and should be had. Mere
longings and moanings are so small a work of grace that they should
alarm rather than console. It will be a foul temptation of Satan it you are
led to say, “I am content to sleep so long as my heart does but wake.”
Firm resolves of amendment are needful, and something more than
resolves.

Alas I have need to add those few words, because the most of our
resolutions vanish in thin air. We get as far as this, “I am not quite content
to be in such a lukewarm state of mind, and I will therefore by-and-by
endeavor to arouse myself, and renounce this downy bed of sloth.” This is
not much to say, for it is no more than we ought to do, it is all the less,
because we so seldom keep the vow, but like the disturbed sluggard, we
turn over to the other side and mutter sullenly, “A little more folding of the
hands to sleep.” I fear me that there are thousands of God’s children who
are enough awake to know that they are asleep, enough convinced of their
wrong to know that they are wrong, and to hope that they will one day be
better, but alas! they continue in the same unhallowed condition. May I
invite every believer to make a strict examination of his own spiritual state.
My brother, you may be sleeping through great worldly prosperity, for
nothing tends to slumber more surely than a gentle rocking in the cradle of
luxury. On the other hand, you may be sleeping because of overwhelming
sorrow, even as the twelve fell asleep when our Lord was in the garden.
Some make a downy pillow of their wealth, but others fall asleep in their
poverty, like Jacob with a stone for his pillow. To be surrounded with
constant worldly occupation, to be oppressed with many cares in business,
this is to pass through the enchanted ground; and happy is the man who has
grace enough to overcome the influence of his position. Now, if your heart
to-day is sufficiently awake to tell you that you are not living as near to
God as you were some years ago, that you have not the love to him you
once had, that your warmth and zeal for Christ has departed from you, I
beseech you hear the voice of Jesus Christ: “As many as I love, I rebuke
and chasten: be zealous therefore, and repent.” “Repent and do thy first
works.” Turn unto your Savior now, that this very day ore the sun goeth
down you may rejoicingly exclaim, “Ihave found him whom my soul
loveth; I will hold him, and will not let him go.”
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IT1. The third thing in the text is A LOVING CALL.

Asleep as the spouse was, she knew her Husband’s voice, for this is an
abiding mark of God’s people. “My sheep hear my voice.” A half sleeping
saint still has spiritual discernment enough to know when Jesus speaks. At
first the Beloved one simply knocked. His object was to enter into
fellowship with his church, to reveal himself to her, to unveil his beauties,
to solace her with his presence. Such is the object of our blessed Lord, this
morning, in bringing us to this house. 1 hope this sermon will be a knock: I
trust my discourse may give many knocks at the door of every backsliding
believer here. Jesus cries, “Open to me! Open to me!” Will you not admit
your Savior? Thou lovest him. He gave himself for thee, he pleads for thee:
let him in to thy soul, commune with him this morning. When you turn to
read his word, every promise is a knock. He saith, “Come and enjoy this
promise with me, for it is yea and amen in me.” Every threatening is a
knock. Every precept is a knock. In outward providences every boon
which we receive through our Mediator’s intercession is a gentle knock
from his pierced hand, saying, “Take this mercy, but open to me! It comes
to you through me; open to me!” Every affliction is a knock at our door;
that wasting sickness, that broken bone, that consumptive daughter, that
rebellious child, that burning house, that shipwrecked vessel, and
dishonored bill-all these are Christ’s knockings, saying, “These things are
not your joys, these worldly things can afford no rest for the sole of your
foot; open to me, open to me! These idols I am breaking, these joys I am
removing; open to me, and find in me asolace for all your woes.”
Knocking, alas! seems to be of little use to us. We are so stubborn, and so
ungenerous towards our heavenly bridegroom, that he, the crucified, the
immortal lover of our souls may stand and knock, and knock, and knock
again, and the preacher and adversity may be his double hammer, but yet
the door of the heart will not yield.

Then the Bridegroom tried his voice. If knocking would not do, he would
speak in plain and plaintive words, “Open to me, my sister, my love, my
dove, my undefiled.” The Lord Jesus Christ has a sweet way of making the
word come home to the conscience; I mean, not now that effectual and
irresistible power of which we shall speak by-and-by, but that lesser force
which the heart may resist, but which renders it very guilty for so doing.

Some of you who are the Lord’s people, have heard soft and sweet
whispers in your heart, saying, “You are saved; now, my beloved, live in
the light of salvation. You are a member of my mystical body, draw near
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and enjoy fellowship with me, such as a member ought to have with its
Head.” Do you not see the Lord Jesus beckoning to you with gentle finger,
and saying, “Come with me oftener into the closet of secret prayer; get
oftener alone to muse on things divine; acquire the habit of walking with
me in your business. Abide in me, and I in you”? Do not these admonitions
visit you like angels’ whispers, and have you not too often resisted them?
Have you not been thoughtful for them for the moment, and recorded them
in your diary, and then forgotten them and lived as frigidly as you had done
before, though the Sun of Righteousness was waiting to arise upon you
with healing beneath his wings?

Now, beloved, observe the appeals which the Beloved here makes. He says,
“Open to me,” and his plea is the love the spouse has to him, or professes
to have, the love he has to her, and the relationship which exists between
them. “Open to me, my sister.” Next akin to me, bone of my bone,
flesh of my flesh, born of the same mother;” for Jesus is “the seed of the
woman,” even as we are. One with us in our humanity, he takes each
human heart that believeth to be his mother, and sister and brother. “Open
to me, my sister.” If you are so nearly related to Jesus, why do you act so
coldly towards him? If, indeed, he be your closest kinsman, how is it that
you live so far remote, and come not to visit him, neither open the doors of
your heart to entertain him? “My dove,” my gentle one, my favourite, my
innocent.” Oh, if you be indeed his dove, how can you rest away from the
dovecote. How can you be satisfied without your mate? One turtle pines
without the other, how is it thou dost not pine to have fellowship with the
dear Husband of thy soul? “My love,” Jesus calls us what we profess to be.
We say we love him; yes and unless we have been dreadfully deceived, we
do love him. It brings the water into my eyes to think of it that I should so
often be indifferent to him, and yet Ican say it as before him, “Thou
knowest all things, thou knowest that I love thee.” Men and brethren, if we
love him, let us crave his presence in our souls. How miserable must it be
to live as some do day after day, without a real soul-stiring heaven-moving
prayer. Are there not some who continue week after week without
searching the word, and without rejoicing in the Lord? Oh, wretched life of
banishment from bliss! Dear hearer, can you be satisfied to go forth into
the world, and to be so occupied with it, that you never have a desire
towards heaven? If so, mourn over such backsliding, since it exiles you
from your best Beloved’s bosom. The Bridegroom adds another title, “my
undefiled.” There is a spiritual chastity which every believer must maintain;
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our heart belongs to no one but to Christ. All other lovers must be gone; he
fills the throne. He has bought us; no other paid a part of the price; he shall
have us altogether. He has taken us into personal union with himself; of his
mystical body we make up a part; we ought, therefore, to hold ourselves as
chaste virgins unto Christ, undefiled with the pollution’s of the flesh and
the rivalries of earthly loves. To the undefiled Jesus says, “Open to me.”
Oh! I am ashamed, this morning, to be preaching from such a text, ashamed
of myself most of all, that Ishould need to have such a text applied
to my own soul. Why, beloved, if Christ deigns to enter into such a
poor miserable cottage as our nature is, ought we not to entertain the King
with the best we have, and feel that the first seat at our table is all too poor
and too mean for him? What if in the midst of this dark night our Beloved
comes to us who profess to love him, shall he have to knock and speak and
plead by every sweet and endearing title, and yet shall we refuse to arise
and give him the fellowship he craves? Did you notice that powerful
argument with which the heavenly lover closed his cry? He said, “My head
is filled with dew, and my locks with the drops of the night.” Ah, sorrowful
remembrances, for those drops were not the ordinary dew that tall upon
the houseless traveler’s unprotected head, his head was wet with scarlet
dew, and his locks with crimson drops of atenfold night of God’s
desertion, when he “sweat as it were great drops of blood falling down to
the ground.” My heart, how vile art thou, for thou shutest out the
Crucified. Behold the Man thorn-crowned and scourged, with traces of the
spittle of the soldiery, canst thou close the door on him? Wilt thou despise
the “ despised and rejected of men™? Wilt thou grieve the” Man of
sorrows, and acquainted with grief”? Dost thou forget that he suffered all
this for thee, for thee, when thou deservest nothing at his hands? After all
this, wilt thou give him no recompense, not even the poor return of
admission to thy loving communing? [ am afraid some of you believers
think it a very small thing to live a day or two without fellowship with God
in prayer. Probably you have fallen into such a sleepy state that you can
read your Bible without enjoyment, and yet you do not feel it to be any
very remarkable thing that it is so. You come to and fro to the Tabernacle
and listen to the gospel, and it does not come home to you with the power
it once had, and yet you do not feel at all alarmed about it. My Master
does not treat your state of mind with the same indifference that you do,
for it causes him pain, and though as Mediator his expiatory grief’s are
finished once for all, yet he has anguish still over your indifference and
coldness of heart; these sorrows are the drops that bedew his head, these
are the



89

dewdrops that hang about his raven locks. O will ye grieve him, will ye
open all his wounds and crucify him afresh, and put him to an open
shame? Doors of the heart, fly open! Though rusted upon your hinges,
open ye at the coming of the sorrowful Lover who was smitten of God
and afflicted. Surely the argument of his grief should prevail instantly with
every honest heart: he whose head is wet with dew, and his locks with the
drops of the night, must not be kept standing in the street, it behoves that
he be entertained with our warmest love, it is imperative that he be housed
at once.

I'V. Yet the spouse hastened not to open the door, and I am afraid the like
delay may be charged upon some of us. Our shame deepens as we pursue
our theme, and think how well our own character is photographed here by
the wise man; for notice, in the fourth place, that after the knocking and
the pleading, the spouse made A MOST UNGENEROUS EXCUSE.

She sat like a queen, and knew no sorrow. She had put off her garments
and washed her feet as travelers do in the East before they go to rest. She
was taking her ease in full security, and therefore she said to her Beloved,
“I have put off my tunic, 1 cannot robe myself again. As for my feet, I
have washed them, and to tread the floor to open the door would defile
them; therefore, I pray thee have me excused.” A bad excuse was in this
case far worse than none, because it was making one sin an apology for
another.

Why did she put off her coat? The bridegroom had not come; she should
have stood with her loins girt about, and her lamp trimmed. Why had she
washed her feet? It was right to do so if the emblem had indicated purity,
but it indicated carnal ease. She had left holy labor for carnal rest. Why did
she so? She thus makes her wicked slumber and inaction to be an excuse
for barring out her Husband. My dear brethren and sisters, there is a
temptation which is very cunning on the part of Satan, and perhaps he will
exercise that upon some of you this morning. While I have been preaching,
you have said, “Well, that is just like me. The text fully opens up my
experience;” and the devil will then say, “Be satisfied; you see you are just
in the same condition as the spouse was, therefore it is all right.” Oh,
damnable temptation! what can be more vile than this, that because another
has sinned against the Beloved, I am to be content to sin in the same way!
Perhaps you will turn this sad course of conduct in the ancient spouse into
an excuse for your own negligence. Shall I English the excuse she made? it
is this: “O Lord, I know that if T am to enter into much fellowship with
thee, I must pray very differently from what I have done of late, but it is
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too much trouble; I cannot stir myself to energy so great. My time is so
taken up with my business, I am so constantly engaged that I could not
afford even a quarter of an hour for retirement. I have to cut my prayers so
short.” Is this the miserable excuse in part? shall I go on? Shall I tell out
more of this dishonorable apology? It is this: “I do not want to begin an
examination of myself: it may reveal so many unpleasant truths. I sleep, and
it is very comfortable to sleep; I do not want to be driven out of my
comforts. Perhaps if I were to live nearer to Christ, I should have to give
up some of the things, which I so much enjoy. I have become conformed
to the world of late; I am very fond of having Mr. So-and-so to spend an
hour with me in the evening, and his talk is anything but that which my
Master would approve of, but I cannot give him up. I have taken to read
religious novels. 1 could not expect to have the Lord Jesus Christ’s
company when I am poring over such trash as that, but still I prefer it to
my Bible; I would sooner read a fool’s tale than I would read of Jesus’
love.” How ashamed I feel this morning, to have to put it into words like
these, the sins of some of you, but my words are literal truth. Do not many
of you live as if you ha d aname to live, and were dead? Jesus Christ
comes, and knocks this morning, and reminds you that the happiest life is
living near to him, that the holiest, purest, sweetest hours you ever had
were those in which you threw yourselves upon him, and gave up all
beside. He reminds you of your better days, O do not I pray you offer him
excuses frivolous and vexatious. O despise not your Lord who died for
you, in whose name you live, with whom you hope to reign for ever, who
is to wrap you about with glory in the day of his appearing. Let it not be
said that he is pushed into a corner, and his love despised, while the vile
painted-faced world takes up the love of your life. It should not be so; it is
baseness itself on our part when it is so.

Still as a wonder of wonders, although shamefully and cruelly treated, the
beloved Husband did not go away. We are told that he “put in his hand by
the hole of the door,” and then the bowels of his spouse were moved for
him. In the Eastern door there is generally a place near the lock into which
a man may put his hand, and there is a pin inside which, if removed,
unfastens the door. Each one of these locks is different from another, so
that no one usually understands how to open the door except the master.
So the Master in this case did not actually open the door-you notice the
spouse did that, but he pulled out the pin, so that she could see his hand,
she could see that the doer was not fast closed now he had removed the
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bar. “My Beloved put in his hand by the hole of the door.” Does not this
picture THE WORK OF EFFECTUAL GRACE, when the truth does not appeal
to the ear alone, but comes to the heart, when it is no longer a thing
thought on, and discussed and forgotten, but an arrow which has
penetrated into the reins, and sticks fast in the loins to our wounding, and
ultimately to our spiritual healing? No hand is like Christ’s hand. When he
puts his hand to the work it is well done. He “put in his hand:” not his
hand on me to smite me, but his hand in me to comfort me, to sanctify me.
He put in his hand, and straightway his beloved began to pity him, and to
lament her unkindness. She thought as she looked at that hand pierced with
the nail mark, “O Jesus, have I no love for thee? Hast thou done all this for
me, and have I been a transparent hypocrite after all, and locked thee out
when I ought to have admitted thee? I have used no other friend so ill. I
should have been ashamed to have thought of such conduct even to a foe.
But thou, O thou who hast due more for me than mother, brother,
husband, friend, could have done, to thee I have been an ingrate most base
and willful.” Her bowels were moved with repentance; her eyes gushed
with tears, and she rose to let him in.

As she arose she first buckled on her garments, and then she searched for
the alabaster box of precious ointment, that she might anoint his weary feet
and dewy locks; no sooner did she reach the door, than see the love of God
to her! Her “hands dropped with myrrh, and her fingers with sweet
smelling myrrh.” Here is the Holy Spirit come to help our infirmities. She
begins to pray, and the Holy Ghost helps her. She begins already to enjoy
the sweetness, not of communion, but of the very desire after communion.
For, beloved, when our teams begin to flow because we are far from Christ,
those holy drops have myrrh in them. When we begin to pray for grace,
there is ablessedness even about our yearnings, and longings, and
sighings, and pantings, and pinings; our fingers drop with sweet smelling
myrrh upon the handles of the lock. An function from the Holy One
descends upon the soul when it is earnestly seeking for its Beloved. But
that ought never to satisfy us. Behold another temptation of the devil, he
will say to you, “On this very morning you felt some sweetness in hearing
about Christ, your hands have evidently dropped with myrrh upon the
handles of the lock.” Yes, but still it is not the myrrh that will content the
loving heart, it is Christ she wants; and if not only hands, but lips and feet
and her whole frame had dropped with myrrh, this would never have
contented her until she could get the Lord himself. I pray you, beloved, if
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the life of Jesus be in you of a truth, rest not satisfied with all the graces
and the promises and the doctrines and the gifts of the Spirit of God, but
seek alter this most excellent gift, to know Christ, and to be found in him,
to say of him, “He loved me, and gave himself for me;” and, yet more,
“His left hand is under my head, and his right hand doth embrace me.” It
was that effectually putting in of the hand that moved her. O Lord, grant
the like unto us.

VI. But now, in the sixth place, observe THE DESERVED CHASTISEMENT
which the Bridegroom inflicted.

When her spouse was willing to commune, she was not; and now that she
is willing, and even anxious, what happens? I wish to describe this to you
because some of you may have felt it, and others of you who never have,
but have preserved your intimacy with Christ up till now, may be warned
by it. The newly awakened one went to the door, and opened it to her
Beloved, for though he was gone, she did not doubt of her love, nor of his
love to her. “I opened to my Beloved, but,” says the Hebrew, “He had
gone, he had gone.” The voice of lamentation, the reduplicated cry of one
that is in bitter distress. There

must have been a sad relief about it to her sinful heart, for she must have
felt afraid to look her dear one in the face after such heartless conduct; but
sad s it would have been to face him, it was infinitely sadder to say, “he is
gone, he is gone.” Now she begins to use the means of grace in order to
find him. “I sought him,” said she, “and I found him not. I dent up to the
house of God; the sermon was sweet, but it was not sweet to me, for he
was not there. I went to the communion table, and the ordinance was a
feast of fat things to others, but not to me, for he was not there. I sought
him, but I could not find him.” Then she betook herself to prayer. She had
neglected that before, but now she supplicated in real earnest, “I called
him; I said to him, Come, my Beloved, my heart wakes for thee. Jesus,
reveal thyself to me as thou dost not to the world.

“I thirst, I faint, I die to prove
The sweetness of redeeming
love, Thy love, O Christ, to me;”’

her prayers were many; she kept them up by day and by night. “I called
him, but he gave me no answer.” She was not a lost soul, do not mistake
that. Christ loved her just us much then as before, nay, loved her a great
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deal more. If there can be any change in Christ’s love, he must have much
more approved of her when she was seeking him in sorrow, than when she
was reclining upon the conch and neglecting him. But he was gone, and all
her calling could not bring him back. What did she then? Why, she went to
his ministers, she went to those who were the watchmen of the night, and
what said they to her? Did they cheer her? Perhaps they had never passed
through her experience; perhaps they were mere hirelings. However it
might be, they smote her. Sometimes the truthful preaching of the gospel
will smite a child of God when he gets out of his walk with God, and it is
right it should be so. But they did more than smite, they “wounded” her
until she began to bleed from the wounds given by the very men whom she
hoped would have comforted her. “Surely,” she might have said, “you
know where the city’s King is, for you are the city’s guards!” but she
received no comfort. When apoor soul in this case flies to an
unsympathizing minister, he will say, “Well, you say you have lost the
presence of Christ, you should bestir yourself to find it.” “Yes,” says the
spouse, “I rose up and opened to him.” “You should use the means.” “But
I have used the means; I sought him, but I found him not.” “You should
pray.” “I did pray; I called him, but he gave me no answer.” “Well then,”
perhaps they will add, “you should wait patiently for him.” “Oh, but,” she
says, “I cannot, I must have him; I am sick of love.” And then perhaps the
minister will be sharp, and say, “I fear you are not a child of God.” Now
what is that? Why, that is taking away the veil from the mourning seeker;
plucking away the ensign of sincerity from the benighted seeker. No
woman went into the streets of Jerusalem without her veil, except she was
of the baser sort, and the watchmen seemed to say to this woman, “You
are of ill name, or you would not be here at this time of night crying out for
one you have lost.” Oh, cruel work to pull off her veil and expose her,
when she was already wretched enough! Sometimes a sharp sentence from
a true minister may set a poor soul in the stocks who ought rather to have
been comforted. I hope these hands will never pull away the veil from any
of you poor mourning lovers of Christ. Far rather would these lips tell him
when I speak with him, that you are sick of love. But it cannot be helped at
all times, for when we are dealing with the hypocrite, the tender child of
God thinks we mean him; when we are speaking against the formalist, as
we must do, the genuine believer writes bitter things against himself. When
the fan is in our hand, and we are seeking throughly to purge the floor, it
sometimes happens that some of the lighter wheat gets blown a little away
with the chaff, and so distress is brought to weak but real children of God.
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If so recollect it is not our fault, for we would not grieve you; but it is your
fault for having lost your Beloved, for if you had not lost him, you would
not have been saying, “Tell me where I shall find him!” but you would
have been rejoicing in him, and no watchmen would have smitten you, and
no keepers of the walls would have taken away your veil from you, for
Jesus would have been your Protector and your Friend.

VII. Now, to close. As the poor spouse did not then find Christ, but was
repulsed in all ways, she adopted A LAST EXPEDIENT. She knew that there
were some who had daily fellowship with the King, daughters of Jerusalem
who often saw him, and therefore she sent a message by them, “If ye see
my Beloved, tell him that [ am sick of love.”

Enlist your brother saints to pray for you. Go with them to their gatherings
for prayer. Their company will not satisfy you without Jesus, but their
company may help you to find Jesus. Follow the footsteps of the flock, and
you may by-and-by discover the Shepherd. And what a message it is to
send to Christ! Do not send it by other people’s lips only, send it by your
own. Tell him, “I am sick of love.” This is of all things the most painful,
and the most happy thing in all the world. This is a sickness that I should
like to die of, but I should like to feel it in rather a different shape from
this. There are two lovesicknesses in Solomon’s Song. The one is when the
spouse longs for the presence of her Lord, and the second is when she gets
that presence, he is so glorious to her, that she is ready to die with excess
of joy, and she exclaims, “Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples:
for I am sick of love.” If you cannot get the second, recollect that the first
is the clear way to it. Resolve in your heart, my brother and sister, that you
never will be happy till you win the face of Christ. Settle it in your soul
that there shall he no end to your cries and tears till you can say with all
your heart, “My Beloved is near time; I can speak to him; [ am in the
enjoyment of his love.” If you can be content without it you shall go
without it, but if you must have it you shall have it. If your hunger will
break through stone walls to reach your Lord, no stone walls shall keep
him from you. If you are insatiable after Christ, he will feed you with
himself. If you bid good- bye to all the dainties of the world, and all its
sweet draughts and its delicacies, and must have Christ, and Christ alone,
then no hungering soul shall long be kept without him. He must come to
you. There are cords that draw him to you at this hour. His love draws you
to him, but your love draws him close to you. Be not afraid, your soul
shall be like the chariots
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of Ammi-nadib; perhaps even this morning, and you shall go on your way
rejoicing. The Lord grant it may be so for his love’s sake. Amen.
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JESUS AND THE LAMBS.

NO. 794

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 9TH, 1868,
BY C. H SPURGEON

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“He shall gather the lambs with his arm, and carry them in his bosom.”
-Isaiah 40:11.

IN the chapter before us, our Savior is described as Jehovah God. He is
spoken of as clothed with irresistible power: “He shall come with strong
hand, and his arm shall rule for him;” but, as if to soften a glory far too
bright for the weak eyes of the trembling, the prophet introduces the
delightful words of the text: “He shall feed his flock like a shepherd: he
shall gather the lambs with his arm, and carry them in his bosom, and shall
gently lead those that are with young.” Here is divinity; not Jehovah the
Man of War, but Jehovah the Shepherd of Israel. Here is the fire of deity,
but its gentle, warming influence is felt, and the consuming force is veiled.
Greatness in league with gentleness, and power linked with affection, now
pass before us. Loving-kindness and tender mercy are drawn in their
golden chariot by the noble steeds of omnipotence and wisdom. Heroes
who have been most distinguished for fury in the fight, have been tender of
heart as little children; sharp were their swords to the foe, but gentle their
hands towards the weak. It is the index of a noble nature that it can be
majestic as a lion in the midst of the fray, and roar like a young lion on the
scene of conflict, and yet it has a dove’s eye and a maiden’s heart. Such is
our Lord Jesus Christ; he is the conquering Captain of salvation, but he is
meek and lowly of heart. This morning, in considering the text, we have a
special eye to these who are the weaklings amongst us. Our desire is, as an
under-shepherd, to administer consolation to those who are distressed in
spirit and feeble in mind, hoping that while we speak, the Holy Spirit, the
Comforter, may speak effectually to them.
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L. Our first consideration, this morning, will be, time enquiry WHO ARE
THE LAMBS WHICH OUR BLESSED LORD IS SAID TO GATHER AND TO
CARRY IN His Bosom?

In a certain sense we may affirm that all his people are lambs. In so far as
they exhibit the Christian spirit, they are lamb-like. Jesus sends them forth
as sheep in the midst of wolves. They are a little flock, a guileless people.
Just as the lamb was clean and acceptable to God, so is every Christian. As
the lamb might be presented in sacrifice, so doth every believer present his
body as a living sacrifice unto God. As the lamb was the symbol of
innocence, so should the believer b holy, harmless, undefiled and separate
from sinners; and as the lamb fights not, and has no weapon of offense, so
the believer is no brawler, striker, or man of strife. Wars and fightings he
hates, and follows peace with all men. When he is fully conformed to his
Master’s will, he resists not evil, but is patient, turning the other cheek
when he is smitten. He knows that vengeance is God’s prerogative, and
therefore is slow to retort upon a railing adversary, remembering that
Michael the archangel only replied to the adversary, “The Lord rebuke
thee.” A lamb is so guileless and unsuspicious that it licks the butcher’s
hand, and those who seek to destroy it, find it easy work. So have the
saints been killed all the daylong: they are accounted as sheep for the
slaughter; and the accusation of James is true, “Ye have condemned and
killed the just, and he doth not resist you.” Those who are of a meek and
lamb-like spirit are precisely such as become lovers of the gentle Prophet
of Nazareth. Like attracts its like. He is meek and lowly in heart, and
therefore those who are like him come to him. The power of his gospel,
wherever it is exerted, produces men of such character. Those who came
to Christ, when he was upon earth, may have been boisterous enough in
their natural dispositions, but after they had received the baptism of his
Spirit, they were an inoffensive race. They proclaimed the gospel with
boldness, and for their Master they were very valiant, but they rose not in
arms against Caesar; they headed no seditious; they were no competitors in
the race for power; they shed not blood even to win their liberties; they
were examples of suffering affliction and of patience; they were ready to
live or to die for the truth, but that truth was love to God and man. Self
pride, greed, wrath, as works of the old nature, they sought to mortify, and
it was their daily desire to do good unto all men as they had opportunity.
Jesus will always gather such lambs. The world hates them and scatters
them, the world ridicules and despises them, but Jesus makes them his
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bosom friends. The world of old hounded them to death, made them pine
in the damps of the catacombs of Rome, or perish among the snows of the
Alps, but their glorified Lord gathered them by tens of thousands from the
prison, the amphitheater, the stake, the bloody scaffold, and in his blessed
bosom they rest in congenial company, for ever as the Lord’s lambs are
they glorified with the Lamb of God.

Still this is not the precise meaning of the text. The word “lamb” frequently
signifies the young; and our Lord Jesus Christ graciously receives many
young persons into his bosom. The ancient teachers of the Jewish law
invited no children to gather around them. I suppose there was not a Rabbi
in all Jerusalem who would have desired a child to listen to him, and if it
had been said of any one of the Sanhedrim, “that man teaches so as to be
understood by a child,” he would have thought himself insulted by such a
description. But not so our Master; he always had children among his
auditory; they are often mentioned. In the enumeration of those whom he
miraculously fed, we read, “beside women and children.” His triumphant
entry into Jerusalem, gathered among the most conspicuous of the jubilant
throng, those children who were heard crying, “Hosannah” in the temple.
When Jesus took a little child, and set him in the midst, he had not to go far
for the living illustration, for the little children were always near “the holy
child Jesus,” the great child-man. Our Lord Jesus was so guileless, so
gentle, he wore his heart so manifestly upon his sleeve, that though a man
in all things masculine and dignified, the childlike nature was eminently
conspicuous in him, and attracted the little ones to itself. We shall never
forget the voice of the blessed Savior, the Lord of angels, as he cries,
“Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid them not, for of such
is the kingdom of heaven.” Some in our day mistrust youthful piety, but
our Savior lends no countenance to such suspicions. Some cautiously
whisper, “Let the pious youth be tried awhile before we believe in his
religion; let him be tempted: let him bear the frosts of the world, perhaps
the blossoms will drop away and disappoint us.” Such was not my Master’s
way. Cautious, no doubt he was, prudent beyond all human wisdom, but
yet ever full of love and generousness, and therefore we find him receiving
children, as he hath received us, into his kingdom, into the best place in his
kingdom, into his loving bosom. Ah! dear children, since you are not too
young to die, and to be judged for your idle words and disobedient actions,
it is a delightful thing for you that you are not too young to believe in
Jesus, nor too young to be saved by his grace. Dear children, I would have
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you completely saved to-day, for your tender age is no hindrance to you,
being forgiven and justified. If you have trusted the great Savior, I tenderly
invite you to declare your faith in the Lord Jesus, and to come forward and
be joined to the church of Jesus. If indeed you are converted, we dare not
refuse you. I hope the church of Jesus will no more think of refusing you
than would our Lord himself. Were Jesus here this morning, he would say,
“Suffer the little ones to come unto me,” and I hope you will be led by the
Holy Spirit to come at his call. Only let your youthful hearts be given to
Jesus, let your confidence be fixed alone upon what he suffered for sinners
upon the cross of Calvary, and you need not be afraid. There is the same
Christ for you as for the grey heads. The promises are as much yours as
your fathers’, and the comforts of the Holy Spirit shall flow as sweetly into
the little vessels of your hearts as into the hearts of those who have known
the Savior these fifty years. Hear ye the words of the Good Shepherd, “I
love them that love me, and they that seek me early shall find me.”

But, again, by lambs we may quite as properly understand young converts,
those who begin to have religious impressions, those who but of late have
repented of sin and been driven from all confidence in their own good
works. They are not yet established in the faith; they only know, perhaps,
one or two great doctrines; they are very far from being able to teach
others; they need to sit at the feet of Jesus rather than to serve him in
activities requiring talent and knowledge. Their faith is very apt to waver.
Poor things, if they be assailed by sophistry they are soon perplexed, and
though they cling to the truth, yet it is a hard struggle for them; they
cannot give a reason for the hope that is in them, though they are not
deficient in meekness and fear. Our Lord Jesus Christ never discarded a
single follower on account of his being juvenile in the faith. Far from it. He
has been pleased, in his infinite tenderness, to look especially after these. A
young man came to him who was not then converted-probably never was-
and yet though the good work in him was so immature, that it may have
been compared to the morning cloud and the morning dew which pass
away, yet our Savior, looking upon him, loved him; for he delights to see
the hopeful token, however slender; he quenches not the smoking flax, and
breaks not the bruised reed. He did not repulse the self-righteous youth. He
was ignorant of the very first principle of the gospel, namely, justification
by faith and not by works, yet, since he desired to do right, and was
evidently sincere, our Lord Jesus Christ further instructed him. I earnestly
pray Christians to imitate my Master in this. Where you see anything of
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Christ, encourage it. You may observe much that you lament, but, I pray
you, do not kill the child because its face is black. Do not cut down the
trees because in spring they have no fruit upon them. Be thankful that they
make a show of buds, which may come to fruit by-and-by. It is not policy
in the Christian church to be severe upon those who are in any measure
inclined towards Christ; it is inhumanity, it is worse cruelty than the sea-
monsters, for they draw out the breasts to their young, but some men seem
determined to crush all the hopes of the babes in grace. Because they grow
not at once to the full stature of men, therefore they say, “Away with them;
they are not fit to be received into the church of Christ.” My dear friends, if
there be any of you weak and doubtful, just struggling into life, who have
only for the last few days known anything at all concerning the love of
Christ, if there be in you any good thing towards the Lord God of Israel, a
desire, an earnest longing, or a little faith, my Master will not be unkind to
you, for “he gathereth the lambs in his arm, and carrieth them in his
bosom.”

Furthermore, we feel sure that we shall not strain the text if we say that the
lambs in the flock are those who are naturally of a weak, timid, trembling
disposition. There are many persons who, if they were kept constantly in
the hot-house of Christian encouragement, would still feel themselves
frost-bitten, for their minds are naturally heavy and forlorn. If they make
music at all, they dwell evermore upon the bass, and keep not their harps
long from the willows. When the promise comes with power to their souls,
and they enjoy a few bright sunshiny days, they are very happy in their own
quiet way, like the man in the valley of humiliation, singing, “He that is
down, need fear no fall;” but they never climb the mountains of joy, or lift
up their voice with exultation. They have a humble hope and a gracious
reliance, and they are often in practical Christianity among the best in the
church; and yet, alas! for them, their days of mirth are few; like the elder
brother in the parable, their father hath never given them a kid, that they
may make merry with their friends. Now, such persons make but poor
company, and yet every Christian ought to seek their society, for there is
something to be learned from them; and, moreover, their needs demand
our sympathetic attention. Do not think that Jesus seeks out the Strong
saints to be his companions, to the neglect of the little ones. Ah! no. “He
shall gather the lambs in his arm, and carry them in his bosom.”

Once more, the lambs are those who know but little of the things of God.
This class is not so much desponding as ignorant, ignorant alter a world of
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teaching. When we meet with persons who do not understand the doctrines
of grace, after we have done our best to instruct them, we must not feel
vexed with them; but reflect that our Master said to Philip, “Have I been so
long time with you, and yet hast thou not known me, Philip?” He was a
much better teacher than we shall ever be, and therefore, if he was gentle
with his dull scholars, we must not be harsh. Some believers, after years of
scriptural teaching, get nothing into their heads except a mass of confusion;
they are in a fog, poor souls; they mean right enough, but they do not know
how to put their meaning in order. Oftentimes you will find our
friends confounding things that differ, mingling justification with
sanctification, or the fruits of the Spirit with the foundation of their
confidence; this is the result of an uneducated understanding. Such persons
are to be pitied, because they become very readily the victims of designing
men, who lead them into error; but they are not to be shunned, they are not
to be scolded, they are not to be denounced. Proud men may do so, for
they are short tempered, but the large-hearted Son of God declareth that to
them he will act as a shepherd, and will gather them in his arms. If Thomas
will not learn by any other means, he will condescend to his childish
foibles, and let him put his finger into the print of the nails, and thrust his
hand into the wounded side; for, as a nurse is tender with her children, and
as a good schoolmaster will teach his child the same thing twenty times if
he has not learnt it at the nineteenth lesson, so will Jesus do; adding he
upon he, and precept upon precept, here a little and there a little, that we
may be nurtured and nourished in the faith once delivered to the saints.

To whichever class any of you may belong, let my text be sweet to your
taste, and may the Holy Spirit cheer you by it.

I1. But we must now pass on. How DOES JESUS SHOW THIS SPECIAL CARE
For THE WEAK ONES? He does this, according to the text, in two ways.

First, by gathering them. At the season of the year when the little lambs are
born, it is interesting to observe the shepherd’s careful watch. When he
finds the little one in the cold frost, almost ready to die, how tender he is!
Why, the shepherd’s kitchen fireside is for a time the lamb’s own nurser.
Wife and children are put aside for awhile, and the warm place is all given
up to the little lambs. There they lie in the warmth, till they have strength
enough to return to their dams. So when a man is spiritually born unto
God, he is frequently so desponding, his faith is so weak, and he is
altogether so ready to die, that he needs the tender mercy from on high to
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visit him. There may be one here who has been converted to God during
the last week, but no kind Christian knows of it; nobody has spoken to
him, to gather him up; but, lonely one, be not dismayed, Jesus will come to
you: he will be a present help in this your hour of trouble. Now that you
are like a new lit candle, which is easily blown out, he will shield you from
the breath of evil.

When the flock is on the march, it will happen, unless the shepherd is very
watchful, that the lambs will lag behind. Those great Syrian flocks which
feed in the plains of Palestine, have to be driven many miles, because the
pasturage is scant, and the flocks are numerous, and in long journeys the
lambs drop one by one for weariness, and then the shepherd carries them.
So it is in the progress of the great Christian church; persecuted often,
always more or less molested by the outside world, there are some who
flag, they cannot keep up the pace; the spiritual warfare is too severe for
them. They love their Lord; they would if they could be amongst the
foremost; but, through the cares of this world, through weakness of mind,
through a lack of spiritual vigor, they become lame and are ready to perish;
such faint hearts are the peculiar care of their tender Lord.

