THE METROPOLITAN

TABERNACLE PuLPIT VOL. 53

(Sermons Nos. 3020-3072)
Published in 1907
by Charles Spurgeon

The content of this manuscript is in the Public Domain. Any part
may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in
any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise. Please distribute freely.

Grace-eBooks.com



GOOD CHEER FROM GRACE
RECEIVED.

NO. 3020

PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, DECEMBER 27TH, 1906,
DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE. NEWINGTON.

“And, behold, a woman, which was diseased with an issue of blood
twelve years, came behind him, and touched the hem of his
garment: for she said within herself, If [may but touch his
garment, [ shall be whole. But Jesus turned him about, and when
he saw her, he said, Daughter, be of good comfort; thy faith hath
made thee whole. And the woman was made whole from that
hour.” — Matthew 9:20-22.

“But as he went the people thronged him. And a woman having an
issue of blood twelve years, which had spent all her living upon
physicians, neither could be healed of any, came behind him, and
touched the border of his garment: and immediately her issue of
blood stanched. And Jesus said, Who touched me? When all
denied, Peter and they that were him said, Master, the multitude
throng thee and press thee, and sayest thou, Who touched me?
And Jesus said, Somebody hath touched me: for I perceive that
virtue is gone out of me. And when the woman saw that she was
not hid, she came trembling, and falling down before him, she
declared unto him before all the people for what cause she had
touched him, and how she was healed immediately. And he said
unto her, Daughter, be of good comfort: thy faith hath made thee
whole: go in peace.”

— Luke 8:42-48*

* Other Sermons by Mr. Spurgeon, upon this Miracle, published in the
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Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, are as follows : — No. 1,809, “May I?”
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No. 2,018, “Cured at Last!” and No. 2,019, “She was not Hid” (The last
is a double number, price twopence.)

THE words of good cheer which our Savior spoke to this woman were not
given to her while she was coming to him, for that would have been
premature. She had not avowed her desire to be healed, she had uttered no
prayer, she had actually as yet sought nothing at the Savior’s hands; and,
hence, she had not reached the stage at which comfort is fitting. She does
not appear to have required comfort in taking her first step; she was
resolved upon that, and she took it without fail. It is one of the unwisest
things under heaven to comfort people who do not require it. When we are
dealing with enquirers, our love may bring them loss if we offer them
words of cheer when they need admonition or rebuke. Any comfort which
keeps a soul short of Christ is dangerous. A sinner’s main business is to get
to Jesus himself, to exercise personal faith in the personal Savior; and we
have no right to a gleam of comfort until we have heartily and honestly
trusted in Christ. If encouragements to believe are used as a sort of halfway
house to rest in before actually believing, they are mischievously used, and
may ruin our souls.

This afflicted woman did not require to be cheered so soon, for she had
such confidence in Christ, and such a resolve to put her confidence to the
test, that difficulties could not hinder her, nor crowds keep her back. The
Savior was in the press, she joined the throng, and with a holy boldness
mixed with a sacred modesty she came behind him, only wishing to touch
his garment, or even the fringe of it, feeling persuaded that, if she did but
come into contact with the Lord, no matter how, she would be healed.
According to her faith so was it done to her, and it was after she had been
healed that our Lord spoke comfortingly to her. He brought not forth the
cup of cordial till the need for it had fully come. After she had touched him,
and her faith had made her whole, a trial awaited her, and her spirit was
ready to faint, and then the tender One cheered her by saying, “Thy faith
hath made thee whole; go in peace.”

It happens to many and many a heart that, after it has obtained the
blessing of salvation, and has been healed of the disease of sin, a time of
fear occurs. After it has made its confession of faith, a season of
trembling follows; occurring, perhaps, as areaction from the joy of
salvation, a rebound of the spirit from excessive delight. We eat the
heavenly provision eagerly, and it is sweet to our taste; and yet,
afterwards, our long hunger
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having weakened us, we do not digest the food with ease, and pains ensue
for which medicine is required. We fear and tremble because of the
greatness of the mercy received, and then this word is wanted: “Be of good
comfort: thy faith hath made thee whole.”

We will meditate, first, upon this woman’s need of comfort; secondly,
upon the comfort which Jesus gave her; and then, in the third place, we
will enter a little further into that comfort, and think of the faith which
Jesus Christ declared had made her whole, — the faith to which he
pointed her for comfort.

I. Come, then, dear friend, and attentively consider THIS WOMAN’S NEED OF
GOOD CHEER. She felt in her body that she was made whole, and yet she
stood in urgent need of comfort. This necessity arose from several causes.

First, she had hoped to obtain the blessing secretly, and she was found
out. She thought that, by coming behind the Lord Jesus in the press, she
would not be observed; and she anxiously desired secrecy because the
peculiarity of her bodily disorder caused her to dread publicity. She aimed
at gaining her end, and retreating unnoticed into the multitude. Truth to
tell, she stole the cure. Her touch was given in stealth, no eye redoing upon
her. No disciple scorns to have spied her out, nor had anyone in the throng
perceived the deed, or else, when the in Master said, “Who touched me?”
one or other of them would have pointed her out. So far, she had shunned
observation, and even the Savior himself had not seen her with his bodily
eyes; but faith such as hers could not be hid. It was not meet that such a
flower should bloom unseen. She is called for; and she stands discovered,
the center of all eyes.

You, perhaps, dear friend, have hoped to find salvation, and to keep it a
secret. You entered the house of prayer a stranger to the things of God,
but very anxious; there you sat and wept; but you tried to conceal your
feelings from those who sat near you. You have gone in and out of the
place of worship, seeking the Savior, but fearing to be suspected of doing
so. Nobody spoke to you or, if anyone did, you evaded all the questions
that were put to you, for you were as jealous of your secret as if you
carried diamonds, and were afraid of thieves —

Now you have believed in the Savior, or at least you hope so, but you
court secrecy just as much. You have found honey and you have tried to
eat it all alone, not because you grudge others eating it with you, but
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because you are afraid of them. You did not wish mother or father,
kinsfolk or acquaintance, to suspect you of being a Christian; you shrank
from the blessed charge, and desired to be a secret friend of Jesus, a
Nicodemaus, or a Joseph of Arimathea. To your great amazement, you
have been found out. Like Saul, you hid among the stuff, but the people
have called you forth. Your love to Jesus has oozed out, and is spoken of
by many. Do you wonder? How can fire be hidden? Your speech has
betrayed you. Your manner and spirit have discovered you, as odors betray
sweet flowers. And now that it is out, you feel a sinking of spirit at the
notice you have attracted. Your modesty cries, They take me for a
Christian. Can I live like a Christian? Shall 1T be able to adorn my
profession? They have discovered me in the family; my brothers and sisters
see that there is a change in me. Is it, a real change? Or shall I turn out to
be one of those deceivers who have a name to live, and yet are dead?”

Your heart fails you for fear of future backsliding and apostasy; And well
it may be, for flesh is week, and the world is betwitching, and Satan is
subtle, and is deceitful. Whatever comfort there is in our present
meditation will be meant, for you, since it is intended for persons
embarrassed by being forced out of the shade of solitude into the glare of
observation, troubled because they fear that they shall not honor the holy
name which is named upon them. To you who are in that condition, Jesus
says, at this moment, “Be of good comfort: thy faith hath made thee
whole.”

This poor woman, in addition to being found out, had been constrained to
make a public personal testimony. As we have already noticed, her case
was a very special one, in which, privacy would naturally be courted; but
that privacy had been invaded, the Savior had looked for her, and had
demanded, “Who touched me?” and she all trembling and fraid had been
constrained to fall down before him and to tell him all the truth, do you
wonder that the excitement was too much for her? The people had been
astonished as they heard of the wondrous power which had emanated from
the person of Christ, even through the fringe of his garment, and that
astonishment in a great measure referred to her. She was the observed of
all observers. Of her cure she had to make a public acknowledgment. She
was equal to the task. Being brought to bay, she did her work bravely, and
bore full and telling testimony. Take careful note that our Lord did not bid
her be of good cheer till she had so done. She trembled before she
confessed the Lord’s deed of grace which had been wrought upon her; but,
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as soon as she had made a public avowal, her Lord said to her, “Daughter,
be of good comfort.”

I have known certain timid ones, who have wished to unite with the church
on the sly, and to make no open confession either by word of mouth or by
baptism; I have refused to be a party to take breeding of cowards, and they
have lived to thank me for what seemed a harsh demand. Yet, when the
confession has been made once for all, many brave hearts have been full of
anxiety and down-castings. They have confessed Christ before men, they
have told the Lord has done for their souls; and after it has and have said
within themselves, “What great things will be be able to live up to it all?”
After the bold, open confession comes the inward shrinking; though they
are not sorry that they made the avowal for, on the contrary, they would
make it a thousand times over if they could glorify Christ thereby; yet they
know their weakness, and tremble lest they should over behave themselves
so as to prove unworthy of the cause of their beloved, Redeemer. If you,
dear friend, have just come out from the world, and have newly said, “I am
on the Lord’s side,” do not feel surprise if what you have just done should,
upon calm consideration, look almost like presumption. A sense of fear is
natural when you see to what a service your dedication vows have bound
you. At such a time, Jesus will give you the comfort of the text, “Be of
good cheer; thy faith hath made thee whole.” May you have grace to
receive it by faith, and to drink in all its consolation!

This, however, is not quite all the reason for the woman’s needing
encouragement at the moment the Lord bestowed it. This woman, no
doubt, had a very deep reverence for the Lord Jesus Christ. She had such
an esteem for him that oven his garments were thought by her to be
saturated with healing energy; and now, when she found herself
immediately in his presence, she trembled, and was afraid. She had come
behind him, no doubt, to a great extent out of modesty and humility as
well as out of timidity; and now she finds herself face to face with the
glorious Lord, and he is asking her questions, and in full view of all the
people she has to avow her faith in him. I hardly think that she was afraid
of the people, but, I do think that her faith was so reverential that she felt
an awe at being found immediately in the presence of the Lord.

Beloved friend, you have been singing lately, —

“Happy day, happy day,
When Jesus washed my sins away;” —
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and you have joined in meetings where all have been filled with a sacred
delight because they have met with Jesus; and I should not wonder if,
when you have been at home afterwards alone, and you have thought the
matter over, it has seemed too gracious a thing be really true that the Lord
of glory had lovingly communed with you. As your thoughts of him have
risen in reverential love, you have said, “Is it possible? Is it true? Am I not
dreaming? Has the son of God really looked on me in love? Can it be true
that he, who wears the majesty of heaven, has set his heart upon me, and
has come to tabernacle in my breast? This is a miracle of miracles! Os it
indeed a fact?” You have felt pressed down by the weight of the divine
goodness. I remember well, not only the joy I had when I found the Savior,
but the horror of great darkness which fell upon me within a very short
time after Ihad rejoiced with joy unspeakable. It was on this account I
knew that I had found the Lord; I was fully, assured of my salvation, and
full of joy as to my possession of his love; but then I asked, “Is it not too
good to be time? Is salvation altogether of free grace? Is there an
everlasting love of God, and is it fixed on me? Am I indeed an heir of God,
and a joint-heir with Jesus Christ?” The brightness of the glory blinded my
weak eyes: by floods of amazing love I was carried off my feet. Are you in
such a condition? Then it is time for the Savior’s gentle words to sound in
your heart, “Be of good comfort: thy faith hath made thee whole.” When a
reverent sense of the Lord’s amazing condescension causes us to swoon at
heart, he will stay us with flagons, and comfort us with apples. This is a
sweet melancholy which infinite love can soon relieve.

Perhaps, the greatest reason for the trembling of the woman in the
narrative lay in a sense of her faulty coming. When she looked back at, the
way in which she had approached the Lord, she saw a mass of faults in it,
as we may well do in ours. When she had been made whole, her faith
would say to her,” The blessed did not deserve that you should come
behind him, and touch his garment in that unbelieving fashion. See what a
Savior he is! What love, what tenderness shines in his face! Why did you
not come to him openly? You crouched in the rear; why did you not look
him full in the face, and crave his mercy? He would have received you
freely, why did you suspect his grace! You may have wounded him by
doubting his willingness, to bless you. You should not have indulged such
unbelief.” After a seeker has found the Lord, and has experienced
salvation, he is sometimes tempted to question whether he is really a
believer in Jesus. He reasons within himself thus “My faith is so mixed with
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unbelief that I am ashamed of it. Why did I come to Jesus in such a way as
I did come? It was well to come, but Oh that [had come in a more
childlike spirit, and that I had done him the justice to have a greater
confidence in him. Do you, dear friend, know this experience? If so, to
you and to all others who are thus exercised, the comfort of our text is
addressed.

Very likely, conscience would charge the trembling woman with dishonest
stealth in her way of getting her cure. “You felt, at the time, that you had
no right to the blessing; but you snatched at it, and did not ask the Savior’s
leave to take it. You thought that wound be healed, and then run away, and
none would be any the wiser; thus you robbed the Lord of his glory. Can a
blessing rest on such a way of acting?”” Conscience made her tremble; and,
therefore, the Savior as good as said, “Daughter, do not suspect your faith,
for it has made you whole, and therefore it is good faith. However it acted,
it has brought you healing therefore do not distress yourself about its
imperfections, but go in peace.” He pointed her for comfort to the fact
that, however faulty might be the way of her coming, it had healed her, and
therefore she might well be content. Is there not a word of cheer in this for
us also? If we have been renewed in heart and life, the faith by which this
change was wrought cannot but be good. Perhaps, too, she might have felt
that it was sadly too bold of her, a woman unclean according to the law, to
push among the throng, and dare to touch the Lord himself. Many and
many a time my heart has whispered to itself, “How could you be so bold
as to trust Christ?” The devil has called it presumption, and my trembling
heart has feared that it might be so. One thing I know, I am certain that I
am healed, even as the woman knew that the cure was wrought in her. This
I do know, that I am not what I once was, but. I am made a new creature
in Christ Jesus: yet the question will propose itself, “How can it be that you
dared to dash in, and seize on mercy, being such a sinner, and so utterly
unworthy?”’

For my own part, I confess that I acted toward the Lord Jesus somewhat
like a poor starving dog, who saw meat in the butcher’s shop, and could
not restrain himself from laying hold thereon, and running away with it.
Many a butcher would chase the wretched creature, and take the meat,
from him; but our Savior is of a nobler temper. If our Lord Jesus sees us
grasp his mercy, he will never take it. away from us. He says, “Him that
cometh to me. I will in no wise cast out.” O you, who are quite unfit to
come to Christ, and altogether unworthy of his favor, you are the very
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people who may come and welcome! O you, who say that you have no
warrant to come to Jesus, he would have you come without any warrant
but his own Word, which saith, “Whosoever will, let him come.” Let your
want of inward warrant be your warrant; you are needy and sinful, be this
your passport. Come along with you, and boldly grasp the covenanted
mercy. It will not be theft, for Jesus has already given over himself and all
that he has to all who are willing to have him. Have courage to take freely
what the Lord freely gives.

“To sinners poor, like me and you,
He saith he’ll ‘freely give;’
Come, thirsty souls, and prove it’s true;
Drink, and for ever live.”

Yet it may be that, after you have done so, and have obtained the blessing,
you will fall into a fainting fit, and swoon with fear because, you question
your right to it. Hearken to a word of comfort. “Possession is nine points
of the law,” and it is all the ten points of the gospel. So, long as you have
Christ, there is no need to ask how you got him. Yet. the trembling
conscience whispers, You had no right to believe. You are not the man
who should have ventured trust in Jesus.” Then you will need a cheering
word, and then will you have it, even as our dear Master said, “Daughter,
be of good comfort; thy faith hath made thee whole.” Let what grace has
done for you plead your justification for having believed in Jesus. .If you
are indexed and renewed, question not your faith, but believe yet more, and
you shall see greater things than these.

Thus, then, I set forth the woman’s need of comfort, and if anyone else is
in a like case to hers, let him look up, and be of good cheer, for her feet
have trodden the way of fear before him. Let him say, as Augustus Toplady
did, —

“If my Lord himself reveal,
No other good I want;

Only Christ my wounds can heal,
Or silence my complaint.
“He that suffer’d in my stead,
Shall my physician be;

1 will not be comforted
Till Jesus comforts me.”
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I1. May the Holy Spirit rest upon us while we notice THE COMFORT WHICH
JESUS GAVE HER. He said to her, “Daughter, be of good comfort; thy faith
hath made thee whole.”

There was comfort in the loving title. To call her “daughter” was most
kind and tender. I suppose that she must have been of much the same age
as our Lord himself, and therefore he did not call her “daughter” because
of her youth. When our Lord said “daughter,” he expressed his tender
consideration for her, which made him feel towards her as tenderly as a
father to a child. “Sister” would have been the word, if he had only meant
human relationship, but “daughter” meant careful affection. While Jesus is
our Brother, there is a sense in which he is our Father also, and he
exercises towards his poor, downcast children a father’s pity and care.

Such a title must have dispelled her fears. To be so near of kin to him who
had wrought a matchless cure upon her, was consolation enough. Let our
tried and cast-down friends rest with us concerning this matter: you have
believed in Jesus, and you have confessed his name, and you are made
whole; go your way in peace. Henceforth you belong to Christ, and you
are related to Christ as his daughter or son; do not, therefore, question
your right,, since the grace of adoption has confirmed it. If the Lord calls
you his daughter, you did no wrong when you touched your Father’s
garment. If he avows you as his child, be not so unwise as to question the
divine declaration. Your rights and privileges henceforth are almost
boundless.

You may do much more than touch his garment’s hem, you may lean on
his breast. He gives you greater privileges than those which you have yet
enjoyed, yea, favors beyond what you ask or even think. To those who
believe on him, he gives the right and privilege to become the sons of God,
even to as many as believe on his name, so that all question about, your
right to do this or that may be ended, for he calls you his own beloved
child, and says, “Be of good comfort.”

The main point of consolation was that she was cured: Jesus said to her,
“Thy faith hath made thee whole,” which would bring her comfort in
several ways; for, first, it was a great consolation that her impurity was
gone. So, my brother, if you have believed in Jesus, you are no longer
regarded as unclean before the Lord. The blood of the Lord Jesus has
removed your defilement. You are, “accepted in the Beloved;” his blood,
like the hyssop of which David sang, has purged you, and you are clean.
Do not look upon yourself as being what you are not; but know yourself
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be whiter than snow in Christ Jesus. In the removal of your guilt, and the
renewal of your nature, the source of your defilement is destroyed. Do not,
therefore, hide your face, and stand afar off from God; but come boldly to
the throne of grace, since grace has made, you meet to come. When, my
anxious brother, you come, before the Lord with the recollection of all
your past transgressions, you may well be ashamed and confounded, and
feel if you could never open your mouth any more; but know of a surety
that your sins have ceased to be, they shall not be mentioned against you
any more for ever: God, even the God of judgment, has blotted out the
record. Humble yourself for having been a transgressor, but, let a sense of
perfect forgiveness embolden you in coming to your Savior.

Whatever you once were, God views you not as you were in yourself, but
as what you are in Christ Jesus. When you come to his table, and feast
among his family, do not hesitate to feel at home, although it cannot be
denied that you once stood at the swine-trough, and hungered after husks.
Say within your believing heart, “Whatever I was, my Father has kissed
me, and put a ring on my hand, and shoes on my feet, therefore I will eat
and drink as he bids me, and I will not mar the music and the merriment by
unbelieving lamentations. My father rejoiced over me because he had
received me safe and sound, and shall I not be glad at being thus received?”
God be thanked that, though ye were the servants of sin, ye have obeyed
from the heart that form of doctrine which was delivered unto you: and you
are now brought into the glorious liberty of the children of God.

Though you were once unclean, polluted, and polluting, it may be said of
you, “But ye are washed, but ye are sanctified.” Perhaps your old name
will stick to you as it did to Rahab the harlot, and to Simon the leper; but
do not feel degraded, since the Lord has turned away your reproach. Hear
Jesus Christ himself say to you, “Daughter, be of good comfort; thy faith
hath made thee whole.”

Remember that, and rejoice in his presence. You have a right to be among
his people, for your faith has made you whole, and this is the mark which
all his people wear. You are a sinner, it is true; but you are a sinner saved
from wrath through infinite love. You are no longer a miserable sinner,
and why should you call yourself so? You are a happy, blessed, forgiven
child, whom the Lord has taken from the dunghill, and set, among his
princely children. Rejoice, therefore, because your faith has made you
whole. Is not this a theme for boundless gratitude? Come boldly into the
church; come boldly to the throne of grace; for you are so cleansed by the
blood of
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atonement that you may come unquestioned even into the holy of holies.
Has not Jesus said, “He that is washed is clean every whit?” The woman
was comforted by being made to see in her cure that Jesus was not angry
with her. Our Lord in effect said to the saved woman, “Have you been
afraid that you did wrong in touching me? Are you fearful lest I should be
grieved because you did not, believe, enough in me to come and face me,
but must needs steal behind me? Do you suspect that I shall blame you
because of the littleness of your faith? Now,” — he puts it so sweetly, —
“do not think so, but be of good comfort, for thy faith hath made thee
whole.” Though her faith dared only to touch the hem of his garment, it
was evidently acceptable faith, for because of it the Lord had made her
whole. It is clear that the Lord has not rejected our faith when he owns and
honors it. He cannot be vexed at a confidence which he has evidently
rewarded.

Beloved friend, has your faith been such that it has made you abhor sin?
Has it been such that the things you once loved you now hate, and the
things you once hated you now love? Has your faith made a complete
change in you? Are you a new man in Christ Jesus? Have you been made
whole, morally and spiritually? Then, be sure that no wrong faith could
have wrought this good work in you a faith that produces wholeness or
holiness of life cannot have been a mistake. Whether in your coming to
Jesus you came behind him or before him, whether you touched his
gracious hand or touched his garment’s hewn, whether you did it secretly
or did it publicly, all these enquiries are interesting, but not essential; for if
a change of heart has been wrought in you and you are saved, then the
Lord Jesus must be pleased with you. He could not have wrought a great
work in you, and yet be angry with you; and, therefore, you need not be
troubled as to the way in which you came to him. “Be of good comfort; thy
faith hath made thee whole,” is a most sweet and effectual way of lulling
fears to rest. Possibly, the poor woman may have been haunted by the fear
that she would suffer a relapse, but our Lord consoles her by the assurance
that her faith had effectually made her whole. She had not obtained a little
time of deliverance from the evil, so that it would recur again, but she was
made whole. The Lord gives her a medical certificate; he sends her forth
with a clean bill of health. Oh, how sweet it is when Jesus Christ gives to
any one of us a full assurance of complete salvation, so that we are
delivered from all fear of the malady’s return, and can walk abroad free
from fear! I know that some Christians think that, after Christ has fed us,
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and given us new hearts, the old hearts may come back; and though his
grace is in us awell of water which he promises shall spring up to
everlasting life, yet they think that it may dry up to the last drop. Beloved,
I do not thus read the Word, but the very opposite is clear to me in Sacred
Writ. The work of in the soul is a lasting and an everlasting work; and if
you are once healed by Christ, he has wrought in you an effectual cure,
which will hold good throughout time and throughout eternity. Solomon
truly said, “I know that, whatsoever God doeth, it shall be for ever.” He
who has made you whole will keep you whole, for his gifts and calling are
without repentance. The comfort to the woman in the narrative was meant,
as we have seen, to meet the trial occasioned by her open confession. She
had been driven to reveal her secret, and this to a large extent caused her
trembling. She would rather have hidden in the press, but she was called to
the front, and made to confess Jesus before all. The Savior, in effect, says,
“You need not be ashamed tell your story, for it ends well, since you are
made whole; you need not be ashamed to let everybody know that your
faith has healed you; what does it matter what. your sickness was, if you
are now recovered from it?” It will be no disgrace to us to; confess our
guilt if, at the same moment, we are assured of full forgiveness. It is
annoying to hear persons talk flippantly of their sins before conversion as
though they were proud of them; they seem to glory in them as a
Greenwich pensioner might boast, of his battles and his broken bones: such
things are to be mentioned with blushes and tears. Say as little as you can
about those things whereof you are now ashamed, and let what you do say
be spoken in lowliest penitence. Still, there are times when you are bound
to tell out your case to the praise of the glory of the grace which so
abounded where your sin abounded; and then you need not be afraid to tell
your story, for grace has made it end so well. Let the world know that,
though foully defiled, you came into contact with the Savior by simply,
humbly believing in him, and that by this simple means you are saved.
Once more, if anyone is conscious that faith has saved him, he may take to
himself the good cheer of the text;, and use it wherever he goes, for
nothing can happen to him so bad as that which has been removed. “Thy
faith has saved thee,” is an antidote for many ills. “/ am very poor,” says
one; so was this woman, for she had spent all that she had upon physicians;
but Jesus said to her, “Thy faith hath made thee whole.” “I am very sick,”
cries a friend, “I feel low and ill;” but “thy faith hath saved thee;” is not
this joy enough? Oh, what a blessing it is to be saved! That you are saved,
is enough to set all your nature on a blaze with joy. I am sure, that the
healed
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woman felt rich, though she had not two pence to chink together in her
pocket, she was made whole, by faith, and that was wealth enough for her.
To be one of the Lord’s saved ones, is joy enough to upbear the heart
under every affliction. Do you not see that, if your faith has changed your
character, and delivered you from the desperate plague of sin, there
remains no longer any impossibility or even difficulty in the way of duty?
You have been half afraid to try to teach the children in the Sunday-school;
but, surely, since your faith has made you whole, you can teach a few little
children! You have been afraid to address a score of people in a village
chapel; but you need not be afraid to try if God has called you, for the faith
which has made you whole can give you “a word in season.” What is there
that, faith cannot do! Why, if my faith has had the power to drop the
burden of my sin into the sepulcher of my Lord, what is there, that it
cannot, accomplish? If, by that faith, my soul has risen from among the
dead, and taken her seat at, the right hand of the Father in the heavenly
places in Christ, what shall stand in its way? If we have to force, a passage,
through a throng of devils, we need not hesitate; and though all the world
combined and stood against us, we need not fear. Our faith has made us
whole: who can undo the miracle? A faith which, by divine grace, saves us
from hell, and secures us for heaven, what is there, that, it, cannot
accomplish? It laughs at impossibilities, and marches from strength to
strength in majestic serenity. Holy confidence shall win victory upon
victory, till at last it shall cry, “I have “fought a good fight, I have finished
my course, | have kept the faith; henceforth there is laid up for me a crown
of righteousness, which the Lord the righteous Judge, shall give me at that,
day.” Icannot imagine a sweeter consolation than this: “Thy faith hath
made thee whole; go in peace:” endeavor to suck the honey out of it.

II1. We will close this meditation by considering THE FAITH WHICH OUR
LORD COMMENED.

It made her whole; that is its best certificate of excellence. There is much
to note in reference to that faith, but a few brief hints may suffice. Her faith
is to be commended because it out- lived a long season of discouragement
She had been twelve years afflicted; — think of that! Patience had indeed
had its perfect work in her. But she believed in Christ for a cure, and the
cure came to her. So will it be with every one who will believe in Jesus. If
there could be a soul found which had been living in sin twelve hundred
years, if it had faith in Jesus, he would make it whole. After half a century
of impenitence, he that believeth in Christ Jesus is saved at once. Eighty
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years of sin vanish in a moment when a man trusts in the great atonement
Come, dear unconverted friend, and cast yourself at Christ’s feet at this
quiet hour, for he will not cast you out.

The faith which healed this poor woman had survived many failures, she
had been deceived by all sorts of quacks and medicine-men, and yet she
had not lost the capacity for faith. It is said that she had “suffered many
things of many physicians,” and I can well believe it, for if you read the
prescriptions of the old doctors, you will quite agree that poor humanity
has suffered many things from “the faculty.” The way in which the ancient
doctors went to work to cure their patients much resembled that which a
man would follow who was eager to kill them. Dr. Sangrado, by his
bleeding and drenching, has sent many into a premature grave; and, in
Christ’s time, if you wanted to be well, the first, rule was to avoid all
physicians. I will tell you the names of a few spiritual doctors to whom. I
beseech you not to go; for, if you do, you will suffer a great deal from
them, but get no good. There is one, whose name is Dr. Self-confidence,
who is in partnership with a relative called Dr. Self-righteousness. Dr.
Legality, and his son Mr. Civility, are another popular pair of cheats. You
will find them at, home whenever you call, and they will give you bitter
doses or silver-coated pills as they see fit, but never a whit the better will
you be. There is a doctor about just now, who was educated by the Jesuits,
and practises the Romeopathic system, — wafers and wine-and-water are
his specific; to this school belong Mr. Surgeon Ceremonies, and Doctor
Sacraments. None of these can heal a sick soul: have nothing to do with
them, but apply to the beloved Physician, even the Lord Jesus Christ. Some
of us went, round to most of these pretenders, and gave them a long trial;
and though we were disappointed in them all, yet we still were enabled to
believe in Jesus Christ. Dear friend, do the same. Though you have been
disappointed everywhere else, yet go and knock at Christ’s door; and t hat
faith of yours, which leaps over discouragement, will make you whole. Her
faith believed in simple touching: she used no ceremonies, she only
believed. It was a faith which believed that she would be healed without
payment She took the cure gratis; she offered no fee. That is gospel faith
which takes Christ’s forgiveness without money and without price, just as
he presents it in the gospel. Hers was a great faith, for she believed that
Christ, could heal her when he was occupied with healing another. He was
hastening to the house of Jairus to work a miracle there, and yet she
believed that he could heal her on the, way. Can you, dear reader, believe
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in this fashion? Do you know, of a surety, that however Jesus may be now
occupied, he can without difficulty at this moment pardon and save you?
If you have reached so great a confidence, then give the saving touch, and
trust him once for all. The poor sick soul had a faith which assured her
that Christ could bless her when his back was turned. Can you also reach
this point? Some of God’s own children can hardly trust him when they
see the light of his countenance, but this woman could trust him when his
back was turned towards her. I would to God that we had, each of us,
such confidence in Jesus that we would not doubt, under any
circumstances, his power and willingness to save all who trust him. He
must save these who rely upon him. It is a necessity of his nature that
those who touch him should receive healing from him. Trusting in Jesus is
a man’s best evidence that he is saved, for it is written, “He that believeth
in him is not condemned.” Faith has made its possessor whole, whoever
he may be, and if you are resting alone in Jesus, and his finished work, the
life of the holy has begun in you, and you may therefore’ “be of good
comfort .”
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LANDLORD AND TENANT

NO. 3021

A SERMON PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, JANUARY 3RD, 1907,
DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.
“Set thine house in order; for thou shalt die, and not live.” Isaiah 38:1.

