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PREFACE

DEAR READER,

Since last we conversed with you through the medium of a Preface,
many changes have taken place — changes affecting our own
personal life, and church work, but in no way altering our grateful
song of continued mercy. Sickness has laid us low, and physical
prostration made our work at times a weariness; but we have been
brought out of all, and in all we have experienced a Father’s love, and
learned lessons which could have been acquired in no other school
than Affliction’s. We trust that in some measure, others have reaped
a blessing from our trials, as we have known better how to speak a
word in season to those who are weary. For every pain and sorrow
blessed, we bless our God. For every tear that has taught us how to
wipe them from others’ cheeks, we thank Him, and if by a sick bed
we have learned how to make the pillow’s of others more soft, we
adore Him. During the past year death has shadowed our home and
bereavement sorrowed the soul. Our beloved Father is no more.
Stricken down in a moment, he died in the prime of his life. Although
the loss is chiefly personal, we yet feel the record of it here is not
intrusive, but simply just. While, as a son, a sense of delicacy
suggests silence, as a pastor, gratitude demands a word of grateful
remembrance. The heart of the departed was devoted to our work,
and the noble Tabernacle in which we now worship is a monument to
his generosity. We thank our God more than language can express,
for permitting him to live long enough to see the sanctuary he so
greatly helped to rear, filled with listeners and made the birthplace of
many souls. His end was perfect peace, and the sting of death did not
come near him. He has exchanged an earthly Tabernacle for a
heavenly Temple. He is now before the Throne, and though the
change is a dark one for us, ’tis so surpassing bright for him, we
cannot wish him back.

As a church, we have also had great changes, but, thank God, all for
the better.

When writing our last Preface, we were worshipping in “Stepney
Green Tabernacle,” now in “The East London.” Then the number of
our hearers was about 1300, now nearly 3000. Though mentioning



the increase of numbers, we are far from looking upon that as the
criterion of blessing. Had not conversions also increased in
proportion, we would only have recorded the fact in sorrow. But
thank God they have. Since the opening of the building last February,
we have seen, with a view to membership, considerably over two-
hundred persons, most of whom have been brought by grace out of
the world during the year. Doubtless, some may be ready to say, “Is
not this vain glorying?” Our answer is that we record the fact simply
to the praise of our God, and as a statement due to those who so
generously helped to build the place.

Concerning the Sermons, we can only say that, as none of them were
delivered from manuscript, or even copious notes, but either
reported at the time, or written from memory afterwards, they make
no pretensions to literary refinements. They appear as preached to a
large and mixed congregation. We always send to our short-hand
writer to take down that Sermon we think most likely to arouse the
sinner or comfort the saint, not the one we might imagine would
read the best. Many have been the encouragements we have received.
From India, Australia, and Canada, good news concerning the
Sermons has reached us, while we are constantly hearing of their
being made a blessing in our English villages.

Most heartily do we thank those friends who have interested
themselves in their circulation, and aided us in our effort to spread
the truth and win souls.

The two previously published volumes being quite sold out, and
applications having been made for back sermons, also out of print,
our publisher has felt justified in reprinting those missing, and

bringing out the entire series in one book.  Such as it is, we now offer
it to the public, and we pray you kind reader, forgive its faults, excuse
its eccentricities, aid its circulation, and love the Saviour proclaimed
in its pages.

Your Servant, for Christ’s sake,
ARCHIBALD G. BROWN.

MORNINGTON ROAD,
Bow Roab.

December, 1872.
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A SoNG ABouT REDEMPTION.

No. 1 — [Third Edition.]
DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY EVENING, OCTOBER 11th, 1868, BY

ARCHIBALD G. BROWN,

AT STEPNEY GREEN TABERNACLE.

“Sing, O you heavens; for the Lord has done it: shout, you lower
parts of the earth: break forth into singing, you mountains, O
forest, and every tree in it: for the Lord has redeemed Jacob, and
glorified himself in Israel.” — IsaiaH 44.23.

WHAT is redemption, and what is there in it that particularly calls
for a song? This is our subject for this evening’s meditation.
Deliverance by redemption is not a deliverance obtained by mere
pardoning mercy, as in the case of the debtor, set free at his earnest
entreaties by his creditor, in our Lord’s parable; nor is it a
deliverance accomplished by rescue, obtained by the exertion of force
only; but it is a deliverance gained by the payment of a price — the
full discharge given on receipt of the full amount due. When our Lord

hung in “unknown agonies” on Calvary’s tree, he not only made
Salvation possible for all (as some say) but made it certain for his
own elect by then and there paying down, not in gold or silver but in
precious blood-drops, the redemption price demanded by an
inflexible justice: —

“From Bethlehem’s inn to Calvary’s cross,
Affliction marked his road;

And many a weary step he took
To bring us back to God.

But darker far the awful hour
When on the cross he cried,
‘Tis finished,’ the full ransom’s paid,

Then bowed his head and died.”



Yes, beloved, we have been bought out and out by Christ; we no
longer belong either to Satan, self, or the world, but to Him who has
purchased his church with his blood, “In whom we have

redemption.” The text which I have selected for this evening is a
magnificent call to heaven and earth to join in singing the glories of
redemption —
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to preach from it in any measure as it should be preached from, the
preacher ought to be in possession of a heart burning with gratitude
through a more than usual consciousness of his interest in that
redemption. How can he rise to the sublimity of the text unless it is
but the echo of his own soul’s experience? May the Lord graciously
aid and send “help from on high” while we endeavour to show first,
In what particulars redemption call for a song, and then, Who those
are who should sing the song.

1. First then — IN WHAT PARTICULARS DOES REDEMPTION CALL FOR A
SONG?

My difficulty here will only be one of choice, for every particular of
redemption is worthy of a sonnet. The whole is a golden harp, and
every string has only to be touched in order to give the sweetest
melody. Certainly redemption calls for a song when we remember,
first, Its Author. Our text seems to teach this in its very wording,
“Sing O you heavens!” Why? “For the Lord has done it, break forth
into singing you mountains, O forest and every tree therein.” Why?
“For the Lord has redeemed Jacob.” In this is indeed a marvel of
grace, demanding the highest anthems ransomed lips can raise.
What could man have been to Him? What shadow of obligation was
there on his part to put forth the slightest effort to save a single one?
Had the whole human race like a roaring torrent been turned to hell
and left to roll its awful course until the end of time, who could have
dared to impugn the justice of the doom? What could it have been to
God whether man was saved or damned? He would have been
glorified in either case, and still remained “The blessed (happy)
God.” But sweet thought! It was much to him; his sovereign
unaccountable love said, “Deliver him from going down to the pit: I
have found a ransom.” The Lord has done it, and done it alone. With



whom did he take counsel in this matter? Who paid part-price with
him? Redemption is no work of the many; it is God’s own in plan and
execution; he came forth to the work “in the greatness of his
strength,” “mighty to save.” It is through the person of the Redeemer
that redemption gains its infinite value. He threw the weight of Deity
in the scale. It was the altar of his Godhead that made the gift of his
humanity of boundless price; sufficient to make a just substitute for a
myriad host of fallen men.

Let me try and more clearly explain my meaning by an anecdote.
There was once a lady who undertook the task of instructing a deaf
and dumb lad in the things of God; of course she could only speak to
him by signs and pictures. She drew upon a paper a picture of a great
crowd of people, old and young, standing near a wide and deep pit,
out of which smoke and flames were issuing — on a corner of the
paper she drew the figure of One coming down from heaven on
purpose to save them. She explained on her fingers to the boy that
when this person came, he asked God not to throw the people into
the pit if he himself agreed to be nailed to a cross for them; and how
directly he bowed his head upon the cross, the pit was shut up! The
deaf and dumb boy made signs that the person who died was only
one, and the persons saved many. How could God take one for so
many?
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The lady taking off a gold ring, put it beside a heap of withered
leaves, and asked the boy which was the best, “the one gold ring or
the many dry leaves?” The boy clapped his hands, and spelt “the one!
the one! the one!”

The Lord Jesus is the one gold ring whose atonement is sufficient for
the many dry leaves. Think of redemption’s author, and then “Sing,
O you heavens; for the Lord has done it:” and “Shout, you lower parts
of the earth: for the Lord has redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself
in Israel.”

2. Another particular in redemption that specially calls for a song is
Its Cost. Well may the believer stand aghast at the awful price his
soul’s redemption cost. What that price was Peter tells us — 1Peter
1.18-19. “Not with corruptible things as silver and gold; but with the
precious blood of Christ, as of a lamb without blemish and without



spot.” And well also may he stand astonished at that incomparable
love that paid the price demanded.

“This was compassion like a God,
That when the Saviour knew
The price of pardon was his blood,

His pity ne’er withdrew.”

The value of any article is in proportion to its cost to procure, The
pearl that gleams on the brow of yonder bride is immensely precious,
because of its rescue from the great deep at the risk of the pearl-
diver’s life as he was dragged into the boat, half-dead, with the blood
gushing from his nostrils. Estimating redemption by this test, who
can reckon its worth? The heavenly pearl-diver beheld us deep-
sunken in the sea of depravity and sin; he not only saw, but he
coveted the jewel, that it might forever flash in his imperial diadem.
Stripping himself of the robes of heaven, and laying aside the purple
of royalty, he stood upon the battlements of heaven, and sprang into
the deepest part of the black ocean: down, down he went — the
floods roared over his head; “all your waves and your billows went

over me” 52 427 _ he reached the holiest depth, for “he became
obedient to the death, even the death of the cross;” and at the lowest
depth he grasped the jewel and bore it triumphantly above;

“O measureless might;
Ineffable love.”

Gethsemane’s bloody sweat; the bloodier scourging in Pilate’s hall,
and the ignominious death at Golgotha, were all part of the price he
paid to ransom fallen man.

Behold, O saint, redemption’s cost, and then “Sing, O you heavens;
for the Lord has done it:” and “shout you lower parts of the earth: for
the Lord has redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself in Israel.”

3. Thirdly, I would try and strengthen the reasons for song by
reminding you of its completeness. Christ has so gloriously
completed the work of redemption that nothing can possibly be

added to it, “the Lord has done it.” 52 4423 Unlike the atonement
made by the Aaronic priesthood, it lasts forever. In their sacrifices
there was a continual remembrance made of sin. Year after year the
high-priest entered into the holiest of all;
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every entrance witnessing that the previous atonement made was but
of limited efficacy. Paul, in his own masterly style, draws the vivid
contrast between the two, in his Epistle to the Hebrews, “Neither by
the blood of goats and calves, but by his own blood he entered in
once into the holy place, having obtained eternal redemption for us.”
“Nor yet that he should offer himself often, as the high-priest enters
into the holy place every year with blood of others; for then must he
often have suffered since the foundation of the world: but now once
in the end of the world he has appeared to put away sin by the

sacrifice of himself,” €0 912, 25-26 apq once more, “Every priest stands
daily ministering and offering often the same sacrifices, which can
never take away sins: but this man, after he had offered one sacrifice

for sins forever, sat down on the right hand of God.” eP 101112 yeg,
the atonement of Christ is so infinite that nothing more can or will be
demanded by God throughout all ages. Never more shall the “Son of

God” become the “man of sorrows;” %2 53-3 never more shall Calvary’s
hill run red with a Redeemer’s blood. If you are not saved by the
atonement made, you must be most certainly damned; it is your only
hope, “The Lord has done it,” and will never repeat it. View, believer,
redemption’s completeness, and then exclaim, “Sing, O you heavens,
for the Lord has done it; shout, you lower parts of the earth; for the
Lord has redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself in Israel.”

4. I would have you observe as a fresh incentive to song, Its
comprehensiveness. Redemption has a giant’s span. To dwell on all
we are redeemed from, and redeemed to, would take a week of
preaching; and we should then be no nearer the conclusion of the
matter. It will take eternity to reveal all. Let me therefore only
mention a few of the most prominent evils from which we are
redeemed. Beloved, if we are Christ’s, then we have been redeemed
from the hand of Satan. By sin, man has sold himself to the devil,
“you have sold yourself for nothing” The devil can claim his own; but
those for whom Christ died are not his, for “they have been redeemed
without money,”’s* 523 therefore his power over them is usurped.
Hands off! Hands off that man in the gallery! He is not yours, O
Satan, but Christ’s. Hands off that trembling sister in the aisle! She
has been redeemed; washed in blood! Behold the Lord’s mark on her



forehead. Claim your own swine, but leave Christ’s sheep alone. Yes,

blessed be God, Christ has “delivered the lawful captive” % 49-24 from
him that was too strong for him. Are we not also redeemed from the
guilt of sin? The black cloud that hung over us has been blotted out;
as the verse previous to our text says, “I have blotted out as a thick
cloud your transgressions, and as a cloud your sins; return to me, for

I have redeemed you;” % 4422 our guilt has been removed so clean
away that even God’s holy eyes behold “no spot or wrinkle or any
such thing.” FPP 527 With the guilt, away goes the power of sin; no
longer galley slaves to our own lusts, but Christ’s free men to follow
after holiness. If we are redeemed from the guilt and power of sin,
then we are also redeemed from the consequences of sin. “There is
therefore now no condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus.”

Rom 8.1 Tny relation to the saint, redeeming blood has put hell’s fire
out. What hell is, a redeemed soul never has and shall never know.

)

He has also redeemed us from the power of death. In Hosea 13.14,
we read “I will ransom you from the power of the grave; I will
redeem them from death. O death, I will be your plagues; O grave, I
will be your destruction.” There is no death for the child of God — he
has only to walk through “the valley of the shadow of death.” Death
left its sting in Christ; the only sting death ever had was sin, and that
is gone;
“It is not death to die,
To leave this weary road;

And 'midst the brotherhood on high,
To be at home with God.

Jesus, you prince of life!
Your chosen cannot die;
Like You they conquer in the strife,

To reign with You on high.”’

And to close this point, Christ has redeemed the bodies of his saints
for the glories of the resurrection morn. “Even we ourselves groan
within ourselves, waiting for the adoption, to wit, the redemption of

our body.” R°™ 823 The sleeping dust of God’s departed host is
included in the Redeemer’s purchase; and when the archangel’s



trump sounds to announce the dawning of the resurrection day, then
from marble sepulchres, forgotten graves, and the deep ocean, that
dust shall arise in glorified bodies to proclaim the
comprehensiveness of God’s Redemption. Then “Sing, O you
heavens; for the Lord has done it; shout you lower parts of the earth;
for the Lord has redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself in Israel.”

5. Fifthly and lastly, the highest cause for song is redemption, being
that in which God has been pleased to glorify himself the most. “The
Lord has glorified himself in Israel.” All the attributes of God are
most gloriously to be seen in redemption work. Justice stands forth
in magnificent grandeur right through the whole of the Old
Testament; it was displayed in awful splendour when the rebel
angels were hurled from thrones in heaven to beds in hell; when the
old world was destroyed by a watery deluge, and Sodom and
Gomorrah with a rain of fire; but Jesus hanging on the cross between
two thieves until death terminated his agony, is the most amazing
evidence of God’s stern justice that ever has or ever shall be given
throughout time or eternity. Never was justice so glorified, as when
the cry rang through heaven, “Awake, O sword, against my shepherd,

and against the man that is my fellow, says the Lord of Hosts.” 7¢¢13-7

Think, moreover, of the glory that accrues to the infinite wisdom of
God through redemption.

“All worlds his glorious power confess,
His wisdom all his works express.” ’

But amid all the varied works of God, none so loudly proclaim “the
depth of the riches both of the wisdom and knowledge of God, as that
of redemption. Pause for a moment, and consider the demands made
upon that wisdom. A plan of salvation was required which would
show the greatest hatred for sin, and at the same, the greatest love
for the sinner —
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which would leave justice unimpaired, truth unviolated, and yet
allow mercy to triumph — which should at one and the same time
fulfil all the threats against sin, and all the promises and types of a
Saviour; which would satisfactorily and forever answer the question
“How then can man be justified with God?” a problem which if all the



angels had met in solemn conclave for ten thousand years to solve,
would still have been infinitely beyond them; but wisdom triumphed,
it found the thread that led to the solution, and in redemption
“Mercy and truth have met together; righteousness and peace have

kissed each other.” 752 8519 God is glorified, sinners are saved, and
Satan is confounded.

That the power of God is magnified, I need only refer you to one
passage; you will find it in Ephesians 1.19 & 20. “The eyes of your
understanding being enlightened; that you may know... what is the
exceeding greatness of his power toward us who believe, according to
the working of his mighty power, which he wrought in Christ when
he raised him from the dead, and set him at his own right hand in the
heavenly places.” The last attribute I will mention which received
exceeding glory through redemption, is Mercy. “In this the love of
God was manifested towards us, because God sent his only begotten

Son into the world; that we might live through him.” /°" 49 Would
you know what God’s love and mercy is? Then you must stand before
the bleeding Saviour on Calvary’s tree, and read it there drawn out in
crimson characters. In Christ, behold mercy incarnated, love
embodied! I know that mercy may be seen in the light, heard in the
breeze, and discerned in everything; but for all this it has pleased
God to make redemption his chosen panorama of mercy. An old
divine has well said “may not a Christian turn Psalm 136 into gospel-
language and say, “O give thanks to our Redeemer; for his mercy
endures forever. To him who said ‘Lo, I come,’ for his mercy endures
forever. To him who was born in a stable, for his mercy endures
forever. To him who fulfilled the law for us, for his mercy endures
forever. To him who expired upon a cross, for his mercy endures
forever. To him who rose again from the dead, and ascended into
heaven to manage our affairs, for his mercy endures forever.”

Now, believer, do you have a higher or deeper desire than that your
God should be glorified? You cannot have! — then rejoice, for your
Lord is superlatively glorified in redemption. Make the language of
the text your own, “Sing, O you heavens, for the Lord has done it;
shout you lower parts of the earth: for the Lord has redeemed Jacob,
and glorified himself in Israel.”

I1. Secondly — WHO THOSE ARE WHO SHOULD SING THE SONG.



I have dwelt so much longer on the first division than I intended,
that but very little time is left for describing who the songsters ought
to be. I will therefore only briefly mention them, and leave you to
supply the deficiency in your private meditations. The first called on
in the text is, Heaven! “Sing, O you heavens,” and well you may, for
redemption has shed fresh lustre on your glories. The highest joy the
angels can have, is that which arises from seeing their King glorified.
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I have already endeavoured to show that a glory beyond all glories
flows to Christ through the channel of redemption. Therefore I am in
no wonderment at the marked interest displayed by the angelic
world in every step of that redemption. It was indeed the true Jacob’s
ladder, linking heaven and earth, and therefore on every rung an
angel stood. Sweetly they broke the still silence of that first
Christmas morn, with such a carol as the world had never heard
before. A shepherd band was “abiding in the field, keeping watch
over their flocks by night,” when, “lo, an angel of the Lord came upon
them, and the glory of the Lord shone round about them,” and then
the angel said, “Fear not, for behold, I bring you good tidings of great
joy, which shall be to all people.” No sooner had this sweet gospel
song died away into the previous stillness of the night, than a very
constellation of angels shone round the astonished band, and sang as
never mortal ear had heard before, “Glory to God in the highest, and

on earth peace, good will toward men.” 'k 219 14 Do you not think
that those who are “ministering spirits” to the saints, were also
constant attendants on our Lord in his thirty years of sojourn here;
this we know, that when our Saviour was in Gethsemane weeping, all
bathed in bloody sweat, there appeared “an angel strengthening
him.” Luk 22.43

In wondrous awe they must have grouped themselves, unseen to
mortal eye, around the cross, and marvelled at the love that would
not call them to the rescue. With what ecstatic joy that angel (on the
third morning’s dawn) rolled back the stone. In what a delirium of
rejoicing was heaven thrown when the conqueror ascended,

“With scars of honor in his flesh,
And triumph in his eyes.”



How the very walls of heaven shook when all the assembled host
shouted, “Lift up your heads, O you gates, and be lifted up you

everlasting doors; and the King of glory shall come in.” '52 247

Sing, O you heavens! The answer comes rolling back, We do — we do.
Behold also the redeemed in heaven!! Listen to their song, sweeter
even than an angel’s, “To him that loved us.” Do you tell them to
sing? They answer back, We do — we do — and ever will. All heaven
unites in this redemption song.

2. Let the Ransomed on earth take their part. “Shout, you

lower parts of the earth.”'s? 44-33 O, forest of the Lord, and every tree
of his right hand planting, break forth into singing. Whoever else
may be silent, you must not. O give thanks to the Lord, for he is
good; for his mercy endures forever, let the redeemed of the Lord say

so, whom he has redeemed from the hand of the enemy.” '$2 107:1-2

Behold your serfdom gone — your bonds broken — your chains
snapped — your sins forgiven — your heaven secured, and then sing.
Oh shame on us that we sing so seldom, and when we do, so faintly.
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Where is our harp tonight? Hanging on yonder willow? Let us get it
down, and

“Loud to the praise of love divine,
Bid every string awake.”"

Believer, you are the lamb taken out of the lion’s jaw, and delivered
from the paw of the bear. Then sing your David’s praise. Do not let
the stars of heaven make the stars of the Lord blush. They sing their
Maker’s praise, so you shout your Redeemer’s praise.

3. Surely those who have loved ones that have been redeemed
should join us in the song. Parents, do you not remember how you
used to pray and weep, and then weep and pray, over that son of
yours? Do you not remember how you almost despaired of his
conversion? And do you not, above all, remember that day when
those prayers were answered? That day when for the first time you
beheld him seeking Jesus? Did he not, last Lord’s-day evening, sit
with you at the table of his Saviour and yours? Oh sing, for the Lord
has done it. Are there not many of us who can think of parents —



sisters — brothers — husbands — wives — that have been brought in
by grace, and made truly one with us in the very closest of bonds, and
should we not to be among the singers? We should indeed. Lord,
help us tonight to sing that You have “done it.”

4. Let me close by saying the trembling sinner has good cause indeed
to join his voice with ours. Ah, anxious penitent, is tonight’s text not
a gleam of sunshine in your darkness? “The Lord has done it.” If
done, then there can be no necessity for any addition of yours.