At other times, the lambs do worse than this. They are of a skittish nature,
and feeling the natural vigor of new-born life, they are not content to keep
within bounds, as the older sheep do, but they betake themselves to
wandering, so that at the close of the day the lambs cost the shepherd
much trouble. “Where are those lambs?” he says. “Where are they? The
sheep are right enough, but where are the lambs?”” What will the good man
do? Leave them, and say, “They have worn out my patience”? No; but he
will gather them. So are there many immature Christians, whose minds are
hung loosely, and are unstable as water. What a trouble some of you are to
those who love you! When you do rise to a little faith, you sink into
unbelief before the next day. You shift your opinions as often as the moon
changes, and are of one mind never longer than a week. You follow
everybody who chooses to put up his finger to beckon you away. You
leave the good old paths to seek other pastures. Sometimes you are with
the so-called Brethren; the next day the church of England; next, the
Dissenters; and, perhaps, if the Roman Catholics were to try you, you
would be ready to go with them in the hope of finding comfort. It is the
nature of the lambs that they should do so. But will the Good Shepherd be
angry with you, and cast you off? Not at all, for Jesus gathers the lambs,
and when he puts his great loving arm over them, they cannot wander any
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more; when his love constrains them, and they come to the fall enjoyment
of his gospel truth, then they are content to remain near his blessed person.

When the text says, “he gathers the lambs,” does it mean that Jesus
gathers poor tremblers to his precious blood, and washes them and gives
them peace? Does it mean that he gathers them to his precious truth, and
illuminates their minds, and instructs their understanding? Is it not meant
he gathers them to himself and unites them to his glorious person, making
them members of his body, of his flesh, and of his bones? Oh, this is a
delightful gathering! His word cannot do it alone, his ministers cannot do
it, but his arm can; the power and energy of the Holy Spirit, which is like
the right arm of the Good Shepherd, gathers together these weakest and
most wandering ones, and puts them safe into the blessed pavilion of his
bosom.

But the text says, after he gathers them, he carries them in his bosom, That
is, first of all, the safest place, for the wolf cannot get them there. Furious
and impertinent as hell always is, yet who can hope to take his bosom
treasure away from Jesus? You weak ones, how secure you are in him,
though so exposed to danger in yourselves.

The bosom, why that is the tenderest place, where we should put a poor
creature that had a broken bone, and could not bear to be roughly touched.
The bosom, that is the easiest place. It makes one wish to be always a
lamb, if one could always ride in that chariot. Delightful is the weakness,
which casts us upon such gracious strength. “He carrieth the lambs in his
bosom.” Why, that is the most honorable place. We would not put into our
bosom that which was despised. We should not tink of carrying there
anything which was not choice and dear and exceedingly precious. So,
thou weak one, though thou thinkest thyself to be less than nothing, and art
nothing in thyself, yet thou shalt have all the security which the heart of
Deity can give thee, all the comfort that the love of Christ can pour upon
thee, all the honor and dignity which nearness, and fellowship, and
dearness of love can bestow upon a poor mortal. Rejoice, ye lambs, that ye
have such a Shepherd to carry you near his heart!

To enlarge upon this, let me observe that our Lord shows his care for the
lambs in his teachings, which are very simple, mostly in parables, full of
winning illustrations, but always plain. The gospel is a poor man’s gospel.
You need not be a Plato, or a Socrates, to understand it; the peasant is as
readily saved as the philosopher. He that has but a small amount of brains
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may understand that Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners, and
that whosoever believeth in him is not condemned. If Christ had not cared
for the weak ones, he would not have come with so plain a message, for he
comprehends all mysteries, and knows the deep things of God.

Moreover, he is pleased to reveal his teachings gradually. He did not tell
his disciples all the truth at once, because they were not able to boar it, but
he led them from one truth to another. He brings forth milk before he
offers strong meat. Some of you weak ones are very stupid; you want to
begin with the hard truths first; you long to comprehend election before
you understand that Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinner’s; but
you should not do so, for our Lord would have you begin with these
lessons, “I am a sinner: Christ stood in the sinner’s place: I trust him, [ am
saved.” After you have learned this first alphabet of the gospel, you shall
learn the rest. It is a token of the Lord’s love to the weak, that he does not
hang our salvation upon our understanding mysteries; he does not rest our
ground of confidence upon our orthodoxy, or our knowledge of the
sublimer truths, but if we know the power of his precious blood, whether
we understand his electing love or not, we are saved. It is well to learn all
that we can, but here is a fair display of Christ’s love, that if we do but
trust in him, although we may be much in the dark, we are nevertheless
secure.

The Lord’s gentleness to the lambs is shown in this, that his experimental
teachings are all by degrees too. He does not teach the young beginner all
the depravity of his heart which he will have to feel in after life; he does not
allow the young convert to be molested by Satanic insinuations, as he may
be when he becomes stronger; nor does he usually suffer temporal trouble
to befall so heavily those who are but fledglings in the nest. He suits always
the trial to the strength, and the burden to the back. I am quite certain if my
Master had allotted me some of my present trials fifteen years ago, I should
have been ready to despair, and yet at the present I am supplied with
strength enough to bear them, though I have none to spare. Blessed be the
Lord Jesus for his kind consideration of our many infirmities. He never
overdrives his lambs. Though a certain form of experience he very useful,
yet he does not send it to us, while by reason of backwardness in grace we
are unable to bear it.

The divine gentleness of our Master has been shown in the solemn curses
with which he effectually guarded the little ones. Observe how sharp they



103

are! “But whoso shall offend one of those little ones which believe in me,
it were better for him that a millstone were hanged about his neck, and
that he were drowned in the depth of the sea.” To offend is to put a
stumbling block in the way. How solemn is that warning, “Take heed that
ye despise not one of these little ones!” He must have loved them, or he
would not have set such a hedge of fire around them. How many of the
promises are made on purpose for the weak. I your own study of the shall
not repeat them this morning because word of God most have shown you
how the gracious word is framed to the peculiar condition of distress and
weakness under which the lambs are suffering. The Holy Spirit, with
divine art, brings home to the heart promises which bad never else
appeared to be so full of grace.

Brethren, the Lord Jesus Christ’s tenderness to his people is further shown
in this, that what he requires of them is easy. “Take my yoke upon you,
and learn of me, for my yoke is easy and my burden is light.” He does not
command the babes to preach. He does not send the weak believers to the
forefront of the battle, as David did Uriab, that they may be slain: he gives
them no other burden than this that they will trust him and give him all
their heart. A yoke, how easy!

He shows his gentleness, moreover, in that he accepts the least service that
these little ones may offer. A faint prayer, a sigh, a tear-he will receive all
these as much as the most eloquent pleadings of an Elias. The broken
alabaster box, and the ointment poured out, shall be received, though they
come from one who has no former character with which to back the gift;
and the two mites that make a farthing shall not be disowned. The best
work sincerely done out of love to Jesus, in dependence upon him, he
accepts most cheerfully, and thus shows to us his real tenderness for the
lambs. He has bidden his ministers to be careful of the little ones; “Feed
my lambs,” said he to Peter, because he would have all his ministers do
SO.

Those shall find themselves winning their Master’s frown who despise the
weaklings, but those shall have a smile from his face who, with tender care,
shall nurture them. Jesus, my Lord, speaks to the desponding and timid
ones this morning, and he cries-

““Then trust me, and fear not; thy life is secure;
My wisdom is perfect, supreme is my power;
In love I correct thee, thy soul to refine,

To make thee at length in my likeness to shine.
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The foolish, the fearful, the weak are my care,
The helpless, the homeless, I hear their sad prayer:
From all their afflictions my glory shall spring,
And the deeper their sorrows, the louder they’ll sing.’”

I have thus shown to you, as well as I am able the tender heart of my Lord
towards the lambs.

ITI. In the third place, let us answer this question, WHEREFORE THIS CARE
OF CHRIST TOWARDS THE LAMBS OF THE FLOCK? The need and he loves
and answer is because they it, them, therefore shall they receive according
to their necessities.

But why is he so particularly anxious to succor them? Surely if he lost a
lamb or two, it would be no loss among so many, and if one of the feeble
minds should perish, it would be no great consequence when a multitude
that no man can number shall he saved. Toe answer is plain: the weak are
as much redeemed by the blood of Christ as the strong. When the
redemption money was paid by the Jews, it was said, “ The rich shall give
no more, mind the poor shall give no less because every man’s soul is of
equal value before time eternal God. The meanest child of God has been as
truly bought with time blood of Christ, and cost time Lord as much to buy
him as the brightest of apostles, or the boldest of confessors. A man will
not lose a thing, which cost him his blood. The soul of a beggar, if it were
put into the scale, would outweigh ten thousand worlds, and when that
beggar’s soul has been redeemed by the wounds of Jesus, depend upon it,
Jesus Christ will not lose it.

In the newborn child of God there are peculiar beauties which are not so
apparent in others. It is a matter of taste, I suppose which is the more
beautiful, the lamb or the sheep; but I think the most of us would select the
lamb. There is a charm in all-young creatures, and so there are traits of
character in weak and young believers, which are extremely delightful. You
miss in after-life the first love of time beginner in the heavenly pilgrimage.
True, there are other and more substantial beauties, but the first blushes
and smiles are gone. Have not you, when you have grown older, wished
that you possessed the same tenderness of conscience which you had at
first, that you had felt time same simplicity of faith? Have you not desired
to enjoy that same intense delight in the service of God’s house, which you
enjoyed during the first few months after your new birth? You have other
graces now; you have virtues more useful in the battle of life, but yet there



105

were beauties then which Jesus Christ admired, anti which he would not
suffer to be soiled.

Jesus has such: care for the weak ones, because they will become strong
one day. All great graces were once little graces; all great faith must have
once been little faith. It is always first time blade, then the ear, and then the
full corn in the ear. Mountain-moving faith: was once a trembling thing.
Kill the lambs! Then where will time sheep be? Slaughter time innocents
Then where shall Bethlehem find her men? Destroy the children! Then
whence shall come the warriors who march in ranks to the battle. Jesus
sees the weak ones not as they are, but as they are to be. He discerns the
complete man in the babe of grace.

Moreover, my brethren our Lord Jesus Christ’s suretyship engagements
require that he should preserve the weakest as well as the strongest. God
will require at Christ’s hand every one of the elect. “Thine they were, and
thou gayest them me,” said our Lord. He is to present them faultless
before his presence with exceeding great joy. Just as Laban required every
sheep from Jacob’s hand, or else Jacob must bear the loss for ever, so will
God require at our Shepherd’s hand every sheep, or he must for ever
dishonor his suretyship engagement. But it never shall be. He will be true
to his word, and say, “Of all that thou hast given me have I lost none.”
When a secretary delivers up his accounts, he is very pleased if it can be
said by the auditors, “We have found them correct to a single farthing;”
but, suppose he had said, “Well, there are slight errors, for I never took
notice of the pence, I thought them such trifles that if I looked to the
pounds it was quite enough.” What would be thought of him? Who would
trust him? It is the type of an honest man that he is correct to a farthing. If
Jesus should bring to eternal glory all who are great in grace, and neglect
the weakest, it would dishonor his great name. His honor is pledged to
preserve the very meanest of the flock.

“Shepherd of the chosen number,
They are safe whom thou dost keep;
Other shepherds faint and slumber,

And forget to watch the sheep;
Watchful Shepherd!
Thou dost wake while others sleep.”

Besides his suretyship engagements, there are his promises. He has
declared that whosoever believeth in him shall never perish, but have
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everlasting life. That promise is not to the strong only, but to the weak
also. He has said, “None shall pluck them out of my hand.” Now, he does
not say, “None shall pluck the great ones, but may pluck the little ones.”
No, “None shall pluck them,” that is, any one of them. They are all saved,
and all equally saved, because their safety does not depend upon their
growth or their vigor, but it depends on the strength of his arm and the
infallibility of his purpose. The sick and sorrowful inhabitants of Jerusalem
are secured by the munitions of divine strength, and the bastions of
everlasting love as much shelter the little child in the streets as the men that
go forth to war.

We may be quite sure the tender Savior will take care of the lambs because
compassion argues that if any should be watched it should be these. Cast
away his people because they are timid, and trembling, and fearful? God
forbid! Yonder is a mother who has a numerous family of children. My
dear mother, may I argue with you? If you must neglect one of your
children, shall I tell you which it should be? It should be that one which is
lame in the feet, and has always been so sickly. Why, I think I see the
mother looking at me angrily, “Stop,” she says, “such shameful talk! that
very one I look after with the most anxiety. If I did neglect one, it would be
the big boy, grown up, and able to take care of himself, but that poor
little dear! I could not forsake him, I carry him in my bosom from morning
to-night. If there is one that I am most tender over, it is just that very one.”
The instincts of our nature tell us that. The beatings of Jesus’ heart are
towards the trembling one. When should a man forget or forsake his
spouse? Never under any conceivable circumstances, but certainly not
when she is sick or sorrowful. Shall he sue in the Divorce Court against her
because she is afflicted, and full of pains and grief’s? Is shine to be cast out
of doors, because her spirits are broken? Villany alone could dictate such
an argument, and rest assured, beloved, such an argument should have no
tolerance with the Well-beloved.

If you are in Jesus Christ, rest assured that his love will not desert you. It
would be a very deplorable thing for every believer in the whole world if it
were announced that the least believer should perish. If it should be
proclaimed by sound of trumpet by some angelic messenger, that the Good
Shepherd intended to cast off one of time least of his flock, though it were
but one, I do not know what conclusion you would draw from it, my dear
hearer, but mine would be this, “Then he will cast off me.” I should feel at
once that all the grounds of my security were gone; that I might be the
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castaway. Even if but one, why not I? Would not you feel the same, and
where would any of us have any room for comfort? After the one
announcement, so contrary to the promise, we might expect another,
because it weakness, or if ignorance-if anything in the lamb-like nature is to
destroy one of us, then of course, the next, and the next, and the next, and
the next may perish. If a man has many creditors, and he says, “I will not
pay such a one,” we all think perhaps he will not pay the next, and the next,
and the next; and if God does not keep his promise to the very least, then
not to the one next above the least, and so on to none at all. In fact, the
whole blood-bought church of God may go to perdition if but one goes
there, and if the most wandering and backsliding shall be cast into hell, then
time whole will go. If the ship goes down enough to drown one man on
board, she would drown the whole company. There is no safety for the
ship’s company unless there is safety for all on board. So, heir of heaven,
looking at time consequences that would come from the ruin of the least,
believe thou firmly that the Keeper of Israel will gather thee with his arm
and carry thee in his bosom.

IV. We shall conclude when we have made a PRACTICAL CONCLUSION.

What them? Why, first of all, let us gather the lambs for Christ. Iam
persuaded theme are many who are not in church fellowship who ought to
be, but who, perhaps, will never come forward unless they receive an
encouraging word from some of their Christian friends. It is of the first
importance that they should be gathered to Christ: that he has done for
them. It is in the next degree important that they should be gathered into
his church. May I therefore ask all of you who owe anything to my Lord, to
make some kind of acknowledgment of your debt, by looking after those
who want a helping hand. The Lord, speaking of his people says, “I taught
Israel to go, taking him by the arms.” You know what that means; you
have done that with your children when you taught them to walk, holding
them up by the arms. Do time same for your Master’s little ones; teach
some of these beginners to go, upholding them by encouragement’s. Did
not some one do as much for you once? Do you not remember a kind
friend who cheered and instructed you? Return your obligation to time
Christian church by doing the like. I earnestly pray to see, during the next
few months, a very large ingathering into our church of such as shall be
saved. We do not want those who are unconverted to be added to time
church: there is a step before that-they must first give themselves to Christ.
But we do want as many as really belong to our Lord and Master to come
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into the fellowship of the faithful, and to share in the privileges of the
church of God.

Next, let us learn from the text to carry in our bosoms those who are
gathered. We have gathered many together into the church, but that is not
all; that is only the beginning of what riper Christians should count it to be
their office to do towards the young. Every young Christian is presented to
the Christian church just as Moses was presented to his mother by
Pharaoh’s daughter, with this commission, “Take this child and nurse it for
me, and I will give thee thy wages.” It is not possible that two pastors, or
twenty pastors, should be able to visit and instruct all the members of such a
church as this, but the lack must be supplied by you, my brethren, who
have known the Lord these years, and by you, my sisters, who have
become matrons in our Jerusalem. May I entreat you, by the love of him
who gave himself for you, by all the tenderness of the bowels of Christ, if
there be any consolations of the Spirit, seek out your fellow members who
may be weak in faith and downcast in mind, and speak ye comfortably
unto them; tell them that their warfare is accomplished, that their sin is
pardoned; point them to the Lord Jesus, unveil his beauties to them, make
them, as far as you can, to comprehend with all saints what are the heights
and depths, that they may grow in grace and in the knowledge of your
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.

I trust that this sermon may minister comfort to mourners; but as for those
who believe not in Christ at all, Ican administer to them no comfort,
except by reminding them of this one fact, that it is not too late for them
still to trust in Jesus, and that if they do so, however long they may have
delayed, the door is not closed. May they enter before the Master of the
house has risen up and shut the door.
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JOSHUA’S VISION

NO. 795

DELIVERED ON LORD’S DAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 16, 1868.

BY C. H. SPURGEON

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.
Portion of Scripture read before Sermon-Joshua 6:10-27.

And it came to pass, when Joshua was by Jericho, that he lifted up
his eyes and looked, and behold, there stood a man over against
him with his sword drawn in his hand: and Joshua went unto him,
and said unto him, Art thou for us, or for our adversaries? and he
said, Nay; but as captain of the host of the Lord am I now come.
And Joshua fell on his face to the earth, and did worship, and said
unto him, What saith my lord unto his servant? and the captain of
the Lord’s host said unto Joshua, Loose thy shoe from off thy foot;
for the place whereon thou standest is holy. And Joshua did so-
Joshua 5:13-15.

The Lord divided the Jordan that His people might pass through dry-shod.
This miracle greatly disspirited the Canaanites, and so prepared the way for
an easy triumph for the invading Israelites. You would have naturally
expected that the Lord would have bidden His people avail themselves
immediately of this terror to strike a heavy blow at once, and press on with
might and main before the enemy could take breath, and so sweep the land
clear of the adversaries in a single campaign. But it was not so. Instead of
immediate activity, the children of Israel pitched their tents at Gilgal, and
there tarried for a considerable season. For God is in no hurry. His
purposes can be accomplished without haste, and though He would have
us redeem the time because our days are evil, yet in His eternity He can
afford to wait, and by His wisdom He so orders His delays, that they prove
to be far better than our hurries. Wherefore, were the people to delay?

That they might be obedient to commands which had been forgotten. In the



110

desert, for diverse reasons, circumcision and the passover had been
neglected. They were not visited with any chastisement on account of this
neglect, for the Lord considered their position and condition, and winked at
their error, but before He would use them He would have them fully
obedient to His will. It cannot be expected that God should tolerate
disobedient servants, and therefore they must stay awhile, till they had
been attentive to the two great precepts of the Mosaic covenant. Dear
friends, let us pause and ask ourselves, as believers, whether we have been
in all respects conscientiously attentive to our Master’s commands? If not,
we may not expect Him to send a blessing to the church or to the world
through us, until first of all we have yielded our willing obedience to that
which He has prescribed for us. Are any of you living in the neglect of a
known part of the divine will? or are you undesirous of knowing some
portions of God’s will, and therefore willfully blind to them? My dear
brother, you are cutting the Achilles’ tendon of your strength. You can
never overthrow your enemies like Samson while your locks are thus
shorn. You cannot expect that God should send you forth to conquer and
to bring to Him renown, when you have not as yet conquered your own
personal indolence and disobedience. He that is unfaithful in that which is
least will be unfaithful in that which is greater; and if you have not kept the
Master’s saying in the little vineyard of your personal history, how much
less shall you be able to do it if He should entrust you with a greater field
of service! Here then is the reason for Israel’s delay, and it is a reason why
at the commencement of our special services we should make diligent
search for neglected duties, and promptly fulfill them.

The two precepts which had been overlooked were very suggestive. The
one was circumcision. Every man throughout the whole camp of Israel
must be circumcised before God would begin to speak about Jericho. Not a
word about the walls falling flat to the ground; not a syllable concerning
compassing the accursed city seven days, until, first of all, the reproach of
Egypt had been put away, and His people had received the token of the
covenant. Now, we are told in the New Testament that Christians must
partake in a circumcision without hands, not of the flesh, but of the spirit.
“He is not a Jew which is one outwardly ... but he is a Jew which is one
inwardly.” In the Colossians the apostle tells us that the true circumcision
is the putting away of the body of death by the circumcision of Christ, by
which I understand that the Christian must purge himself, in the power of
the Spirit and in the name of Christ, of every fleshly defilement, of every
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sinful thought, of every wrong ambition, of every carnal desire: if he is to
be used by his Master it is imperative that this be done, and be done at
once, in the name of the Most High. “Be ye clean that bear the vessels of
the Lord.” God will not fight His battles by the uncircumcised. He will
have His people clean from the sin that doth so easily beset them, or else
He will not use them. Stop, then, my brethren, and let me beseech you to
search your own hearts, and see what there may be within that might render
you unfit to be blessed. If I, as God’s minister, have no conversion,
I dare not attribute the fact to divine sovereignty. It may be so, but I am
always afraid to make divine sovereignty the scapegoat for my iniquities. I
rather think that if God withholds the blessing, there is a cause; and may
not the cause be in myself, that I do not live as near to God as I should, or
am indulging in something which His holy eyes cannot look upon? I speak
to you who are church members, if in the Sabbath-school, if in your tract
distribution, or if in any other work you are doing, you do not win souls to
God, cry unto Him, “Search me, O God, and know my heart: try me, and
know my thoughts: and see if there be any wicked way in me, and lead me
in the way everlasting.” Sin blocks up the channel of mercy; the stream is
strong enough, but you restrain its flow; your sins separate between you
and your God; and, therefore, I conjure each one of you, if you be the
Lord’s, now shake yourselves from the dust, sanctify a fast unto the Most
High, and come before Him with supplication. Sit before Him in sackcloth
and ashes, in the silent dejection of your abashed spirits, and confess before
Him all your sins. Arise, pour out your hearts like water before the Lord,
acknowledge your sins and offenses, and then, being purged from these by
the water and the blood which flowed from the riven side of Jesus, you
may arise to service and expect to be made a blessing.

But circumcision was not enough, they must also keep the passover. This it
appears they had only celebrated twice, once in Egypt, and once at the foot
of Sinai; but they were now to begin a passover which was to be kept
every year without cessation. Brethren, ye know the meaning the passover
has to us; it represents feeding upon Christ. He is the Paschal Lamb; we
must put away the old leaven of sin, and we must come with pure hearts to
feed upon our Lord. You will never be able to fight the Canaanites till you
have fed on Christ. A spiritual man who tries to live without feeding upon
Jesus, soon becomes weak; he who has but slight communion with Christ,
he who day after day has no sight of the King in His beauty, who is never
taken to the banqueting house, and sees not the love banner waving over
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his head, is not likely to be a hero. If you do not eat the bread of heaven,
how can you do the work of heaven? The husbandman that laboreth must
be first partaker of the fruits; and if we would labor for God with success,
we must first of all feed upon the Christ of God, and gather strength from
Him. “Son of man,” said the voice from heaven to the prophet, “eat this
roll”: he must first eat it, and then speak concerning what he has handled
and tasted. We must enjoy true religion in our own souls before we can be
fit exponents of it to others. How shall ye be heralds of a message which
has never been spoken into your inner ear by the voice of the Lord? How
can you expect to bring others to life when your own soul is all but dead?
How shall you scatter the live coals of eternal grace when the flame upon
the hearth of your heart has almost expired? Brethren, let us keep the
feast, let us draw nigh unto our Lord Jesus with pure hearts, let us renew
our first faith and early love, taking the great Son of God to be once more
the ground of our hope, the source of our joy, the object of our desires.
Let us come near, yea, nearer and nearer still to Him, pressing to His
embrace; so shall we be prepared to brave the conflict, and earn the
victory.

After the ordinances had been kept, you will suppose that at once the
trumpet sounded for an assault, and the valiant men of Israel with their
scaling ladders, and their battering rams, gathered round the devoted city to
attack and carry it by storm. Patience! patience! you are always in a
hurry, but God is not. Joshua himself, that bold, brave, spirit is in some
haste, and therefore, he goes forth by night, meditating and patrolling; and
as he is meditating upon God, and gazing every now and then at that huge
city, and wondering where would be the best point of attack, and how it
would be captured, he is astonished by the appearance of a stately
personage who bears a sword in his hand. Brave Joshua, unconscious of
anything like fear, advances at once to the apparent interloper and demands
of him, “Art thou for us, or for our adversaries?”” He little guessed in what
august presence he was standing until a majestic voice said, “Nay, but as
captain of the host of the Lord am I now come.” Then Joshua discerning
the divinity of the celestial warrior bowed and worshiped and humbly
inquired what he should do; and then after he had been instructed, he rose
and went according to the Lord’s directions to the capture of the city of
palm-trees.

The children of Israel may be likened to yonder gallant vessel, prepared
for a long voyage. All the cargo is on board that is needed, all the stores
are there, and every man in his place. In all respects, the good ship is fully
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equipped, but why does she linger? Why do not the sailors weigh the
anchor? If you ask the man at the helm, he will tell you, “We are waiting
for the captain.” A good and sufficient reason indeed, for till the captain
has come on board, it is idle for the vessel to put out to sea. So here Israel
had been circumcised, and the blessed feast of the paschal lamb had been
celebrated, but still they must not go to the conflict until the captain himself
had arrived; and here, to Joshua’s joy, the angel of the presence of the Most
High appeared to claim the presidency of the war, and lead forth the hosts
of God to certain victory. Brethren, this is precisely the condition of
this church at the present moment; we have endeavored, I think, to draw
near unto God and to abide in His love; we have sought to purge ourselves
from sin, and to be holy even as He is holy; but still this will not suffice, we
want the divine presence, and we are now bidden to pause awhile and to
seek it, prayerfully, that in its matchless power, we may go forward
successfully.

L. T shall ask your earnest attention, this morning, to two or three brief
rules for our present solemn engagements. First, realize the fact of the
divine presence.

Jesus Himself comes to this holy war. Joshua saw a man clad in armor,
equipped for war. Cannot the eyes of your faith see the same? There He
stands, Jesus, God over all, blessed forever, yet a man. Most surely God,
but with equal certainty bone of our bone, and flesh of our flesh. He is in
the midst of His church; He walketh amongst the golden candlesticks. His
promise is, “Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world.” I
do not wish to talk, but I desire rather that you should exercise your own
minds, your faith, your spiritual powers, and vividly believe that Jesus is
here; so believe it, that your inner eye beholds what you believe. The Son
of Man is here, as surely here as He was with the disciples at the lake,
when they saw coals of fire, and fish laid thereon, and bread; He is here to
talk with us by His Spirit, as He did to Peter and to the rest of the disciples
on that memorable day. Not carnally, but still in real truth, Jesus is where
His people meet together. Joshua saw Him with His sword in His hand. O
that Christ might come in our midst with the sword of the Spirit in His
hand; come to effect deeds of love but yet deeds of power; come with His
two-edged sword to smite our sins, to cut to the heart His adversaries, to
slay their unbelief, to lay their iniquities dead before Him. The sword is
drawn, not scabbarded, as alas! it has been so long in many churches, but
made bare for present active use. It is in His Hand, not in the minister’s
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hand, not even in an angel’s hand, but the sword drawn is in His hand.
Oh, what power there is in the gospel when Jesus holds the hilt, and what
gashes it makes into hearts that were hard as adamant, when Jesus cuts
right and left at the hearts and consciences of men! Brethren, seek this
presence, and seeking it, believe it; and when you hear the gospel
preached, or when you meet together for prayer, think you see in the
center of the assembly the Champion of Israel, with uplifted sword,
prepared to do great exploits, as in days of old.

The glorious man whom Joshua saw, was on his side. The day shall come
when the ungodly shall see this man with his sword drawn; but in answer to
their question, “Art thou for us, or for our adversaries?” they shall find him
to be the fiercest of their foes. In the midst of His church, Christ carries a
sword only for the purposes of love to them. Oh, how blessed it will be if
you can know that out of His mouth there goeth a two-edged sword, like
unto a flame of fire; and if you dare to bring your heart near to that sword,
that it may cut and kill in you everything obnoxious to the divine will, and
then can bring your children and kinsfolk, and those that sit in these pews
side by side with you, and say, “O Master, let thy sword of fire go through
them according to thy word, ‘I kill and make alive, I wound and I heal,” O
kill, that they may live; O wound, that they may be healed.”

Thine arrows sharply pierce the heart
Of foemen of the King;
And under thy dominion’s rule
The people down do bring.

O thou that art the mighty
One, Thy sword gird on thy
thigh, Ev’n with thy glory
excellent, And with thy
majesty.

The divine presence then is what we desire, and if we have it, brethren,
faith at once is encouraged. It was enough for the army of Cromwell to
know that he was there, the ever victorious, the irresistible, to lead on his
Ironsides to the fray. Many a time the presence of an old Roman general
was equal to another legion; as soon as the cohorts perceived that he was
come whose eagle eye watched every motion of the enemy, and whose
practiced hand led his battalions upon the most salient points of attack,
each man’s blood leaped within him, and he grasped his sword and rushed
forward secure of success. My brethren, our King is in the midst of us, and
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our faith should be in active exercise. “The shout of a King is in the midst
of us,” it is said, for where the King is there the people shout for joy, and
because of confidence of victory. The preacher may preach, but what is
that? but if the King be there, then it is preaching in very deed. The
congregations may have met, and they may have gone again. “The
panoramic view which has dissolved,” you say. Ah, so it may seem to you,
but if the Spirit of God was there, all that as been done will abide, and
remain even to that day of judgment, when the fire shall try every man’s
work of what sort it is. “Nothing but a simple girl sitting down to talk to a
few little children about their souls.” Just so, but if the Lord be there, what
awe gathers round that spot! If the King Himself sit in that class, what
deeds are done that shall make the angels of heaven sing anew for joy!
“Nothing but a humble man, unlettered, earnest, but not eloquent, standing
in the corner of a street, addressing a few hundred people. His talk will
soon be forgotten.” Precisely so, but if the King be there it shall never be
forgotten. The footprints of every true servant of the Lord shall not be in
the sand, but in the enduring brass, the record of which shall outlast the
wreck of matter. When the King is with us, faith is confident, because God
girds faith as with a golden girdle, and from head to foot clothes her with a
panoply of armor, and puts a sword into her hand which is all destroying,
and with which she cuts through coats of mail, “If God be for us, who can
be against us?”

When the King is with His people, then hope is greatly encouraged, for
saith she, “Who can stand against the Lord of Hosts?” There must be
conversions; it is no longer a question of trust and expectation, but of
absolute certainty when Jesus is at the preaching. My brethren, if by
earnest prayer we shall really bring the King into our midst today, as I am
persuaded we shall, and if we keep Him here, holding Him by our
entreaties, and by our tears, which are the golden chains that bind Christ to
His people, then we need not think that there shall be good done, nor hope
so, but it must be so, it shall be so, for where Christ is, there is the
manifestation of the omnipotence of deity, and the hardest of hearts feel the
influence thereof.

Where Jesus is, love becomes inflamed, for oh! of all the things in the
world that can set the heart burning, there is nothing like the presence of
Jesus. A glimpse of Him will overcome us, so that we shall be almost ready
to say, “Turn away thine eyes from me, for they have overcome me.” Oh,
but a smell of the aloes, and the myrrh, and the cassia which drop from His
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perfumed garments, but a smell of these I say, and the sick and the faint
among us shall grow strong. Oh, but a moment’s leaning of the head upon
that gracious bosom, and a reception of His divine love into our poor cold
hearts, and we shall be cold no longer, but shall glow like seraphs, being
made equal to every labor, and capable of every suffering. Then shall the
Spirit of the Lord be upon us, and our old men shall see visions, and our
young men shall dream dreams, and upon the servants and the
handmaidens will God pour out His Spirit. If we do but know that Jesus is
here, every power will be developed, and every grace will be strengthened,
and we shall cast ourselves into the Lord’s battle with heart, and soul, and
strength. There is not a single part of our inner man which will not be
bettered by the presence of Christ; therefore is this to be desired above all
things.

Brethren, suppose that Christ is here, this morning, His presence will be
most clearly ascertained by those who are most like Him. Joshua was
favored with this sight because he alone had eyes that could bear it. I do
not read that even Caleb saw this man with his sword drawn; only Joshua
saw him, because Joshua was the most spiritual and the most active. If you
desire to see Christ you must grow to be like Him, and labor to serve Him
with heart, and soul, and strength. Christ comes not in the visions of the
night to those who toss upon the bed of indolence, but He reveals Himself
in the night watches to those who learn to watch and war. Bring
yourselves, by the power of the Spirit, into union with Christ’s desires, and
motives, and plans of action, and you are likely to see Him. I would that all
of you were Joshuas; but if not, if but some shall perceive Him, we shall
still receive a blessing.

I am sure this presence of Christ will be needed by us all. All of you who
love Jesus intend to do Him service during this next month, and indeed, I
hope as long as you live. Now, there is nothing good which you can do
without Christ. “Without me ye can do nothing,” is a great and undoubted
fact. If you meet to pray, you shall not pray acceptably unless He be with
you. If you teach, or preach, or whatever you do, however small the labor,
you shall accomplish nothing unless it be through His power, and through
His manifested presence with you. Go not to warfare at your own charges,
but wait upon your Master, tarrying at Jerusalem until ye be endued with
power from on high.
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But, brethren, Jesus Christ’s presence may be had. Do not despond and say
that in the olden times the Master revealed Himself, but He will not do so
now. He will, He will, He will. His promise is as good as ever. He delights
to be with us even as with our fathers. If He doth not come it is because
we hinder Him-we are not straitened in Him, but straitened in our own
bowels. Let me persuade you that all the great things which were done at
Pentecost can be done again in this Tabernacle. Let me persuade you that
all the wondrous conversions which were wrought in any of the ages
of the church may be repeated at this hour.

Do not say that Luther, or Calvin, or Whitfield, or Wesley were great men,
and therefore around them great things gathered; my brethren, the weakest
of men may be more honored than the greatest, if God so wills it. Our
weakness, want of learning, want of eloquence, and what not-I look upon
these as advantages rather than not, for if we were eminent, we might
perhaps claim some of the glory, but if we be “less than nothing and
vanity,” then is there a clear stage for the divine operations. And why
should we not so see in this place such a revival as shall shake all England,
and stir the dry bones in the valley of vision at this day as they never were
stirred since apostolic times. We have but to expect it, to believe it, to pray
for it, to work for it, and we shall have it. God’s clouds still pour down the
water floods as plenteously as when Elisha went up to the top of Carmel.
The Lord thundereth mightily against His enemies at this day, as when He
went forth with His people in the days of yore. Think not that the
Almighty has ceased to do marvels-the Lord of Hosts is still the king
eternal, immortal, and invisible, with an arm which doeth wonders. You
have still only to plead the power of the precious blood and the
meritorious death of Christ, to see wonders in this year of grace which
shall even eclipse any that your fathers saw, or heard of in the old time
before them. May God grant to each believer among us the vision of the
godlike man with the sword drawn in his hand, and then may we go forth
in the strength which He alone confers.

I1. In the second place, understand the Lord’s position in the midst of His
people. “As captain of the host of the Lord am I now come.”