NOTWITHSTANDING that a thousand voices proclaim our mortality, we are
all to apt to put aside the contemplation of it Since we cannot escape from
death, we endeavor to shut our eyes to it, although there is no subject
whose consideration would be more beneficial to us. Altering one word of
the poet’s line, I may say, —

““Tis greatly wise to talk with our last hours.”

To be familiar with the grave, is prudence. To prepare for death, it is well
to commune with death. A thoughtful wask in the cemetary is good for our
soul’s health. As Jeremy Taylor well observes, “Since a man stands
perpetually at the door of eternity, and, as did John the Almoner, every day
is building of his sepulcher, and every night one day of our life is gone and
passed into the possession of death, it will concern us to take care that the
door leading to hell do not open upon us, that we be not crushed to ruin by
the stones of our grave, and that our death become not a consignation of us
to a sad eternity.” The most of men prefer to cultivate less fruitful fields,
and turn their thoughts and meditations to subjects trivial for the present,
and use less for the future.

Knowing this general aversion to my theme, I shall not treat it in a gloomy
and heavy manner, but shall try to allure you to it by the use of similitudes
pleasant and interesting. The subject shall supply the solemnity, and I hope
the metaphor will secure your interest Forgive me, ye spiritual, if I seem
too flippant; my words are not for you, but for a class whose souls I trust
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you love, who cannot as yet bear the more serious thoughts of wisdom,
unless they be clothed in parable and picture.

OUR BODY, OUR PROPERTY, OUR FAMILY, THIS PRESENT LIFE, AND ALL ITS
SURROUNDINGS, ARE IN THE TEXT DESCRIBED AS A HOUSE. This simile is

not at all unusual either in the Old or the new Testament The apostle Paul
tells us that “Moses was faithful in all his /ouse,” that is to say, in his
lifelong charge and duty. Our Lord said of the Pharisees that they devoured
widow’s houses, meaning their estates; and Paul, referring to his body, said
“We know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle were not dissolved,
we have a building of God, an house not made with hands, eternal in the
heavens.” We will see what instruction we can find in this most simple but
comprehensive comparison.

I. This mortal life and its surroundings are likened to a house, and the first
point of the similitude will be seen if we enquire, WHO IS THE LANDLORD?

The first answer is, THAT CERTAINLY WE ARE NOT To all men, it may be
truthfully said “Ye are not your own.” We are tenants, but not freeholders.
We are mere tenants at will without a lease. The earthly house of this
tabernacle belongs to him who built it; he who sustains it keeps the title-
deeds in his own possession. Our house belongs to God. Dear friend, do
you ever think of this? Do you remember, as a matter of fact, that you and
yours are God’s property? He created you, and created you for his own
glory. Your soul was spoken into existence by him. Your bodily powers
were all bestowed by his hand. You are the creature of the Almighty. In
every vein, and sinew, and nerve of your body, there are traces of the
Divine Embroiderer’s skill. You are God’s in all the most secret goings and
issues of your life, for to him you every day owe the continued possession
of existence. Your breath is in your nostrils; but HE keeps it there. He has
but to will it, and the atoms composing your body, which HE now keeps
apart from their fellows, would return to the bosom of the earth. You are
but a walking heap of dust, and the cohesion of the various particles is
maintained by the hand of Omnipotence. Let the sustaining power of God
be withdrawn, and your bodily house would fall in the ruin of death, and
the utterly dissolution of corruption. All that you have around you is in the
same predicament, for food and rainment, house and goods, are God’s gifts
to you. The strength of hand or the nimbleness of brain that has enabled
you to accumulate wealth, or to live in comfort, has all come from him.
Day by day you are a commoner at the table of divine bounty, a pensioner
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hour by hour upon the infinite mercy of God. You have nothing, and are
nothing but as God pleases. You owe all you have and all you are to him.

It is most useful for each of us to know what are the rights of God
towards us. Even if we do not acknowledge them, yet candor demands
that at least we hear them defined. Sad is the reflection, hoowever, that
when we learn these rights, if we resist them, we become wilful robbers,
and so increase our guilt If we will ot have God to reign over us, if in our
spirits we say, like Pharaoh, “Who is the Lord, that we should obey his
voice?” it will go harder with us at the last than if we had never heasrd the
claims of God proclaimed. Men and women, how is it that God has made
you, and yet so many of you never think of him? Shall I bring against you
the accusation which the prophet of old brought against his people? “Hear,
O heavens, and give ear, O earth: for the Lord hath spoken, I have
nourished and brought up children, and they have rebelled against me. The
ox knowoth his owner, and the ass his master’s crib: but Israel doth not
know, my people doth not consider.” Who among you would retain in
your house a tool or a piece of furniture which was of no use or value to
you? Who among you would keep so much as an ox or an ass if it
rendered you no service? How much less would you nurture it if, instead
thereof, it did you harm, if it had a spite against you, and lifted up its heels
against you? And yet, are there not some here who have been forgetful of
their obligations to their Maker, who have never been of any service to
him, have never praised him, have never desired to advance his glory; but
who, on the contrary, have even spoken high and haughty things against
him, and it may be words of profanity and blasphemy? O God, how art
thou illtreated in the very world which is full of thy goodness! How do the
creatures of thy hand render unto thee evil for good! Thy house, which
thou hast let out to man, is made into a castle for thy foes, a temple for
idols, a den of thieves, a nest of unclean birds. Thou art ill requited at the
hands of thine unworthy tenants. Thou Best of beings, thou Fountain of
love and mercy, what dost thou receive from many of thy creatures but
either forgetfulness or disdain?

Bear this in mind henceforth, that the house in which we dwell, in this life,
has God for its Landlord, and that, we are only tenants.

I1. The simile runs further. WHAT IS MAN’S LEASE?

One would imagine, from the way in which some men talk, that we were
freeholders, or at least had a lease for nine hundred and ninety-nine years.
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The truth is, we are but tenants at will. We may possess the tenement, in
which our soul now finds a house for itself, together with its appurtenances
and outhouses, for the term of seventy years; and the tenure may even be
prolonged to fourscore years, or even to a longer period in rare cases; but,
at no one time is the tenure altered; we always occupy from moment to
moment Our lease is not for three, seven, fourteen, or twenty-one years,
nor is it even from day to day, or from hour to hour; but from second to
second we hold precarious possession. We are tenants at the absolute will
of God. The commencement of a day never secures the ending of it to us
alive; and the striking of the clock, as the commencement of the hour, is
no guarantee that we shall hear it strike again. Every second, we hold our
lives, and goods, and chattels upon the sole tenure of the divine will. God
has but to say to us, “Return, ye children of men,” and we return to the
dust Flowers are not more frail, moths more fragile, bubbles more
unsubstantial, or meteors more fleeting than man’s life. What transient
things we are! I said, We are,; but I mistake myself, — we are not We but
begin to be, and ere we are, we are not; but it is God alone who can say, “I
AM.” None of human race should dare to pronounce those words.

Yet how many live as if their tenant rights of this mortal life, and all its
goods, were a fixed tenure, and entailed upon themselves, irrespective of
assigns, or heirs, or superior lord of the manor or freeholder of the soil.
“Their inward thought is, that their houses shall continue for ever, and their
dwelling-places to all generations; they call their lands after their own
names.” To such people as these, the words of the apostle James are very
applicable, “Go to now, ye that say, To-day or to-morrow we will go into
such acity, and continue there a year, and buy and sell, and get gain:
whereas ye know not, what shall be on the morrow. For what is your life?
It is even a vapor, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth
away.” Yet how often we fall into the same error! Have not some of you,
my friends, been laying out your plans for months and even years to come?
You have considered where you will spend the summer, and where you
will live when you retire from your business. Ah! boast not, yourselves of
to-morrow, much less of summer or of autumn, for you know not what a
day, or even an hour, may bring forth. O man of dying woman born, ask of
God to give thee, day by day thy daily bread, and let thy living and thy
planning be after the fashion of day by day, for when thou beginnest to
reckon for far-off time, it looks as if thou hadst never prayed, “So teach me
to number my days, that, I may apply my heart, unto wisdom.” O ye young
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ones, say not, “We will give the first, and best of our days to the flesh, and
offer to God the rest “ You may have no remaining years to offer; you
may be consumed in the morning of your lives. Say not, ye men, who are
in the midst of the world’s business, “We will retire anon, and in the cool
of our age we will think upon the things of God.” You may have no
evening of old age, mayhap your sun will go down at noon. You may be
called hence, from the counting-house, while yet the ink upon the pages of
the ledger is undried, and the Bible as yet unstudied.

Set your house in order, for your great Landlord may serve an ejectment
upon you, and there will be no hope of resisting it, though the wisest of
physicians should seek to bar the door. Here is the writ, and these are the
express words, “Thou shalt die, and not live.” Even the most, aged
presume that they shall live yet longer still; and the traditions of Jenkyns
and of Old Parr, I doubt not, have tempted hundreds to imagine, even
when they have been verging upon eighty or ninety, that, they may still live
a few years longer in quiet possession of their tottering tenement whoso
pillars are shaken, whose windows are darkened, and whose very
foundations are decaying. We cling with dreadful tenacity to this poor life,
and the little which we foolishly call our all. If we are well, if we could
cling with such fast hold to the life that is to come, for that alone is worth
clinging to, since, it is for ever, whereas this is to be but for a little time
even at the longest What a reflection it is that, within a hundred years,
every one in our most crowded audiences (unless the Lord shall come,)
will be soundly sleeping amid the clods of the valley, and not one of all the
present armies of men that populate our cities will be in possession of his
house and lands, or will know aught of anything that is done under the sun!
We shall have gone over to “the great majority.” We shall be perhaps
remembered, perhaps forgotten; but, at any rate, we ourselves shall mingle
no more with our fellows in the mart, the street, the places of worship, or
the haunts of pleasure. We shall depart, from sea and land, from city and
village, from earth and all that is thereon. Where will our immortal natures
be? Where will our spirits be? Shall we be communing among the blessed
harpers whose every note is bliss, or shall we be for ever gnashing our
teeth in remorse among the castaways who would not receive the mercy of
God? We hold our house, then, on no time or tenure than from moment to
moment Remember this, ye dwellers in these houses of clay!

There is this clause in the lease, which I am afraid some have never
observed, namely, that the Landlord has at all times the right of ingress
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and egress over his own property. 1 thank God that some of us have
yielded to the Lord this right, and now our prayer often is that he would
come into our house, and search us, and try us, and know our ways, and
see if there be any evil way in us, and lead us in the way everlasting. Time
was when the last thing we wished for was the presence of God, when we
said to him, “Depart from us, for we desire not the knowledge of thy
ways;” but now, being renewed by his Spirit, we say to him, “Abide with
us.” Beloved friend, are you always ready to open the doors of your heart
to God’s inspection? Do you delight in heavenly communion? Do you
constantly invite the Lord Jesus to come in, and sup with you, and you
with him? If not, you are forgetting one great clause in your lease; and let
me also say, you are forgetting the greatest privilege that men can enjoy
beneath the stars.

It is well for me to recall to your memories that, according to our tenure,
our great Landlord permits us to call upon him to execute all repairs. Our
circumstances are apt to grow straitened, and he it is who giveth us power
to get wealth, he daily leadoth us with tenets. When our bodily tabernacle
is shaken, ha it is who healeth all our diseases. When our sorrows and
wants multiply, he it is who satisfieth our mouth with good things, so that
our youth is renewed like the eagle’s. It is well, no doubt, when we are
sick, to seek direction from the physician, but it is a Christian action to
resort first to Jehovah-Rophi, the Lord that healeth us. “Is any sick among
you?” What saith the apostle? Does he say, “Let him use no medicine,” as
some ‘“Peculiar People” say? Nay. Does he say, “Use medicine, and
nothing else,” as the most of professors do? No such thing. Does he say,
“Let him lie in bed, and expect his minister to come and see him,” as
though ministers, and elders, and deacons were omniscient? No such thing.
“Is any sick among you? Let him call” — that is his duty, — “let him call
for the elders of the church;” and then, as the form of medicine then in
vogue was that of anointing the body with oil, “let them pray over him,”
and let, them use the ordinary means, “anointing him, with oil in the name
of the Lord.” Have your medicine by all means, your homoeopathy or your
allopathy, or whatever may seem best; but, beside that, make prayer your
main confidence, for it is the Lord that healeth us. Jesus is the beloved
Physician. If we had more faith in God, and resorted more often to him by
prayer and faith, the prescriptions of the medical man might be more often
wise, and his medicines more frequently useful. The Lord, who made our
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house, best knows how to repair the tenement, and he permits us to resort
to him. When you are sick, my friend, remember this, and practice it.

II1. Thus, then, have we spoken of the Landlord and the lease. Now,
thirdly, we come to THE RENT THAT IS TO BE PAID.

We occupy a house, which is evidently not our own, and therefore there
must be some rent to pay. What is it? The rent that, God asks of his
tenants is that they should praise him as long as they live. “Oh!” say you,
“that is but little.” I grant you that it is; it is but a peppercorn, a mere
acknowledgment; but yet there are millions who never pay even that They
offer the Lord no thanks, no love, no service. For the benefits they receive,
they make no return; or, rather, they make an evil recompense. The breath
that he gives them is never turned to song; the food they eat is not
sanctified with gratitude; the goods that he bestows are not tithed, nor are
the first-fruits of their increase offered to the Lord. Their hearts do not
love him; their faith does not trust in his dear Son, their lips do not speak
of him, and magnify his glorious name. This is most unrighteous and
ungenerous. For us to praise God is nob a costly or painful business. The
heart that praises God finds a sweet return in the exercise itself. In heaven,
it is the heaven of Perfect spirits to praise the Lord; and on earth, we are
nearest heaven when we are fullest of the praises of Jehovah. But how
ungrateful are those who are tenants in God’s house, and yet refuse the
little tribute which he asks of them!

The question is raised, how often ought the rent to be paid? You know, in
law, the time when the rent of a house is due always bears a relation to the
tenure upon which it is held. If a man takes a hoarse by the year, he pays
his rent by the year; if he takes it by the quarter, he pays by the quarter;
and if we hold our house by the moment, we are bound to pay by the
moment

So, then, it was but simple justice when David said, “I will bless the Lord
at all times; his praise shall continually be in my mouth.” To live in the
perpetual exercise of praise to God, is at once the Christian’s duty and
delight “Nay,” saith one, “but we cannot do that; we have other things to
think of.” But remember, when the praises of God are not on our lips, they
should be in our hearts. The incense was in the censer even when it was not
smoking; our praise should abide with us till opportunity permite the holy
fire to be applied. Besides, I believe that our God is best praised in
common things. He who mends a shoe with a right motive is praising God
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workshops, you in your families, you on your sick-beds, you anywhere
according to your avocations, if you offer, through Jesus the Mediator, the
love of your hearts, are paying the rent of praise unto God Most High. Oh,
to be continually doing this!

But, brethren, I am afraid that we are in arrears. Those of us who have
paid the most rent are still far behindhand. Yes, you were grumbling this
morning: that was not rendering a worthy recompense for benefits
received. Shall a living man complain? There are some who do little else
but complain. They complain of the times, of the weather, of the
government, of their families, of their trade; if, for once, they would
complain of themselves, they might have a more deserving subject for
fault-finding. The Lord is good, and doeth good, and let his name be
blessed. Let us, as his people, avow that, though he slay us, yet will we
trust in him; and if he make us groan under his heavy hand, we will even
weep out his praises, and our expiring sigh shall be but a note of our life’s
psalm, which we hope to exchange full soon for the song of the celestial
host above. Praising and blessing God in life, practically by obedience, and
heartily with gratitude, — this is the rent which is due for the house in
which we dwell.

Are there not some of you who have not even recognized that you belong
to God at all, and who up tall now have been paying rent and rendering
service to another master? I am often amazed in my soul at what men will
do for that black master, the devil. Why, sirs, the devil will sometimes
summon men to one of his conventicles at the street corner, where the gas
is flaming, and they will cheerfully obey the summons. They will meet in
such places with companions, rude, boisterous, selfish, vulgar, and
everything else that is undesirable, and call the “jolly good fellows.” If the
devil would pick out some fine brave spirits for them to meet, man of wit,
and genius, and information, one would not wonder so much at the
readiness with which the dupes assemble; but the congregations of Satan
are usually made up of men and women of the lowest and most degraded
kind, and thee people know it; but when they are beckoned off to the
assembly of the scorner’s, they go with the greatest readiness. And what is
done at this gathering of the foolish? Well, they commune together in
stupidities at which it must be hard to laugh; and, meanwhile, they pass
round the cup of liquid fire, out of which they cheerfully drink, and drink,
and drink again, though each successive goblet is filled with deeper
damnation. These willing slaves drink at their master’s bidding, though the
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cup makes their brain reel, sets their heart on flame, and makes them
unable to keep their feet Yes, and when he still cries, “Drink, yea, drink
abundantly,” these faithful servants swallow down the poison till they lie
down like logs, or roar like demons. They will keep putting the death-cup
to their lips, till delirtum tremens comes upon thom, and possesses them as
with hell itself. Thousands obediently render homage to Satan by drinking
away their lives, and ruining their souls.

How much further they go in serving their master than we do in following
ours! Into hell itself they follow their accursed leader. They pay him his
revenues without arrears, and yet his taxes are heavy, and his exactions are
most oppressive. Why, we have seen great lords hand all their estates over
to Beelzebub; and when he has set up before them an image in the shape of
a horse with a blue ribbon, they have bowed down and worshipped it, and
offered their all at his shrine! I wish we could meet with some who would
do as much for Christ as these have done for the devil. Any kind of fashion,
which may rule the hour, draws a mad crowd after it No matter how
absurd or ridiculous the mania, the worshippers of fashion cry, “These by
thy gods, O Israel.” Yes, Satan is marvellously well obeyed by his servants.
His rant is regularly paid, and yet he is not the rightful owner, and has no
title to the house of manhood. Yea, men will even run after him to offer
their homage. They will throw down their lives before his Juggernaut car of
profligacy, and cast themselves beneath its wheels, while the golden chariot
of Christ, paved with love for men, traverses their streets, and they have
not a word of acclamation or of praise for that Prince of Peace. O come, ye
servants of Jesus, and be ashamed of this! Come and render to your Lord
your full service. Throw your hearts’ enthusiasm into your religion. Be at
least as earnest for God as others are for the devil. Be at least as self-
denying and self-sacrificing as they are who run the mad career of sin. Pay
your rent to the great Landlord, and let the arrears be made up.

I'V. But I must not linger. The next point to be considered is, MAN’S DUTY
WITH REGARD TO THIS HOUSE OF WHICH HE IS THE TENANT.

The text says, “Set thine house in order.” This shows that we are not to
destroy it, nor even to injure it Our body should be the temple of the Holy
Ghost Nothing should be done by us that may injure our body; for, in the
case of the believer, it is a precious thing, ordained to rise again at the last
day, since Chris Jesus has bought it, as well as the soul which it contains,
with his own blood. Nor are we to waste our substance, for this is the
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accusation which, of old, was brought against the unjust steward, that he
had wasted his master’s goods.

We are to set our home in order, that is, our own house. Some persons are
very busy setting other people’s houses in order, and oh, how fast their
tongues will go when they are sweeping out their neighbor’s kitchen, or
dusting our his cupboard! Set your own houses in order, sirs, before you
attempt to arrange the affairs of other people.

Again, the tenant himself must do it “Set thine house in order.” You must
not leave it to a priest; you must not ask your follow-man to become
responsible for you. You mast make personal application to him who can
set all in order for you, even to him who came into the world, and died for
this very purpose. If you need oil for your lamps, you must go to them that
sell, and buy for yourselves, for your fellow-virgins can give you none of
their oil. Set thou thine own house in order. This is the chief business of
every living man as a tenant under God.

What kind of order is my house to be set in? My conscience will help to
tell me that An enlightened conscience tells us in what kind of order our
heart, our family, and our business should be; by its teachings, we may
learn how all the departments of the house should be ordered. It cannot be
right that the body should be master over the soul; conscience tells us that
It cannot be right that the memory should retain only that which is evil. It
camnot be right that the affections should grovel in the mire. It cannot be
right that the judgment should put bitter for sweet, and sweet for bitter.
Conscience says that the heart is never right till the whole man is in Christ,
— till, by a living faith, we have embraced Jesus as our full salvation, and
have received the Holy Spirit as our Sanctifier. We are never right till we
are right with conscience, and conscience tells us that we are never right,
till we are right with God. “Set thine house in order;” obey the inward
monitor, listen to the still small voice, and prepare to meet thy God.

Do you ask, “What is God’s order?” You can see, by reading the
twentieth chapter of the Book of Exodus, what his thought of order was
when he wrote the ten commands. You can learn what his order is under
the gospel, for we read that a new commandment has Christ given to us,
that we love one another; and yet again, “This is his commandment, that
we should believe on the name of his Son Jesus Christ “ Dear friend, is
your house in this sense right with God? If, at this moment, you had to
surrender possession, is everything ordered as you would wish it to be? If
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the arrow of death should now fly through this sanctuary, and find a target
in your heart at this moment, is it all right, is it all right, 1SIT ALL RIGHT, as
you would wish to have it when God’s eye shall look upon you in the day
of judgment? What if, in single moment, we should see the heavens on a
blaze, and the earth should rock beneath our feet, and the dead should rise
from their sepulchres; what if, instead of this Tabernacle and its gathered
crowd, we should now suddenly see the King himself upon the great, white
throne, and hear the archangel’s trumpet ringing out the notes, “Awake ye
dead, and come to judgment,” is everything with us as we should like to
have it for the blaze of that tremendous day, and the inspection of that
awful Judge? Happy is that man who can say, “I have committed all to
Christ; — my body, soul, and spirit, all my powers and all my affections; I
have committed all to him by faith and prayer; so, come, Lord Jesus, come
quickly, for it is all right even now.” “Set thine house in order,” then
conscience and God’s Word will be your guides as to what is needed.

But Iam afraid that in you, my friend, very many things need careful
attention and re-arrangement Oh, that every day, each of us lived a
Christly life, for then we should not need to be told to set our house in
order! I, as pastor of this church, though I trust I am not an idler, have
never been able to look upon my own work with any sort of satisfaction. I
am obliged to stand where the publican stood, with the prayer, “God be
merciful to me, sinner,” upon my lip, for my work is too vast, and I am too
feeble. Is there any man here who can say that he fills his sphere to the full
without an omission or transgression? If you can say so, my brother, I envy
you, for it is not long before you will be in heaven. If that be not a self-
righteous estimate, or a vainglorious opinion of yourself, inasmuch as you
are so meet for heaven, you will soon be there, — depend upon that

But, whatever there may be about us now, dear friends, which is not what
we feel it ought to be, let the call come to each one of us at this moment,
“Set thine house in order.” The vain regrets, in which we sometimes
indulge, we often mistake for true repentance, but let us recollect that —

“Repentance is to leave
The sins we loved before,
And show that we in earnest grieve
By doing so no more.”

As believers in Jesus Christ, if there be anything deficient in us, if there be
anything excessive in us, if there be aught that is contrary to the Lord’s



28

mind and will, may the Holy Spirit come and correct it all, so that our
house may be set in order!

Thus have I shown you in what manner our houses should be kept; but I
am afraid that many of your houses want a great deal of setting in order.
Some of your houses want sweeping. The dust and filth of sin are lying all
over the floors. You want the precious blood to be sprinkled, or else, if the
Lord begins to sweep with the bosom of the law, it will happen, as Bunyan
tells us, that the dust will be enough to choke your prayers, or to blind the
eyes of your faith. May the gospel come, and sprinkle the water of grace,
and then may Christ come in, and sweep your house; but you need more
than sweeping, — your house wants washing. Every floor needs cleansing,
and there is no one but the Lord Jesus Christ who can do this. Nothing can
make you clean but his blood. In many of your houses, the windows are
very filthy, and the light of the glorious gospel cannot enter, so as to bring
with it an intelligent conception of the things of God. Oh, that this may be
set right! The very drainage in some men’s houses is neglected. Many a
foul thing stagnates, ferments, and pollutes their souls. Ah! what is there
that is in order in the unregenerate man? To every one in that state, the text
calls loudly, “Set thine house in order.” But, sirs, unless Christ comes to
help you, it is a hopeless task; unless Christ and his Holy Spirit come to the
rescue, your houses will remain out of order still, everything filthy and
everything disarranged, and when the great King shall come, and find it so,
woe unto you, woe unto you, in the day of his appearing!

V. We shall close with the last thought, which is this, WE ARE BIDDEN TO
SET OUR HOUSE IN ORDER, BECAUSE WE ARE SERVED WITH A NOTICE TO
QUIT “Set thine house in order; for thou shalt die, and not live.”

This is not a reason for seating a house in order which bad tenants would
care to consider; they wish to leave the house in as dilapidated a state as
possible. But a just tenant desires to restore to his landlord his property
unhurt So is it with the man who is right with God. He wishes that, when
he dies, he may leave here on earth no trace of injury done to God, but
many memorials of service rendered. He does not wish to leave the house
as Satan left the poor possessed demoniac, rending and tearing him because
he was coming out of him, having great wrath because his time
was short No, the honest, man, who loves his God, desires to leave
everything behind him that shall honor God, and nothing that shall dishonor
him. Whitefield used to tell a story of a young man, who could not live in
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the house where his old father had dwelt, because he said “every chair in it
smelt of piety.” He was a wicked, godless, rebellious, Christless man, and
he could not stay where his father’s holiness would force itself upon his
memory, and rebuke him. Oh! I would like to make every chair in my
house like that, so that, when my boy comes into possession of it, he will
think, “Why, there my father sat to study God’s Word, and there, he used
to kneel in prayer, and now I have his house, I must imitate his ways.” A
dear man of God, who has now gone to heaven, took me into his study one
day, and said to me, “You see that spot?” “Yes.” “Well, that is the place
where my dear wife used to kneel to pray, and that is where, one morning,
when I came to look for her, as she did not come down to breakfast, I
found her dead.” “Oh!” said he, “that is holy ground;” and so it was, for
she was a very gracious woman. Oh, that we may so live that everything
we leave behind us may be like Abel’s blood that cried from the ground!
May our habits and manners be such that, after our death, everything
associated with us may be perfumed with holy memories! God make it so!
God make it so! Are you sure it will be so? I must appeal to some of you
Christian people; are you not too negligent? Are there not with you, even
with you, sins against the Lord your God? Might there not be much amiss
with you if you were now called away? I beseech you, set your house in
order.

Beloved friend in Christ, do try that everything may be in order for your
dying, and everything now prepared for your departure, if it should happen
to-night Do it for the church’s sake. So live that when the church misses
you, there shall be left behind you your gracious memory and your holy
example to inspirit those who will mourn your departure. So live that the
world may miss your zealous efforts for its good. May all be so ordered, in
your life, that you may never lead others astray by your example, but
bequeth it as a legacy of encouragement to your successors! Order all
things well for your children’s sake. They will be pretty much what their
parents were. Sovereign grace may interpose; but, ordinarily, the mother
shapes the child’s life. May your life be such that it shall be a fair mold for
your child’s future existence!

Set your house in order, my dear brother, even though you are leaving it,
because you are going to a better one if you are a believer in Christ The
old clay shed will be taken down, and you shall dwell in marble halls; you
shall leave the hovel for the mansion; the traveler’s tent shall be rolled up
and put away in the tomb to be exchanged for “a house not, made with
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hands, eternal in the heavens.” Oh, let, it, not be said that you were so bad
a tenant, in the first, house, that you could not be trusted with a second;
but may grace cause you so to set this house in order that you may quit it,
without reluctance, and enter into the next with alacrity; leaving your first
house behind you without shame, in sure and certain hope of a blessed
resurrection! May you cheerfully leave the first house, and joyfully
surrender the key to the great Landlord, because you know that, go where
he will in all its rooms, he will see the remembrances of his own grace, the
marks of his own workmanship, the beauties and adornments of his own
Holy Spirit Then, conveyed by ministering spirits to a better country, you
shall become posers of a heritage undefiled, which fadeth not away.

I desire, in closing, that all of us may offer the key of our house to the
great Landlord, and own that we live on sufferance as his tenants. A dear
brother told us, the other day, when he was speaking of his being over
seventy years of age, that his lease had run out; and that he was now living
by the day. Let us each, in all things, carry out his remark, and live by the
day. Let us remember that “now is our salvation nearer than when we
believed.” Let us not act as if we expected to remain long in these
lowlands. It is a dreadful thing to see men, who profess to be Christians,
unwilling to die. Should it be so that, when we feel ourselves ill, and likely
to die, we should have a host of matters to arrange, and many regrets to
express. Dear brethren, begin your regrets earlier, while there is time to
retrieve the past Regret now, and ask for grace now to do all that is in you
for him who loved you, and bought you with his blood.

As for you who have no redeeming blood upon you, I do not marvel that
you live to yourselves. O you who despise Christ, I do not wonder if you
despise yourselves so much as to be the slaves of pleasure. But you, who
are the elect of God, who are bought by the blood of Jesus, who are called
by his Spirit, who profess to be his people, you have nobler things to live
for. I pray you, make us not to be ashamed of you by living as if you were
mere worldlings, who have their portion in this life. Live for eternity. Live
for Christ’s glory. Live to win souls. Behave as occupiers under a Royal
Owner should behave. With such a Landlord, the best in the whole
universe, be also the best of tenants, and evermore be mindful of the time
of your removal to another land. Let my last words remain with you, and
that they may, I will quote them from a book in which wisdom is set forth
in goodly sentences.
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“Gird up thy mind to contemplation, trembling inhabitant of the earth;
Tenant of a hovel for a day, thou art heir of the universe for ever!