“Nothing either great or small,
Nothing, sinner, no;
Jesus did it, did it all,

Long, long, ago.”

Was blood required for your cleansing? It has been shed. Was a
righteousness necessary for your acceptance? It has been worked
out. All that the salvation of your soul demands has been done. Cease
then from trying to add to a perfect work. Go in your emptiness to
the Redeemer’s fulness. Venture your soul on him. Stake all your
eternal interests on the complete atonement he has made; God help
you to do that now, and then before you leave this tabernacle, you
will say with a heart overflowing with gratitude, “Sing, O you
heavens; for the Lord has done it: shout, you lower parts of the earth;
break forth into singing, you mountains, O forest, and every tree in
it: for the Lord has redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself in Israel.”

God grant that this may be the blessed result, for Jesus’ sake. —
AMEN.



Stepney Green Tabernacle
Pulpit.
HAarD WORK AND BAD PAy.
No. 2 — [Third Edition.]

A Sermon

DELIVERED ON LorD’s-DAy EvENING, NOVEMBER 8TH, 1868, by

ARCHIBALD G. BROWN,
AT STEPNEY GREEN TABERNACLE

“For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life
through Jesus Christ our Lord.” — RomaNs 6.23.

AT the commencement of this morning’s service, when preaching
from Psalm 103.11-13, I stated that the sermon would be almost
entirely for the saints of God; that the fare would mainly be such as
could only be enjoyed by those who had already tasted that the “Lord
was gracious.” But now this evening it is my aim to go after the
sinner, and by the Spirit’s aid speak such words as will arrest the
attention, arouse the conscience, convince the soul, and cause it to fly
from the wrath to come. It is indeed unquestionably sweet as fellow-
pilgrims on the road to the celestial city, to beguile the distance by
converse concerning its glories, and the mercy of its king; the
fellowship of saints often causes many a piece of road which would
otherwise be steep and rough, to become easy and pleasant. But let
us not be so enamoured with our own prospects as to forget there are
thousands yet dwelling in the city of destruction, nor be so occupied
with mutual edification as to forget to cry out to the besotted
inhabitants, “Escape for your life.”

This morning with grateful hearts we viewed the mercy that had
saved us from eternal shipwreck, and placed our feet firm on the
Rock of Ages, high up above the reach of the angry waves that had so
nearly engulfed us. This evening, while still rejoicing in our own



security, we desire to throw some planks and spars to those who are
yet struggling in the dark waters, and fast sinking to rise no more.
The text I have chosen with this view is the solemn summing up of
the argument in the previous part of the chapter. Paul had, in his
own masterly style, clearly demonstrated that it was impossible for
those who had been renewed by grace still to remain the servants of
sin: at the very thought of such blasphemy he breaks forth into the
exclamation, “God forbid! How can we that are dead to sin live in it

any longer?” ®°™ 62 He thanks God that those to whom he is writing
are no longer the blinded slaves to sin they once were, but have now
“become servants to God,” having their “fruit unto holiness, and the
end everlasting life: for the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God
is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord.”
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Doubtless, dear friends, in your own private reading, you have often
noticed the striking contrasts set forth in the words employed by the
apostle. You have “sin” in contrast with “God,” “death” in contrast
with “life,” and most suggestively “wages” in contrast with “gift.” The
thoughts begotten by the last-mentioned contrast will constitute our
theme for this evening. The first portion will be dark enough —
terribly dark — we wish it to be — may God help us to make it so, not
that we have any pleasure in so preaching, far from it, but only that it
may serve as a black background to set forth more transcendently the
glory of the latter. The darker the night, the more brilliant the
daylight appears. The text divides itself naturally into two divisions.
Hard work and bad pay; No work and rich reward. Let these then
be our divisions.

I. First then — HarpD WoRK AND BaDp Pay. By way of opening up
the subject, let us notice,

1. Who are the servants who receive the pay? All, by nature. There is
not a single one born of woman who is not born into this dread
service. It is the heirloom left to all mankind by our first sire Adam.
When he, our representative and head, yielded to the subtle tempter
and partook of the forbidden fruit, he by that act not only made
himself the servant to whom he obeyed, but entailed the accursed
service on all who should hereafter spring from his loins. We are
slaves born upon the estate of sin. The garb of servitude is upon us



from our very birth. But let us remember that if we are servants by
nature so are we by voluntary choice. Shame to that man who is
mean, base, and blasphemous enough to lay his guilt at Adam’s door,
and so try to shift off from his own shoulders the responsibility of his
guilt. There is not a sinner that has not willingly, and with the full
consent of his heart, chosen sin; nor has Satan a servant who has not
of his own free will entered his service, glories in it, calls it liberty,
and views all else as bondage. No sooner does a man arrive at what
the world calls “years of discretion” than his language concerning

Christ is, “We will not have this man to reign over us,” "k 1914 and
throwing to one side with scorn the gentle yoke of Jesus, he hires
himself out to the Devil, and his service becomes his delight; his
chains he views as bracelets; the rank flowers of this world’s
pleasures entwined around them hide from his sight the rusty iron,
and the clatter of his fetters that he mistakes for music. Offer him
freedom, and he will laugh you to scorn, and tell you he has it. He
looks upon the saint with pity, and, dancing in his chains like a
maniac, calls him a fool to endure such bondage. Satan has no mere
eye-service menials in his employ — they are all those who entered
his service cheerfully, and will cheerfully remain there to the last,
doing his bidding unless sovereign grace prevent it. The servants of
Satan are many. I noticed the other day in the reported speech of a
candidate for parliamentary honours, that one of the chief reasons he
had to bring forward why he should have a seat in St. Stephen’s was
that he employed more men than any of the other candidates; if this
is a valid reason or good argument, then most certainly a place must
be found in the House for Satan — for who employs so many hands
as he? His workshop is the world. Go where you please, at home or
abroad, you find his liveried servants,
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those who are in constant receipt of his wages. Unlike other
employers, he never diminishes the number of his hands, for if any
are persuaded by grace to leave his service, it goes much against his
grain. It matters not to him whether trade is slack or otherwise, he
can always find employment for all; such a thing as his ever giving a

man the “sack”” was never known. Out of the vast number of his
servants then, there are sure to be many here tonight; how solemn
the thought that along these galleries, down those aisles, on the



platform beneath me, and on this upper rostrum around me, there
are souls whom the Devil claims as his own; souls who are in the
employ of perdition; souls who are only waiting for the wages of Hell.
Oh mourn, you saints of God, that in spite of all the accessions to
Zion, despite all the means the church puts forth, Satan’s band of
slaves yet remains a myriad host.

Let me further say that his servants belong to all ages. It is
heartbreaking to behold at what an early age the badge of his service
is worn. Children not in their teens, and lads not out of them, are
every day, through the medium of our police courts, astonishing even
a sinful world with their proficiency in guilt; and side by side with
them, stands the hoary-headed criminal, whose strength has been
withered, and whose locks have grown white in the service of the
same relentless master. None are disqualified through age; none too
young to be received; none too old to be retained. His servants
belong to both sexes. Yes, sister, you who shudder when hearing the
brutal oath; you who tremble on meeting the reeling drunkard — you
who have been brought up amid every comfort, and nurtured in the
home of piety; you also, unless converted by the grace of God, are
among the number of those whom Satan reckons as his own. His
servants also belong to all grades of society. None can boast
exemption on the ground of social standing. “Ah,” says the
fashionable wealthy denizen of the west, “it is indeed shocking to
think of the awful depravity which shows itself along Whitechapel,
and lurks in the back streets of Bethnal Green. It is really quite
painful to contemplate it.” Then don’t. Look nearer home; for we
imagine that in the sight of God there is not much to choose between
Bethnal Green and Belgravia, Westbourne and Whitechapel. The
only difference is that, in your neighbourhood, the Devil clothes his
servants in more attractive garb; the repulsiveness of sin is hidden,
but sin itself is just as rampant. A handsome robe may conceal quite
as leprous a body as filthy tattered rags leave bare. High and low,
rich and poor, it is all the same. Yonder despot glories in his power;
boasts that a single word of his can make the nations quake, proudly
asserts that at his word a million men would march into the field for
bloody war; and while he vaunts, the Devil laughs, and well he may,
for the tyrant is his tool. Kings, princes, emperors, statesmen, and
paupers are all equally his servants.



Let us now view,
2. The work they have to perform. To be Satan’s servant is no

sinecure. He finds employment for all. His work is both hard and
constant. To one he says, “Get rich;” and at the word of command the
poor wretch at once begins to toil, and laborious toil it is. He works,
driven on by an unseen lash, as no slave ever could or would. All his
thoughts are tinged with gold.
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All the generous impulses he ever had are dried up and withered
away by the burning fever of avarice; his health fails, his spirit loses
all its elasticity, but still on and on he is obliged to toil; he is
maddened with a golden thirst; and the more he has, the more
intolerable the craving grows. He is like the shipwrecked seaman
who, after drifting for many a day in the open boat beneath a tropical
sun, without a drop of cooling water, at last in his desperation drinks
the briny sea, and in horror finds his agonies increased a
thousandfold; but having once commenced, he feels compelled to
take draught after draught, until at last he dies deliriously. His home
soon loses all its sweetness; its comforts are hidden from his eyes by
the veil of gold. The young and loving wife soon grows to be a broken
hearted one; she sees her rightful position in his heart usurped by a
hideous golden idol. This is no mere sentimental picture, but the
recital of stern facts. Better far, for many, if the wealth had never
come, for reversing the proverb, and thereby we believe making it
more true; when wealth came in at the door, love flew out at the
window. Happier a hundredfold were those times when, with but
little income, and often put to many a strait, they still felt that they
had their all in each other’s love.

And do you think the poor slave has any satisfaction in his gainings?
No! not a whit; he is ready to curse the very gold he is obliged to
scrape together. Find me a miser and you find me a lump of
incarnate misery. Satan is too hard a master to allow his servants
even the small gratification of having some pleasure in the success of
their work. Never does the Devil set a man to harder work than when
he says, “Servant get rich.” And thousands of such poor wretched
slaves there are in this great city, perhaps some here tonight,

cringing to, and worshipping the world’s trinity of £: s.: d.™



To another he gives an order, summed up in the word drink, and is
not obedience to that command hard work? Do you think there is
any real pleasure to the drunkard? Ask him. Let him tell you about
the inward gnawings, the parched lip, the head that seems like a
blacksmith’s shop with all the hammers at work; and the thousand
and one pains beside that rack the body after a night’s debauch, not
to speak of all the mental torture he undergoes. Hard work! Yes,
there is no slavedom more killing, both to body and soul than
slavedom to the drink.

Do I have here any drunkard listening to me tonight? If so, I know
your own conscience bears testimony to the truth of what I have

stated. Hear the poor slave sing “Britons never shall be slaves.””
Does it not seem a horrible mockery when the very one who sings it,
is fettered hand and foot himself with the accursed sin; and who,
although knowing he is destroying body, home, and soul, still
confesses that he has no power to snap the cords. He who dies a
drunkard’s death, and enters a drunkard’s grave, has worked hard
for the result. Satan sets another to obtain pleasure. And here I think
I can hear one of you saying, “What do you mean to say, Mr. Brown,
that pleasure is work?” Yes, I do, and uncommonly hard work too.
Men will always, even in the most lawful pleasures, do that which if
required of them in an ordinary day’s work, would be the subject of
much grumbling, and in all probability would be refused.
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Who does not know by experience that a day’s pleasuring is more

tiring than an equal number of hours’ work? And if this is true in an
exceptional case, how much more true is it when it applies to a

Votary16 of pleasure, to the partying man of the world.

The child of God will find his sweetest joys at home. The religion of
Jesus endears the man’s own fireside to him. The rest in his family is
welcome. Not so with the devotee of pleasure. Possessed with the evil
spirit, he goes here and there seeking rest and finding none. The
quiet of the home he terms slow; so he launches forth into a
whirlpool of dissipation, and singing, “Begone, dull care,” he tries to
persuade himself he is happy. Delusive thought!! He knows and feels
his misery: and finds that though he may have excitement, he is an
utter stranger to satisfaction. The pleasure that once enchanted him,



by frequent indulgence becomes insipid; something stronger, more
vicious is needed to stimulate his jaded spirits. He goes from bad to
worse, until at last every sinful pleasure has in its turn been tried,
and in its turn grown tame. His hateful and hating master still goads
him on, and he works like a slave at a mill, grinding on at pleasures
which have long since failed to yield him any. Of all the miserable

sights on earth, that of an aged roue is the most miserable, unable
to find a whit of pleasure in the things that once delighted him, yet
hankering after them with an unabated longing.

Satan sets a fourth to act the hypocrite, and for this service he pays
the highest wages, and right he should, for the work must be
tremendous. How great a strain, to always have to remember the
part he has to act. Never to dare to be natural, ever dreading
exposure, always being something in appearance directly opposed to
what he is in reality, to have to sham the externals of a religion
without any of its inward comfortings, to be obliged to renounce the
pleasures of time, without the hope of any in eternity. Surely the
wages of the hypocrite are hard-earned. But whatever the work may
be to which the sinner is set, it is work without a pause. Satan has no
old pensioners permitted to end their days in peaceful idleness, they
must keep on to the last.

Before that great blot of slavery was wiped away from the southern
states of America, many of us doubtless read with tears and burning
indignation of the weary, jaded, trembling band, driven out to the
field in early morn, and kept unceasingly to the work by the blows of
the cow hide until some dropped among the cotton trees, and at last
found rest in death. Feelings welled up from the bosom, too big for
utterance. Behold, saints of God, a sadder sight still, and may
kindred emotions be felt. Look at the vast mass of your fellow
creatures, slaves to a greater tyrant than ever breathed “down south.”
Look at them driven on with blows and curses to perdition. Behold
how fast they fall upon the field; and in that fall they find no rest, but
only enter on far deeper woe, the payment of their wages. There are
such here tonight; lift up your hearts and pray.

“Slaves to Satan heretofore,
Let them now be slaves no more,
Lord, we turn our eyes to you,



. . 18
Let the captive sinner free!”
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Trusting we have made our second point clear, namely, that Satan’s
servants have to work, let us now turn in the third and last place
under this division to 3 — the wages paid them. “The wages of sin is
death.” What! is the reward for all that toil death? Yes, simply death!
Oh, extraordinary wages, but more extraordinary still, that any
should be found to work for them. The death of the body is but the
result of sin. If sin had not found its way into God’s fair earth, death
also would have been forever a stranger. Death is the dark shadow
sin casts. For six thousand years men have been receiving the wages
of death. Death has passed upon all men for all have sinned. Think of
the aggregate of sorrow that has fallen on this world through death,
the fruit of sin. Could all the groans that have burst from broken-
hearted mourners since our first parents wept over their murdered
son, be gathered into one, what a deep thunder-peal of anguish it
would be! Were all the tears collected that death has caused to flow,
what a briny ocean they would constitute. Let those call sin a trifle
who dare, but to us ’tis clear that what could bring on man so awful a
curse as death, must in itself be something unutterably horrible: and
yet death, mere physical death, is the least that is meant here. If this
was all the Lord meant, if men when they die, die like dogs, there
would be no occasion for the agony of soul we often have. But alas!
alas! the death referred to here is a death that never dies; it is placed
in contrast to “eternal life,” it means eternal death; in another word,
Hell. Here, poor sinner, are your wages; here is the result of a life’s
toil for Satan. Let me say moreover, sin pays some of its wages on
account; it gives sometimes an installment of Hell on earth. The
wretched debauchee we attempted to describe often finds it so. Mark
his haggard countenance, his trembling gait; follow him to the
hospital — no don’t — let his end remain secret; terrible are the
wages he receives on account. Look at the drunkard; he is paid for
his sin in his home, until not a single stick remains to tell of a place
that once was bright and happy. Have you ever seen a drunkard in
delirium tremens? If so, you will never doubt about the wages he
receives on account; hearken to his shrieking; listen to his raving as
he imagines he is being dragged to hell by ten thousand fiery snakes:
this is all included in the wages “death;” and yet after all, this is



nothing. If the only wages for sin were those received in a lifetime,
we could be calmer. But oh, Eternity, Eternity is one long pay-day;
and the wages paid is death. I will close this dark division of my
subject by an illustration, which I have read somewhere, used by a
minister when preaching on this same text. “Suppose,” he said, “a
person were to go to a blacksmith and say to him ‘T want you to make
me a long and heavy chain; have it done by such a time and I will pay
you cash for it.” The blacksmith, though pressed with other work, for
the sake of the money, commences it; and after toiling hard for some
time, finishes it. The person calls, and says on looking at it, ‘Yes, it is
a good chain, but not long enough; work on it another week, I will
then call and pay you for it.” Encouraged by the promise of full
reward, the blacksmith toils on, adding link to link. When his
employer calls again he praises him as before, but still insists that
‘the chain is too short.” ‘But,” says the blacksmith, ‘I can do no more;
my iron is all gone, and my strength too.’
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‘Oh, never mind, add a few more links, the chain will then answer my
purpose, and you shall be well paid.” The blacksmith, with his
remaining strength, and last few scraps of iron, adds the last link he
can. ‘The chain will now do,” says the man, ‘you have worked hard
and long; I will now pay you your wages.” And taking the chain, he
suddenly bound the labourer hand and foot, and cast him into a
furnace of fire. ‘Such’ said the preacher, ‘are the wages of sin.” It
promises much, but its reward is death. Present servants of sin and
Satan, behold your future doom; be honest, and confess that your
service is hard work and bad pay. May the Lord make you feel it so,
then you will be more willing to close in with the sweet offer
contained in the latter clause of the verse.

IT. No Work AND Rica REwARD. I have already so far exceeded the
time I had intended to devote to the first portion of the subject that I
will be compelled to be exceedingly brief in that which yet remains. I
will only be able to give you a meagre outline, and leave to yourselves
the filling up of details.

In this clause of the text you have nothing about work or wages. The
pivot word of the whole is “gift.” God absolutely refuses to sell
salvation. He will give to any, but barter with none. His terms are



“without money and without price.” Behold then how lovely a
contrast we have in the text. On one side is hard, unceasing,
slavedriving work, with its wages of misery and eternal death; on the
other, confronting it like an angel of light, you have the full, free,
loving gift of eternal life. But is it not strange that the very freeness of
salvation is the great stumbling block in the way of its acceptance?
Not more strange than true. Human pride revolts against it; to
receive as a pauper that for which all payment is refused, is too
humbling. If eternal life was for sale, the vast majority would be
buyers. But how comforting would this word “gift” be to those
present who feel they have nothing to pay; to those who are
conscious of spiritual bankruptcy. Here is a salvation that meets your
case exactly. Nothing required from those who have nothing. Oh,
close in with so blessed an offer. Make (as holy Rutherford calls it)
this bargain with the Lord, to receive all, and for the all pay nothing.
Believing is nothing less than freely accepting with the heart, that
which God freely offers through our Lord Jesus Christ.

Notice, moreover, the blessing specified. “Eternal life;” and this the
Lord permits his children to enjoy on earth; for just as part of the
wages of sin is paid on account, in this life, so even in this life,
foretastes of the gift of God are enjoyed by the saints. Dr. Watts
beautifully expresses it:

“The men of grace have found
Glory begun below;

Celestial limits on earthly ground
From faith and hope may grow.

The hill of Zion yields
A thousand sacred sweets;
Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.””
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Contentment, conscious peace with God, inward peace of soul, quiet
trustfulness as to the future, beside a thousand other joys, are some
of the clusters of the grapes of Eschol, that refresh the wearied one
on his journey to the land where the vine grows. And how about the
end, when the gift is received in full? What does not “eternal life”
include? An entrance through the pearly gates into the city — a



position before the throne — the company of angels — the never-
ceasing song of the redeemed — the entire absence of all shade of
sorrow; these and bliss unutterable are all included in “eternal life;”
and all this is “Through Jesus Christ our Lord.”

In your joy, believer, do not forget the channel through whom it
flows; it is a gift to you, because your Lord paid all. Our peace is
through his chastisement, our joy through his sorrow, our songs
through his sighs, our cleansing through his blood, our acceptance
through his righteousness, our crown through his cross. Sinner, do
you desire to be saved; are you tired and sick of your present service?
Behold then the way of escape; accept as a sinner the free salvation of
God offered to you in the person of Jesus. Trust him, trust him only,
throw overboard all other hopes; take him as your Saviour; cease
from your works and trust to his; let it no longer be what you have
done, or what you may hope to do; but what he has done. Do not
spurn tonight the free gift of God, nor in your madness, still work for
deadly wages. Something tells me tonight — and the thought
oppresses me — that this sermon will be the deciding cast in the
history of some; the scales are on the balance, but they will turn
tonight. Which way? Eternity hangs on the answer. Let me try in
conclusion to drive this thought home by an illustration. It is stated
that the Missouri and Columbia rivers have their sources within a
few yards of each other upon the summit of the rocky mountains. A
breath of wind either from east or west will decide into which stream
the rain drops fall. But once they have commenced their downward
course upon the mountain side, what power on earth can arrest their
progress? They mingle with other streams; they dash and foam over
precipices, and roll with irresistible power towards the ocean. Those
upon the west side are borne out into the calm bosom of the Pacific,
while those upon the east roll into the stormy billows of the Atlantic.

Sinner, you stand upon the top of the mountain. On the one side of
you far distant lies the ocean of God’s love — boundless, stormless
and pacific, with which the river of life is connected. On the other
side a muddy, inky stream rushes from your very feet into the
roaring Atlantic of God’s wrath. Perhaps this evening’s sermon is the
breeze which will decide into which stream you are carried. Which
will it be? May the Lord save you. God forbid that in this concourse



of people, there should be a single one who will ever learn by bitter,
eternal experience that “the wages of sin is death.”
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Lorp, how long will you look on? — PsaLm 35.17.