What a relief this must have been for Joshua. Perhaps he thought himself
the captain; but now the responsibility was taken from him; he was to be
the lieutenant, but the King Himself would marshal His hosts. I feel it no
small relief to my own mind to feel that though I have been at your head
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these 14 years, leading you on in God’s name to Christian service, yet I am
not your captain, but there is a greater one, the presence angel of the Most
High, the Lord Jesus-He is in our midst as Commander-in-chief. Though
my responsibilities are heavy, yet the leadership is not with me. He is a
leader and commander for the people. Brethren, wherever Christ is, we
must recollect that He is Commander-in-chief to us all. We must never
tolerate in the church any great man to domineer over us; we must have no
one to be Lord and Master save Jesus. Christ is the Field-marshal, the
Captain of our salvation; and if you are a member of the church of God,
you must own this, not as a general fact only, but as a fact particularly in
your case. Christ is your Master. You are not to say, “I prefer this or that
doctrine.” What have you to do with likes or dislikes? Believe what He
tells you. You are not to say, “I prefer a certain form of worship.” What
have you to do with preferences? Worship as the Master bids you. Alas!
for the day when whims and tastes and fancies come into the Christian
church to lead the people. All this Puseyism which we hear so much outcry
about, is simply the putting up of taste into the place of simple obedience
to Christ. If we would but just keep close to Christ’s word, we should be
right enough. I pray each believer here to recollect that he is in no respect
his own master in the things of God, but that Christ is Commander-in-
chief. “Is it of any use to send missionaries to India?”’ said someone to the
Duke of Wellington. “What are your marching orders?” said the Duke.
“Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature.” Those
are our marching orders. We have nothing to do with whether they are
prudent orders or not; they are sure to be good if they come from Him!
Our duty is to do as our Commander bids us to do. Every word of Christ,
if we would see Him do wonders in our midst, must be obeyed. Not the
great precepts only, but the little ones, too. It behooves Christians to have
done with that cant about non-essentials. My brethren, every command of
Christ is essential to us as servants. Not essential to our salvation-we are
saved; that is not the question for us to raise; but being saved, and being
servants of Christ, every command which comes from the great Captain it
is essential for every soldier to keep. It matters not though it be simply a
ceremonial, yet still we have no right to alter it. What would the court-
martial say to any of the private soldiers, who, having received an order
from a captain, should say, “Well, I did not consider it to be exceedingly
important?” “Drum him out of the regiment, sir, there is an end to all
discipline in the army when soldiers criticize their orders.” So is it with
Christ’s law. We have no right to say, for instance about believers’
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baptism, “Well, it is a non-essential.” Who told you so? If Jesus commands
it, obey it, and if it be the Lord’s law, make haste and delay not to keep the
Master’s statute. I single out that one precept, but there are many others
which are perhaps of greater importance, if we are allowed to say greater
or less about anything which Christ has bidden us do. My brethren, do let
us seek now to put our minds into the hands of the Holy Spirit to be taught
what the great Captain’s will is, and when we know it, let our souls bend
under it, as the osier bends in the breath of the wind, and as the boat upon
the sea is driven to and fro in the gale. Down with thee, self, down with
thee! Carnal judgment and foolish reason, lie still! Let the Word of God be
paramount within the soul, all opposition being hushed.

Brethren, if we do not act with the Captain, disappointment will be sure to
follow. The Lord had issued orders that none of the tribes should take of
the accursed spoil of Jericho. Achan did so. I have often wondered that
only Achan did it, but that one Achan brought defeat upon Israel at the
gates of Ai. I wonder how many Achans there are here this morning. |
should feel myself very much at ease if I thought there were only one, but I
am afraid that there are many who have the accursed thing hidden within
them, the love of money, or wrong ways of doing business, or unforgiving
tempers, or an envious spirit towards their fellow Christians. Now, if the
possession of these bad things by one will stop the blessing, we are in a
very evil plight, but he is in a worse plight by far who is the occasion of
the evil. Where are you, Achan? God will find you out even if we do not.
He will bring us all by our tribes, by our families, by our households, and
then man by man, and woe unto the son of Carmi if he be taken. Brethren,
the violation of the law of the captain may bring defeat upon the whole
company.

And where the law is not obstinately and willfully violated, yet its neglect
will cause much trouble. They were commanded to make no covenant with
the Canaanites, but in a thoughtless hour, the Gibeonites came like persons
from a far country, they believed their deceitful story, and made a covenant
with them; and this became a trouble to Israel long afterwards. If as a
church we forget the law of Christ, even though we do not contemptuously
break it, if we ignorantly forget it, we may expect no small amount of evil
to flow from it. Do not tolerate the idea that God punishes His people for
sin in the sense of punitive justice, but always hold it for certain, that the
Lord chastises His people for sin as a father chastises his children, and that
the great Head of the church will not suffer His laws to be broken with
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impunity by His own people. Iwish Icould speak to you with the
earnestness which I feel boiling up within my soul. I would, my brethren,
that we should keep our Master’s commands in every jot and tittle,
depending upon His presence, feeling it to be here, not daring in His
presence to offend, but yielding up to Him the reins of government in all
respects, that we might then have His blessing. I want that we should all
keep to the Word of God, minding each precept as far as we understand it.
I want, moreover, that we should be attentive to that mind of Christ which
is often expressed by the Holy Spirit in divine monitions in our minds, that
the law of the book may be with us, and the law of the Spirit within us. If
we are obedient to both these, we shall be prepared like Joshua to advance
to the war.

ITI. Thirdly, and very briefly. Our third rule is worship Him who is
present with us.

Joshua, it is said, fell on his face to the earth. Worship is the highest
elevation of the spirit, and yet the lowliest prostration of the soul. If Christ
be here, brethren, when you reach your homes get a little time of quiet and
worship, and when you come up again, this evening, in your songs and
prayers truly worship the ever present God, bow down in the lowliest
reverence of your subdued spirit as though you actually were in heaven. If
you have no wings with which to veil your face, still cover it with shame; if
you have no crown to cast, yet such talent as you have, lay it all down
reverentially before Him. Worship the Son of God! Then, when you have
so done, give up yourself to His command: say to him, “What saith my
Lord unto his servant?”” I wish you could spend this afternoon, those of
you who are not actively engaged, in trying to get an answer to this
question: “What saith my Lord unto his servant? What is there for me to
learn, for me to feel, for me to do? and as I would help my brethren during
this month, Lord, what part of the work am I to take?” When you have
done this, dear friends, I want you to imitate Joshua in the third things,
namely, put off your shoes from off your feet. Joshua, perhaps, had not felt
what a solemn thing it was to fight for God, to fight as God’s executioner
against condemned men. He must put his shoes off, therefore. We never
can expect a blessing if we go about God’s work slippantly. I shudder
when I see any sitting at the Lord’s table who can indulge in light remarks
or in wandering thoughts, on so solemn an occasion. What hast thou to do
here, not having on a wedding garment? There are some of us whose
besetting sin is levity of spirit. Cheerfulness we are to cultivate, but we
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must beware lest levity become a cankerworm to our graces. Brethren, this
next month must be a holy month unto us. I ask our young and our old
friends alike to seek a quiet and sober spirit. To seek to save souls from
going down to the pit is no pastime: to talk of Jesus is no trifle. We do not
meet to pray in sport; we do not gather together in supplication as a mere
matter of form. Angels are in our midst observing us, the King Himself is
here. How would you behave if you actually saw Jesus with your eyes? If
were to vacate this pulpit and the crucified One stood here, stretching out
His pierced hands and looking down upon you with the mild radiance of
His sovereign love, how would you feel? Ask to feel just so, for He is
here. Faith can perceive Him. Ask to feel just so at this present moment,
and so to go out to your work this afternoon and all the remaining days of
your life, as a servant of God who is standing in the presence of his Lord
upon holy ground, and cannot therefore afford to trifle, since he has
solemn work to do, and means to do it in his Master’s name.

I'V. To conclude, let us now even before we separate, advance to action,
according to the Master’s command.

Unconverted men and women, you are in our Jericho, we wish to conquer
you for Christ. Our desire is to win you to Jesus for your own good and for
His glory. Now, what are we to do with you? Joshua was bidden to go
round the city seven times. We would preach to you the gospel of Christ,
not seven times, but seventy times seven. They were to blow the rams’
horns. The rams’ horn was most mean as to matter, most dull as to sound,
and the least showy as to appearance. So, not with the rough sound of our
ram’s horn, that unless you repent, you must perish. Sin must be punished.
Sin is upon you, and God must punish you. Heaven and earth may pass
away, but not one jot or tittle of His law can fail; and this is one part of his
law, “The soul that sinneth, it shall die.” You have sinned, you are always
sinning, and die you must. Some of you are going from bad to worse. If
you do not live in outward sin, yet the sins of thought and heart will
condemn you. You will die ere long, and when you die the Lord will cast
you into the place which He has prepared for the devil and his angels. Be
not deceived, there may be but a step between you and death; or if your life
be prolonged for a little season, yet how soon will it be over. Eternity!
eternity! how dread to you if you plunge into it unprepared, to face an
angry Judge, no righteousness of Christ to plead, and no blood in which to
wash your guilty soul. You are standing, some of you, between the jaws of
perdition. The gospel has been preached to you and you have neglected it.
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You have been brought up by godly parents, and you have despised their
admonitions. Therefore wrath will come upon you to the uttermost. As
sure as you live you shall be driven from Jehovah’s presence into the place
where hope cannot follow you, and where mercy will never seek you. We
must sound this ram’s horn; we only pray that God may bless our warning
voice to you.

After the rams’ horns came the ark, which the priests carried round and
round the city. That ark was the type of Christ. We beg to bring Christ
before you, ye unconverted ones. Jesus Christ came into this world to seek
and to save that which was lost. God smote Him instead of us. He took the
sins of His people, and God punished Him for our sins instead of punishing
us. Christ is the great Substitute for sin. If you trust Him you shall live. If
you will take Him this day to be your Savior, and to be your Master and
your Lord, you shall never perish, for God has pledged His word for it,
that if you believe in Him you shall be saved. O that you would look to
Christ, and live! Your good works are nothing, your tears and prayers all
go for nothing as to merit, but if you look to Jesus hanging from yonder
cross, you shall live. If you will trust yourself with Him who is now at the
right hand of the eternal Father, crowned with many crowns, sooner shall
heaven’s high throne be shaken than your soul be suffered to perish. Only
believe in Jesus, and thou shalt live; for this is the gospel, “He that
believeth and is baptised shall be saved, he that believeth not shall be
damned.” We seek not to mince matters with you-damned you will be
unless you trust Christ, damned you never shall be if you will come and
cast yourself before Him. “Kiss the Son lest he be angry, and ye perish by
the way, when his wrath is kindled but a little.” Suppose that in the visions
of the night, this night when you are on your bed you should suddenly see
in your chamber the man with a sword drawn in his hand! You would not
need to ask the question, “Art thou for us or for our adversaries?”” for your
own conscience would soon tell you. Suppose you should hear a solemn
voice declare, “The harvest is past, and the summer is ended, and you are
not saved.” “Because I have called and ye refused; I have stretched out my
hand, and no man regarded... I also will laugh at your calamity; I will mock
when your fear cometh.” Suppose you saw that sword uplifted, and about
to smite you, would you not start in your dream, and your face be covered
with a clammy sweat, feeling horrors indescribable? Yet such is your case
today; except you repent, such will be your case eternally. I bless God that
now our Lord Jesus has no sword drawn in His hand, but He comes to you
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with open hands, and saith, “Come unto me all ye that labor, and are heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.” With tears He invites you to come to Him,
persuades you to come. O wherefore do ye tarry, wherefore do you turn
your backs upon your own mercy, and seal your own death warrant? God
grant that you may come to Jesus, and ere He grasps that sharp destroying
sword.

Lastly, brethren, we are not only to sound the ram’s horn of warning, and
to bear round and round the sinner’s conscience the ark of Christ’s grace,
but all the host must engage in the work. Did you notice that the whole of
the people were to compass the city! It would not fall else; and they were
to shout, too, at the last. I want you, my fellow members, to unite in our
earnest efforts to win souls for Christ. I have a right to claim it, and now I
entreat you to fulfill the claim. You profess to have been bought with the
Lord’s blood, and to be His disciples. I ask you all, if you be sincere in
your professions, come with us round about this Jericho, every one of you.
If ye cannot all come up to the public prayer-meetings, yet send us your
hearts, pray for sinners, plead for the unconverted, give the eternal Leader
no rest till He be pleased to use His great power for their conversion. I am
almost inclined to fall on my knees to ask you church members to rally
round us at this hour. If you owe your conversion to me under God, as
many of you do, I charge you by every filial tie you feel, desert me not just
now. If you have ever been comforted, as I know some of you have, if I
have ever been God’s voice to your souls, I beseech you return to me this
kindness by drawing very near to God in prayer for the souls of others. For
your own children’s souls be very earnest; for the souls of your servants,
and kinsfolk, and neighbors, wrestle with God even unto tears; and if you
will not do it, I had almost said I had sooner you were not with us. If you
will not pray, if you will not join in the common supplication, wherefore do
ye cumber us? O Meroz, take care lest thou be accused if thou come not
up to the help of the Lord, to the help of the Lord against the mighty! But
you will come, God will be with us, and show us His bare right hand
resplendent in our midst, and unto Him shall be the praise forever and ever.
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JOSHUA’S OBEDIENCE.

NO. 796

DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“Only be thou strong and very courageous, that thou mayest
observe to do according to all the law, which Moses my servant
commanded thee: turn not from it to the right hand or to the left,
that thou mayest prosper whithersoever thou goest.” Joshua 1:7.

JOsSHUA was very highly favored in the matter of promises. The promises
given him by God were broadly comprehensive and exceedingly
encouraging. But Joshua was not therefore to say within himself, “These
covenant engagements will surely be fulfilled, and I may therefore sit still
and do nothing.” On the contrary, because God had decreed that the land
should be conquered, Joshua was to be diligent to lead the people onward
to battle. He was not to use the promise as a couch upon which his
indolence might luxuriate, but as a girdle wherewith to gird up his loins for
future activity.

As a spur to energy, let us always regard the gracious promises of our
God. We should sin against him most ungratefully and detestably were we
to say within ourselves, “God will not desert his people; therefore let us
venture into sin;” and we are almost equally wicked if we whisper in our
own minds,” God will assuredly fulfill his own decrees, and give the souls
of his redeemed as a reward to his Son Jesus. therefore let us do nothing,
and refrain altogether from zealous Christian service.” This is not proper
language for true children. This is the talk of the indolently ignorant, or of
mere pretenders, who do but mock God while they pretend to reverence
his decrees. By the oath, by the promise, by the covenant, and by the blood
which sealeth it, we are exhorted continually to be at work for Christ, since
we are saved in order that we may serve him, in the power of the Holy
Ghost, with heart, and soul, and strength.
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Joshua was especially exhorted to continue in the path of obedience. He
was the captain, but there was a great Commander-in-chief who save him
his marching orders. Joshua was not left to his own fallible judgment, or
fickle fancy, but he was to do according to all that was written in the
book of the law. So is it with us who are believers. We are not under the
law, but under grace; yet still there is a gospel rule which we are bound to
follow, and the law in the hand of Christ is a delightful rule of life to the
believer. We are not to follow, in the service of God, our own fancies. We
are not allowed to frame regulations according to our own conceptions,
but our direction is, “whatsoever HE saith unto you, do it.” His servants
shall serve him, his sheep follow his footsteps, his disciples obey their
Lord, his soldiers fulfill his pleasure: “By their fruits ye shall know them.”
If we are not obedient unto Christ, we may rest assured that we have not
the spirit of Christ, and are none of his.

I. In speaking upon the obedience which was enjoined upon Joshua.

I would remind you that OBEDIENCE IS THE HIGHEST PRACTICAL
COURAGE.

Read the text, “Only be thou strong and very courageous, that thou mayest
observe to do according to all the law, which Moses my servant
commanded thee.” You supposed when you heard the words, “Only be
thou strong and very courageous,” that some great exploit was to be
performed, and the supposition was correct, for all exploits are
comprehended in that one declaration, “That thou mayest observe to do
according to all the law, which Moses my servant commanded thee.” The
highest exploit of the Christian life is to obey Christ. This is such an exploit,
my brethren, as shall never be performed by any man, except he
has learned the rule of faith, has been led to rest upon Christ, and to
advance upon the path of obedience in a strength which is not his own, but
which he has received from the work of the indwelling Holy Ghost. The
world counts obedience to be a mean-spirited thing, and speaks of rebellion
as freedom. We have heard men say, “I will be my own master; I shall
follow my own will.” To be a free thinker and a free liver seems to be the
worldling’s glory, and yet if the world could but have sense enough to
convict itself of folly, upon indisputable proof being afforded it, it were not
difficult to prove that a reviler of the obedient is a fool. Take the world’s
own martial rule. Who is accounted to be the boldest and the best soldier
but the man who is most thoroughly obedient to the captain’s command?
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There is a story told of the old French wars which has been repeated
hundreds of times. A sentinel is set to keep a certain position, and at
nightfall, as he is pacing to and fro, the emperor himself comes by. He
does not know the pass word. Straightway the soldier stops him. “You
cannot pass,” says he. “But I must pass,” says the emperor. “No,” replies
the man, “if you were the little corporal in grey himself you should not go
by,” by which, of course, he meant the emperor. Thus the autocrat himself
was held in check by order. The vigilant soldier was afterwards
handsomely rewarded, and all the world said that he was a brave fellow.
Now, from that instance, and there are hundreds of such which are always
told with approbation, we learn that obedience to superior commands,
carried out at all hazards, is one of the highest proofs of courage that a
man can possibly give; to this the world itself gives its assent. Then surely
it is not a mean and sneaking thing for a man to be obedient to him who is
the

Commander-in-chief of the universe, the King of kings, and Lord of lords.
He who would do the right and the true thing in cold blood in the teeth of
ridicule, is a bolder man than he who flings himself before the cannon’s
mouth for fame; ay, and let me add, to persist in scrupulous obedience
throughout life may need more courage than even the martyr evinces when
once for all he gives himself to burn at the stake.

In Joshua’s case, full obedience to the divine command involved
innumerable difficulties. The command to him was, that he should conquer
the whole of the land for the favored tribes, and to the best of his ability he
did it; but he had to besiege cities which were walled up to heaven, and to
fight with monarchs whose warriors came to battle in chariots of iron,
armed with scythes. The first conflicts were something terrible. If he had
not been abold and able soldier, he would have put up his sword and
desisted from the strife; but the spirit of obedience sustained him. Though
you and I have no Hivites and Jebusites to kill, no cities to pull down, no
chariots of iron to encounter, yet we shall find it no easy thing to keep to
the path of Christian consistency. Count well the cost, you who have just
enlisted under my Lord’s banner: you shall not find it to be child’s play to
“follow the Lamb whithersoever he goeth.” To put on the pilgrim’s dress of
white linen, and then carelessly to bespatter it with unholiness, and anon to
profess repentance only to fall again, and bemire it in the dirt, and then
time after time to wash it, or say you have washed it — this is easy enough.
Fits and starts of godliness many have who end their lives in despair. The
Christianity of some people costs them little cross-bearing, much less any
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“resisting unto blood, striving against sin.” A merely nominal profession is
easy enough to make and to maintain after the manner of the times; but to
be a Christian indeed, through and through, to eat, and drink, and sleep
eternal life, to live the life of God on earth — this is the work, this is the
difficulty. You will need to have the strength of Samson, and something
more, to pluck up the gates which block up your onward road: a strength
divine must be yours if you are to keep the crown of the causeway against
all comers.

Moreover, Joshua had not only difficulties to meet with, but he made a
great many enemies through his obedience. This was naturally so. As soon
as it was known that Jericho had been taken, that Ai had been carried by
assault, then we read of first one confederation of kings, and then of
another, their object being to destroy the power of Joshna, since these
kings well knew that he would crush them if they did not crush him. Now,
the Christian man is in a like plight. He will be sure to make enemies. It
will be one of his objects to make none; but, on the other hand, if to do the
right, and to believe the true, and to carry out the honest, should make him
lose every earthly friend, he will count it but a small loss, since his great
Friend in heaven will be yet more friendly and reveal himself to him more
graciously than ever. O ye who have taken up his cross, know ye not what
your Master said? “I am come to set a man at variance against his father,
and the daughter against her mother, and the daughter-in-law against her
mother-in-law. And a man’s foes shall be they of his own household.”
Christ is the great Peacemaker; but before peace, he brings war. Where the
light cometh, the darkness must retire. Where truth is, the lie must flee; or,
if it abideth, there must he a stern conflict, for the truth cannot and will not
lower its standard, and the lie must be trodden under foot. If you follow
Christ, you shall have all the dogs of the world yelping at your heels. If you
mince matters, and hold with the hare and run with the hounds, you may be
a Christian and a worldling too, after a sort; but if you would live so as to
stand the test of the last tribunal, depend upon it the world will not speak
well of you. He who has the friendship of the world will find that he is an
enemy to God; but if you are true and faithful to the Most High, men will
resent your unflinching fidelity, since it is a testimony against their
iniquities. Fearless of all consequences, you must do the right. You will
need the courage of a lion unhesitatingly to pursue a course which shall
turn your best friend into your fiercest foe, but for the love of Jesus you
must do it. For the truth’s sake to hazard reputation and affection, is such a
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deed that to do it constantly you will need a degree of moral principle
which only the Spirit of God can work in you; yet turn not your back like a
coward, but play the man.

Yet, again, Joshua, in his obedience, needed much courage, because he had
undertaken a task which involved, if he carried it out, long years of
perseverance. After he had captured one city, he must go on to attack the
next fortress. The days were not long enough for his battles. He bids the
sun stand still, and the moon is stayed; and even when that long day has
passed, yet the morning sees him sword in hand still. Joshua was like one
of those old knights who slept in their armor. He was always fighting. His
sword must have been well hacked, and often must his armor have been
blood-red. He had before him a lifelong enterprise. Such is the life of the
Christian, a warfare from cud to end. As soon as you are washed in
Christ’s blood and clothed in his righteousness, you must begin to hew
your way through a lane of enemies, right up to the eternal throne. Every
foot of the way will be disputed; not an inch will Satan yield to you. You
must continue daily to fight. “He that endureth to the end, the same shall be
saved;” not the beginner who commences in his own strength, and soon
comes to an end, but he who, girt about with divine grace, with the Spirit
of God within him, determines to hold on till he has smitten the last foe,
and never leaves the battlefield till he has heard the word, “Well done, good
and faithful servant!” Let the man who says that the Christian’s life is
mean, and devoid of manliness, let him go and learn wisdom before he
speaketh; for of all men the persevering believer is the most manly. Thou
who boastest of thyself, of thy courage in sinning, thou yieldest to the foe;
thou art a cringing cur; thou turnest tail upon the enemy; thou courtest the
friendship of the world; thou hast not courage enough to dare to do the
right and the true; thou hast past under the yoke of Satan and thine own
passions, and to conceal thine own cowardice, thou art base enough to call
the brave Christian man a coward. Out on thee, for adding lying to thine
other vices!

Oftentimes, if we follow Christ we shall need to be brave indeed in facing
the world’s customs. You will find it so, young man, in a mercantile house.
You will find it so, husband, even in connection with your own wife and
children, if they are unsaved. Children have found this so in the school.
Traders find it so in the market-place. He that would be a true Christian
had need wear a stout heart. There is a story told of Dr. Adam Clarke,
which shows the courage which the youthful Christian sometimes needs.
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When he was in a shop in the town of Coleraine, they were preparing for
the annual fair, and some rolls of cloth were being measured. One of them
was too short, and the master said, “Come, Adam, you take that end, and I
will take the other, and we will soon pull it, and stretch it till it is long
enough.” But Adam had no hands to do it with, and no ears to hear his
master’s dishonest order, and at last he flatly refused, whereupon the
master said, “You will never make a tradesman; you are good for nothing
here; you had better go home, and take to something else.” Now, that thing
may not be done now, for men do not generally cheat in that open
downright kind of way nowadays, but they cheat after more roguish
fashions. The records of the bankruptcy court will tell you what I mean.
Bankruptcies one after another of the same person are doubled-distilled
thieving, generally; not old-fashioned thieving like that which once brought
men to transportation and to the gallows, but something worse than
highway robbery and burglary. The genuine Christian will every now and
then have to put his foot down, and say, “No, I cannot, and I will not be
mixed up with such a thing as that,” and will have to say this to his master,
to his father, to his friend, whose respect he desires to gain, and who may
be of the greatest possible assistance to him in life. But if it be your duty,
my dear brother and sister, thus to do the right, do it if the skies fall. Do it
if poverty should stare you in the face. Do it if you should be turned into
the streets to-morrow. You shall never be a loser by God in the long run;
and if you have to suffer for righteousness’ sake, blessed are you! Count
yourselves to be happy that you have the privilege of making any sacrifice
for the sake of conscience, for in these days we have not the power to
honor God as they did who went to prison, and to the rack, and to the
stake; let us not, therefore, cast aside other opportunities which are given
to us of showing how much we love the Lord, and how faithfully we
desire to serve him. Be very courageous to do what the Lord Jesus bids
you in all things, and let men judge you to be an idiot if you will, you shall
be one of the Lord’s champions, a true Knight of the Cross.

I1. Secondly, I learn from the text that THE EXACTNESS OF OBEDIENCE IS
THE ESSENCE OF OBEDIENCE. “That thou mayest observe to do according
to all the law, which Moses my servant commanded thee: turn not from it
to the right hand or to the left.”

The world saith, “We must not be too precise.” Hypocritical world! The
world means that it would be glad to get rid of God’s law altogether, but
as it scarcely dares to say that point-blank, it cants with the most sickening
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of all cant, “We must not be too particular, or too nice.” As one said to an
old Puritan once, “Many people have rent their consciences in halves:
could not you just make a little nick in yours?” “No,” he said, “I cannot, for
my conscience belongs to God.” “We must live, you know,” said a money-
loving shopkeeper, as his excuse for doing what he could not otherwise
defend. “Yes, but we must die,” was the reply, “and therefore we must do
no such thing.” There is no particular necessity for any of us living. We are
probably better dead, if we cannot live without doing wrong.

The very essence of obedience, I have said, lies in exactness. Probably
your child, if sometimes disobedient, would still, as a general rule, do what
you told him. It would be in the little things that thoroughgoing and
commendable obedience would appear. Let the world judge of this for
itself. Here is an honest man. Do people say of him, “He is such an honest
man that he would not steal a horse “? No, that would not prove him to be
very honest; but they say, “He would not even take a pin that did not
belong to him.” That is the world’s own description of honesty, and surely
when it comes to obedience to God it ought to be the same. Here is a
merchant, and he boasts, “I have a clerk, who is such a good accountant
that you would not find a mistake of a single penny in six months’
reckoning.” It would not have meant much if he had said, “You would not
find a mistake of ten thousand pounds in six months’ reckoning.” And yet
if a man stands to little things, and is minute and particular, worldlings
charge him with being tee stringent, too strict, too straitlaced, and I know
not what besides; while all the time, according to their own showing, the
essence of honesty and of correctness is exactness in little things. If I
profess to obey the Lord Jesus Christ, the crucial test will not be in great
actions, but in little ones. My dear brethren, I wish the Christian church
really thought this. There is so much in many churches of trifling with
words — I mean by people professing to believe what is not believed —
putting another meaning upon words than what is the plain natural sense,
which is nothing better, I conceive, than lying in the sight of God. I know,
too, members of churches who say, “I do not approve of a great deal that
is in our creed,” and yet they remain members of such a church. I do not
understand it. I cannot comprehend how a man can bear to partake in the
doings of any church, whatever that church may be, when he knows those
doings to be wrong — making it a part of his religion to do wrong;
winking at and shutting his eye to what his own conscience tells him is not
according to the will of God. If I thought that in any of our proceedings in
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this place we did not do according to God’s mind, I would humbly desire
to alter at once; and I do pray that we, as a church, whenever we err, or in
anything may not have acted according to Scripture, may be willing to
bring ourselves to holy Scripture, and to be always schooling our minds to
the will of the Lord Jesu Christ, so that we may do that will in all things.
The church may be wrong in a great many points, and yet be accepted
before God, because the conscience of the church may not be enlightened;
but what I plead for is, that so far as our conscience is enlightened, we are
bound to act up to it, and that we have no right to do anything about which
we cannot be sure that we are right, and no right to be uniting ourselves to
any body of professors who are not carrying out the Lord’s commands and
laws in all things so far as we can judge. Not in some things, but in all
things we are to be observant of the divine will. Is there any ordinance of
Christ which some of you have never attended to? Have you attended to
baptism and the Lord’s Supper? I charge you, before the living God, see to
it as you value your own peace of mind. “He that knoweth his master’s
will, and doeth it not, shall be beaten with many stripes.” I am not now
speaking of the discipline of the law — the Christian is not under that — I
am speaking, however, of the discipline of Christ’s own house, over which
Christ is the Master, and this is the law of Christ’s house — if we will not
be obedient we shall not abide in the comfortable enjoyment of his love,
but we shall be chastened, and scourged, and smitten, until we become
willing to yield ourselves up to the Lord’s mind. Through thick and thin,
through fair and foul, through poverty or wealth, through shame or honor,
Christian, cling close to your Master, Be you among those virgin-souls,
who —

“Withersoe’er the Lamb doth lead,
From his footsteps ne’er depart.”

Those are the men who shall be honored of heaven, who have peace with
God unspeakable within their souls to-day, and shall have the brightest
crowns of immortality upon their brows to-morrow. The exactness of
obedience is the very essence of obedience; let us keep to it, then.

III. But now, thirdly, TH EPATH OF OBEDIENCE IS GENERALLY A
MIDDLE PATH. “Turn not from it, to the right hand or to the left.”

There is sure to be a right hand, there is sure to be a left hand, and both are
probably wrong. There will be extremes on either side. I believe that this is
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true in ten thousand things in ordinary life, and also true in spiritual things
in very many respects.

The path of truth in doctrine is generally a middle one. There are certain
tremendous truths, such as divine sovereignty, the doctrine of election,
covenant transactions, and so forth; and some men cast such a loving eye
upon these truths that they desire to be, and are, quite blind to all other
truths besides. These great and precious doctrines take up the whole field
of their vision, and another and equally valuable part of God’s word is
either left unread, or else twisted round into some supposed reconciliation
with the first-named truths. Then, again, there are others who think much
of man. They have deep sympathy with the human race. They see man’s sin
and ruin, and they are much charmed with the mercy of God and the
invitations of the gospel which are given to sinners, and they become so
entranced with these truths in connection with the responsibility of man,
and man’s free agency, that they will see nothing else, and declare all other
doctrines, except these, to be delusions. If they admit the doctrines of grace
to be true, they think them valueless, but they generally consider
them to be untrue altogether. It seems to me that the path of truth is to
believe them both; to hold firmly that salvation is by grace, and to hold
with equal firmness that the ruin of any man is wholly and entirely his own
fault; to maintain the sovereignty of God, and to hold the responsibility of
man also; to believe in the free agency of both God and man; neither to
dishonor God by making him a lacquey to his creatures’ will, nor, on the
other hand, to rid man of all responsibility, by making him to be a mere log
or a machine. Take all that is in the Bible, dear friends, to be true. Never be
afraid of any text that is written by the sacred pen. Dear brethren, when
you turn the pages over, I do hope you never feel as if you wish that any
verse could be altered, I trust you never desire that Any text might be
amended so as to read a little more Calvinistic, or a little more like the
teaching of Arminius. Always stand to it that your creed must bend to the
Bible, and not the Bible to your creed, and dare to be a little inconsistent
with yourselves, if need be, sooner than be inconsistent with God’s
revealed truth. You will find the path of duty there, I think, to be neither to
the right hand nor to the left.

So I think it is in another respect, in which the tendency is to one of two
extremes. Some people say of ministers, “These are God’s priests; they can
distribute grace to us.” Others cry out, “No, they do not, and cannot; we
are all equally able to dispense the truth; we need none to instruct us; we
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are all of us to be pastors, or rather, to be sheepish enough to think we
are.” Now, there, I think, the safe path lies between the two. The minister
is no priest, but still, God does enable some men by his Spirit to teach
others. He does raise up pastors after his own heart. We will magnify the
office, but we will not magnify it too much. We will not suffer any to
speak against it, for we believe it to be a God-sent gift. On the other hand,
we will not slavishly prostrate ourselves before any man, however gifted
he may be.

You will notice, in connection with the ordinances of God’s house, one
extreme about sacraments is that they are channels of grace. Baptism and
the Lord’s Supper are saving ordinances, according to certain ignorant
people. The opposite extreme is to leave ordinances alone altogether, and
to say there is nothing in them, and that it is of no use to attend to them.
Surely the proper thing is to believe that, as acts of obedience, they are
acceptable to God; and us signs and tokens of great spiritual truths, they
are instructive and edifying to the saints, and therefore not to be neglected.
In this matter, I would have you “turn neither to the right hand nor to the
left.”

So, too, I think it should be in our general conduct. With regard, for
instance, to our words; the course of speech generally is, on the one hand
to say too much, or on the other hand to say too little; to be silent when the
wicked are before us, or else to be rash with our lips and betray a good
cause through our rashness in defending it. There is a time to speak, and
there is atime to be silent, and he that judgeth well will mark his
opportunities and take the middle course. He will neither be garrulous with
advice that is not required, nor will he be cowardly and dumb when he
ought to bear testimony for his Master. The same holds good with regard
to zeal. We have some abroad nowadays whose heads are very hot. They
will be doing this, and that, and I know not what beside, all in the twinkling
of an eye. They talk as if they would turn the world upside down, whilst it
is their own brains that need first to be turned into a right condition. They
foment revivals, but not revivals such as we should approve of — their
revivals are blown up like bladders with mere human excitement and
playing upon men’s passions, and this brings true zeal into contempt.
Theirs is a fire which burns down the house instead of burning in the grate
and warming the household. But shall we therefore not be zealous? God
forbid! Shall we fall into the opposite extreme of those who fold their arms
and say, “Why make this noise? God will do his own work; things will go
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well enough; let us be quiet; let us sleep as do others”? Brethren, there is a
middle course of true, sensible, prudent zeal — adhering to the truth and
never believing that people can be converted by lies, however earnestly
bawled into their ears; walking within the bounds of God’s truth, and being
persuaded that the best seed to sow is that which God puts into the basket
of his word, and that sinners are not to be saved by rash statements nor by
extravagant declamation, but that they are brought to Christ, as they were
of old, by the simple telling out of the story of the cross affectionately, and
by the power of the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven. Here, again, “turn
neither to the right hand nor to the left.”

Brethren, this is a point we must take care to observe in the matter of our
confidences. Neither to the right hand nor to the left must the Christian
turn, with regard to the reliance of his soul, in the matter of his eternal
salvation. “None but Jesus” must be the constant watchword of our spirit.
Some will call us in this direction, and some in that. The wrecker’s beacons
would entice us upon the rocks in a thousand directions, but let us steer by
the sun or by the pole-star, and not trust to the treacherous guides of
human fancy. Keep close to this, that “other foundation can no man lay
than that which is laid, Jesus Christ the righteous.” Rest in the finished
work of the Lord Jesus, and put all your reliance upon him as crucified,
risen, and pleading for his people. Settle it in your hearts that you are not to
be led away from Jesus.

“Should all the forms that men devise,
Assault my faith with treacherous art,
I’d call them vanity and lies,
And bind the gospel to my heart.”

So in the matter of faith itself, let us keep the middle place. Let us not be
as some are — presumptuous, and refusing to examine themselves,
declaring that they must be right. Let us remember that

“He who never doubted of his state,
He may — perhaps he may too late.”

Let us not fall, on the other side, into constant doubting, imagining that we
never can be fully assured, but must always be raising the question-
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““Tis a point I long to know,
Oft it causes anxious thought;
Do I love the Lord or no?
Am I his, or am I not?”

Let us ask God to guide us into the middle path, wherein we can say, “I
know whom I have believed, and am persuaded that he is able to keep that
which [ have committed unto him until that day;” careful, watchful,
prayerful, as much as if our salvation depended upon our own vigilance;
relying upon the sure promise, and the immutable oath, knowing that we
stand in Christ, and not in ourselves, and are kept by the mighty God of
Jacob, and not by any power of our own. This middle path, wherein we
turn not to the right hand of presumption, nor to the left hand of unbelief,
is the path which God would have us tread.

This rule, too, for I might continue to apply it in scores of ways, will also
hold good with you in your daily life in the matter of your general
cheerfulness or otherwise. Some people never smile. Dear souls! They pull
the blinds down on Sunday. They are sorry that the flowers are so
beautiful, and think that they ought to have been whitewashed; they almost
believe that if the garden beds were of a little more serious color, it would
be advisable. I have known some, and some whom I very greatly respect,
talk in this way. One good brother, whose shoe-latchet I am not worthy to
unloose, said, on one occasion, that when he went up the Rhine, he never
looked at the rocks, or the old castles, or the flowing river, he was so taken
up with other things!

Why, to me nature is a looking-glass in which I see the face of God.
I delight to gaze abroad, and
“Look through nature up to nature’s God.”

But that was all unholiness to him. I confess I do not understand that kind
of thing; I have no sympathy with those who look upon this material world
us though it were a very wicked place, and as if there were here no trace
whatever of the divine hand, and no proofs of the divine wisdom, nor
manifestations of the divine care. I think we may delight ourselves in the
works of God, and find much pleasure therein, and get much advanced
towards God himself by considering his works. That to which I have thus
referred is one extreme. There are others who are all froth and levity, who
profess to be Christians, and yet cannot live without the same amusements
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as worldlings; must be now at this party, and then at that; never
comfortable unless they are making jokes, and following after all the
levities and frivolities of the world. Ah! the first is a pardonable weakness,
in which there is much that is commendable, but this is a detestable one, of
which I can say nothing that is good. The Christian, I think, should steer
between the two. He should be cheerful, but not frivolous. He should be
sustained and happy under all circumstances; have a friendly and a kindly
word for all, and be a man among men as the Savior was, willing to sit at
the banquet, and to feast and rejoice with those that do rejoice; but still
heavenly-minded in it all, feeling that a joy in which he cannot have Christ
with him is no joy, and that places of amusement where he cannot take his
Lord with him are no places of amusement, but scenes of misery to him.
He should be constantly cheerful, happy, and rejoicing, and yet at the same
time he should evince a deep solemnity of spirit which removes far from
him everything that is sacrilegiously light and trifling.