For, neither congealing of the grave, nor gulphing waters of the firmament,
Nor expansive airs of heaven, nor dissipative fires of Gehenna,

Nor rust of rest, nor wear, nor waste, nor loss, nor chance, nor change,
Shall avail to quench or overwhelm the spark of soul within thee!
“Look to thy soul, O man, for none can be surety for his brother:

Behold, for heaven, — or for hell, — thou canst not escape from
Immortality!”
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“I know not the numbers thereof” — Psalm 71:15.

THE writer of this Psalm describes all the dealings of God with him under
the heads “righteousness” and ‘“‘salvation,” That description is perfectly
accurate, for all that God does for his people is, first of all, in faithfulness
to his promise. As he hath spoken, so he doeth. Never, even in the sharpest
trial, can the heir of heaven accuse God of being unfaithful to what he has
promised. He told his disciples that they would have to endure tribulation;
and when it came, they proved the truth of his prophecy; and everything
that God does to us, whether little or great, whether sharp or kind, will
prove to have been done in accordance with his faithful word. And then the
psalmist calls the dispensations of God’s providence by the name of
salvation; and this term is also the right one, for everything that he doeth
for us who are his people tends to our ultimate salvation. He is working out
our deliverance from inbred sin as well as from outward temptation and
trial. Very often, the darkest days that we have are bright with divine
mercy, even though we cannot discern the brightness. There is a good
reason, a needs-be, for all that he sends to us, and that reason is to be
found in the fact that he intends to present us “faultless before the presence
of his glory with exceeding joy.” Open your diaries, beloved, and write
across the record of your daily experiences, “All this is being done to us in
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righteousness, and all this is working out our full salvation.” Never read
the book of your life’s history without putting that head-line upon every
page. Emblazon that motto as an illuminated picture at the beginning of
every distinct chapter of your life, and believe that it is all rightousness and
all salvation from first to last Having thus comprehended all God’s
mercies under these two heads, the psalmist adds, “I know not the
numbers thereof.” I. In considering these words, let us think, first, of THIS
THING WHICH WE DO NOT KNOW, NAMELY, THE NUMBER OF GOD’S
MERCIES.

Have you ever tried to count them? Probably you never did that even for

any day in your life. I would like you to undertake that task, and to jot

down every mercy you receive from God in asingle day, from the

moment when the eyelids of the morning are opened till the moment

when the curtains of the night are drawn. If your judgment were

sufficiently enlightened to discern all the items, you would find that your

arithmetic would fail to tell the total of them. But, brethren, the days of
most of us have been many, and there are some here who are approaching

the longest period of human life. If the mercies of one day would surpass

their computation, what shall we say of the mercies of all these days in

which they have been living as gentlemen-commoners upon the bounty of
God, pensioners upon the lovingkindness and faithfulness of the Most

High?

Truly, they may say, in the retrospect of all the lovingkindness of the Lord,
“We know not the numbers thereof.”

Let me now — not by way of attempting to help you to count the mercies
of God, but by way of showing you the utter impossibility of even
numbering them, — just remind you, first, of the divine promises which
have been fulfilled to you. They are very many. As you turn over the pages
of Sacred Writ, you see them sparkling like grains of gold in the bed of
some African or Australian river. God’s words of promise are there in great
abundance, each of them as mighty as those words of power which built
the skies; and, in your experience, from first to last, these words of promise
have been fulfilled. It would be a colossal task for you to write out
all God’s promises that have been fulfilled to you. Take your Bible, and put
a pencil mark in the margin for each one that has been proved true to you.
Your task will be blessed to your memory, and will move you to gratitude.
And the most of God’s promises have been fulfilled to us over, and over,
and over again. We have taken these promissory notes into the great bank
of heaven, and we have received what was promised in them; but we have
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fulfilled his promise to-day, that promise still stands good for to-morrow,
and right on until the end of time. Reckon up the multitude of God’s
promises, and think of the many times in which those promises have been
fulfilled to you and others of his children, for this will help you to realize
how innumerable are the mercies of God.

Think of the mercies of God in another form, namely, the many
deliverances which have been vouchsafed to you. You have had
deliverances when you knew nothing of your danger, when the Lord —

“Watch’d o’er your path
When, Satan’s blind slave, you sported with death.”

You have had deliverances from sickness, when, had death come to you,
you would have died unforgiven. You had deliverances, perhaps, in
childhood, from many temptations which would have been your lot had
you been born under less happy auspices. Then came the great
deliverance, when your soul was released from the bondage of sin and
Satan, and how many deliverances are wrapped up in that one! David says
that God delivered him from all his fears; and that day when he delivered
us from all our sins, he emancipated us from every yoke of bondage that
had rested on us. O happy day of glorious liberty, when Christ made us
free indeed! Well may each one of us sing, —

“Oh happy day, that fix’d my
choice On thee, my Savior, and my
God; Well may this glowing heart
rejoice, And tell its raptures all
abroad. “*

Tis done! the great transaction’s done;
I am my Lord’s, and he is mine: He
drew me, and I followed on,

Charm’d to confess the voice divine.

“High heaven, that heard the solemn vow,
That vow renew’d shall daily hear:
Till in life’s latest hour I bow,
And bless in death a bond so dear.”

From that day onward, our march through the wilderness has been a series
of remarkable deliverances and salvations. You have been delivered, dear
friends, from pride; — you have been brought low when you were exalted
above measure. You have been delivered from depression of spirits; your
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eyes have been delivered from weeping, and your heart from fainting. You
have been delivered in your seasons of bereavement, you have been
succored in your times of pain and sickness; you have been delivered
during the rush of business, and you have been delivered in the time of
solitary temptations; you have been delivered from self, from sin, from
Satan, from the evil that alarmed you, and from the more insidious mischief
that sought to fascinate you. Until now, the Lord has held you up, and you
have been kept in safety even while passing by the dens of lions, or fighting
with Apollyon down in the Valley of Humiliation.

Can you count all your deliverances? I feel sure that, you must say with
the psalmist, “I know not the numbers thereof.” Let us think for a minute
or two, just to stir up our gratitude to God, of the innumerable mercies
attending our very existence. Any physician can tell you what a wonderful
thing our life is. Dr. Watts truly wrote, — “Our life contains a thousand
springs, And dies if one be gone; Strange, that a harp of thousand strings
Should keep in tune so long!” The operations of nature are conducted in a
most intricate manner, the continuation of our life depends upon the
slenderest thread; ay, often, upon particles of matter which are so minute
as scarcely to be perceived by the eye. As the blood circulates through our
system, there is a risk of death at every beat of our pulse. As the air is
inhaled by us, there is a further risk every time our lungs are inflated. I am
not an anatomist, neither is it a part of my duty to dissect the fabric of the
human body; but those who have searched into it have told us that life is a
continued miracle from the cradle to the grave. We cannot even imagine
what innumerable mercies, from the crown of our head to the souls of our
feet, are concerned in our continuing still to be in the land of the living.

Think, again, of the numberless mercies connected with happy existence,
any one of which taken away would make life sadder, many of which
removed would make life an intolerable torture. Can you ever pass a
lunatic asylum without thanking God that your reason has not left her
throne? Can you pass by aplace where idiots are dwelling without
thanking God that your mind has not become lowered till it has almost
ceased to be? Can you go by our great hospitals without blessing God that
you are not tossing on a bed that grows hard through unceasing pain? Can
you look upon the many diseased folk whom we see in our streets, and not
thank God for the health you enjoy? I like to feel grateful for every minute
that my tooth does not ache, or that my head does not ache, for some of
these lesser pains do so distract us that we can scarcely attend to our daily
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duties. When we have to endure these pains, we think how grateful we
should be if they were gone; but when they are gone, we are apt to forget
the mercy which has removed them.

Think, dear friends, of the mercies which have made life happy for you in
your domestic circle. “Ah!” say some of you, “but we have sore sorrows
there now.” Yes, it may be so; but you ought to think how long you had
almost unalloyed happiness. If a man lends you something, and after a long
while takes it, back again, you ought not to mourn because he takes it, but
to thank him for letting you have it so long. Think of the ten thousand
mercies that cluster around a happy fireside. What music there is in that
blessed word “home!” Ay, and with all the troubles that a family may
bring, those dear little prattlers bring a world of happiness with them, and
you ought to be thankful if they are still spared to you; and not only
spared, but in robust health, firm of limb, clear in intellect, and many of
them hopeful and promising in moral and spiritual things. Truly, if I were
to attempt to record the mercies that make life happy here below, I should
need a vast volume written within and without with thanksgiving, and even
then I should have to make the psalmist’s confession, “I know not “the
numbers thereof.”

Take another measuring line, beloved friends. Think of the preventing
providences of God, and you have quite another vista opened before you.
Walking in the street yesterday, you might have fallen, and injured
yourselves, for another did so. Sitting even in your house, the deadly fever
might have entered; it did go in at a neighbor’s door or window. In
travelling, you might have been killed as many others have boom, or have
been mangled, and scarcely escaped with life. We talk of “providences”
when we have hairbreadth escapes, but are they not quite as much
providences when we are preserved from danger? I have told you before
what the old Puritan said to his son,, who had ridden several miles to meet
him. “Father,” said the son, “I have had a remarkable providence; my horse
stumbled badly three times, yet did not throw me.” “Ah, my son,” said the
father, “I have had a still more remarkable providence than that; for my
horse did not stumble once.” We do not think, as we should, of the
preventing providences of God which keep off evil from us. It is a mercy
that so many of you are not brought to poverty; that when so many others
are out of work, you working-men are not among the unemployed, but are
able to provide for your families. We could probably all make a long list of
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trials from which we have been preserved; and after making out the list, we
should still have to say, “We know not the numbers thereof.”

But when I turn to a still wider field, the best arithmetician must find his
powers in vain. Think of the bounties of God’s grace. Your sins, though
many, all forgiven, and every forgiveness a mercy; — do any of you know
the numbers thereof? The evils which sin has wrought in you, all remedied
by the great Physician, or to be ultimately removed by his gracious hand,
— do you know the numbers thereof? Think now, you are the elect of
God; trace the streams of his love up to that eternal council in which he
planned your redemption, and then say, with David, “How precious also
are thy thoughts unto me, O God! how great is the sum of them! If I
should count them, they are more in number than the sand.” Beside that,
you have been redeemed by the precious blood of Christ? Do you know
the number of mercies included in that one word “redeemed?” It includes
that mercy of mercies, God descending to take our human nature into
union with himself. It includes the whole life of Christ, and his death upon
the tree, ay, and his resurrection, and ascension, and the glory of his second
coming; for all this has to do with your redemption. Truly, you know not
the numbers thereof. You have also been called by grace. You resisted
God’s calls, perhaps hundreds of times, yet were the sweet persuasions of
the Holy Spirit continued until you were at last constrained to yield; and
repentance was given to you, faith was wrought, in you, you were made to
pray, and your prayers were heard and answered. Do you know the
numbers of all these mercies?

Further, the work of sanctification has gone on in you by the power of the
Holy Spirit Every good thought you have ever had, every right word you
have ever spoken, every holy action you have ever done has been a mercy
from God to you. He gave these blessings to you, or else you would never
have had them; and I challenge you to try to count this great budget of
mercies. Beside all that, you are this day an heir of God, and a joint-heir
with Jesus Christ; you have heaven in reversion, assured to you by the
faithful promise of God who cannot lie. Sit down, and take your pen, and
count your mercies if you can. Even as you count them, your mercies
multiply, and every beating pulse increases the innumerable multitude of
them, so that you must utterly despair of counting them. To what shall I
liken them? To the countless odors that rise from the garden when the
summer’s sun is smiling on the innumerable beauties that are gathered
there? Shall I liken them to the drops of dew that sparkle on ten thousand
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times ten thousand blades of grass? Shall I liken them to the innumerable
birds and insects that fly in the air, or to the fishes without number that
swim 1in the seas, or to the beasts untold that wander on the mountains or
range the woods and forests? Shall I liken them to the innumerable leaves
of autumn that fall when the frost cometh, or to the shells or sands upon
the sea here, or to the stars of heaven which no man can number? I know
not whereunto to liken God’s mercies to you; for all comparisons fail me,
and I can only wonderingly say with the psalmist, “I know not the numbers
thereof.”

II. Now, turning from that to another Point, as we know not the numbers
of God’s mercies, we need not be surprised that THERE ARE OTHER
MATTERS WHICH ARE ALSO BEYOND OUR KNOWLEDGE.

To know the numbers of certain things would not be so difficult as to
know their value. My God, I know not the numbers of thy mercies, and I
do not even know the value of any one of them. If I were to take one of
them, and try to estimate its worth, I should find that it would exceed all
my powers of computation. I have never been able to weigh one of them in
the scales, and especially thy lovingkindness in working by thy grace in my
soul. To have been washed in the precious blood of Jesus, — angels, can
you tell what a priceless boon this is? Devils, call you tell; — for you are
still covered with sin; — lost spirit in hell, can you even imagine what it
must be to be a forgiven soul? Bright spirits before the throne, who have
washed your robes, and made them white in the blood of the Lamb, do not
even you, who have experienced this wonderful bliss, continue to marvel at
the greatness of it? Then, dear brethren and sisters in Christ, we need not
be surprised that we do not know the value of the mercies which our God
has so abundantly bestowed upon us.

It is even more to be regretted that we have never felt due gratitude for
the mercies of God to us. We might be forgiven for not being able to
number that which teacheth almost to the infinite. That would be an
imperfection rather than a sin; but, alas! we have been so ungrateful that
we have not been thankful to God for the favors which he has so liberally
showered upon us. They have been buried in forgetfulness, and yes have
gone on, from year to year, as if we owed nothing to the Lord, but had
received all his good gifts by mere chance. How many men are like the
swine, that eat the acorns which fall from the oak, but never thank the tree
on which they grew, or the God who made it grow. They receive the
benisons of heaven,
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but thank not the God of heaven for them as they should. The mercies of
God are uncountable; the ingratitude of man is unaccountable. We,
Christian men and women, cannot tell how it is that we can be so stolidly
indifferent when we ought to be so devoutly thankful to God for all his
goodness to us.

And, beloved, as our gratitude has never kept pace with God’s goodness, I
am also sure that our praises have not How many tongues there are that
are blistered through their murmuring and complaining because of the hard
lot which God has given them! There are some of us, who have learned
too well how to make discord, yet who know little about harmonious
praise.

Yet our God is a good God; let us say so, and stand to it; and repent that
we have not said it oftener, and proclaimed it more publicly among the
sons of men. God has been so gracious to us that we cannot count his
mercies; may we be pardoned for our past silence concerning them, and
henceforth may our mouth be filled with his praise and with his honor all
the day.

And, my dear brethren, as we have fallen short in our praise, I am sure that
we have fallen much more short of anything like a proper return for God’s
goodness in our conduct and conversation. If we had been his slaves, we
could not have served him worse than we have done though we are his
children. If he had been a tyrant to us, we could scarcely have done less for
him than we have done although he is our Father. I have often felt that I
could blot my diary with tears again, and again, and again, as | have said to
myself, —

“What have I done for him that died
To save my guilty soul?
How are my follies multiplied
Fast as my minutes roll!

Much of my time hath run to waste;
My sins how great their sum!
Lord, give me pardon for the past,
And strength for days to come!”

Let these practical reflections abide in your memories, dear friends. You do
not know the number, or the value, or the weight of God’s mercies; you do
not feel the gratitude for them that is due; you do not give to God the
praise that is fitting, nor live the life that is consistent with his goodness to
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you. Here are reasons for deep humiliation, and for seeking the grace that
will enable us to amend our ways.

IT1. Now, lastly, while there are these things which we do not know,
THERE ARE SOME THINGS WHICH WE DO KNOW, which ought to increase our
thankfulness.

First, dear brethren and sisters in Christ, you and I know very well the
source from which all these mercies come to us. We cannot count them,
but we know that they all spring from the eternal love of God in Christ
Jesus our Lord towards his own people. We can trace every one of these
sacred drops of mercy to the fountain of God’s discriminating,
distinguishing love. He will have mercy on whom he will have mercy, and
he will have compassion on whom he will have compassion. It was
according to the greatness of his lovingkindness to us, or ever the earth
was, that he chose us to be a people to show forth his praise, — a people
to be “filled with all the fullness of God.” Let us trace even our common
mercies up to this source, and let us specially see the love of God in every
spiritual boon that we receive, for so shall we be moved to praise and
bless him more than we have ever yet done.

Further, we know the channel through which every mercy comes to us, it
comes through our blessed Lord and Mediator Jesus Christ; and —
“There’s ne’er a gift his hand bestows But cost his heart a groan.” I like to
see the mark of my Master’s sufferings upon every jewel with which he
adorns my spirit; — to know that, if [am righteous, it is in his
righteousness; if I am washed, it is in his blood; if I am saved, he is my
Savior; if I am fed, he is my food; if I am glad, he is my crown of joy; and
if I ever enter heaven, he will be my bliss for ever. All-in-all is he to his
people, everything comes to us through him, so that we have a reason for
gratitude in the way in which the mercy comes to us as well as in the mercy
itself. We do not know the numbers of God’s mercies to us, but we do
know that every one of them comes to us by way of the cross, and bears
the mark of the Redeemer’s blood upon it

We do not know the number of God’s mercies, but we do know the rule
of them; that is to say, we know that they are always sent in love. If they
seem to be stinted, it is love that stints them; and if they are increased, it is
love that increases them. The whole of the day, God’s love is shining upon
us; and when the natural sun has gone to his rest, there is no harmful moon
to smite, us, but the selfsame love of God makes it light within our soul. If
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the Lord chastens me, it is because he loves me. If he takes away thy child,
thy husband, or thyself, believer, it is because he loves thee. The rule of
every mercy is the great rule of our Father’s wisdom, our Father’s
faithfulness, our Father’s affection.

We know, also, with regard to all God’s mercies, the design of them. We
know that they are all sent to us to be tokens of his love, and helps in our
journey to heaven. In addition to the mercy, and the love that gives it, and
the way by which it comes, there is a blessed end that sanctifies it, all. The
Lord said to Israel, concerning the Angel whom he promised to send with
them, “He shall bless thy bread and thy water.” Oh, to have the common
mercies of life so blessed that they become spiritual helps to us! It can be
so; for it is the design of God, in all that he sends to us, to bring us nearer
to him.

Then, we know, over and above all this, the grand climax of it all. | know
not the numbers thereof; but I know, my God, that when I shall have
received my last mercy on earth, I shall receive my first enjoyment in
heaven; when I shall have had the last blessing of this mortal life, I shall
have the first blessing of the life everlasting; when the goodness and the
mercy, that have followed me to the brink of Jordan, shall cease, I shall
have angels there to escort me up to the celestial hills, and to admit me to
my Savior’s presence, where there are pleasures for evermore. It is an
endless chain, beloved; when it has seemed to conclude in one place, it
begins in smother. David said, “Surely goodness and mercy shall follow
me me the days of my life;” — and what did he say next? — “and I will
dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.” For ever to behold the face of
their Father, in his house above, is the portion of all the children of God.

After all that I have said, I hope you will all say that a Christian’s life is a
happy one. It is; it is. We have our cross to carry; we have our daily
sorrows, and losses, and trials; but each one of us can say, with Dr. Watts,

“l would not change my blest estate,
For all that earth calls good or great “

We enter our Masters service, and accept the cross, and all he gives us. We
take the road to heaven with all its thorns and briers. Yea, let what will
come, he is so good and blessed a God who has made himself to be his
people’s portion that, if the rod be a part of the covenant, then blessed be
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the rod, and the hand that wields it, and let the Lord be praised from the
rising of the sun even unto the going down of the same!

Brethren and sisters in Christ, since God is never wearied in giving, let us
never be wearied in serving him; let us be steadfast, immovable, always
abounding in the work of the Lord. Since he never stays his hand in
bestowing mercies upon us, let us never stay our patient endurance of any
of the ills of life that he is pleased to send us; and since his mercy will
continue with us as long as we are here, let us never cast away our
confidence in him. Let us stay ourselves upon him, and fall back into his
arms when we are weary. If we faint, let us faint on his bosom.

I wish that all of us here, constantly receiving, as we do, so many mercies,
had more thought of the hand and heart from which they come. Alas! alas!
with many, “the ox knoweth his owner, and the ass his master’s crib,” but
these people do not know God. Feed a dog, and he will get to know you;
but here are men and women, who know not the God who made thom, and
in whose hands their breath is. Let this text abide with you: “The wicked
shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that forget God.” You have not
done anything amiss, you say; you do not drink, or swear, or lie; but “all
the nations that forget God” are to have the same portion as “the wicked”
will have. Beware ye that forget God; and if you would remember him, the
easier way to do that is to see his love in the death of his Son, Jesus Christ
Think of Jesus bleeding for sinners, trust yourself to Jesus, and so you
shall be saved, for “he that believeth on the Son hath everlasting life.”

May God bless you all, for Jesus’ sake! Amen.

EXPOSITION BY C. H. SPURGEON.

PSALM 71.

This Psalm, written by an old man, is specially suitable for an old man. It
is numbered seventy-one, and it may suit those who have reached that
age; but it is also appropriate to us all in prospect of the days of

feebleness that will come to us, sooner or later, if we are spared to grow
old.

Verse 1. In thee, O Lord, do I put my trust: let me never be put to
confusions.
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“Stand by me, O Lord, for I only stand as thou upholdest me; and if thou
shouldst leave me, after I have trusted in thee, what could I say or do?
Therefore, O Jehovah, since I put my trust in thee, ‘let me never be put to
confusion.’*

2. Deliver me in thy righteousness, and cause me to escape:

“I am like a poor dove taken in a net, I cannot get away. Stretch out thine
hand, O Lord, and tear the net, and so deliver me, and cause me to escape.
I cannot do anything for myself, except pray to thee to deliver me.”

2. Incline thine ear unto me, and save me.

“My prayer is weak; therefore, O Lord, bend thine ear down to my lips,
that thou mayest catch my faintest accents; listen to my lispings, O Lord,
and save me.”

3. Be thou my strong habitation, whereunto I may continually resort:
thou hast given commandment to save me; for thou art my rock and my
fortress.

If David wrote this Psalm after the rebellion of his wicked son Absalom, I
think there is an instructive illustration here. You remember that, when the
troops went out from Mahanaim to fight with Absalom, David commanded
the three captains of the host, Joab, Abishai, and Ittai, “Deal gently for my
sake with the young man, even with Absalom.” They might slay his
followers, but he commanded them to spare him. Alas, David’s command
was ineffectual, for Joab slew Absalom; but God’s command was certain to
be obeyed, so the psalmist wrote, “Thou hast given commandment to save
me,” with the full assurance that he would be saved; and all God’s people
can say to him, “Thou hast commanded angels and men, ‘Touch not mine
anointed, and do my prophets no harm;’* and each believer can say to him,
“Thou hast given commandment to save me; for thou art my rock and my
fortress.”

4, 5. Deliver me, O my God, out of the hand of the wicked, out of the
hated of the unrighteous and cruel man. For thou art my hope, O Lord
GoD: thou art my trust from my youth.

Happy is the man who can truthfully say that, “Thou art my trust from my
youth.” God does not cast off his old servants, as men often do. Those
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who give him the best of their days will not find that he will desert them
when the feebleness of age creeps over them.

6. By thee have I been holden up from the womb: thou art he that took me
out of my mother’s bowels: my praise shall be continually of thee.

We do not think, as often as we should, of what we owe to God for his
care over us at the time of our birth. Our mothers returned thanks on their
own behalf and ours; but, as we look back, we are bound to return thanks
too for that kindly care of God in our extremest weakness, when the little
candle of life was scarcely lighted, and might have been so easily blown
out Then, as God took care of us in our first infancy, do you not think that
he will take care of us when we get into our second childhood? We are
never likely to be quite as weak as we were then; but, as the Lord guarded
us at that time, will he not guard us in those dark days which are already
looming before some of us? Of course he will; wherefore, be of good
courage, for he shall strengthen your heart, and your praise shall be
continually of him.

7.1 am as a wonder unto many;,

A prodigy to some, a monster to others, a marvel, a mystery, a riddle to all,
but here is the solution to the problem that puzzles so many: —

7. But thou art my strong refuge.

Even the weak are strong when God is their refuge; the most defenceless
are safe when God is their defense. Wonder not at the mysterious life of a
Christian, for this truth explains the mystery, “Thou art my strong refuge.”

8. Let my mouth be filled with thy praise and with thy honor all the day.

What a blessed mouthful, and what a sweet mouthful this is, and what a
blessed means of keeping the mouth from saying unkind, slanderous, or
murmuring words!

9, 10. Cast me not off in the time of old age; forsake me not when my
strength faileth. For mine enemies speak against me; and they that lay
wait for my soul take counsel together,

When the lion is sick, every cur is bold enough to bark at him. Men were
afraid of David when he was strong; but when he grew feeble, they began
to howl at him, and gather round him like a pack of hounds around a
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wounded stag. Worst of all, they uttered this monstrous lie, which was
most grievous to David’s heart, —

11. Saying, God hath forsaken him: persecute and take him, for there is
none to deliver him.

If they had possessed even ordinary compassion, they would have said,
“Since there is none to deliver him, let us not attack him. If God has
forsaken him, he is in misery enough, so lot us try to comfort him.” But,
instead of doing this, they acted after the fashion of their father, the devil,
who has no tenderness, and nothing of a compassionate spirit within him.

12. O God, be not far from me: O my God, make haste for my help.

Notice the still more intense grip of faith in the second clause. The psalmist
first says, “O God,” then he says, “O my God.” It is grand pleading when
we so grasp God with the personal grip of faith that we cry, “O my God,
make haste for my help.”

13, 14. Let them be confounded and consumed that are adversaries to
my soul; let them be covered with reproach and dishonor that seek my
hurt But I will hope continually, and trill yet praise thee more and more.

Hoping and praising are among the very best styles of living. Hoping
honors God in secret, and praising honors him in public. Oh, for more of
these two good things!

15. My mouth shall shew forth thy righteousness and thy salvation all the
day; for I know not the numbers thereof.

When David spoke of those who hated him without a cause, he said that
they were more than the hairs of his head. He could not count them, but be
went as near to doing so as he could; but when he began to speak of God’s
mercies as displayed in his righteousness and his salvation, he did not draw
any comparison, or attempt to number them. This is a calculation in which
we are utterly lost; our system of numeration fails us altogether when we
come to deal with the lovingkindness of the Lord.

16. I will go in the strength of the LORD GoOD: I will make mention of
thy righteousness, even of thine only.

He did not reckon that any other righteousness was worth mentioning; —
and certainly not his own. The best of men, those who have been the most
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noted for their good works, have always been the first to feel that they had
no works in which they could put any trust One godly man, when he was
dying, said to a friend, “I have been trying to separate my good works and
my evil works from one another, but I have found the task too great for
me; so I have thrown them all overboard, and now I will float to heaven
upon the righteousness of Jesus Christ alone.”

17. O God, thou hast taught me from my youth: and hitherto have |
declared thy wondrous works.*

* Mr. Spurgeon delivered a remarkable discourse upon this text,
illustrating the theme from his own early experience. See Metropolitan
Tabernacle Pulpit, No. 2,318, “God’s Pupil, God’s Preacher: An
Autobiography.”

I pray very earnestly for you young people, and I beg you to pray for
yourselves, that you may have the great privilege of being able to say, with
the psalmist, “O God, thou hast taught me from my youth.” They make
good scholars who go to school early, and keep at school long, and have
such a blessed Schoolmaster as the psalmist had: “O God, thou hast taught
me.” David’s mother taught him much that was good, but it was better still
for him to have God as his Teacher.

Then, after being a scholar, he became a pupil-teacher. He still went on
learning, but he also began to teach: “Hitherto have I declared thy
wondrous works.” All God’s scholars ought to be pupil-teachers, ever
learning more and more from him, and then teaching to others all that they
learn.

18. Now also when I am old and greyheaded, O God, forsake me not;
until 1 have shelved thy strength unto this generation, and thy power to
every one that is to come.

Old men ought to tell to younger men what God has done for them. There
is great weight in the testimony of a godly man of ripe experience. Full of
years, he speaks of what he knows, and testifies of what he has seen, and
tasted, and handled of the truth of God. We want many a Nestor in the
camp of Christ, whose valor in former times, and whose experience in days
of battling for the right, may inspire with valor the younger men to whom
he speaks.
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19. Thy righteousness also, O God, is very high, who hast done great
things: O God, who is like unto thee!

The more we know of God, the less we think of all others. We sink
ourselves out of sight, and all other creatures seem to be as nothing in
comparison with our God.

20. Thou, which hast shewed me great and sore troubles, shalt quicken
me again, and shalt bring me up again from the depths of the earth.

This we shall experience in part even in our present lifetime; but we shall
much more fully experience it on the resurrection morning, — “When
Christ his risen saints shall bring From beds of dust, and silent clay, To
realms of everlasting day.”

21. Thou shalt increase my greatness, and comfort me on every side.

Think of poor old David talking like this when he was driven into exile,
and many of his former friends had forsaken him: “‘Thou shalt increase
my greatness.” I shall get good out of this evil; I shall rise by this fall; I
shall be a gainer by these losses.”

22. I'will also praise thee with the psaltery, even thy truth, O my God:

“When I have proved thy truth; when my joyful experience has proved that
every promise of thine is true to thy servant, then I will praise both thyself
and thy truth, O my God.”

22, 23. Unto thee will I sing with the harp, O thou Holy One of Israel. My
lips shall greatly rejoice when I sing unto thee;

That is the best kind of praise to God when our very lips are happy in
singing, when we do not merely sibilate the sound, but when the meaning
wells up from our heart, and our lips are glad to sing it out.

23, 24. And my soul, which thou hast redeemed. My tongue also shall
talk of thy righteousness all the day long: for they are confounded, for
they are brought unto shame that seek my hurt.
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“And they all forsook him, and fled. And there followed him a
certain young man, having a linen cloth cast about his naked body;

and the young men laid hold on him: and he left the linen cloth, and
fled from them naked.” — Mark 14:50-52.

THIS little episode in the narrative of the evangelist is very singular. One
wonders why it is introduced; but a moment’s reflection will, I think,
suggest a plausible reason. It strikes me that this “certain young man” was
none other than Mark himself. He was probably asleep; and, aroused by a
great clamor, he asked what it was about The information was speedily
given, “The guards have come to arrest Jesus of Nazareth.” Moved by
sudden impulse, not thinking of what he was doing, he rises from his bed,
rushes down, pursues the troopers, dashes into the midst of their ranks, as
though he alone would attempt the rescue when all the disciples had fled.
The moment the young men lay hold upon him, his heroic spasm is over;
his enthusiasm evaporates; be runs away, leaves the linen cloth that was
loosely wrapped about his body behind, and makes his escape. There have
been many, since then, who have acted as Mark did; and it seems to me
that this digression from the main narrative is intended to point a moral.