THIS psalm, as I endeavoured to show while reading it at the
commencement of the present service, is not only as it is entitled “A
psalm of David,” but also a psalm of the Messiah. A greater than
David is here. The sweet singer of Israel doubtless expresses in its
verses his own experience and his personal longings, but while doing
so, he also prophetically sets forth what would be the griefs, sorrows,
and prayers of him who, while David’s Lord, was in his humanity the
“Son of David,” There is a striking resemblance in this psalm to the
twenty-second, in which the prophet personalizes the Messiah in his
state of humiliation and suffering. In both, felt weakness is
expressed. In both, cruel persecutors are described. In both, integrity
is maintained, and in both, the lack of comfortings from on high is
portrayed as the bitterest drop in the cup. The same one who in the
twenty-second psalm exclaims, “My God, my God, why have you
forsaken me? Why are you so far from helping me, and from the

words of my groaning?” 7S 221 also gives utterance to the bitter cry of
our text, “Lord how long will you look on? Rescue my soul from their

destructions, my darling from the lions.” 753517

But as in the exposition I dwelt almost entirely upon the Messianic
view of the psalm, I desire now to take the words as David’s own (and



most assuredly they are) as setting forth the sorrow of soul that he
himself endured. The troubles of his heart were many and large.
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He was surrounded by implacable foes, by whom no weapon that
could inflict a wound was neglected. His character was maligned; his
motives misinterpreted; his times of trouble and adversity made the
times of their fiercest onset, “in my adversity they rejoiced, and

gathered themselves together.” '? 3515 His faith in God was derided;
and his returns of kindness to them were scorned. Overwhelmed
with difficulty, and seeing no way whereby he could extricate
himself, he looks up to his God, and with an intensity of earnestness
he prays, “Plead my cause, O Lord, with those who strive with me:
fight against those who fight against me. Take hold of shield and
buckler, and stand up for my help. Say to my soul, I am your

salvation.” s2 3513 But here a fresh trial and unexpected
disappointment meets him. The Lord seems deaf to his cry. Not only
does man persecute him, but the very God in whom is all his trust,
seems to have forgotten him. Earth is ready to swallow him up, and
heaven seems like brass above him. Now is his misery crowned, now
has his cup of sorrow received the bitterest drop of gall: the last
weight his wounded spirit can bear has been placed upon it, and in
an agony he cries, “Lord, how long will you look on?” Let his position
at this moment be our theme for meditation this morning. We will
notice — first, a trying experience — secondly, a cry of anguish —
and in the third place we will try and give some comforting answers.

I. First then — we have A TrviING ExPerRIENCE. I will try and
explain its nature. Notice, dear friends, that it was not that he
doubted whether the Lord saw his trouble. Far from it; for in the
twenty-second verse he says (in reference to his persecution) “This

you have seen, O Lord.” '? 3522 David was far too deeply taught
concerning the omniscience of God to entertain for a moment the
thought that God was in ignorance of his situation. This sin of
unbelief Israel fell into when it said, “My way is hid from the Lord:
my judgment is passed over from my God.” No! this was not David’s
trouble; his trial was that God ONLY seemed to see, and nothing
more. He felt as if the Lord was only a spectator of his difficulty, not
the deliverer from it. His eye saw, but his right hand remained



unlifted. Let me try and make my meaning plainer by an illustration.
David was fighting in a valley. His foes were legion: their weapons
deadly. He felt it to be awful odds. Long had the fight continued, and
bravely had he kept his ground. Not a foe had seen his back! He
declares they never shall. Grasping the sword with both hands, he
swings it like a giant would swing a reed, and at every blow an enemy
sinks down to rise no more. Brave blow!! Well struck!! Manfully
fought!! we cry, as we gaze upon the conflict. But now numbers begin
to tell: they roll upon him like a flood, and though fighting like a lion,
he is gradually beaten back; step by step. Everything begins to swim
around him; his hand feels as if it were grown into the sword hilt,
and his blows begin to lose their fury. Anxiously he looks to yonder
hill-top, where in a halo of glory stands his Lord; all day long he has
been there, and all day long David has waited to hear the shout, “To
the Rescue.” Tt was this expectation that nerved his arm with might,
and filled his heart with courage.
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Hour after hour had passed, and still the Lord looks on; and now he
feels it must be all over in a few moments; the enemy’s steel gleams
in his face, their weapons clash by his ear. Now or never! and a cry
rings over the battlefield, “Lord, how long will you look on?” Or to
describe the experience by another illustration which may be more
expressive of the feelings of some present. David was being swept
away in a swollen river. He is out in mid-stream. The black waters
are singing a death-song in his ears, sometimes for a moment they
gurgle in his throat. He strikes out strongly for the shore, but despite
all his efforts, he is hurried at a race-horse speed towards a yawning
gulf ahead, down which the waters roar. He has been sucked down by
the eddies many a time, and as often risen again, to see his Lord
upon the bank, beholding his peril. And now the thunder of the
cataract can be heard each moment more distinctly. The waters seem
to laugh as they hurl him along. He can bear the agony no longer,
and the shriek is heard above the flood, “Lord, how long will you look
on?”

This trying experience, when the Lord seems to be only a spectator of
our misery, is not David’s alone, but also that of most (if not of all)
saints during some part of their Christian life. Have we not
sometimes passed through it ourselves; and do we not find its best



illustration in the book of our own memory, or perhaps in the
feelings of our heart this morning?

1. It is often the experience of the saint in his struggles with sin. Old
nature seems to have gained fresh strength. Old sins we imagined
long since slain, revive. Rebel lusts we thought we had long ago
nailed to the cross, appear in the field against us. The waters of
iniquity we supposed securely dammed up, break out afresh, and we
tremble lest we should be swept away before their power. A fresh
revelation is made to us of the depravity of our own hearts. We hate
the sins, and war against them. We abominate the iniquity of our
hearts, and struggle against the tide; yet, despite all, we sometimes
feel we are losing ground in the fight, and are being carried on by the
stream. Horror-struck, and dreading the very thought of a fall, we cry
“Plead my cause, O Lord!”

“Almighty King of saints,
These tyrant lusts subdue:
Drive the old serpent from his seat,
And all my powers renew.”
And yet for the time our prayers seem unanswered; our corrupt
nature seems no weaker, and the new man appears no stronger. We
dare not leave off fighting. Hoping for a rescue, we still continue
struggling on, until at last, palsied with fear and in our own strength
“dead beat” we exclaim, “Lord, how long will you look on? How
trying an experience this is, only those know who have passed
through it, or who perhaps are passing through it now; who have
waited, and are waiting still for their Lord to put their foes beneath
their feet.
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2. It is frequently the experience of the saint in relation to his
troubles. The religion of Jesus brings no exemption from trial;
indeed, often on the contrary, the holiest seem the most tried. Have
we not all known some whose piety could never be doubted, and yet
who always seemed to be walking under the deep shadow of some
cloud; or to come nearer home, are there not some in this Tabernacle
now, who love the Lord with all their hearts, and are yet pressed
almost beyond measure? Your experience has been a second Job’s;
you have scarcely realised one calamity before another has overtaken



you; hardly escaped from one wave and just feeling the shore, before
a larger billow has swept over your head. Losses, crosses, and
bereavements, have followed one another, thick and fast. If the trial
has not been in the body it has been in the family; if not in the family
it has been in the business; if not in the business in something else.
You (as we pictured David) have been sucked down by the strong
eddies of life over and over again, always struggling to get on firm
ground, yet always in the mid-stream of trouble. It is with a heavy
heart you have come up to the house of God this morning, and that
which perplexes you the most is, that God only seems to “look on.”
You have been expecting a rescue from on high for months and
years. You have told many, “you are certain you will be helped out of
all.” You have encouraged your own heart many a time, in your
efforts to encourage them, but the deliverance has not come yet.
Things, if not worse with you, are quite as bad as ever. “Hope

deferred makes the heart sick.” '™ 312 You have found it to be so,
and with fainting spirit you are this morning crying out, “Lord, how
long will you look on?”

3. It is perhaps most often the experience of the saint in relation to
his prayers. It is difficult to believe that delays are not denials. One
came to me only the other day in great trouble about this very thing;
she had herself been recently converted in this place, and had
become, as was most natural, exceedingly anxious about her
husband; he was at the time abroad, being a sailor. Full of the joy
that faith in Jesus gives, she wrote and told him of the blessed
change she had experienced, and begged him to seek the same: she
never for a moment doubted that the prayers accompanying the
letter would be answered; anxiously she waited for the return letter
which was to confirm her hopes, and bitter was her disappointment
when it arrived; it had never entered her thoughts that God might try
her faith by keeping her waiting for a season before the answer came;
so she came to me to know “what was she to do?” “What,” I said, “has
your faith failed because your first attempt has not been crowned
with success; why there will be scores in the Tabernacle next Sunday
whose faith has not only received one rebuff, but hundreds, who are
still waiting and praying, praying and waiting.” And is it not so? Are
there not some here now, who have prayed and prayed, again and
again, and yet “the heavens seem like brass” above them? Even the



cloud “no bigger than a man’s hand” has not yet risen. Over and over
again, when you have felt more than ordinary power at the mercy-
seat, you have arisen from your knees and said “now I think I have
it;”
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and yet in a few days you have answered “no;” and this has now
lasted not only for months, but years. There are parents who pleaded
for their children’s conversion when they were but infants, and
although the infants have grown to be men and women, the answer
to those prayers is still in abeyance. Faith begins to stagger. Hope’s
beams grow pale, and an element of almost despair mingles in the
oft-repeated cry. “Why doesn’t he answer?” is the question asked a
thousand times, each time with a deeper anguish. Trying indeed is
the experience of the saint, who while praying with indomitable
perseverance, still feels as if his Lord only looked on; and often the
heart expresses its sorrow in the language of David, “Lord, how
long?”

4. Lastly on this point. It is often the experience of the servant of
Christ. Most humbly, and with deep gratitude to God from whom
alone the blessing has come, this morning I have to acknowledge that
such has not been my experience, while labouring in your midst. This
is now the last month in my second year’s pastorate, and I cannot but
look back through the two years so nearly gone with wonder and
thankfulness that defy language. God has been pleased to give us as a
church such prosperity as is given to few; he has permitted us to reap
with one hand while we have sown with the other. The converts are
not numbered by tens only but by hundreds. In no spirit of pride do
we say this; for what have we that we have not received? It is his
work and his only, and at his feet we delight to cast all the glory. But
while rejoicing in manifest success, we cannot help but remember
that there are hosts of God’s servants, far holier and far more able,
who have been called to toil and labour on with but little
encouragement. How many there are whose studies have echoed
with their sobs and prayers, whose voices have trembled with

earnestness while imploring men “to be reconciled with God” 1“°* 5-2°
and who have yet done scarcely anything else than drive the plough
and scatter the seed, without the joy of singing any great “Harvest
Home.” They are preparing the soil for others, and perhaps long after



they have gone to their reward, someone else will “enter into their

labours” 7°" 4-38 and reap the corn which they scattered and watered
with many a bitter tear. Such labour as this requires much grace. It is
comparatively easy to work when the reward is given almost daily,
when the tears are those of grateful joy, not of bitter disappointment;
but to labour on and on and on, amid a thousand discouragements
and but little to cheer, is terribly hard. All honor to the men who do
so; for of all the trials God’s ministers are called to bear (and they are
many) the greatest is to feel as if his Master were only a spectator of
his labours, and only a looker-on upon his toil. Thus I have tried to
show that David is not alone in this trial; but that it is shared and will
be shared by saints in all ages. Let us now, and far more briefly,
notice in the second place,
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II. TuE Cry OF AncuisH. “Out of the abundance of the heart the

mouth speaks,” M2t 1234 and poor David could no longer restrain the
cry, “Lord, how long?” The soul feels it can no longer bear in silence
the wearying suspense, its agony finds vent in the exclamation “How
long?” Now this cry is either right or wrong in accordance with the
spirit in which it is uttered. It is unquestionably sinful when it is,

1. The language of bitterness, when the soul has become soured
instead of sanctified by the affliction; when hard thoughts
concerning God arise in the heart; when the soul ceases to say with

Job, “Though he slay me yet will I trust him.” /°P 13-15

When the real interpretation of the cry is “Have not I waited long
enough? What is the use of my waiting any longer; might I not just as
well give up fighting, praying, or working altogether.” This is the
language of a rebel, not of a child; and yet, are there any present who
would dare to say that such thoughts have never for a moment either
entered or been harboured in the heart? Alas! Lord, yes! sometimes
in the bitterness of our souls we have cried, “how long?”

2. It is also wrong when it is the language of deep despondency. In
this case the soul does not murmur against the dealings of God; it
feels too acutely its utter unworthiness to receive the slightest tokens
of his favour. It knows that were all its desires denied, it would be
nothing more than it deserves: it feels that as Hell was its rightful



desert, anything less than Hell must be a mercy, yet, at the same
time, it longs for the blessing, the language of its heart is

“Lord, I hear of showers of blessing
You are scattering full and free;
Showers the thirsty land refreshing,

Let Borne droppings fall on me.

1

2
Even me.”

And when this blessing is delayed for some time, and the Lord only
seems to “look on,” its trembling faith is almost put to the rout. The
frail flower droops its head, and the trembling heart exclaims, “Lord,
how long will you look on? I begin to fear that you will never come,
and that I shall die while you are looking on.” But it is a right cry
when it is,

3. The language of intense desire, when it means “Lord, I have
waited long, and I am waiting still, and I will wait your time, however
long it is. No harsh thoughts, Lord, have I toward you; I know you
are

“Too wise to err, too good to be unkind.”

“I believe you will come to my rescue; I have no doubt of that. But
oh, if it please you, come now, even when my foes say, ‘there is no
help for him in God.” Lord, prove there is. Make my enemies and
yours, liars before you. ‘On cherub, and on cherubim,’ ride royally to
my help.
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“O God, arise, and let all these fears of mine be scattered. your
servant waits, he prays, he fights, he works, and by your help will still
do so; but come, Lord, come, and show that I am your servant, let it
be seen that you are at my right hand; oh, vindicate your honour, and
declare”

“You are a God who hears prayer.” P52 65.2

“So shall this heart be made glad. Lord, hear this cry, ‘how long will
you look on?’ Make haste to rescue me.”

II1. Thirdly, I will try and give Ssome COMFORTING ANSWERS.
“Lord, how long will you look on?”



1. Long enough, child, to try your faith. The Lord loves to strengthen
the faith of his people, and faith gains strength by being put to a
strain. The furious wind, that threatens to uproot the young sapling,
only makes it strike its roots deeper in the earth. The winter wind is
as necessary for its stability as the summer’s heat is for its growth.
Our faith was never intended to be a hot house plant, but a giant tree
bidding defiance to the storm. Anything, therefore, that puts our
faith to the test is a blessing; to prove this, I will quote a text well
known, but generally misunderstood, “The trial of your faith being

much more precious than gold.” '*** 7 Now, how often is this text
quoted to prove only the preciousness of faith, whereas it teaches
much more; namely, that not only is faith precious, but faith’s trial
also; that the very fact of having our faith tested is no matter for
sorrow, but rejoicing. Now the Lord looks on until he sees that the
faith of his child has been sufficiently tried, and that the trial has
sufficiently strengthened that faith. Then he works out a deliverance.
May not this give the clue to the mystery of some present, why the
Lord has not helped before? He is “looking on” for the strengthening
of your faith.

“Lord, how long will you look on?”

2. Long enough to teach you your own weakness. There is still an
immense amount of self ignorance in us all; particularly of our own
weakness; and that weakness is only learned in the painful school of
experience. We think we can do this, and do that, and do the other,
and nothing will persuade us of our mistake; so the Lord lets us try
our own resources, and find out experientially, that of ourselves we
can do nothing; he watches our vain-glorious endeavours, and
withholds his help, until beaten at every point, and our pride
thoroughly humbled, we learn the truth of the text “without me you

can do nothing;” 7°" 155 then the lesson being taught, he no longer
looks on, but rescues.
“Lord, how long will you look on?”

3. Long enough to make you value the deliverance. That which is
easily obtained is little valued. The longer the water is waited for, the
sweeter it tastes: the greater the hunger, the greater the gratitude for
food.
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The Lord “waits to be gracious” in order to make us put a higher
price upon his mercy. Soul long tried, you will value your Lord’s
deliverance when it comes, all the more for having so often cried”
how long?”

“Lord, how long will you look on?”

4. Until the right moment. Not a moment too soon for his own glory;
not a moment too late for your good. Our clock is always too fast, we
call upon the Lord and say, “Lord, now is the time, the hour to
deliver has struck:” but no answer comes, because he does not keep
his time by ours; and his clock still wants some minutes to the hour;
but when that has struck, swift as the lightning flash he is at our side;
the tide of battle turns; the foemen melt away like mist before the
rising sun; we are snatched in a moment from midstream, our feet
are placed upon a rock, our goings are established, and a new song is
put upon our lips. Trust him then, believer, and even while you cry
“Lord, how long?” obey the prophet’s words.

“Though it tarry, wait for it; because it will surely come.” Hab 2.3
May the Lord add his blessing to this word, for Jesus’ sake — Amen.
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“To you therefore who believe, he is precious.” — 1PETER 2-7.

THROUGH the sparing mercy of God, I have commenced this day
the third year of my ministry in this place. It is impossible to look
back on the two years gone by without the profoundest gratitude, for
great indeed have been the blessings received; far more than we
could ever have ventured to expect. God has been pleased to show by
the clearest proofs, that the work in this place is His, and we would
give to Him the full sheaf of glory. “Not to us, O Lord, not to us, but
to your name give glory, for your mercy, and for your truth’s sake.”

During the two years, what changes have taken place in our midst.
Faces once familiar are now seen no more; many voices that once
joined with ours in sacred praise have been stilled in death; beloved
ones who bowed with us in prayer are this evening bowing before the
eternal throne in lowliest homage. The two years have not passed
over this congregation without writing the word “change” upon its
brow. Nor has the change been confined to the congregation as a
whole; we have each and all personally come under its power. Not a
single soul present is precisely what it was when first I came into
your number, and, in the experience of a great many, how blessed
has been the change effected even during the past year; you
commenced eighteen hundred and sixty eight “without Christ” and
“without hope;” when it dawned it found you in “gross darkness,” but



ere it closed, God had “called you out of darkness into his marvellous
light,” and Christ who was to you “a root out of a dry ground,” has
now become the “chief among ten thousand and the altogether
lovely.” The past year will ever be to you the year of your life, for in
its months, that change came which changed the heart from stone to
flesh, changed the affections from self to Christ, and changed even in
relation to you, eternity itself — from Hell to Heaven; a blessed
change indeed, which only sovereign grace could make.

But there has been something that even old Time itself has failed to
alter — something that has defied all the powers of the great
transformer. I refer to the believer’s estimate of Christ. In degree, it
increases; in its nature, it is the same.
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Borne along by the stream of time, we glide from one year into
another, but with us we carry the preciousness of Jesus. Time may
furrow the brow, silver the hair, weaken the memory, and eat away
the strength; but the love which every saint has to his Saviour defies
its power to lessen it. If Christ was precious to you in eighteen-
hundred-and-sixty-eight, he will be just as precious to you in
eighteen-hundred-and-sixty-nine. Year by year (however your
opinion and estimate of others may alter) the declaration of your
heart will be the same, “He is precious.”

Therefore, instead of commencing this year’s pastorate with any
review of the past, or any account of the Lord’s work during the last

twelve months, I purpose to devote this, my first sermon of the
present year, to the preciousness of Christ. To those who love him,
the subject will ever be fresh; and for those of you who do not, we
earnestly pray that the Holy Spirit may this evening withdraw the
veil that hides him from your eyes; may he give to you spiritual
vision, that Christ’s beauties may shine forth before you until, with
melting heart you cry, “O Saviour, you are precious.” I will first, by
God’s help, try and Employ the text as a test — then secondly, View
it as the sweet experience of the saint — and lastly — Mention some
seasons when Christ is more than ever precious.

I. First then — I will TRY AND EMPLOY THIS EVENING’S TEXT AS A
TEST. It is a touchstone whereby we may discover whether we are in
the faith or not. To whom is he precious? Why, only to those who



believe, and that with the heart; for there are many who believe in
the same sense that the Devils do; but like them, their faith has never
worked love; and faith which works no love, works no salvation
either: but to all who have believed unto salvation, Christ has become
precious; therefore if he is precious to me, that preciousness is a
sweet evidence that I have been saved through faith. But if, on the
other hand, I have to confess that I know nothing of the experience of
this text; that the preciousness of Christ is still a thing unknown; that
simple love to him is an emotion unfelt; then whatever else I may
possess, I lack the one thing necessary to warrant me in believing I
am saved.

1. How simple a test it is. There are many who seem to take a delight
in speaking of the difficulty of knowing our own salvation and of the
liability there is, in spite of all our self examinations of being self-
deceived; I for one do not believe a single word of it. I grant that
there are many self-deceived ones, but I deny that they are so, after
careful self-testing, The men who are deceived are those who never
take the trouble to put themselves through the sieve, who truly
always “take it for granted” that they are all-right, and who, if a
searching sermon is preached, see its applicability to everybody else
except themselves. Men who are so certain of the soundness of their
vessel that they never try the pumps: these are the men who go to the
bottom. But it is sheer nonsense to say it is impossible to find out
whether we are in the faith or not. Does conversion make such an
imperceptible difference that only God can see it? Is it impossible for
me to tell whether I am floundering about in miry clay in a horrible
pit;
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or whether I am standing on a rock with sunlight all around. Are the
two so much alike? There might be some excuse for the theory, if the
tests to be applied were so abstruse and difficult that none could be
certainly sure whether he had applied them rightly or not; but in this
evening’s text we have an infallible test; one that can never possibly
fail, and yet so simple that a child can understand it, and the most
ignorant can use it as well as the most erudite. Is Christ precious to
you? Yes or no. If he is, you are saved, if he is not, you are still
unsaved. Many of the old puritans have written hundreds of pages of
“spiritual refinings” as they call them; test after test is used;



touchstone after touchstone applied; the whole man is dissected; and
yet after all, this simple God-given test includes them all.