By the same rule, arrange your business. Some men in business act in such
a way that from morning till night they can think of nothing but business. I
have had to mourn over some Christians who, when They have had
enough, did not know it — when they were doing as much as they could do
with health to their souls, and had no more need of gain, yet they must
needs launch out into something else that would take away all opportunities
of serving God’s cause, and all time for reflection and thought,
and that would thus bring barrenness and leanness into their souls. Others
we have to complain of, who do not work enough at their callings.
They are at a sermon when they ought to be behind the counter, or they are
enjoying a prayer-meeting when they ought to be mending their husbands’
stockings. They go out preaching in the villages when they had better be
earning money to pay their creditors. There are extremes, but the true
Christian is diligent in business, and is also fervent in spirit, seeking to
combine the two. The believer would be like one of old, “a just man and
devout;” not having one duty smeared with the blood of another duty.

Having a due proportion of all the graces, he seeks in his life to follow out
his calling as a man, as a parent, as a member of the church, or whatever
else he may be.

IV.Now we shall close, and our last remark is, that THE PATH OF
RIGHT IS THE PATH OF TRUE PROSPERITY.
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Observe, the last paragraph of the text: “That thou mayest prosper
whithersoever thou goest.” Let no man be deceived with the idea that if he
carries out the right, by God’s grace he will prosper in this world as the
consequence. It is very likely that, for a time at least, his conscientiousness
will stand in the way of his prosperity. God does not invariably make the
doing of the right to be the means of pecuniary gain to us. On the contrary,
it frequently happens that for atime men are great losers by their
obedience to Christ, But the Scripture always speaks us to the long run; it
sums up the whole of life — there it promises true riches. If thou wouldst
prosper, keep close to the word of God, and to thy conscience, and thou
shalt have the best prosperity. Thou will not see it in a week, nor a month,
nor a year, but thou shalt enjoy it crc long. Hundreds have I seen, and I
speak within bounds when I speak of that number, who in different times
of dilemma have waited upon me, and asked my advice as to what they
should do.

Now, brethren, I have almost always noticed that those persons who
temporise, or attempt to find out a policy of going between, and doing as
little wrong as possible, but still just a little, always blunder out of one
ditch into another, and their whole life is a life of compromises, of sins, and
of miseries; if they do get to heaven they go there slipshod, and with thorns
piercing their feet all the way. But I have noticed others who have come
right straight out, and rent away the cords which entangled them, and they
have said, “T will do the right, if I die for it;” and though they have had to
suffer (I could mention some cases where they have suffered for years,
very much to the sorrow of him who gave them the advice upon which
they acted, not because he regretted giving them the advice, but regretted
that they had to suffer), yet always there has been a turn somewhere or
other, and by-and-by they have had to say, “I thank God after all,
notwithstanding all my crosses and losses, that I was led to be faithful to
my convictions, for [ am a happier man, if not a richer man.” In some cases
they have absolutely been richer men, for after all, even in this world,
“honesty is the best policy.” It is a very low way of looking at it, but right
and righteousness do in the end, in the long run, get the respect and the
esteem of men. The thief though he takes a short way to get rich, yet takes
such a dangerous way that it does not pay; but he who walks straight along
the narrow road shall find it to be the shortest way to the best kind of
prosperity, both in this world and in that which is to come.

If not, beloved, if we get no outward prosperity here, I trust you and I, if
we love Christ, and, are filled with his Spirit, can do without it. Well, if we
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must be poor, it will soon be over, and in heaven there shall be no
poverty. Well, if we must fight for it, in order to maintain our conscience,
we did not expect to come into this world that we might

“Be carried to the skies
On flowery beds of

ease.”

If it must come to this, that we must suffer hunger and even nakedness
itself, we shall not be worse off than the apostles — better men than we;
we shall not be brought lower than the martyrs — with whose names we
are not worthy to have ours coupled. Let us, then, run all risks for Christ.
He is no soldier who cannot die for his country; he is no Christian who
cannot lose life itself for Christ. We must be willing to give up all things
rather than sell the truth or sell the right, and if we come to this, we shall
have such courage within our spirits, such a quiet consciousness of the
presence of God the Holy Ghost, and such sweet smiles from the once
suffering, but now reigning Savior, that we shall have to bless God all our
days for these light afflictions, which are but for a moment, which shall
work out for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory.

I may not have spoken much to the comfort of God’s people, but I shall be
glad if I have said only half a word that may tend to nurture in the midst of
our church earnest obedience, practical piety, real positive godliness
carried out in ordinary life. We have plenty of doctrine, plenty of thinking,
plenty of talking, but oh, for more holy acting! It is sickening to see the
inconsistencies of some professors. It is enough, indeed, to make the world
ridicule the church to see how many profess to follow Christ, and then
keep any rule rather than God’s rule, and obey anybody sooner than the
Lord Jesus Christ.

Brethren, let us pray to God that our hearts may be sincere in the Lord’s
ways, and that we may be guided by his Spirit even to the end.

PORTION OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON — Joshua 1
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SPOTS IN OUR FEASTS OF
CHARITY.

NO. 797

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 23RD, 1868,
BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN. TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“These are spots in your feasts of charity, when they feast with you, feeding
themselves without fear.”-Jude 1:12.

WHEN the church of God is extending her bounds rapidly, it is of the
utmost importance that the growth should be real and permanent. If the
walls of Zion are being builded quickly, the master builders should keep an
anxious eye upon the workmanship, lest the stones should be put together
with untempered mortar, and therefore the whole erection should by-and-
by come to the ground. We desire not to grow up in a night as the gourd,
lest we also perish in a night. Our Lord Jesus, who is the great Shepherd
of the sheep, sends to his churches at times when they are most prospering
sad reminders of human frailty, by which he warns them to “take heed that
they be not deceived; but see to it that they make sure work, and build
substantially, with gold, silver, and precious stones, and not with wood,
and hay, and stubble.” It is a very doleful season for the church of God
when everything is asleep, but there are dangers connected even with
activity. When a man is under the intense excitement of earnest endeavor
for Christ, it is possible that much within him may be spurious, a mere
fungus growth forced out by heat; and hence it is deeply necessary, as
Jude says, to write unto the saints and to speak unto believers concerning
this thing, that they be sound, true, real, sincere, and approved in the sight
of God. Jude tells us in the text, and indeed in his whole epistle, that many
who make a high profession, are not what they profess to be, and that in
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the church of God in her best estate, many are clouds without rain, trees
without fruit, and wandering stars reserved for eternal darkness.

I. To come to the text at once, we have to remark from it that WE
MusTt EXPECT ToO FIND UNGODLY MEN IN THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH.

They ought not to be there: the church is bound to use her most earnest
endeavors to keep them out, and, being in and being discovered, she
should not be slow to cast them forth. She should put away wicked
members and endeavor to preserve her purity; but for all that, there will
never be a perfect church this side the grave. They are without fault in the
Canaan above, but a mixed multitude always will be mingled with the
tribes of Israel while we are in this wilderness. We may look for this, in
the first place, because it always has been so. If even in the paradise of
God among perfect beings sin intruded, how much more in our imperfect
assemblies where every man’s heart is naturally deceitful! The very first
human family had a Cain in it who, on the day of solemn sacrifice, came
to God’s altar, although he was of that wicked one, and slew his brother.
When, after a solemn judgment, the earth had been purged, and a little
church of only eight members was gathered in the ark, there was among
them one of whom the patriarch said, “Cursed be Canaan; a servant of
servants shall he be.” Ham was in the ark an ungodly reprobate, though
surrounded by saints. When the Lord had been pleased, according to the
election of grace, to take Abraham from among mankind, and set apart
both him and his household, we read of Ishmael who mocked Isaac. In
Isaac’s family we hear of profane Esau. However few may be the chosen,
there is sure to be some connected with them who are with them, but not
of them. The people who were eminently typical of the church of Christ, I
mean Israel in the wilderness, were polluted in the same manner: no matter
how strict might be its regulations, and how earnest might be its leader, yet
the rebellious murmured, the mixed multitude fell a lusting, and Korah,
Dathan, and Abiram, were a root of bitterness. I need not take you
through all the history of the Lord’s people down to the coming of Christ,
but wherever you may put your finger, you will be certain to discover the
tares mingling with the wheat, and the serpent’s seed nestling in the bosom
of the elect household. As for the days since the coming of our Master,
this fact is painfully conspicuous. Our Lord had but twelve disciples who
were near to him, and yet he said, “I have chosen you twelve, and one of
you is a devil.” The name of Judas will go down to eternity stamped with
the curse, “It were better for that man that he had never been born.”
Afterwards, when
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Jesus had ascended and the Spirit of God had been given, when the church
had all things in common, and was in her first love, yet we read of Ananias
and Sapphira who hypocritically pretended to have given their substance,
when they had kept back much of it, and upon them the stern voice of
Peter pronounced sentence of immediate death. So early were the liar and
the hypocrite found within the gates of Zion. Pristine purity could not
utterly exclude the unworthy. Look again at the church in Samaria. The
preaching of Philip had stirred the city, and a pretender to magic who had
deluded the people, professed to become himself a believer. He believed, it
is said, and was baptized; but his heart was not right in the sight of God:
his faith was not the faith of God’s elect. How solemn were the words of
Peter to him, “Thou hast neither part nor lot in this matter... For I perceive
that thou art in the gall of bitterness, and in the bonds of iniquity!” The
execrable name of Simon Magus is another proof that the church of Christ
in her most zealous estate, cannot expect to be clear of the basest of men.
Our own observation, and the history of any branch of the Lord’s church
will go to show the same thing. It is said that the emperor Frederick III.
once heard a courtier declare that he would go forthwith to a place where
he should find no hypocrites. Then, said his majesty, “You had need to go
beyond the frozen ocean, where there are no men; and if you should reach
the place, there might be one hypocrite there then.” It would be difficult to
find any association of persons in which there are no unworthy individuals,
arid amongst those companies which are most select, you may frequently
discover the worst of men.

Further, this might be expected to be so because of the many inducements
which exist to tempt unscrupulous men to assume the Christian name. Few
inducements, I grant you, existed when the stake, the axe, or death in the
amphitheater, were the only reward for following the Lord Jesus; but many
inducements are there nowadays-when to be a Christian is to be respected,
when the Christian profession introduces you into good society, secures
you trust and credit in your business, and procures custom for your shop:
when altogether religion is a most comfortable and respectable thing, it is
no wonder that knaves adopt it. Persecution has not ceased-there are
Christians who have to endure much of it; but, on the other hand, many
make a good thing of their profession, and some cunning rogues have
proved that they could not have adopted a better trick for succeeding in
life than taking up the garb of piety. Do you wonder, therefore, if persons
should be found who thrust themselves upon sacred ground, and brave all
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consequences of future punishment? See yonder eagle, how it mounts.
Does it care for the ethereal blue, or aspire to commune with the stars of
heaven? Not a whit, such airy considerations have no weight with the
ravenous bird; and yet you will not wonder that it soars aloft when you
remember that it thus obtains a broader range of vision, and so becomes
the more able to provide for its nest. It mounts towards heaven, but it
keeps its eye evermore upon the outlook for its prey. No celestial impulse
is needed, its love of blood suffices to bear it aloft. It soars only that it
may flash downwards with fell swoop upon the object of its desires.
Wonder not that men with the hearts of devils yet mount like angels: there
is a reason, which explains it all. That wild ass would not bray if there
were no fodder. Men would be less in a hurry to avow their pretended
faith if there were no advantages to be gained. The rower in the boat sits
with his back to the shore, but is all the while pulling towards it: many tug
the oar towards the world which they pretend to have renounced. How
many are like that famous painting of the olden time, in which the artist
depicted what seemed at a distance a holy friar with his hands crossed in
devotion, and a book before him, looking like a saint indeed, but when
you came close to the venerable impostor, you found that his hands,
though clasped, enclosed a lemon, and instead of a book, there was a
punch-bowl into which he was squeezing the juice. Many an inn has an
angel on the sign, and a devil for the landlord. Fair without is often foul
within. To seem to be answers men’s purposes so well, that it is little
marvel if pretenders swarm like the flies in Egypt’s plague.

Moreover, brethren, we might have reckoned that there would be
ungracious men mingled with the people of God, since it is clear to every
thoughtful man that this must be one of the craftiest designs of Satan. In
what way can Satan so seriously damage the church of God as by thrusting
unworthy persons into it? While men slept, the enemy came and sowed
tares among the wheat, because the tares would take away the nourishment
from the wheat and help to choke it, and prevent it from yielding so rich a
harvest. The Greeks, outside the walls of Troy, were unable to storm the
city, but after a long war they succeeded by using the stratagem of the
wooden horse. Putting some few Greeks within the hollow monster, they
pretended to flee, and left the horse to be dragged within the gates of Troy
by the infatuated Trojans. In the dead of night, out came these traitor
Greeks and opened the gates to their friends without. Satan knows right
well that one devil in the church can do far more than a thousand devils
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outside her bounds. He understands that all the blasphemers, and atheists,
and free-thinkers, and so on, that ever assailed the bastions of the church of
God, could not do one tithe as much mischief to her as those who pretend
to be followers of the bleeding Lamb, and in secret are crucifying the Lord
afresh and putting him to an open shame. If there be any here of this sort,
and I fear there are, I do beseech you look to yourselves-you are cat’s-
paws, for the evil one, mean tools of the fallen spirit; blush to be so
degraded. How sad to be a miserable skulker in the service of the prince of
darkness! Better, surely, if honor be what you seek, to fight for Satan
openly and avowedly, wearing the black plume and the diabolical
regimentals, than to be a base, cowardly assassin, sneaking into the ranks of
the godly to stab them in the dark. None but pirates sail under false colors,
and the yard-arm is the best place for them. O you snakes in the grass,
you serpents who insinuate yourselves so craftily, how shall you
escape the damnation of hell? That foul fiend who now employs you upon
his secret service, laughs in his sleeve as he foresees the triple bands of
flame with which you will be bound for ever. O that you could repent and
turn from your base and crooked ways, for otherwise your end will be
terrible and your doom eternal.

Further, my dear brethren, it is a very sad reflection, that we may always
expect to find ungodly men in the church of God, for numbers come there,
at first, through inadvertence. I will excuse many, in some respects, for
being found numbered with God’s people, though unconverted-I excuse
them to some degree, for I believe that they were honest when at first they
were added to the church. They were never saved, of course; but they
thought they were. Never having had a true sense of sin, they nevertheless
experienced some alarms, and they set down those alarms for repentance.
Although they have never truly believed in the Lord Jesus, they have felt a
degree of peace, and have come to look upon this treacherous calm as the
result of true faith. They have never really received a new heart, still there
is a measure of reformation, and they mistake the outward for the inward.
They were excited by the earnestness of God’s people, and under a thrilling
sermon they were made to feel as they had not felt before, and straightway,
the wish being father to the thought, they concluded they had passed from
death unto life, while they still remained dead in trespasses and sin. At first,
a few fears may have passed their minds, but by degrees, finding these fears
uncomfortable, and Satan determining to blind their eyes and sear their
consciences as with a hot iron, they at last made no further enquiries, but
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went straightway onward to ruin with their eyes closed, believing that they
were on the road to glory. It is said that a certain player had acted the part
of Richard IIl. so admirably, and had thrown his whole soul into it so
thoroughly, that he imbibed the idea that he was actually a king, and
became so extravagant in his living, and withal so haughty in his behavior,
that he brought himself first to contempt, and next to beggary. Doubtless
there are many who at first were mere actors, who at last have grown into
the conceit that the part which they have merely acted is a reality, and so
they have continued to strut with all the pride of Pharisees, till God has
plucked the mask from off their wicked faces, and set them up to be butts
for the arrows of eternal contempt. Oh, beware lest that should be our lot,
lest, inadvertently to ourselves at the first, being mistaken, we should at
last become miserable dupes and deceivers of others.

We might naturally expect to find hypocrites, formalists, and unconverted
persons in the church of God, because human nature is bad enough for
anything and everything. If there be an evil which is detestable beyond all
others, for that reason will men run to it. Nothing can be more mean than
hypocrisy, nothing more base than to assume a character which is not
properly your own, nothing more horrible than apostasy from plighted
vows and promises; but for that very reason, he who knows the heart of
man to be deceitful above all things and desperately wicked, might expect
to find men rioting in such evil. There is no water so deep but fish will
swim in it; no pond so foul but frogs will live in it; no mire so filthy but
swine will wallow in it, and no sin so damnable but man will commit it.
Men will even seek out ways and means of making themselves more and
more proficient in the most mean of vices, each one being with his fellow.
The world is getting mightily accomplished in falsehood, and has learned
to deceive in the most dexterous manner, and while professors of the art of
hypocrisy are so numerous, there is no hope of the trade dying out. I
expect to see great offenders, for I am told by inspired penmen that evil
men and seducers will wax worse and worse. I expect as the ages roll on to
see good men grow better, and bad men grow viler, for each age is in
advance of its predecessor. If in these last ages there should arise monsters
of iniquity exceeding Nero and Caligula in infamy, we must not be
astonished, for long practice of sin makes men proficient therein. The earth
is ripening, and men’s characters are rotting to the uttermost degree of
corruption. This is the age of villany, the chosen era of shams, lies, and
hypocrisies, and we must expect to see more and more of the boilings over
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of the sink of iniquity, which lies in human nature. Be not startled, if in
these last days there should be seen whole herds of wolves in sheep’s
clothing, deceivers and defamers of the church, for even so have we been
warned by the voice of God.

I1. In the second place, UNGODLY MEN DO SERIOUS MISCHIEF IN THE
CHURCH OF GOD.

We are told in the text that they are spots in our agape, or feasts of love. It
is a solemn reflection that they defile the church before God; they are spots
upon her face, they mar her beauty in the eyes of her heavenly Friend.
When the Lord looks upon his church in Christ, of course she is always
fair, but when he looks upon her in herself, the defilements which came
upon her through the ungodly provoke him, and he is led to send
chastisements upon her, and for awhile to withdraw the converting power
of his Spirit, and the comforting power of his promise. Dear friends, we
can little tell how much of evil may be brought upon any community by
wicked persons in the midst of it, and we little know how much good may
be kept back from the general body of the church of God by those ungodly
professors who are living in uncleanness and yet pretend to have
fellowship with God.

They are spots upon the church’s sacrifice. According to the Jewish law,
no beast could be offered to God which was blemished. What an awful
thing it is when a wicked man becomes a church member, and in public, as
he prays in the name of the church, offers to God an unclean hypocritical
prayer! What a filthy prayer that must be which comes from the lip of the
man who is the slave of vice, and yet dares stand up in the public sanctuary
to lead the devotions of others! Can God bear such infamy? Must not the
whole service be polluted thereby? Such a man at the Lord’s table! How he
profanes the sacred feast! Such a man preaching, for there have been many
such! How he dishonors the name of minister! Such a man passing round
the sacramental cup! What despite to the precious blood! Why, I wonder,
when I think of it, that such solemn feasts, since they have been, so far as
such persons were concerned, deliberate mockeries, have not brought
down the thunderbolts of God upon those who were engaged in them. It is
an awful thing to have such loathsome sacrifices laid upon our altar in our
name-truly, we knew not of the offenders’ guilt, our sin was therefore a sin
of ignorance: the Lord have mercy upon us. When Joshua led his troops to
Ai, they were defeated, not for want of courage, nor for want of wit, nor
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for want of armed men for the fight; they were put to the rout before their
adversaries for no other reason than because Achan was in the camp, and
had hidden in his tent the goodly Babylonish garment, and the wedge of
gold. Think me not severe it I speak with indignation of any who have
turned aside unto crooked paths, after standing high among the Lord’s
people-from my soul I pity such, I bewail them in my inmost heart, but yet |
for Christ’s sake, and his people’s sake, feel towards them concerning
their iniquity as Joshua did when he spared not the sentence, but adjudged
the offender to his doom. Even though confession was made, yet every
true-hearted Israelite cast a stone at the man who had made Israel naked
before her enemies, saying, “Why hast thou troubled us? The Lord shall
trouble thee this day.” The church must be purified and cleansed, for our
Lord’s fan is in his hands, and he will thoroughly purge his floor. He who
winks at sin becomes a partaker in it. God would have us pat away the
unclean thing from the midst of us, lest we be utterly polluted, and become
an abomination in his sight. O you professors who are not living as you
should live, you who are practizing secret sin, you members of the church
who, unknown to us are wallowing in evil, I do beseech you go forth from
among us of your own accord, before the Lord launch out his plagues upon
you. Get you gone from us lest double judgment fall upon you. As for us,
when your case is clear, we dare not excuse you; we hate even the garment
spotted with the flesh, and much more those filthy dreamers who wrap their
lusts about them as arobe. If you have any reason left, you will surely
prefer, if lost at all, to perish without incurring the double vengeance,
which awaits deceivers. Repent and forsake your iniquities that your sins
may be blotted out, but if you will not do this, at least cease to dishonor the
church of God by your false professions.

Furthermore, the ungodly in the Christian church do her mischief in the
next respect, because they defile her in the eyes of the world, “These are
spots in your feasts of charity.” They defile the Christian church in the
judgment of onlookers. The world is always glad to find a stick to beat the
church with. It so thoroughly hates professors of godliness, that it only
wants a chance to spring upon them as a lion upon his prey. So soon as one
professor goes aside, men say, “Ah! just so; that is one herring out of the
barrel: they are all alike.” And yet if a man gets a bad shilling, he does not
conclude that all shillings are bad. Men know that the existence of
hypocrites does not prove that all Christians are such. They frequently say
so, but they know better: you need not be in any hurry to answer them they
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know that they lie in their throats when they declare all Christians to be
deceivers, for they must know that there are hundreds who are not such,
whose lives are pure and holy, and in every way according to their
professions. They know that if they were to treat any body of men in the
same way as they treat the church, they could not stand the test. Have
there been no thieves in the House of Commons? Are the members of our
legislature therefore all rogues? Doubtless some of them have no honesty
to spare; but are there no honorable men? Was there ever a club in all the
world without disreputable persons in it? Was there ever any association of
men that might not be condemned, if the fool’s rule was followed, of
condemning the wheat because of the chaff? When with all our might and
power we purge ourselves of deceivers as soon as we detect them, what
more can we do? If our rule and practice is to separate the unholy so soon
as we unmask them, what more can virtue itself desire? Iask any man,
however much he may hate Christianity, what more can the church do than
watch her members with all diligence, and excommunicate the wicked
when discovered? It is a foul piece of meanness on the part of the world
that they should allege the faults of a few false professors against the whole
church: it is a piece of miserable meanness of which the world ought to be
ashamed. Nevertheless, so it is, “Ha! ha!” they say, “So would we have it!
So would we have it!” The daughter of Philistia rejoices, and the
uncircumcised triumphs when Jesus is betrayed by his friend, and sold by
his traitorous disciple. O deceitful professor, will not the Lord be avenged
upon you for this? Is it nothing to make Jesus’ name the drunkard’s song?
Nothing to make the enemy blaspheme? O hardened man, tremble, for this
shall not go unpunished.

I must add here, that this defilement falls upon ourselves too. We cannot
mix with deceitful and wicked men without feeling conscious that we have
been in contact with pitch, and have been defiled thereby. Who sits with a
leper without danger of contagion? To talk over the sin of a false professor
is injurious to the mind. We cannot deal with the sin of a brother, even in
the way of discipline, without a degree of evil to our own hearts. I believe
the reading of newspaper reports of criminal trials is as instructive a school
for iniquity as any the devil himself could have invented, and to go into
details with the person before your eyes is even more so. When we read or
hear of sin, whether we are conscious or not of the effect, there is always a
defilement left upon the mind. The church of God being conscious of the
contagion, which a sinner leaves in the camp, should daily sanctify herself.
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Let us proclaim a daily repentance for the unknown sin among us. We are
all as one body as soon as we join the Christian church, and in some sense
the sin of one is the common fault of the whole. Leaven in one chamber is
leaven in the house: the plague in one house is the plague in the city. We
must not say, “Oh, I cannot help the fault of such a one.” He is one with
us: we must all he humbled before God when there is anything wrong in
the case of any one, for he is one of the family. Was he not a member of
the same body? Is not the whole body concerned in the sickness or sin of
the meanest member? There should be a daily walking near to God, a daily
seeking of mercy, a daily humbling, a daily coming to the precious blood of
Jesus for restoring grace, that so the defilement may be removed and the
spots in our feasts of charity may be purged.

IT1. T come, thirdly, to a very important point. THE UNGODLY IN THE
CHURCH OF GOD ARE GENERALLY VERY MUCH AT THEIR EASE
THERE.

This head I trust may greatly comfort some who are afraid of sin, by
showing them that they are not hypocrites, “Feeding themselves without
fear.” These men had no right to come to the love-feasts, had no business
whatever in the communion of God’s people, but there they were, without
the slightest fear. They had no fear as to whether they were saved or not;
they did not trouble their heads to examine-they took it for granted. They
said, “Oh! well, we are as good as other people,” and so they carelessly
dismissed all self-examination. They had no fear about the present, they
took all for granted, and let well alone. If accused of sin, they could stand
up and deny it, lying in the face of God’s people without the slightest
blush. They had no fear concerning the future, although running themselves
into present difficulty and insuring to themselves eternal damnation. They
had no bands either in life or death; they were unconscious of fear; they
looked the happiest of people, wearing a perennial smile, and looking the
image of peace. I have seen the genuine child of God afraid lest he should
not be truly regenerate, trembling and alarmed, conscious of his present
imperfections, bemoaning them, often trembling because of temptations in
the future, and afraid lest he might fall; fearful of death, and alarmed lest
after all he should be a castaway; yet this trembler has been the genuine
coin of God’s realm, about whom none were anxious but himself; while the
base counterfeit has said, “Oh! yes; I believe, I know I do. I am sure I am
saved;” while in his private life he was going from bad to worse, plunging
himself into the sloughs of sin. My dear friends, seek after full assurance of
faith, but do, do, do abhor anything like presumption. If your lives are not
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what they ought to be, I beseech you do not be too confident. “By their
fruits ye shall know them.” If there are any of you living in sin, I do not
care what doctrines you have received, or what experience you may boast,
I am afraid for you if you are not afraid for yourselves. I entreat you do
not lull your souls into peace while your lives are ungodly, for it will be,
“Peace, peace, where there is no peace.” You cannot be perfect, I grant,
and salvation is not by works, but by grace, but at the same time, “Be not
deceived, God is not mocked, whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also
reap.” Do I cut any of you sharply? I mean to cut: I only wish I could cut
deeper, but my fear is, that those who are the best will feel it the most. I
know they will, and those who need it most will say, “I am glad the
preacher is faithful, but his censures do not apply to me.” Remember
Cowper’s words-

“He that never doubted of his state,
He may, perhaps he may, too late.”

Needless and Too-bold fell into the ditch. He who is too sure with a carnal
security that is not based upon the promise nor rested upon Christ, will
sooner or later find himself compelled to make his bed in hell. I do wonder,
when I look at the text, that these people should feed themselves without
fear at the feasts of charity. I suppose this may allude to the love-feasts,
but also to the Lord’s Supper. How an ungodly man can drink the wine
which typifies the blood of Christ when he is all the while crucifying
Christ, I cannot understand. How he can break bread at the Lord’s table
when he is spending his life with harlots, or gaining money by dishonesty,
I cannot comprehend. But sin is an incomprehensible thing. Oh, the depths
of human sin! My dear friends, if any of you are exhibiting this hardness of
heart, pray God that you may be forgiven; but I almost fear you never will,
for if there be a sin unto death, surely it must be such a sin as this, when a
man can come to the solemn feasts of God’s house without fear, while he
knows that his heart is rotten, and, as Bunyan says, only fit to be tinder for
the devil’s tinder-box.

I shall leave that point when I have read to you from “Pilgrim’s Progress” a
passage which struck me yesterday as portraying the deceiver’s doom.
“Now, when they had passed by a little way, they entered into a very dark
lane, where they met a man whom seven devils had bound with seven
strong cords, and were carrying of him back to the door that they saw in
the side of the hill. Now good Christian began to tremble, and so did
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Hopeful, his companion, yet, as the devils led away the man, Christian
looked to see if he knew him, and he thought it might be one Turn-away
that dwelt in the town of Apostasy. But he did not perfectly see his face,
for he did hang his head like a thief that is found. But being gone past,
Hopeful looked after him, and espied on his back a paper with this
inscription, ‘WANTON PROFESSOR AND DAMNABLE APOSTATE.”” God
grant that paper may never be put upon our backs, but by preserving grace
may we be preserved to the last.

I'V. 1 shall now conclude with the fourth point, by asking this question:
since it is clear that ungodly men are suffered to tarry for awhile in the
church of God, WHAT IS GOD’S INTENTION THEREIN?

What is the lesson which he hereby delivers to you and to me this morning?
That is our principal business: we have little to do with others, our business
is with ourselves.

The first lesson is this: God reminds every one of us of ‘what we might
have been but for his distinguishing grace. Judas sells Christ, and his only
reward is a halter to hang himself with. Why might not I have been Judas?
Ananias dies with alie in his throat: why might not Ihave been that
unhappy man? Ask that question, Christian; is there any betterness in your
heart beyond the heart of Judas? Are you better than Ananias by nature? Is
there any goodness in your constitution which would have kept you from
their sin had you been left as they were? Judas was an apostle, mark you, a
preacher, a miracle-worker; he dipped his hand with Jesus in the dish, and
yet he sold him; and why not you? Let not self-righteousness whisper, “Ah
I never should have done so.” How knowest thou that? Simon Peter said
he never would forsake his Master, but before long, with cursing and oaths,
he had denied him. “Let him that thinketh he standeth, take heed lest he
fall.” What another man has done I may do; and there are no depths of
wickedness into which I might not have plunged had not preventing grace
stayed my course.

In the second place, the Lord bids us make sure work for eternity. If we
know that fair houses have fallen down, let us build upon a good
foundation. If the wind has swept away rotten boughs, let us see to it that
we are quickened with the vital sap. If the knife has already removed
sundry dead branches, be it our prayer that we may be found fruit-bearing
boughs, vitally united to Christ. When I think of those whom I have known
who have turned aside in years past in my ministry, I feel concerned to say
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to myself; “have I really repented, or was it all a sham? Am I now resting
upon the Rock of Ages, or have I a fictitious confidence, a delusive trust?
Am [ really right with God? Do I love him? Am I serving him, or am I
after all fascinated by some gigantic imposture which is leading me astray
to serve myself? My brethren, I beseech you dig deep for eternity. Either
make it sure, or have nothing to do with it. The paint and the tinsel are
nothing worth; the masquerading and the pageantry of a mere profession
will all be scattered to the winds in the great day of wrath. Get gold, not
gilt; get the real metal, not the imitation, lest at the last, when you shall
most need comfort, you shall find yourselves drowned in despair. Surely
that is God’s voice to us. Hear it, learn its teaching, practice it thoroughly.

In the next place, should not the departures from the faith of some
professors put us on our guard against our own special temptations? I do
not know how you may be each one of you employed in life, but this I
know, that there is a precipice near every man’s foot, and a snare in every
man’s path. You may not fall into the temptation, which besets me, and I
may never fall into that which besets you; but there is a lure for every bird, a
bait for every fish. I would have you specially take heed of those things in
regard to which you have ventured to the very verge. There are some
things which are allowable up to a point; beware of going beyond the
point. Ay, and beware of often going close to it, for the temptation is to go
a little farther. Edged tools, long handled, wound at last. Beware of
extraordinary temptations, watch against them. A child would generally
stand on his feet in a gust of wind if he knew it was coming; but when the
wind happens to come round a corner furiously, he may be taken off his
feet. Mind you are well balasted by prayer every morning before your
vessel puts out to sea, or carrying the quantity of sail you do, you may be
blown over upon the waves to your perpetual shipwreck. Watch constantly
against those things, which are thought to be no temptations. The most
poisonous serpents are found where the sweetest flowers grow, and when
Cleopatra would have an asp to poison herself, it was brought in a basket
of fair flowers. Beware of arrows shot from a golden bow, or by a
woman’s hand. “Watch and pray lest ye enter into temptation.” I feel as if |
could go round among you, and take every one by the hand, and say, “My
brother and my sister, will ye also go away?” Oh, if you would answer,
“No, we will follow the Lamb whithersoever he goeth,” then I would reply
in my Master’s words, “What I say unto you I say unto all, Watch.”



152

Further-the lessons are ninny, but I will he brief upon each one- should not
this make us pray more for one another? When a member of the church
under my care has sinned, I have said, “Did I always pray for that man?”
That is a question for you also. Do you know of some sister in Christ who
has dishonored the faith? You have known perhaps the temptation: did you
ever pray for her-pointedly for her? Did you warn her affectionately of her
danger? I am afraid the answer would have to be, “I am afraid I have not.”
But are we clear of sin in such a case? Are our consciences quite void of
offense? Should not all the mischief’s in the Christian church just say this
to us, “Pray for one another: and by all means hold each other up”? Aid the
tempted, remembering thyself also, lest thou also be tempted. Whenever
the enemy smites down one of the troops, the other soldiers should fill up
the gap and stand compact together, determined that the foe shall not kill
another. Let every difficulty that comes to us only fuse us more completely
into one, bring us into compactor squares and firmer battalions, determined
that the enemy shall not get the advantage over us after all. Brethren, pray
for one another: your heavenly Father bids you do so.

Whenever any of the ungodly are found in the church, she should labor
with all her might to be avenged on the powers of darkness, by filling up
the place of the ungodly with those who are really converted. I have often
had my blood boil with sacred indignation within me when I have seen the
finger of Satan hindering any of the works I have undertaken for God.
Sometimes I have thought a church would be established in such a locality,
and something has turned up of an evil kind, which has put it out of the
question. I have vowed in my soul, “Ah, Satan, I will be even with thee for
that, there shall be two churches somewhere else; you shall not gain an
inch by driving me back in my Master’s cause. I will take care that you
shall gain nought of me by all thine opposition.” Let the ungodly world
laugh, and for its sneers we will smite it under the fifth rib with the sword
of truth. Let the enemy sneer, and for that we will discharge the more
arrows of God’s word, we will pray more vehemently, and labor more
diligently for the extension of the Lord’s kingdom. The tactics of war
should dictate this. The children of this generation would do so, and let
them not be wiser than the children of light.

Lastly, dear friends, should not this make us long for heaven? Whenever
you at any time are vexed by hypocrites and apostates, should you not at
once sigh for the perfect church, and the sweet fellowship of heaven,
where none can fall, and none deceive?
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“0 heavenly
Jerusalem, Of
everlasting halls,
Thrice blessed are the people
Thou storest in thy walls.

Thou art the golden mansion,
Where saints for ever sing;
The seat of God’s own
chosen, The palace of the
King.

There God for ever sitteth,
himself of all the crown;
The Lamb the light that shineth,
And never goeth down.

Nought to this seat
approacheth Their sweet peace
to molest; They sing their God

forever, Nor day nor night they
rest.”

They are without fault before the throne. There shall be no more curse, but
the throne of God and the Lamb shall be in it. We shall not suspect a
brother there; we shall not bemoan a failure there; we shall not fear
backsliding there, for the saints are all complete in Jesus, all conformed to
the image of their Master, and they shine forth as the sun in the kingdom of
their Father.

I have not spoken to you one-half as solemnly as my own heart has felt,
but I do commend to you the serious considerations I have brought under
your notice, and ask you in the name of the Lord Jesus, who has suffered
enough without being made to suffer in the house of his friends, by his
wounds, by his blood, by all his grief’s and death throes, do not crucify him
afresh, and put him to an open shame, but glorify him in your lives, your
words and acts, and so may the Lord do unto you of his great mercy.
Amen.
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“And it came to pass in those days, that he went out into a mountain to pray,
and continued all night in prayer to God.”-Luke 6:12.