First, however, you will ask me, “Why do you suppose that this certain
young man was Mark?” I grant you that it is merely a supposition, yet it is
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supported by the strongest chain of probabilities, and will sufficiently
account for the manner in which he has inserted it Calvin, following
Ambrose and Chrysostom, thinks it was John, albeit few modern critics
attach much weight to that conjecture. I find that the more recondite critics
of the modem school ascribe this transaction to Mark for these reasons: —
It was usual, among the evangelists, to relate transactions in which they
themselves took part without mentioning their own names. This commonly
occurs in the case of John, for instance. He bashfully keeps back his name
when there is anything to his credit, and he does the same when it is to the
reverse. I could quote one or two instances of this practice in the Gospel of
Luke, and it is not at all remarkable that, such a thing should have occurred
in the case of Mark. Whoever it was, the only person likely to know it was
the man himself. I cannot think that anyone else would have been likely to
tell it to Mark, and, therefore, I conceive it to have been himself; for he
might scarcely have thought it worthy of recording if it had been told him
by someone else; and it is not likely that anyone to whom it had occurred
would have felt it was much to his credit, and been likely to relate it to
Mark with a view to its being recorded.

Again, we know that such a transaction as this was quite in keeping with
Mark’s general character. We gather his character partly from the Book
which he has written: the Evangel of Mark is the most impulsive of all the
Gospels. You are aware, and | have frequently mentioned it to you, that
the word eutheos, translated “straightway,” forthwith,” “immediately,” is
used a very great number of times by this evangelist in his book. He is a
man who does everything straightway; he is full of impulse, dash, fire,
flash; the thing must be done, and done forthwith. His Gospel is of that
description. You do not find many of Christ’s sermons in Mark. He gives
you just a sketch, an outline. He had not perseverance enough to take the
whole down; and he scarcely finishes the narration of the death of Christ
His Book seems to break off abruptly, yet he is the most picturesque of all
the evangelists. There are pieces of imagination, and there are Hogarthian
touches, in the sacred biography he writes, that are not to be found in
Matthew, or Luke, or John. The man is a man of fire; he is all enthusiasm.
Poetry has filled his soul, and, therefore, he dashes at the thing. He lacks
perseverance and will hardly finish what he takes in hand; yet there is a
genius about him not altogether uncommon to Christian men in this age,
and there are faults in him exceedingly common at the present time.
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Once more, the known life of John Mark tends to make it very probable
that he would do such a thing as is referred to in our text When Paul and
Barnabas set out on their missionary enterprise, they were attended by
Mark. As long as they were sailing across the blue waters, and as long as
they were in the island of Cyprus, Mark stuck to them. Nay, while they
traveled along the coast of Asia Minor, we find they had John Mark to be
their minister; but the moment they went up into the inland countries,
among the robbers and the mountain streams, — as soon as ever the road
began to be a little too rough, John Mark left them, his missionary zeal
had oozed out, At a later period, Mark was the cause of a sharp
contention between Paul and Barnabas. Paul would not have Mark with
him any longer. He could not tame him; he did not believe in these
impulsive people, who could not hold on under difficulties; but Barnabas,
knowing him better, — for Mark was sister’s son to Barnabas, — and
feeling a kinsman’s lenity to his faults, insisted upon it that they should
take John Mark; and the altercation so violent between Paul and Barnabas
that they separated on this account, and would not proceed together on
their divine mission. Yet Barnabas was right, and I think that Paul was
not wrong.

Barnabas was right, in his mild judgment of Mark, for he was a sound
believer at bottom, and, notwithstanding this fault, he was a real, true-
hearted disciple. We find him afterwards reconciled entirely to the apostle
Paul. Paul wrote to Timothy, “Take Mark, and bring him with thee: for he
is profitable to me for the ministry;” and we find Paul affectionately
mentioning “Marcus, sister’s son to Barnabas,” which shows, on the one
hand, the apostle’s Christian candor and kindness, and, on the other hand,
that Mark had retrieved his character by perseverance.

Tradition says that Mark became the Bishop of Alexandria. We, do not
know whether that was correct or not, but it is likely enough that he was.
Certainly he was with Paul at Rome, and the latter part of his life was spent
with Peter at Babylon. See what a man he is. He goes to Rome, but he
cannot stop there long. He has done his work in Rome. He is one of your
fidgety people who do things all of asudden; so away he goes to
Alexandria. But methinks he must have found a very congenial friend in
Peter. He would be a blessing to Peter, and Peter would be a blessing to
him; for Peter’s disposition was cast in something of the same mold as his
own. You may have noticed that Mark gives the most explicit account of
Peter’s fall. He enters very fully into it I believe that he received it from
Peter viva voce, and that Peter bade him write it down; and I think the
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modost spirit of Mark seemed to say, “Friend Peter, while the Holy Ghost
moves me to, tell thy fault, and let it stand on record, he also constrains me
to write my own as a sort of preface to it, for I, too, in my mad, hare-
brained folly, would have run, unclothed as I was, upon the guard to rescue
my Lord and Master; yet, at the first sight, of the rough legionaries, at the
first gleam of their swords, away I fled, timid, faint-hearted, and afraid that
I should be too roughly handled.”

For these reasons, the supposition that this “certain young man” was John
Mark appears to me not to be utterly baseless. There is no hypothesis in
favor of any other man that is supported by equal probabilities. Very well,
then. We will assume that he was the man, and use the incident as the
groundwork of our discourse. We have some counterparts of him here, and
we shall try to find them out, and make use of Mark’s blunder for their
correction, in respect both to hasty following and hasty running away.

I. First, here is HASTY FOLLOWING.

John Mark does not wait to robe himself, but, just as he is, he dashes out
for the defense of his Lord. Without a moment’s thought, taking no sort of
consideration, down he goes into the cold night air to try and deliver his
Master. Fervent zeal waited not for chary prudence. There was something
good and something bad in this, something to admire as well as something
to censure.

Beloved, it is a good and right thing for us to follow Christ, and to
follow him at once; and it is a brave thing to follow him when his other
disciples forsake him and flee. It is a bold and worthy courage to take
deadly odds for Christ, and to rush, one against a thousand, for the honor
of his dear hallowed name. Would that all professors of religion had the
intrepidity of Mark! Would that all who have been careless about religion
might emulate his haste, and be as precipitate in flying to Christ by faith
as he was in running to the rescue in that hour of assault! The most of
men are too slow; — fast enough in the world, but, ah! how slow in the
things of God! I protest that, if corporations and companies were half as
dilatory about worldly things as the Church of God is about spiritual
things, instead of a railway accident every three or four months, we
should have one every hour, and instead of a revolution every one or two
centuries, it would be well if we did not have one every year, for, of all
the indolent things in the world, the Church of Christ is the most
sluggish. Of all people that dilly-
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dally in this world. I think the professed servants of God are the most
drony and faddling.

How slothful are the ungodly, too, in divine things! Tell them they are
sick, and they hasten to a surgeon; tell them that their title-deeds are about
to be attacked, and they will defend them with legal power; but tell them,
in God’s name, that their soul is in danger, and they think it matters so
little, and is of so small import that they will wait on, and wait on, and wait
on, and doubtless continue to wait on till they find themselves lost for ever.
Let me stir up those who have not believed on the Lord Jesus Christ to
look diligently to their eternal state. You have tarried long enough. The
time that you have been out of Christ is surely long enough for the lusts of
the flesh. What fruit have you gathered in your impenitence and sin? How
much have you been bettered by neglecting Christ, and minding worldly
things? Has it not been all a dreary toil? It may have been decked out with a
few transient pleasures; but, putting the ungodly life into the scale, what
does it come to? “Vanity of vanities, all is vanity.” Do year not confess
this? Why, then, tarry any longer? Have you got any happiness in being an
enemy to God? Then, why not be reconciled to him? Oh, that the Spirit of
God would make you see that the time past has sufficed you to have
wrought the will of the flesh!

Besides, how little time you have to spare! Even if you have much, Jesus
demands that you repent now. “The Holy Ghost saith, To-day if ye will
hear his voice, harden not your hearts.” The gospel invitation is not for to-
morrow, but for to-day. The warnings of the gospel all bid you shun
procrastination. Is not this Satan’s great net in which men, like the silly
fishes of the deep, are taken to their eternal destruction? O thou dove,
pursued by the hawk, tarry not; but fly at once to the dove-cote, — to the
wounds of Jesus, and find shelter there! Jesus calls thee. Come to him
while he calleth thee. Why wilt thou delay? His cause needs thee. Young
men, there are some of you who will spend the best of your days in
Satan’s cause; and when we get you, as we hope we shall, we shall have
to baptize into Christ your shrivelled ego, your palsied weakness. Let it
not be so, I pray you. In these days of error and sin, Christ needs for his
kingdom men who are strong and vigorous, young men who are strong,
as John saith, and “have overcome the wicked one.” Fain would I turn
recruiting- sergeant, and enlist you for my Master. Oh, that you were on
his side now! You cannot be too hasty here. If now the weapons of your
rebellion are thrown down, if now you “kiss the Son, lest he be angry,”
you will have
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waited already too long; you will not? you cannot come to Christ too soon.
Hark! hark! I hear the chariot wheels of Death. He comes! he comes! and
the axles of his chariot are hot with sped. He stands aloft, driving his white
horse. The skeleton rider brandishes his awful spear, and you are the
victim. God has spared you up till now, but he may not bid you spend
another Sabbath-day here. I hear the mowers scythe everywhere, as I pass
along, making ready to cut down the grass and the flower thereof. Death’s
scythe is being sharpened now. He reaps his harvest, every day; and,
whether you are prepared or not, you must be cut down when God’s time
shall come.

Fly, then, Ipray you; and though you be, like John Mark, unfit and
unprepared, remember that you may come to Christ naked, for he can
clothe you; you may come to Christ filthy, for he can wash you; you may
come all unholy and defiled to Jesus, for he can put away your sin. Come!
The Spirit of God seems to me to say to you, “Come.” I pray that he may
bid you to come, and “lay hold on eternal life.” I do not know how it is, I
sometimes feel for many of my hearers — especially for those of you
whose faces I have seen for years, — an awful earnestness even when I am
not in this pulpit; and I think then that, if I could get at your ear, I would
plead with you. Bethink you how many like you I have buried. How often
do I stand at the grave’s mouth, till sometimes, when, week after week,
and twice each week, I stand there, I fancy myself talking to dying men,
and not to living men at all, talking to a company of shadows that come
and go before me, and I stand still, myself a shadow, soon to flit like the
rest Oh, that I could talk to you as I then feel, and pour out my soul to
you! We want a Baxter to bring men to immediate decision, — Baxter with
weeping eyes and burning heart, — Baxter, who says, “I will go down on
my knees to entreat you to think upon eternal things;” Baxter, who cries
and groans for men till they cry and groan for themselves. Why will ye die?
Why will ye lee that fatal procrastination kill you? Wherefore will ye put
off seeking the Savior until your day is over? Why will ye still waste the
candle which is so short? Why will ye let the day go when the sun dips
already beneath the horizon? By the shortness of time, by the sureness of
death, by the certainty of eternal judgment, I do beseech you to fly to Jesus,
and to fly to Jesus now, eyes though it should be in the hurry of John
Mark.

Now I change my note, for there is a haste that we must reprove. The
precipitate running of Mark suggests an admonition that should put you on
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your guard. He came on asudden by his religion, and there are some
people who do this who might as well have no religion at all. That,
however, was not the case with Mark. He was a genuine Christian
character; yet, with nine out of ten of these people, I am afraid it is far
otherwise. Let me address some here who have all of a sudden come to
Christ I do not want to throw doubts in their way as to their sincerity, but I
do want to incite them to examine themselves.

I am afraid some people make a hasty profession through the persuasion
of friends. You walk with your friend, and he says, “I have joined the
church; why don’t you do so?” He is not wise enough to put to you
pointed questions which would let him see whether you are converted or
not, but he unwisely presses you to make a profession when there is no
grace in your heart I pray you, as soon as ever you know Christ, speak out
for him, and come out, and show your colors; but I also beseech you never
profess to follow Christ merely through the persuasion of friends. I trust no
pious mother would ever recommend you to do so. I am sure no wise
father would ever urge it upon you. They would bid you fly to Christ at
once; but, as to making a profession of faith, they would have you see first
whether the root of the matter be in you, and when they are persuaded, and
you are persuaded that it is, they will throw no stumblingblocks in your
way.

Young people, I pray you, do not be deceived in this matter. How many
have we seen, in revival times, who have been induced to come forward to
“the penitent form,” as it is called. That night, oh, how much they felt,
because their natural sensibilities were strongly wrought upon; but the next
morning, oh, how little have they felt! When the agencies that stimulated
them have been withdrawn, when the meetings that stirred the embers, and
the preacher that fanned the flame no longer exert any transient spell over
them, their disenchanted souls sink down into a profound stupor. In many
churches, there are so few making profession of religion, that there is not
much danger of this evil; but here, where we receive so many every week,
there is need for wise discrimination. I do beseech you never to sit down
with a religion that comes to you merely through your being talked to by
your acquaintances.

“True religion’s more than notion;
Something must be known and felt “
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Nor are there a mere few who get their religion through excitement This
furnishes another example of injudicious haste. They hear religion painted
as being very beautiful; they see the beauty of it; they admire it; they think
what a lovely thing it must be to be a Christian. Feeling this, and misled by
a sort of excitement in their minds, they conclude that this is repentance. A
false confidence they write down as faith. They eagerly infer that they are
the children of God, whereas, alas! they are but the dupes of their own
emotion, and still “the children of wrath, even as others.” Beware, I pray
you, of a religion which lives upon excitement We ought to be filled with
enthusiasm. A fervent love should make our hearts always glow. The zeal
of God’s house should be our master-passion. Men never do much in
politics till they grow warm upon a question; and, in religion, the very
highest degree of excitement is not only pardonable, but praiseworthy.
What, then, is it, which we deprecate? Not the emotions of spiritual life,
but an exclusive dependence upon impulse. If you try to live upon the spell
of a man’s words, upon the imposing grandeur of a multitude assembled
together, upon the fascination of congregational singing, or even upon the
heart-thrilling fervor of prayer-meetings, you will find the lack of
substantial food, and the danger of an intoxicated brain. As it was with the
quails which the children of Israel ate in the wilderness, God’s bounties
may be fed upon to your injury. No, dear friends, there must be the real
work of the Holy Ghost in the soul, or else the repentance we get will be a
repentance which needs to be repented of.

I well know a town where there was a certain eminent revivelist, whom I
greatly respect It was said that half the population had been converted
under his ministry; but I do not think that, if the numbers were told at the
present moment, there would be found a dozen of his converts. This revival
work, where it is real and good, is God’s best blessing, but where it is
flimsy and unreal, it, is Satan’s worse curse. Revivalists are often like the
locusts. Before them, it, may not be quite an Eden; but, certainly, behind
them, it is a desert when the excitement is over. I like rather to see the
Word so preached that men are brought under its power by the force of the
truth itself, and not by excitement; — by the truth of God being laid down
in so clear a manner as to enlighten the judgment, rather than by perpetual
appeals to the passions, which ultimately wear out the sinews of mental
vigor, and make men more dull in religion than they were before.

Beware, I pray you, of getting the mere religion of poetry, enthusiasm,
and rhapsody. Many profess Christ, and think to follow him, without
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counting the cost They fancy the road to heaven is all smooth, forgetting
that the way is rough, and that there are many foes. They set out, like Mr.
Pliable, for the Celestial City; but they stumble into the first bog, and then
they say that, if they can but get out on the side nearest to their own house,
Christian may have the brave country all to himself for them. Oh, the many
we have seen, at divers times, that did seem to run well, but they ran in the
strength of the flesh, and in the mists of ignorance. They had never sought
God’s strength; they had never been emptied of their own works and their
own conceits; consequently, in their best estate they were vanity; they were
like the snail that melts as it crawls, and not like the snow-flake upon the
Alps, which gathers strength in its descent, till it becomes a ponderous
avalanche. God make you to be not meteors, but stars fixed in their place. I
want you to resemble, not the ignis fatuus of the morass, but the steady
beacon on the rock. There is a, phosphorescence that creeps over the
summer sea, but who is ever lighted by it to the port of peace? And there is
a phosphorescence which comes over some men’s minds; very bright, it
seems, but it is of no value; it brings no man to heaven.

Be as hasty as John Mark, if it be a sound haste; but, take care that it be
not a spasm of excitement, — a mere fit Otherwise, when the fit is over,
you will go back to your old haunts and your old habits with shame. You
will be like Saul among the prophets one day, and hating the anointed
king the next So much, so earnestly would I warn you against hasty
followings of Christ.

I1. 1t only remains for me briefly to notice THE HASTY RUNNING AWAY.

I do not know that the persons who are readiest to run away are always
those who were the fastest to make their profession; I am inclined to think
not But some, who do run well at first, have hardly breath enough to keep
the pace up, and so turn aside for a little comfortable ease, and do not get
into the road again. Such are not genuine Christians; they are only men-
made, self-made Christians; and these self-made Christians never hold on,
and never can hold on, because time wears them out, and they turn back to
their formed state.

There are two kinds of desertion which we denounce as hasty running
away: the one temporary, the other final. To the members of the church,
let me speak upon the former. My dear brethren and sisters, especially you
who are young in years, and have lately been added to our number, I pray
you, watch against temporary runnings away from the truth of Christ
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what a fool Mark made of himself. Here he comes; here is your hero. What
wonders he is going to do! Here is a Samson for you. Perhaps he will slay
his thousand men. But no; he runs away before he strikes a single blow.
He has not even courage enough to be taken prisoner, and to be dragged
away with Christ to the judgment-seat, and bear a patient witness there;
but he turns bail at once, and away he flies. How simple he looked! How
everybody in the crowd must have laughed at the venturesome coward, —
the dastardly bravo! And what a feel will you seem if, after uniting yourself
with the church, and seeming to be a servant of God, you shall give way
under temptation! Some young man in the same shop laughs at you, and
says, “Aha, aha, you are baptized, I hear;” and you tremble, like Peter,
under the questioning of the little maid; or your master sees something
wrong, and he makes some rough remark to you, “Well, this is a fine thing
for a Christian soldier!” Cannot you face the enemy for the first time? “If
thou hast run with the footmen, and they have wearied thee, then how
canst thou contend with horses? and if in the land of peace, wherein thou
trustedst, they wearied thee, then how wilt thou do in the swelling of
Jordan?”

A religion that cannot stand a little laughter must be a very rotten one. We
know some people, whose religion is on so unsound a basis, whose
profession is so hollow, and whose position is so shaky, that they make a
great noise when we touch them. Their system is of human construction,
and rotten, and they know it, therefore are they angry if we do but allude
to it Were it sound and good, then, whatever we might say would never
frighten them. But, sirs, how many, who have made a fair show in the flesh,
have been personally and individually tried and found wanting. “Tekel” has
been written on the wall concerning them. Their first setting out was hasty,
and they have been turned aside through a little laughter.

Do you not see, dear friends, that this will always render you very
untrustworthy? If you shrink in this way, the church will never trust you. I
hope you will be aleader in God’s Israel one day, young man. We are
looking to you, if not to be a preacher, yet to be a church-officer one day;
but who will ever ask you to do anything when you cannot keep steadfast,
and hold your own position? He who has not grace enough to prevent his
running away in the time of tribulation is not at all likely to be made a
leader of God’s host The church will retain you, as it retained Mark, but it
will always look upon you with a sort, of suspicion. We shall always say,
“Where is So-and-so? We know where he was yesterday; but where is he
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to-day?” Therefore, abstain from these inconsistencies for your own
characters sake.

Besides, how much damage you do the church with which you are
connected! All the persecutors and infidels outside the church’s walls can
never harm us so much as inconsistent people inside. “Ah!” they say, “there
is one of the people who go to the meeting,” when they see a man in the
pot-house who sits at the communion table, “Ah! there is one of your
religious people! He can cheat as well as anybody else. He knows how to
thumb the yard measure. He knows how to give short weight He knows
how to promise to pay on a certain day, and then get into the Bankruptcy
Court The servants of Christ are no better than other people. They make a
great fuss about their purity, but see what they will do.”

And then see what harm this will do to Christ’s Church itself. How many,
who love God, will sit down, and weep when they see such inconsistencies
in you! Good captains can endure wounds, they can even bear defeat; but
they cannot bear to see, cowardice on the part of their troops; they cannot
bear to see their men running away. If “the men of Ephraim, being armed,
and carrying bows, turn back in the day of battle,” then their leader weeps,
for the glorious cross of Christ is dishonored, the escutcheon is sullied, and
the banner is trailed in the mud. May the Lord so keep us that our
garments shall be always white; that, though before God we may have
many sins to confess, we may stand like Job, and say, “Lord, thou knowest
that I am not wicked.” May your testimony be so clear concerning the
religion of Christ that those, who watch for your halting, and who hate you
with a perfect hatred, may nevertheless find nothing against you, but may
be constrained to say, “These are the servants of the living God, and they
serve him indeed and of a truth.”

I urge you not to flee or to flinch. Some of us have had much lying and
slander to bear in our time, but are we a whit the worse? Nay, and if we
had to choose whether we would bear it again, would we not do so? We
may have had to be laughed at and caricatured, but all that breaks no
bones, and should not make a brave man wince. Who can be afraid or
alarmed when his war cry is, “The Lord of hosts,” and when the banner of
God’s own truth waves over his head? Be of good courage, my brethren,
and you shall yet win the victory. In the world ye shall have tribulation,
but in Christ ye shall have peace. Value the Holy Spirit above all things.

Realize your entire dependence upon him. Pray for fresh grace. Venture
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not into the world without a fresh store of his hallowed influence. Live in
the divine love. Seek to be filled with that blessed Spirit; and then, my
brethren, even if the strong man armed shall lay hold of you, you will not
flee away; shame shall not overtake you, dismay shall not affright your
souls, but you shall stand in unblemished integrity to the end as the true
servants of Jesus Christ

And now, in concluding, what am I to say of a final apostasy? None of
God’s people ever pursue their wanderings to this terrible issue. No vessel
of mercy was ever finally wrecked. No elect souls can run to this fatal
length of wickedness. But there are many, in the visible church, who do
draw back to perdition. Many, who profess to belong to Christ, are
branches that bear no fruit, and therefore are cut off, and cast into the fire.
That may be the condition of some here present; it, may be the lot of some
of you who “have a name to live, and are dead.” Let me plead with you.
Oh, what a dreadful thing it will be if you apostatize after all! Shall I live
to see you go back into the world? I would sooner bury you. Shall I live
to see some of you, who have professed to find the Lord under my
ministry, at last sinning with a high hand and an outstretched arm, and
living worse than you did before? God spare us this evil thing! Let him
chastise his servant in any way he thinks fit; but, O Lord, if possible, let
not this be the rod, — to see professors become false!

Remember that, if you do apostatize, you have increased your guilt by the
profession you have made, and impressed your character with a more
terrible defilement When the unclean spirit went out of the man, and
afterwards returned, he brought with him seven other spirits more wicked
than himself, and they entered in, and dwelt there, and the last state of that
man was worse than the first It would have been better for you never to
have known the way of righteousness than, having known it, to turn aside
to those crooked paths. Think what the dying bed of an apostate must be.
Did you ever read of “The Groans of Spire?”” That was a book, circulated
about the time of the Reformation, — a book so terrible that even a man of
iron could scarcely read it Spira knew the gospel, but yet went back to the
Church of Rome. His conscience awoke on his dying bed, and his cries and
shrieks wore too terrible to be endured by his nurses; and as to his
language, it was despair written out at full length in capital letters. My
eminent predecessor, Mr. Benjamin Keach, published a like narrative of the
death of John Child, who became a minister of the gospel, but afterwards
went back to the church from which he had seceded, and died in the most
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frightful despair. May God keep you from the death-bed of any man who
has lived as a professing Christian, yet, who dies an apostate from the faith!

But what must be the apostate’s doom when. his naked soul goes before
God? How can he hear that awful sentence, “Depart, thou cursed one; thou
hast rejected me, and I reject thee; thou hast departed from me, I also have
cast thee away for ever, and will not have mercy upon thee.” What will be
this poor wretch’s shame, at the last great day, when, before the assembled
multitudes, the apostate shall be unmasked? I think I see the profane and
open sinners, who never professed religion, lifting themselves up from their
beds of fire to point at him. “There he is,” says one; “will he preach the
gospel in hell?” “There he is,” says another; “he rebuked me for cursing,
yet he was a hypocrite himself.” “Aha!” says another, “here comes a
psalm- singing Methodist, one who was always at his meeting; he is the
man who boasted of his religion, yet here he is.” No greater eagearness
will ever be seen among Satanic tormentors than in that day when devils
drag the hypocrite’s soul and the apostate’s spirit down to perdition.
Bunyan pictures this with massive but awful grandeur of poetry when he
speaks of the back way to hell. The devils were binding a man with nine
cords, and were taking him from the road to heaven, in which he had
profess to walk, and thrust him through the back door of hell. Mind that
back way to hell, professors! You professors of religion, who have been in
the church for years, “examine yourselves, whether ye be in the faith.”
Examine yourselves, whether you be deceived. Look well to your state,
see whether you are really in Christ, or not It is the easiest thing in the
world to give a lenient verdict when you yourself are to be tried; but oh, I
implore you, be just and true here. Be just to all, but be specially rigorous
in judging yourself, Remember, if it be not a rock on which you build, your
house will fall, and great will be the fall of it Oh, may the Lord give you
sincerity, constancy, and firmness; and in no day, however evil, my you be
tempted to turn aside; rather, may you hold fast by God and his truth, —
by Christ and his cross, come what may!

My soul longeth, however many years God may spare me to walk in and
out among you, to find you as earnest for God, and as loving towards
Christ, as you are this day. I glory in you among all the churches. God has
given you the spirit of faith, and prayer, of earnest zeal, and a sound mind.
Unto him be the glory. But, as a church, do not backslide. Let not our
fervor diminish, let not our zeal die out Let us love one another more
tenderly than ever; let us cling fasb to one another; let us not be divided,
let
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no root of bitterness springing up trouble us; firm and steadfast, shoulder
to shoulder, like a phalanx of old, let us stand fast, and so repel the foe,
and win the kingdom for Jesus Christ our Lord. “Now unto him that is
able to keep you from falling, and to present you faultless before the
presence of his glory with exceeding joy, to the only wise God our Savior,
be glory and majesty, dominion and power, both now and ever. Amen.”

PUBLISHERS’ NOTE. No Exposition of the passage of Scripture read by Mr.
Spurgeon before he preached the foregoing Sermon appears to have been
preserved, and the subject on which he spoke was so unusual that no other
Exposition would have been appropriate to accompany it As the preacher,
in his introduction, referred to various portions of the New Testament
where allusion is made to Mark or Marcus, it has been deemed advisable to
reprint al/ the references to John Mark, so that readers may examine them
in the light of Mr. Spurgeon’s message. Under the circumstances, they are
printed without note or comment

Acts 12:11-25. And when Peter was come to himself, he said,
Nowlknow of a surety, that the Lord hath sent his angel, and hath
delivered me out of the hand of Herod, and from all the expectation
of the people of the Jews. And when he had considered the thing,
he came to the house of Mary the mother of John, whose surname
was Mark; where many were gathered together praying. And as
Peter knocked at the door of the gate, a damsel came to hearken,
named Rhoda. And when she knew Peter’s voice, she opened not
the gate for gladness, but ran in, and told how Peter stood before
the gate. And they said unto her, Thou art mad. But she constantly
affirmed that it was even so. Then said they, It is his angel. But
Peter continued knocking: and when they had opened the door, and
saw him, they were astonished. But he, beckoning unto them with
the hand to hold their peace, declared unto them how the Lord had
brought him out of the prison. And he said, Go shew these things
unto James, and the brethren. And he departed, and went into
another place. Now as soon as it was day, there was no small stir
among the soldiers, what was become of Peter. And when Herod
had sought for him, and found him not, he examined the keepers,
and commanded that they should be put to death. And he went
down from Judaea to Carsarea, and there abode. And Herod was
highly displeased with them of Tyre and Sidon: but they came with
one accord to him, and, having made Blastus the king’s
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chamberlain their friend, desired peace; because their country was
nourished by the king’s country. And upon a set day Herod arrayed
in royal apparel, sat upon his throne, and made an oration unto
them. And the people gave a shout, saying, It is the voice of a god,
and not of a man. And immediately the angel of the Lord smote
him, because he gave not God the glory: and he was eaten of
worms, and gave up the ghost But the word of God grew and
multiplied. And Barnabus and Saul returned from Jerusalem, when
they had fulfilled their ministry, and took with them John, whose
surname was Mark.

Acts 13:5. And when they were at Salamis, they preached the word
of God in the synagogues of the Jews: and they had also John to
their minister.

Acts 13:13. Now when Paul and his company loosed from Paphos,
they came to Perga in Pamphilia: and John departing from them
returned to Jerusalem.

Acts 15:35-41. Paul also and Barnabas continued in Antioch,
teaching and preaching the word of the Lord, with many others
also. And some days after Paul said unto Barnabas, Let us go again
and visit our brethren in every city where we have preached the
word of the Lord, and see how they do. And Barnabas determined
to take with them John, whose surname was Mark. But Paul
thought not good to take him with them, who departed from them
from Parmphylia, and went not with them to the work. And the
contention was so sharp between them, that they departed asunder
one from the other: and so Barnabas took Mark, and sailed unto
Cyprus; and Paul chose Silas, and departed, being recommended by
the brethren unto the grace of God. And he went through Syria and
Cilicia, confirming the churches.

Colossians 4:10-11. Aristarchus my fellow prisoner saluteth you,
and Marcus, sister’s son to Barnabas, (touching whom ye received
commandments: if he come unto you, receive him;) and Jesus,
which is called Justus, who are of the circumcision. These only are
my fellow workers unto the kingdom of God, which have been a
comfort unto me.