Shame to us then, if with so simple a test, within the reach of all, any
of us should be deceived, or remain so if we are. “To you who believe,
he is precious.”

But this test is not only a simple one, but, secondly, an exceedingly
searching one; many who can bear almost any other, flinch from
this. It passes beyond mere externals and touches the inward life. It
appeals, not to the head, not to the actions, but to the heart’s
affection. There are many who know all about the things of God; they
have all the doctrines at their finger ends; they will tell you in a
moment whether a sermon was orthodox or not, whether it had the
right ring or not; they are veritable “Bodies of Divinity” incarnate;
and examined by the test of biblical knowledge, they would come off
with flying colours; but test them by this evening’s text, and their
apparent godliness turns out a sham; they prove to be only dead
bodies in the garments of the living. They could have stood an
examination by all the doctors of divinity triumphantly; but before
this simple test they fall, because it does not examine the knowledge,
but the love they have.

Their outward life is almost without reproach; it is a just weight of a
grain; truthful to a syllable; honest as the day; severe even in their
morality; test them by their life, and they need never have any fear as
to the result; but test them by their love, test them by the
preciousness of Christ to them, and they prove miserable defaulters.
Beloved, can you bear the test? Are you willing to have it applied to
your heart? Can you say —

“Do I not love you, O my Lord,
Behold my heart and see.””

If you can, then are you happy? But if it were possible for you to
possess every other evidence of faith, and yet lack this, you are still
without any saving knowledge of Christ.

Look at that dead body being galvanized: it moves its arms, its eyes
open, it shows signs of life. Yes it does, but it only shows them,; it still
lacks one thing, and that is the vital spark within; and that one thing
lacking, leaves it a corpse. So with the mere professor: the one thing



he lacks is love to Christ; and if that one thing is lacking, he is still
dead in trespasses and sins. Oh, lay your heart open to the knife; do
not flinch from it, keen though its blade may be. “To you who believe,
he is precious;” then do you believe?
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Thirdly, this test is a very comforting one, and not one whit less so
than simple or searching. How many there are who fly to it as their
one evidence that they are Christ’s. Poor, trembling, timid souls, who
know but very little of doctrine, who look up with awe to those I have
just described, and wish they knew one tenth as much, but who cling
with the tenacity of a drowning man to this text. “Lord,” they say
“you had it written that to you who believe, he is precious. I don’t
know much, Lord, but this I do know, and you know it also, that
Christ is very precious to my soul; then Lord, may I not hope that I
have believed on you?” Has this not been the language of many
present, and are there not many here who look at this test, which
many dread, as their chief joy, and say “Yes, he is precious to me.” I
have heard somewhere of a poor girl who was being examined by a
number of local dignitaries in order to obtain some job. She
appeared to them very stupid and ignorant; question after question
she could not answer; and getting more and more excited, she only
floundered on all the worse. At last one of the clergymen in
astonishment said, My dear girl, what do you know? The poor thing,
with the color mounting up to her brow, stammered out “I — I know
I love Christ, and could die for him.” Oh blessed knowledge worth
more than all other! Cheer up, poor desponding heart, wipe away the
tear from the eye; for as God’s ambassador I declare that if you can
say “Jesus is precious,” you have the brightest and best evidence that
you are his and he is yours.

Let us now in the second place,
I1I. ViEw THE TEXT AS THE SWEET EXPERIENCE OF THE SAINT.

Who is precious? Why He is. To the child of God, a personal living
Christ is most dear. He is not satisfied with a mere love for Christ’s
doctrines, Christ’s promises, or Christ’s gifts; his affections entwine
themselves round about his person; Jesus is to him his brother,
friend, companion, the one with whom he walks and talks. How sad
it is that so many fall short of this experience; their religion is



entered more in a code of rules and collections of doctrines, than in
the person of the dear Redeemer; they scarcely ever reach to the
height of John’s felicity, and let their head fall upon their Saviour’s
bosom; but if we are ever to attain to any high degree of spirituality
of mind, or revel in any deep spiritual joy, it will only be as our
religion gets more and more incarnated in Christ; and true growth in
grace consists of a personal Saviour growing increasingly precious.
Yes, “to you who believe, he is precious.” Not only his house, for it is
quite possible to like a person’s house exceedingly, and yet have no
particular love for the owner of that house. Not only his book, for
there are many books you may enjoy reading, and yet have neither
knowledge of, nor affection for, the author. Not only his gifts, for how
many there are who value a man’s gifts, while they despise him in
their heart; but He himself, apart from all he gives, will be your
heart’s dearest love.

“My God, I love You; not because
I hope for heaven thereby,

Nor yet because who love You not
Must burn eternally.

Not with the hope of gaining aught,
Not seeking a reward;
But as yourself have loved me,

O ever-loving Lord.””
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Then if Christ is precious to you, everything about him becomes
precious. His name becomes the sweetest music of the soul. It is
impossible to love anyone intensely without having their name
endeared to you, not because of the name itself, but because of its
associations; the name has become inseparably linked with the
person, and its mention causes every heart-string to vibrate. Jesus,
Jesus, was ever music as full of melody? Soft and sweet as “music
stealing over the rippling waves” of some moon-lit lake. Do not ten
thousand sweet emotions arise at its call, Jesus? Could we not repeat
that word over and over again, and every time find a fuller harmony
in it, until under its magic power the eyes begin to swim with tears of
grateful love; the heart feels too big for the breast, and the lips are
constrained to sing



“How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer’s ear!

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.” *
How about “Emmanuel?” Is not that name precious to those of us

who believe? “God with us.” Surely
“Sweeter sounds than music knows,
. 27
Charm me in Emmanuel’s name.”

Time would fail, even to run over the glorious list of names whereby
he is called, but concerning every one, we should say “that name is
precious.” We read in Genesis that Pharaoh placed on the hand of
Joseph his own signet, and that gave to him a sovereign power.
Beloved, the name of Jesus is our signet ring, and ever has been to
saints of all ages. What was the power of the Apostles? The name of
Jesus. What is the power of this blessed Gospel? It is the signet ring
of the name of Jesus that makes it “the power of God unto salvation.”

Rom 116 Why do our prayers, so cold and feeble in themselves, find
acceptance and bring down into our souls innumerable blessings?
Only because they bear the signet ring of the name of Jesus, and that
all we ask is “for his sake.” Yes, blessed Jesus, your name is precious
to your believing ones.

So, moreover, is his person. On this I have already briefly touched,
but only as a whole. Let me go more into particulars. His person is
precious, wherever, or in whatever condition, we behold it. Let us
join company with the Magi and follow yonder glittering star. It
stops over this manger, let us enter. Behold the young child —
nestled in its mother’s arms. It is our Saviour. It is “the ancient of

days.” D@1 722 Oh, “holy child,” we prostrate ourselves before you and
with the wise men worship, for in your dawn, O Sun of
Righteousness, you are precious; and in your opening bud, O “Rose
of Sharon,” you are sweet. Do we view him during his thirty years of
sojourn here, still he is precious. Precious, when being weary, he
sleeps in the hinder part of the vessel. Precious, when at the grave of
Lazarus he weeps. Precious, when at the well side, he woos and wins
the heart of the poor adulterous woman of Samaria. And how
infinitely precious he is in his passion. O, come with me tonight into



Gethsemane. How dark the shade of the olive grove; how cold the
night air blows.
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Let us pass that sleeping group; a stone’s throw further still. Hark!
What sound is that? It is not the sighing of the breeze in the branches
we hear. Come nearer. Ah! now we can catch the words. “Father, if it
is possible, let this cup pass from me.” Do you see him? Look! He
falls upon the ground. What drops are those that fall? Do the trees
weep dew? No, they are drops of blood, forced from his sacred body
by agony of soul, as they fall to the ground.

Saviour! clothed in the garment of your blood, and crushed with
anguish, you are “precious.”

But follow him further. He is tied to yonder pillar, his back is bared;
the Roman scourge descends, and ploughs it with deep furrows. Is he
less precious to you now, believer? Ah, no! the more his misery
deepens, so much the more does your love. Listen to the ringing
sound of those hammers! Hear the brutal laugh!! They crucify Him!!!
He who clothed the earth with flowers, hangs without a rag to hide
his nakedness. Fever courses in his veins. Thirst torments Him. His
wounds gape wide. Will you turn away from Him now believer? Are
his charms gone? No, no, no, for in his shame and dying agonies He
is more than ever “precious.” And now his head droops. Human spite
has done its worst. Jesus is dead. But precious is that lifeless form.
Oh! Joseph of Arimathea, I envy you the honour of paying the last
tokens of affection to Him who is so “precious.” Never was a
sepulchre so honored, as that of yours “in which no man was ever

lain before.” Joh 19-41

And now, believer, I want you once more to view your Lord and bear
your testimony to his preciousness. Where will we find him? The
sepulchre is empty; the guards like dead men fall down before the

rising one; angels have declared, “He is not here, but risen.” Mat 28:6
He has appeared often to his disciples, and on the last memorable
visit he has “led them out as far as Bethany, and lifted up his hands
and blessed them; and it came to pass, while he blessed them, that he

was parted from them, and carried up into heaven.” M 24-50-51 Tt jg
there we would now behold him. Hymned by a myriad host, he has



passed through the uplifted gates of the city. “King of Kings and Lord

of Lords,” ®¢V 191 s the overwhelming chorus that reverberates along
heaven’s arches. Through all the angelic serried ranks he passes;
right up to the eternal throne he walks; and as he takes the sovereign

position, the universal acclamation is “You are worthy.” RV 41! Before
his Father he pleads his people’s cause; Advocate for all his

ransomed host; “High priest of our profession.” ¢ 3! Now believer,
what is your estimate of him? What is he to you there? I know the
answer of your heart is, “He is precious,” and “whom do I have in

heaven but you?” "% 7325 Not all the shining streets; nor all the
cherubic band; nor even the company of loved ones gone before,
would constitute a heaven to you. No. He is heaven, and heaven is to
be with him.

“Not all the harps above
Can make a heavenly place,
If God his residence remove

Or but conceal his face.”28

31

So then we may say, that whether in his infancy; passion; death or
glory; his person is precious to the saint; his love moreover is
precious. I need not dwell on this, for to the saint it is the nectar of
his life. To know and feel that “Jesus loves me” is the branch which,
if put into any waters of Marah, takes all their bitterness away. His
love; his manifested love, his never changing love, his love that flows
to us in ten thousand different channels is infinitely precious.

Time fails me to tell of the preciousness of his visits; suffice it to say
that to the saint, no guest is so welcome, so desired as Jesus. No
knock at the door is so well known, or so well loved, when he comes
to sup with us and we with him.

The word “precious” has a stronger meaning than appears on its
surface; it is really “to you who believe, he is preciousness,” or all-
precious. Christ is a sun which ever shines; a garden which is always
full of flowers and fruits; a hive ever full of honey; a fountain which is
always full; a brook which never dries; a rose that always blooms. He
is an ocean of sweetness without a drop of gall.

Christ Jesus is the heaven of heavens



My Christ what shall I call?
Christ is the first, Christ is the last,

And Christ is all in all.”

The question now arises, How will this preciousness of Christ to the
believer show itself? I answer first, Christ will be constantly in his
thoughts. A person beloved will ever be carried in remembrance.
Why, mother, although you left your little one sleeping in the cot at
home, you have nevertheless brought it here; it is enshrined within
your heart; it is the centre of your thoughts. So the believer thinks of
Jesus, and his thoughts of him are frequent and pleasant. “My
meditation of him shall be sweet. How precious are your thoughts to
me, O God, how great is the sum of them: when I awake I am still

with you » Psa 139.17-18

Christ will also constantly employ his tongue. When Peter and John
were ordered by the council to speak no more in the name of Jesus,
they replied, “We cannot but speak the things which we have heard

and seen.” ¢ 420 If the heart is full to the brim with love for the
Saviour, the least thing will cause it to run over the lip. If a house is
on fire within, the flames will soon show themselves out of the
window; and if the heart is all ablaze with fervent affection, words of
burning love will soon find their way out of the mouth.

It will also declare itself by willingness to make sacrifices for him.

“For whom I have suffered the loss of all things,” says Paul.”™ 3-8
How willingly the noble army of martyrs walked through blood and
fire to him, outside the camp. For his sake the believer will endure
the sneers of neighbours, the frowns of friends, the threats of
superiors. For his sake, they spurn the world; they laugh at its
pretended pleasures. For his sake, sins as dear as a right hand or
right eye, are abandoned; yes the preciousness of Christ makes self-
denial for his sake a veritable luxury. What sacrifices have you ever
made, constrained by the preciousness of Christ?
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I11I. MENTION SOME SEASONS WHEN CHRIST Is MORE THAN EVER
PRECIOUS.

In the day of conversion. Can we ever forget that day; the day of
heaven on earth to us; the day when the great change came; well may



we sing —
“Oh, happy day, that fixed my choice
On You, my Saviour, and my God.””’

Ah! how precious was Christ to us then; often do we go back in
remembrance to that moment, and wish we could always feel the
transport of joy that was ours then. When is bread most precious?
Why most certainly when the man is most famished for lack of it.
When does water taste the sweetest? Surely when it flows over lips
that are dried and cracked through the lack of it. To see Jesus for the
first time as our Saviour, is to see the ocean opening a way from the
Egypt of bondage, to the shore of freedom; it is to see the water
gushing from the desert rock; it is to see the brazen serpent uplifted
over a dying camp; it is to see the life-boat coming through the
surges, when our ship is bumping on the rocks. To see Jesus is to see
the pardon, when the rope is round the neck. The loveliest sight the
eye of faith can behold is Jesus coming to our soul with forgiveness
on his lip; pity in his eye; and a glittering crown in his hand. If ever
He is indeed precious, it is in the time of conversion.

So also is he in the day of trouble. The preciousness of Christ is
learned best in the university of trial. O bear me witness, you saints
of God, that you never fully knew the preciousness of your Redeemer
until you were stretched upon that bed of pain; until you spent your
sabbaths in the wards of the hospital; until bereavement snatched
the loved one from your side and drew a pall of gloom over all your
earthly bliss; until friends began to fail you, and you were driven into
closer communion with that friend “who sticks closer than a

brother.” Fro 1824

And, lastly, let me say, such also is the dying day. “We must die to
sing of Christ.” It is only Jesus who

“Can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are.””

Would you know the preciousness of Christ? Then go and ask that
aged, silver-haired saint who is just passing through the valley. He is
dead to everything around him. Relations and friends are unnoticed;
the most familiar names whispered in his ear fail to awaken any
response. But stoop down and ask gently, “Friend, is Jesus precious



to you now?” Oh, see that smile that plays upon the aged lips; they
open! He is about to speak! Listen! “Yes, he is precious, more
precious than ever he was; precious, precious, precious Jesus,” and
he falls asleep in his Saviour’s arms, with that smile which Christ’s
preciousness gave birth to, still upon the lip.

“Jesus! the vision of your face
Has overpowering charms;

Scarce shall I feel death’s cold embrace,
If Christ is in my arms.

Then while you hear my heart strings break,
How sweet the moments roll;

A mortal paleness on my cheek,

But glory on my soul.””
“To you therefore who believe, he is precious.” Is he precious, to you?
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“Run, speak to this young man.” — ZECHARIAH 2.4.
THIS young man was the prophet Zechariah, who in early life had his

lips touched with a live coal from off the altar,” and on whom in
youth the spirit of prophecy descended. He lived at the time when
the captivity was drawing near its close, and the chief burden of his
eloquence was encouragement to the Jews to rebuild Jerusalem and
the temple. In the verses preceding the text we are told that he was in
conversation with an angel; whom he describes “as the angel that
talked with him.” While thus engaged, he lifted up his eyes and saw
another angel in the form of a man, with a measuring line in his
hand. There can, I think, be little doubt that this second angel was
none other than the Lord Jehovah Jesus, “the angel of the covenant,”

Mal 3.1 who with his measuring line of sovereign grace, marks out and
prescribes the exact limits of his church, which is the spiritual
Jerusalem.

The angel conversing with the prophet hastens forth to meet his
Lord, and receives the following mandate, “Run, speak to this young
man,” and then words are given to him to say. Let us this evening
leave the context, and only dwell upon the command. Zechariah is
not the only young man that needs speaking to; nor is an angel the
only one permitted to carry the message. I am certain of this, that I
am no angel, although I trust someday to mingle with the shining



band; and I am equally certain that the Lord has said to me tonight,
“Run, speak to this young man.”

It was a message sent on a special occasion to a specified young man,
and in this light we intend to view it.

And is this not a special occasion? Do we not as a church feel that the
annual sermon to young men demands special prayer, and awakens
expectations of special blessings? Marvellously has God blessed them
in the two former years, having owned them to the conversion of
over one-hundred, of whom we have either heard or seen. And why
not tonight? His power is the same as ever. He says, “Call upon me,
and I will answer you, and show you great and mighty things, which

you do not know.” 7¢ 333 “Lord, we have, we do call on you now,
make bare your arm and this night outdo all former mercies.”
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My division will be very simple, and will consist of questions that
arose in my heart while pondering over the text. The Lord said to me,
“Run, speak to this young man,” and I asked, “Lord, which one?” Let
this question be our first topic. “Why should I speak to him?” This
was my second question, so it will be our second division. “But why
should I run?” Let this be our third head; and I will close by asking
the question. “And when I catch up to him, Lord, what shall I say to
him?”

The Lord has said to me, “speak to this young man,” but behold what
a number there are here. How am I to get the ear of the right one?
How to make him feel the message is personal? Lord, which one?

I. First, Tais oNE. I see him sitting there yonder; he is the son of
godly parents; he was nursed in the lap of piety, and cradled in
prayer; ten thousand holy influences have surrounded him like a
heavenly atmosphere; if he gives play to memory tonight, and lets it
go back to its utmost limit, he will see in the dim haze of the past, a
loving face bending over him as he rests in the child’s cot; he will
remember that those mother’s lips said something about “loving
Jesus,” and from that moment right down to the present time, the
silken cords of a mother’s influence have drawn heavenward. He
cannot remember the time when he had no serious thoughts. He has
never dared to join the scoffer or the profligate. He is, in the general



acceptance of the word, a good fellow. The home is all the brighter
when he is in it. The parents all the happier for his presence. His
sisters have not a word to say against him, but constantly declare
that “he is as kind a brother as they could wish to have.” Well, dear
friend, I am glad to hear so good a testimony about you; but don’t
think you are excepted in my Lord’s command, for he has said to me,
“Run,” speak to this young man.” “Is he, Lord, the only one?” No,
“speak to this young man,” the one up on the top of the staircase
there. Ah, I see him now. His experience has been a very different
one from the last. No prayers ever arose on his behalf; no holy
influences ever surrounded him; his earliest remembrances are
oaths, curses, and sabbath excursions; he has been left to find his
companions for himself in the streets; and if ever any impression was
made on him in some ragged school he may have entered, it was at
once removed when he entered his home again. He is a true subject
for our pity and sympathy. His sins are more the sins of his bringing
up than anything else. Friend, I welcome you; I rejoice you have been
induced to come into our number tonight. Don’t think there is no
part of the service for you, for my Master has said, “Run, speak to
this young man.”

“Are there any more, Lord, I have to speak to?” “Yes, this one. He is a
young man of considerable mental ability, who is fast making his way
in the world. By the way, that is what he always said he meant to do.
A bright future seems to be opening up before him. It needs no great
spirit of prophecy to foretell his future state to be one of affluence. If
he does not have success, he is determined it will be through lack of
energy and activity on his part. He is planning tomorrow’s
engagements now. Young man, I want your attention tonight.
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I must have it, for the Lord has told me to run and speak to you as
well as others. Sitting to his right hand I see another I have to
address. He is of a very different stamp of character. I thought I
heard him say just now, “Well, thank goodness, I'm no money-grub. I
don’t care so much about getting all in life as seeing life.” When he
came up the steps in front, one or two said, “The idea of him
coming;” and well they might, for his face is a great deal more
familiar in the theatre and music hall, than in the sanctuary. He is
one of the “young men of the period,” about whom we have heard so



much lately. His motto is “begone dull care;” yes, by any means so
long-as it goes. We don’t say there is any malice about him, but only
that he is a light, frivolous, pleasure seeker. I am very glad to see you
friend; you are the right one to come, for the Lord has said to me,
“Run, speak to this young man.” But who is that one standing among
the crowd around that gallery door? Well, I must come out with the
truth. He is one who has spurned every entreaty, and mocked every
warning. He is bringing his old father’s grey hairs down to the grave
more rapidly than time could! His mother they say died of
consumption; but the truth is, he killed her by breaking her heart. He
has leapt over every barrier that love has flung across his path. He
seems to have made up his mind to reach hell at all hazards; he
seems positively to be in a hurry to be damned. Ah, sir, I cannot tell
what has brought you here this evening, perhaps to scoff and make
our word a subject for future merriment. But at all events, this I can
tell you, that you must give me your ear, whether you will or not, for
the Lord has marked you out, and said, “Run, speak to this young

2»

man.

Are these all, Lord? No, there is one more. He sits right back and
tries to keep out of sight. He is a seeking sinner. Has been so for
some time. All the way here he kept praying, “Lord, save me tonight.
O, this night give me peace in Jesus.” Blessed be God, there are many
such present. During the past week many are the letters I have
received from anxious ones, saying they hoped to be here, and asking
for prayer that this night the set time to favour them might come.
Cheer up, poor desponding heart, for my Lord has told me, whoever
else I may omit, not to forget you. Mercy is waylaying you, and has
commanded me to run and speak to this young man.

I want, in a word, to speak to every young man present, and to so
speak, that he will feel that he alone is being spoken to. The Lord
help you to recognise yourself in one of the characters described, and
take home the message to your own heart, not as the word of man,
but of God. So much then for the first question. “Which one?” The
second question my heart asked was,

II. WaY SHoULD I SPeAKk To Him? To this question three answers at
once came.



1. Speak to him because danger awaits him. The very least we can do
for a man in peril is to arouse him to a sense of danger if he is
ignorant of it. Humanity itself will dictate this.