IF any man of woman born might have lived without prayer it was surely
the Lord Jesus Christ. To us poor weak erring mortals, prayer is an
absolute necessity; but it does not at first sight seem to be so to him who
was “holy, harmless, undefiled, and separate from sinners.” In some parts
of prayer our Lord Jesus Christ could take no share. As for instance, in that
most important department, namely, personal confession of sin, he could
take no portion. There were no slips in his outward life, there were no
declensions in his inward heart. “Forgive us our debts as we forgive our
debtors” is a very suitable prayer for him to teach us, but he could not use
it himself. Nor had he any need to pray against inward corruption’s, seeing
he was born without them. We wrestle hard each day with original sin, but
Jesus knew no such adversaries. It is as much as we can do, with all the
weapons of our holy war, to keep down the foes of our own household,
but our Lord had no sinful nature to subdue. The inner life is a daily
struggle with some of us, so that Paul’s exclamation, “O wretched man

that I am!” is exceedingly familiar to our lips, but our Lord said truly of
himself, “The prince of this world cometh, and hath nothing in me.”

Moreover, our Lord had not to seek some of the things, which are

exceedingly needful to his disciples. One desire, which I trust is ever

present with us, is for growth in grace, for advancement in the divine life;

but our Lord was always perfect in holiness and love. I see not how there

could have been any advancement in purity in him; he was always the
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spotless lily of innocence, incomparable, faultless, without spot or wrinkle,
or any such thing. Our Lord had not need to make self-examination each
night. When he retired for prayer, there would be no need to scan the
actions of the day, to detect shortcomings and flaws; there would be no
necessity to investigate secret motives to see whether he might not have
been actuated by sinister principles. The deep wellsprings of his being were
not of earth, but altogether divine. When he bowed his knee in the
morning, he had no need to pray to be protected from sin during the day.
He went forth to his daily labor without the infirmities which we bear
within us, and was free from the tendencies to evil which we bear about us.
Tempted he was in all points like as we are, but the arrows which wound
us, glanced harmlessly from him. Yet mark ye carefully, although our
glorious Master did not require to pray in some of those respects in which
it is most needful to us, yet never was there a man who was more abundant
in prayer and in supplication, nor one in whom prayer was exercised with
so much vehemence and importunity. He was the greatest of preachers, but
his prayers made even a deeper impression on his disciples than his
sermons, for they did not say, “Lord, teach us to preach,” but they did
exclaim, “Lord, teach us to pray.” They felt that he was Master of that
heavenly art, and at his feet they desired to sit, that they might learn how to
move heaven and earth with sacred wrestlings. Brethren, since our sinless
Lord was this mighty in prayer, does not his example say to us, with a
voice irresistibly persuasive, “Watch and pray, lest ye enter into
temptation”? Ye are to be conformed to the image of Christ-be conformed
in this respect, that ye be men of prayer. You desire to know the secret of
his power with men-seek to obtain his power with God. You wish to
obtain the blessings, which were so copiously bestowed upon him-seek
them where he sought them, find them where he found them. If you would
adorn his doctrine and increase his kingdom, use the weapon of all-prayer,
which ensures victory to all who use it as the Captain did.

Although our Lord Jesus Christ was most constant in his perpetual
devotions, yet devout men have been wont to set apart times for
extraordinary supplication. A man who does not pray usually, is but a
hypocrite when he pretends to pray specially. Who would care to live in a
miser’s house who starved you all the year round, except that now and
then on a feast day he fed you daintily? We must not be miserly in prayer,
neglecting it regularly, and only abounding in it on particular occasions,
when ostentation rather than sincerity may influence us. But even he who
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keeps a bounteous table, sometimes spreads a more luxurious feast than at
other times; and even so must we, if we habitually live near to God, select
our extraordinary seasons in which the soul shall have her fill of
fellowship. Our Lord Jesus Christ in time text before us, has set us an
example of extraordinary devotion, supplying us with all the details and
minutiae of the exercise.

Notice the place, which he selected for it. He sought. the solitude of a
mountain. He was so popular that he could not hope in any city or village
to be free from innumerable followers; he was so great a benefactor that he
could never be without sick folk entreating healing at his hands. He knew
no leisure, no, not so much as to eat bread, and therefore, to obtain a little
respite, he sought the hollow of some lofty hill, where foot of man could
not profane his loneliness. If you would draw near to God in an
extraordinary manner, you must take care to be entirely undisturbed. I
know not how it is, but if ever one desires to approach very near to God,
there is sure to be a knock at the door, or some matter of urgent business,
or some untoward circumstance to tempt us from our knees. Is it so, that
Satan knows how soul-fattening retirement and devotion are, and
therefore, if he can by any method stir up friend or foe to call us out of our
closets, he will surely do so? Here our Lord was beyond call; the mountain
was better than a closet with bolted doors. Far off was the din of the city,
and the noise of those who clamoured with their merchandise: neither the
shout of triumph nor the wail of sorrow could reach him there. Beloved
friends, carefully seek if you can a perfect solitude, but if not, reach as
near to it as you can, and as much as possible keep out the sound and
thought of the outer world.

Did not our Lord resort to the mountain in order that he might be able to
pray aloud? I cannot speak for others, but I often find it very helpful to
myself to be able to speak aloud in private prayer. I do not doubt but that
very spiritual minds can pray for a great length of time without the motion
of the lips, but Ithink the most of us would often find it a spur and
assistance if we could give utterance to our cries and sighs, no one being
present to hear. We know that our Lord was accustomed to use strong
cryings and tears, and these it would not have been desirable for a human
ear to listen to; in fact, his natural modesty would have put him under a
restraint. He therefore sought mountains far away, that he might, in his
Father’s presence, and in the presence of no one else, pour out his entire
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soul, groaning, struggling, wrestling, or rejoicing, as his spirit might be
moved at the time.

Did he not also seek the mountain to avoid ostentation? If we pray to be
seen of men, we shall have our reward, and a pitiful reward it will be; we
shall have the admiration of shallow fools, and nothing more. If our object
in prayer be to obtain blessings from God, we must present our prayers
unspoiled by human observation. Get thou alone with thy God if thou
wouldst move his arm. If thou fastest, appear not unto men to fast. If thou
pleadest personally with God, tell none of it. Take care that this be a secret
between God and thine own soul, then shalt thy Father reward thee openly;
but if thou gaddest about like a Pharisee, to sound thy trumpet in the
corner of the streets, thou shalt go where the Pharisee hath gone, where
hypocrites feel for ever the wrath of God.

Jesus, therefore, to prevent interruption, to give himself the opportunity of
pouring out his whole soul, and to avoid ostentation, sought the mountain.
What a grand oratory for the Son of God! What walls would have been so
suitable? What room would have worthily housed so mighty an
intercessor? Time Son of God most fittingly entered God’s own glorious
temple of nature when he would commune with heaven. Those giant hills,
and the long shadows cast by the moonlight were alone worthy to be his
companions. No pomp of gorgeous ceremony can possibly have equaled
the glory of nature’s midnight on the wild mountain’s side, where the stars,
like the eyes of God, looked down upon the worshipper, and the winds
seemed as though they would bear the burden of his sighs and tears upon
their willing wings. Samson, in the temple of the Philistines, moving the
giant pillars, is a mere dwarf compared with Jesus of Nazareth moving
heaven and earth, as he bows himself alone in the great temple of Jehovah.

For purposes of extraordinary devotion, the time selected by our Master is
also a lesson to us. He chose the silent hours of night. Now, it may so
happen, that if we literally imitated him, we might altogether miss our way,
for, no doubt, he chose the night because it was most convenient,
congenial, and in every way appropriate. To some of us, the night might be
most inappropriate and unsuitable; if so, we must by no means select it but
must follow our Lord in the spirit rather than in the letter. We should give
to heavenly things that part of the day in which we can be most quiet, those
hours which we can most fairly allot to it, without despoiling our other
duties of their proper proportion of time. By day, our Savior was
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preaching; he could not cease from preaching even to spend the day in
prayer. By day the multitude needed healing; our Lord would not suspend
his benevolent work for his private communions. We are to take care never
to present one duty to God stained with the blood of another, but to
balance and proportion our different forms of service, so that our life-work
may be perfect and entire, wanting nothing. Usually, however, night will be
the favored season for wrestling Jacobs. When every man had gone to his
own home to rest, the Man of Nazareth had a right to seek his solace
where best he could, and if sleep refreshed others, and prayer more fully
refreshed him, then by all means let him pray. Against this not a dog shall
move his tongue. Set apart for remarkably protracted intercessions seasons
which answer to this description, when the time is your own, not your
master’s, your own, not your families, not pilfered from family devotion,
not abstracted from the public assembly or the Sabbath-school, the time of
quiet when ail around you is in repose, the time congenial to solemnity, and
the awe of a spirit hushed into reverent subjection, yet uplifted to rapt
devotion. Such time, with many, may be the night, with others, it may be
the day; let sanctified common sense be your direction.

Again, our Lord sets us a good example in the matter of extraordinary
seasons of devotion in the protracted character of his prayer. He continued
all night in prayer. I do not think that we are bound to pray long as a
general rule. I am afraid, however, there is no great need to make the
remark, for the most of Christians are short enough, if not far too short in
private worship. By the aid of the Holy Spirit, it is possible to throw by
holy energy and sacred zeal as much prayer into a few minutes as into
many hours, for prevalent prayer is not measured by God by the yard or by
the hour. Force is its standard rather than length. When the whole soul
groans itself out in half-a-dozen sentences there may be more real devotion
in them than in hours of mere wire drawing and word spinning. True prayer
is the soul’s mounting up to God, and if it can ride upon a cherub or the
wings of the wind so much the better, yet in extraordinary seasons, when
the soul is thoroughly wrought up to an eminent intensity of devotion, it is
well to continue it for a protracted season. We know not that our Lord was
vocally praying all the time, he may have paused to contemplate; he may
have surveyed the whole compass of the field over which his prayer should
extend, meditating upon the character of his God, recapitulating the
precious promises, remembering the wants of his people, and thus arming
himself with arguments with which to return to wrestle and prevail. How
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very few of us have ever spent a whole night in prayer, and yet what boons
we might have had for such asking! We little know what a night of prayer
would do for us, its effect we can scarcely calculate.

One night alone in prayer might make us new men, changed from poverty
of soul to spiritual wealth, from trembling to triumphing. We have an
example of it in the life of Jacob. Aforetime the crafty shuftler, always
bargaining and calculating, unlovely in almost every respect, yet one night
in prayer turned the supplanter into a prevailing prince, and robed him with
celestial grandeur. From that night he lives on the sacred page as one of the
nobility of heaven. Could not we, at least now and then, in these weary
earthbound years, hedge about a single night for such enriching traffic with
the skies? What, have we no sacred ambition? Are we deaf to the yearnings
of divine love? Yet, my brethren, for wealth and for science men will
cheerfully quit their warm couches, and cannot we do it now and then for
the love of God and time good of souls? Where is our zeal, our gratitude,
our sincerity? I am ashamed while I thus upbraid both myself and you. May
we often tarry at Jabbok, and cry with Jacob, as he grasped the angel-

“With thee all night I mean to stay,
And wrestle till the break of day.”

Surely, brethren, if we have given whole days to folly, we can afford a
space for heavenly wisdom. Time was when we gave whole nights to
chambering and wantonness, to dancing and the world’s revelry; we did not
tire then; we were chiding the sun that he rose so soon, and wishing the
hours would lag awhile that we might delight in wilder merriment, and
perhaps deeper sin. Oh, wherefore, should we weary in heavenly
employment’s? Why grow we weary when asked to watch with our Lord?
Up, sluggish heart, Jesus calls thee! Rise and go forth to meet the heavenly
friend in the place where he manifests himself.

Jesus has further instructed us in the art of special devotion by the manner
of his prayer. Notice, he continued all night in prayer to God-to God. How
much of our prayer is not prayer to God at all! It is nominally so, but it is
really a muttering to the winds, a talking to the air, for the presence of God
is not realized by the mind. “He that cometh to God must believe that he is,
and that he is a rewarder of them that diligently seek him.” Do you know
what it is mentally to lay hold upon the great unseen One, and to talk with
him as really as you talk to a friend whose hand you grip? How heavenly to
speak right down into God’s ear, to pour your heart directly into God’s
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heart, feeling that you live in him as the fish live in the sea, and that your
every thought and word are discerned by him. It is true pleading when the
Lord is present to you, and you realize his presence, and speak under the
power and influence of his divine overshadowing. That is to pray indeed,
but to continue all night in such a frame of mind is wonderful to me, for I
must confess, and I suppose it is your confession too, that if for awhile I
get near to God in prayer, yet distracting thoughts will intrude, the
ravenous birds will come down upon the sacrifice, the noise of archers will
disturb the songs at the place of drawing of water. How soon do we forget
that we are speaking to God, and go on mechanically pumping up our
desires, perhaps honestly uttering them, but forgetting to whom they are
addressed! Oh, were he not a gracious God, the imperfection of our
prayers would prevent so much as one of them even reaching his ear; but
he knows our frailty, and takes our prayers, not as what they are, but as
what we mean them to be, and, beholding them in Jesus Christ, he accepts
both us and them in the Beloved. Do let us learn from our Master to make
our prayers distinctly and directly appeals to God. That gunner will do no
service to the army who takes no aim, but is content so long as he does but
fire; that vessel makes an unremunerative voyage which is not steered for
a port, but is satisfied to sail hither and thither. We must direct our prayers
to God, and maintain soul-fellowship with him, or our devotion will
become a nullity, a name fur a thing which is not.

The Ethiopic translation reads “in prayer with God.” Truly this is the
highest order of prayer, and though the translation may be indefensible, the
meaning is correct enough, for Jesus was eminently with God all night. To
pray with God, do ye know what that is? To be the echo of Jehovah’s
voice! To desire the Lord’s desires, and long with his longings! This is a
gracious condition to be in, when the heart is a tablet for the Lord to write
upon, a coal blazing with celestial fire, a leaf driven with the heavenly
wind. Oh, to be absorbed in the divine will, having one’s whole mind
swallowed up in the mind of God! This for a whole night would be
blessed: this for ever bliss itself.

Note too, that some have translated the passage “in the prayer of God.”
This is probably an incorrect translation, though Dr. Gill appears to
endorse it, but it brings out a precious meaning. The most eminent things
were in the Hebrew language ascribed to God, so that by it would be
meant the noblest prayer, the most intense prayer, the most vehement
prayer, a prayer in which the whole man gathers up his full strength, and
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spends it in an agony before the eternal throne. Oh, to pray like that! The
great, deep, vehement prayer of God! Brethren, I am afraid that as a rule in
our prayer meetings, we are much too decorous, and even in our private
prayers feel too much the power of formality. Oh! how I delight to listen
to a brother who talks to God simply and from his heart; and I must
confess I have no small liking to those rare old-fashioned Methodist
prayers, which are now quite out of date. Our Methodist friends, for the
most part, are getting too fine and respectable nowadays, too genteel to
allow of prayers such as once made the walls to ring again. O for a revival
of those glorious violent prayers, which flew like hot shot against the
battlements of heaven! O for more moving of the posts of the doors in
vehemence; more thundering at the gates of mercy! I would sooner attend
a prayer meeting where there were groans and cries all over the place, and
cries and shouts of “Hallelujah!” than be in your polite assemblies where
everything is dull as death and decorous as the whitewashed sepulcher. O
for more of the prayer of God, the whole body, soul, and spirit working
together, the whole man being aroused and stirred up to the highest pitch
of intensity to wrestle with the Most High Such, I have no doubt, the
prayer of Jesus was on the cold mountain’s side.

Once more, we may learn from Jesus our Lord the occasion for special
devotion. At the time when our Master continued all night in prayer he had
been upbraided by the Pharisees. He fulfilled the resolve of the man after
God’s own heart. “Let the proud be ashamed; for they dealt perversely with
me without a cause: but I will meditate in thy precepts.” So David did,
and so did David’s Lord. The best answer to the slanderers of the ungodly
1S to be more constant in communion with God. Now, has it been so
with any of you? Have you been persecuted or despised? Have you passed
through any unusual form of trial? Then celebrate an unusual season
of prayer. This is the alarm bell, which God rings. haste to him for refuge.
See to it that in this your time of trouble you betake yourself to the mercy-
seat with greater diligence.

Another reason is also noticed in the context. Christ had said to his
disciples, “Pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that he will send forth
laborers into his harvest.” What he told them to do he would be sure to do
himself. He was just about to choose twelve apostles, and before that
solemn act of ordination was performed, he sought power for them from
the Most High. Who can tell what blessings were vouchsafed to the
twelve, in answer to that midnight intercession? If Satan fell like lightning
from
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heaven, Jesus’ prayer did it, rather than the apostles’ preaching. So,

Christian man, if you enter upon a new enterprise, or engage in something

that is weightier and more extensive than what you have done before, select

a night or aday, and set it apart for special communion with the

Most High. If you are to pray, you must work, but if you are to work, you

must also pray. If your prayer without your work will be hypocrisy, your

work without our prayer will be presumption; so see to it that you are

specially in supplication when specially in service. Balance your praying

and working, and when you have reached the full tale of the one, do not

diminish aught of the other. To any man here who asks me, “When should I
give myself especially to a protracted season of prayer?” I would answer,

these occasions will frequently occur. You should certainly do this when

about to join time church. The day of your profession of your faith publicly

should be altogether a consecrated day. I recollect rising before the sun to

seek my Master’s presence on time day when I was buried with him in

baptism. It seemed to me a solemn ordinance not to be lightly undertaken,

or flippantly carried out; a duty which, if done at all, should be performed

in the most solemn and earnest manner. What is baptism without fellowship

with Christ? To be buried in baptism, but not with him, what is it? I would

say to you young people who are joining the church now, mind you do not

do it thoughtlessly, but in coming forward to enlist in the army of Christ,

set apart a special season for self-examination and prayer. When you arrive

at any great change of life do the same. Do not enter upon marriage, or

upon emigration, or upon starting in business, without having sought a

benediction from your Father who is in heaven. Any of these things may

involve years of pain, or years of happiness to you; seek, therefore, to have

the smile of God upon what you are about to do. Should you not also

make your times of peculiar trial to be also times of special prayer? Wait

upon God now that the child is dying. Wrestle with him as David did about

the child of Bathsheba. Draw near to God with fasting and prayer for a life

that is specially dear to you if perhaps it may be preserved; and when the

axe of death falls, and the tree beneath which you found shelter is cut

down, then again, before the grave is closed, and the visitation is forgotten,

draw near to God with sevenfold earnestness. And if you have been

studying the word of God, and cannot master a passage of Scripture, if
some truth of revelation staggers you, now again is a time to set yourself
like Daniel by prayer and supplication to find out what is the meaning of
the Lord in the book of his prophecy. Indeed, such occasions will often

occur to you who are spiritual, and I charge you by the living God, if you
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would be rich in grace, if you would make great advances in the divine life,
if you would be eminent in the service of your Master, attend to these
occasions, get an hour alone, an hour, ay, two hours a day if you can, and
go not away from the Master’s presence till your face is made to shine as
once the face of Moses did, when he had been long upon the mount alone
with God.

And now having thus brought out the example of Christ as well as I can, I
want to make an application of the subject to this church, which at this
juncture has set apart a long season for special devotion. My words shall
be few, but I earnestly desire that God may make them weighty to each
member of this church.

A church, in order to have a blessing upon its special times of prayer, must
abound in constant prayer at other times. I do not believe in spasmodic
efforts for revival. There should be special occasions, but these should be
the outgrowths of ordinary, active, healthy vigor. To neglect prayer all the
year round, and then to celebrate a special week, is it much better than
hypocrisy? To forsake the regular prayer meetings, but to come in crowds
to aspecial one, what is this? Does it not betray superficiality or the
effervescence of mere excitement? The church ought always to pray.
Prayer is to her what salt and bread are to our tables. No matter what the
meal, we must have salt and bread there, and no matter what time church’s
engagements, she must have her regular constancy of prayer. I think that in
London our churches err in not having morning and evening prayer daily
in every case where the church is large enough to maintain it. I am glad
that our zealous brethren have here for some years maintained that
constant prayer. I am thankful that in this church I cannot find much fault
with you for non-attendance at the prayer meetings. There are some of
you who never come, and I suppose you are such poor things that you are
not of much good whether you come or stay away; but on the whole the
most of the people who fear God in this place, are abundant in their
attendance at the means of grace, not to be blamed in any measure
whatever for forsaking the assembling of themselves together, for they do
draw near to God most regularly; and such prayer meetings have we every
Monday, as | fear are not to be found anywhere else. But we must see to
it that we keep this up, and moreover, those who are lax and lagging
behind, must ask forgiveness of their heavenly Father, and endeavor
henceforth to be more instant in supplication.
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If, brethren, men ought always to pray and not to faint, much more
Christian men. Jesus has sent his church into the world on the same errand
upon which he himself came, and that includes intercession. What if I say
that the church is the world’s priest? Creation is dumb, but the church is to
find a mouth for it. Ungodly men are dumb of heart and will, but we who
have the will and the power to intercede, dare not be silent. It is the
church’s privilege to pray. The door of grace is always open for her
petitions, and they never return empty-handed. Time veil was rent for her,
the blood was sprinkled upon the altar for her, God constantly invites her.
Will she refuse the privilege which angels might envy her? Is not the
church the bride of Christ? May she not go in unto her King at any time, at
every time? Shall she allow the precious privilege to be unused? The
church ever has need for prayer. There are always some in her midst who
are declining, and frequently those who are falling into open sin. There are
the lambs to be prayed for that they may be carried in Christ’s bosom;
there are the strong to be prayed for lest they grow presumptuous, and the
weak lest they become despairing. In such a church as this is, if we kept up
prayer meetings four and twenty hours in the day, three hundred and sixty
five days in the year, we might never be without a special subject for
supplication. Are we ever without the sick and the poor? Are we ever
without the afflicted and the wavering? Are we ever without those who are
seeking the conversion of their relatives, the reclaiming of backsliders, or
the salvation of the depraved? Nay, with such congregations constantly
gathering, with such a densely peopled neighborhood, with three millions
of sinners around us, the most part of them lying dead in trespasses and
sins, with such a country beginning to be benighted in superstition, over
whom the darkness of Romanism is certainly gathering, in a world full of
idols, full of cruelties, full of devilries, if the church doth not pray, how
shall she excuse her base neglect of the command of her loving Lord and
covenant head? Let this church then be constant in supplication.

There should be frequent prayer meetings; these prayer meetings should be
constantly attended by all. Every man should make it a point of duty to
come as often as possible to the place where prayer is wont to be made. I
wish that all throughout this country the prayers of God’s churches were
more earnest and constant. It might make a man weep tears of blood to
think that in our Dissenting churches in so many cases the prayer meetings
are so shamefully attended. I could indicate places that I know of, situated
not many miles from where we now stand, where there are sometimes so
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few in attendance that there are scarcely praying men enough to keep up
variety in the prayer meeting. I know towns where the prayer meeting is
put off during the summer months, as if the devil would be put off during
the summer! I know of agricultural districts where they are always put off
during the harvest, and I make some kind of excuse for them, because the
fruits of the earth must be gathered in, but I cannot understand large
congregations, where the prayer meeting and lecture are amalgamated
because there will not be enough persons coming out to make two decent
services in the week. And then they say that God does not bless the word.
How can he bless the word? They say “Our conversions are not so
numerous as they were,” and they wonder how it is that we at the
Tabernacle have so large an increase mouth by month. Do you wonder,
brethren, that they have not a blessing when they do not seek it? Do you
wonder that we have it when we do seek it? That is but a natural law of
God’s own government, that if men will not pray, neither shall they have;
and if men will pray, and pray vehemently, God will deny them nothing.
He opens wide his hand and says, “Ask what ye will, and it shall be given
to you.” I wish our denomination of Baptists, and other denominations of
Christians were greater believers my prayer, for this mischief of Ritualism
and Rationalism which is coming upon us, this curse which is withering
our nation this blight and mildew which is devouring the vineyard of the
Lord, has all come upon us because public prayer has almost ceased in the
laud as to its constancy, vehemence, and importunity. The Lord recover us
from this sin!

But let the church be as diligent in prayer as she may on regular occasions
she ought still to have her special seasons. A thing which is regular and
constant is sure to tire, and a little novelty is lawful; a little specialty may
often tend to revive those who, otherwise, would be given to slumber. The
church should have her special praying times because she has her special
needs. There are times when spiritual epidemics fall upon churches and
congregations. Sometimes it is the disease of pride, luxury, worldliness; at
other times there are many falling into overt sin. Sometimes a black form of
vice will break out in the very midst of the church of God; at other times it
is a heresy, or a doctrine carried to excess, or ill-will, or a want of brotherly
love, or ageneral lethargy. At such special times of trial a church
should have her extraordinary prayer meetings; as also when shine is
engaging in new enterprises, and is about to break up new ground, she
needs fresh strength, and she should seek it. Let her call her members
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together, and with heart and soul let them commend the work to God.
Theme should be special seasons of prayer because the Holy Spirit prompts
us to it. “I believe in the Holy Ghost,” is a sentence of the Creed, but how
few do really believe it! We seem to fancy that we have no motions of the
Holy Spirit now among godly men as aforetime. But I protest before the
living God that such is not the case. The Holy Spirit at this day moves in
those who are conversant with him, and who are content to regard his
gracious monitions, and he prompts us to especial fellowship. We speak
what we do know, we declare what we have tasted and handled. The Holy
Ghost, at certain times, prompts us to come together with peculiar
earnestness and special desires. And then, if this suffice not, God has been
pleased to set his seal to special seasons of prayer, therefore they ought to
be held. There have been more ingatherings, I was about to say, under
special efforts of a month than under ordinary efforts of eleven months. I
am sure that, last year, we saw very clearly Gods blessing upon us during
the month of February last year. All the year round-my dear brethren, the
deacons and elders, can bear me out in it-there were always cases coming
forward who said, “We were decided for Christ during the February
meetings.” God has always blessed the ministry here. I say it, not to boast,
but to the glory to God. I do not know of any sermon preached here
without conversions; but yet those times of special meeting those solemn
assemblies, have always been a hundred-fold blessed of God, so that we
have good reason to say we will continue them with renewed zeal, because
the Lord is with them.

Now, brethren, I must have just a word with you upon another matter,
namely, that it should be our endeavor to bring power into these special
meetings. They are lawful, they are necessary, let us make them profitable.
The way to do so is to draw near to God as Christ did. When he prayed, it
was a Son talking to his Father, the Son of God talking with the Father
God, and unbosoming his heart in close communion. Come up to-morrow,
my brethren, as sons of God to your Father; speak to him as to one who is
very near akin to you. There will be no lack of power if such be the case.
Jesus drew near to God in his prayer as a priest, the High Priest making
intercession for the people. You are all priests and kings unto God, if you
believe in Christ. Come with your breastplates on to-morrow; come that
you may intercede before the throne, pleading the merit of the precious
blood. There will be no flagging if every man put on his priestly mitre.

Jesus came before God with a burning zeal for his Father’s glory. He could
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say “The zeal of thine house hath eaten me up.” Burn and blaze, my
brethren, with love to God. Wait upon him this afternoon, let that be a
special private season of prayer, and ask him to teach you how to love
him, show you how to reverence him, and fire you with an intense
ambition to spread abroad the savor of his name. Jesus Christ drew near to
God in prayer with a wondrous love to the souls of men. Those tears of
his were not for himself, but for others; those sighs and cries were not for
his own pangs, but for the sorrows and the sins of men. Try to feel as
Christ did; get a tender heart, an awakened conscience, quickened
sympathies, and then if you come up to the house of God, the prayer
meetings cannot be dull. Seek to be bathed in the blood of Christ. Go, my
brethren, to the wounds of Christ and get life, blood for your prayers. Sit
you down at Golgotha, and gaze upon your dying Lord, and hear him say,
“I have loved thee, and given myself for thee.” Then rise up with this
resolve in your

soul-

“Now for the love I bear his name,
What was my gain I count my loss,”

and go forward determined in his strength that nothing shall be wanting on
your part to win for him a kingdom, to gain for him the hearts of the sons
of men. If such shall be your state of mind, I am quite sure there will be
power with God in prayer.

In closing, I shall say to you, we, above all the churches of this country,
have a special need and a special encouragement to make our prayers
things of power. For, in the first place, my brethren, what a multitude we
now are! I often wish, though I beg to be pardoned of the Lord for it, that I
had never occupied the position that [now fill, because of its solemn
responsibilities. I tell you, when I feel them, they crush me to the ground,
and I can only manage to sustain my spirits by endeavoring to cast them
upon the Lord. Why, three thousand seven hundred of you in church
fellowship, or thereabouts, what can I do? Somebody complains that this
sick one is not visited, or that that sinning one is not rebuked. How can I
do it? How can one man, how can twenty men, how can a hundred men do
the work? God knoweth I would, if I could, cut myself in pieces, that every
piece might be active in his service. But how can we rule and minister fully
in such a church as this? God has supplied my lack of service very
wonderfully, still there are things that make my heart ache day and night, as
well as other matters that make my soul to leap for joy. O pray for this
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great church! Where oar power utterly fails us, let us implore time divine
power to come in, that all may be kept right. We have need to pray, for
some have fallen. We have to confess it with a blush that crimsons our
cheek, some have fallen shamefully. O pray that others may not fall, and
that the good men among us may be upheld by the power of God through
faith unto salvation.

Think, my brethren, of the agencies, which we are employing. If we do not
pray for these they will be so much wasted effort. Every week the sermons
preached here are scattered by tens of thousands all over the globe; not in
this language only, but in all the languages of Christendom are they read.
Pray that God’s blessing may rest upon the word which he has blessed
aforetime. Our sons, our young ministers whom this church has trained at
her feet, now are to he counted by hundreds, scattered all over this country
and elsewhere. Intercede for them. Forget not your own sons, turn not
your hearts away from your own children whom God has sent forth to be
heralds of the cross. In your Sunday-schools, in your tract distributions, in
your city missions, in your street preachings, in your colportage, in your
orphanage, everywhere you are seeking to glorify Christ. Do not, I beseech
you, forget the one thing needful in all this. Do not be foolish builders, who
will buy marble and precious stones at great cost, and then forget to lay the
corner stone securely. If it is worth while to serve God, it is worth while to
pray that the service may be blessed. Why all this labor and cost? It is but
offering to the Lord that which he cannot accept, except by prayer you
sanctify the whole. I think Isee you as a church standing by the side of
your altar with the victims slain, and the wood placed in order, but there is
as yet still wanting the fire from on high. O intercede, ye Elijahs, men of
like passions with us, but yet earnest men, upon whose hearts God has
written prayer-intercede mightily! till at last the fire shall come down from
heaven to consume the sacrifice, and to make all go up like a pillar of
smoke unto the Most High.

I cannot speak unto you as I would. The earnestness of my heart prevents
my lips uttering what I feel, but if there be any bonds of love between us,
above all, if there be any bonds of love between us and Christ, by his
precious blood, by his death-sweat, by his holy life, and by his agonizing
death, I do beseech you to strive together with us in your prayers that the
Spirit of God may rest upon us, and to God shall be the glory. Amen and
Amen.
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JESUS, THE EXAMPLE OF
HOLY PRAISE

NO. 799

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, MARCH 8TH, 1868,

BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON

“I will declare thy name unto my brethren: in the midst of the
congregation will I praise thee. Ye that fear the Lord, praise him;
all ye the seed of Jacob, glorify him; and fear him, all ye the seed
of Israel.” — Psalm 22:22, 23.

WE greatly esteem the dying words of good men, but what must be the

value of their departing thoughts! If we could pass beyond the gate of
speech, and see the secret things which are transacted in the silent
chambers of their souls in the moment of departure, we might greatly value

the revelation, for there are thoughts which the tongue could not and must
not utter, and there are deep searchings of heart which are not to be
expressed by syllables and sentences. If, by some means, we could read the

inmost death-thoughts of holy men, we might be privileged indeed. Now,

in the Psalm before us, and in the words of our text, we have the last
thoughts of our Lord and Master, and they beautifully illustrate the fact that
he was governed by one ruling passion: that ruling passion most strong in

death, was the glory of God. When but a child, he said, “Wist ye not that |
must be about my Father’s business?”” Throughout his work-life he could
say, “The zeal of thine house hath eaten me up;” “It is my meat and my

drink to do the will of him that sent me;” and now, at last, as he expires,

with his hands and his feet nailed, and his body and soul in extreme

anguish, the one thought is, that God may be glorified. In that last happy

interval, before he actually gave up his soul into his Father’s hands, his

thoughts rushed forward and found a blessed place of rest in the prospect

that, as the result of his death, all the kindreds of the nations would
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worship before the Lord, and that by a chosen seed the Most High should
be honored. O for the same concentration of all our powers upon one
thing, and that one thing, the glory of God! Would God that we could say
with one of old, “This one thing I do,” and that this one thing might be the
chief end of our being, the glorifying of our Creator, our Redeemer, the
liege Lord of our hearts.

My object, this morning, is to excite in you the spirit of adoring gratitude. I
thought that as last Sabbath we spoke of Christ as the example of
protracted prayer, it might seem seasonable at the end of a month of so
much mercy to exhibit him to you as the example of grateful praise, and to
ask you as a great congregation to follow him as your leader in the
delightful exercise of magnifying the name of Jehovah.

“Far away be gloom and sadness;
Spirits with seraphic fire,
Tongues with hymns, and hearts with gladness,
Higher sound the chords and higher.”

I shall ask your attention, in considering these verses, first, to our Lord’s
example: “I will declare thy name unto my brethren: in the midst of the
congregation will I praise thee;” and, secondly, I shall invite you to observe
our Lord’s exhortation; “Ye that fear the Lord, praise him; all ye the seed
of Jacob, glorify him; and fear him, all ye the seed of Israel.”

I. We begin with OUR LORD’S EXAMPLE.

The praise which our Jesus as our exemplar renders unto the eternal Father
is twofold. First, the praise of declaration, “I will declare thy name unto my
brethren;” and, secondly, the more direct and immediate thanksgiving, “In
the midst of the congregation will I praise thee.”

1. The first form of the praise which our blessed Mediator renders unto the
eternal Father, is that of declaring God’s name. This, my dear friends, you
know he did in his teaching. Something of God had been revealed to men
aforetime; God had spoken to Noah and Abraham, and Isaac and Jacob,
and especially to his servant Moses; he had been pleased to discover
himself in divers types and ceremonies and ordinances. He was known as
Elohim, Shaddai, and Jehovah, but never until Christ came did men begin
to say, “Our Father which art in heaven.” This was the loving word by
which the Well beloved declared his Father’s name unto his brethren. The
sterner attributes of God had been discovered amidst the thunders of Sinai,
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the waves of the Red Sea, the smoke of Sodom, and the fury of the
deluge; the sublimities of the Most High had been seen, and wondered at
by the prophets who spoke as they were moved by the Holy Ghost; but
the full radiance of a Father’s love was never seen til it was beheld
beaming through the Savior’s face. “He that hath seen me,” said Christ,
“hath seen the Father;” but until they had seen him they had not seen God
as the Father. “No man can come unto the Father,” saith Jesus, “Except
by me;” and as no man can come affectionately in the outgoings of his
heart, or fiducially in the motions of his faith, so neither can any man
come to God in the enlightenment of understanding except by Christ the
Son. He who understands Christianity has a far better idea of God than he
who only comprehends Judaism. Read the Old Testament through, and
you shall value every sentence, and prize it above fine gold, but still you
shall feel unrest and dissatisfaction, for the vision is veiled, and the light is
dim; turn then to the New Testament, and you discern that in Jesus of
Nazareth dwelleth all the fullness of the Godhead bodily, and the noontide
of knowledge is around you, the vision is open and distinct. Jesus is the
express image of his Father’s person, and seeing him you have seen God
manifest in the flesh. This sight of God you will assuredly obtain if you are
one of the brethren to whom, through the Spirit, Jesus Christ in his
teaching declares the name of the Father.

Our Lord, however, declared the Father more perhaps by his acts than by
his words, for the life of Christ is a discovery of all the attributes of God in
action. If you want to know the gentleness of God, you perceive Jesus
receiving sinners and eating with them. If you would know his
condescension, behold the loving Redeemer taking little children into his
arms and blessing them. If you would know whether God is just, hear the
words of a Savior as he denounces sin, and observe his own life, for he is
holy, harmless, undefiled, and separate from sinners. Would you know the
mercy of God as well as his justice? Then see it manifested in the ten
thousand miracles of the Savior’s hands, and in the constant sympathy of
the Redeemer’s heart. I cannot stay to bring out all the incidents in the
Redeemer’s life, nor even to give you a brief sketch of it, but suffice it to
say, that the life of Christ is a perpetual unrolling of the great mystery of
the divine attributes, and you may rest assured that what Jesus is, that the
Father is. You need not start back from the Father, as though he were
something strange and unrevealed, for you have seen the Father if you have
seen Christ; and if you have studied well and drunk deep into the spirit of
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the history of the Man of sorrows, you understand, as well as you need to
do, the character of God over all, blessed for ever.