2 Timothy 4:11. Only Luke is with me. Take Mark, and bring him
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with thee: for he is profitable to me for the ministry.

Philemon 23, 24 There salute thee Epaphras, my fellowprisoner in
Christ Jesus; Marcus, Aristarchus, Demas, Lucas, my
fellowlaborers.

1 Peter 5:13. The church that is at Babylon, elected together with
you, saluteth you; and so doth Marcus my son.
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“And Jesus answered them, saying, The hour is come that the Son
of man should be glorified. Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a
corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth alone: but if it
die, it bringeth forth much fruit “ — John 12:23-24.

CERTAIN Greeks desired to “see Jesus.” They informed Philip of their
desire, Philip consulted with Andrew, and the two disciples together
informed their Master of what seemed to thom to be a very important
mater. As wise men from the East once came to see Jesus, so now would
those Gentiles from the West do the same. Probably, Philip and Andrew
expected that Christ would display his miraculous power before the eyes of
these enquirers; but our Lord, instead of going on from his triumphal
procession, and the hosannas of the multitude, to something outwardly
grander, began at once to speak about a glorification far other than either
his disciples or these Greeks desired, — a glorification which was to follow
upon death and burial.

Is it not very noteworthy how our Lord’s mind was always dominated by
the aticipation of that baptism of his, that immersion in grief and suffering,
that decease which he was to accomplish at Jerusalem? This was the main
thought of his whole life, and nothing could make him forget it In his
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heaviest moment of trial, and in his brightest moment of joy, his heart was
equally at the cross, and he was longing to complete his atoning sacrifice
for the salvation of his people. O brave, loving heart of Christ, so firmly
fixed in love, so resolute to be pierced, for the beloved, we admire and
love thee in return!

Surely, we make too little of our Redeemer’s death. I fear that even we,
who preach most concerning it, dwell too little upon it; that we, who pray,
plead it too little; that we, who sing, praise our Lord too little for his
wondrous death; and that we, who live upon his grace, yet think too little
of the channel by which it flows to us. Christ’s death is Ais glory and it
ought also to be ours. All other topics in Holy Scripture are important, and
none of them are to be cast into the shade; but the death of the Son of God
is the central sun of all these minor luminaries. It is the great Alpha and
Omega, the first and the last; it is not only eminent, it is preeminent with
us. | could almost wish that we, had broken every other string of our soul’s
harp but that which resounds the music of his love. Silence, ye other
voices; and let the voice of his blood be heard in our souls! If we were
bound down to this one subject, — chained to it, and never suffered to
take another, but compelled simply to stand, and cry incessantly, “Behold
the Lamb of God, which, taketh away the sin of the world,” — it would be
an enlargement, rather than a narrowing of our ministry. Here is a theme fit
for seraphs; yea, “Michael the archangel” might find this subject too vast
oven for his exalted intellect While we are musing on this text, no other
topic shall intrude. Our mottoes shall be, “All for Jesus,” and “None but
Jesus.” May the blessed Comforter, whose work it is to glorify Christ, and
to take of that which belongs unto him, and apply it unto us, give us the
power of Christ’s death in our hearts!

The verses on which we are to meditate speak of true things; — first,
Christ’s view of his death; and, secondly, Christ’s view of the necessity
and the results of that death.

I. First, we are to consider CHRIST’S VIEW OF HIS DEATH. He says,”The
hour is come, that the Son of man should be glorified.”

Now, I freely grant that this passage may refer to Christ’s glorification, in
his resurrection, in his ascension, and in all his triumph beyond the skies;
but, from its connection, with the allusion to the grain of wheat, which is
cash into the ground to die, it is clear that our Lord was mainly thinking of
his death, and that he spoke of it as being, in a certain sense, the hour of his
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glory. Certainly, to spiritual eyes, the Christ of God was never more
glorious than when he was nailed to the cross of Calvary; — not even
yonder where the lamps of heaven glow with supernal splendor, where the
harps of angels pour forth matchless music, and where Christ, himself
sitteth upon the throne of the Highest, “King of kings, and Lord of lords.”
A glory, never equalled, shone around the Conqueror of death and hell
when he bowed his head, and said, “It is finished,” and gave up the ghost

Mark well that Christ said that “the Son of man should be glorified;” —
not the Son of God; — for he was speaking here concerning nature. This
teaches us that, Christ, as man, was glorified by enduring bravely,
patiently, and to the end, what no other man ever has borne. Without a
murmur, he willingly endured all the agony and ignominy that were
heaped upon him. He marched boldly through the tremendous deeps of
physical, mental, and spiritual suffering which the atonement demanded. It
may be that, in some of his bodily pangs, our Lord’s anguish has been
equalled by that endured by some of the martyrs, yet I greatly question
whether that has ever been the case. Rather do I believe that his peculiarly
sensitive body, which had never lost any of its delicacy of tone through
indulgence or impurity, and which was originally of the finest mold,
seeing that he was “that holy thing” which was born of Mary through the
overshadowing power of the Highest; — for these reasons, it appears to
me that Christ may have borne physical pains such as, in their intensity,
have not been known by any other son of man. But as for his mental and
spiritual griefs, they were an abyss unknown; who can measure or
conceive what his holy soul endured? Hart’s lines, though very strong in
expression, do not go beyond the truth even when he says that Christ, in
Gethsemane, —

“Bore all incarnate God could bear,
With strength enough, and none to spare.”

Yet how gloriously he endured it all even to the bitter end! The gold was
tried in the furnace, but no dross was discovered. Mightier than Atlas,
Christ bore a world of grief upon his shoulders; and yet he neither
staggered under it, nor cast off the lead. He went to prison and to death;
but all through his way of woe his mighty soul was strong within him., and
he died triumphing over all; he was unconquered and unconquerable unto
the last Crown him, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, as the King of
sufferers,most mighty to suffer and to save. With his garments all red from
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the winepress, adore him as having alone sustained the fury of his
adversaries.

Remember, too, that Christ won, on the cross, the glory of being the fully-
obedient One. “Being found in fashion as a man, he humbled himself, and
became obedient unto death, even the death of the cross.” It is a great
glory to a servant of God to be, through divine grace, sincerely obedient to
his Lord; but it would be a greater honor if he could be perfectly obedient
Upon our Lord, who had voluntarily taken the place of a servant for us, the
petition of his service cash the highest honor. After having, in all points,
kept the law perfectly by his active obedience, and was glorious indeed
when he crowned his life’s service by his passive obedience and was
glorious indeed when he went to “the end of the law for righteousness.”
Firstborn of many brethren art thou, O thou glorious Son of man, made
perfect in thine obedience in order that thou mightest be the Captain of our
salvation, and bring many sons unto glory!

Further, Christ was glorified on the cross by achieving what no one else
could have achieved. How often do we set forth the truth, which is ever
fresh and delightful to believers, that Christ Jesus, on the tree, took all the
sins of all who believe in him, — took them to himself literally, and carried
them as though they had been his own, and suffered for those sins, upon
the cross, all that ought to have been suffered by us on account of those
sins, enduring that which his Father accepted as an equivalent for all the
agony which ought to have been endured by us because of those iniquities.
We believe, brethren and sisters in Christ, in the literal substitution of
Christ for his people. Christ stood in the sinner’s place, and suffered what
was due to the sinner, even the curse of God, and the wrath of God. And
now he has so suffered for sinners that those, for whom he died, can have
no sin laid to their charge so as to involve them in punishment, since it is a
maxim of all courts of justice that the law cannot first punish the substitute,
and then punish those in whose place he stood. Every honest man admits
that a debt, once paid, is settled for over; so, as Christ paid the debt that
his people owed: to infinite justice, it is far ever blotted out, and our
obligations to divine justice are obliterated. This is the joy of joys, this is
the doctrine, that makes the gospel to be God’s good news to guilty
sinners, this is the glorious truth that sets the bells of heaven a-ringing with
their loudest and their sweetest music, — that Christ has made the sin of
his people to cease to be. Thus is fulfilled that ancient prophecy, “In those
days, and in that time, saith the Lord, the iniquity of Israel shall be sought
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for, and there shall be none; and the sins of Judah, and they shall not be
found: for I will pardon them whom I reserve.” The work of Messiah the
Prince is “to finish the transgression, and to make an end of sins, and to
make reconciliation for iniquity, and to bring in everlasting righteousness;”
and this work was fully accomplished when “this Man, after he had offered
one sacrifice for sins for ever, sat down on the right hand of God.” O
beloved, herein is bliss indeed for us if he did really die for us! your
question and mine must be this, “Did Christ die for me?” To answer that, |
must ask, Am I trusting in him?”” If [ am, then he did die for me and all my
sins are gone because he was punished in my stead. My demerit was
imputed to him, and he died to put it away; and, now, his merit is reckoned
as my merit A wonderful transfer has been made by means of the death of
Christ He has taken all the consequences of our guilt, and borne them all,
and ended them for ever; so was he not indeed glorified in his death? And
thou, believer, mayest sing this sweet song, on earth and in heaven too, —

“In my Surety I am free,
His dear hands were pierced for me;
With his spotless vesture on
Holy as the Holy One.

“Oh the heights and depths of grace !
Shining with meridian blaze;
Here the sacred records show
Sinners black, but comely too.”

But we must not forgot that Christ was glorified, in his death, officially,
as our great High Priest He stood alone in that dark hour, as the true High
Priest presenting the one perfect sacrifice unto God. All other high priests
had been but types of Christ, the great Anti-type. They had, once a year,
though “not without blood,” passed under the embroidered veil which hid
the Holy of Holies from other eyes; but in that dread hour of darkness on
Calvary, Christ, the true High Priest, offered up himself as the propitiatory
sacrifice which alone could put away his people’s sins; and then, through
the rent veil, that is to say, his body, his soul passed up into the presence of
God, and there his blood still pleads for his people, speaking better things
than that of Abel. Begone, all ye gorgeous ceremonies of Aaron and his
sons, like stars that hide their light when the sun itself appears! Christ, the
great High Priest, is the only one that his Church needs. You may banish
your many-colored robes, you may put away your precious mitres, you
may lay aside your bespangled breastplate, for Christ alone wears the robe,
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the mitre, and the breastplate of the true High Priest before God, and he
stands gloriously accepted through his unique sacrifice. From henceforth,
let it be known, throughout the whole earth, that other sacrificing priest
there is none but living Christ, and other sacrifice there is none but the
sacrifice which he has once for all offered, and which still avails for all
who trust in it His precious blood —

“Shall never lose its power,
Till all the ransom’d Church of God
Be saved to sin no more.”

Thus have I shown you that, even on the cross, Christ was glorified; yet
this declaration of his may also refer to that which followed his death. It is
indeed so closely linked and intertwisted with his passion and crucifixion
that it would be wrong to separate it from them; yet we must never forgot
that he who died, and was put into the grave, also rose again. It was his
glory that, by his own almighty power, he arose,” he first-born from the
dead.” After forty days, he ascended unto the Father, and angels welcomed
him as he returned triumphantly to heaven. Our faith can almost hear the
lingering notes of that wonderful song of his angelic escort, “Lift up your
heads, O ye gates; and be lift up, ye everlasting doors, and the King of
glory shall come in.” Glorious was his welcome by the spirits bought with
blood who were already before the throne, and truly glorious was he as he
sat down at the right hand of the Father. See the Son of Mary exalted to sit
at the right hand of the Father. Man like ourselves, yet glorified in being
made to reign there with his Father! He had always been there as God, but
now he is there also as man, crowned with glory and honor, and made to
have dominion over all the works of God’s hands. The very Man, who was
once the babe in Bethlehem, and then the carpenter of Nazareth and
afterwards the murdered One of Calvary, is now so highly exalted that, at
his name which is above every name, every knee shall bow, “of things in
heaven, and things in earth, and things under the earth; and that every
tongue shall confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the
Father.”

It strikes me that our Lord also meant, by making this statement in
connection with the visit of these Greeks to him, fo teach us that, after his
death, he would be glorified amongst all the nations of mankind; that,
although, in his earthly ministry, he was not sent except to the lost sheep of
the house of Israel, yet, after his death, the gospel should be preached, in
his name, to all nations, and out of all nations a people should be gathered
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who would praise his name for ever and ever. Even at the present time, it is
no small glory to Christ, who was nailed to the cross of Calvary, that his
name is reverenced over a great part of the earth, even by nations whose
ancestors were strangers to it; and that his name is the foundation of every
tame morning prayer and every holy evening song. “His name Shall endure
for ever;” and his gospel shall extend its saying and sanctifying power from
realm to realm, till he cometh again, “in his glory, and all the holy angels
with him,” to glorify his saints with himself for ever and ever.

I have spoken at this length upon what our Lord said concerning his death
as the means of glorifying him., for I am anxious that we should not think
lightly of that of which he thought so highly.

II. The few minutes that remain must be devoted to the second part of the
text, which concerns THE NECESSITY AND RESULTS OF CHRIST’S DEATH.

Our Lord seems to say that it was absolutely necessary that he should die,
that even his perfect life would have been of no use to us if he had not
died. He saith, “Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it
abideth alone;” so you see, brethren, that if Christ, after having come to
this earth as he did, had not died, he would, so far as mankind is
concerned, have had to abide in heaven alone. As God, the word “alone”
would have had no reference, for the holy angels, as well as his Father and
the ever-blessed Spirit would always have been near him; but if our Lord
could have come here, and then have gone back to heaven without dying, it
would not have been possible for any other man ever to have gone to
heaven, and Christ would have been the only man in the whole of that land
of joy. It is dreadful even to think of such a thing as that; if that could have
happened, where must all the saints of God and all mankind have gone?
There is but one other region , — the land of darkness and of death, the
land of pain, of horror, and of woe unutterable; and there must we all have
gone if Christ had not died upon the cross; — not only the thief on the left
hand of Christ, but the thief on his right hand too; — not only Judas, but
Peter, John, and all the apostles; — not only Demas, but Paul, and Silas,
and all the early Christians; — not only Ahithophel, but David also; — not
only the unrighteous, but the righteous too; — all! all! ALL, having sinned,
would have been condemned to eternal wrath if Jesus had not died. Ah, but
it was not possible for the Son of man, who was also the Son of God, to be
alone in heaven! He could not be content to be there alone. He left his
Father’s side in glory, in order that he might become the Son of man; and
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then, after he had once taken our human nature into union with his divine
nature, he could not go back to heaven to live there in solitude, without
another man to bear him company. We cannot conceive of the Firstborn
without a brotherhood, the Head without a body, the Savior with no saved
ones to sing his praises, the Shepherd without sheep, the King without
subjects. No, this could not be; and therefore it was absolutely necessary
that Christ should die.

It was a most suggestive and suitable figure which Christ used, — that a
corn of wheat must be put into the ground and die, or it cannot produce its
like. Our language, and all languages, when they speak of such lofty
themes as life and death, become very much like a skein of silk that is all
in a tangle; and we must never talk lightly concerning these supreme
truths. I believe that half the disputes about that very important matter of
eternal punishment — concerning which some think that the Scriptures
favor the view of alimited period to the punishment, — arise because
these who hold that view do not observe that there is a vast difference
between mere existence and life, and an even greater difference between
death and annihilation. If a grain of wheat were really to die, it would not
bring forth any fruit When the maltster has passed the corn through the
various processes which end with kiln-drying, it is really dead; and if you
were to plant it, it would never bring forth fruit That is a very different
kind of death from that which takes place when the seed is cast into the
ground; there it dies in quite another sense, that is to say, it rots, the
matter of the corn dissolves, and furnishes the first soil for the little minute
of life to feed upon; for the grain of wheat is not all life, there is a life-
germ inside it The grain of “corn or wheat” must be broken up and be
resolved into its primary elements, or else it camnot bring forth fruit * (*
In C. H Spurgeon’s Autobiography, Vol. Ill., pages 194-6, there are
further explanations of this subject, including the definition of death given
by Mr. Spurgeon to Mr. Ruskin, who said, “That is the most
extraordinary definition of death that I ever heard, but it is true.”) So, our
Lord Jesus Christ had to die and to be buried in the grave, as the seed-
corn is put into the ground, and there he had to be resolved, as it were,
into his primary elements, the soul to be for a while separated from the
body, and the Deity from the humanity. Without this death, there could
have been no fruit- bearing to spring out of him; but when he had passed
through this experience of death, then there sprang up out of the dead
Christ, — dead after that fashion, — abundant fruit Nobody can tell you
why it is that, if a
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single grain of wheat is put into the ground, it may bring forth a
hundredfold. Why should it so multiply itself? That is a great mystery, but
it is a solid fact; and it is a blessed mystery of faith that, as Jesus Christ
died, all who put their trust in him are the “much fruit” upspringing from
his death. It is because he died on the tree that believers are to live with
him for ever. I have not time to go fully into that subject, now; but you all
know that if Christ had not died, we should all still be under the curse; if
Jesus had not died, we must have been condemned at the bar of God; if
Jesus had not died, there would have been no way of approach for us to
God. We could not, as believers, have had any existence at all, except
through his death, but now, through the preaching of his death, and the
hearing of the message by the ear of faith through the effectual working of
the Holy Spirit, we are made alive unto God, and so become “fruit” to the
praise of the Savior who died on the cross of Calvary.

Beloved, if we want to have fruit in our ministry, if we want to see sinners
converted, we must preach up Christ’s death. As the blacksmith strikes the
hot iron upon the anvil, we must keep the hammer of the gospel at work
upon this great foundation truth, “Christ died for our sins according to the
Scriptures.” It is no talking to men upon other topics in the hope that it will
lead to their conversion. The great soul-quickening agency is “Jesus Christ,
and him crucified.” Whoever will come and trust in the God-appointed
Substitute for sinners shall be eternally saved, for life comes only through
his death. The salvation of sinners is not even by preaching the great and
glorious truth of Christ’s second Advent, nor by preaching about Christ’s
millennial and eternal glory, but by incessantly pointing to Christ lifted up
upon the cross. There is the grain of wheat that, put into the ground, brings
forth much fruit; and we must keep to that theme beyond all others. You
who try to talk to the unconverted, must do this if you wish to see them
find real, lasting peace, and enter into tame Christian liberty. You must say,
with Charles Wesley, —

“His only righteousness I show,
His saving truth proclaim;

‘Tis all my business here below
To cry, ‘Behold the Lamb!’“

I must close, brethren, with this reflection. You and I want to bring forth
fruit unto God; we want to save souls. Then we must do what Christ did,
though in another sense; that is to say, we must fall into the ground and
die. Did you ever see a minister, who was such a gentleman that he did not
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know his people, and never shook hands with them in his life, — one who
was only anxious to show to them what a dignified individual an ordained
minister is? Well, such a man as that is like a grain of wheat put into a
golden shrine, to be admired. But, possibly, you know another man, — he
may be a city missionary, — and he goes right down into the midst of the
sin and misery of those whom he seeks to win for Christ, looking at
everything from their point of view; and often it is a difficult task for him,
yet he will do it He lays aside everything in which he is their superior,
speaks so that they can understand him, and brings the gospel right down
to their level. That man will win souls for the Savior, because he is not a
grain of wheat laid on a marble shelf, but he is dropped into the ground;
and the more that man will spend himself for his Master, — work himself
to death, break up his constitution, kill himself, as it were, in his Master’s
service, the more likely is he to bring forth “much fruit” unto God. I do
not believe you can do much good without having a great deal taken out
of yourselves; and when men are so very particular and careful about
themselves, and will only serve God if it does not cost them anything, I
believe that no earthly good can come of that The man whom God will
greatly bless must be willing, in this sense, to fall into the ground and die.

In persecuting times, the Christian has often had literally to give himself up
to die; but, instead of the cause of Christ being injured by his death, he has
in that way brought forth the “much fruit “ There have been no other such
fruitful preachers of the gospel as those who suffered at the stakes of
Smithfield or died upon the rack. If you would be the means of saving
others, you must make no reserve for yourself, but imitate your Master, of
whom his enemies tauntingly but truly said, “He saved others; himself he
cannot save.” I ask you, brothers and sisters in Christ, to resolve, by God’s
strength, that there is nothing you will not do, and nothing you will not
give for him who loved you so well that he gave all he had to save you.
Seek, by every means that you can use, to win souls for Christ The man
who must have conversions, or he will die, will have them. The woman
who feels that she must bring her class to Christ, and will never rest till
she does, will bring them to Christ The Lord help us so to preach Christ,
and so to live for Christ, and, if necessary, so to die for Christ, that we
may bring forth fruit unto God, — “some a hundredfold, some sixtyfold,
some thirtyfold.” Amen.

PUBLISHERS’ NOTE. A very considerable portion of this Sermon was
revised by Mr. Spurgeon in readiness for publication. The topic —
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“Christ’s Death and Ours” — is peculiarly appropriate to the fifteenth
anniversary of the beloved preacher’s last days upon earth; but the
subject of the next Sermon, which is to be published on January 31st, —
the exact anmiversary of the date of his home-going, — is still more
suitable. The text is, “The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away;
blessed be the name of the Lord;” and the title of the Sermon is to be,
“Fifteen Years After!” to remind all readers that, although the preacher’s
voice has not been heard in this world for the past fifteen years, yet, like
the martyred Abel, “he being dead yet speaketh:” and, as Dr. Newman Hall
truly said, “as he yet speaketh, he is not dead.” It is intended to insert in
the Sermon — following the precedent of 1892, — a portrait of Mr.
Spurgeon sitting in his study with the bound volumes of the new Park
Street Pulpit and the Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit just behind his head.
There are now half as many again as there were when the photograph was
taken.

It is also a somewhat remarkable fact that the Sermon to be issued next
week was preached on Thursday evening, February 11th, 1869, exactly
twenty-three years, to the very day, before the funeral service at the
Tabernacle, the long procession from Newington to Norwood, and the
interment in the cemetery there in the presence of an enormous concourse
of sympathizing spectators.

Regular readers of the Sermons will remember that similar coincidences
were pointed out at the time of Mr. Spurgeon’s home-going, when,
without any human pre-arrangement, the Sermons intended for reading on
the four Sabbaths in February, 1892, were as follows: — No. 2,242,
“God’s Will about the Future;” No. 2,243, “His Own Funeral Sermon,”
No. 2,244, “Members of Christ;” and No. 2,245, “Living, Loving,
Lasting Union;” — the four discourses concerning the home-going of
Deacon William Olney. The publishers venture to suggest that Mr.
Spurgeon’s memory cannot be better honored than by still further
increasing the circulation of his Sermons, which will continue to be
published weekly for several years to come, and they will always be glad
to quote special terms to all who are willing to aid them in this effort if
they will write to Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, Paternoster Buildings,
London, E.C.
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EXPOSITION BY C. H. SPURGEON.

JOHN 12:12-36.

Verses 12-15. On the next day much people that were come to the feast,
when they beard that Jesus was coming to Jerusalem, took branches of
palm trees, and went forth to meet him, and cried, Hosanna: Blessed is
the King of Israel that cometh in the name of the Lord. And Jesus, when
he had found a young ass, sat thereon, as it is written, Fear not, daughter
of Zion - behold, thy King cometh, sitting on an ass’s collt.

Even in the little glory of a temporal kind, which was given to the Lord
Jesus Christ when he was “here among men” as Mrs. Luke’s hymn puts it,
his humility and meekness were very manifest, thus fulfilling the prophecy
recorded in Zechariah 9:9: “Rejoice greatly, O daughter of Zion; shout, O
daughter of Jerusalem: behold, thy King cometh unto thee; he is just, and
having salvation; lowly, and riding upon an ass, and upon a colt the foal of
an ass.” Oh, that all his people would always be of such a lowly spirit, not
seeking great things for themselves, but condescending to men of low
estate, remembering that it was their Master who said to his disciples,
“Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in
heart; and ye shall find rest unto your souls.”

16. These things understood not his disciples at the first: but when Jesus
was glorified, then remembered they that these things were written of him,
and that they had done these things unto him.

I wonder whether, when Christ comes back to earth, in the glory of his
Father with the holy angels, we also shall not understand a great many
things which are complete mysteries to us now. Peradventure, it will be
said of us then, “These things understood not his disciples at the first: but
when Jesus was glorified, then remembered they that these things were
written of him, and that they had done these things unto him.” That first
glory of his ascension to heaven shed a flood of light upon the life of
Christ, as doubtless the greater glory of his second advent will shed a yet
brighter light upon our understanding of the things of Christ which quite
surpass our comprehension now.

17-19. The people therefore that was with him when he called Lazarus
out of his grave, and raised him from the dead, bare record. For this
cause the people also met him, for that they heard that he had done this
miracle.
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The Pharisees therefore said among themselves, Perceive ye how ye
prevail nothing? behold, the world is gone after him.

No doubt many of his disciples thought so too, yet how mistaken were
both the friends and the foes of Christ, for you recollect, brothers and
sisters, that Christ’s triumphal entry into Jerusalem was followed, within
less than a week, by a far different scene, when the same crowd that cried
“Hosanna!” shouted “Away with him, away with him, crucify him!” The
world, that was supposed to have gone after him, nailed him to the cross;
so short-lived is human popularity. So short-lived also is the admiration of
Christ by carnal minds, for they do admire him after a fashion, they cannot
help doing so. There have been written lives of Christ, which have been
full of admiration of him, yet equally full of opposition to his Deity. We
must not always regard it as an encouraging sign when men praise Christ;
for very soon, if the root of the matter be not in them, and they do not
accept him as their Lord and Master, they will change their note, and
instead of “Hosanna!” it will be “Away with him, crucify him!”

20, 21. And there were certain Greeks among them that came up to
worship at the feast: the same came therefore to Philip, which was of
Bethsaida of Galilee, and desired him, saying, Sir we would see Jesus.

I do not know why these Greeks went to Philip, who was of Bethsaida of
Galilee, unless it was because he had a Greek name. Yet Andrew and
Peter also had Greek names. If I went to Paris, and wanted to see the
President, and knew that there was somebody in the cabinet who had an
English name, I should probably say, “Well, either he is an Englishman, or
he comes of English parentage, so be may take an interest in me, and get
me the introduction I want “ Perhaps that was the reason why these
Greeks came to Philip. I cannot think of any other; but I know that, if you
want to get to Christ, you will always find some way of doing it, and that
the reason why so many people do not get to him, is because they do not
want to do so. You may all come to Jesus Christ if you will. But, alas!
until his grace controls it, and changes it, your will inclines you to still
further away from Christ rather than to come to him.

22. Philip cometh and telleth Andrew: and again Andrew and Philip tell
Jesus.

Andrew and Philip appear to have been staunch friends and fellow-
laborers; and it is always well when Christian men can work for Christ
with
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congenial companions. My poor perplexed brother, if you cannot get to
Jesus Christ by yourself, it will be a good thing for you to say to some
Philip, “Sir, I would see Jesus.” Perhaps Philip will tell his friend Andrew,
and then Philip and Andrew will go together, and tell Jesus, and so you
will get to him. It is a great help in prayer, when you are yourself unable
to pray, to get someone, whom you know to be a Christian, and who has
sympathy with you, to come and pray with you.

23, 24. And Jesus answered them, saying, The hour is come that the Son
of man should be glorified. Verily, verily, —

“Amen, amen,” —

24, 25. I say unto you, Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and
die, it abideth alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit He that
loveth his life shall lose it;

Or, as it should be rendered, “He that loves his life loses it ““ That is not the
true way to live; and in his selfish attempt to live to himself, he is losing his
life.

25, 26. And he that hateth his life in this world shall keep it unto life
eternal. If any man serve me, let him follow me;

The best service you can render to Christ is to imitate him. If you want to
do what will please him do as he did.

26. And where I am, there shall also my servant be:

You cannot expect better lodgings than that; so, as Christ had to live here
amid sorrow, and sin, and shame, you must be willing to do the same; but,
as Christ was afterwards exalted to indescribable honor, so shall it be with
you if you are his true servant

26. If any man serve me, him will my Father honor.

For such is the Father’s love to his Son, that he delights to honor all those
who become his Son’s faithful servants.

27. Now is my soul troubled; and what shall I say? Father, save me
from this hour: but for this cause came I unto this hour.

There was a conflict in the Savior’s heart, — the weakness of his true
manhood — striving with the strength of his infinite affection to his people,
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and also to his Father. We must never forget that he as in all points
tempted like as we are, yet without sin.” If it had been no pain to him to
die as the Substitute for sinners, there would have been no atoning
sacrifice  in his death; and if no dread had overtaken him at the thought
of death, it would have proved that he did not die as we do; and, therefore,
he would not have been able to take our place as he did.

Notice how the Savior speaks of the struggle that was going on in his soul.
“What shall Isay?” Do you ever have to ask that question when you are
trying to pray? If so, do not be astonished, for even your Lord and Master
said the same. “What shall I say?” — as if he paused to consider what form
his prayer should take, — “shall I say, Father save me from this hour? No;
but I will say, For this cause came I unto this hour.”

28. Father, glorify thy name.

That is a grand answer to the Savior’s question, “What shall I say?” And,
when you do not know how to pray, you may always present that petition,
“Father, glorify thy name.” You have some dear one at home very ill; you
would be glad if the precious life might be spared, yet you are not sure
whether you may ask for it Well then, say, “Father, glorify thy name.”
Possibly, you are passing through a great trial, and you would be glad to
escape from it; yet you do not know whether it is the divine will that you
should do so. Well then, you may, at any rate, put up this prayer, “‘Father,
glorify thy name.” Whatever is most for thy glory, let that be my will as it is
thy will.”

28 Then came there a voice from heaven, —

An audible voice, for those who stood by could hear it: “There came a
voice from heaven,” —

28-30. Saying, 1 have both glorified it, and will glorify it again. The
people therefore, that stood by, and heard it, said that it thundered. others
said, An angel spake to him. Jesus answered and said, This voice came not
because of me, but for your sakes.

“You needed to be strengthened as to the divine character and authority of
my mission; you required to be comforted with the full assurance that I
shall indeed be glorifying my Father even when I die upon the cross of
Calvary.”
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31. Now is the judgment of this world:

This is a wonderful sentence, — as if, in Christ’s death, the world was
judged, and condemned; and so it was; nothing ever so convicted the world
of high treason against God as when men said of the Lord Jesus Christ,
God’s. well-beloved Son, “This is the Heir; come, let us kill him, and the
inheritance shah be ours. The shedding of the blood of Christ upon the
cross is the crimson evidence of the deep transgression of human nature:
“Now is the judgment of this world.” There is another rendering of this
text, retaining the Greek word, “Now is the crisis of this world.” * * See
Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, No. 2,338, “The Crisis of this World.”