Playing on that sandbank are a number of thoughtless ones. They do
not notice that the tide is on the flow; that between them and the
shore there is already the incoming water, deepening every minute.
The water is by slow but sure degrees, encroaching on the bank; let it
once flow over and the treacherous sand will sink beneath their feet,
and without a single warning, the whole laughing company will be
entombed.
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Am I to stand upon the shore wondering whether I am predestined
to give the alarm? Out upon such nonsense. My duty is clear, and
that is to sing out with all my strength, “Beware, beware! the tide is
coming in; the tide is coming in; come ashore while there is time.”
This is just my position tonight. I see before me a mass of young men
upon the sandbank of ‘time.” Some are engaged about one thing,
some about another, but all are equally forgetful that the tide is
coming in. Do you ask ‘what tide?’ I answer the tide of ‘eternity’ is
upon the flow. Its waters are licking away your standing ground.
With some of you, its waves are breaking at your very feet. “Ahoy
there! Come to the rock while there is time; come away to Jesus.”
Your danger says to me, “Run, speak to this young man.” Do you see
that magnificent steamer ploughing its way through the ocean? Do
you mark the snowy ‘wake’ it leaves behind? Who on board has a
single fear? I can hear the merry laugh of the passengers; but let me
tell you that it is out of its course, and right ahead is a sunken rock,
over which the water just gently flows. Another five minutes and the
vessel will hurl itself with a crash to ruin. “Down with the helm —
port her — turn astern.” Never mind frightening the crew, better to
do that than all be lost through lack of warning.

Young men, I can see many of you going straight ahead upon the
rocks. There is enough water to hide them, but not enough to tide
you over. Will I stand with folded arms and silent lips for fear that
your nerves would be shocked? No! Your danger says “lift up your
voice like a trumpet and warn them, or have their blood upon your
head. Rocks ahead, sinner!! Rocks ahead!! Down on your knees!!



Stop! Turn your course!! God save you from eternal shipwreck, for
his own mercy’s sake. Because of your danger, my Master says, “Run,
speak to this young man.”

2. I am bound to speak to you, because one wrong step will lead to
many.

While meditating on this portion of this evening’s sermon, I thought
I saw as I sat in my study two roads; they differed from one another
in every respect; the one was broad and pleasant to behold, its
appearance for the first few steps was attractive; but I noticed on
looking along it, that its character soon changed, that it abounded in
quagmires and pits, and ended in perdition. The other was straight
as a line, and rather rugged in its nature than otherwise, but I
observed that from its very commencement, you could see its end,
which was a celestial city, entered by gates of pearl. I observed,
moreover, that the two roads branched out in their different
directions from this Tabernacle, and that standing at their juncture
was a crowd of some five hundred young men. Amazed, I waited to
see which road the multitude would take; and while observing the
greater number turn their faces toward the broad road, I heard a
voice say, “Run, speak to this young man.” Dropping the simile, let
me say, dear friends, it is a fact. The roads do meet here tonight. The
decisive step will be taken by some this evening. The scales that have
been quivering in the balance will now turn, either one way or the
other. Oh! stop, young man,
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stop; and before the fatal step is taken, let me tell you that as
certainly as you hear my voice tonight, so certainly does the broad
road of sin lead to destruction, and the straight road of faith in Jesus
to life everlasting. How solemn the thought that the step on which all
eternity hangs may be taken by some before this evening’s service is
over; the one step which will insure all the others until Hell is
reached, is made tonight; surely this thought is sufficient to make us,
“run and speak to this young man.”

3. Speak, for if you do not, there are many that will. No one knows
the temptations that surround young men, except a young man. If
there are but few to lead him right, there are plenty to lead him
astray. He is encompassed with preachers of the wrong sort. “Speak



to him,” says my master, “for if you don’t, godless companions will.
There are plenty to fill his ears with lies, if you do not fill them with
truth. What with worldly associates and worldly chums, open
scoffers and professing infidels, he will never lack a leader to
perdition. They have his ear six days out of seven; therefore speak to
him while you may.” Then, too, he has the attractive preacher called
the world, who like some fair siren seated on a rock by the deadly
pool, smiles but to deceive, only sings to lure, kisses but to betray,
and then flinging her arms around his neck, leaps with him into Hell.
“Speak to him,” still my Lord says, “for if you do not, Satan will.”
And he is now. The black preacher of the pit is gliding from pew to
pew, from ear to ear. He says to yonder young man, who is rather
impressed, “Oh never mind, it is only a special sermon to young men;
you will feel all right again when you get outside; it is only his
business; he gets his living by frightening people; go and see friend
so-and-so after the service, and have a laugh about it.” Oh, close your
ear to his accursed counsel, for my message from the Lord of hosts is,
“Run, speak to this young man.”

ITI. Why Should I Run? You will see from the text that I am not
only to go, but go quickly; not to walk, but to run to the young man.
Speed, and the greatest, is to be used. No grass is to be allowed to
grow beneath my feet. All delay is forbidden—all haste is
commanded. “Run-run,” says the mandate. Why? 1. Because he is
running. Sinners never creep to ruin. Slow as the tortoise are we on
the road to heaven; swift as the bounding stag to hell. The road to
perdition is down-hill all the way. The natural heart which is so
heavy a load heavenward, lends a tremendous impetus to our
downward course. It is truly wonderful to notice the giant strides
that many will make in sin even in one year. Proficiency in this is
soon learned. The feet turned from God are winged; or to use
another illustration, the sinner is not being carried along by so placid
a stream that we can stroll along the bank and quietly talk to him as
we walk; but he is in the rapids; his bark is being whirled along with
an impetuosity which makes us hold our breath for fear; it darts with
the velocity of an arrow that has only just left the string. If we would
speak to him at all, we must run, and speak to him too as we run.

2. Because time is running. Time is a ship that never casts anchor —
an eagle that is ever on the wing — a shuttle that always flies — an



ocean that never ebbs. Whether we eat or drink, walk or sleep, it does
not matter; whether day shines or midnight casts its gloom, it is the
same;
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on, on it stalks with measured tread, and none can hinder or hold it
back. Stop the pendulum of yonder clock whose tick we hear, and
time only laughs as it sweeps on. Our life is being ticked out, and
eternity ticked in, by a pendulum that no hand but God’s can stay.

“Time is earnest, passing by,”
and its voice to us is “Run, speak to this young man.”

3. Run, because opportunities are running. I have read somewhere
that some years back the water of a river was swollen to a flood. A
man who had such valuable timber was afraid it was in danger of
being swept away; so he ventured with a light boat into the mad
current, if possible to save it; hoping to keep sheltered from the full

force of the stream under the lea™ of a projecting shore. Vain hope—
he was drawn into the rushing tide, and in a moment was at the
mercy of the wild torrent. A friend saw his peril, and saw also that
there was only one way of saving him; so mounting a fleet horse, he
plied his spurs and made for a bridge a short distance below;
reaching the bridge before the light craft which came like an arrow
toward the arch, he dropped a rope over to the surface of the stream,
and then called out to the man to seize it as his only chance. The
trembling hand was stretched forth, the rope was grasped, the boat
sped on from under him to ruin, but the man was saved. Young man,
such is my position tonight. I have tried, at my Lord’s command, to
run, and blessed be his name, I have reached the bridge before you; I
let down the rope which reaches to your very hands, it is “Believe on

the Lord Jesus Christ and you shall be saved.” ¢ 3! Lay hold on it,
man! lay hold!! Maybe this is the last opportunity I will ever have of
offering you the gospel, or you have of receiving it. Tonight’s service
will perhaps be to some present, the last bridge of mercy across the
stream — the closing opportunity; God help you to lay hold of the
rope now while it touches the stream, for it may never be within your
reach again.



4. Run, because death is running. The grim despot is after every one

of us; nothing can turn his course; he laughs all bribes to scorn,35 and
every moment he gains on us; his scythe swings with the speed of the
lightning flash, and never grows blunt in its work. Who next in this
great crowd will fall before its stroke is known but to one. It may be
the speaker; the eyes that now gaze upon you, wondering which
among this multitude will be saved tonight, may be glazed in death
the first; the voice that speaks may be hushed on earth forever,
before tomorrow dawns. Or it may be you or you. To all it comes;
therefore I must run to speak. God has just taught us, as a people, a
solemn lesson. Three weeks ago, as fine a sailor as ever put foot on
deck came to our Saturday prayer meeting. He sent in a special
request for prayer that he might be enabled to live in Christ and
show his colours during a long voyage he was about to take. Just a
week ago, when the gale blew so furiously, the ship Calcutta met with
that terrible collision; the harrowing account of which doubtless
most of us have read. The mate of the Calcutta was thrown down in
the crash and half-killed; a huge wave then swept him overboard,
and he sank to rise no more until the resurrection morning. That
mate was the same man who was at our prayer meeting. Death came
riding on the south-west gale. The billows rolled fast, but death
outstripped them and dragged his prey beneath.
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Thank God, we believe he is safe. His prayer that he might reach his
“desired haven” has been answered, though differently from what we
all expected: and now in all affection would we commend his widow
and little ones to Him who is the “God of the fatherless.” But friend,
suppose it had been you instead of him. How then? The same swift-
footed death is after each and all, and therefore I am to “Run, and
speak to this young man.”

5. Run, because Hell is running. We read in the book of Revelation
that death rode forth on a white horse and hell followed after; to
every impenitent sinner the two go together. Oh, sirs, we should not
be in such earnestness about you, nor have these special Sermons, if
it were not for death’s attendant. If when you die, you died like dogs,
if death were only an annihilation, we would have no need to run to
you. But sinner, all hell is up in chase; the damned spirits of the pit



pursue you; perdition yawns and opens its fiery mouth to receive
you; the hounds of hell are on the scent. Well may we run, and with
weeping eyes exclaim, back sinner! Back! For Heaven’s sake, back!
For eternity’s sake, back! To the cross of Jesus fly, for only there will
hell dare not touch you. Surely here are reasons enough why I should
run. You are running. Time is running. Opportunities are running.
Death is running. Hell is running. May mercy also run, and run to
you tonight. I am now in the fourth and last place I asked the
question.

IV. AND WHEN I cATCH UP TO HIM, LORD, WHAT SHALL I SAY TO HIM?
thank God I have caught up to so many tonight. Here I have you
within sound of my voice. I have tried (alas how poorly I feel) to run
after you; and now may my master guide me to speak aright. Let me
address you in the same order in which I tried to describe you at the
commencement of the sermon.

Son of pious parents, with many a noble, amiable quality, let me say
this word to you: “Your morality will not save you.” Unless you are
‘born again,” you will be as much lost as if you never possessed any
morality. Do not think I speak harshly; it is only in love; but believe
me, there is as much need for conversion in you as in the case of the
grossest sinner present. Thank God you have been restrained from
many a sin others have fallen into; but do not rest on that. Nothing
short of simple faith in Christ saves. With all your morality, you must
just come as a sinner to Jesus, and as such, trust him.

Young man, you who have had nothing but evil example from
infancy, to you let me speak. Do not think that frees you from
responsibility. Your parents’ sins will not exonerate you from yours.
If they led, you have willingly followed. Remember, too, you can no
longer plead ignorance as to the way of salvation, for you have just
heard it, if never before. Listen yet again. Jesus died for sinners;
being God as well as man, his atonement is of infinite value,
sufficient to save all who trust it. He invites you to come to him, and
declares he will never cast you out. If as a sinner you trust him
tonight, then tonight you will be saved. Oh, blessed, simple gospel.

Young man, so occupied in getting on in this world, I will just ask you
one question, and leave you to give the answer. It is this — “What will



it profit a man, if he gains the whole world, and loses his own soul, or
what will a man give in exchange for his soul?” Mar 8:36, 37
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Poor pleasure seeker, I would that I could undeceive you. You are
being duped. The world itself laughs at you. You are flinging away
happiness, not getting it. As a young man who knows a little about
what the world is, I tell you there is no pleasure it can give, that is
worthy to be compared with the joys that flow from the cross of
Jesus.
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Tis religion that can give,
Sweetest pleasure while we live.”™

Young man, you who have hardened your neck in sin, and are
running a steeple chase to hell, leaping every barrier, just a solemn
word to you. The day is fast coming when you will be unable to
despise those mother’s prayers; the day when they will add their
deep ‘Amen’ to your damnation. Laugh at them now if you are mad
enough; but as God’s ambassador, I declare that if you die unsaved,
they will be like a millstone round your neck, to drown you deeper in
perdition.

Poor anxious seeker, I will close with a word to you. Your very
anxiety to be saved is God’s work. Your broken heart is not despised
by him, for he has broken it on purpose to bind it up. In your letters
you said, “I would that I could find the way to peace.” Then behold it
in a bleeding Saviour. Cast your longing soul just as it is on him.
From this 14th of February, rest your whole soul’s eternal interest on
him, and you are saved.

And now, Lord. I have tried to do as you have bid me; but to save is
yours alone. Results I leave with you. O Divine Master, arise, and
from your throne of mercy. “Run,” and speak yourself to these young
men, and they shall live. Lord, do, for your own honour’s sake.—
Amen.

DEAR READER,

God has so blessed the preaching of the word in our Tabernacle,
that it is quite unable to contain the numbers that flock to hear.



On a Sunday Evening we are often obliged to shut hundreds out
for lack of room. This is a source of much grief to us, and we take
it as a token from the Lord to arise and build.

We purpose building a Tabernacle to seat 3000. The cost of this,
with the Ground, will be between £12,000 and £14,000; a large
sum in itself, but nothing for the Lord to send. To him alone we
look for it.

In three weeks we have received £1,600. Will you help? If you
have ever found the reading of our word of any profit to your own
soul, we venture to ask all the more boldly.

If all our readers will stand by us and lend their helping hand, it
will soon be done.

It will be our joy, month by month, to let you know how the Lord
sends in the silver and the gold which are his. May the Lord
induce you to send a free-will offering for his house.

Please make Post Office Orders payable at 141, Mile End Road.
Yours in Christian love,
ARCHIBALD G. BROWN.
P.S.-Postage Stamps very thankfully received.
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“AND he came to Bethsaida, and they brought a blind man to him,
and begged him to touch him. And he took the blind man by the
hand and led him out of the town. And when he had spit on his
eyes, and put his hands on him, he asked him if he saw anything.
And he looked up and said, I see men like trees, walking. After
that, he put his hands on his eyes again and made him look up.
And he was restored, and saw every man clearly.” — St. MARK
8.22-25.

A scene of wild desolation presents itself to the view of the solitary
traveller, as in his journey he passes round about the region of
Galilee, skirting the lake of Gennesaret. All about that inland sea
where once there used to be busy villages, there is now nothing to be
seen on every hand but ruin. We are told by eye witnesses that if you
skirt that lake where Capernaum, Chorazin, and Bethsaida once
stood, you will see nothing but ruined foundations, fallen walls,
masses of masonry heaped together, and the whole intermingled
with thorns and briars. You might walk through that region and
imagine you were in the land of the dead. No settled inhabitants live



there, but now and then may be seen the tent pitched by some
wandering Arab.
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The words of our Lord have come true; the prophecy has been
fulfilled; the judgment has descended. “Woe to you, Chorazin. Woe
to you, Bethsaida! For if the mighty works which were done in you
had been done in Tyre and Sidon, they would have repented long ago
in sackcloth and ashes. But I say to you, it shall be more tolerable for
Tyre and Sidon at the day of Judgment than for you.”

One has but to gaze upon the scene of utter desolation, where once
these favored cities stood, to learn that when Christ pronounces a
“Woe,” ruin must inevitably follow. Christ’s curse is not only

sufficient to wither a fig tree, but to blast’ the fairest landscape. But
at the time of the narrative recorded in the chapter, that woe had not
come. Instead of being a ruin, Bethsaida was a quiet fishing village,
as its name implies, and nestled among the hills of Galilee, close
down by the waters of the lake of Gennesaret. Its inhabitants earned
their living by fishing in those waters, generally so calm, but at times
so troubled. This village is better known as the village of Andrew and
Peter than for its trade; so true is the old Jewish saying, “It is not the
place that gives honour to the man, but the man who gives honour to
the place.” And just as Bethlehem is best known as being the
birthplace of our lord, so Bethsaida is best known as the place where
He, in his compassionate love, took the poor blind man by the hand,
and in answer to the prayer of his friends, gave him sight.

Now this evening, by the Master’s help, we want to look upon this
miracle as an illustration of the way in which the Lord brings sinners
to himself. We will, therefore, first — look upon the man as an
illustration of the state of every sinner by nature — secondly, the
man’s friends as a good example — they brought him to Christ —
thirdly, Christ’s dealings with the blind man as illustrative of his
dealings with all sinners who come to Him — and we will close by
observing that — the experience of this man was identical with the
experience of every man who receives mercy from the Lord.

LET US VIEW THE MAN FIRST. The news has reached Bethsaida that the
Saviour is coming, and the moment he arrives, there is a large crowd
gathered round about him. I can see a group pushing their way along



the street, and who is that man in the centre? He is supported on
either side, and his supporters are hurrying him along as if it were
their intention to be the first to meet the Saviour. What is the matter
with the man? He walks the same, and looks the same at a distance
as the others. Look closely into him, and you will perceive the
difference. The man is stark blind, and the crowd of friends are
leading him as fast as possible, so that he who was anointed to open
the eyes of the blind, may open this man’s.

I said there was only one difference between him and them, but such
a difference, though not greater than there is between many who are
here tonight.
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The difference was that the others saw while this man did not. To the
others, all was light; to this man all was darkness. It did not matter to
him whether the sun shone, or whether night cast its sable pall over
all. It was of little consequence to him whether the lake sparkled in
the sunshine, or whether the storm cloud rested on the neighbouring
hills; all was a dead blank to him; dark, dark, terribly dark! How
striking a picture this is of the sinner. The man was blind to two
things. If there was any deformity of ugliness, he did not see it; and
with object of beauty it was just the same. It did not matter if there
was loathsomeness or loveliness before him, for he saw neither. It is
just exactly so with the sinner in his natural state. In its
loathsomeness the sinner does not see his own sin, nor does he
behold his own defilement before God. Do not call him a hypocrite,
for he is not one; he only utters what he feels when he says, “I don’t
see that I am so bad after all.” Of course he does not; if he did, he
would not be blind; but as he is so, he is ignorant as to his true state
before God. Equally blind is he also to the loveliness there is in Jesus.
This is as much a hidden thing to him as his own deformity. Many of
you can say with all your heart,

Lord let me see your beauteous face.
It yields a heaven below,

And angels round the throne will say.
"Tis all the heaven they know.

A glimpse, a single glimpse of you,
Would more delight my soul



Than this vain world, with all its joys,
Could I possess the whole.”

But such language is an unknown tongue to the blind sinner, for he
sees no beauty in him as to why he should desire him. The reason
why people are so ignorant of spiritual things is because they are
blind. What a ridiculous answer was that of Nicodemus to our Lord
when he said, “How can a man be born when he is old; can he enter a

second time into his mother’s womb and be born!” /°" 34 The man
said this in all simplicity, but it was a striking-illustration of the fact
that until the spirit gives light, the simplest truths of Jesus are utterly
hidden from the natural man’s eyes.

The Earl of Chatham went once to hear Cecil the preacher, and the
topic was “The spirit’s work in the believer.” After the sermon was
over, the Earl said to a friend, “I did not understand a word of it; I
could not make out what he was driving at; do you think there were
any in the building who knew what he was talking about?” “Yes” said
the friend “there were many illiterate men, women and children, who
understood him.” “Well,” said the Earl, “I could not.” And so there
may be some here whose intellects may be ever so vigorous, whose
education may have been of a superior kind, but who are
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witnesses of the fact, that mere education and talent will never teach
a man spiritual things. Blind! Blind! stark blind is the condition of
every soul by nature, until Jesus applies his hand to the eyes, and
then the sinner sees. Remember the blind man is just as blind when
in the light as in the dark; put him in the dark and it is no darker to
him. Let him sit in the full meridian blaze of the sun, and it is no
lighter. The evil is not in what surrounds him, but it is in himself.
That man is just as blind who stands in the light of the sun, as he
who sits in a dark room. I will grant you that they are in a bad way
who do not have the light; but I will also go further, and say that you
who are surrounded by light, and yet are blind, are just as bad. The
fact of being surrounded by light does not give sight; and there are
thousands in England who are just as ignorant of Divine things as
the Hottentot, or as the man mentioned in our text was insensible to
light. To come nearer home, there are some who have heard the truth
preached in this place continually, and yet are as blind as if they had



never heard the truth declared. It is not the question whether the
light is round about us, but whether we have the eyes to behold it.

Remember too, a blind man may do much of the work of a man who
sees. Have you ever been in the Blind School and watched the busy
fingers of the scholars? You would scarcely know they were blind;
you see one stitching here, and the other engaged in some other
employment there, and you feel that it does not much matter to them
in their work whether they see or not; and is this not a picture of
many professors? Come with me to yonder Sabbath School, and you
see the teachers all equally engaged with their classes; and yet that
one over there is quite blind, and has never seen spiritual things; I
fear that if all were called to leave the Churches’ ranks who are in a
similar condition, they would be marvellously decimated. How
solemn is the thought, that even in our pulpits, there are many who
have not yet received sight! You may hear a blind man, through what
he has heard from others, describe the beauties of the rainbow, and
paint in language the loveliness of the rose. A Milton may entrance
us with the beauty of his descriptions of light, while he has to exclaim
as his own experience:

“O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of morn,
Irrevocably dark, total eclipse,

Without all hope of day!””