Our Lord made the grandest declaration of the Godhead in his death.

“Here his whole name appears complete,
Nor wit can guess, nor reason trace,
Which of the letters best is writ —
The power, the wisdom, or the grace.”

There at Calvary, where he suffered the just for the unjust to bring us to
God, we see the Godhead resplendent in noonday majesty, albeit that to
the natural eye it seems to be eclipsed in midnight gloom. Would you see
stern justice such as the Judge of all the earth perpetually exhibits (for shall
not he do right)? Would you see the justice that will not spare the guilty,
which smites at sin with determined enmity and will not endure it? Then
behold the hands and feet, and side of the Redeemer, welling up with
crimson blood! Behold his heart broken as with an iron rod, dashed to
shivers as though it were a potter’s vessel! Hearken to his cries; mark the
lines of grief that mar his face; behold the turmoil, the confusion, the
whirlwinds of anguish which seethe like a boiling caldron within the soul
of the Redeemer! Here is the vengeance of God revealed to men, so that
they may see it and not die, may behold it and weep, but not with the tears
of despair. At the same time, if you would see the grace of God, where
shall you discover it as you will in the death of Jesus? God’s bounty
gleams in the light, flashes in the rain and sparkles in the dew; it blossoms
in the flowers that bestud the meadows, and it ripens in the golden sheaves
of autumn. All God’s works are full of goodness and truth; even on the sea
itself are the steps of the beneficent Creator; but all this does not meet the
case of guilty, condemned man, and, therefore, to the eye of him who has
learned to weep for sin, nature does not reveal the goodness of God in any
such a light as that which gleams from the cross. Best of all is God seen as
he that spared not his own Son, but freely delivered him up for us all.
“Herein is love, not that we loved God, but that he loved us.” “For God
commendeth his love toward us, in that while we were yet sinners, Christ
died for us.” Your thoughtful minds will readily discover every one of the
great qualities of Deity in our dying Lord. You have only to linger long
enough amidst the wondrous scenes of Gethsemane, and Gabbatha, and
Golgotha, to observe how power and wisdom, grace and vengeance,
strangely join —
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“Piercing his Son with sharpest smart,
To make the purchased blessing mine.”

Beloved, in the midst of the brethren, a dying Savior declares the name of
the Lord, and thus magnifies the Lord as no other can. None of the harps
of angels, nor the fiery, flaming, sonnets of cherubs can glorify God as did
the wounds and pangs of the great Substitute when he died to make his
Father’s grace and justice known.

Our Lord continued to declare God’s name among his brethren when he
rose from the dead. He did so literally. Amongst the very first words he
said were, “Go to my brethren;” and his message was, “I ascend unto my
Father, and your Father; and to my God, and your God.” His life on earth
after his resurrection was but brief, but it was very rich and instructive,
and in itself a showing forth of divine faithfulness. He further revealed the
faithfulness and glory of God, when he ascended on high, leading captivity
captive. It must have been an august day when the Son of God actually
passed the pearly gates to remain within the walls of heaven enthroned
until his second advent! How must the spirits of just men made perfect
have risen from their seats of bliss to gaze on him! They had not seen a
risen one before. Two had passed into heaven without death, but none had
entered into glory as risen from the dead. He was the first instance of
immortal resurrection, “the first-fruits of them that slept.” How angels
adored him! How holy beings wondered at him while

“The God shone gracious through the man,
And shed sweet glories on them all!”

Celestial spirits saw the Lord that day as they had never seen before! They
had worshipped God, but the excessive splendor of absolute Deity had
forbidden the sacred familiarity with which they hailed the Lord in flesh
arrayed. They were never so near Jehovah before, for in Christ the
Godhead veiled its killing splendours, and wore the aspect of a fatherhood
and brotherhood most near and dear. Enough was seen of glory, as much
as finite beings could bear, but still the whole was so sweetly shrouded in
humanity, that God was declared in a new and more delightful manner,
such as made heaven ring with newborn joy.

What if I say that methinks a part of the occupation of Christ in heaven is
to declare to perfect spirits what he suffered, how God sustained him, to
reveal to them the covenant, and all its solemn bonds, how the Lord
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ordained it, how he made it firm by suretyships, and based it upon eternal
settlements, so that everlasting mercy might flow from it. What if it be not
true that there is no preaching in heaven! What if Christ be the preacher
there, speaking as never man spake, and for ever instructing his saints that
they may make known unto principalities and powers yet more fully the
manifold wisdom of God as revealed both in him and in them — in them
the members, and in him the Head! Methinks, if it be so, it is a sweet
fulfillment of this dying vow of our blessed Master, “I will declare thy
name unto my brethren.”

But, brethren, it is certain that at this hour our Lord Jesus Christ continues
to fulfill the vow by the spreading of his gospel on earth. Do not tell me
that the gospel does declare God, but that Jesus does not so. I would
remind you that the gospel does not declare God apart from the presence
of Jesus Christ with the gospel. “Lo, I am with you alway, even to the end
of the world,” is the gospel’s true life and power. Take Christ’s presence
away, and all the doctrines, and the precepts, and the invitations of the
gospel would not declare God to this blind-eyed generation, this hard-
hearted multitude, but where Jesus is by his Spirit, there by the word the
Father is declared. And, my brethren, this great process will go on. All
through the present dispensation, Christ will declare God to the sons of
men, especially to the elect sons of men, to his own brethren. Then shall
come the latter days of which we know so little, but of which we hope so
much. Then, in that august period there will be a declaration, no doubt, of
God in noonday light, for it shall be said, “The tabernacle of God is with
men, and he shall dwell among them.” Of that age of light Jesus shall be the
sun. The great revealer of Deity shall still be the Son of Mary, the Man of
Nazareth, the Wonderful, the Counsellor, the Mighty God, the everlasting
Father, the Prince of Peace; we shall each one of us tell abroad the savor of
his name till he shall come, and then we shall have no need to say one to
another, “Know the Lord,” for all shall know him, from the least to the
greatest; and know the Lord for this reason, because they know Christ, and
have seen Jehovah in the person of Jesus Christ his Son.

I cannot leave this passage without bidding you treasure up that precious
word of our Master, “I will declare thy name unto my brethren.”

“Our next of kin, our brother now,
Is he to whom the angels bow;
They join with us to praise his name,
But we the nearest interest claim.”
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“Forasmuch then as the children are partakers of flesh and blood, he also
himself likewise took part of the same.” “For both he that sanctifieth and
they who are sanctified are all of one: for which cause he is not ashamed
to call them brethren.” The Savior’s brethren are to know God in Christ;
you who are one with Jesus, you who have been adopted into the same
family, have been regenerated and quickened with his life, you who are
joined together by an indissoluble union, you are to see the Lord. I said an
indissoluble union, for a wife may be divorced, but there is no divorce of
brethren. [ never heard of any law, human or divine, that could ever
unbrother a man; that cannot be done; if a man be my brother, he is and
shall be my brother when heaven and earth shall pass away. Am I Jesus’
brother? Then I am joint heir with him; I share in all he has, and all that
God bestows upon him; his Father is my Father; his God is my God. Feast,
my brethren, on this dainty meat, and go your way in the strength of it to
bear the trials of earth with more than patience.

The example of our Lord, under this first head, I must hint at and leave. It
is this: if the Lord Jesus Christ declares God, especially to his own
brethren, be it your business and mine, in order to praise Jehovah, to tell
out what we know of the excellence and surpassing glories of our God;
and especially let us do it to our kinsfolk, our household, our neighbors,
and, since all men are in asense our brethren, let us speak of Jesus
wherever our lot is cast. My brethren and sisters, I wish we talked more of
our God.

“But ah! how faint our praises rise!
Sure ‘tis the wonder of the skies,
That we, who share his richest love,
So cold and unconcern’d should prove.”

How many times this week have you praised the dear Redeemer to your
friends? Have you done it once? I do it often officially; but I wish I did it
more often, spontaneously and personally, to those with whom I may
commune by the way. You have doubtless murmured this week, or spoken
against your neighbors, or spread abroad some small amount of scandal,
or, it may be, you have talked frothily and with levity. It is even possible
that impurity has been in your speech; even a Christian’s language is not
always so pure as it should be. Oh, if we saved our breath to praise God
with, how much wiser! If our mouth were filled with the Lord’s praise and
with his honor all the day, how much holier! If we would but speak of
what Jesus has done for us, what good we might accomplish! Why, every
man
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speaks of what he loves! Men can hardly hold their tongues about their
inventions and their delights. Speak well, O ye faithful, of the Lord’s
name. [ pray you, be not dumb concerning one who deserves so well of
you; but make this the resolve of this Sabbath morning, “I will declare thy
name unto my brethren.”

2. Our Master’s second form of praise in the text is of a more direct kind
— “In the midst of the congregation will I praise thee.” Is it a piece of
imagination, or does the text really mean this, that the Lord Jesus Christ, as
man, adores and worships the eternal God in heaven, and is, in fact, the
great Leader of the devotions of the skies? Shall I err if I say that they all
bow when he as Priest adores the Lord, and all lift up the voice at the
lifting up of his sacred psalmody? Is he the chief Musician of the sky, the
Master of the sacred choir? Does he beat time for all the hallelujahs of the
universe? | think so. I think he means that in these words: “In the midst of
the congregation will I praise thee.” As God, he is praised for ever: far
above all worshipping, he is himself for ever worshipped; but as Man, the
Head of redeemed humanity, the everliving Priest of the Most High God, I
believe that he praises Jehovah in heaven. Surely it is the office of the Head
to speak and to represent the holy joys and devout aspirations of the whole
body which he represents.

In the midst of the congregations of earth, too, is not Jesus Christ the
sweetest of all singers? I like to think that when we pray on earth our
prayers are not alone, but our great High Priest is there to offer our
petitions with his own. When we sing on earth it is the same. Is not Jesus
Christ in the midst of the congregation, gathering up all the notes which
come from sincere lips, to put them into the golden censer, and to make
them rise as precious incense before the throne of the infinite majesty? So
that he is the great singer, rather than we. He is the chief player on our
stringed instruments, the great master of true music. The worship of earth
comes up to God through him, and he, he is the accepted channel of all the
praise of all the redeemed universe.

I am anticipating the day — I hope we are all longing for it — when the
dead shall rise and the sea and land shall give up the treasured bodies of
the saints, and glorified spirits shall descend to enliven their renovated
frames, and we who are alive and remain shall be changed and made
immortal, and the King himself shall be revealed. Then shall be trodden
under our feet all the ashes of our enemies; Satan, bound, shall be held
beneath the foot of
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Michael, the great archangel, and victory shall be on the side of truth and
righteousness. What a “Hallelujah” that will be which shall peal from
land and sea and from islands of the far-off main — ‘“Hallelujah!
Hallelujah!

Hallelujah! the Lord God omnipotent reigneth!” Who will lead that song?
Who shall be the first to praise God in that day of triumph? Who first shall
wave the palm of victory? Who but he who was first in the fight and first in
the victory, he who trod the winepress alone and stained his garments with
the blood of his enemies, he that cometh from Edom, with dyed garments
from Bozrah — surely he it is who in the midst of the exulting host, once
militant and then triumphant, shall magnify and adore Jehovah’s name for
ever and for ever. Hath he not himself said it, “My praise shall be of thee in
the great congregation™?

What means that expression so hard to be understood, “Then cometh the
end, when he shall have delivered up the kingdom to God, even the
Father”? What means that dark saying, “And when all things shall be
subdued unto him, then shall the Son of God also himself be subject unto
him that put all things under him, that God may be all in all”’? Whatever it
may mean, it seems to teach us the mediatorial crown and government are
temporary, and intended only to last until all rule, and all authority and
power, are put down by Jesus, and the rule of God shall be universally
acknowledged. Jesus cannot renounce his Godhead, but his mediatorial
sovereignty will be yielded up to him from whom it came, and that last
solemn act, in which he shall hand back to his Father the all-subduing
scepter, will be a praising of God to a most wonderful extent beyond
human conception. We wait and watch for it, and we shall behold it in the
time appointed.

Beloved friends, we have in this second part also an example: let us
endeavor to praise our God in a direct manner. We ought to spend at least a
little time every day in adoring contemplation. Our private devotions are
scarcely complete if they consist altogether of prayer. Should there not be
praise? If possible, during each day, sing a hymn. Perhaps you are not in a
position to sing it aloud, very loud, at any rate, but [ would hum it over, if
I were you. Many of you working men find time enough to sing a silly
song, why cannot you find space for the praise of God? Every day let us
praise him, when the eyelids of the morning first are opened, and when the
curtains of the night are drawn, ay, and at midnight, if we wake at that
solemn hour, let the heart put fire to the sacred incense and present it unto
the Lord that liveth for ever and ever. In the midst of the congregation
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also, whenever we come up to God’s house, let us take care that our praise
is not merely lip language, but that of the heart. Let us all sing, and so sing
that God himself shall hear. We need more than the sweet sounds which
die upon mortal ears, we want the deep melodies which spring from the
heart, and which enter into the ears of the immortal God. Imitate Jesus,
then, in this twofold praise, the declaring of God, and the giving of direct
praise to him.

I1. My time almost fails me, while I have need of much of it, for now
I come to the second head, OUR LORD’S EXHORTATION.

Follow me earnestly, my dear brethren and sisters, and then follow me
practically also. The exhortations of the second verse are given to those
who fear God, who have respect to him, who tremble to offend him, who
carry with them the consciousness of his presence into their daily life, who
act towards him as obedient children towards a father. The exhortation is
further addressed to the seed of Jacob, to those in covenant with God, to
those who have despised the pottage and chosen the birthright, to those
who, if they have had to sleep with astone for their pillow, have,
nevertheless, seen heaven opened, and enjoyed a revelation of God, to
those who know what prevalence in prayer means, to those who, in all
their trouble, have yet found that all these things are not against them, but
work their everlasting good, for Jesus is yet alive, and they shall see him
ere they die. It is, moreover, directed to the seed of Israel, to those who
once were in Egypt, in spiritual bondage, who have been brought out of
slavery, who are being guided through the wilderness, fed with heaven’s
manna, and made to drink of the living Rock, to those who worship the
one God and him only, and put away their idols and desire to be found
always obedient to the Master’s will. Now, to them it is said, first, “Praise
him.” Praise him vocally. I wish that in every congregation every child of
God would take pains to praise God with his mouth as well as with his
heart. Do you know, I have noticed one thing — I have jotted this down in
the diary of my recollection — that you always sing best when you are
most spiritual. Last Monday night the singing was very much better than it
was on Sabbath evening. You kept better time and better tune, not because
the tune was any easier, but because you had come up to worship God
with more solemnity than usual, and therefore there was no slovenly
singing such as pains my ear and heart sometimes. Why, some of you care
so little to give the Lord your best music, that you fall half a note behind
the rest, others of you are singing quite a false note, and a few make no
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sound of any kind. I hate to enter a place of worship where half-a-dozen
sing to the praise and glory of themselves, and the rest stand and listen. I
like that good old plan of everybody singing, singing his best, singing
carefully and heartily. If you cannot sing artistically, never mind, you will
be right enough if you sing from the heart, and pay attention to it, and do
not drawl out like a musical machine that has been set therefore runs on
mechanically. With a little care the heart brings the art, and the heart
desiring to praise will by-and-by train the voice to time and tune. I would
have our service of song to be of the best. I care not for the fineries of
music, and the prettinesses of chants and anthems. As for instrumental
music, [ fear that it often destroys the singing of the congregation, and
detracts from the spirituality and simplicity of worship. If I could crowd a
house twenty times as big as this by the fine music which some churches
delight in, God forbid I should touch it; but let us have the best and most
orderly harmony we can make — let the saints come with their hearts in
the best humor, and their voices in the best tune, and let them take care
that there be no slovenliness and discord in the public worship of the Most
High.

Take care to praise God also mentally. The grandest praise that floats up to
the throne is that which arises from silent contemplation and reverent
thought. Sit down and think of the greatness of God, his love, his power,
his faithfulness, his sovereignty, and as your mind bows prostrate before his
majesty, you will have praised him, though not a sound shall have come
from you.

Praise God also by your actions, your sacrifice to him of your property,
your offering to him week by week of your substance. This is true praise,
and far less likely to be hypocritical than the mere thanksgiving of words,
“Ye that fear the Lord, praise him.”

The text adds, “Glorify him, ye seed of Jacob” — another form of the
same thing. Glorify God, that is, let others know of his glory. Let them
know of it from what you say, but specially let them know of it from what
you are. Glorify God in your business, in your recreations, in your shops
and in your households. In whatsoever ye eat and drink, glorify the Lord.
In the commonest actions of life wear the vestments of your sacred calling,
and act as a royal priesthood serving the Most High. Glorify your Creator
and Redeemer. Glorify him by endeavoring to spread abroad the gospel
which glorifies him. Magnify Christ by explaining to men how by believing
they
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shall find peace in him. Glorify God by yourself boldly relying on his word,
in the teeth of afflicting providence, and over the head of all suspicions and
mistrust. Nothing can glorify God more than an Abrahamic faith which
staggers not at the promise through unbelief. O ye wrestling seed of Jacob,
see to it that ye fall not off in the matter of glorifying your God.

Lastly, the text says, “Fear him,” as if this were one of the highest methods
of praise. Walk in his sight; constantly keep the Lord before you; let him
be at your right hand. Sin not, for in so doing you dishonor him. Suffer
rather than sin. Choose the burning fiery furnace rather than bow down
before the golden image. Be willing to be yourself despised, sooner than
God should be despised. Be content to bear the cross, rather than Jesus
should be crucified afresh. Be put to shame, sooner than Jesus should be
put to shame. Thus you will truly praise and magnify the name of the Most
High.

I must close by a few remarks which are meant to assist you to carry out
the spirit and teaching of this sermon. Beloved brethren and sisters, this
morning [ felt, before I came to this place, very much in the spirit of
adoring gratitude. I cannot communicate that to you, but the Spirit of God
can; and the thoughts that helped me to praise God were something like
these — let me give them to you as applied to yourselves — glorify and
praise God, for he has saved you, has saved you, saved you from hell,
saved you for heaven. Oh, how much is comprehended in the fact that you
are saved! Think of the election which ordained you to salvation, the
covenant which secured salvation to you; think of the incarnation by which
God came to you, and the precious blood by which you now have been
made nigh to God. Hurry not over those thoughts though I must shorten
my words. Linger at each one of these sacred fountains and drink, and
when you have seen what salvation involves in the past, think of what it
means in the future. You shall be preserved to the end; you shall be
educated in the school of grace; you shall be admitted into the home of the
blessed in the land of the hereafter. You shall have a resurrection most
glorious, and an immortality most illustrious. When days and years are
passed, a crown shall adorn your brow, a harp of joy shall fill your hand.

All this is yours, believer; and will you not praise him? Make any one of
them stand right out, as real to you personally, and methinks you will say,
“Should I refuse to sing, sure the very stones would speak.” Your God has
done more than this for you. You are not barely saved, like a drowning
man just dragged to the bank; you have had more given you than you ever
lost. You have been a gainer by Adam’s fall. You might almost say, as one
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of the fathers did, O beata culpa, “O happy fault,” which put me into the
position to be so richly endowed as now I am! Had you stood in Adam,
you had never been able to call Jesus “Brother,” for there had been no need
for him to become incarnate; you had never been washed in the precious
blood, for then it had no need to be shed. Jesus has restored that to you
which he took not away. He has not merely lifted you from the dunghill to
set you among men, but to set you among princes, even the princes of his
people. Think of the bright roll of promises, of the rich treasure of covenant
provision, of all that you have already had and all that Christ has
guaranteed to you of honor, and glory, and immortality, and will you not in
the midst of the congregation praise the Lord? Brethren and sisters, some
of us have had especial cause for praising God, in the fact that we have
seen many saved during the last three weeks, and amongst them those dear
to us. Mothers, can you hear the fact without joy? your children saved!
Brothers, your sisters saved! Fathers, your sons and daughters saved! How
many has God brought in during the last few weeks? And you Sunday-
school teachers, who have been the instruments of this, you conductors of
our classes, who have been honored of God to be spiritual parents, you
elders and deacons, who have helped us so nobly, and who have now to
share the joy of the pastor’s heart in these conversions, will you not bless
God? “Not unto us, not unto us, but unto thy name be praise.” But oh! we
cannot be silent; not one tongue shall silent be; we will all magnify and
bless the Most High. Brethren and sisters, if these do not suffice to make
us praise him, I would say, think of God’s own glorious self! Think of
Father, Son, and Spirit, and what the triune Jehovah is in his own person
and attributes, and if you do not praise him, oh, how far must you have
backslidden! Remember the host who now adore him. When we bless him,
we stand not alone: angels and archangels are at our right hand, cherubim
and seraphim are in the selfsame choir. The notes of redeemed men go not
up alone, they are united to, and swollen by, the unceasing flood of praise
which flows from the hierarchy of angels. Think, beloved, of how you will
praise him soon! how, ere many days and weeks are passed, many of us
will be with the glorious throng! This last week three of our number have
been translated to the skies: more links to heaven, fewer bonds to earth.
They have gone before us, we had almost said, “Would God it were our lot
instead of theirs;” they have seen now what eye hath not seen, and heard
what ear hath never heard, and their spirits have drunk in what they could
not else have conceived. We shall soon be there! Meanwhile, let each one
of us sing —
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“I would begin the music here,
And so my soul should rise:
Oh! for some heavenly notes to bear
My passions to the skies!
There ye that love my Savior sit,
There I would fain have place
Among your thrones, or at your feet,
So I might see his face.”
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THE CENTURION’S FAITH AND
HUMILITY.

NO. 800

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, MARCH 15TH, 1868,

BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“Then Jesus went with them. And when he was now not far from
the house, the centurion sent friends to him, saying unto him, Lord,
trouble not thyself: for I am not worthy that thou shouldest enter
under my roof. Wherefore neither thought I my self worthy to
come unto thee: but say in a word, and my servant shall he healed.
For I also am a man set under authority, having under me soldiers,
and I say unto one, Go, and he goeth; and to another, Come, and
he cometh; and to my servant, Do this, and he doeth it.”

Luke 7:6-8.

THE greatest light may enter into the darkest places. We may find the
choicest flowers blooming where we least expected them. Here was a
Gentile, a Roman, a soldier-a soldier clothed with absolute power-and yet a
tender master, a considerate citizen, a lover of God! Let no man, therefore,
be despised because of his calling, and let not the proverb, “Can any good
come out of Nazareth?” be ever heard from the wise man’s lips. The best
of pearls have been found in the darkest caves of ocean. Why should it not
be so still, that God should have even in Sardis a few that have not defiled
their garments, who shall walk with Christ in white, for they are worthy?
Let no man think that because of his position in society he cannot excel in
virtue. It is not the place, which is to blame, but the man. If thy heart be
right, the situation may be difficult, but the difficulty is to be overcome; ay,
and out of that difficulty shall arise an excellence which thou hadst not
otherwise known. Say not in thy heart, “I am a soldier, and the barrack-
room cannot minister to piety; therefore I may live as I list because I
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cannot live as I should.” Say not, “I am a working man in the midst of
those who blaspheme, and therefore it were vain for me to talk of holiness
and piety.” Nay, rather remember that in such a case it is thy duty specially
not to talk of these precious things, but to wear them about thee as thy
daily ornament. Where should the lamp be placed but in the room which
else were dark? Rest assured thy calling and thy position shall be no
excuse for thy sin if thou continuest therein, neither shall thy condition be
any apology for the absence of integrity and virtue, if these be not found
in thee.

Concerning the centurion, we may remark that perhaps we had never heard
of him, though he loved his servant; perhaps we had never read his name,
though he tenderly nursed his slave; peradventure, he had found no place
in the record of inspiration, though he loved the Jewish nation and built
them a synagogue; nor had we read the story of his life, though he had
become a proselyte to the Jewish faith-the one thing which gives him a
place in these sacred pages is this, that he was a believer in the Messias,
that he was such a believer in the Son of God that Jesus said concerning
him, “I have not found so great faith, no, not in Israel.” There is the vital
point. There, my hearer, is the notable matter which shall enroll thee
among the blessed. If thou believest in Jesus Christ, the Son of God, thy
name is in the Lamb’s book of life, but if thou believe not in him, thine
outward excellencies, however admirable, shall avail thee little.

The faith of the centurion is described both in the eighth chapter of
Matthew and in the chapter before us, as being of the highest kind, and the
remarkable point in it is that it was coupled with the very deepest humility.
The same man who said, “Say in a word, and my servant shall be healed,”
also said, “I am not worthy that thou shouldest enter under my roof.” In
bringing before you this noble soldier’s example, these are two pivots upon
which the discourse shall turn. I shall direct you to this double star, shining
with so mild a radiance in the sky of Scripture: This man’s deep humility
was not injurious to the strength of his faith, and his gitiantic faith was by
no means hostile to his deep humiliation.

I. To begin then, THE HUMILITY OF THE CENTURION WAS NOT AT
ALL INJURIOUS TO THE STRENGTH OF HIS FAITH.

Observe his humble expressions-he avowed that he was not worthy to
come to Jesus. “Neither,” said he, “thought I myself worthy to come unto
thee;” and then he further felt that he was not worthy that Jesus should
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come to him. “T am not worthy that thou shouldest enter under my roof.”
Was this self-abasement occasioned by the remembrance that he was a
Gentile? That may have contributed to it. Was it because he was penitent
on account of sundry rough and boisterous deeds which had stained his
soldier life? It may be so. Was it not far rather because he had had a deep
insight into his own heart, and had learned to see sin in its true colors; and
therefore he, who was worthy, according to the statement of the Jews, was
most unworthy in his own apprehension?

You may have noticed in the biography of some eminent men how badly
they speak of themselves. Southey, in his “Life of Bunyan,” seems at a
difficulty to understand how Bunyan could have used such depreciating
language concerning his own character. For it is true, according to all we
know of his biography, that he was not, except in the case of profane
swearing, at all so bad as the most of the villagers. Indeed, there were
some virtues in the man which were worthy of all commendation. Southey
attributes it to a morbid state of mind, but we rather ascribe it to a return
of spiritual health. Had the excellent poet seen himself in the same heavenly
light as that in which Bunyan saw himself, he would have discovered that
Bunyan did not exaggerate, but was simply stating as far as he could a
truth which utterly surpassed his powers of utterance. The great light
which shone around Saul of Tarsus was the outward type of that inner light
above the brightness of the sun which flashes into a regenerate soul, and
reveals the horrible character of the sin which dwells within. Believe me,
when you hear Christians making abject confessions, it is not that they are
worse than others, but that they see themselves in a clearer light than
others; and this centurion’s unworthiness was not because he had been
more vicious than other men-on the contrary, he had evidently been much
more virtuous than the common run of mankind-but because he saw what
others did not see, and felt what others had not felt.

Deep as was this man’s contrition, overwhelming as was his sense of utter
worthlessness, he did not doubt for a moment either the power or the
willingness of Christ. As for the question of willingness, it does not come
under remark at all. The leper aforetime had said, “If thou wilt,” but the
centurion was so clear about Christ’s willingness to relieve suffering
humanity, that it does not occur to him to mention it. He has long ago
settled that matter, and now takes it for granted as a very axiom in the
knowledge of Jesus, for such a one as he must he willing to do all the good
which is asked of him.
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Nor is he at all dubious about our Lord’s power. The palsy which afflicted
the servant was a remarkably grievous one, but it did not at all stagger the
centurion. He felt not only that Jesus could heal it, could heal it at once,
could heal it completely, but that he could heal it without moving a step
from the place whereon he stood. Let but the word be uttered, and in an
instant his servant shall be healed. O glorious humiliation, how low thou
stoopest! O noble faith, how high thou sourest! Brethren, if we can imitate
this noble character in both respects, in the depth of his foundation, in the
height of his pinnacle, how near to the model of the temple of God shall
we be built up! Empty indeed he was, having nothing of his own; not
worthy to receive, much less indulging a thought of giving anything to
Christ, and yet confident that all things are possible with the Master, and
that he both can and will do according to our faith, and that in a manner
gloriously unveiling his kingly power.

My dear friends, especially you who are under concern of soul ,you feel
unworthy-that is not a mistaken feeling, you are so; you are much
distressed by reason of this unworthiness, but if you knew more of it, you
might be more distressed still, for the apprehension which you already have
of your sinfulness, although it be very painful, does not at all reach to the
full extent of it: you are much more sinful than you think you are, much
more unworthy than you yet know yourself to be. Instead of attempting a
foolish and wicked soothing of your dark thoughts, and saying “you have
morbid ideas of yourself, you ought not so to speak,” I rather pray you to
believe that yours is an utterly hopeless case apart from Christ, that in your
spiritual nature the whole head is sick and the whole heart faint. I want you
not to film the horrible ulcer of your depravity with specious hopes and
professions. I desire you not to look upon this disease as though it were
but skin deep; it lies in the source and fountain of your life, and poisons
your heart. The flames of hell must wrap themselves about you assuredly
unless Christ interposes to save you. You have no merit of any kind or sort,
nor will you ever have any; and more, you have no power to escape from
your lost condition unaided by the Savior’s hand. Without Christ you can
do nothing, for you are abjectly poor, bankrupt hopelessly, and you cannot
by the utmost diligence make yourself any other than you are. No
words that I can utter can exaggerate your deplorable condition, and no
feelings which you can ever experience can represent your real state in
colors too alarming. You are not worthy that Christ should come to you;
you are not worthy to draw near to Christ. But, and here is a glorious
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contrast, never let this for a single moment interfere with your full belief
that he who is God, but who took our nature, that he who suffered in our
stead upon the cross, that he who now rules in the highest heavens, is able
to do for you, and willing to do for you, exceeding abundantly above what
you ask or even think. Your inability does not prevent the working of his
power; your unworthiness cannot put fetters to his bounty or limits to his
grace. You may be an ill-deserving sinner, but that is no reason why he
should not pardon you. You may be in your own apprehension, and
truthfully so, the most unworthy that he ever stooped to bless, yet this is no
reason why he should not condescend to press you to his bosom, to accept
and to save you. I wish that as the first truth has impressed itself deeply
upon you, the second truth may with equal force take up the possession of
your heart, that Jesus Christ is “able to save unto the uttermost them that
come unto God by him,” and is as willing as he is able, and that your
emptiness does not affect his fullness, your weakness does not alter his
power, your inability does not diminish his omnipotence, your undesert
does not restrain the bowels of his love, which freely move towards the
very vilest of the vile.

By some means Satan almost always manages it this way, that when we get
a little hope it is generally a self-grounded hope, a vain idea that we are
getting better in ourselves-a mischievous conceit: proud flesh, which
hinders the cure, and which the Surgeon must cut out; it is no sign of
healing, it prevents healing. On the other hand, if we obtain a deep sense of
sin, the evil one manages to put his hoof in there, and to insinuate that
Jesus is not able to save such as we are. A great falsehood, for who shall
say what the limit of Christ’s power is? But if these two things could but
meet together, a thorough sense of sin and an immovable belief in the
power of Christ to grapple with sin and to overcome it, surely the kingdom
of heaven would then have come nigh unto us in power and in truth; and it
would be again said, “I have not found such great faith, no, not in Israel.”

Now, you troubled hearts, I have this word for you, and then I shall pass
on to another point. Your sense of your unworthiness, if it be properly
used, should drive you to Christ. You are unworthy, but Jesus died for the
unworthy. Jesus did not die for those who profess to be by nature good
and deserving, for the whole have no need of a physician; but it is written,
“In due time Christ died for the ungodly,” “who gave himself for our”-
what? “Excellencies and virtues?” No; “who gave himself for our sins,
according to the Scriptures.” We read that he “suffered the just for the”-for
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the “just?” By no means, “the just for the unjust, to bring us to God.”
Gospel pharmacy is for the sick; gospel bread is for the hungry; gospel
fountains are open to the unclean; gospel water is given to the thirsty. Ye
who need not shall not have; but ye who want it may freely come. Let your
huge and painful wants impel you to fly to Jesus. Let the vast cravings of
your insatiable spirit compel you to come to him in whom all fullness
dwells. Your unworthiness should act as a wing to bear you to Christ, the
sinner’s Savior. It should also have this effect upon you: it should prevent
your raising those scruples, and making those demands which are such a
hindrance to some persons finding peace. The proud spirit saith, “I must
have signs and wonders, or I will not believe. I must feel deep convictions,
and horrible tremors, or I must quake because of dreams or threatening
texts applied to me with awful power.” Ah! but, unworthy one, if thou be
truly humbled, thou wilt not dare to ask for these; thou wilt have done with
demands and stipulations, and thou wilt cry, “Lord, give me but a word,
speak but a word of promise, and it shall be enough for me. Do but say to
me, ‘Thy sins are forgiven thee:” give me but half a text, give me one kind
assuring word to sink my fears again, and I will believe it and rest upon it.”
Thus your sense of unworthiness should lead you to a simple faith in
Jesus, and prevent your demanding those manifestations, which the foolish
so eagerly and impudently require. Beloved, it has come to this: you are so
unworthy that you are shut out of every hope but Christ: all other doors
are fast nailed against you. If there be anything to be done for salvation,
you cannot do it. If there be any fitness wanted, you have it not. Christ
comes to you and tells you that there is no fitness wanted for coming to
him, but that if you will but trust him he will save you. Methinks I hear you
say, “Then, my Lord, since it has come to this-

“I can but perish if 1
go; I am resolved to try
For if I stay away, 1
know I must for ever
die.”

And so, sink or swim, upon thy precious atonement I cast my guilty soul,
persuaded that thou art able to save even such a one as [ am; and I am so
thoroughly persuaded of the goodness of thy heart, that I know thou wilt
not cast away a poor trembler who comes to thee, and takes thee to be his
only ground of trust.”
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I1. T shall want you for a moment to attend while we shift the text to the
other quarter. THE CENTURION’S GREAT FAITH WAS NOT AT ALL
HOSTILE ToO HIS HUMILITY.

His faith was extraordinary. It ought not to be extraordinary. We ought all
of us to believe as well in Christ as this soldier did. Observe the form it
took; he said to himself, “I am a subaltern officer, under authority. I am not
the Commander-in-chief, I am merely the commander of a troop of a
hundred men, and yet over those hundred men I exert unlimited control. I
say to this one, ‘Go,” and he goeth, I say to the other ‘Come,” and he
cometh, and my servant, my poor sick servant (his tender heart comes back
to him, and he puts him into the illustration), I say to him, ‘Do this,” and he
doeth it at once. I am simply a petty officer, under authority myself; but yet
such is the influence of discipline that there are no questions raised, no
deliberations tolerated. No soldier turns round and tells me that I have set
him too difficult a task; no one out of all the troop ever dares to say to me
‘I shall not do it.”* The power of discipline amongst the legions of Rome
was exceedingly great. The commander had but to say “Do it,” and it was
done, though thousands bled and died. “Now,” argued the centurion, “This
glorious man is the Son of God; he is not a subaltern; he is the
Commander-in-chief. If he gives the word, his will most surely must be
done. Fevers and paralysis, good influences and bad, they must be all under
his control, he can therefore heal my servant in a moment. Who can resist
the great Caesar of heaven and earth?” That was, I believe, the centurion’s
idea. Jesus has therefore but to will it, and to the utmost bounds of the
earth those influences which are under his control will at once set to work
to perform his will. The centurion pictured himself as sitting down in the
house and effecting his desires without rising, by merely issuing an order;
and his faith placed the Lord Jesus in the same position.-”"Thou needest not
come to my dwelling; thou canst stand here, and if thou wilt but say it, the
cure will be wrought at once.” He did in his heart enthrone the Lord Jesus
as a Captain over all the forces of the world, as the general issue of heaven
and earth; as, in fact, the Caesar, the imperial Governor of all the forces of
the universe. ‘“Twas graciously thought, ‘twas poetically embodied, ‘twas
nobly spoken, ‘twas gloriously believed; but it was the truth and nothing
more than the truth, for universal dominion is really in the power of Jesus
to-day. If he were a true Caesar before he died, while he was despised and
rejected of men, much more now that he has trodden through the wine-
press and stained his vesture with the blood of his vanquished enemies;
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much more now that he has led captivity captive, and sits enthroned by
filial right at the right hand of God, even the Father; much more now that
God hath sworn that he will put all things under his feet, and that at the
name of Jesus every knee shall bow of things in heaven, and things on
earth, and things that are under the earth; much more I say can he now
work according to his good pleasure. He has to-day but to speak, and it is
done, to command, and it shall stand fast.