31. Now shall the prince of this world be cast out

Thank God for that! His throne was shaken to its fall when Christ died on
Calvary. All the powers of darkness suffered eternal defeat in the hour that
men and devils fancied they had gained the victory.

32, 33. And 1, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all men unto me.
This he said, signifying what death he should die.

Yet they did not understand it, even then, clear as it now appears to us that
he spake concerning his lifting up upon the cross.

34-36. The people answered him, We have heard out of the law that Christ
abideth for ever: and how sayeth thou, The Son of man must be lifted up?
who is this Son of man? Then Jesus said unto them, Yet a little while is the
light with you. Walk while ye have the light, lest darkness come upon you:
for he that walketh in darkness knoweth not whither he goeth. While ye
have light, believe in the light, that ye may be the children of light These
things spake Jesus, and departed, and did hide himself from them.
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FIFTEEN YEARS AFTER!

NO. 3025

This title has been selected in order to call special attention to the
fact that the Sermon is published exactly fifteen years after the
beloved preacher was “called home” on January 31st, 1892. The
subject is as singularly appropriate to the anniversary of that never-
to-be-forgotten period as the Sermons which were issued at the
time of Mr. Spurgeon’s death and funeral, viz., No. 2,242, “God’s
Will about the Future;” No. 2,243, “His Own Funeral Sermon,”
No. 2,244. “Members of Christ;”” and No. 2,245, “Living, Loving,
Lasting Union.” (See also Note accompanying Mr. Spurgeon’s
portrait a few pages later.”)

A SERMON PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, JANUARY FIRST, 1907,
DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON,

ON THURSDAY EVENING, FEB. 11TH, 1869.

“The LORD gave, and the LORD hath taken away;
blessed be the name of the LORD.” — Job 1:21.

OR, as some read it, “The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away; blessed
be the name of the Lord.” So that, the text is not only concerning the past,
but it may rightly be considered as relating to the present also. Some of the
rarest pearls have been found in the deepest waters, and some of the
choicest utterances of believers have come from them when God’s waves
and billows have been made to roll over them. The fire consumes nothing
but the dross, and leaves the gold all the purer. In Job’s cause, I may truly
say, with regard to his position before God, he had lost nothing by all his
losses, for what could be purer and brighter gold thou this which gleams
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before us from our text, revealing his triumphant patience, his complete
resignation, and his cheerful acquiescence in the divine will? “The Lord
giveth, and the Lord taketh away; blessed be the name of the Lord.”

There are two points to which I ask your earnest attention while we
meditate upon this subject The first is the exhortation drawn from the text,

— learn to see the Lord’s hand in everything, in giving and in taking; and,

secondly, — and this is a harder lesson, — learn to bless the Lord’s name

in everything, in giving and in taking.

I. First, LET US LEARN TO SEE THE LORD’S HAND IN EVERYTHING.
9

Our whole history seems to be divided, as our text divides itself, into a
beholding of God’s hand in giving, and then a beholding of it in taking. We
are then, first of all, to behold God’s hand as a giving hand. If we are
believers, all the comforts and mercies that we have are to be viewed by us
as coming from the hand of our gracious Heavenly Father. Job confessed
that the Lord had given him the camels, and the sheep, and the oxen, and
that the Lord had given him his seven sons and three daughters; everything
which he had ever possessed he looked upon as having been the gift of
God. Job did not say, “I worked hard to obtain all that stock that I have
now lost “ He did nos complain, “I spent many weary days and many
anxious nights in accumulating all those flocks and herds that have been
stolen from me.” He did not ascribe any of his wealth either to his own wit,
or to his own industry, but he said of it all, “The Lord gave it to me.” In his
mind’s eye, he took an inventory of all that he once had, and of all that, he
had lost, and he said of the whole, “It was all the Lord’s gift to me.”

Now, beloved, whatever may be the possessions which you have at the
present time, whatever may be the number of those who are the comfort
of your life, husband or wife, parents or children, kinsfolk of any sort, —
say of all of them, “The Lord gave them to me;” and, as a Christian, learn
the wisdom of never ascribing any earthly comfort to any earthly source.
The worldling may not always be able to say what Job said concerning his
possessions. Some of what he has my not have been obtained honestly; the
Lord did not give any of that to him. Some of what he has may turn out to
be a curse rather than a blessing; but the believer in Christ may say, with
the utmost truthfulness, with regard to all that he has, “It is all the gift of
my loving and tender Heavenly Father.”
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And, brethren, there is associated with this fact that all our possessions are
God’s gifts, the remembrance that they are all undeserved gifts. They are
gifts in the fullest sense of the word, the gifts of God’s grace. They are not
given to us because we have merited them, for we have never deserved
oven the least of all the mercies which the Lord hash so bountifully
bestsowed upon us. We may say of the whole river of his favor, which
flows continually side by side with us as we journey along the pathway of
our pilgrimage, that there is not a drop of it which comes to us of debt or
by law, but all comes through the free gift of God’s grace. All that we
have, over and above what would have been our portion in the pit of hell,
is the gift of God’s mercy towards us. It is of the Lord’s mercy, and
because his compassions fail not, that we are not consumed. Every believer
can truly say, with Job, “‘The Lord gave,” yes, the Lord gave even to me,
an unworthy one who sat as a beggar at his gate, and received from his
own hand countless tokens of his infinite lovingkindness.”

And I may add, with regard to those gifts, that they have been given to us
with wondrous kindness and thoughtfulness on God’s part Some here, |
think, will have to say that they have found themselves provided for by
God’s forestalling their wants. He has gone before them in the way of his
providence, and mysteriously cleared a path for them. Before they have felt
the pinch of poverty, the pinch has been averted. There are others of God’s
servants here, who have sometimes been brought very low, yet they can
bear witness that, hitherto, their bread has always been given to them, and
their waters have been sure; and while God’s mercy comes to us very
sweetly when forestalling our need, there is equal sweetness if it comes
when the need has been felt No food is so palatable as that which has
hunger for its sauce. To know what it is to be poor, will make us more
grateful if God ever gives us abundance. But time would fail me to tell me
the love and care of God towards each one of us, every day of our lives,
and to recount how he not only continues but even multiplies his favors. It
is impossible for us to count them, for they are more in number than the
hairs of our head, or the sand on the seashore, or the stars in the midnight
sky.* *See Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, No. 3,022, “God’s
Innumerable Mercies.”

Now, as everything we have is freely and graciously given to us by God,
this should make us feel, in the first place, that this truth sweetens all that
we have. 1 daresay there is many a little thing in your house that is of no
great value in itself, but it was given to you by someone who was very
dear
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to you. How much a child values that Bible that was given to her by her
mother, who wrote her name in it! Many a man has, in his house, things
which an auctioneer would appraise at a very small amount, but which the
owner prizes very highly because they were given to him by someone
whom he intimately esteemed, and who gave them to him, as a token of his
love. In like manner, look at the bread on the table of a believer as a love-
token from God. The Lord gave it to him; and if there were upon his table
nothing but that bread, it would be a token of God’s gracious
condescension in providing for his needs. Let us learn to look thus at
everything that we receive in this life, for such a view of it will sweeten it
all. We shall not then begin to calculate whether we have as much as others
have, or as much as our own whims or wishes might crave; but we shall
recognize that all we have comes from the hand and heart of our Heavenly
Father, and that it all comes to us as a token of our Father’s love, and with
our Father’s blessing resting upon it.

This fact should also prevent any believer from acting dishonestly in his
daily avocations, or even from wishing to obtain anything that is not his
own by right All of you, who belong to God, have what God has given
you; so mind that you do not mix with it anything that the devil has given
you. Do not go into any worldly enterprise, and seek to gain something
concerning which you could not say, “The Lord my God gave it unto me.”
Men of the world will engage in such transactions, and they will say that
you are not as sharp as you might be because you will not do the same. But
you have a good reason for refusing to gain even a shilling upon which you
cannot ask God’s blessing. A sovereign, dishonestly procured, though, it
might gladden your eyes for a little while, and help to fill your purse, would
certainly bring a curse with it, and you do not want that You would not
like to have to confess to yourself, concerning anything you possessed, “I
dare not tell my Heavenly Father how I got it, though he knows; and I dare
not ask his blessing upon, it, nor do I think he would ever give it to me. He
will probably turn it into a rod, and sharply scourge me for having dawed
to use such unholy means to get what I ought not to have even wished to
possess.” Some of God’s people might have been very happy if they had
not been greedy and grasping. He that hasteneneth to be rich will soon find
that he will fall into many snares and abundant temptations. It is an evil
thing when people cannot be content although they have enough for all
their necessities, for even the world’s proverb says, that “enough is as good
as a feast “ Yet many stretch out their arms, like wide-encircling seas, and
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try to grasp in them all the shore. Such people, sooner or later, begin to
rob others right and left, and very many of them come down to poverty
and the Bankruptcy Court, disgraced and dishonored. Let it not be so with
you, beloved, but be ye content with such things as ye have, whether God
gives you little or much; and, above all things, pray that you may have
nothing but what he gives you, nothing in your house or shop but what
comes in at the front door in the light of day, nothing but what may be
seen coming in if any eye should be watching. That man is truly happy
who can say of all his substances, be it little or be it much, “The Lord gave
it to me.”

Further, as it is the Lord who gives us all the wealth that we possess, iow
very foolish are those people who are proud of possessing a little more of
this world’s wealth than others have/ There are some, who seem to be
thoroughly intoxicated by the possession of a larger income than their
neighbors enjoy. They even seem to fancy that they were made of better
material than was used in the creation of ordinary mortals. Did not a broad
grin appear on the faces of many aristocrats when someone said, in
Parliament, that we were all made of the same flesh and blood? Of course,
all those who were in their right senses, knew that it was true; but insanity
in high places seemed to be moved to utter contempt at the bare mention
of such athing. When a man is poor, unless he has brought his poverty
upon himself by extravagance, or idleness, or his own wrongdoing, the
man is a man for all that, and none the worse man for being poor.
Indeed, some of the best of men have been as poor as their Lord was. I
have known many, who have been very poor, yes who have been the

excellent of the earth, in whom a true saint of God might well take
delight There always will be various ranks and conditions among man,
and there is a certain respect which is due from one to another which

should never be withheld where it is tightly due; but, at the same time,
whenever a man begins to say that, because God has given him more than
he has given to another, therefore he will despise his poorer brother and
look down upon him, it must be dishonoring and displeasing to God, and it
is extremely likely that he will turn round, and make the proud man bite
the dust How often those, who have held their heads so very high, have
been rolled in the mire, and how easily that might be made to come to
pass with others!

A further inference arising out of this truth that God gives us all that we
have, is that it ought never to be difficult for us to give back to God as
much as ever we can. As he has given us all that we have, it is but right
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that we should use it to his glory; and if, under the rule of his grace, and
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under the gospel, he does not so much claim a return from us as a matter of
right, but leaves our liberality to be aroused by the love which constrains
us, rather than by the law which compels us; yet let us not give God less
because he gives us more. Under the Mosaic dispensation, the Jew gave his
tenth by compulsion, but let us willingly give to God more than that, and
not need to be constrained to do it, except by the sweet constraint of love.
Do I owe every penny that I have in this world to the bounty of God’s
hand? Then, when God’s cause and God’s poor are in need, let no one
have to beg of me to give to them. I always feel ashamed when I hear
people say that we are “begging for God’s cause.” God’s cause has no
need to be a beggar from those who would be beggars if it were not for
God’s grace. Oh, no, no; it must never be so! We ought to be like the
children of Israel in the wilderness, who gave so generously towards the
building and furnishing of the tabernacle that Moses had to restrain their
liberality, for they had already given “much more than enough for the
service of the work, which the Lord commanded to make.” Let us try to
imitate the liberality which God has manifested toward us in the gift of his
well-beloved Son, and in all the covenant blessings which come to us
through him. All those who have received so much from God should count
it their privilege and delight to give back to him all that they can.

These reflections might suffice for this part of the subject, but I shall add
one more. “The Lord gave;” — then we must worship the Giver, and not
his gifts, How can we so degrade ourselves as to worship that which God
has given to us? Yet you know that many make idols of their gold, their
lands, their husbands, their wives, their children, or their friends. It is no
unusual thing for a little child to be the god of the family; and wherever
that, is the case, there is a rod laid up in store in that house. You cannot
make idols of your children without finding out, sooner or later, that God
makes them into rods with which he will punish you for your idolatry.
“Little children, keep yourselves from idols,” was the injunction of the
loving apostle John, and he wrote thus in love, because he knew that if
God sees us making idols of anything, he will either break our idols or
break us. If we really are his people, he will, in some way or other, wean us
from our idols, for he wants our love to be given wholly to himself; so it is
best for us to keep the creature in its right place, and never to let the joys
or comforts of this life usurp God’s rightful position in our hearts. God has
been pleased so to fashion the world that it should always be under our
feet; and, as Christians, we should always keep it there. The dearest thing
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we have on earth should ever be estimated by us at its proper value as a
gift from God but as nothing more than that; and never be allowed to
occupy our heart’s throne, which should always be reserved for the Lord
alone.

But now we are to think, for a while, of the Lord’s hand taking away from
us as well as giving to us. Job said, “The Lord gave, and the Lord hath
taken away.” Some of you have come to this service very sad and heavy
of heart because that dear child of yours is dead. Well, I do not blame you
for sorrowing over your loss, but I pray you also to remember that it is the
Lord who hath taken your child away from you. You say that it was the
fever that took away your dear one, and perhaps that was the immediate
cause of your child’s death; but if you can realize that the fever was only
the instrument in God’s hand to remove the dear little one from your care
to his own, surely you will dry your tears. And as for that substance of
yours, which has almost malted away under the fiery trial to which it has
been subjected, so that poverty now to stare you in the face, you will be
able to bear even that when year remember that it is the Lord’s hand that
has taken away what his hand had first given.

So long as we look at the secondary causes of our trouble, we reasons for
sorrow; but when our faith can pierce the veil, and see the Great First
Cause, then our comfort begins. If you strike a dog with a stick, he will try
to bite the stick, because he is a dog; but if he knew better, he would try to
bite you, and not the stick. Yet that is the way that we often act with the
troubles that come to us; we fly at the second causes, and so are angry and
petulant with them; but if we would always recollect that it is God who
taketh away, as well as God who gives; — that he is at the back of all our
trials and troubles; — that his hand weighs out our shame of grief, and
measures our portion of pain, then we should not dare to rebel and bewail;
but, like David, we should say, “I was dumb, I opened not my mouth;
because thou didst it;” even if we could not got up higher still, and say,
with Job, “The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away; blessed be the
name of the Lord.”

Further, when once we know that God has done anything, that fact forbids
any question concerning it It must be right because he did it I may not be
able to tell why, but God knows why he did it He may not tell me the
reason; but he has a reason, for the Lord never acted unreasonably. There
never was any action of his, however sovereign or autocratic it might
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appear to be, but was done “after the counsel of his own will.” Infinite
wisdom dictates what absolute sovereignty decrees. God is never arbitrary,
or tyrannical. He does as he wills, but he always wills to do that which is
not only most, for his own glory, but also most for our real good. How
dare we question anything that God does?

My dear sister, rest assured that it is better that you should be a widow,
and seek to glorify God in your widowhood. My dear young friend, believe
that it is better that you should be an orphan; otherwise, God would not
have taken away your parents. It is better that you, dear friends, should
lose your eyes; it is better that you should be poor, or diseased, or else the
Lord would not let you be so, for “no good thing will he withhold from
them that walk uprightly.” If health and wealth were good things for you,
God would let you have them. If it were a good thing for saints never to
die, they never would die. If it were a good thing for them to go to heaven
at once, they would go there at once. If you are walking uprightly, you my
know that you have all things, which, all things considered, would be good
for you. Some things, which might be good in themselves, or good for
others, might not be good for you; and, therefore, the Lord in love
withholds them from you. But, whatever he gives, or takes away, or
withholds, raise no questions concerning it, but let it be sufficient for you
that the Lord hath done it.

Besides, when we know that the Lord takes away our possessions, the
knowledge that they are his effectually prevents us from complaining.
Suppose you are a steward to a certain nobleman, and that his lordship has
been pleased to entrust you with ten thousand pounds of his money. By-
and-by, he withdraws it from your charge, and invests it somewhere else.
Well, it never was your money; you might have complained if it had been.
But you are only a steward, and if your lord pleases to withdraw his own
money, are you going to be out of temper with your master because he
does what he wills with his own? Suppose you have a banker, — and we
are, as it were, the Lord’s bankers, — and suppose that, a week or two
ago, you paid into the bank a thousand pounds, or more, and the clerks or
those in authority were pleased to take charge of your money. But suppose
that you went to the bank to-day, and drew it all out; they did not get
angry with you. You would not like to trust a banker who was only civil to
you when you were paying in money; and if we are God’s bankers, he
sometimes puts his treasure into our keeping, and sometimes takes it out;
but it is not our treasure any more than our money is the banker’s when we
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entrust it to his care. It is on deposit with us, and we ought to be paying to
God good interest upon it Whatever God has given to us, he never gave it
as our own freehold. ¢ It was always on a lease; — a lease, too, that had to
be renewed every moment; for, if God chose to cancel it, he could do so
whenever he pleased. How dare we then complain?

To use another figure, our Position is like that of a nurse, into whose care
a mother placed her babe, and the nurse dandled the child, and was glad to
have the charge of it; but when she had to return it to its mother, she cried
over the loss of the little darling. Yet it was not the nurse’s child, given to
her to keep; it was only hers to nurse. So it was with your children whom
God has taken home to himself; they were not yours to keep. The Lord put
each one of them, for a while, into your charge, and said to you, “Christain
mother, take this child, and nurse it, for me, and I will pay thee thy wages;”
so, when he called the child back to himself, why should you complain as
though he had wronged you? Or, to use another illustration, which has
been frequently employed in this connection, — a gardener had been
specially careful in tending one particular rose, which was yet fair to look
upon; but, when he went, one morning, to his favorite rose-bush, he found
that the flower, of which he had taken such care, was gone. He was very
vexed, for he thought that some bad boy had stolon into the garden, and
taken away his best flower. He was complaining very bitterly of his loss,
when someone said, “The master has been down in the garden this
morning, and he has been admiring this rose-bush, and he has taken away
that fine bud of which you were so proud.” Then the gardener was
de,lighted that he had been able to grow a flower that had attracted his
master’s notice; and, instead of mourning any longer, he began to rejoice.
So, should it be with anything upon which we have set our hearts. Let each
one of us say to our Master, “My Lord, if it pleases thee to take it, it
pleases me to lose it Why should I complain because thou hash taken from
me, what is really thine own?

““If thou shouldst call me to resign
What most I prize, — it ne’er was mine;
1 only yield thee what was thine:
Thy will be done! ““

I1. The second part of my discourse must be briefer than the first part, yet
it is equally important. It is this, LEARN TO BLESS THE LORD’S NAME IN
EVERYTHING.
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Learn to ring the bells of his praise all day long; and, for the matter of that,
all night, long too. First, bless the name of the Lord when he reveals his
hand in giving.

“Ah!” you say, “that is an easy thing to do.” So it ought to be, my brethren
and sisters in Christ, and it is a neglect of our duty where we do not do it
We come down to our breakfast in the morning, rejoicing in health and
strength, and we go out to our day’s engagements, but, I hope not without
thankfulness that we are in health, and that we have food to eat, and
raiment to put on. We are out all day, and things prosper with us, but I
trust that we do not accept all this as a matter of course, but that we praise
the Lord for it, all the day long; and then, when we go home again at night,
and God is still with us, I hope we do not fall asleep before we again praise
him. John Bunyan used to say that the very chickens shame us if we are
ungrateful, for they do not take a drink of water without lifting up their
heads, as if in thankfulness for the refreshing draught If we, who are the
Lord’s children, do not bless him for the mercies which so constantly come
to us from him, we are of all people the most ungrateful. Oh, for a grateful
frame of mind, for I am sure that is a happy frame of mind. Thom who are
determined to murmur, and to complain of God’s dealings with them, are
sure to find plenty of things to complain of, while those who are of a
thankful spirit will see reasons and occasions for gratitude in everything
that happens. Do you remember a touching story, told some years ago, of a
poor mother with her two little fatherless children? On a cold winter’s
night, they discovered an empty house, into which they went for shelter.
There was an old door standing by itself, and the mother took it, placed it
across a corner of the room, and told the children to creep behind it so as
to get a little protection from the cold wind. One of the children said, “Oh
mother, what will those poor children do, that haven’t got, any door to set
up to keep out the wind?” That child was grateful even for such a poor
shelter as that; yet there are some, who have thousands of greater blessings
than that, and yet do not see God’s hand in them, and do not praise him
for them. If that has been the case with any of us, let us turn over a now
leaf, and ask God to rule it with music lines, and then let us put on them
notes of thanksgiving, and say to the Lord, with David, “Every day will I
bless thee; and I will praise thy name for ever and over;” or say, with one
of our old poets, —
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“My God, I’ll praise thee while I live,
And praise thee when I die,
And praise thee when I rise again,
And to eternity.”

Praising God is one of the best ways of keeping away murmuring. Praising
God is like paying a peppercorn rent for our occupation of our earthly
tenement * ( *See Metropolitan Tabernacle -Pulpit, No. 3,021, “Landlord
and Tenant.”) When the rent is not paid, the owners generally turn the
tenants out, and God might well do so with us if he were like earthly
landlords. If we are not grateful to, him, for all the bounties which we
constantly receive from, him, he may make the stream to stop, and then
what should we do? Ungrateful mind, beware of this great danger!
Thankfulness is one of the easiest virtues for anyone to practice, and
certainly it is one of the cheapest; so let all Christians especially comply
with the apostolic injunction, “Be ye thankful.” It, is a soul-enriching
taking to be thankful. I am sure, that a Christian man, with gratitude for a
small income, is really richer than the man who lives a graceless life, and is
plentifully endowed with worldly wealth. David spoke truly when he said,
“A little that arighteous man hath is better than the riches of many
wicked.” So, let others do as they will, we say, “Give us, Lord, whatever
thou wilt, whether it be little or much, so long as thou dost give with it the
light of thy countenance, our souls shall be abundantly content “ Thus are
we to bless the name of the Lord for all that he gives us. But, it is a much
more difficult thing to bless the name of the Lord for what he takes away
from us, yet, difficult as it is, I venture to say that many believers, who
have forgotten to praise God while he was giving to them, have not
forgotten to praise him when he was taking away from thom. I do not
know how thankful Job had been before this trying period in his history,
but I do know that his trials brought out this expression of his thankfulness;
it is his first recorded praise to God. Some of us need to lie a little while
upon a sick-bed in order to make us thankful for having had good health
for so long; and we need to be brought low, and to have our spirits
depressed, in order to make us grateful that we have had such cheerful
spirits, and been blessed with so many comforts. It is not natural or easy for
flesh and blood to praise God for what he takes away; yet this painful
experience often wakes up the gratitude of the Christian, and he who
forgot to praise the Lord before makes up for it now.
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Brethren, praise is God’s due when he takes as well as when he gives, for
there is as much love in his taking as in his giving. The kindness of God is
quite as great when, he smites us with his rod as when he kisses us with the
kisses of his mouth. If we could see everything as he sees it, we should
often perceive that the kindest possible thing he can do to us is that which
appears to us to be unkind. A child came home from the common with her
lap full of brightly shining berries. She seemed very pleased with what she
had found, but her father looked frightened when he saw what she had got,
and anxiously asked her, “Have you eaten any of those berries?” “No,
father,” replied the child, to his great relief; and then he said to her, “Come
with me into the garden;” and there he dug a hole, put the berries in,
stamped on them, and crushed them, and then covered them with earth. All
this while, the little one thought, “How unkind father is to take away these
things which pleased me so much!” But she understood the reason for it,
when he told her that the berries were so poisonous that, if she had ea,ten
even one of them, she would in all probability have died in consequence. In
like manner, sometimes, our comforts turn to poison, especially when we
begin to make idols of them; and it is kind on the part of God to stamp on
them, and put them right away from us, so that no mischief may come to
our souls. Surely that child said, “Thank you, father, for what you have
done; it was love that made you do it;” and you also, believer, can say,
“Thank God for my sickness, for my poverty, for that dead child of mine,
for my widowhood, for my orphanhood, — thank God for it, all. It would
have been ruinous to me to have left me unchastened. Before I was
afflicted, I went astray; but now have I kept his word. Blessed be his name
for all that he has done, both in giving and in taking away.”

It is a grand thing when we do not judge God’s dealings with us simply by
the rules of reason. From the first moment when the love of God is
revealed to us, right on to the hour when we shall be, in the presence of the
Father in glory, we may depend upon it that there is infinite love in every
act of God in taking from us, just as much as in giving to us. Jesus said to
his disciples, “As the Father hath loved me, so have Iloved you.” The
Father always loved Jesus with infinite love, — he loved him as much
when he was on the cross as he did when he was on his throne. And, in
like manner, Jesus always loves us with an unchanging love, — a love
which can never fail us. He loves us as much in the furnace of affliction as
he will love us when we shall be with him in glory; so let us bless his
name,
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whether he gives or takes away. I invite every mourning soul here to bless
God’s name at this moment

“Ah!” says one, “I wish I could get a little more happiness to sustain me
under my many trials.” Well, let me just remind you of the poor widow
woman who went out to gather a few sticks to make a fire, that she might
bake some cakes for herself and her son. When the prophet Elijah met her,
what did he say to her? He told her to make him a little cake first, and
afterwards, he added, “make for thee and for thy son. For thus saith the
Lord God of Israel, The barrel of meal shall not waste, neither shall the
cruse of oil fail, until the day that the Lord sendeth rain upon the earth.
And she went and did according to the saying of Elijah: and she, and he,
and her house, did eat many days. And the barrel of meal wasted not,
neither did the cruse of oil fail, according to the word of the Lord, which
he spake by Elijah.” Notice that he said to the woman, “Make me a little
cake first;” and God seems to say to you, “Praise me first, and then [ will
bless you.” Say, as Job did a little later in his history, “Though he slay me,
yet will I trust in him.” I believe it marks the turn of the tide, with a saint,
when he can say to the Lord, with good old John Ryland, — “Thee, at all
times, will I bless; Having thee, I all possess.” The sky soon begins to clear
when the Christian begins to say, “The Lord’s will be done;” “not as I will,
but as thou wilt “ This is a sign that the chastisement tins had its due effect;
the rod will probably be put away new. Ye mourning souls, take down
your harps from the willows and sound forth at least a note or two to the
praise of the Lord your God. Praise him with such notes as these: “Truly
Go is good to Israel, even to such as are of a clean heart . . . I will not fret
myself because of him who prospereth in his way, because of the man who
bringeth wicked devices to pass. . .O my God, I believe that all things are
working together for my good, and that thou art my gracious Heavenly
Father, full of compassion, and overflowing with love.” If you talk like this,
Christian, and mean what you say, it will be a blessing to yourself, a
comfort to others, and an honor to your God. As I speak thus, I am
reminded that these comforting truths belong only to tame believers; and as
I send you away, I dare not put the words of my text into all your mouths,
for, alas! some of you cannot see our Father’s hand in anything that
happens to you. You are without a parent, except that wicked one of
whom Christ said to the Jews, “Ye are of your father the devil, and the
lusts of your father ye will do.” Yet, remember, you who cannot claim God
as your Father, that the door of his grace is not yet shut. He is still willing
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to receive you; if you will come to him, confessing your sins, and seeking
mercy through the precious blood of Jesus, he is both able and willing to
give you a new heart, and a right spirit, to save you here and now, and to
adopt you at once into his family. Then will you also be able to see his
hand both in giving and in taking away, and you also will learn to bless
his name at all times. If God the Lord shall deal thus graciously with you,
his shall be the praise for ever and ever. Amen.
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“Turn away mine eyes from beholding vanity; and quicken
thou me in thy way.” — Psalm 119:37.

THERE are divers kinds of vanity. In the play of the frivolous and the sport
of the idle, we see but one sort of vanity, — light, open, and undisguised.
The cap and bells of the fool, the motley of the jester, the mirth of the
world, the dance, the lyre, and the cup of the dissolute, — these men know
to be vanities; they wear upon their forefront their proper name and title.
Yet an another species of vanity, and more deceitful, can be discovered in
the cares of this world and the deceitfulness of riches. A man may follow
vanity as truly in the counting-house as in the theater. If he is spending his
life in amassing wealth, he is heaping to himself vanity quite as much as
though he openly passed his days in vain show or empty pageant All the
fools do not dance or drink; all the fools do not make jests; full many there
are, of sombre mood, who spend money for that which is not bread, and
their labor for that which satisfieth not.

Moreover, there is such a thing as solemn vanity, — the vanity that may be
seen among those who observe the empty ceremonials of religion, invest
themselves with strnge garments, and affect the odor of sanctity. Or,
turning from the gorgeous fane to the lowly conventicle, vanity may even
be discovered beneath the broad brim of the Friend who, seeking after the
world rather than after Christ, thinks that he rebukes the world’s vanity,
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when the world may well rebuke his. Vanity, I say, is quite as certainly to
be found among the sober as among the frivolous. Unless we follow Christ,
and make God the great object of our life, we only differ from the most
frivolous in degree, and possibly the degree may not be so great as we
suppose.

You will all understand my text, as you hear it, to mean, first, “Turn away
mine eyes from looking upon the levities of men, the tomfoolery of the
world.” But it means moro than this. “Turn away mine eyes from looking
at the world’s pride, at the world’s wealth, at the world’s substantial
temptations.” These, as the royal preacher has said, are vanity. “Vanity of
vanities,” said Solomon, “all is vanity,” as he looked at everything beneath
the sun. And we may say of everything short of Christ, “Turn away mine
eyes from beholding it, less my heart should love it “

The psalmist goes on to couple with this another petition: “Quicken thou
me in thy way.” Beholding vanity is sure to bring deadness into the soul.
You all know that this is true, not only of that which is frothy, but of all
that, however specious, is not sterling. If you let the cares of this world
enter into your mind too much, do they not destroy your spirituality? If
honor be your game, or even if you are hunting after an honest livelihood
without casting flee care of it upon God, you know that your grace
declines, your faith grows weak, and your love becomes really to expire.
No high degree of grace can be attained when the eyes are fixed upon
debasing things. We must have our eyes where we profess that our hearts
already are, — beyond the skies. We must be looking for Christ to reveal
the exceeding riches of his grace and glory, and not after vanities to
display the pleasure of this present evil world, or else our souls will soon
lose the force and strength of piety, and we shall have good reason to cry,
“Quicken thou me in thy way.”