Do you think there are no blind ministers in England, who preach
and talk about the glorious rays of the “Sun of Righteousness” and
yet have never seen them? It must be a sad sight indeed to see a blind
father trying to lead his sightless children, but it is a far more
melancholy spectacle to see a man, who is himself as blind as a post
about spiritual things, trying to direct a number of other
imperishable souls, “will they not both fall into the ditch?” Mat 1514 O,
do not think friend, because you are a minister, Sunday school
teacher, or tract distributor, that you are safe; for I tell you that it is
possible to be engaged in all these works and yet be blind.
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But although a blind man may talk and act as if he saw, it is yet
impossible for him, if he is born blind (and all sinners are) to have
any true knowledge of these subjects; and he can hardly talk much



without betraying his ignorance. Mr. Locke in his writings mentions
a striking instance of this fact. A blind man after much enquiry and
reflection, said he had found out what sort of a colour scarlet was,
and on being questioned he replied; “I think scarlet is something like
the sound of a trumpet.” You smile friends, but there are many who
have just such an appreciation of spiritual truths; unless a man has
been enlightened from above, he can have no more idea of spiritual
truth than a blind man has of colour. But there is just this difference
between the two: the spiritually blind do not believe they are so,
while the poor blind know they are and feel it. You need not say to
them “brother, you are blind,” for he would say “I know that better
than you do;” but if you speak to the spiritually blind and tell them of
their condition, they turn round and say “No, it is a lack of sight on
your part.” He is the most terribly blind, who is blind to his own
blindness; and he is the most hopelessly blind, who most persistently
declares he never was.

II. I WANT YOU TO OBSERVE THE CONDUCT OF THIS MAN’S FRIENDS, AS A
Goop EXAMPLE. They brought him to Jesus. I am sure that the sight
which was witnessed at Bethsaida has often been witnessed in
Heaven by the angels. I think I can see a troop of prayers ascending
to the throne, and among them is that of an aged mother; and its cry
is “Lord, give sight to my blind boy;” and there is the wife’s prayer
that too, finds its way to Heaven, and the burden of it is, “Lord, give
sight to my blind husband.” It is a blessed thing, beloved, that in the
arms of prayer, we can bring the blind to Jesus; if we can do nothing
else with our friends and relations, let us see that we do this; for how
can we be clear of their blood, unless we have borne them in the
arms of vehement prayer before God; laid them at his feet, and said
“Lord, give them sight.” And not only can we bring them to Jesus in
prayer, but we can bring them to where He passes by. The great
desire of the blind man’s friends was to bring him into the road along
which they believed Christ would walk. Wherever you hear of souls
being brought to Christ, there you may be sure the Lord has passed
by. Why was it that so many of you tried to bring so many friends to
this place last Sabbath to hear the Special Sermon to Young Men?
Was it not because you remembered how wonderfully the Lord had
passed by on similar occasions in the past, and you expected him to
do so again? There is yet another thing in which they set us a bright



example, and that is in their faith: “they brought the blind man and
begged Him to touch him.” They believed a touch from the Saviour
was all that was required. Have faith in God, that He is able to
convert your relations and friends and to give sight to the blind.
Believe that his touch is all sufficient, and that what is much for you
to receive, is nothing for him to perform.
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III. LET US NOW NOTICE IN THE THIRD PLACE, CHRIST’S DEALING WITH
THE BLIND MAN, AS ILLUSTRATIVE OF HIS DEALING WITH EVERY SINNER.
What was the first thing the Saviour did with the blind man after he
was brought to him? “He took him by the hand.” I can imagine how
that blind man started. He had doubtless often heard of Christ being
able to open the eyes of the blind, and he now stood trembling,
wondering what would be done to him. But before he had much time
to think, a hand took hold of his. It was Jesus. Oh! how inexpressibly
sweet is the thought that the first thing that Jesus does to the anxious
sinner, is to take him by the hand. Can you not remember, my
friends, that time when Jesus first began to work on your heart? The
preacher’s words struck home, and you thought he had been told all
about you, or had been reading all your thoughts. As the service went
on you felt “that man is praying for me as if I was praying myself. I
could not have laid my condition before the throne better.” That,
friend, was Jesus taking you by the hand and making you feel his
presence; conversion, in a word, is Christ laying hold of the sinner; a
blessed contact between an empty sinner and a full Saviour. Notice,
moreover, Christ made the first overture; he did not stand with
folded arms waiting for the blind man to stretch forth his hand. He
would never have done it. No, he stepped up to the man, and took his
hand. That is just what Christ does in conversion. He always makes
the first step, and gives the first grasp of the hand. “We love him
because he first loved us;” and if there is any desire in your heart to
be saved, it is only because Christ has put out his hand, just as he did
to this blind man, and given you the warm pressure of affection and
love. The second thing he did was to lead him out of the town, far
from the busy hum of the multitude, so that they might be alone.
And so the sinner is made to feel alone with his Saviour. Does he
read the truth in God’s word? Every verse seems to speak directly to
him. Does he hear tell of the judgment day? He feels as if there was



nobody standing before the great white throne but himself. Does he
hear of Jesus hanging on the tree? He feels “Christ was crucified”
“for me,” “for me.” When he comes to pray, it is not “Lord have
mercy upon us,” but “Lord have mercy upon me, a sinner.” It may be
selfish, but it is a blessed selfishness. Oh! I would thank my Lord if
he would take some of you by the hand and lead you outside the city,
make you forget the crowd assembled here, and only feel that you are
alone with him. We read that “he spat on the blind man’s eyes.” He
did this to teach us that he opens blind eyes by the most unexpected
ways; through means that would be despised by the philosophers of
the day. The Gospel is the most humiliating thing possible; it lays
man’s pride in the dust, and only saves him as a hell-deserving
sinner; consequently it is despised by the self-righteous, and laughed
at by the proud philosopher, and yet it is by this very Gospel that the
Lord saves his people. The despised simplicity of the Gospel is still
the means God uses in preference to all others. You will find too, that
sinners are generally converted in just the way they did not expect,
and by the instrumentality they most derided. Jesus spat on his eyes
— but the virtue did not come from the spittle, but from putting on
his hands. It is not the means used, but the Lord’s blessing on them.

47

The preacher may preach the truth, and nothing but the truth, and
do that with all earnestness. The teacher may teach Jesus and Him
only, and do that with tears; but unless the Divine Master of both
places his hands upon the blind, no miracle of grace can be effected.

IV. LET US VIEW THIS MAN’S EXPERIENCE AS IDENTICAL WITH THE
EXPERIENCE OF THE SINNER. He says, I see. What did he see? Well, it is
true he did not see very much or very clearly, but still, that “I see” in
any degree, was a thing he had not been able to say before. “I see;”
oh! blessed words, however limited in their application. “I see,” says
the sinner, “if not Christ as my Saviour, yet my need of him as such.”
“I see, if not that I am saved, yet that I am lost.” “I see my foulness, if
not my scarlet sins removed.” “I see I am on the road to hell, if I do
not see the heavenly gates before me.” Can you say this much,
sinner? Then thank God for it, for the first step towards being saved
is to feel yourself lost; and the first step towards Heaven is made
when the soul sees it is within a step of hell. But this man’s sight was
a very confused one; “he could scarcely tell the difference between a
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man and a tree,” “it is a man, for it moves;” “he cries” “no, it’s too big
for a man, it must be a tree,” he argues. It is not to be expected that
the man whose eyes have only just been opened, should see with
anything like the distinctness of the man who has long gazed upon
the light. Do not expect young converts to see as much as you who
have been brought to the light many years. They cannot understand
all they see; but if they can only see “men as trees walking,” it is
something to thank God for. I know who the blind man saw first — it
was Christ. He was standing before him, and the first person his eyes
lighted on was Jesus. What is the first thing the sinner sees? Surely
Jesus, for there is no other near. And then our text tells us, “He put
His hands again upon his eyes,” and made him look up, “and he was
restored, and saw every man clearly.” It was not “look down;” no
light can come from earth; it was not “look within,” for that would be
as fruitless; but “look up,” and he saw every man clearly. Now, come,
poor sinner, look up to Calvary’s tree, and see Him who hangs there
suffering for you, and then look up and behold Him sitting on the
Father’s right hand pleading your cause. The Lord help you to find
peace, and that you will only do by “looking up.” Look out of self;
look away from the creature; look up to Jesus, look to his blood for
cleansing, look to his wounds for a refuge, look to his death for an
atonement, look to his spotless life for your righteousness, look to his
exaltation for your security. In a word, look to Jesus for all and
everything, and keep on “looking up” poor anxious one, until you do
see. Does Satan say, “You are too far gone in sin to hope,” — “look
up.” Does unbelief mutter in your ears, “it is of no use,” — “look up.”
“From this evening forth, let your whole life be one continual looking
up,” and then you will clearly see Jesus as your glorious Saviour, and
heaven as your future, eternal, happy home. If you forget every other
word that has been spoken tonight; oh! remember this: “look up,”
“look up,” for
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“There is life for a look at the crucified one,

There is life at this moment for you;
Then look sinner, look to him and be saved,

»” «

To him who was nailed to the tree.”"
May the Lord help you to, even now, for Jesus’ sake.



The Society whose claims I would plead tonight, is the Christian
Blind Relief Society. Last Year I preached a Sermon on its behalf,
and £15 14s. was collected. I hope the friends on this occasion will
respond as nobly as they did before, and help one of the best
Societies in London, a Society that deserves to be supported
twenty times better than it is, I ask you who have sight, “what if
you had not?” Fathers, suppose your children were unable to see
you; Mothers, if you could not see the little ones you love, what
then?” Therefore by the greatest earthly blessing you possess, I
ask you, the blind ask you, to assist in every way to bear their
burden. I ask every friend to give his trifle. Let me just draw your
attention to one most important fact: viz., every farthing goes
directly to the blind, and not a penny is expended on agents or
salaries.

The amount collected was £16 5s.
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“Our friend Lazarus sleeps.” — John 11.11.

SORROW had visited yonder cottage in the village of Bethany, for
the beloved brother Lazarus had been stricken with sickness. His two
sisters, Mary and Martha by name, loved him well, but they knew
also that they were not the only ones by whom their brother was
beloved; so they sent word straightway to Jesus saying, “Lord,

behold, he whom you love is sick.” 7°" 13 We would have supposed
that directly, as such a message reached our Divine Master, he would
have hurried to Bethany, and with loving hand arrested the sickness
in its course. But no — “his ways are not as our ways, nor his
thoughts as our thoughts,” for when he heard the tale of grief “he
stayed two days in the same place.” What weary days those must
have been to the weeping sisters. I can imagine I hear Mary saying, “I
am sure he does love him,” and Martha answering, “I know he does,”
and they looked one on the other, while their hearts asked the
question their lips refused to utter. “If he loves him, why does he so
delay?” And now their brother grows worse rapidly, and it is evident
to them, the end is near. The last breath is drawn, the last sigh
heaved, the eyes become glazed, and mournfully they say, “He is
gone.” The grave receives the much loved dust, and all hope is
extinguished in the sisters’ breasts. But where is Jesus? Has he
forgotten his friend? Is he ignorant of all that has passed? No, he is
only waiting to be gracious, for he is now saying to his disciples, “Our



friend Lazarus sleeps; but I go that I may awake him out of sleep.”
On the road he is met first by one sister, and then by the other; the
language of both was the same: “Lord, if you had been here my

brother would not have died.”* This was their belief, but it was our
Lord’s purpose that his friend should taste of death, that no succour
should be forthcoming before the end had been reached; for he had
determined to glorify himself, not in checking a disease — which
might be attributed by the multitude to merely human skill in
medicine — but in raising the dead to life, the prerogative of God
alone.

It is our purpose this evening to dwell upon the words of our Lord to
his disciples, “Our friend Lazarus sleeps.” We will also take the
liberty of leaving out the word “Lazarus,” as it is true of all and every
saint that dies, that he only sleeps. As a church we have just suffered
a great loss in the death of our beloved brother GEorGE STARLING. One
of the holiest of our number
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has been struck down. One of the beloved of the Lord has been
removed from earth to heaven. Our friend GEORGE STARLING sleeps.
But before we look at the text as specially applicable to him, let us by
God’s help meditate on a few of the sweet things suggested by its
words. We have first — a sweet relationship declared, “Our friend.”
Secondly — a solemn fact suggested, Christ’s friends die. Thirdly — a
cheering description given, “Our friend sleeps.”

I. We have then in this evening’s text A SWEET RELATIONSHIP
DECLARED.

“Our friend.” Behold here a wondrous condescension. Our Lord does
not turn to his disciples and say, “Your friend sleeps,” but he places
himself side by side with them in their affection and he says, “Our
friend.” I confess that when in my study I read this verse slowly over,
I dwelt with greatest joy on this word — lingered over it, and found
that the more I did so, the sweeter it became. It seems to me to teach
so sweetly the blessed fact that Jesus is one with his people. It is
equal to him saying “Do you love him? So do I. Do you reckon
Lazarus among your friends? So do I too. I am one with you in your
griefs, one with you in your joys, and one with you in your
friendships also.” Now as to many present here tonight who are



believers in the Lord Jesus I would say, “Beloved, you occupy this
position. You are the friends of Jesus, and he willingly owns you as
such.” Let us for a few minutes meditate upon the friendship Christ
has to his children, and in doing so I would notice first, it is a real
one. There is too much of superficial friendship abroad; plenty of the
lip, but little of the heart. This is an age of shams; and among them,
the most hideous of the lot, is that of miscalled friendship. I am
afraid the friendships of the present day are more numerous and
named, but less real than those of some years back. But the
friendship that exists between Christ and his disciples is not one only
of words: words of love he speaks, ’tis true, and sweet words they are,
but their chief sweetness lies in the fact that every word of his lip has
its deep echo in his heart. It is also a friendship that is heartily
reciprocated by the saint. In the love of a saint to his Saviour, there is
a blessed reality. Whoever else he may not love with all his heart, his
Saviour he must. Whatever else he may be in doubt about, he cannot
doubt the fact that he loves Jesus. With Peter he cries, “You know all

things, you know that I love you.” 7o 2117
In this friendship, there are no secrets kept on either side.

The old saying runs “whisperers separate chief friends;” but in close
friendship nothing is hidden; so whispers have nothing to reveal.
When Jesus says to anyone, “my friend,” he declares a friendship
that ignores all secret-keeping, for “the secret of the Lord is with

those who fear him.” P52 2514 He tells them the secrets of his love, the
secrets of his woes, the secrets of the glory he has laid up for them.
The sweet work of sanctification is learning about Jesus, and it is the
Spirit’s mission to take of the things of Christ and reveal them to us.
So it is with us who are his beloved; we cannot even if we would, and
we would not if we could, hide anything from him. If there is a secret
sin in the heart, if there is a fall in the life, O bear me witness, saints
of God, there is no peace for us until, like the woman of old, we have

“told him all.” Mar 5-33
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Heavy burdens roll off the soul, and sweet ease flows into it by telling

Jesus everything. Are we bowed down by sorrow, or sore pressed by
affliction? We can only find relief in the same way the early disciples

did: “they went and told Jesus.” M2t 1412 And oh, how sweet it is in



silent moments just to tell him that in the secret depths of our heart,
we love him. That is true communion, when Christ tells his secrets to
his disciples, and the disciples in return confide their all to him.

Jesus shows his friendship by helping in time of need.

You may think, my hearer, that you have many friends willing to help
you; doubtless you have, as you are not now in need of any help. But
wait until you require it, and you will find the only time to count how
many friends you have, is when you want them; and then generally it
is no difficult matter to count them because of their multitude.

Doubtless in the crowd here tonight there are some hearts which
know the bitterness of finding out that those whom they supposed
would be most firm and true in the hour of trial, become as nothing.
“A friend in need is a friend indeed;” and when Jesus says of anyone
“my friend,” he shows his friendship by a thousand loving proofs.
Never is Christ’s friendship so sweetly shown as when we need it the
most.

Moreover, if a person says to me, “my friend,” I naturally expect he
will show his friendship by calling in to see me; and sweet are the
love visits that Jesus pays to his friends. How can they be described?
Have you not thought at times, perhaps when depressed or in
sickness, “surely such a one will call in on me and help to wile away
the tedium of the day.” What a thrill of joy you experienced when the
well-known knock sounded, and the familiar voice and step were
heard upon the stairs. But the sweetest knock I know of, is that of
Him who says to his church, “Behold, I stand at the door and knock;
if any man hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in to him

and sup with him, and he with me.” ®¢ 320 Yes, Jesus calls on his
friends; he comes to them in their loneliness; and when no one else is
near, he talks so sweetly that the time flies, and we are compelled to
say, “It is good to be alone with no one else but you.” Like the
disciples journeying to Emmaus, we forget the distance while he
talks with us by the way, and makes our hearts burn within us. That
disciple will little know the sweets of the religion of Jesus, who
seldom knows what it is to hear his Lord’s knock, and who seldom
sups with his beloved in closest fellowship.

Jesus is never ashamed of his friends. Once he has said, “my friend,”
he never retracts the sentence, There are many butterfly friends



fluttering round us all. To be seen in the summer of prosperity, but
conspicuous by their absence in the winter of adversity. When the
sun shone on you, you could hardly count them for their number; but
when matters changed with you, you could hardly count them at all.
Once you went out, and everybody seemed to know you; but now if
you walk along the street your old acquaintances all seem to be
stricken with a sudden short-sightedness; you are brushed passed by
the very ones who used to be the foremost in greeting you. Most of
them would be ashamed to be seen walking with you for half a mile;
such, alas! are some of the paltry friendships of this world.
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But if Jesus says, “My friend,” he will stand by me in times of poverty

as well as wealth. He will stand by me when the world derides, and
when all others forsake. He is “a friend that sticks closer than a

brother.” Y10 18-24

One more thought before I close this first point, and that is the
friendship of Jesus lasts forever. The sweeter the friendship, the
more terrible the blow that severs it. But severed it must be at last.
Where are many of our friendships on earth now? Who among us
cannot look back and recall to memory well loved faces that have
been hidden from our eyes for years, and will remain so until the
trump of the resurrection morning.

In the experience of some, the holiest tie on earth has been snapped.
“Until death do us part” has become a reality, and the memory of a
happy past is all that now remains of marriage love.

Parents have seen their rosebuds wither in the home, and bosom
friends have been torn away by the ruthless hand of death. I have
little doubt that in tonight’s congregation a thousand broken
friendships are represented. But the friendship that exists between
Jesus and his loved one can never be broken. Let my soul but hear
him say “my friend;” let him but whisper in my ear that I am among
the happy number he calls his friends; then let come what may, in
sickness and pain, he will stand by my side and only come nearer as
my body grows weaker. In the last struggle, when I gasp for every
breath, when earth with all its glitter recedes; when the clammy
sweat stands in beaded drops upon my brow, even then, although
deaf to all other sounds, my ear will hear his sweet voice say, “my



friend, my friend;” and when death has conquered, and only cold
clay remains, then will those loving lips declare “our friend sleeps,”

for “precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of the righteous.” '?

1615 Surely then we may say that in this evening’s text we have a
sweet relationship acknowledged: “Our friend.”

In the second place and more briefly we have —

I1. A SOLEMN FACT SUGGESTED. Christ’s friends die. The friendship of
Christ does not exempt from death. This dead reaper spares none.
Death does not ask whether the shock of corn is ripe for glory, or is
as yet green, and unprepared for the sickle. He does not ask whether
his victim is a child of God or one of the world’s devotees. This
mower does not hold back his scythe because the one who comes
before his sweep happens to be one of the chief supports of the
church, or one of its brightest members. Death’s arm is not paralysed
because yonder one is a friend of Jesus. All are laid low alike — the
friend and the foe of the Saviour; the lily of the valley and the thistle
of the wilderness; the prepared and the unready. Sin must have its
punishment. The seed will bring forth its black fruit; and though in
the believer sin is pardoned, yet it remains ingrained in his very
nature. With but two exceptions, all the friends of Christ since the
time of Abel downward have had to die, and

“Ten thousand to their endless home
This solemn moment fly;
And we are to the margin come,

And we expect to die.”"
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Christ permits his friends to die in order to make manifest how
completely he has conquered death. Suppose that instead of tasting
death all Christ’s friends were like Enoch translated into glory; might
not death boast and say “Aha, they dare not meet me in the field.
Their Lord is afraid to put his conquest to the test. "Tis easy for them
to say ‘O death, where is your sting?’ For they have never met me foot
to foot in my own dark valley. 'Tis easy for them to assume the
victory when they have been spared the fight.” Now the Lord will not
have death so triumph, and therefore he declares, “My friends shall
meet you, proud conqueror; in single combat they shall one by one



make you bite the dust; before my very weakest child, your boasted
terrors shall fail; a thousand songs of triumph shall be sung by
quivering lips; your absolute defeat shall be declared by every friend
of mine that dies.” Yes, friends of Jesus, unless your Lord comes
again and receives you to his arms, die you must, to be another
witness to his conquest over the last enemy.

Another reason why the friends of Jesus die is that they may be
brought into conformity with their Lord. It may seem strange to
some of your ears, but I believe there are many here who would
rather prefer to die than otherwise, in order that in everything they
might be conformed to their Master. Doubtless, it will be an honour
to be one of those upon the earth when Jesus comes, and “be caught

up... to meet him in the air, and so be forever with the Lord;” "¢ 417
but I take it to be a higher honour to die; to be conformed to Jesus in
his death; to follow him to the grave. Certainly they will have
precedence at the day of the Lord’s second coming; for it is those
who sleep in Jesus that shall rise first, and then afterwards those who
are alive and remain shall be caught up.

That Christ’s friends die is certain, for “our fathers, where are they?”

Zec 1.5 Abraham, “the friend of God,” '2 223 was gathered to his
people, and his dust deposited in the cave of Macpelah. Isaac and
Jacob, and Daniel, and all the prophets have sunk into the grave; and
the beloved disciple, who leaned his head on the Saviour’s bosom,
had to die. Are there not hundreds here this evening who have but to
look at the family record in the old Bible to see the names of Jesus’
friends who have long since fallen asleep in their Saviour’s arms?
Christ’s friends may moreover be called to die very painful death.
How general is the fallacy that an easy death is the sign of grace.
How common the expression, “I am sure he is happy now, for he died
very quietly.” No greater mistake can be made than to suppose the
nature of the death is any indication of the state of the soul. Some of
the most worldly die without any bands in their death; while on the
other hand some of the most godly die the hardest deaths,
accompanied with the most acute agony the human frame can bear.
Christ’s apostles were favoured with no easy deaths. Peter was
crucified. James and Paul beheaded. And of the rest, scarcely one
escaped martyrdom. How about the noble army of martyrs? Do you
not think that Christ loved them even when wrapped in flames?