Beloved, see whether this truth bears us as on eagle’s wings. Caesar has
but to say, “Absolute,” and his guilty subject is acquitted; Caesar has but to
speak, and a province is conquered, an army routed. Stormy seas are
navigated at Caesar’s bidding, mountains are tunneled, the whole world
shall be girded with military roads; Caesar is absolute, and his will is law.
So on earth, but so much more in heaven. Let the imperial Caesar of
heaven but say, “I forgive,” and the devils of hell cannot accuse you. Let
him say, “I will help thee,” and who shall oppose? If Emmanuel be for
you, who shall be against you? Let him speak, and the bonds of sinful
habit must fall off, and the darkness in which your soul has long been
immured must give place to instantaneous light. He reigns as King, Lord
over all; let his name be blessed forever; let each one of us, by our faith,
give him the honor that is due unto his name. All hail! great Emperor,
once slain, but now for ever Lord of heaven and earth!

Here is one point to which Irecall you; this man’s faith did not for a
moment interfere with his thorough personal humiliation. Interfere with it!
My brethren, it was the source of it; it was the very foundation on which it
rested. See ye not, the higher his thoughts of Christ, the more unworthy he
felt himself to be of the kind attentions of so good and great a personage?
If he had thought less of Jesus, he would not have said, “I am not worthy
that thou shouldest enter under my roof.” There was, of course, a sight of
himself to humble him, but the far more wondrous vision of the glory of the
Lord Jesus was the true root and parent of his self-abasement. Because
Christ was so great, he felt himself to be unworthy either to meet him or
entertain him.

Observe, my brethren, his faith acted upon his humility by making him
content with a word from Christ. His faith said, “A word is enough: it will
work the cure;” and then his humility said, “Ah, how unworthy I am even
of so little a thing as a word. If a word will work a miracle, it is so great
and powerful a thing that it is more than I deserve; therefore,” said he, “I
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will not ask for more; I will not ask for footsteps when a sound will suffice;
I will not clamnour for his presence when his wish can restore my servant
to health. His believing that a word was enough, made him humbly decline
to pray for more, so that his confidence in Christ instead of interfering with
his sense of unworthiness, aided its manifestation. Brethren and sisters,
never think for a moment, as many foolish persons do, that strong faith in
the Lord is necessarily pride-it is the reverse. It is one of the worst forms of
pride to question the promise of God. When aman says, “Christ has
promised to save those who trust him: I have trusted him, therefore I am
saved; I know I am; I am sure of it, because God says so, and I do not
want any better evidence, that assurance is humility in action. But if a man
saith, “God has said that those who trust him shall be saved; I do trust him,
but still I do not know that I am saved,” why, you do as much as say you
do not know whether God is a liar or not; and what more impertinent,

what more proudly insulting than that? I know it is a most common thing
to say, “It seems so presumptuous to say I know I am saved.” I think it far
more presumptuous to doubt when God speaks positively, and to mistrust
where the promise is plain. God saith, “He that believeth and is baptized
shall be saved.” If thou believest and art baptized, if God be true, thou shalt
be saved-thou art saved. There is no hoping about it-it must be so. Let God
be true and every man a liar; and far off from these lips be the insinuation
of a doubt that perhaps God can be false to his promise and may break his
word. If thou questionest anything, question whether thou dost trust
Christ; but that settled, the question is ended. If thou believest that Jesus is
the Christ, thou art born of God; if thou restest alone on him, thy sins,
which are many, are all forgiven thee. Take God at his word as thy child
takes thee at thy word. It is not too much for God to ask: thou askest it of
thy child. Though thou be a poor fallible creature, thou wouldst not have
thy child mistrust thee. Shalt thou be believed, and not thy God? Shall thy
little one be expected to confide in thee, though thou art evil, and wilt not
thou believe the voice of thy heavenly parent to be the very truth, and rest
upon it? Ah! do so, I beseech you, and the more thou doest it, the more
thou wilt feel thine unworthiness to do so. For it astounds me to think that
I shall be saved; it amazes me to think I shall be washed from my every sin
in the precious blood of Christ, that I shall be set upon a rock, and a new
song shall be put into my mouth. It astounds me, and as I think of it, I say,
“How unworthy I am of such favors! I am less than the least of all the
benefits which thou host bestowed upon me.” Your faith will not murder
your humility, your humility will not stab at your faith; but the two will go
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hand in hand to heaven like a brave brother and a fair sister, the one bold
as a lion the other meek as a dove, the one rejoicing in Jesus the other
blushing at self. Blessed pair, fain would I entertain you in my heart all the
days of my pilgrimage on earth.

I have thus, as best I could, brought before you the example of the
centurion with a few incidental lessons. Now for the APPLICATION, with as
much earnestness and brevity as we can summon.

The application shall be to three sorts of people. First, we speak to
distressed minds deeply conscious of their unworthiness. Jesus Christ is
able and willing to save you this very morning. What is the form of your
distress? Is it that your sins are great? Believe thou, I charge thee, and may
God the Holy Spirit help thee, believe thou that all thy sins Christ can
pardon now. Seest thou him upon yonder cross? He is divine, but how he
bleeds! He is divine, but how he groans! He smarts! He dies! Dost thou
believe that any sin is too great for those sufferings to put away? Dost thou
think the Son of God offered an inadequate atonement? An atonement of
which thou canst say there is a limit to its efficacy beyond which it cannot
operate for the salvation of believers, so that after all, sin is greater than the
sacrifice, and the filth is more full of defilement than the blood is of
purification? O crucify not Christ afresh by doubting the power of the
eternal God! My brethren, when in the stillness of the starry night we look
up to the orbs of heaven, and remember the marvelous truths which
astronomy has revealed to us, of the magnificence, the inconceivable
majesty of creation, if we then reflect that the infinite God who made all
these

became man for us, and that as man he was fastened to the transverse
wood, and bled to death for us, why it will appear to us that if all the stars
were crowded with inhabitants, and all those inhabitants had everyone been
rebellious against God, and had steeped themselves up to the very throat in
scarlet crimes, there must be efficacy enough in the blood of such a one as
God himself incarnate to take all their sins away. For this great miracle of
miracles, God himself paying honor to his own justice by suffering a
substitutionary death, is an exhibition of infinite severity and love, which
far down eternity must appear so glorious as utterly to swallow up the
remembrance of creature sin, and to put it altogether out of sight. Yes,
sinner, believe thou that this moment the sins of fifty years can drop from
off thee, ay, of seventy or eighty years-that in an instant, thou who art as
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black as hell can be pure as heaven if Jesus say the word. If thou believest
in him it is done, for to trust him is to be clean. Perhaps, however, your
difficulty is to get rid of a hardness of heart. You feel that you cannot
repent, but cannot Jesus make thee repent by his Spirit? Do you hesitate
about that question? See the world a few months ago hard bound with
frost, but how daffodil, and crocus, and snowdrop, have come up above
that once frozen soil, how snow and ice have gone, and the genial sun
shines out! God does it readily, with the soft breath of the south wind and
the kind sunbeams, and he can do the same in the spiritual world for thee.
Believe he can, and ask him now to do it, and thou shalt find that the rock
of ice shalt thaw, that huge horrible devilish iceberg of a heart of thine shall
begin to drip with showers of crystal penitence, which God shall accept
through his dear Son. But, perhaps, it is some bad habit which gives you
trouble. You have been long in it, and can the Ethiopian change his skin, or
the leopard his spots? You cannot get rid of it. I know you cannot. It is a
desperate evil, it drags you downward like the hands of demons pulling you
from the surface of life’s stream down into its black and horrid depths of
death and defilement. Ah! I know your dreads and despairs, but man, I ask
thee, cannot Jesus deliver? He hath the key of thine heart, and he can turn it
so that all its wheels shall revolve otherwise than now. He who shakes
the earth with earthquake, sweeps the sea with tornado, can send a
heartquake and a storm of strong repentance, and tear up thine old habits
by the roots. He whose every act is wonderful, can surely do what he will
within this the little world of thy soul, since in the great world outside he
rules as he pleases. Believe in his power, and ask him to prove it. He has
but to say in a word, and this matter of present distress shall be taken
away. Still I hear you say, “I cannot;” a horrible inability hangs over you.
But it is not what you can do or cannot do, these have nothing to do with
it, it is what Jesus can do. Can there be anything too hard for the Lord?
Can the eternal Spirit ever be defeated when he wills to conquer in a man?
Can he who “bears the earth’s huge pillars up, and spreads the heavens
abroad,” who once was crucified, but who now ever liveth, can he fail? Put
thy care into his hand, poor unable wretch, and ask him to do for thee what
thou canst not do for thyself, and according to thy faith so shall it be unto
thee.

A second application of our subject shall be made to the patient workers
who are ready to faint. I know that in this house there are many who
incessantly plead with God for their unconverted relatives and neighbors
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that they may be saved. You have pleaded long for your husband, or your
son, or your daughter, but they have gone yet further into sin. Instead of
answers to prayer, it seemeth as though heaven laughed at your
importunity. Take heed of one thing, do not thou suffer unbelief to make
thee think that the object of thy care cannot be saved. While there is life
there is hope. Yes, though they add drunkenness to lust, and blasphemy to
drunkenness, and hardness of heart and impenitence to blasphemy, Jesus
has but to say the word, and they shall be turned every one from his evil
way. Under the use of the means of grace it may be done, or even without
the means it may be done. There have been men at work, or at their
amusements, all in their wickedness, who have had impressions which have
made them new men when it was least expected such a thing would occur;
and those who have been the ringleaders in Satan’s rebellious crew, have
frequently become the boldest captains in the army of Christ. There is no
room for doubt as to the possibility of the salvation of anybody when Jesus
gives the word of command. You are unchristian when you shut out the
harlot from hope, when you exclude the thief from repentance, when you
even despair of the murderer; for the big heart of God is greater than all
your hearts put together, and the great thoughts of the loving Father are
not as your thoughts when they climb the highest, neither are his ways your
ways when they are at their utmost liberality. Oh, if thy friend, thy child,
thy wife, thy husband, be a very devil incarnate, or if there be seven devils,
or a legion of devils within him, while Christ liveth never mutter the word
“despair;” for he can cast out the legion of evil spirits and impart his holy
spirit instead thereof. Therefore have faith; thou art unworthy to receive
the blessing, but have faith in him who is so able to bestow it. Many of you
are going to your classes this afternoon, others of you will be engaged this
evening in preaching the gospel, and you are getting very faint hearted
because you do not see the success you so much desire. Well, perhaps it is
good for you to feel how little you can do apart from the divine
ministrations. May this humiliation of soul continue, but do not let it
degenerate into a distrust of him. If Christ were dead and buried, and had
never risen, it were a horrible case for us poor preachers, but whilst Christ
lives endowed with the residue of the eternal Spirit, which he freely gives,
we ought not so much as fear, much less despair. May the church of God
pluck up heart, and feel that with a living Christ in the midst of her armies,
victory shall ere long wait upon her banners.
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The last application I shall make is the same as the second, only on a
wider scale. There are many who are like watchers who have grown
weary. We have heard that Christ cometh-the great coming man-and the
Lord knows right well that there is pressing need for some one to come,
for this poor old machine of a world creaks dreadfully, and seems as
though it were so laden with the sheaves of human sin that its axles would
snap. God’s infinite longsuffering has kept a crazy world from utter
dissolution by a thousand helps and stays, but it is poor work, and seems
to get worse and worse. Our state is rotten at the very core, both in
business and politics.

No man seems to succeed so well as he who has dispensed with his
conscience, and laughs at principles; all things are come to that point that
there is need for some deliverer to come, or else I do not know where we
shall all go to. But he will come, so the promise stands, and to those who
wait for him his coming shall be as the beams of the day-star proclaiming
the dawn. He is coming, and at his coming there shall be a glorious time, a
millennium, a period of light, and truth, and joy, and holiness, and peace.
We are watching and waiting for it. But we say “Ah, it is hopeless to think
of converting the world! How is the truth to be preached? Where are the
tongues to speak it? How few proclaim it boldly? Where are the men to
carry Christ’s cross to the utmost bounds of the globe, and conquer nations
for him?” Ah, say not in thine heart, “the former days were better than
now.” Write not a book of lamentation and say, “The prophets, where are
they? and the apostles have gone and all the mighty confessors who lived
and died for Christ have disappeared.” At the lifting of his finger the Lord
can raise up a thousand Jonahs for every city throughout the land, a
thousand bold Isaiahs to declare his glory. He has but to bid it and
companies of apostles and armies of martyrs shall start up from the quiet
nooks of old England’s villages, or shall pour forth from the workshops of
her cities. He can do wonders when he wills it. The worst plight of the
church is but the time when her flood has ebbed in order that it may return
in the fullness of its strength. Have confidence, for even should the
instruments fail and the ministry become a dead and effete thing, yet his
coming shall accomplish his purposes, and when he appeareth the
kingdoms of this world shall become the kingdoms of our Lord and of his
Christ. Jesus is not under authority, but he hath soldiers under him, and he
hath but to say to this spirit or to that, “Go,” or “Come,” and his will shall
be done: he hath but to quicken his church by his Holy Spirit, and say, “Do
this,” and the impossible task shall be accomplished; what seemed beyond
all human skill or mortal hope shall be wrought, and wrought at once.
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When he saith, “Do” it shall be done, and his name shall be praised. O for
more faith and more self-abasement. Twin angels abide in this assembly
evermore. Go forth with us to battle and return with us from the victory. O
Lord, the lover of humility, and the author of faith, give us to be steeped in
both for Jesus’ sake. Amen.
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THE WOMAN WHICH
WAS A SINNER

NO. 801

DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, MARCH 22ND, 1868,

BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON

“And, behold, a woman in the city, which was a sinner, when she
knew that Jesus sat at meat in the Pharisee’s house, brought an
alabaster box of ointment, and stood at his feet behind him
weeping, and began to wash his feet with tears, and did wipe them
with the hairs of her head, and kissed his feet, and anointed them
with the ointment.” — Luke 7:37-38.

THIS is the woman who has been confounded with Mary Magdalene. How
the error originated it would not be easy to imagine, but error it certainly
is. There is not the slightest shadow of evidence that this woman, who was
a sinner, had even the remotest connection with her out of whom Jesus
cast seven devils. In delivering you a sermon a few Sabbaths ago, upon the
life of Mary of Magdala, I think I showed you that it was hardly possible,
and most improbable, that she could have been a sinner in the sense here
intended, and now I venture to affirm that there is as much evidence to
prove that the woman, in the narrative now before us, was the Queen of
Sheba, or the mother of Sisera, as that she was Mary Magdalene: there is
not a figment or fraction of evidence to be found. The fact is, there is no
connection between the two.

Further, the sinner before us is not Mary of Bethany, with whom so many
have confounded her. Mary, the sister of Martha and Lazarus, did anoint
our Savior, but this is a previous anointing, by quite a different person, and
the two narratives are altogether distinct. There is a great likeness,
certainly, between the two. The principal persons were both women, full of
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ardent love to Christ; they both anointed the Lord with ointment; the name
of Simon is connected with both, and they both wiped the Savior’s feet
with their hair. But it ought not to astonish you that there were two
persons whose intense affection thus displayed itself; the astonishment
should rather be that there were not two hundred who did so, for the
anointing of the feet of an honored friend was by no means so uncommon a
token of respect among the Orientals as to be an unprecedented marvel.
Loved as Jesus deserved to be, the marvel is that he was not oftener visited
with these generous tokens of human love. It is a pity to fuse two
occasions into one, as though we grudged a double unction to the
Anointed of the Lord. That both events should happen in the houses of
persons named Simon is not at all remarkable: be it remembered that the
one was Simon the Pharisee, and the other Simon the leper; and that Simon
is one of the commonest of Jewish names; and that in our days, a thing
having happened in the house of a John, and another thing like it in the
house of another John, would not be remarkable, since Johns are
exceedingly common amongst us, as were Simons in the days of our Lord.
But that the two, or perhaps I should say three, anointings (for I am
inclined to think there were three) are not the same is evident from the
following reasons: they differ in time; our Lord lived at least six months
after his anointing by this woman, and if you follow the narrative, you read
in the very next chapter, “And it came to pass afterward, that he went
throughout every city and village, preaching and showing the glad tidings
of the kingdom of God: and the twelve were with him.” But when Mary
anointed him at Bethany, he said, “She did it for my burial;” and our Lord
was then within a very few days of his crucifixion. The anointing by Mary,
the sister of Lazarus, took place at Bethany (Matthew 26:6), but this
occurred in Galilee, which is quite another quarter. Moreover, the fact
itself was really a very different one, for although both women anoint
Christ with ointment, yet there was a peculiar preciousness and power of
perfume about the spikenard of the wealthier Mary, which is not mentioned
in the ointment of this woman of a lower position in life. Mary, according
to John (John 12:3), poured out a whole pound of the costly nard, but such
is not said of the humble offering of the woman that was a sinner. Matthew
tells us that a woman poured the ointment on his head, but this poor
penitent is only said to have anointed his feet: tears are not mentioned in
connection with Mary by either Matthew, Mark, or John, while they make
a conspicuous feature in the love of the gracious mourner now before us.
After the transaction there was an objection raised in both cases, but mark
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the great difference! In this case, Simon the Pharisee objected because she,
being a sinner, was allowed to have such familiarity with the Lord; in the
other case, no such objection was raised to the person, but Judas Iscariot
objected to her having been so profuse and extravagant in the abundance
and costliness of the anointing, and murmured, saying that this ointment
might have been sold for much and given to the poor. If you confound
these two occurrences, you not only make an egregious mistake, but you
lose a precious lesson. This case now before us is the offering of a poor
returning wanderer, who, under a deep sense of gratitude, brings the best
she has to her Lord, and is accepted by his grace. In the case of Mary of
Bethany, it was an advanced saint, one who had sat at Jesus’ feet and
heard of him, and had aforetime chosen the good part which should not be
taken away from her, and she brings a costly tribute as the offering of her
deep, sincere affection, which had grown and deepened by the receipt of
many favors from his loving hand. The advanced believer is more bold
than the new convert. She anoints his head when the other only anoints his
feet, and she is not less loving, for if there be fewer tears there is a more
costly spikenard. Jesus defended the penitent, and bade her go in peace;
but in Mary’s case there was no need to say, “Thy sins are forgiven,” for
she already possessed that priceless boon; our Lord, instead of merely
defending, warmly eulogised her love, and declared, “Wheresoever this
gospel shall be preached in the whole world, there shall also this, that this
woman hath done, be told for a memorial of her.” Thus much will suffice
to show you that “the woman which was asinner” is neither to be
confounded with Mary of Magdala on the one hand, or Mary of Bethany
on the other. Let us learn to read our Bibles with our eyes open, to study
them as men do the works of great artists, studying each figure, and even
each sweet variety of light and shade.

Too long have we been controverting on the threshold of the text, let us
now lift the latch. Lo, on the table I see two savory dishes, let us feed
thereon. Here are two silver bells, let us ring them; their first note is Grace,
and the second tone is Love.

I. GRACE, the most costly of spikenard: this story literally drips with it,
like those Oriental trees which bleed perfume; or as the spouse when she
rose up to open to her beloved, and her hands dropped with myrrh, and her
fingers with sweet-smelling myrrh upon the handles of the lock. Grace, that
gentle dew of heaven, is here plenteously distilled, and falls like small rain
upon the tender herb. Grace, sovereign, distinguishing, omnipotent, is
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exceedingly magnified in this narrative; lo, I see it exalted upon a glorious
high throne, with the king’s daughter waiting as an honorable woman
among its courtiers.

1. First, grace is here glorified in its object. She was “a sinner” — a sinner
not in the flippant, unmeaning, every-day sense of the term, but a sinner in
the blacker, filthier, and more obnoxious sense. She had forsaken the guide
of her youth, and forgotten the covenant of her God; she had sinned
against the laws of purity, and had made herself as a defiled thing; she had
fallen into that deep ditch concerning which it is written, “The abhorred of
the Lord shall fall therein.” According to our Lord’s parable, she was in
comparison with the Pharisee as a five-hundred- pence sinner, while the
Pharisee was but as fifty. She was one of the scarlet sinners that we read of
in Scripture — she sinned and made others to sin. Hers were offenses
which provoke the Lord to jealousy, and stir up his wrath. Yet, oh, miracle
of miracles, she was an object of distinguishing grace, ordained unto
eternal life! Why was this? On what legal grounds was she selected? For
what merit was she chosen? Was this an extraordinary and out-of-the-way
instance? By no means, dear friends, for the grace of God has frequently
chosen the lowest of the low, and the vilest of the vile. Recollect how, in
the pedigree of our Lord, you find the name of the shameless Tamar, the
harlot Rahab, and the unfaithful Bathsheba, as if to indicate that the Savior
of sinners would enter into near relationship with the most degraded and
fallen of our race. This is, in fact, one of the dearest titles of our Lord,
though it was hissed at him from the lips of contempt, “A friend of
publicans and sinners.” This is Jesus’ character of which he is not ashamed:
“This man receiveth sinners and eateth with them.” Free grace has made no
distinction among men on account of merit, whether false or real, if real
there be. The law has concluded us all in unbelief, and then the abounding
grace of God looking upon us all as equally cast away and ruined both by
Adam’s fall and by our own personal transgression, has predestinated and
called whomsoever it would. Do you not hear from the throne of mercy the
echoes of that sovereign proclamation, “I will have mercy on whom I will
have mercy; 1 will have compassion on whom I will have compassion”?
Grace has pitched upon the most unlikely cases in order to show itself to
be grace; it has found a dwelling-place for itself in the most unworthy
heart, that its freeness might be the better seen. Do I address one who has
greatly fallen? Let this thought comfort thee, if thy heart bewails thy sin —
let this give thee hope of mercy, that in the election of grace some of the
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grossest blasphemers, persecutors, thieves, fornicators, and drunkards,
have been included, and in consequence thereof they have been forgiven,
renewed, and made to live sober, righteous, and godly lives. Such as these
have obtained mercy that in them first God might show forth all
longsuffering as a comfort and encouragement to others to cry unto the
Lord for mercy.

Grace reigns right majestically in the case before us, in that this particular
sinner should be chosen; to choose a sinner was something, but to choose
this one individual was even more astonishing. No doubt, she did in spirit
ask herself, “Why me, Lord? why me?” Had she been here this morning,
she would sing as heartily as any of us —

“Oh, gift of gifts! Oh, grace of faith!
My God, how can it be
That thou, who has discerning love,
Shouldst give that gift to me!
How many hearts thou mightst have had
More innocent than mine!
How many souls more worthy far
Of that pure touch of thine!
Ah, Grace! into unlikeliest hearts
It is thy boast to come;
The glory of thy light to
find In darkest spots a
home.”

At yonder table sits Simon the Pharisee, a good respectable body as he
thinks himself to be, and yet no choice divine has fallen upon him — while
this poor harlot is elected by distinguishing grace! How can we account for
this? Many there were in the city like to herself, some worse, some better;
but grace had marked her as its own. Oh, strange, yet admirable
sovereignty! Now, it is possible that you may not be much taken with the
glory of grace in selecting her, but I will ask you whether you are not
delighted with the grace which separated you to be the Lord’s? O brethren,
when once a man discovers that God has chosen him, when he feels that
grace has broken his heart, has brought him to Christ, and has covered him
with a perfect righteousness, then he breaks out in wondering exclamations,
“How couldst thou have chosen me? What am I, and what i s my
father’s house, that I should be taken into such royal favor?”” The more a
believer looks within, the more he discovers reasons for divine wrath, and
the less he believes in his own personal merit. How is the heart of a true
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believer filled with adoring gratitude that ever the Lord’s boundless love
should have been pleased to settle and fix itself upon him! This is not so
much for me to descant upon as it is for your private meditations. I
earnestly commend to you that precious thought, that Jehovah loved you
from before the foundations of the world, and chose you when he might
have left you, chose you when he passed over thousands of the great and
the noble, the wise, and the learned. The doctrine is not a dogma to be
fought over, as dogs over a bone, but to be rejoiced in, and turned to
practical account as an incentive to reverent wonder and affectionate
gratitude. Where sin abounded grace did much more abound, and the
“woman which was a sinner,” is now before us a weeping penitent; the
sinner “of the city,” a public sinner, is now openly a follower of the holy
One.

2. Grace is greatly magnified in its fruits. Who would have thought that a
woman who had yielded her members to be servants of unrighteousness, to
her shame and confusion, should have now become, what if I call her a
maid of honor to the King of kings? — one of Christ’s most favored
servitors? Who offered hospitalities to Jesus which the Pharisee omitted,
and offered them in an infinitely better spirit and style than the Pharisee
could have done it even had he tried! Let us remark, that the grace of God
brought this woman in a way of providence to listen to the Savior’s
discourses. In a former part of this chapter it appears he had been
preaching the gospel, and more especially preaching it to the poor. Perhaps
she stood in the street attracted by the crowd, and, as she listened to our
Savior’s talk, it seemed to hold her fast. She had never heard a man speak
after that fashion, and when he spoke of abounding mercy, and the
willingness of God to accept as many as would come to him, then the tears
began to follow each other down her cheek; and when she listened again to
that meek and lowly preacher, and heard him tell of the Father in heaven
who would receive prodigals and press them to his loving bosom, then her
heart was fairly broken, she relinquished her evil traffic, she became a new
woman, desirous of better things, anxious to be freed from sin. But she
was greatly agitated in her heart with the question, could she, would she,
be really forgiven? Would such pardoning love as she had heard of reach
even to her? She hoped so, and was in a measure comforted. Her faith
grew, and with it an ardent love. The Spirit of God still wrought with her
till she enjoyed a feeble hope, a gleam of confidence; she believed that
Jesus of Nazareth was the Messiah, that he had appeared on earth to
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forgive sins, and she rested on him for the forgiveness of her sins, and
longed for an opportunity to do him homage, and if possible to win a word
direct from his mouth. The Lord of mercy came to the city where she
lived. “Now,” she thought, “here is my opportunity; that blessed prophet
has come; the man who spake as never man spake is near me, and I have
already derived such benefit from him that I love him better than all
besides; Ilove him as my own soul. I will steal into the house of the
Pharisee, that I may feast my eyes with the sight of him.” Now, when she
came to the door, the Savior was reclining at his meat, according to the
Oriental custom, and his feet were towards the door; for the Pharisee had
but little respect for Christ, and had not given him the best and innermost
place at the feast; but there he lay with his uncovered feet towards the
door, and the woman, almost unperceived, came close to him, and, as she
looked and saw that the Pharisee had refused him the ordinary courtesy of
washing his feet, and that they were all stained and travel-worn with his
long journeys of love, she began to weep, and the tears fell in such
plenteous showers that they even washed his feet. Here was holy water of
a true sort. The crystal of penitence falling in drops, each one as precious
as a diamond. Never were feet bedewed with a more precious water than
those penitent eyes showered forth. Then, unbinding those luxurious
tresses, which had been for her the devil’s nets in which to entangle souls,
she wiped the sacred feet therewith. Surely she thought that her chief
adornment, the crown and glory of her womanhood, was all too worthless
a thing to do service to the lowest and meanest part of the Son of God.
That which once was her vanity now was humbled and yet exalted to the
lowest office; she made her eyes a ewer and her locks a towel. “Never,”
says bishop Hall, “was any hair so preferred as this; how I envy those locks
that were graced with the touch of those sacred feet.”

There a sweet temptation overtook her, “I will even kiss those feet, I will
humbly pay reverence to those blessed limbs.” She spake not a word, but
how eloquent were her actions! better even than psalms and hymns were
these acts of devotion. Then she bethought her of that alabaster box
containing perfumed oil with which, like most Eastern women, she was
wont to anoint herself for the pleasure of the smell and for the increase of
her beauty, and now, opening it, she pours out the costliest thing she has
upon his blessed feet. Not a word, I say, came from her; and, brethren, we
would prefer a single speechless lover of Jesus, who acted as she did, to
ten thousand noisy talkers who have no gifts, no heart, no tears. As for the
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Master, he remained quietly acquiescent, saying nothing, but all the while
drinking in her love, and letting his poor weary heart find sweet solace in
the gratitude of one who once was a sinner, but who was to be such no
more.

Grace, my brethren, deserves our praise, since it does so much for its
object. Grace does not choose a man and leave him as he is. My brethren
and sisters, men rail at grace sometimes as though it were opposed to
morality, whereas it is the great source and cause of all complete morality
— indeed, there is no real holiness in the sight of God except that which
grace creates, and which grace sustains. This woman, apart from grace,
had remained black and defiled still to her dying day, but the grace of God
wrought a wondrous transformation, removing the impudence of her face,
the flattery from her lips, the finery from her dress, and the lust from her
heart. Eyes which were full of adultery, were now founts of repentance;
lips which were doors of lascivious speech, now yield holy kisses — the
profligate was a penitent, the castaway a new creature. All the actions
which are attributed to this woman illustrate the transforming power of
divine grace. She exhibited the deepest repentance. She wept abundantly.
She wept out of no mere sentimentalism, but at the remembrance of her
many crimes. She wept for sorrow and for shame as she thought over her
early childhood, and how she had slighted a mother’s training, how she had
listened to the tempter’s voice, and hurried on from bad to worse. Every
part of her life-story would rise before her as a painfully vivid dream. The
sight of those blessed feet helped her to remember the dangerous paths into
which she had wandered; the sluices of grief were drawn up, and her soul
flowed out in tears. O blessed Spirit of grace, we adore thee as we see the
rock smitten and the waters gushing. “He causeth his wind to blow and the
waters flow.”

Note the woman’s humility. She had once possessed a brazen face, and
knew no bashfulness, but now she stands behind the Savior. She did not
push herself in before his face; she was content to have the meanest
standing-place. If she might not venture to anoint his head, yet, if she might
do service to his feet, she blushed as she accepted the honor. Those who
serve the Lord Jesus truly, have a holy bashfulness, a shrinking sense of
their own unworthiness, and are content to fulfill the very lowest office in
his household. That is no service for Christ when thou wouldst need ride
the king’s horse, and wear the king’s garment, and have it said, “This is the
man whom the king delighteth to honor.” That is serving thyself rather than
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Christ, when thou covetest the chief place in the synagogue, and wouldst
have men call thee Rabbi. But that is real service when thou canst care for
the poor; when thou canst condescend to men of low estate, and become a
teacher of the ignorant and an instructor of babes. He serves well who
works behind his master’s back, unknown and unperceived — toiling in the
dark, unreported, unapplauded, and happy to have it so. See, beloved, how
in a woman who was once so shameless, grace plants and makes to flourish
the fair and modest flower of true humility.

Yet was the woman courageous, for she must have needed much courage
to enter into a Pharisee’s house. The look of a Pharisee to this woman
must have been enough to freeze summer into howling winter. Those
Pharisees had an insufferable contempt of everybody who was not of their
own clique, who did not fast twice a week, and tithe their mint, anise, and
cummin; they said, by every gesture, “Stand by, I am holier than thou.” To
a person of infamous character, the pompous Pharisee would be doubly
contemptuous, and a woman conscious of unworthiness would be sorely
wounded by his manners; besides, at a feast, her tears would be much out
of place, and therefore she would be the more rudely rebuked; but how
fearless she was, and how bravely she held her tongue when Simon railed!
What will not men and women do when grace moves them to love, and
love prompts them to courage! Ay, into the very jaws of hell the grace of
God would make a believer dare to enter, if God commanded him. There is
no mountain too high for a believing foot to scale, and no furnace too hot
for a believing heart to bear. Let Rome and its amphitheatres, Piedmont
and its snow, France and its galleys, Smithfield and its stakes, the
Netherlands and their rivers of blood, all speak of what grace can do when
once it reigns in the heart, what heroes it can make of the very weakest and
most timid of God’s children, where it rules supreme.

I have said that in every part of this woman’s action grace is honored, and
it is so more especially in this respect, that what she did was practical. Hers
was not pretense, but real and expensive service. The religion of some
professors stops short at their substance; it costs them nothing, and, I fear,
is worth nothing. They appear before the Lord empty. They buy no sweet
cane with money, neither does the Lord receive the fat of their sacrifices. I
must confess myself utterly at aloss to understand the piety of some
people. I thank God I am not bound to understand it, and that I am not
sent into the world to be a judge of my fellow creatures, but I do greatly
wonder at the religion of many. There are to be found, and I have found



206

them, persons whose love to Christ is of such a sort that they give to his
cause the larger proportion of their substance, and do so gladly, thinking it a
privilege; yea, I know some who pinch themselves — some of the poor
and needy, who stint themselves that they may give to Christ. Such are
doubtless blessed in the deed. I do not understand those men who have
thousands upon thousands of pounds, perhaps hundreds of thousands, and
profess to love Christ, and dole out their gifts to Jesus in miserable
fragments. I must leave them to their Master, to be judged at the last, but I
confess I do not understand them or admire them. If I did love Christ at
all, I would love him so that I would give him all I could, and if I did not
do that, I think I would say, “He is not worth it, and I will not be a sham
professor. It is rank hypocrisy to profess love and then to act a miserly
part. Let those who are guilty of it settle the account between God and
their own souls. This woman’s alabaster box was given freely, and if she
had had more to give, she would have given it, after the spirit of that other
woman, that memorable widow, who had two mites, which made a
farthing, which were all her living, but she gave it all out of love to God.
Grace reigns indeed with high control when it leads men who naturally
would be selfish to practice liberality in the cause of the Redeemer. Let
these gleanings suffice, the vintage of the fruits of grace is too great for us
to gather it all this morning.

3.1 would have you remark, in the third place, that grace is seen by
attentive eyes in our Lord’s acceptance of what this chosen vessel had to
bring. Jesus knew her sin. The Pharisee wondered that Jesus did not shrink
from contact with her. You and I may wonder too. We sometimes feel it a
task to have to commune with persons of a certain character even when
they profess to repent: our Lord’s sensitiveness of the guilt of sin was
much keener than ours, yet he rested still upon the couch, and quietly
accepted what she brought, permitted her the fond familiarity of kissing his
feet again and again, and to bedew them with her tears — permitted all
that, I say, and accepted all that, and herein made his grace to shine most
brightly. Oh, that Jesus should ever accept anything of me, that he should
be willing to accept my tears, willing to receive my prayers and my praises!
We cheerfully accept a little flower from a child, but then the flower is
beautiful, and we are not far above the child; but Jesus accepts from us that
which is in its nature impure, and upbraids us not. O grace, how
condescending thou art; see, believer, Jesus has heard thy prayers and
answered them; he has blessed thy labors, given thee souls as thy reward,
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and at this moment that which is in thy heart to do for him he receives,
and he raises no objection, but takes what thou bringest to him, takes it
with joy. O grace, thou art grace indeed, when the offerings of unworthy
ones become dear unto Jesus’ heart.

4. Further, grace is displayed in this narrative when you see our Lord Jesus
Christ become the defender of the penitent. Everywhere grace is the object
of human cavil: men snap at it like evening wolves. Some attack it at the
fountain head; they cannot endure the doctrine of election. Some
professors almost foam at the mouth at the very mention of the word
“predestination;” they cannot bear it, and yet it is God’s truth, let them say
what they will, and there shall it stand, let them kick against the pricks if
they dare. “It is not of him that willeth, nor of him that runneth, but of God
that sheweth mercy.” Would to God men would give up their rebellious
questionings and bow before the King of kings. On this occasion, Simon
cavilled at grace in that a sinful woman should be allowed to approach the
Lord, he would have put her in quarantine at the least, if not in prison.
Some object to grace in its perpetuity, they struggle against persevering
grace; but others, like this Simon, struggle against the bounty of grace.
How could such a woman as she was be permitted to draw so near to
Christ? Certain captious spirits will demand, “How should Jesus give to
such unworthy ones such acceptance, such manifestations of himself, such
privileges?” Our Lord took upon himself to defend her, and therefore she
might well afford to hold her tongue. So shall it be with you. If Satan
accuse you, and your enemies with loud-mouthed accusations cry out
against you, you have an advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ the
righteous, who will certainly plead your cause and clear you. Jesus by his
defensive parable shows that he was justified in letting the woman
approach, because great love prompted her. There was no sin in her
approach, but much to commend, since her motive was excellent, and the
motive is the true measure of a deed. She felt intense love and gratitude
towards the person who had forgiven her; therefore, her acts were not to
be forbidden, but commended. He justifies her and incidentally justifies
himself. Had he not done well in having won a sinner’s heart to penitence
and love? Was not election justified in having chosen one to such holy
devotedness and fervency? At the last great day, the Lord will justify his
grace before the eyes of the whole universe, for he will allow the grace-
wrought virtues of his chosen ones to be unveiled, and all eyes shall see
that grace reigns through righteousness. Then shall they for ever be
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silenced who accused the grace of God of leading to licentiousness, for
they shall see that in every case free forgiveness led to gratitude, and
gratitude to holiness. The chosen shall be made choice men. Grace chose
them notwithstanding all their deformities; but when it has cast about them
a supernal beauty, they shall be the wonder and admiration of the universe,
evidently made to be the noblest and best of mankind. Show me where
grace ever created sin! You cannot, but lo, in what a manner has grace
created holiness! It is not ashamed to let its chosen sheep appear before
the great dividing Shepherd’s throne, for of them all it shall be said,
“Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you
from the foundation of the world: for I was an hungred, and ye gave me
meat: [ was thirsty, and ye gave me drink.” Grace does not smuggle men
into heaven, but brings them up to heaven’s requirements through the
Spirit and the blood.