Beloved, I hope you all know what the psalmist means by being gnickened
in God’s way. Often, your spirits get lethargic and dull when, suddenly, the
Spirit of God comes upon you, and once, more your former vigor returns;
and, instead of creeping, you begin to run in the way of God’s
commandments. Pray, then, this prayer as well as the former one, “Quicken
thou me in thy way,” for, as the looking at vanity will make us dull, so our
souls being quickened will be sure to turn off our eyes from vanity. As the
first part of the text acts upon the second, so the second will act also upon
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the first Put the two together, and may they be graciously fulfilled hi the
experience of every one of us!

To amplify the teaching of the text, I shall now call your attention to four
things, — a tacit confession; a silent profession, a vehement desire; and a
confident hope.

I. First, then, I observe here A TACIT CONFESSION. It is not stated in so
many words, but it is really meant.

The psalmist seems to impeach himself, and unburden his breast before
God, deploring, indeed, a natural tendency towards vanity. What! — is it
so after all that David has has known of fellowship with the real? Does the
vain still attract him? What! — when God’s covenant has been peculiarly
delightful to the shepherd-king, do the mirth and revelry of this world and
the gewgaws of earth still attract him? He seems to confess it He would
not need to have his eyes turned off from vanity if there were not a
something in his heart that went after it; he would not ask God to turn
them off unless he felt that he needed a stronger arm than his own to keep
him fitting restraints. It is very easy for you and me to stand up and play
the wise man, — ay, and in the closet to pray like wise men; we may feel,
in our own souls, that we have got experience now, and shall never be
again intoxicated by the world’s draughts, never more be deceived by its
lies; but no sooner does Madam Bubble show her face, than her strange
fascinations draw our eyes. Let the world ring the bell, and straightway we
start up, and our heart wanders, too oft before we are aware of it We know
they are vain things, — know it thoroughly; but yet, knowing it, we do not
in our own nature therefore avoid them. Reckless of the snares, the birds
are foolish enough to fly into them. Though we know that the draught is
poisoned, yet is it so sweet that, unless prevented by God’s grace, you and
I would soon be drunken with it Every child of God knows that he is a fool
or he is a great feel indeed if he does not know it Every heir of heaven
understands that there is within himself a very sink of vanities; his vicious
tastes respond to the vile compounds of earth, as “deep calleth unto deep.”
It is clear enough, I think, if you turn over the prayer, that the psalmist
confesses that his heart goes after vanity.

He confesses, yet again, that his eyes are on it now. He says, “Turn them
off.” What does he mean but that they are on it? And some of us, in
coming up to the house of God to-night, and, perhaps, while sitting here,
have had to confess that our eyes are on vanity. Why, some of you
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believers may have been thinking of some silly snatch of a song that you
heard before you were converted, or some idle tale that was told you the
other day. You would gladly forget it, but it has followed you in here, —
ay, and may even follow you to the communion table. Or, possibly, your
worldly cares have come up with you hither, and my poor talk has scarcely
had power to lift you up from your families, and from your shops, and
from all the corking anxious thoughts that burden you. Your heart is on
these things now. When you stood up to sing about Christ, and asked him
to set you as a seal upon his heart, where were your flighty imaginations
roaming? We tried to pray just now; but while the preacher’s words went
up to heaven, did not your hearts wander, I wot not where?

The confession assumes another character, as it seems to hint that, no
sooner are our eyes on vanity, than our heart goes after it What! can we
not manage our own eyes? What! are we such vain creatures that the more
sight of vanity is a temptation to us? Surely, to see vanity ought to be
sufficient to make us avoid it! Some men say that they will look at evil, and
knowing that it is evil, they will be safe from take danger of being betrayed
by it Ah, how many have proved the hollowness of that pretense! Brethren,
the tree of knowledge of good and evil has brought little benefit to
mankind; it has certainly brought a curse. Beware of the hope to be as
gods through eating again of that tree; we are more likely to be as devils
than to be as gods through feeding upon it Oh, no! I know enough of sin
without looking at it There is enough knowledge of my sinfulness forced
upon me by my daily temptations and failures, without my going to this
place or to the other, that I may look upon sin. Do not tell me that you
went into bad company just to ascertain its character. Do not tell me,
young man, that, having heard a certain thing condemned, you thought
you ought to see it for yourself. That will not do; that is not a believer’s
desire, nor a godly man’s wish. He cries, “Turn away mine eyes. Lord, let
me speak unto thee humbly. Am I so sinful and so weak that I have only to
see a ditch, to fall into it, — only to see a fire, to put my finger into it? I
am not like that in other things: how is it that [ am so besotted in the
carnality of my mind?

Yet so it is, Lord; thou knowest, and thy servant feels that it is so.”
Therefore, let the confession stand, “Turn away mine eyes from beholding
vanity.”

The psalmist’s confession seems to go a little deeper, for he seems to say
that he cannot keep his own eyes off vanity: “Turn away mine eyes.” What,
Lord! have I not an optic nerve? Is there not a power in my head to turn
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which way it wills? Am I compelled to look at vanity? Nay, not compelled
by physical necessity; but, still, so compelled by the disposition of this vile
nature of mine that, unless thou dost keep thine hands on my head, and
turn mine eyes from beholding vanity, I shall surely be looking at it We will
go anywhere to see vanity. It is able what mountains men will climb — into
what depths they will dive — what leagues they will travel — what wealth
they will spend, only to see vanity! And when they have seen all they can
see, what does it come to but the sight of so much smoke, after all? And
yet, brethren, we cannot keep our eyes off it If anybody tells you that there
is a lewd or unseemly thing, a juggle, or some witchcraft, do you not feel
an inward craving, an unholy desire to see it? Is not that a well-known
principle of human nature? There is a little tract, I think, entitled, “Don’t
read it;” and why was it so entitled, think you? Because, whatever tract
might remain unread, that one is certain to be read. “Don’t read it,” — the
prohibition provokes appetite, and the moment you and I hear “don’t” said,
inclination beans to be astir. Thank God that this morbid propensity is
restrained and subdued by sovereign grace through the love of Jesus; but,
still, the natural bias is toward evil, and toward evil only. Therefore, Lord,
“Turn away mine eyes from beholding vanity.” The confession goes very
deep, you see.

But there is even more in the next clause: “Quicken thou me in thy way.”
He seems to confess that he is dull, heavy, lumpy, all but dead. Do not you
feel the same? I hope you do not; but I often do, and I am afraid you often
do, even the best of you; and when we think of how fast our spirits ought
to move along the heavenly road, constrained and moved by love like that
of Jesus, I think we all must cry, —

“Dear Lord! and shall we ever lie
At this poor dying rate?
Our love so faint, so cold to thee,
And thine to us so great?”

Yes, we are dull if God leaves us for a moment, — so dull and so doting
that the best motives cannot quicken us; otherwise, the psalmist would not
have needed to appeal to the Almighty to effect that of which he was
himself capable. What! will not the thought of hell quicken me? Can I
think of sinners perishing, and yet not be awakened? Will not the thought
of heaven quicken me? Can I think of the reward that awaiteth the
righteous, and yet be dull and stupid? Will not the thought of death
quicken me? Can I think of dying, and standing before my God, and yet
be slothful in my
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Master’s service? Will not Christ’s love quicken me? Can I think of his
dear wounds, can I sit at the foot of his cross, and think of him, and yet
not be stirred to something like fervency and zeal? Yet it seems that no
such consideration can quicken to zeal, but that God himself must do it; or
else there had been no need to cry, “Quicken thou me.” It struck me, as |
turned this text over, that it was wonderful how poverty-stricken the
psalmist felt himself. What does a beggar ask for? The poorest beggar that I
ever met never asked me, so far as I remember, for anything less than a
drink of water and a bite of bread; but here is a man who does not ask God
for anything so little as that, but he asks for life itself: “Quicken thou me.”
The beggar has life; he only asks me for means to sustain it But here is a
poor beggar, knocking at mercy’s door, who has to ask for life itself; and
that beggar represents me, — represents thee, — represents, I am sure,
every Christian who knows himself. You may well ask, every day, even for
spiritual existence. It is not, Enlarge me, Lord; enrich me in heavenly
things;” but, “Oh, do keep me alive! Quicken thou me, O Lord!” You see
that the confession fires bakes us into the most secret places of man’s want
I pray God to trench us all so to feel what our true state is that, with
humble, sincere, and devout hearts, we may pray the prayer, “Turn away
mine eyes from beholding vanity; and quicken thou me in thy way.”

I1. The text likewise involves A SILENT PROFESSION. Do you observe it? It
1s not all confession of sin; there is a profession of something.

There is a profession at least of this, “Lord, I know it is vanity.” That is
something. “O my God, how I bless thee that I do know the hollowness of
the world, and the plague of my own heart! It always was so, but I did not
always think so.” There are some of you, who do not think that even
worldly amusements are vanity. You love them; there is a sweetness and a
substance in them to you. Perhaps you are like the lady, who said to the
minister that she loved to go to the play, because, first of all, there was the
pleasure of thinking of it before she went, and then there was the pleasure
of being there; then there was the pleasure of thinking of it afterwards, and
the pleasure of telling it to one’s friends. “Ah!” said the man of God, “and
there is another pleasure you have forgotten.” “What is that, sir?” asked
the lady. “It is the pleasure of thinking of it on a dying bed, madam.”
Small pleasure that! Some of you have never thought of that last pleasure,
and therefore the world’s vanity is very satisfactory to you. I know what a
pig would say if he were to talk. As he munched his husks, he would say,
“I cannot tell what to think of those stupid men; they call these husks

empty,
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and throw them away. I think them very luscious and substantial.” You
would, then, attribute the quality of the taste to the nature of the beast It is
after the manner of a pig; and so sinners say, “We cannot make out why
these strict people, these Puritans, find fault with worldly amusements; we
find them very sweet ““ Yes, but you see that it is only a sinner who says so;
it is only a sinner who feels so; the true child of God knows that both the
pleasures of this world and its cares are alike vanity. I know how some of
you have often felt when you were busy. Encumbered with many things,
more than you could manage, a friend has complimented you, and said, “I
am glad you are getting on so well. Appearances bespeak a thriving trade.”
“Well,” you reply, “I think I am. I am grateful for business.” But, as your
friend turned his head, you thought to yourself, “Ah! but I should be more
grateful if I had more grace, far I feel that much business needs much grace
to balance it, or else the more I get the poorer I shall be.” You felt that it
was vanity unless you could have God’s blessing and the presence of Christ
with it.

It is a feature of this profession that, seeing this vanity, you do not want to
love it, and would avoid being ensnared by it If Isay, “Turn away mine
eyes from it,” I do in effect confess before God that I do not love it I hope
there are many of us here who can say, “Lord, our evil heart sometimes
goes after it, but we do not really love it; in the bottom of our souls, there
is a hatred of sin so deeply rooted that, if the loss of our eyes would take
away temptation, and prevent us from sinning, we would thank God never
to allow us to see a ray of light, again, for sin is so terrible an evil to us that
even blindness would be a blessing if it enabled us to escape from sin.”

The second clause of the text has in it likewise the nature of profession:
“Quicken thou me in thy way.” The man who can pray thus is already in
God’s ways. He professes that he loves them, — that he desires to be
obedient to God’s will, and to continue to make greater progress in God’s
ways. What say you, dear brethren? Some of you find the ways of
righteousness very rough; yet, would you leave them? Some of you are
reproached and persecuted for Christ’s sake; yet, would you like to go
back to the ways of sin? The devil has put a horse at your door, and there
is a golden bridle on it; and it ambles so softly! “Now mount,” says he,
“and come back, and serve your old master; nobody will laugh at you
then. Everyone will call you a good fellow; charitable, and kind, and
liberal.

Come back,” saith he, “and I will treat you better than before. Will you
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mount and ride?” “No,” the very least of us would say; if we had the
highest offer for the renunciation of Christ, we would not leave him.

“Go you that boast in all your stores,
And tell how bright they shine;
Your heaps of glittering dust are yours,
But my Redeemer’s mine.

‘I would not change my blest estate
For all that earth calls good or great;
And while my faith can keep her hold,
I envy not the sinner’s gold.”

No, Lord, I may be weary in thy way, but I will never weary of thy way.

III. And now, in the third place, there is before us here A VEHEMENT
DESIRE, — how vehement, chose only experience who know the bitterness
of vanity, and the disappointment which it brings, — how vehement those
only can describe who know the excellence and sweetness of divine
quickening.

The psalmist, breathes his whole soul out in this prayer. He seems to plead
most vehemently, his body and his soul seem to pray together. “Turn away
mine eyes,” says the body. “Quicken thou me,” says the soul.

This is a most reasonable and a most practical desire.

How reasonable it is! When a Christian is not quickened in God’s way, he
is very uncomfortable. The happiest state of a Christian is the holiest state.
As there is the most heat nearest the sun, so there is the most happiness
nearest to Christ I am persuaded that no Christian ever finds any comfort
when his eyes are fixed on vanity, — nay, that he never finds any
satisfaction unless his soul is quickened in the ways of God. The world
may find happiness elsewhere, but he cannot I do not blame ungodly men
for going to their pleasures. Why should I blame them? Let them have
their fill; that is all they have to enjoy. I heard of a converted wife, who
despaired of her husband’s salvation, but she used to be always very kind
to him. She said, “I am afraid he will never be converted;” but whatever he
wished for she always got for him, and she would do anything for him,
“for,” said she, “I fear that this is the only world in which he will be
happy, and therefore I have made up my mind to make him as happy as I
can in it “ But you, Christians, must seek your delights in a higher sphere,
because you cannot
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be happy in the insipid frivolities of the world, or in the sinful enjoyments
of it.

Besides being uncomfortable, it is very dangerous. A Christian is always in
danger when he is looking after vanity. We heard of a philosopher, who
looked up to the stars, and fell into a pit; but, if they fall deeply who look
up, how deeply do filmy fall who look down! No Christian is ever safe
when, his soul is so slothful or drowsy that it wants quickening. Of course,
you do not understand me to mean that his soul is in danger of being lost
Every Christian is always safe as to the great matter of his standing in
Christ, but he is not safe as regards his standing and happiness in this life.
Satan does not often attack a Christian who is living near to God; at least, I
think not It is when the Christian gets away from God, and gets half
starved, and begins to feed on vanities, that the devil says, “Now I will
have him.” He may sometimes stand foot to foot with the child of God
who is active in his Master’s service, but the babble is generally short He
that slips as he goes down into tike Valley of Humiliation invites Apollyon
to come and fight with him.

Again, for a Christian to have his eyes fixed on vanity is injurious to his
usefulness; nay, more, it does positive damage to others. When a Christian
man is found setting his affection upon worldly things, what do worldlings
say? “Why, he is one of our own kith and kin; he is just like us. See, he
loves what we love, where is the difference between us and him?” Thus the
cause of Christ gets serious injury. How can you, my dear brother, from the
pulpit, for instance, preach concerning a certain sin when you are yourself
guilty of it? Ishould like, for instance, to hear aman, who swears
that baptism regenerates when he knows it does not, rebuke a countess for
saying that she is “not at home” when she is. I should like to hear him
rebuke a draper for “a white lie” across the counter. I should like to hear
him rebuke the devil, for, methinks, he could scarcely venture to do it
Unfaithulness to the Spirit of God is as great a sin as ever Satan committed.
No, my brethren, we must keep ourselves clear of these sins, or else,
for pratical purposes, the tendon of Achilles has been cut, and we
cannot serve God with might and main. We can only do some trifling
service for him when our garments are spotted and our souls are sot on
vanity.

For all these reasons, then, let the Christian pray this reasonable prayer that
he may be kept from vanity.
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Did I say that this is a very practical prayer? So, in truth, it is. You will
observe that the former pain is practical, though the latter may seem
spiritual. The psalmist says, “Turn away mine eyes.” Now, the man who
prays after his fashion will not fail in the directness of his aim. He who is
diligent in praying this prayer will not be negligent in his life. He will not
pray, “Turn away mine eyes from vanity,” and then go and drink death-
draughts of carnal pleasures. He will not pray, “Turn away mine eyes from
beholding vanity,” and then go and turn his eyes on the very evil that he
deprecated. No, brethren; there is something so practical in the text that I
commend it to your earnest observation. Make it your Prayer to-night,
each one of you!

I'V. Lastly, there is, in the text, an expression of CONFIDENT HOPE.

The psalmist does not pray like a waverer who will receive nothing of the
Lord. It seems to me that he has an unmoved confidence that God will
burn away his eyes from vanity, and that God can quicken him, Have any
of you backslidden? Let this sentence comfort you to-night Do not lose the
belief that divine love can restore you. Have you sunk very low? Do not, I
pray you, doubt take efficacy of the right hand of the Most High to bring
you back again. Satan will get a great advantage over you if you begin to
think that God cannot quicken you. No, be assured that he can. And let me
tell you that he can do so readily. It may cost you many pains, but it will
cost him none. He the made the world out of nothing can certainly restore
to you the joy which you have lost.

And may I tell you what I think is the means which God often uses witch
his people to restore and quicken them, and take their eyes from vanity? I
think it is a sight of Christ At any rate, my personal witness is that I never
know the vanity of this world so well as when I see the beauties and the
perfections of the Lord my Master. That true man of God, Dr. Hawker —
I am told by a friend of mine who visited him one morning, — was asked
to go and see a review that was then baking place at Plymouth. The doctor
said, “No.” My friend pressed him, and said, “I know you are a loyal
subject, and you like to see your country’s fleets; it is a noble spectacle.”
The doctor said, no, he could not go; and being pressed until he was
ashamed, he made this remarkable answer, “There are times when I could
go and enjoy it, but mine eyes have seen the King in his beauty this
morning, and I have had so sweet a sense of fellowship with the Lord
Jesus, that I dare not go to look upon any spectacle lest I should lose the
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present enjoyment which now engrosses my soul.” I think you and I will
have felt the same thing, in our measure, when Christ has manifested
himself to us. What! look on vanity, my Lord, when thy pierced hand has
touched my heart? What are the grandest buildings of this world, with all
their pomp of architecture, compared with thee, thou Great Foundation
Stone, thou chief Corner Stone, elect and precious? What is the music of
this world, with all its swell and roll, compared with thy name, Immanuel,
God with us?

“Sweeter sounds than music knows
Charm me in Immanuel’s name:
All her hopes my spirit owes
To his birth, and cross, and shame.”

What are the world’s feasts compare with thee O Christ? Its dainties are
not sweet, for I have tasted of thy flesh. Its wines are no longer luscious,
for I have sipped from the cup of thy blood. What are the world’s choicest
offers that she can make me of honor or of wealth? Hast thou not raised
me up together sad made me to sit together in heavenly places with thyself,
and hast thou not made me a king and a priest unto God, and shall I never
reign with thee for ever and ever? Christian, thou mayest carry on such
musing as this by the hour together. Thou mayest boast thyself in God, and
thy leviathan faith may swim in this boundless deep of Jesus’ love. Thou
surely, after this, canst never wish to go back to the pool wherein the
minnow of this world disports itself. Here thou canst bask thyself in the
rays of a meridian sun, and wilt thou afterwards cry for a farthing candle
because thou hast lost its beams?

Shame on thee, Christian, if thy soul is taken up with vanities! Let those
love them who find their all in them, but thou canst not The sight of him
who is white as the lily for perfection, and red as the rose for sacrificial
suffering, must have taken away the beauty of this world for us. Says
Rutherford, “Ever since I ate the bread of heaven, the brown bread of this
world has not been to my palate; and sines I have feasted on the food of
angels, I cannot eat the ashes that satisfy the men whose portion is in this
life.” And truly it is so. Arise, Sun of righteousness, and our love of
darkness shall be dispelled while we are charmed with thy light! We hear of
some who worship the sun at its rising; that is sad idolatry; but rise, Sun of
righteousness, and we will worship thee, and there shall be no idolatry in
that Thou art not like the sun that burns out human eyes when they look
upon it; but we will look into thy face until thy transporting light shall only
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burn out our sight for this world to help us to gaze upon thyself without a
veil between.

Oh, that I were talking thus for you all, but I am conscious that I am not I
do pray, however, that you, who love vanity, may find out how vain it is
before you come to die. The other night, I lay awake, and tossed to and fro
many hours before I fell asleep. I realized then, more than at any other time
in my life, what it was to die. My every bone seemed to tremble. I lay, as |
thought, upon a bed of sickness; the room seemed hushed around me; the
ticking of my clock sounded like the flicking of the death-watch. I thought
I beard them whisper, “He must die;” and then my soul seamed to fling
itself back upon the realities of God in Christ, and I asked myself, “Have I
preached or have I prayed for this? But now is Christ able to save me. He
is my only hope, and my only plea. Is it true that Christ came into the
world to save sinners.?”” And I recalled those cogent and blessed arguments
which prove that Christ is the Sent One of God, and my soul rejoiced that it
could die in peace. And then I could but think of that sweet rest which
Jesus brings when you can throw yourself on him. And now, to-night, in
the recollection of that strange vision of the shadow of death, through
which I passed, I can but ask others, “What will you do when you come
really to die, if you have no Savior?” Men and women, if you have no
Christ to trust to, what will you do? You must soon have the death-sweat
wiped from your clammy brows; you must soon have the needed drop of
water administered to your parched lips. What will you do when death
shakes the bones within the strong man, and makes each nerve thrill with
the dread music of pain? What will you do when death, and hell, and
judgment, and eternity, and the great white throne have become real things
to you, and your business, and even your children and your wife seem
banished from your eyes? Let a brother’s lave beseech you to flee from the
wrath to come, and to fly to Christ, for salvation. God knoweth how I love
your soul. It is for the sake of men’s souls that I suffer contempt and scorn,
and will gladly bear it, — ay, and will provoke it more than I have ever
done, — provoke it because this dull, dead age needs provocation, —
needs to be stirred up, even its ministers need to be stirred up to something
like honesty and zeal for the souls of men. I say that I will gladly bear
reproach for your souls’ sake; and will not you — oh! will not you — be
persuaded to think on, those things that make for your eternal peace? The
gates of heaven are up there; the gates of hell are down yonder. The cross
of Christ points you to heaven; follow its guidance. Look to the wounds of
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Jesus. These are the gates of pearl through which you must enter heaven.
But if you will turn to your vanities and to your sins, and follow them, and
delight yourself in worldly pleasures, then hell is your portion as surely as
you sin. May the Lard give faith to those who have none, and help us who
have believed through grace to walk in his ways; and unto his name shall be
the glory, world without, end! Amen.

EXPOSITION BY C.H. SPURGEON.

PSALM 119:81-88
Verse 81. My soul fainteth for thy salvation: but I hope in thy word.

The psalmist was so full of longings, hungerings, thirstings, for God’s
salvation that he had come even to faintness through the strength of his
desire. Yet, in his faintness, he was not too far gone to hope; and we also
have good ground for hoping and believing that God, who gave us his
Word, will stand to it, for he is both able and willing to fulfill all that he
has promised.

82. Mine eyes fail for thy word, saying, When wilt thou comfort me?

He looked out for a message from God as the watchers of the night looked
for the breaking of the morning. His eyes ached to behold the comforts of
his God. Oh, blessed state of strong desire! I pray God that we may all
experience it

83. For I am become like a bottle in the smoke; yet do I not forget
thy statutes.

When an empty skin bottle was hung up in one of the smoky dwellings of
the East, it became withered, cracked, useless; and the psalmist says, ““I
am become like a bottle in the smoke,” — I seem to be good for nothing,
withered, dried up; — ‘yet do I not forget thy statutes.”* A good memory
is one of the best of things for us to possess; but a good memory for that
which is good is better still.

84. How many are the days of thy servant? when wilt thou
execute judgment on them that persecute me?
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“I am not going to live here for ever, Lord; let me not have to wait to be
vindicated until I am in my grave. O my God, hasten the day of my
deliverance!”

85, 86. The proud have digged pits for me, which are not after thy law. All
thy commandments are faithful: they persecute me wrongfully; help thou
me.

God’s Word is all true; the longer we test and try it, the more shall we find
it to be worthy of our fullest confidence. Those who doubt its truth have
never really proved its power. Those who mistrust it, in any degree, are as
yet like inexperienced mariners who are constantly doubting and fearing
what is going to happen; but those who have long done business on the
great waters of the ocean of divine inspiration, and who have seen the
wonders of the Lord there, will fell you that, though heaven and earth shall
pass away, God’s Word shall endure for ever. We have seen a thousand
things in the course of our earthly pilgrimage, but there is one thing that we
have never seen, and that we never shall see, namely, God proving
unfaithful to his promise, and deserting his people in their time of need.

What ashort yet comprehensive prayer the psalmist prayed when he
uttered those three words, “Help thou me!” “*Help thou me,” — that [ may
never be frightened by those who wrongfully persecute me; — that I may
never do anything to deserve their persecution; — that I may be able to
behave myself wisely while they are plotting against me.” If you are in
business, write this prayer on your shops, your offices, and your ledgers; if
you are sick, have this petition hanging before your eyes, that you may be
constantly reminded to cry to the Lord, “Help thou me.”

87. They had almost consumed me upon earth, but I forsook not thy
precepts.

Therefore his enemies could not consume him. As long as the believer
holds fast to God’s precepts, he is indigestible even to the old dragon
himself; and no adversary shall ever be able to devour him as long as the
Word of God is in his heart

88. Quicken me after thy lovingkindness; so shall I keep the testimony of
thy mouth.

Give me more true spiritual life, inspirit me, revive me, ‘quicken me.” At
this very moment, good Lord, if I am cold, and half frozen, and almost
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dead, yet since I am like the trees, whose life is in them even when they
have lost their leaves, give me a new spring-time: “Quicken me after thy
lovingkindness.” We all need this quickening if we are to hold on and hold
out to the end; and, blessed be the name of the Lord, —

“New supplies each hour we meet
While pressing on to God.”
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“Mine eyes fail for thy word, saying, When wilt thou comfort me?”
— Psalm 119:82.

DAVID, in his troubles, knew where to turn for consolation, and that is no
small piece of wisdom. When a man is ill, he may not know to which
physician he had better send; but if he knows of one who has had much
experience with the disease from which he is suffering, he sends for him at
once if he is a wise patient David knew that the best place for a true
believer to find consolation was in God’s Word, so he did not look in a
thousand places, but his eyes were turned to God’s Word; and though he
did not immediately find the comfort that he sought, yet he continued still
to look even till his eyes seemed to fail him, till they ached with looking,
till they wearied with watching, till his disappointed expectation made his
heart sick. Yet the idea never entered into his mind that he had better
knock at another door, or seek another friend, or try another fountain; but
he continued still in the attitude of expectancy, and desire, his eyes still
searching the Word of God to find the comfort that he so greatly needed.

Christian, learn this piece of heavenly wisdom from the psalmist’s
experience, — there is no other comfort for thee beneath the skies like that
with which the Word of the Lord will furnish thee. If God’s promises
cannot comfort thee, rest assured that no speech from the lips of man can



110

do it If thy God shall not yield thee the consolation that thou needest, thou
wilt go in vain to the giddy world and its pleasures and follies in the hope
of finding it If that overflowing well could ever dry up, thou wouldst
indeed be the subject of despair. Resolve in thy mind never to expect any
good thing apart from God. Say with Toplady, —

“I will not be comforted
Till Jesus comforts me.”

Refuse all consolation but that which comes from the Most High, for it
will be fictitious, delusive, dangerous, perhaps fatal, but cling thou to thy
God whatever happens. Though he smite thee, still cling to him. Though
he slay thee, still trust thou in him. If his Word should seem to be like
thunder and lightning to thee, though every page of it should seem to
bristle as with bayonets, and not a single thought of consolation should be
found in a thousand verses, yet still cling theft to thy father’s Bible, held
fast to the good old Book which made glad thy mother’s heart; for, ere
long, comfort shall shine forth from it upon thee, like the sun in the
fullness of its strength, and the day shall break, and the shadows flee
away. Go not elsewhere to look for consolation; seek out no strange
doctrines. Weary not thyself in searching for other comfort; but let thine
eyes, even if they fail, still look to the Word of God for the consolation
that thy soul needs.

David, however, besides looking to the Book of the Lord, looked to the
Lord of the Book, saying, “When wilt thou comfort me?” He did not
expect the Word in itself to be a sufficient consolation to him; but he
looked to the Word as applied by God the Holy Spirit, the Word as spoken
over again by the mouth of God into the silent soul of the waiting believer.
Paul tells us that “the letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life;” and the
psalmist so far anticipates that truth as to cry to the Lord, “When wilt thou
comfort me?”

Christian, I again exhort thee to imitate the psalmist’s example by going to
thy God for comfort Thou art still far too apt to lean upon an arm of flesh;
but hast thou not yet learned what disappointments are always to be met
with there? Wilt thou still go to the broken cisterns that can hold no water
when they have already only mocked thy thirst? When wilt thou give up
running to thy neighbors, and going to thy brother’s house in the day of
thine adversity? Thou wilt do far better if thou wilt go to thy Father’s
house, and to thine Elder Brother. Even our common proverb says,
“Straightforward makes the best runner;” so, run thou straight to thy God.



111

Go not roundabout, and beat the bush in the hope of getting at God
through second causes, but go to the great fountain-head of all consolation
at once. Depend upon it, that the more absolutely thou dost hang upon the
bare arm of God, the better will it be for time, and the more wilt thou learn
to live independently of those poor creatures of earth whose breath is in
their nostrils. The more thou dependest upon the great, invisible,
omnipotent, eternal Jehovah, the stronger and happier wilt thou become.
Then shall thy head be lifted high above thine enemies round about time,
and thou shalt sing praises unto God for very gladness of heart.