What was it that sustained the poor wretch upon the wreck, but the
loving voice of Jesus whispering in his ear, “my friend.” The case of
our departed friend GEORGE STARLING is a striking proof of the fact
that Christ’s friends may die painful death. I have seen scores of
deaths,
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and stood by the death bed of many a child of God and friend of
Jesus, but I do not think I ever saw a more painful journey through
the valley. I cannot remember ever having seen a sterner fight with
death right up to the very last moment; and yet when our Saviour
looked down into that quiet ward in Guy’s Hospital, and beheld our
brother convulsed with pain, he said, “Our friend, GEORGE STARLING.”

ITI. WE HAVE IN THIS TEXT A VERY CHEERING DESCRIPTION. “Our friend
sleeps.” Not our friend is dead. How sweet is this description of
death, and yet not more sweet than true. Those verses you sang just
before the sermon were not only sweet poetry but precious truth.

“It is not death to die,
To leave this weary road,

And 'midst the brotherhood on high,
To be at home with God.

It is not death to close

The eye long dimm’d by tears,
And wake in glorious repose

To spend eternal years.

Jesus, you prince of life!
Your chosen cannot die;
Like You, they conquer in the strife,

To reign with You on high.”*

How pleasant is the idea of sleep. Let us try, and for a few minutes
carry out the metaphor. To sleep there must be a place to rest. The
weary tramp stretches himself upon the grass. The City Arab curls
himself upon the step. The man of wealth reclines upon the downy
bed. Where do Jesus’ loved ones rest? Their bodies slumber in the
tomb, but the emancipated soul is enfolded in his arms and on his
breast.



In sleep there is a rest from pain. Have you not, when sitting by the
sick bed, thanked God when sleep has closed the eyelids of the
sufferer? The brow that was knitted with pain becomes smoothed;
the hands clenched in agony relax; the groans are hushed. For a time
pain is a forgotten thing. “Our friend sleeps.” There is rest from pain
in death. When I received the telegram on Friday night, saying that
our brother StarrLING was gone (for he died only a few moments after
I left him) I could only say “thank God, the poor fellow is now free
from his agony. The sufferer rests from his suffering.” In sleep there
is a rest from care. You may have been worried and careworn all day
long. A leaden weight has pressed upon your spirit and anxious
foreboding has filled your heart. But now sleep takes you in its arms,
the mental strain departs — care for awhile at least is banished.
Jesus’ friends forget their sorrows when they fall asleep in Him. Did
you ever watch a child sob itself to sleep? I often have. The little one
cries as if it would break its tiny heart, and the big tears roll down its
little cheeks. By-and-by the sobs become less frequent, the last tear
glistens in the eye, and now it sleeps. A smile plays round about the
lips. The rainbow has succeeded the storm. God’s children often cry
themselves to sleep and awake in heaven without a tear, for their
God has wiped them all away.

S5}

Sleeping implies waking. We only lay ourselves down to sleep with
the view of waking refreshed; and it is the expectation of waking that
distinguishes sleep from death. Jesus only permits his friends to
sleep because he can insure their waking. He gives his beloved sleep,
and he will arouse them when the morning of the resurrection day
begins to dawn. The loved ones most of us have sleeping in their
quiet tombs, are watched by their heavenly Friend with a solicitude
beyond a mother’s over a first born; and when he whispers in their
ears, “beloved, 'tis time for you to arise,” then the sleeping dust shall
awake, beautiful, glorified, and with the dew of an eternal youth.

And now I want, as I said at the commencement of the sermon, to
insert the words “GEORGE STARLING.” Yes, our friend; and I know there
is not one present who knew our brother, who will not claim the
word, “Our friend GEORGE STARLING sleeps.”



Most of you knew him, and all who did so must have loved him. I will
not, this evening, pass a high flown eulogy upon him; there is no
occasion for it, and I have but little sympathy with the practice. Nor
am I preaching what is generally termed a funeral sermon; but I feel
that when God permits us to witness a remarkable triumph over the
last enemy, it is only right to give you the simple recital. Let me
therefore, in a word or two, tell you a few facts about our sleeping
friend. Our dear brother prayed for the last time in this place six
weeks ago tomorrow. Many of you will remember the prayer. It
happened that Monday evening that it was much laid upon my heart
that there were some present more than usually depressed in spirit.
On looking over those present to see who to call on to pray, my eye
fell on our dear brother, and something said, “ask him.” I did, and
requested him especially to remember the disconsolate and
sorrowful in his prayer. He told me in the hospital that he hardly
knew how to pray that night, for only that day the physician had told
him that there was no hope for him. That prayer will never be
forgotten by many of us. There was a peculiar pathos about it, and no
wonder; for the poor fellow was praying for himself. Just after this he
went down to Chatham, his native place, being desirous of speaking
for Christ to some of his old friends there, before he was no more. He
told me on his death bed of the happy time he spent there; when too
ill to stand, he sat in a chair and addressed those who used to listen
to his words before he came to London.

Shortly after his return from Chatham he entered Guy’s hospital, and
it was there he triumphed. When I went to see him he was in the
most excruciating agony. I will not attempt to describe it; it would
but harrow your feelings, and do no good. Suffice it to say it was the
greatest pain the human frame could bear. I said to him, “Well,
brother and how is it with you in your soul now?” He gasped out, “He
is precious,-precious. O, he is precious; I cannot tell you how
precious.” A few moments afterwards he added, “Dear Pastor. I only
have one trial, and that is that my dear wife is not so happy as I am.”
For a moment or two I tried to rally him, and said, “perhaps you may
be raised up again;” when, with a look that carried conviction with it
he said, “Never; the Lord has told me I am going home;” and then
turning to me he said at intervals in the most
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simple way, “Can you explain, Mr. Brown, how it is that I am so
willing to die, for you know that I have every reason why I should
desire to remain on earth? I am only twenty-six. I have a loving wife
and a dear little girl, and everything to make me happy, and yet my
desire is to depart. I really wish to die. Surely it is because I want to
be with Christ which is far better.” The sister of the ward, as the
superintendents of the nurses are called, said to me, “if ever there
was a good man in the hospital, he is one, and he is so grateful for
everything. I am sure I never do any little act of kindness for him, but
in spite of all his pain, the smile comes upon his lip.” I thanked God
for that testimony. A few days after, when sitting by his side, I talked
to him of the joys of heaven that were awaiting him, being unable to
speak, he made signs for the slate to be given him, and slowly wrote
“I have the earnest of heaven within my heart already.” The following
day when there, I thought he was insensible, and I said to his wife,
“What kind of a night has he passed?” She answered “a terrible one.
He has been delirious most of its hours; but even in his delirium his
thoughts have wandered to the best of things; for he has recovered
his voice and sung a hymn right through.” Our brother started round
and said, “Did I really sing a hymn last night, darling? Which one
was it?” She replied —

“Jesus the very thought of you
With sweetness fills my breast;
But sweeter far your face to see,
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And in your presence rest.” etc.

I could not help asking to what tune he sang it. He, motioning to his
wife not to speak, said “I think I know which one it must have been,
for I am so fond of it. Was it not this?” And to my surprise,
summoning all his strength, he commenced singing the sweet verse
to the tune “Even.” Looking to his wife, he said, “Was that not it?”
And she answered, ““Yes.” At the close of this service we will sing this
same hymn to the same tune. May the Lord help us to sing as
sincerely as he did.

Just before he died he said to me, “You know, Pastor, it was always
my desire to enter the ministry and be devoted to the Lord’s work;
but now I pray that I may be like Samson, and by my death slay more



than by my life.” It is in the hope that our brother’s prayer may be
answered, that I have told these simple but touching facts.

After agony the most intense, accompanied with joy truly
marvellous, the Lord gave the sufferer rest on Friday evening. “Our
friend, GEORGE STARLING, sleeps.” The Lord grant that when the
summons comes to us, Jesus may say, “my friend;” and after death
may it be truthfully recorded, “he only sleeps.” The Lord grant it for
his name sake. Amen.
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“We are bound to thank God always for you. brethren, as it is fitting,
because your faith grows exceedingly.” — 2THESSALONIANS, 1-3.

SELFISHNESS is prone to mingle not only with our prayers, but with our
praises also. Just as in prayer we are liable to ask from our Lord only
those things which touch and concern ourselves more especially, and
to overlook the necessities of others; so in our praises we are apt to
sing only about those mercies which we have ourselves received,
“Bless the Lord, oh my soul, and all that is within me bless his holy

name,” 7% 1931 {5 most often our song at the dictation of gratitude,
for mercies which have fallen at our own door. But the child of God
in his higher moments of communion will cheerfully acknowledge
the obligation to render praise for mercies bestowed on others. He
will sing not only for what his Lord has made him, but also for what
grace has accomplished in the hearts of his fellows. Now we venture
to say that a more unselfish spirit than the apostle Paul’s was never
found on earth, an example of which is found in this morning’s text.
Here we have him rejoicing exceedingly, and using the strongest
language to express that joy, not because of any particular mercy
received by himself, but because the Lord had been pleased to bless
in their own souls, the members of the church in Thessalonica.

Paul’s joy in this respect can be easily understood. That infant church
at Thessalonica had been planted by his instrumentality, and the



large majority of its members had been won to Christ through his
ministry. He could look upon those young converts and say, “I have
begotten you again unto the Lord; you are my joy and crown of
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rejoicing.
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The sympathy and love that exist between the soul winner and the
soul won, between the instrument of conversion and the one
converted, are so close and dear that they can never be described by
the lip, but only realised in the heart. The love of a father toward his
children is not deeper than the love which a spiritual parent will ever
feel toward those whom the Lord has given him, and a father’s
interest in his children’s growth and prosperity is not greater than
the longing solicitude felt, on the part of him who has been the
means of leading souls to Christ; and on the part of the minister
towards the seals of his ministry.

The spiritual growth of Paul’s young converts in the church of
Thessalonica was such that when he marked their course, joy
overflowed his soul, and in the language of the text, he felt bound by
an impulse which it was impossible to resist, to give thanks to God
on their behalf. Chief among the causes of his gratitude was this: that
he perceived the grace of faith to be growing exceedingly in them.

There are four prominent truths taught in the text.
May the Holy Spirit help us in our meditation upon them.

The first is this — TuaT It Is THE DiviNE WiLL THAT FArTH SHOULD
Grow. Secondly — TuaT GrowTH OF FartH Is Gob’s Work — for Paul
said, “We thank God that your faith grows exceedingly. Thirdly —
THAT GROWTH OF Farth Is Caust For Rejorcing. Fourthly — THAT Farta
SHouLD Not ONLY GROwW, BuT GROW EXCEEDINGLY.

I.—It Is THE DIvINE WILL THAT FartH SHoUuLD GrROW. Growth is
one of the characteristics of God’s work. From the moment when in
the morning of creation he caused, obedient to his command, all
things to spring into mature existence, from then down to the
present time, successive stages of growth have marked his
handiwork. Every tree in the garden of Eden was created bearing

“seed after his kind, whose seed is in itself.” ©°" 't And thus for ages
seeds have been dropping in the earth, swelling, taking root, growing



up, and gradually taking the place of the forests that fall before the
woodsman “Time.”

The oak that breasts the storm, and fights in savage fury with the
gale — the oak, that lives in the hurricane, and strikes its rugged
roots deep downward through the soil, until at last it grips the rock
with the clutch of a Samson, is after all only the outgrowth of the
acorn, once carried in a child’s pocket, and thrown with childish glee
down the ravine.

The eagle, that looks with unblinking eye upon the sun — that steers
his course in the teeth of the storm — that laughs at intervening
mountains, as with its broad wings it sails majestically over them,
was once the tiny eaglet in the nest, who feared to spread the wing.
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The God of Nature and the God of Grace are one. As in two paintings
drawn by the same hand — although the faces depicted may be
dissimilar in almost every feature — yet you detect that the same
pencil sketched both countenances; so when we look on the realms of
Nature and of Grace, ’tis evident that the same God reigns in both.

Beloved, God’s trees, the trees of his right hand planting, do not
attain their full proportion in a moment. It is true, in the kingdom of
Grace, that old heads are not found on young shoulders. The aged
silver-haired veteran saint, matured, and ripened by years of long
experience, is only the outgrowth of the once almost despairing
sinner. Yonder child of God, so mighty in his faith, who Elijah-like,
seems almost able to open or shut heaven with his prayers, is simply
the outgrowth of the trembling seeker, who cried “Lord I believe,

help my unbelief.” Mar 9-24

God’s saints, who now mount upward as with eagle wing, could not
always look unblinkingly at the sun. God’s eagles cannot from the
first moment rise upon the hurricane, nor sport themselves in the
storm. They were once the tiny, trembling, little eaglets in the nest,
whose downy feathers quivered with every summer zephyr. However
much, believer, you may have grown, and however high your
spiritual attainments may now be, do not forget your early weakness.
It will lead to personal humility in your own soul and teach you
tenderness towards others. And to those of you present who have not



long known the Lord, those of you “who are our crown of rejoicing,”
we would say to you, do not be too cast down by failures. Do not
think that because you have not yet attained the faith and joy of so-
and-so, that there has been no work of genuine grace in your heart.
He who has commenced the work will carry it all by successive
stages, for growth is our Lord’s method of working; perhaps some
will ask the question “Why?” To such a caviller we answer, it should
be sufficient reason that it is his will, and in the language of St. Paul’s

retort, “O man, who are you to reply against God?” Ro™ 920 Byt
though we ourselves are perfectly satisfied with this answer, may we
not venture to suggest that the growth of a believer is part of God’s
joy? There is a pleasure in watching growth. I appeal to those of you
who are parents if it is not so. Is it not your greatest joy to mark the
tender growth of the body, and the gradual development of the mind,
of the little light of the home? Shall he who implanted that joy, lack it
himself? Surely it is not too much to say that our Heavenly Father
takes an infinite interest, and finds an infinite joy in the growth of
His children.
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In Solomon’s Song, that holy of holies, in scripture, we find Christ
walking in His garden, to see how the myrrh, aloes, and spices grew,
and to eat his pleasant fruits. Moreover, it is by this process of
gradual growth that we best learn our Lord. Were we to attain
maturity at once, we would lose many a sweet experience; we would
have but little knowledge of his loving kindness, and know but little
of his long suffering tenderness. It is better, therefore, for our own
hearts and for his glory that sanctification should be marked by
growth.

Let us now notice in the second place,

I1. That GrRowTH IN FartH Is Gop’s WoRrk. This we gather from the
form of expression used in our text, “we are bound to thank God.”
Paul recognised the growth of faith in the Church at Thessalonica as
God’s doing. That it is so — I think we can show you in a single
sentence: growth after all is but the development of life, and life is
the breath of God. Man has never yet been able to place that secret
thing into any of his works which will cause them to grow. The
sculptor may chisel the marble block into a form of loveliness until it



almost seems to breathe, but it has no inherent power of
development, a century of time will find it, as his hand left it. The
artist may fashion in wax, flowers that deceive the sight, but to
impart that power which will cause the bud to open into a flower is
beyond his skill. The prerogative to cause growth is God’s alone, and
that growth is as much his work as the first implanting of the
principle of life. Is it not the deepest desire of every believer to grow
in conformity to his Lord? And yet has he not learned by painful
experience, his own inability to do so? He knows that it is his God
who must work within him, to will and to do his good pleasure.

“Faith; ’tis a precious grace
Where’er it is bestowed,

It boasts of a celestial birth,
And is the gift of God.

Lord, ’tis your work alone,
And that divinely free;

Send down the Spirit of your Son
”46

To work this faith in me.
And here let me give utterance to a thought, I pray you may be
enabled to carry it to your homes and carry it out in your future life.
Sanctification comes by the same means as justification, with the
same faith you find trusted Christ to save you; you must trust to him
to make you holy, the language of your heart must be, “Lord Jesus I
trust to you to subdue my sins, I trust to you to fashion me to your
image, I trust to you to breathe your spirit within me.”
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The tree does not grow by violent efforts of its own, but simply by
living in the sunshine, and God’s children do not grow by their own
vows and resolves, but by dwelling in the light of his countenance,
who is the “Sun of Righteousness.” It is the Sun that mellows, both
the fruit of nature and of grace. Do you ask, how he makes our faith
to grow; I answer in three ways. First, by placing in faith itself, a
principle that compels its growth. As in the infant, so in faith there is
that which naturally develops itself, a still born faith such as a devil
may have can never grow; but a living faith, living because it’s God-
given, must grow. Perhaps some will object. “If that is true, how do
you reconcile it with your previous statement that growth in faith is



God’s work alone?” This is a very old objection. Every infidel has
harped upon this string, and declared that everything is governed by
eternal laws, but who made the laws, and who gave faith the
principle to grow?

This principle of growth in faith forbids faith remaining the same.
But growth requires nourishment, and by nourishment God
increases faith. The child grows by food, and the tree grows not
unless it draws its nourishment from earth and air, and the author of
our faith has provided that faith as a continual banquet. I mean the
promises. Am I addressing one this morning with weak and timid
faith? Then let it feast on such a promise as this: “My grace is

sufficient for you.” 2¢°* 129 Is there one here in distress about the
future looking forward with apprehension to coming days? Then let
your faith strengthen itself on this promise. “As your days, so shall

your strength be.” P¢U 33-25 Right throughout the whole of his blessed
Book, the Lord has provided that on which our faith may and must
grow stronger. Faith lives in the atmosphere of the promises.

Now a child will not grow by nourishment alone; it wants exercise.
Growth in bulk is not always growth in strength. The very exertion
that brings weariness and makes the little one long for rest, brings
with it also strength. It is not sitting at the dinner table, but running
outdoors in healthy exercise that makes the child grow.

The tree grows not alone through sunshine and soft summer breezes,
but by the wintry gales. It is the storm that gives it stability, and it
sucks its strength from the breast of the tempest. A week’s campaign
in the battlefield will make a better soldier than a year of pipe clay
and parade. God makes his children’s faith grow strong by exercise.
To Abraham’s faith he gives a Mount Moriah — to Jacob’s, the loss of
a Benjamin. To Daniel’s, a den of lions — and to Job’s, a succession
of messengers of evil. And do not think, believer present, that you
will be an exception. Your faith will have to grow by being strained
and tried. Your arm of faith like the blacksmith’s will have its
muscles turned to whipcord by wielding many a hammer. Thus we
have tried to show that faith grows by an inward principle,
appropriate nourishment, and daily exercise.
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IT1I. This verse teaches us that Growtn IN FartH Is A CAUSE
For ReJorcinG. “We are bound to thank God, brethren, because your
faith grows exceedingly.” Why do you think the Apostle Paul rejoiced
in the growth of their faith? I think mainly for two reasons. First,
because he knew that in proportion, as their faith grew, so also would
their happiness. Faith and happiness always walk hand in hand.
Little faith is of just the same nature as great faith, and saves as
certainly; but little faith is always crying and wiping its eyes, while
great faith occupies the livelong day in singing. Little faith says, “I
am sure I don’t know after all whether I am his; I hope I am.” And if
it manages to get over this difficulty, it only tumbles into another and
says, “I very much question whether I will stay his.” When it gets into
the stream of trouble it begins to cry out “I feel no bottom, all your

waves and your billows go over me.” 7% 427 But strong faith is
gloriously conscious of its interest in Christ, with cheerful voice it
says, “I know in whom I have believed, and am persuaded that he is
able to keep that which I have committed to him until that day.”
When in mid stream its head is above water, and it sees dry land
ahead, while it hears in anticipation the Saviour’s welcome, “Come in

you blessed of the Lord.” M2t 25:34 Both walk the same road, and will
assuredly reach the same place, but their experiences in the journey
are widely different. I need not dwell at any length on this point, for
your heart tells you that when your faith is strongest your joy is
greatest.

I think also Paul rejoiced because he knew that in proportion, as
their faith increased, so would their capacity for labour. A great work
is too much for the hands of weak faith, and a heavy burden would
break its back. Weak faith walks in the rear of the army only; strong
faith walks in the vanguard. We do not say there is no work that
weak faith can accomplish; it can give the cooling draught of water to
the wounded on the field, and do a thousand little acts of kindness to
its fellow soldiers; but it is only strong faith that can make one in the
forlorn hope, to carry by assault the strongholds of hell, tearing down
the black flag from the frowning battlement, and planting in its stead
the blood-red banner of its captain.

Little faith can do a useful work in hoeing and raking and watering
the plants of the garden; but only strong faith is qualified to go out as



a pioneer into the backwoods of sin, and with lusty blows make the
first clearing.
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The sword of the spirit is too heavy for weak faith to wield with much
effect; but put that same sword into the hands of strong faith, and
see how it makes it swing with lightning speed, leaving gaps in the
foeman’s ranks at every stroke. Yes, friends, workers for God must
have strong faith, or they will soon have their hearts broken, and be
ready twenty times a day to throw down their weapons and cry “I
give it up.”

IV. Farta SHouLp Not ONLY GROwW, Bur GROW EXCEEDINGLY. I do
not think the Apostle Paul so much thanks God in this text for the
growth of faith in the Church at Thessalonica, as for the fact that it
grew exceedingly. It was not a small but a great increase of faith he
saw in them. Alas! with what small increase we are satisfied; and if
sometimes we do manage to trust our God a little more than usual,
how prone we are to grow self-righteous about it. I fear the race of
giants in faith has degenerated. There was once a generation of men
who seemed as if they could trust their God for anything and
everything. In their muster roll we find the names of Abraham,
Daniel, David, Luther, Knox, and others. God’s Church has lost its
faith more than anything else. Would that it were revived. Zion wants
a faith that walks unshackled by probabilities, and does not depend
on circumstances.