5. Once more, my brethren, the grace of God is seen in this narrative in the
bestowal of yet richer favors. Great grace saved her, rich grace encouraged
her, unbounded grace gave her a divine assurance of forgiveness. It was
proved that she was forgiven, for she loved much, but she had never
received the full assurance of it. She was a hopeful penitent rather than a
confirmed believer. But the Master said, “Thy sins are forgiven thee;” from
that moment full assurance of faith must have occupied her soul. And then
he gave her that choice dismissary benediction, “Go in peace,” by which
the peace of God which passeth all understanding henceforth kept her
mind, so that even when she had to go out of this world into the unknown
realm, she heard in the midst of Jordan’s billows, the divine sentence, “Go
in peace.” Ah! beloved, you know not what grace can do for you. God is
not stinted in his grace. If he has lifted you up out of the miry clay he can
do more, he can set your feet upon a rock. If on the rock you already
stand, he can do more, he can put a new song into your mouth; and if
already you lift the joyous hymn, he can do more yet, he can establish your
goings. You do not know the exceeding bounty of your own heavenly
Father yet. Unfathomable is his goodness. Arise and enjoy it. Behold the
whole land is before you, from Dan unto Beersheba — all the provisions of
the covenant of grace belong to you. Have but faith, and you shall yet
comprehend with all saints what are the heights and depths, and know the
love of Christ which passeth knowledge.

Here, then, was grace in its object, grace in its fruit, grace in the
acceptance of that fruit, grace in the defense which Jesus made of the
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gracious one, and grace in the blessings bestowed upon her. May grace
deal thus bountifully with us.

I1. We have but two or three moments left for what requires far more
space, namely, LOVE. The word blossoms with roses, and suggests the
voice of the turtle and the singing of birds. Our time, however, binds us to
a narrow path, which we must not leave, although the beds of lilies on
either hand invite us.

Love — its source: it bubbles up as a pure rill from the well-head of grace.
She loved much, but it was because much had been forgiven. There is no
such thing as mere natural love to God. The only true love which can burn
in the human breast towards the Lord, is that which the Holy Ghost himself
kindles. If thou truly lovest the God who made thee and redeemed thee,
thou mayst be well assured that thou art his child, for none but his children
have any love to him.

Its secondary cause is faith. The fiftieth verse tells us, “Thy faith hath saved
thee.” Our souls do not begin with loving Christ, but the first lesson is to
trust. Many penitents attempt this difficult task; they aspire to reach the
stair-head without treading the steps; they would needs be at the pinnacle
of the temple before they have crossed the threshold. First trust Christ for
the pardon of thy sin: when thou hast done this, thy sins are forgiven, and
then love shall flash to thy heart as the result of gratitude for what the
Redeemer has done for thee. Grace is the source of love, but faith is the
agent by which love is brought to us.

The food of love is a sense of sin, and a grateful sense of forgiveness. If
you and I felt more deeply the guilt of our past lives, we should love Jesus
Christ better. If we have but a clearer sense that our sins deserve the
deepest hell, that Christ suffered what we ought to have suffered in order
to redeem us from our iniquities, we should not be such coldhearted
creatures as we are. We are perfectly monstrous in our want of love to
Christ, but the true secret of it is a forgetfulness of our ruined and lost
natural estate, and a forgetfulness of the sufferings by which we have been
redeemed from that condition. O that our love might feed itself this day,
and find a renewal of its strength in remembering what sovereign grace
has done.

Love in the narrative before us shines in the fact that the service the
woman rendered to our Lord was perfectly voluntary. No one suggested it,
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much less pressed it upon her. It takes the gloss off our service when we
need to be dragged to it, or pushed forward by some energetic pleader.
Brethren, the anointing was impromptu with her. Christ was there, and it
was at her own suggestion that she anointed his feet. Mary of Bethany had
not then set the example: the woman who was a sinner was an original in
her service. In these days we have many inventors and discoverers for our
temporal use and service, why should we not have inventors for Jesus who
will bring out new projects of usefulness? We are most of us content to
travel in the old rut, but if we had more love to Jesus we should be more
eccentric, and should have a degree of freshness about our service which at
present is all too rare. Lord, give us the love which can lead the way!

Her service to Jesus was personal. She did it all herself, and all to him. Do
you notice how many times the pronoun occurs in our text? “She stood at
his feet behind him weeping, and began to wash his feet with tears, and did
wipe them with the hairs of her head, and kissed his feet, and anointed
them with the ointment.” She served Christ himself. It was neither service
to Peter, nor James, nor John, nor yet to the poor or sick of the city, but to
the Master himself; and, depend upon it, when our love is in active
exercise, our piety will be immediately towards Christ — we shall sing to
him, pray to him, teach for him, preach for him, live to him. Forgetfulness
of the personality of Christ takes away the very vitality of our religion.
How much better will you teach, this afternoon, in your Sabbath-school
class, if you teach your children for Christ! How much better will you go
forth this evening to tell to others the way of salvation, if you go to do it
for his sake! Then you court no man’s smile — you fear no man’s frown. It
is enough for you that you have done it for the Master, and if the Master
accepts it you have the reward in that very fact.

The woman’s service showed her love in that it was fervent. There was so
much affection in it — nothing conventional; no following chilly propriety,
no hesitating enquiry for precedents. Why did she kiss his feet? Was it not
a superfluity? What was the good of it? Did it not look sentimental,
affected, sensuous, indelicate? Little did she care how it looked; she knew
what she meant. She could not do otherwise. Her whole soul went out in
love, she acted naturally as her heart dictated, and, brethren, she acted
well. O for more of this guileless piety, which hurls decorum and regulation
to the winds. Ah, throw your souls into the service of Christ; let your heart
burn in his presence, and let all your soul belong to Jesus. Serve not your
Master as though you were half asleep, do not work with drooping hands
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and half-closed eyes, but wake up the whole of your powers and passions:
for such love as he has shown to you, give the most awakened and
quickened love in return. O for more of this love! If I might only pray one
prayer this morning, I think it should be that the flaming torch of the love
of Jesus should be brought into every one of our hearts, and that all our
passions should be set ablaze with love to him.

One thought more, and I am done. This woman’s love is a lesson to us in
the opportunity which she seized. She was evidently but just pardoned: she
was rather a weeper than one who had learned to rejoice, and yet for all
that, she would serve him at the first dawn of her spiritual life. Now, you
young converts, no longer say, “We will do something for Christ in a few
years’ time, when we have made our calling and election sure; we will wait
till we have grown in grace, and then try to do what we can.” No, no, but
as soon as you are washed, bring your offering to Jesus. The very day of
your conversion, enlist in his army, for speedy obedience is beautiful.
Perhaps if this woman had lingered, she had never anointed the Lord at all;
but in the hot flush of her first love, she did well to perform at once this
zealous, fervent act. Young converts maintain, by God’s grace, the warmth
of the blood which circulates in the church’s veins. Old churches generally
become diseased churches when they cease to grow. I do not know a
church in all England without conversions which is at all in a happy
spiritual state. The fact is, the fresh comers stir us all up by their fervor,
their simplicity, their childlike confidence. Now, beloved ones, we
encourage you to show this. For our sakes, for your own sakes, for
Christ’s sake, do not hesitate — if there be anything you can do, though
you are uneducated in the divine school, do it. Though there may be a
dozen blunders in the method, yet do it, for Christ will accept it. The
Pharisee may cavil — well, perhaps it may keep his tongue from other
mischief — let him cavil, you can bear it, Christ will defend you, Jesus will
accept you; and as a reward for doing what you can, he may be pleased to
give you grace to do more, and may breathe over you a full assurance of
faith, which had you been idle you might not for years have attained; and
he may give you a peace of conscience in serving him which, had you sat
still, might never have come to you. I beseech all of you who love Jesus,
do not hide the light you have under a bushel, but come out and show it. If
you have but a little faith, use it; if you have only a grain of faith, turn it to
account. Put the one talent out at interest, and use it for the Master at
once, and the Lord bless you in such a work, by increasing your faith and
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love, and making you to be as this woman was, a highly favored servant of
this blessed Master. May the Lord give every one of you his blessing, for
Jesus’ sake.
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“And the word of God increased; and the number of the disciples
multiplied in Jerusalem greatly; and a great company of the priests
were obedient to the faith.” — Acts 6:7.

CERTAIN things preceded this prosperity — the counterpart of which I
verily believe we have experienced among ourselves. There had been a
little trouble in the church; some had thought one thing, some had thought
another. There appeared to have been a just cause for complaint. The
apostles, conciliatory in their temper, and earnest in their endeavor to keep
the church together, as all true ministers should be, proposed the election
of seven men who should distribute the contributions impartially among the
poor. This was agreed to and acted upon by the entire assembly, and
straightway the multitude of them that believed were of one heart, and of
one soul. Well might great grace rest upon them all, for they loved each
other with a pure heart fervently. Such unanimity, as a rule, I consider
essential to church prosperity. If there be divisions amongst you, and one
shall say, “I am for this,” and another, “I am for that,” how can you expect
that the Holy Spirit, who is the Spirit of peace, should be present with you,
and working among you? But when we are knit together in brotherly
affection, the Lord commandeth the blessing, even life for evermore.
Where brotherly love continues, and saints walk in holy unity, the witness
they bear is powerful, and the increase they gather is palpable.

So I felt when I met with the brethren last Thursday night. The attendance
at the church meeting was very numerous, and the unanimity that prevailed
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not only gratified me, but I must confess astounded me too. I think all of
us who know anything of the history of churches, especially those of a
democratic order, where we recognize the rights of every member,
understand how easy it is for thoughts to diverge, for counsels to vary, and
for excellent brethren conscientiously to disagree. A breach once made has a
tendency to widen, and a rent, unless speedily repaired, may tear a church
to pieces. But not so much as a single word was spoken, nor do I know
that so much as a single thought crossed the breast of any one that evening,
contrary to the general current of unanimous opinion with which you
elected my brother to take upon himself the office proposed to assist me in
my work. I felt as if I could only weep my joy. I knew of no words by
which I could express it, because I looked not only at the unity itself, but
regarding it as one of the qualifications for future prosperity, I thought
within myself, “Surely God will bless us; surely he will bless us yet more
abundantly than aforetime.”

Moreover, my dear brethren and sisters in Christ, you know that some two
or three years ago, Baptist churches of London scarcely knew each other.
There might have been some secret love between them, but certainly there
was no manifest display of it. But now for two years we have been
associated together to the number of eighty or ninety; in fact, there are
now nearly ahundred of the churches among whom union has been
cemented. We have been enabled to do some service for the Master by this
incorporation, but whatever service we may have done or may not have
done, this certainly has been the result of our meeting with each other, that
the churches have come to feel themselves to be a whole, they keep rank,
they walk together as a phalanx, desire to be faithful to Christ, and to bear
each others’ burdens. If anyone had told me, three or four years ago, that I
should live to see, as Idid last year, this house filled with the
representatives of our Baptist churches met together to pray, I should have
said, “If the Lord will open windows in heaven, may such a thing be!” But
it has been, and by God’s grace it will be yet again, and we shall clasp
hands next Tuesday, and go on for another campaign against the common
enemy, united as one man, first to Christ, and then to one another. May we
not look upon this as a sign that God is intending to bless all our churches,
to pour us out a blessing such as we shall not have room enough to
receive? The Lord send prosperity. Amen, say we, amen from our hearts.
And amen we hope all God’s saints will say. May the blessing speedily be
sent. Since we have the first matter I am hopeful.
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But many will urge discouragements. “How is it likely,” says one, “that we
can hope to make an impression upon the present age? What means have
we but the simple gospel of Jesus Christ?” We are certainly not among the
wealthy, and we count not amongst us the great ones of the land. Our
membership has always been, and still is, among the poor. How shall we
expect to tell upon so huge a city as this, or to exert any influence upon so
great a country; and, above all, how shall we make any impress upon the
population of the whole globe? My dear brethren, we are weak, but we are
not weaker than the first disciples of Christ. Neither were they learned, nor
were they the wealthy of the earth: fishermen, the most of them, by no
means men of cultivated ability — their tramp was that of a legion that
went forth to conquer as well as to fight. Wherever they went and wielded
the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God, their enemies were put
to confusion. It is true they died in the conflict. Some of them were slain by
the sword, and others of them were rent in sunder by wild beasts; but in all
these things they were more than conquerors through him that loved him.
The primitive church did tell upon its age, and left a seed behind which the
whole earth could not destroy; and so shall we by God’s grace if we are
equally set upon it, equally filled with the divine life, equally resolved by
any means and by all means to spread abroad the savor of Jesus Christ’s
name: our weakness shall be our strength, for God shall make it to be the
platform upon which the omnipotence of his grace shall be displayed. Keep
together, brethren, keep close to Christ; close up your ranks. Heed the
battle cry; hold fast the faith; quit yourselves like men in the conflict, and
the gates of hell shall not prevail against you. Only may the King himself
lead us onward to the fray, and we shall not fear the result.

Having thus looked at the precedents of that prosperity enjoyed by the
church at Jerusalem, we shall, this evening, with deep earnestness, ask your
attention to the means by which a like prosperity may be procured for such
churches as do not enjoy it now; secondly, we shall have a word or two
upon the results of such prosperity; and then, thirdly, upon the alternative
which is before every church, either to obtain such prosperity or else to
mourn over grievous evils.

I. What Are the Means by Which This Prosperity May Be Procured?

If we pant to see the Word of God increase, multitudes added to the
disciples, and a great company of those who are least likely to be saved
brought in, there must be an adequate instrumentality. Nothing can avail
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without the operation of the Holy Spirit and the smile from heaven. Paul
planteth, Apollos watereth, and God giveth the increase. We must never
begin our catalogue of outward means without referring to that blessed and
mysterious potentate who abides in the church, and without whom nothing
is good, nothing efficient, nothing successful.

“Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly dove,
With all thy quickening powers.”

This should be our first prayer whenever we attempt to serve God, for if
not, we begin with pride, and can little hope to succeed by prowess. If we
go the warfare at our own charges we must not marvel if we return stained
with defeat. O Spirit of the living God, if it were not for thy power we
could not make the attempt, but when we rely upon thee we go forward in
confidence.

As for the ostensible means, would any church prosper, there must be much
plain preaching of the gospel of Jesus Christ. I have been struck lately
in looking through the history of the Reformation, and of the times before
the Reformation, with the remarkable downrightness of the testimony
of the early preachers. If you look at the life of Farren you find him
not preaching about the gospel, but preaching the gospel. So it was with
John Calvin. He is looked upon now, of course, a theologian only, but he
was really one of the greatest of gospel preachers. When Calvin opened
the Book and took a text, you might be sure that he was about to preach
“Through grace are ye saved, and that not of yourselves, it is the gift of
God.” And it was the same with Luther. Luther’s preaching was just the
ringing of a big bell, the note of which was always, “Believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ and live! It is not of works, lest any man should boast, but by
faith are ye saved, and by faith alone.” They spake this, and they spake it
again; neither did they couch the doctrine in difficult words, but they
labored with all their might, so to speak, that the ploughman at the plough-
tail should understand, and that the fish-wife should comprehend the truth.
They did not aim at lofty periods and flowing eloquence; of rhetoric they
had a most contemptible opinion, but they just dashed right on with this
one truth, “He that believeth hath everlasting life;” “Believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.” And, my brethren, if we are to see
the church of God really restored to her pristine glory, we must have back
this plain, simple, gospel-preaching. I do believe that the hiding of the cross
beneath the veil of fine language and learned dissertation is half the cause
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of the spiritual destitution of our country. Jesus Christ came into the world
to save sinners. He came to seek and to save that which was lost. I would
sooner say these few words and then cease my testimony, than utter the
most splendid oration that ever streamed from the lips of Demosthenes or
of Cicero, but not have declared the gospel of Christ. We must keep to
this. This must be the hammer that we bring down upon the anvil of the
human heart again, and again, and again. God forbid that we should glory
save in the cross of Jesus Christ our Lord! God forbid that we should
know anything among men save Jesus Christ and him crucified! Look to
him — not to the priest, not to your good works, not to your prayers, not
to your church-goings or your chapel- goings, but to Christ Jesus exalted.
Look to him in faith, and God is willing to forgive you, able to forgive you,
to receive you, to make you his children, and for ever to glorify you with
himself. We must have much more of this plain preaching, and not only
plain preaching but plain teaching. Sunday School teachers, you must teach
this same gospel. I know you do, but full many Sunday School teachers do
not. A certain denomination has made the confession that after having had
their schoolrooms crowded with children, they do not know that any of
those children have afterwards come to be attendants at the places of
worship. Miserable confession! Miserable teachers must they be! And have
we not known teachers who believed in the doctrines of grace, and upstairs
in the chapel they would have fought earnestly for them, but downstairs in
the schoolroom they have twaddled to the little children in this kind of way
— “Be good boys and girls; keep the Sabbath; do not buy sweets on a
Sunday; mind your fathers and your mothers; be good, and you will go to
heaven”! — which is not true, and is not the gospel; for the same gospel is
for little children as for grown-up men — not “Do this and live,” which is
after the law that was given by Moses, but “Believe and live,” which is
according to the grace and truth that came by Jesus Christ. Teachers must
inculcate the gospel if they are to see the salvation of their classes, the
gospel, the whole gospel, and nothing but the gospel, for without this no
great thing will be done.

And if we would see the gospel spread abroad in London as once it did in
Geneva, as once, under John Knox, it did in Scotland, as it did in Luther’s
day throughout Germany, we must have much holy living to back it all up.
After we have done the sermon, people say, “How about the people that
attend there? What about the church members, are they upright? Are they
such people as you can trust? What about their homes? Do they make
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good husbands? Are they good servants? Are they kind masters?” People
will be sure to enquire this, and if the report of our character be bad, it is
all over with our testimony. The doctor may advertise, but if the patients
are not cured, he is not likely to establish himself as being well-skilled in his
art; and the preacher may preach, but if his people do not love the gospel,
they kick down with their feet what he builds up with his hands. As I told
you this morning, the followers of the early Reformers were distinguished
by the sanctity of their lives. When they were about to hunt out the
Waldenses, the French king, who had some of them in his dominions, sent
a priest to see what they were like, and he, honest man as he was, came
back to the king, and said, “As far as I could find, they seem to be much
better Christians than we are. I am afraid they are heretics, but really they
are so chaste, so honest, so upright, and so truly pious, that, though I hate
heresy — I hope your majesty does not suspect me on that account — yet
I would that all Catholics were as good as they are.” Now, this was what
made the gospel victorious in those days — the stern integrity of those
who received it, and thus it will be still. It cannot be otherwise. But if you
become worldly, if you members of this church are just the same as other
men who have no grace and make no pretensions, what is the good of your
profession? You are liars before God unless you live above the common
life of the rest of mankind. Oh! to get back to the simplicity of Christian
manners! I cannot go into particulars, and ordain that this you shall do and
that you shall avoid, but you know very well what the simplicity is, and
were it carried out there is a great deal that is now practiced amongst
professors that would have at once to be given up. As the books were
burned when Paul preached, so there would be a great deal to be burned in
the Christian church if we had the Spirit of God in all his power to bring us
back to the old simplicity of the Christian faith. And why not? If you put
the sword into the scabbard, you cannot kill with it; you must pull it out,
and let it glitter in all its naked sharpness. If you put the sword of the
gospel into the scabbard of worldly conformity, as some of you do, you
cannot expect that there will be any power in it. Draw it away from your
worldly company, and your pernicious customs, and then shall you see that
it still has power to kill and to make alive. There must, then, be holy living
as well as plain testimony.

Yet all this would not suffice, if the church is to be multiplied and many are
to be saved, unless we add individual, personal exertion. I am so full with
one theme today, that if I plough in the same furrow this evening as I did
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this morning I cannot help it, for [ am anxious to make that furrow very
deep and broad. I believe that no Christian church can have prosperity if
only a part of the members are active for the conversion of souls. Why,
sirs, it had got to be a thought among Christians that we ministers were to
do all the work of bringing souls to Christ, and that you were to sit still and
enjoy the sermon, and perhaps criticise it and pull it to pieces. But this was
not orthodox; according to Christ’s law, every Christian is to be a minister
in his own sphere; every member of the church is to be active in spreading
the faith which was delivered not to the ministers, but delivered to the
saints, to every one of them, that they might maintain it and spread it
according to the gift which the Spirit has given them. Shall I venture a
parable? A certain band of men, like knights, had been exceedingly
victorious in all their conflicts. They were men of valor and of indomitable
courage; they had carried everything before them, and subdued province
after province for their king. But on a sudden they said in the council-
chamber, “We have at our head a most valiant warrior, one whose arm is
stout enough to smite down fifty of his adversaries; would it not be better
if, with a few such as he to go out to the fight, the mere men-at-arms, who
make up the ordinary ranks, were to stop at home? We should be much
more at our ease; our horses would not so often be covered with foam, nor
our armor be bruised in returning from the fray, and no doubt great things
would be done.” Now, the foremost champions, with fear and trembling,
undertook the task and went to the conflict, and they fought well, no one
could doubt it; to the best of their ability they unhorsed their foe and they
did great exploits. But still, from the very hour in which that scheme was
planned and carried out, no city was taken, no province was conquered,
and they met together and said, “How is this? Our former prestige is
forgotten; our ranks are broken; our pennons are trailed in the dust; what is
the cause of it?” When out spoke the champion, and said, “Of course it is
so! How did you think that some twelve or fifteen of us could do the work
of all the thousands? When you all went to the fight, and every man took
his share, we dashed upon the foe like an avalanche, and crushed him
beneath our tramp; but now that you stay at home and put us, but a
handful, to do all the work, how can you expect that great things should be
done?” So each man resolved to put on his helmet and his armor once
again, and go to the battle, and so victory returned. I speak to you tonight,
I, one of the rank of God’s servants, and I say, my brethren, if we are to
have the victory you must be every one of you in the fight. We must not
spare a single one, neither man nor woman, old nor young, rich nor poor,
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but you must each fight for the Lord Jesus according to your ability, that
his kingdom may come, and that his will may be done upon earth even as
it is in heaven. We shall see great things when you all agree to this and put
it in practice.

Combined with this there must be much earnest prayer. The prayer of faith!
have we not held it in high esteem, have we not made some considerable
proof of it in this place? We hope to have more faith — a great increase
both of volume and power. Nothing is impossible to the man who knows
how to overcome heaven by wrestling intercession. When we have seen
one, two, or ten, or twenty penitents converted, and when we have
sometimes been heartily thankful that a hundred have been added to this
church in a month, ought we ever to have been satisfied? Should we not
have felt that the prayer which was blessed to the conversion of a hundred,
had it been more earnest, might, in the divine purpose, have been answered
with the conversion of a thousand? Why not? I do not know why London
should not be shaken from end to end with gospel truth before this day
twelve months. You will say, “We have not enough ministers.” But God
can make them. I tell you, sirs, he can find ministers for his truth — ay, if
he willed it, among the very offscourings of the earth. He can take the
worst of men, the vilest of the vile, and change their hearts, and make them
preach the truth if he pleases. We are not to look to what we have. The
witness of the senses only confuses those who would walk by faith. See
what he did for the church in the case of Saul of Tarsus. He just went up to
the devil’s army, and took out a ringleader, and said to him, “Now, sir, you
preach the gospel which once you despised.” And who preached it better?
Why, I should not wonder if ere long in answer to prayer we see the
Ritualistic clergy preaching the gospel! Who can tell — the Romish priests
may yet do it, and repeat the tale of Luther and Melancthon. Were not
Luther, and Melancthon, and Calvin, and their comrades, brought out of
Papal darkness to show light unto the people? We have heard with our
ears, why may we not see with our eyes, the mighty works of God? The
Lord can find his men where we know nothing about them. “Of these
stones,” said the Baptist, as he pointed to the banks of the Jordan, “Of
these stones God can raise up children unto Abraham;” and as he could
then, so he can now. Let us not despair. If we will but pray for it, our
heavenly Father will deny his children nothing. Come, do but come, in
simplicity of heart, and according to your faith shall it be done unto you.
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Would you see the church greatly increase, and the kingdom come to the
throne of the Son of David? then we must all get more intense glowing
spiritual life. Do you understand me. There are two persons yonder. They
are both alive, but one of them lies in bed. He wakes, but he says, with the
sluggard —

“You have woke me too soon, I must slumber again,”

and when he gets up he gazes round with vacant wonder and strange
bewilderment. He has no energy, he is listless, and we say of him, “What a
lifeless creature he is!” “He is living, but with how little vitality! Now, you
see another man. His sleep is short; he wakes soon; he is out to his
business; takes down the shutters; he is standing behind the counter waiting
upon this customer and that; he is all active; he is here, there, and
everywhere, nothing is neglected; his eyes are wide open, his brain is
active, his hands are busy, his limbs are all nimble. Well, what a different
man that is! you are glad to get this second man to be your servant; he is
worth ten times the wages of the first. There is life in them both, but what a
difference there is between them! The one is eagerly living, the other is
drawling out an insipid existence. And how many Christians there are of
this sort! They wander in on a Sunday morning, sit down, get their hymn
book, listen to the prayer without joining in it, hear the sermon, but might
almost as well not have heard it, go home, get through the Sunday, go into
business. With them there is never any secret prayer for the conversion of
men, no trying to talk to children, or servants, or friends, about Christ, no
zeal, no holy jealousy, no flaming love, no generosity, no consecrating of
the substance to God’s cause! This is too faithful a picture of a vast number
of professing Christians. Would it were not so. On the other hand,
we see another kind of man — one that is renewed in the spirit of his mind;
though he has to be in the world, his main thoughts are how he can use the
world to promote the glory of Christ. If he goes into business, he wants to
make money that he may have wherewith to give bountifully for the spread
of the gospel. If he meets with friends, he tries to thrust a word in
edgeways for his Master; and whenever he gets an opportunity, he will
speak, or write, but he will be aiming to do something for him who has
bought him with his precious blood. Why, I could pick out, if it were right
to mention names, some here who are all alive, till their bodies seem to be
scarcely strong enough for the real vitality and energy of their souls. Oh!
these are the cream of the church, the pick and choice of the flock, the men
who are true men, and the women who are the true daughters of
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Jerusalem. The Lord multiply the number of such; yea, may he make every
one of us to be such, for I am afraid that we all of us need quickening. I
know I do myself. It is a long time since I preached a sermon that I was
satisfied with. I scarcely recollect ever having done so. You do not know,
for you cannot hear my groanings when I go home, Sunday after Sunday,
and wish that I could learn to preach somehow or other; wish that I could
discover the way to touch your hearts and your consciences, for I seem to
myself to be just like the fire when it wants stirring; the coals have got
black when I want them to flame forth. If I could but say in the pulpit what I
feel in my study, or if I could but get out of my mouth what I have tried to
get into my own soul, then I should preach indeed, and move your souls, I
think. Yet perhaps God will use our weakness, and we may use it with
ourselves, to stir us up to greater strength. You know the difference
between slow motion and rapidity. If there were a cannon ball rolled slowly
down these aisles, it might not hurt anybody; it might be very large, very
huge, but it might be so rolled along that you might not rise from your
seats in fear. But if somebody would give me a rifle, and ever so small a
ball, I reckon that if the ball flew along the Tabernacle, some of you might
find it very difficult to stand in its way. It is the force that does the thing.
So, it is not the great man who is loaded with learning that will achieve
work for God; it is the man, who, however small his ability, is filled with
force and fire, and who rushes forward in the energy which heaven has
given him, that will accomplish the work — the man who has the most
intense spiritual life, who has real vitality at its highest point of tension, and
living, while he lives, with all the force of his nature for the glory of God.
Put these three or four things together, and I think you have the means of
prosperity.

I1. Time flies, and therefore while I briefly hint, I must leave you largely to
meditate, The Results Which Flow from This Prosperity — souls are
saved.

John Owen said that if you had to preach to a whole nation for twelve
months, in order to win one soul, it would be good wages, for a soul is so
priceless, that to redeem it from going down to the pit would be worth the
expenditure of all human strength. Richard Knill once said, that if there
were only one unconverted person in the wilds of Siberia, and that God
had ordained that every Christian in the world must go and talk to that one
person before he would be converted, it would be an exceedingly little
thing for us all to do, to go all the way there through the cold, and frost,
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and snow, to win that one soul. And he was right, and I may well stir you
up to energy when the result will be the conversion of souls.

The name of our Lord Jesus Christ is glorified. Who would not wish to
live, or even to die, for this?

“Let him be crowned with majesty,
Who bowed his head in death,
And let his praise be sounded high,
By all things that have breath.”

If you have not forgotten what he suffered for you, dear friends, do you
not wish to see him crowned with many crowns? He wore the crown of
thorns for you, would not you wish to see the fruit of his soul’s travail, the
removal of the curse, the extension of his kingdom, the honor of his fame,
the growing enthusiasm of his subjects — to make his excellency apparent,
and his praise more and more famous to the very end of time? I know you
would, and therefore I ask you to strive together with us in your prayers
and your efforts, that the number of his disciples may be multiplied

greatly.

Moreover, the result will be to build up the church itself, for there is no
good done in the name of Jesus which does not redound to the satisfaction
of his bride. If you do good to another, you are taking the shortest way to
do good to your own soul. As those who promote sanitary measures for
the benefit of the neighborhood are thereby favoring the conditions of their
own health, so the promulgation of saving knowledge throughout the
world is augmenting the peace and the welfare of our own hearts, and of all
who are already saved. Truly, Ibelieve, that some persons are never
comfortable in religion, because they are selfish in it. If they began to live
with some object, their constant distress of mind would soon be rolled
away. May God, therefore, stir us up, that the whole church may thereby
be blessed.

II1. But I must now come to the point with which I proposed to finish,
namely, The Alternative Which I Think Stands Before This Church and
Every Other Church.

Either we must get a high state of prosperity, or else we shall lack what is
to be dreaded to the very uttermost. How many churches there are which
have proved the truth of what I am now going to say! They have not tried
to increase; they have not cared about conversions, and very soon there has
been murmuring. One did not like the minister; another did not like the
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deacons; a third objected to a brother that was introduced; and all this,
perhaps, was quietly hushed up because they were too respectable to come
to an open disturbance, but still there it was — the fire in the embers; and
thus it kept on till, by-and-by, they come to one of two things, either
lethargy or else division. They settled down as quiet and sober religious
people. The minister was not excited; not he! The people could not be
stirred. The boast was that there were so many carriages on a Sunday
outside the chapel. Some trusted in chariots and some in horses, but there
was nothing about conversion. Why, Iknow churches whose baptismal
pool would have been green by now if the water had been standing in it, so
few have there been added to their number. And yet they are not at all
dissatisfied. “No,” the good deacon says, “you know our pew-rents keep
up very well; we have not a seat to let in the gallery!” “Ah!” and says the
minister, “And while we have the most respectable people in the town
come among us, we do not approve of these revivalists down the back
street who are trying to catch those poor sinners; at least, if they want
them, they may have them, for we do not want them.” That is the style in
which some of these people talk. If they do not say it in words, they think
it in their hearts. Well, and when a church does get into that dreadful state,
it becomes noxious as a very dunghill. And when there is very little
spiritual animation there soon comes to be the ferment of very great
division. Somebody or other cannot bear this. Some young and fervent
spirit speaks out about it, and the minister does not like it, the deacons do
not like it, and they try to put him down. Then half-a-dozen more of the
members think that he is right, and the life that is in the church wakes up.
The trumpet is sounded, and there is a troop led off to establish a healthy
organization somewhere else, and the old corpus is left to rot as it may,
and to decay as many churches do. Now, were I a prophet, I might tell you
what should come to pass in latter days; but speaking as a monitor, rather
than as a seer, I should not wonder but I could almost tell what you will
come to by-and-by. In my day may it never, never be. You will get to be
very respectable over at the Tabernacle; after I die you will have an organ, I
dare say, and you will get a fine parson to deliver the most polished
discourses to you, and where you will then drift I can readily guess. The
Lord have mercy upon you, and save you from it. This is the tendency,
however, of every church, it matters not what it is. Where the most honest,
simple, faithful preachers have been, the people have got to be too great
for the gospel, and too proud to receive the truth in the love of it. May it
never happen in our days, however, and if earnest prayer can prevent it,
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may it never happen so long as the world stands, but till Christ comes may
you be an honest, truth- loving people, striving together for the gospel of
our Lord Jesus Christ, and never departing from the earnest simplicity of
the faith. But unless we keep up the earnest spirit amongst us, we shall
very soon degenerate into the ordinary dead-alive Christianity, which is
only half as good as nothing at all, because it gives men a name to live
when they are dead.

The picture I have drawn may seem to you too highly-coloured, but I
assure you that I have seen such things. I am not old, but I have lived long
enough to see churches go in this way; ay, and churches too, that were
once warm-hearted. I have seen young members who were once earnest
grow cold. I have seen old members who were once content to worship
with the humble ones, get a little up in the world. Then “of course” they
must go to church! I have seen congregations broken to pieces, and
churches split up, and the bottom of it all has been because the vital
godliness has been drained out of the system; the love of God has not
remained in the heart, for when the rich man has the love of God in his
heart, he delights to see the multitude gathered together; he is glad to do
his part, and help in all he can. And the learned man, if the preaching does
not always suit him, yet he is glad to think that the unlearned have a
preacher whom they can understand. Whoever the man may be, or
however great and famous, if he loves Christ he is satisfied with the
simple truth. “Give me that,” says he, “and that is enough. I can get my
fine thinking and my fine reading in the weekdays if | want it; but on the
Sabbath let me hear of Jesus; let me hear the story of the cross; let me see
sinners led to Calvary — it is all I want, and I am well content if I have
this.”

Are there not many here tonight who are unconverted? They will wonder
perhaps what [ am making all this stir about. Let me address myself
personally to you. O ye unconverted women, it is about you that we are
concerned. And you, ye unconverted men, it is about you that we are
anxious; we are seeking after you. Why, for our own sakes, if there were
none to be saved, we might be content to hear far different doctrine from
this. The doctrines of grace are sweet in our ears, and our souls would be
well enough fed by them. But because we want to see you saved we have
to talk with you, and attend to these practical matters since we want to see
you brought to Christ. Now look at the text, and it may give you some
comfort if you are willing to lay hold on Christ. Do you notice, it is said
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that “a great company of the priests were obedient to the faith”? Now,
these priests were they that conspired to crucify Christ. They were once the
bigoted enemies of the gospel, but they became obedient to the faith. Why
should not you, then? Iknow the devil tells you that you have been
too great a sinner. That cannot be. Perhaps he reminds you that you have
been a scoffer, or have lived in immorality, or have been self-righteous,
which is as heinous a sin as any other. Ah! well, but the blood of Jesus
Christ, his Son, cleanseth us from all sin. A young woman wrote to me the
other day — 1 do not know who she is, but she said, “I cannot tell
anybody, but I have done so-and-so, a dreadful sin indeed, if my mother
knew it it would break her heart.” I do not know here, and therefore her
mother will never know it from me, but she says, “Can I be saved?” Young
woman, you can! She says that she is worse than Magdalene, for
Magdalene did not know Christ when she was a sinner, but she did know
the gospel, and yet sinned. Oh! well, if you are worse than Magdalene,
Christ will be glorified in saving such a one as you are. Only come with all
your sin about you, and throw yourself at his feet. Trust him! Trust him!
Do him the honor to believe that he can save even such an abominable
sinner as you have been. Though you have gone to the utmost extremity of
human guilt, and looked over the gulf of endless misery, yet still believe
him; trust him, and he will be as good as ever you can think him to be; for
when you think your highest thoughts of him, he is higher than your
highest thoughts, and can save even to the uttermost. The priests were
obedient to the faith; why not you? They believed in Christ, saw the fold,
entered in, and were saved; why should not you be like them? Did you
notice how it is described? They were “obedient 