Troubled ones, I urge you to resolve that, if you cannot have comfort from
God, at any rate you will not have it from the devil; — determine that, if
you cannot do business with heaven, you will not trade with hell; and say
that you would rather live in a dungeon with God than dwell in tents of
ease with Satan. If your life must always be one of sorrow, be content that
it shall be so if the Lord so wills it; but be resolved that you never will
dally with sin or Satan for the sake of any present consolation. You
cannot afford to buy your gold so dearly as that, nor to part with heaven
for the sake of the richest comforts of earth.

It is worthy of note that the psalmist, even in his worst condition, always
expected to be comforted. Our text, was probably uttered by the same man
who more than once asked himself, “Why art thou cast down, O my soul?
and why art thou disquieted within me?” Some men readily fall into a state
of despair; but the psalmist was not a man of that sort When all God’s
waves and billows had gone over him, he still said, “Yet the Lord will
command his lovingkindness in the day time, and in the night his song shall
be with me;” and where deep called unto deep at the noise of Jehovah’s
waterspouts, he could still hear the still small voice of hope, so that he said
to his soul, “Hope thou in God: for I shall yet praise him, who is the health
of my countenance, and my God.”

Beloved, let none of us give way to despair. No doubt Satan will tell us
that it is humble to despair, but, it, is not so. The pride of despair is truly
terrible. I believe that, when a man altogether doubts the power of God to
save him, and gives himself up to sin because he thinks he cannot be
saved, so far from there being any humility in it, it is the prouder action
that depraved flesh and blood can perform. Man, how darest, thou say that
there is no hope for thee? If the iron gates of hell were shut upon thee, and
God had hurled the key of the pit into the infinite abyss, them thou
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mightest, say that there was no hope for thee; but as long as there trembles
in the air that blessed invitation of Christ, “Come unto me, all ye that, labor
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest,” it is only a lying voice that
tells thee that there is no hope for thee. No hope, man! Why, if thou wert in
the very jaws of death, and the grim monster’s teeth were about to close
upon thee, there would still be hope for thee. The dying thief on the cross
did but trust to the expiring Savior by his side, and that very day he was
with his Lord in paradise. Never despair, sinner, but trust in Jesus when at
thy worst.

And as for thee, Christian, what hast thou to do with despairing? Be thou
of good cheer, for thy sins are forgiven thee.* (*See Metropolitan
Tabernacle Pulpit, No. 3,016, “Good Cheer from Forgiven Sin.”) Even
though thine eyes fail, God’s eye does not fail, nor his arm either; and
though thou growest weary with thy long waiting, yet, when he comes to
thee, he will make amends for that, and thy weary waiting shall be well
repaid. Wait, thou still at the posts of his doors, for —

“He never is before his time;
He never is too late.”

If thou wilt but play the man, and let patience have her perfect work, thou
shalt be well rewarded ere long. Wherefore, wipe away thy tears; and
“wait on the Lord: be of good courage, and he shall strengthen thine
heart: wait, I say, on the Lord.”

Now, although the psalmist expected to receive comfort from the Lord,
whatever his trouble might be, yet he was careful to do what he could in
order to obtain it He looked into God’s Word for comfort, and he asked
the Lord, “When wilt thou comfort me?” — as if he meant to say, “If there
is anything, on my part, which prevents my receiving the comfort, let me
know it; and, Lord, I will put it away from me. Shouldst thou be
withholding thy consolation from me because of any sin which 1 am
harboring, only say the word, Lord, and my sin shall be taken out to
execution; quick shall be my hand, and sudden shall be stroke, for I must
have thy comfort to sustain my soul; Icannot longer live in state of
sadness.”

I trust that this will be the language of anyone here who is seeking the
forgiveness of his sins. Peradventure I may be addressing someone who has
been seeking mercy for months, and he has not yet found it I hope he is not
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satisfied to go without it, I trust that he will hunger and thirst until he gets
it, and that he will, at this moment, put up these requests to God, “Show
me, Lord, wherefore thou contendest with me. When wilt thou comfort
me? What is there which parts me from time, and hides the light of thy face
from my poor, guilty, dying spirit?”

Perhaps the words which I am about to utter, in answer to the question in
my text, may be the means of bringing comfort to some who are groping
for it in the dark like blind man trying to feel the waymarks which they
cannot see. I shall first address myself to Christians, and them to seekers
altar salvation.

I. First of all, I SPEAK TO YOU, BELOVED BELIEVERS, — to you who are
saying, with the psalmist, that your eyes are failing for the Word of God,
— to you whose hearts are saying to him, “When wilt thou comfort us?”

God will answer your question in his own good time and way, but it is
certain that God will comfort you one day. He cannot leave his people
without comfort You know that he said, in the olden time, by the mouth of
the prophet Isaiah, “Can a woman forget her sucking child, that she should
not have compassion on the son of her womb? yea, they may forget, yet
will I not forget thee.” The mother ought not to be able to forget her child
when it is in that specially dependent stage of its existence; when it is a
sucking child, not only her love, but the very force of nature ought to
compel her to remember it Yet, though she may forget her child, God
cannot and will not forget you who are his children. That is impossible; the
whole force of his divine nature constrains him in lovingkindness to
remember you, and to say to you, “As one whom his mother comforteth,
so will I comfort you.” His message to his servants shill is, “Comfort ye,
comfort ye my people, saith your God. Speak ye comfortably to Jerusalem,
and cry unto her, that her warfare is accomplished, that her iniquity is
pardoned.” Now, how can comfort be withheld from those whose sins are
pardoned? Christian, you must have comfort from your God sooner or
later.

To help you to answer your question as to why you do not have that
comfort now, consider, in the first place, that God may, of his own
sovereign will and pleasure, withhold from you the comforting light of his
countenance. He has his reason for doing so, but he may not give you that
reason; but, surely, if he does not tell you the reason, you will submit to his
will. Remember the good advice of the prophet Isaiah, “Who is among you
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that feareth the Lord, that obeyeth the voice of his servant, that walketh in
darkness, and hath no light? let him trust in the name of the Lord, and stay
upon his God.” If you do but get to heaven at last, if the Lord should take
away his candle from you on earth for a little time, you may cheerfully
submit to that privation. You may cry out to him, for “his own elect” do
that; they “cry day and night unto him,” yet you must not be impatient if he
does not at once grant your request With ardent desire, you may long for
him to comfort you in the night seasons; but, amid the darkest shades, you
may still say to him., “I know, O Lord, that thy judgments are right, and
that thou in faithfulness hast afflicted me.” It may be because of divine
sovereignty that comfort is, for a while, being withheld from you. If so,
then the same sovereignty which shuts you up in the dark room, will in due
season open the door, and set you at liberty.

But more likely, dear friends, you will get comfort when you have cast
away your present unbelief. Most of us owe a great part of our sadness to
our want of faith in God. Is it any wonder that you are sad when you will
not believe your Heavenly Father’s promise? Child of God, is it a
surprising thing that your mind should be ill at ease when you mistrust the
veracity of your Father? Would you expect your own children to be happy
if they were always doubting the truth of their father’s promises to them?
What a wretched household such dark suspicions would soon make! Away,
then, with all suspicion of the truth of your Heavenly Father’s promises. It
is utterly groundless; it is unworthy of yourself, and it is dishonorable to
God. Testify against him now if you can. When did he ever fail you? Has
he been a wilderness to you? Has he ever forsaken you? He has chastened
you, it is true; but has he ever deserted you? “Come now, testify, O my
people; bear witness against me if ye can!” saith the Lord. “Have I wearied
you with labor? Have I borne you down with burdens, and not given you
help?” Oh, no! we all bear witness that he is a good and gracious God, and
we pray for the Holy Spirit’s power to rest upon us that we may have done
with our cruel, wicked, disgraceful unbelief. Come, child of God, take
down thy Bible, find out some Precious promise, grasp it, believe it, and
expect to see it fulfilled to thyself. Thou wilt not then have long to ask,
“When wilt thou comfort me?” Thou wilt be comforted as soon as thou
hast cast away thy sinful unbelief from thy soul. Ask the Holy Spirit to help
thee to do so at once.

Possibly, the answer to thy question may take another farm, — The Lord
will comfort thee as soon as thou hast done with complaining. There are
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certain people in the world, whom God will never comfort until he has
taken their present murmuring spirit out of them. I know some such people,
to my sorrow. If they prosper very much, if they get on a great deal
in their business, they say, “Oh, yes; we have had a tolerably good year!”
They never admit that they have had anything beyond “a tolerably good
year.” That is all that they will say even when their money is rolling in in
floods. Many a farmer, when his ground is bearing as much corn as it
possibly can, says, “Yes, I shall do pretty middling this year.” He calls the
very best that he can possibly have “pretty middling!” And if he should
happen to have a little loss, or a little trouble, or some little vexation, then
straightway his mouth is filled with murmuring against God; and though he
would not like to have it called by that name, yet it is a sort of minor
blasphemy against the Most High, — envying others, speaking of them as
though they had all the sweets of life, and talking of himself as though he
had to drink all the bitters, and all the dregs of the cup. Some of you know
people of that kind, who seem to be “cut on the cross;” — a queer sort of
people, who can always see clouds on the finest day, and who will say that
the grass is all dried up even when all can see that it is beautifully green.

Ah, my dear friends, you must get rid of all this if you want God to
comfort you! There is something expressive in that word murmur; — I
have often wondered at the wisdom of the maw who gave it the meaning
that it has, though I do not know who he was. “Mur-mur *“ — two ugly
little syllables, such as any cross child could easily sound; but it is a
childish, foolish, wicked habit for any of us to fall into, to be murmuring
against God; for, after all, our mercies far outnumber our sorrows. As long
as we are out of hell, we have no right to complain; for, if we had received
our deserts, we should have been there now. Dear friends, may God help
you to shake off this murmuring spirit as Paul shook the viper off his hand
into the fire; and when you have done that, then you will probably find that
the Lord will speedily appear to comfort your heart.

Again, in some persons, there is an absence of divine consolation because
there is some sin which is tolerated within them. There might be very
startling discoveries made here, this very hour, if every professing Christian
wore compelled, by his accusing conscience, to stand up, and toll out to
the congregation what his secret, besetting sin is. I fear that at least some
of you would never dare to show your faces in the Tabernacle again; you
would be ashamed to be seen any more amongst those who knew such
things about you. Yet the smoke of these hurrying sins rises in clouds, and
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shuts the face of God away from such inconsistent Christians. God loves
his people, but he does not love their sins. Sin is hateful anywhere, but it is
most hateful in the Lord’s own people. You are none of you fond of
loathsome diseases, such as fevers; but I am sure that you loathe the fever
most of all when it attacks your own dear child. So, sin is a disease which
God hates everywhere, but he hates it most of all when he sees it upon one
of his own children; and, for this reason, he takes his rod into his hand, and
causes his sinning child to smart, and to cry out, with Job, “Shew me
wherefore thou contendest with me.” When the Lord’s people are really in
earnest about this matter, he points to their idol-gods, or to some other evil
thing which they have harbored in their hearts, and so aroused his anger.
Then, if they arise, and cast out these abominations, the rod is put away,
and God once more gives them the comforts of his grace. Wherefore, my
brethren and sisters in Christ, if you lack comfort, search and see where the
fault lies; for it is my firm conviction that, in nine cases out of ten, it is
owing to some sin that has been indulged. I quoted Job’s question just
now, and Eliphaz asked him, “Are the consolations of God small with thee?
is there any secret thing with thee? Why doth thine heart carry thee away?
and what do thy eyes wink at, that thou turnest thy spirit against God, and
lettest such words go out of thy mouth?” I pass those searching questions
on to anyone here to whom they may apply, and I trust that, as the result of
doing so, such a soul will be able to present the poet’s petition with the
poet’s confidence, —

“The dearest idol I have known,
Whate’er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from thy throne,
And worship only thee.

“So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame;
So purer light shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.”

Possibly, the lack of comfort is owing to some other cause. Dear Christian
brother or sister, you may be at this moment without comfort because you
have neglected some duty. 1 believe that many of God’s people, who know
their Lord’s will, yet do it not, do get beaten with many stripes. They say
that they do not understand why they are thus chastised, and they do not
know what it is that causes them to be so frequently and so sorely afflicted.
It is because there is some precept, which they know to be their Lord’s
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precept, yet they wink their eye at it, and leave it neglected. Learn a lesson
from Jonah’s experience. If the Lord should bid any of us go to Nineveh,
and cry against it; and, instead of doing so, we go down to Joppa, and find
a ship going to Tarshish, and get in it, we must not reckon upon having a
smooth passage. Before long, there will be “a mighty tempest in the sea.”
If we had not been God’s servant, there might have been fair weather; but
when a child of God runs away from his plain duty, God will send a
tempest after him, and he may be very thankful if God also sends a whale;
for, although the whale may swallow him, yet it may bring him safely to
land; but he will be sure to rue the day on which he turned away from his
clear duty, and sought out a more comfortable path.

Master John Bunyan, whom I cannot help quoting, tells us the result of
Christian and Hopeful going over the stile into By-Path Meadow. They
thought it would be much smother walking just on the other side of the
fence, and Christian tried to assure his companion that the path ran along
by the way-side. No doubt they thought that they could keep so close to
the King’s highway that they would see, in a minute, when the park began
to turn away from the right road, and then they would just jump over the
fence, and get into the right way again. They felt sure it would be all right;
at least, Christian did, for Hopeful was doubtful all the while, though he
gave way to his older companion. But when Giant Despair found them
sleeping in his grounds, and drove them off into his dungeon, and came,
the next morning, with a great crab-tree cudgel, and gave them, not a
mouthful of bread, nor a drink of water, but plenty of crab-tree; and when,
the day after, he counselled them to destroy themselves, and left them
lying, day after day, pining in their filthy prison, — then they understood
that smooth walking is not always safe walking, and that it is best to walk
in the right road even though it may be arough one. Let us be careful
where we walk, for we may lose our comfort very speedily unless we keep
strictly to the path of obedience. Let us, at all times, with a cheerful and
willing spirit, wear our Master’s yoke, for his yoke is easy, and his burden
is light.

I will speak very plainly to some of you who get downhearted and
desponding, for I am rather glad that you do get into such a state of mind.
There are some who think that the blame rests with the preacher if they
become despondent; they say that he ought to comfort them more than he
does. Ah, but lazy professors must remember what Paul wrote to the
Thessalonians, “This we commanded you, that if any would not work,
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neither should he eat “ As for you busy preachers, Sunday-school teachers,
tract-distributors, and other earnest workers for Christ, when you do get to
a sermon, how sweet it is to you! You have been hard at work for the
Lord, and it has sharpened your spiritual appetites; but lazy Christians, who
never fail to win souls for the Savior, and who only want to be spiritually
fed without doing a stroke of work in the Master’s service, get to be very
dainty. No matter how good the fare may be, nor however much others
enjoy it, they are sure to say, “That is not the food that we like.” They
want it spiced up to a wonderful degree, and it must be carved so daintily
or they will not touch it; whereas, if they had been hard at work, they
would have gained a healthy appetite, which would have turned even the
bitters into sweets.

I pray God that those professors, who do nothing for him, may be
miserable. “That is a very unkind prayer,” say some of you. No, it is not,
for it is meant for your good. See, if you get to be happy in your idleness,
you will keep in that sinful state; but if you are unhappy while you are
doing nothing for the Master, I think you will be the more likely to say to
him, “Lord, what wilt then have me to do?” Then I hope you will soon get
to work, and I believe that comfort will be sure to come to you when, in an
evangelical spirit, depending upon the Lord Jesus Christ, and in the power
of the Holy Ghost, you go out to do what you can for the Lord. Some of
you, perhaps, have a great heap of money stored up, and you cannot make
out why there is such a bad smell of canker all over the house; I could tell
you! Some of you, who have not been doing anything for your Master for a
long while, think that surely your blood must be congealed in your veins,
for it does not seem to move; I think I could tell you why that is. If you
would again exercise yourself in God’s work, as you used to do, you
would soon find that the bleed would again course through your veins, and
that the dew of your spiritual youth would come back to you. Our sorrows
are often manufactured by our sins, — our sins of omission, or of
commission. May we all have grace, then, to search within ourselves to see
if we can discover the answer to the question, “When wilt thou comfort
me?”

II. Now I am going, for a few minutes, to deal with THE CASE OF
ANXIOUS, SEEKING SINNERS.

Where are you, anxious one? Never mind where you my happen to be at
this moment; let the Word of the Lord come straight to you as though
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nobody else were here. You are sorrowfully saying, “I have been praying
for pardon for months; I am in the house of God whenever it is open; |
search the Bible as diligently as I can, yet I cannot find comfort Oh, that I
could get my sins forgiven! I must get that blessing, or I shall die. Tell me,
sir, when will God comfort me?”

My dear hearer, it may be that comfort is withheld from you because you
have not fully confessed your sin. We have God’s Word for it that “if we
confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins.” Then, if we
do not make a complete confession to our God, we must not expect to
receive pardon. “Oh!” say you, “I have said, ‘Lord, I am a sinner.”* That is
right, but you must do more than that To-night, before you go to bed,
think over your past life. Recapitulate your faults, and confess the whole of
them to God, and do not keep anything back. I have heard of a professor,
who was guilty of backsliding for atime; and therefore was suspended
from church-membership. He prayed about, the matter, but he used to pray
thus, “Lord, thou knowest that I have indulged a little; have mercy upon
me!” Of course, no comfort came to him. Then a Christian brother said to
him, “Tell the Lord the whole truth; he knows just what it is.” The man
was wise enough to follow this good advice, so he prayed, “Lord, thou
knowest that I was drunk, wilt thou not forgive me, for Jesus Christ’s
sake?”” Then the comfort came to him; and you also must, call your sin just
what it is when you go before God, for you are not truly humbled and
penitent as long as you try to put a gloss upon your sin. David could get no
peace till he prayed, “Deliver me from bloodguiltiness, O God;” and, my
dear hearer, you must confess the worst aspect of your case before God.
“Make a clean breast of it,” as we commonly say; tell the Lord all about
your sin. Perhaps it is the lack of this that keeps you from being comforted,
— the want of an explicit, plain, full confession of your sins.

Again, if you ask me why you do not have comfort, although you do try to
believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, | answer, Perhaps there is some sin that
you have not given up, and, depend upon it, if that is the case, although
salvation is all by the grace of God, and we are not saved by our own
works, yet you, sinner, never can have peace with God till you have made
a clean sweep of every known sin. There may be a man here, who has
attended the Tabernacle for a long time, and who says that he cannot get
peace. Now, where was he last night? His conscience knows, and I will ask
him whether he expects to get peace with God while he can be found in
such society? There is another man here, who says that, he cannot get
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comfort; but where is he to be found the greater part of the week? Does he
not regularly go to the gin-palace, and can he expect that the Lord Jesus
Christ will go there with him? Nay, that cannot be; there was no room for
Christ in the inn when he was born, and there is certainly no room for him
in the gin-palace of the present day. There are some men who can cheat in
their business; they know very well that they do not deal fairly with their
customers. Their goods are adulterated, and they give short weight; yet
they expect to have peace with God while this is the case! How can it be?
Do you suppose that God will patch up a truce with your sins, and give
you his forgiveness while you are harboring such evil things in your
house? Nay, that cannot be. Though you cannot be perfect, yet you must
want to be perfect, and there must not be any sin which you knowingly
spare. Cut them in pieces, every one of them; as soon as you know that
anything is wrong, I pray you to have such a tender conscience that you
will seek to escape from it; for, as long as you harbor even one of them,
comfort will never come to you.

“But this is such a little sin,” says one. Ay, and those little errors are like
the little boys that the big thieves take with them, to put through the little
windows, and then they open the door, and let the big thieves in. Those
little sins will be your ruin unless you forsake them, and get them forgiven.
One of our proverbs says, “Take care of the pence, and the pounds will
take care of themselves.” Turn that proverb round, and it will teach you
that, if you look sharply after your little sins, you will not fall into great
ones. It is these so-called little sins — mixing with worldly society, going
into bad company, and so on, — that keep so many of you from getting
peace with God. Some of you, young women, get walking with ungodly
young men; and some of you, young men, form acquaintances that are no
good to you; and them you come here, and your consciences are somewhat
touched, and you ask that you may be found “accepted in the Beloved.”
How can that be when you will walk straight away from this service, and
talk in such a way as would be impossible if the Holy Ghost were really in
you? The Holy Dove would fly away from such talk as that a defiled heart
1s no nest wherein he can take his rest.

Once again, is it not very likely that the reason why you do not get peace
with God is this, — that you have not trusted to the Lord Jesus Christ
wholly and entirely? There is the root of the mischief. You still hope to
save yourself in some measure; and, as long as you cling to a rag of self-
righteousness, you cannot get peace or comfort If ever a sinner is to be
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saved, it must be entirely by the mercy of God shown to him solely because
of the merit of Jesus Christ; and, as long as a man puts so much as a
shadow of a trust in himself beside his trust in Christ, his comfort will be
marred. You must be to yourself as though you were dead, so far as any
confidence in yourself is concerned, and you must rest alone in Jesus. The
finished work of the exalted Redeemer must be your only confidence.

“How was it, Sam,” asked a Christian master of his servant, “that, when
you and I were, both under conviction of sin, you got comfort so much
sooner than I did? As far as I know, Sam, my life semed to be as good as
yours before conviction came to me, yet I could not get comfort, though
you did.” Ah!” said Sam, “you see, master, I was a great deal worse than
you were; and when God the Holy Spirit showed me what I was, I looked
at my rags, and I said, ‘Ah! they are nothing but a lot of filthy rags, they
will never patch up;’ so I took them off at once, and I put on the robe of
Jesus Christ’s righteousness, for I knew my rags would never match that
spotless garment of his; but, master, when you got a little light, you looked
at yourself, and you had been so good, you had lived such a decent life,
that you said, ‘Ah! my coat wants mending; there is a hole in the elbow,
and a rent here and there, but it can be patched up, and I shall do a little
longer; and so, master, you did not got the robe of Christ’s righteousness
as quickly as I did.” And some of you, moral people, will have hard work
in fighting against your self-righteousness. When good Mr. Hervey
questioned a godly ploughman as to what was the greatest hindrance to a
sinner’s coming to Christ, he thought the ploughman would say, “Sinful
self,” but he said, “Righteous self,” and so it is. Righteous self-confidence
in our prayers, self-confidence in our repentance, self-confidence in
something we mean to do, or something we feel that we already have, —
all this keeps us back from true peace and comfort.

All the candles in the world will not enable us to do without the sun. Some
of you light your poor little candles, and try to get comfort that way. Put
the extinguisher on every one of them, stud go and stand in the sunshine,
for then you will have light indeed. Give up all your carnal hopes, your
earthly confidences, your good works, your own righteousnesses, — away
with them all, and come as poor, guilty, condemned sinners, and trust in
Jesus Christ, and you shall get comfort this very instant; for, the moment a
sinner trusts in Jesus Christ, he is saved; peace and pardon immediately
follow trust in Jesus. Only come to him with your sins and miseries, your
burdens and your unworthinesses, your hardness of heart and your
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coldness of spirit; come to him just as you are, for “He is able to save them
to the uttermost that come unto God by him.” The Lord Jesus is a
physician who heals the sick when their disease is at its worst, he does not
want you to try to make yourselves better, but to come to him just as you
are, and then he will heal you as you are. That was a beautiful act on the
part of the good Samaritan who found the poor wounded man half dead by
the roadside, He did not stand, and gaze at his injuries, and say to him,
“My dear fellow, when your wounds are less painful to you, I will come
back, and bind them up.” He did not say to him, “My dear man, when you
are more conscious of your need of my services, and can sit up, and ask me
to help you, I will do what I can for you.” He did not say, “My dear man,
when you are very sorry that you ever came down this dangerous road,
where you have been waylaid and injured, I will come and heal you.” Oh,
no! there the poor man lay, half dead, and the good Samaritan went just
where he was, and stooped over him, and looked at his wounds. Probably
the man did not feel anything just then, for most likely he had been
stunned, but the good Samaritan felt for him. The man could not plead for
himself, but the heart of the good Samaritan pleaded for him; and he
tenderly bound up his gaping wounds, pouring in oil and wine, and lifted
him up, set him on his own beast, carried him to the inn, and there did all
he could to ensure the completion of his cure. As the Samaritan went to the
wounded man where he was, so Jesus Christ “the good Samaritan” in
the highest sense of the term, comes to the sinner where he is.

But, sinners, though you are trying to make your hearts ready for Christ,
you will never succeed in doing it You are wasting your strength upon a
task that mush end in failure. Remember that, if you cannot come to Christ
with a broken heart, you can come to him for a broken heart If you cannot
come as you ought, come just as you are; and if you have no good thing to
plead as a reason for your acceptance, so much the better will it be for you.

I have tried to put this matter of finding comfort plainly, and in as simple
language as I could. O Sacred Spirit, come now, and bring the sinner to
Jesus, for his dear name’s sake! Amen.
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GOD’S GLORY OUR
REREWARD

NO. 3028

A SERMON PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 21ST, 1907,
DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.
“The glory of the LORD shall be thy rereward.” — Isaiah 58:8.

THE Church of God is an army marching through an enemy’s territory. She
can never reckon upon a moment’s peace. If she were of the world, the
world would love its own; but because true saints are not of the world, but
Christ has chosen them out of the world, therefore the world hateth them.
As the Amalekites suddenly fell upon the children of Israel, unprovoked,
and without giving any wanting of their hostile intention, so, not only in
times of persecution, but in these apparently softer days when the world
does not use the stake and the sword, at all seasons the world is ready to
pounce upon the Church of God, and to call in its grand ally, the devil, to
overthrow and destroy, as far as possible, the militant hosts of Israel.

Every Chritstian, then, must be a soldier, and take his share in the battles of
the cross,, We must not look upon our life as being a pleasure-journey
through a friendly land, but as a march, — a march through the very midst
of foes who will dispute every foot of our way.

Now, if we thus view the Church of God as an army, it is consolatory to
know that we have a vanguard: “My righteousness shall go before thee.”
We take our Lord Jesus Christ to be “the Lord our righteousness;” he is
the Forerunner, and he has gone before us, even through the river of death,
and up to the skies, that he may prepare a place for all those who have
enlisted under his standard.

Our text, however, speaks not of the vanguard, but of the “rereward.”
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glorious a shield borne in their rear by so mighty an arm: “The glory of the
Lord shall be thy rereward.”

It is but little I have to say to you this evening, but may God make that
little profitable to you! We will, first of all, dwell upon the rereward, and
enquire what it is which is here intended; and, secondly, we will try to
show how the glory of the Lord brings up the rear, and protects the
saints on every side.

I. In the first place, WHAT MAY WE UNDERSTAND BY THE REREWARD?

Taking the text to refer to the Church of God as a body, we, remark that
there are always same who bring up the rear. God has never left his Church
without men to stand in the front. A few choice men have always been
raised up by God, and they have led the way, both in testimony and in
suffering. The race of the prophets will never be extinct. “The scepter” in
this sense will not depart from the members of the Church until Christ shall
come a second time. The teacher shall not be taken out of his place, nor the
candlestick be removed, nor the bread of life be taken away. But the mass
of the Church are rather like the body of the army marching on and fighting
well, but not attaining unto the first three mighties.

We have, moreover, in the Church of Christ, a considerable propertion of
those who are always behind. Some of those are here to-night. You feel
yourselves to belong to the rear, because you are so weak in faith. 1t is a
blessed thing to enjoy full assurance of faith, and yet no doubt there are
thousands in the fold of Jesus who never reach this attainment. It is a great
pity that they should not reach it, for they miss much happiness and much
usefulness; but, still, —

“Thousands in the fold of Jesus,
This attainment ne’er could boast;
To his name eternal praises,
None of these shall e’er be lost.
Deeply graven
On his hands their names remain.”

There are some who, from their natural constitution, and other
circumstances, are very apt to despond. Like Mr. Fearing, they not only go
through the Slough of Despond, but, as Bunyan says, they carry a slough
of despond about with them. They are little in faith, but they are great at
foreseeing evil. They are always expecting some dreadful ill, and they



126

cower down before a shadow. I thank God that, those of you, who have
faith but as a grain of mustard seed, shall not be left to fall away; the glory,
of the Lord shall gather you up with the rest of the saints. The stragglers,
the wounded, the halt, the lame, — though these cannot march with the
rest as we could desire, though, like Mr. Ready-to-Halt, they have to go on
crutches, yet the glory of the Lord shall be their shelter and protection.

Then there are some of you, who are not exactly weak in the faith, but, in
your humble estimate of yourselves, you put yourselves in the rear. “I am
very poor,” says one; “it is but little that I can ever give; even if I gave two
mites, as the widow did, I might almost give all my substance in so doing. |
am obscure, too, for I have no talent; I cannot preach; I can scarcely pray
in the prayer-meeting to edification; I hope I love the Lord, and that I am
one of the stones in the walls of his church, but I am quite a hidden one.”
Ah, well! poor though you are, despised and forgotten, the glory of the
Lord shall secure your safety. It was said of the tribe of Dan, “They shall
go hindmost with their standards,” and there must be some to be in the
rear; so, while the rich may rejoice, in what God has given to them, yet
you, in your contentment with your lot, may be thankful for your poverty,
and bless the name of the Lord that, though you may be in the rear, you are
yet in the army, and you shall soon, as much as those in the van, have your
full share of the spoil.

Possibly, there are some who get into the rear from a much more painful
cause, namely, from backsliding. 1 would not say a word to excuse
backsliding, for it is a dreadful thing that we should depart from our first
love, or lose the vigor of our piety. It is dangerous to get even half a yard
from the Savior’s side. To live in the sun, like Milton’s angel, that is
blessed living; no lack of light or warmth there; but to turn our backs on
the sun, as the descendants of Cain did of old, and to go journeying away
from Christ, this is dangerous in the extreme. “The backslider in heart shall
be filled with his own ways.” Many men talk of David’s sin: it were well if
they would recollect David’s repentance, and David’s broken bones, after
he had received pardon. He never was the same man afterwards that he was
before. His voice was hoarse and cracked. You can tell the Psalms that he
wrote after his fall, for his pen quivered as he wrote them; and yet, blessed
be God, he could say, “Although my house be not so with God; yet
he hath made with me an everlasting 