Bonaparte once said, “Other men are made by circumstances. I make
circumstances.” What he said boastfully, faith can say truthfully. We
want faith that will make us do what the world will term outrageous
things. Faith that will shock the nerves of prudent unbelief. Faith
that will refuse “to take all things into consideration.” Faith that only
takes into consideration that its God is “the same yesterday, today,
and forever,” 1¢P 13-8 and that all his promises are “Yes, and Amen in
Christ Jesus.” 2¢°' 12° Do not be content with a mere canoe faith, only
meant for fine weather, and swamped through a capfull of wind; but
pray for a leviathan faith that sports itself in the deep when lashed in
wildest fury. Pant for an Elijah-like faith, with hand strong enough to
turn the lock of heaven and bring the showers down.

And now, poor seeker, a word to you — it is, “let your faith grow.”



You believe that Christ is able to save you. Go a step further, and
believe that he is willing. You are saying this morning, “Lord, I
almost think I can trust you for my salvation,” go further and say,
“Lord, I do trust you.” Take him as your only hope, with the hand of
faith lay hold of him, and resolve, “sink or swim, win or lose, from
this moment I trust you.”

64
And then when you have heard his loving voice say to you “your faith
has saved you,” then pray that that faith may daily grow. The Lord
grant that it may be said concerning all his children in this tabernacle
this morning “Your faith grows exceedingly.”

Lord, increase our faith, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.

53, BANCROFT ROW, MILE END ROAD, N.E.
May, 1869.
DEAR READER,

If you are one of our hearers at STEPNEY GREEN TABERNACLE,
you know, without being told, the necessity that now exists for a
larger Sanctuary; but if you are one of our Congregation whom we
have never seen, and to whom we only speak through the medium
of the published Sermons, we would, in a line or two, tell you our
difficulty. It is a difficulty we thank God for, and one we pray may
become general everywhere. The numbers desirous of hearing the
Word are far more than we can by any means accommodate.
Every Sunday evening some four hundred more than the place
was built to hold, are crowded in, while large numbers are
necessarily denied admittance. This has continued for over two
years. The Lord has also been pleased to give what we deem a far
more evident token of his blessing, viz.:— many additions to the
Church from out of the world. In no spirit of self laudation but in
deepest thankfulness we say that the number of saved ones during
the two years may be reckoned by the hundred. Unto God alone be
all the glory.



It is our desire, by the Lord’s help, to erect a building capable of
holding three thousand. The cost of this, exclusive of the ground,
will be about £12,000. It is our fixed determination to have no
spire or unnecessary ornament, believing that in these days of
ritualism and superstition, the simpler a place of worship is the
better. Thus far we have been helped by God more than we
ventured to expect, having received since the commencement of
this year just upon £3,000 in promises and cash. Friends have
been raised up for us in all parts of the country, and never has a
day passed without some free-will offering being sent us.

Dear reader, will you make one to help? We venture to ask you all
the more boldly because we believe it is an honour to have a hand
in any work of the Lord’s.

If one of the congregation, still we ask you to respond to this
appeal, if it is only in the shape of a few stamps, such being of the
greatest use; and to every reader of these few lines we say “help us
to your utmost.”

Please make Post Office Orders payable at 148, Mile End Road.
Looking to the Lord to induce you to help, and that at once,
I remain,
Yours in Christian love,
ARCHIBALD G. BROWN.



Stepney Green Tabernacle
Pulpit.
WiLL HE cOME TO THE FEAST?
No. 9. — [Third Edition.]

A Sermon

DELIVERED ON LorD’s-DAy EVENING, JUNE 6TH, 1869 BY

ARCHIBALD G. BROWN,
AT STEPNEY GREEN TABERNACLE

“Then they sought Jesus, and spoke among themselves as they stood
in the temple.
What do you think, that he will not come to the feast?” — Joun 11.56

OUR Lord had just performed the wondrous miracle of raising his
friend Lazarus from the tomb. Before an astonished group he had,
with a word, called back the dead to life. At his command he who had
been in the grave three days already, had come forth again to take his
place in the loving family at Bethany. Such an act as this could not
fail to be widely spoken about, and wield an immense influence in
favour of Christ among the people. Being conscious of this, the chief
priests and Pharisees gathered a council together to take into
consideration what was to be done under the circumstances, and
how best they might counteract the influence which was spreading
on every hand, After much deliberation they decided it was necessary
that he should by some means be put to death; and from that day
they took measures to carry their determination into action. Jesus
knowing their purpose, and knowing also that his hour had not yet
come, “walked no more openly among the Jews, but went from there
into a country near the wilderness, into a city called Ephraim, and

there he continued with his disciples.” 7°" 154 While thus living in
seclusion, the time for the Jews’ Passover came round. From all parts
of the country the male population flocked towards Jerusalem to
purify themselves before the feast. It must have been a busy scene;



fresh arrivals entering the holy city every minute, and all the roads
and lanes dotted with the various groups, all wending their way in
the same direction.

But though varied in appearance, and coming from different parts, it
was evident to any observer that there was one matter paramount in
the minds of all, and constituting the main theme of conversation
along the road and in the temple. Had you been there you would
have heard one question asked on every hand. It was “do you think
he will come?” The little knots of people gathered in the streets — the
groups in the temple — the travellers on the road — all were
anxiously debating the same subject. “Will he come to the feast?
What do you think? And you?” Who was it whose company was so
anxiously desired? Who was it, the probability of whose coming
seemed to absorb every mind? It was Jesus. The design of the
Sanhedrin against his life, and the fact of his retirement from public,
was doubtless known to most.
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But the Passover was a special occasion, all males were obliged to be
present; and the question was, “would he come? Would he treat with
contempt the designs of his enemies? Would he, to rejoice the hearts
of those who loved him, dare all and join them?”

These were the thoughts agitating the hearts of many. The question
was doubtless asked from a variety of motives. Curiosity prompted it
in many; the fame of Jesus had reached the town or village where
they lived; they had heard of his power to heal the sick and raise to
life the dead, and the miracle performed on Lazarus had been the
talk of the place for weeks; they wished to see what he was like who
did such wondrous things. This they thought was their only
opportunity; so anxiously they asked whether he had yet come; and
when answered in the negative, they asked whether they thought he
would.

There were also some sullen, evil-eyed Pharisees, who gathered
together in groups, argued the likelihood of his presence. Diabolical
hatred and deep revenge gave them their anxiety; and as they laid
their plans of blood, they often asked each other, “What do you
think, that he will not come to the feast?” But in all probability the
vast majority of those who asked the question did so because they



felt a true desire to see him, and hear the words of his mouth. To be
in his company was their chief inducement in journeying to
Jerusalem.

True, they had come up from the country in obedience to law and
universal custom, but still their feet trod the road all the more
willingly because of the hope of seeing him. He was the object of
attraction.

“Will he come to the feast?” is ever the language of God’s people in
all their gatherings; and the motive that prompts the question is that
of intense desire for his presence and company. Let us then this
evening dwell upon the text not as the language of the Jew at the
Passover feast, but as the question of the saint in relation to every
service. We will dwell first on THE QUESTION AND DIFFERENT REASONS FOR
ASKING IT; secondly, we will GIVE OUR ANSWER AND THE REASONS FOR IT
BEING SUCH AS IT 1S; thirdly, MENTION SOME SIGNS INDICATIVE OF HIS BEING AT
THE FEAST; and lastly, TRY AND POINT OUT SOME WAYS TO ENSURE HIS
COMPANY.

1. First then — THE QuEsTION. It was, “will he come?” They saw
many others going up to the feast, but that sight did not satisfy
them. On the road were relatives, friends, fellow townsmen, and
numbers whom they knew by having often seen them on previous
occasions. There was no lack of company, and no necessity for
solitary travelling. Yet, despite the multitude surrounding them, the
one question was, “will he come?” Believer in Jesus, is not such the
case with you? You rejoice to see the multitudes flocking to houses of
prayer; with David, you delight with them “to keep holyday,” yet you
feel that were all the world present and your Lord absent, your soul
would only be filled with disappointment. It is a happy thing to come
to the feasts of the Lord, surrounded by family and friends, and if he
is present, their company lends an extra charm. But how, if he is
absent? Can they supply his place? Ah, “No.” Amidst a thousand
equally as alone, you ask, “will he come to the feast?” The goodness
of a meeting can never be reckoned by its numbers.
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A crowded house may be full without Christ, and the room with only
the “two or three” may be full with him. Numbers merely will never
satisfy a saint. Nor will the respectability of those present. The best



families in the land were doubtless represented in Jerusalem as well
as the poorest. Yet their presence in no way lessened the desire for
Christ’s. What a miserable mistake it is of the present day to suppose
that the so-called respectability of a congregation constitutes in any
way the prosperity of the Church, or the value of its services. The
child of God will rejoice to see them brought under the sound of the
gospel as he would any other sinners, but beyond that, their
company gives him no pleasure; he can no more feast on
respectability than on numbers. He wants Christ. He would sooner
worship with the poorest and their Lord, than with the wealthiest
without him. Christ’s presence is to him simply indispensable, and
no one else of any number of others can take his place.

Many of these Jews had come on purpose to see him. The journey
had been undertaken with this expectation. Let them see never such
glorious sights, yet if they do not see him they must return to their
homes disappointed men and women, the one design of their coming
being unfulfilled. Say, child of God — has the expectation of meeting
your Lord not been the sole motivating power that brought you here?
Was the language of your heart, as you walked to the sanctuary, not
the same as that of the seeking Greeks, “we want to see Jesus?” Will
this sanctuary be nothing better to you than a sepulchre if you have
to mourn an absent Christ? And surely, if there is one time more
than another when we feel we must have the Lord’s presence in order
to be refreshed, it is when (in obedience to his command) we gather
round the table to remember him in broken bread and outpoured
wine, as so many of us hope to do this evening. Yes, we have come
here on purpose to see Jesus, and nothing short of the sight of his
blessed face will satisfy our souls; with what deep anxiety therefore is
the question being asked by many a heart, “what do you think, that
he will not come to the feast?”

There are many reasons prompting the question; but as we desire the
service this evening to be brief, we can only dwell on one, and that is
that we feel it will not be a feast at all if he does not come. No true
child of God can feast on externals. Without Christ the feast is no
better than a fast. Let there be everything else but Christ, and he only
starves, but never feeds. Here is a touchstone whereby the true saint
is discovered, and the formalist detected. The latter is satisfied with
the temple — the people are the service. He never takes the trouble to



seek Jesus or ask whether he is at the feast or not. So long as the
service is conducted in what he terms “the proper way” — so long as
the form is decorous or showy as his taste inclines—so long as the
ritual is duly observed, he is perfectly satisfied. He is a formalist, and
the form suffices him. Far different is it with the spiritual man; to
him the form is of little value, and anything that serves to destroy the
spirituality of the worship is looked upon by him with abhorrence.
All his desire is to know whether Christ is present, and if so, whether
he is communing with him, and all he dreads is lest anything should
occupy the position that belongs to his Lord alone.
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Let me illustrate what I mean by an anecdote. A Spanish artist was
once employed to paint a picture of the “Last Supper.” It was his
chief desire to throw all his powers into the form and countenance of
the Saviour, so that he alone might attract the gaze of the beholder;
but it so happened that he put on the table in the foreground such

exceedingly chased” cups, the workmanship of which was so
beautiful, that when his friends came to see the picture in his studio,
they all said “What beautiful cups they are.” “How chased.” “You
have indeed been most successful in them.” Nothing was said about
the Saviour, but all about the cups. “Ah!” he said, when they had all
gone, “I have made a great mistake. I see that these cups attract the
eyes of the spectator away from the Master whom I wanted to be the
object of admiration.” So he took his brush and rubbed them from
the canvass. So will the believer willingly dispense with anything
however good it may be in itself, if but for a moment it diverts his
gaze from the person of his Saviour. The formalist stops at the
chased cups; the true Christian at nothing short of his Lord. He will
desire his Lord’s presence moreover because it is his being at the
feast that gives him a spiritual appetite. Not only must Christ give us
the food, but he must also give us the appetite to desire the food; and
this is most necessary, for the very choicest of food is insipid to the
taste if the appetite is lacking. Have we not often found by bitter
experience that it is possible not only to lack communion, but to be
in such a dull, indifferent state of soul as not to pant and hunger for
it? But let Christ be at the feast, and spiritual desire will be aroused,
and the first step towards being fed is to hunger. In order, therefore,
to have a feast and the hunger to enjoy it, there is a need for Christ to



be present. To sum it all up in a sentence — Christ’s company is the
feast; let that be lacking, and it is only bitter mockery to call the most
elaborate service by that name. For this reason, with far deeper
anxiety than the Jew’s, we ask, “what do you think, that he will not
come to the feast?”

This question was also asked, because they knew there were many
reasons why he should stay away from the feast. The high priests
were up in arms against him. The Sanhedrin had determined his
death. There was danger in his showing himself openly among the
people. It was the remembrance of these things more than anything
else which caused them to wonder whether he would come to the
feast. And, beloved, do we not know of many things sufficient to
make us doubt whether he can come into our company? Has he lived
in our warmest heart’s affections? Do we not have to confess to a
terrible amount of worldliness, coldness and indifference? Has there
not been in all our hearts sufficient coldness to make us question
whether he can again give us a love visit? Have we not often been
ashamed of him? Blushed to speak his name? Refused to defend his
cause when it has been assailed? Is it, I ask, any marvel that
conscious as we all must be of having often denied him, we
tremblingly put the question, “Will he come to feast? Have we not
also been often absent from the feast when he has been present? Are
there not some here who, although they desire to sit at his table this
evening, cannot help but remember that through backsliding, they
have long been absent from the feast?
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With what deep anxiety do you ask the question, “Lord, now that I
am coming to the feast again, can’t you condescend to meet me after
I have been absent so long when you have been present?” And are
there not more of us who feel that although we may have constantly
given our bodily presence, yet our hearts have been far away,
occupied with a thousand other things than communion with our
Lord? And our hearts this evening feel that if he were to deny his
company now that we desire it, it would only be perfect justice. There
is yet another cause sufficient to make us wonder whether he can
come to the feast, and it is the many vows we have made at former
feasts, and broken. What resolves we have made when sitting at his
table on former occasions. What lives we meant to lead. To what



heights of spiritual-mindedness we determined to rise. What lives of
thorough consecration we vowed to live. How we wept over past
coldness and resolved that our future career would be a very contrast
to the past. But alas, the resolves have passed away with the
ordinance. The vows of a Sabbath evening have been forgotten on a
Monday morning, and we have again sunk into our former life of
cold indifference and worldliness, to be again roused the following
month, and to again relapse into the half-hearted state in which
perhaps some feel they are this evening. Oh, is it any wonder,
friends, that on remembering all these things we marvel if he can
again honour us with his company. There are sufficient causes
known to all our hearts to make us say, “What do you think, will he
not come to the feast?

II. Secondly.—I wiLL TRY AND GIVE THE ANSWER, AND SOME
REASONS FOR IT BEING WHAT IT IS.

Well, dear friends, in answer to the question “Will he come to the
feast?” I reply, “Yes, I think he will.” No, “I believe he will.” Yes,
more, “I know he will.” My reasons for giving such an answer are
fourfold. First—I think he will come to the feast because he loves it
himself. Is it a joy to you to commune with him? It is an equal joy to
him so to do. Do you love his company? He also loves yours. Is it
your delight for him to draw near to you? It is also his delight to be
near his people. Is your language, “O that I might find him?” His is,
“Let me see your countenance — let me hear your voice.” Christ finds
his joy in walking in the garden and beholding his fruits. “He feeds
among the lilies.” Jesus loves the feast as much and far more than
you do. It is no irksome work to him to be in company with his
people. Therefore, because it is his delight, I think he will come to the
feast.

I think moreover he will come because he has instituted the feast
and invited us to it.

The sweet feast we hope to celebrate this evening is no
manappointed ordinance. It was his dying command, “do this in
remembrance of me.” He has ordained it; he has provided the feast
at his own cost; it is he who invites us. Do you think then that when
we come at his own invite, to meet with him and feast on his bounty,
he himself will be absent? Surely not. Would you invite a friend to



sup with you and then let him find an empty house and bare table
when he came at your own request? You never would! Nor will your
Lord. His command thus to remember him, is a sweet guarantee that
he will meet you at the feast.
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Banish from your mind all thought of man in the sacred ordinance, it
will only give rise to doubting. The table is his not man’s, the
provisions are his not ours; the invite comes from him, from no
lower source. Certainly then when we come at his own bidding we
shall find him at the head of the table waiting to greet us.

Very likely also these Jews entertained the hope he would come from
the fact that he had often come before. May we not do the same? Can
we not call to mind many times when he has favoured us with his
company at the feast, when we have been no more deserving of it
than we are now. Has he not often met with us in so sweet a manner
that we could scarcely tell whether we were in the body or out of it?
We had no claim on him then, and we have none this evening; we
were all unworthy then — could not be more — so are we now. Then
if we have found him at the feast on former occasions despite all our
lack of merit, why not again? Ah, friends, it is a blessed thing that his
visits of love do not rest on our worthiness to receive them, but on
his grace to bestow them; and for this reason I think he will come to
the feast. My last reason for so thinking is because of his promises.

He has said, “Lo, I am with you always.” ¥ 2820 He has said, “T will

manifest myself to them,” 7°" 14-2! that is, to his disciples. He has said,
“Wherever two or three are gathered together in my name, there I

am in the midst of them.” M2t 1820 With so many precious promises I
venture to say to every timid doubting saint, “I know he will come to
the feast.”

II1. What are the Signs of his being at the Feast?

Well, they are many. The first is a melting heart on account of sin.
Our own unworthiness will appear great in proportion, as we have
communion with Christ. Self and Christ can never stand together;
where he is, self lies in the dust. He who has but little nearness to
Jesus may entertain flattering thoughts concerning himself, but
when our Lord comes up to the feast the very light of his



countenance reveals ourselves to ourselves, and the sight is such that
with melting heart we have to exclaim, “Unclean, unclean.” Do not
think, dear friend, because you are filled with anguish that you have
lived so far from him, that therefore you can have no fellowship with
him — that very sorrow of heart is a true though painful proof he is
drawing you nearer. We are never so far off as when unconcerned
about the distance, and often never so near as when we mourn our
distance the most. If Jesus comes up to the feast this evening, all our
hearts will bow in penitential grief like weeping willows before the
breeze. Self accusations will abound. Pride will be trampled
underfoot, and every soul be filled with what John Newton termed
“pleasing grief.”

Yes, there is a pleasure in the grief, though not in its cause. It is this
grief that prepares for joy; and the highest communion generally
follows the deepest self-abasement. When King George the Third was
crowned, he partook of the Lord’s supper, as is the usual custom; but
when, in order for his doing so, the two archbishops came to hand
him down from the throne, he stopped and said, he would never
receive it with the crown upon his head. His crown then being
removed, he requested the Queen to take off hers also. On being told
that it was so secured it could not well be removed, he said, “Well
then, let it be understood that Her Majesty partook of it not as
Queen, but as a Christian.”
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So will it be received by all God’s children. Not as ministers. Not as
Sunday School Teachers — not as deacons, but simply as Christians.
The crown will be removed from every brow and cast at Jesus’ feet.
Deep humiliation will be one of the signs of Christ having come up to
the feast. A second sign of his presence will be a joyful heart on
account of pardon. When Christ visits his people, he not only makes
them see the number of their sins, but also their complete pardon,
and it is this double sight that prepares the soul for sweetest
fellowship. This melting heart and joyful heart beat beneath the same
breast at the same time. To quote John Newton again —

“With pleasing grief and mournful joy
My spirit now is filled;



That I should such a life destroy
Yet live by him I killed.”*

If Jesus meets you at the feast dear friend, you will get beyond the
mere hope you are pardoned, and will be able to read your complete
forgiveness in his wounds. You will hear him say, “I have put away
your sin,” and you will have the greatest joy any saint on earth can
have, that of knowing the blood of Christ has cleansed you from all
sin. The third sign of Jesus being at the feast is an indifference and
forgetfulness about all externals. This point I have already touched
upon, but much more might be said upon it. How few of us know
what it is to be so absorbed in talking with Jesus as to be
unconscious of the outside world. Would that we could have such an
experience as that of Colonel Gardiner, who when riding out with a
friend one Monday, after having been at the communion service the
previous day, made an apology for being so absent in manner, and
said “that his heart had gone up so high while at the table that he
could not yet get it down to the things of the world.” Happy the man
who gets his heart so high that it takes two days to come down to
earth. Alas! with most of us it is no difficulty to descend. Yet if Jesus
come to the feast, we shall know, at least in some degree, what it is to
be forgetful of all things else but his sweet company.

IV. And now fourthly and lastly. — I wiLL TRy AND POINT OUT
SOME WAYS TO ENSURE His CoMPANY.

The first and most apparent way is by asking for it. Christ will never
say “no” to the united request of his people, and we may rest most
assured that when that united request is simply for his presence, it
will be granted. Let us now, dear friends, invite him. Let there be
from every heart a special invite given, “Lord, visit me.” He has said,

“Ask and you shall receive.” 7o 1024 “Blessed Jesus, we po ask. As a
company of your disciples we now look up to You, and invite You for
your own sweet mercy’s sake to come to the feast this evening.”

Poor wearied one, do you feel that Christ’s company would refresh
you and give you new life? Do not be afraid; ask him and he will
come. O, ask him every saint, for he will be found by those that seek
him.



Another way is by forgiveness. Nothing so surely hinders Christ’s
communing with us as an unforgiving spirit; where that is, the joy of
fellowship cannot be. A soul in an unforgiving frame is in just the
very frame that renders Christ meeting him at the feast impossible.
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Are you saying even now, “Well I can never forgive so and so; or this
or that supposed slight.” Well then, dear friend, do not expect Jesus
will come up to the feast in your experience. That one fly will make
the whole ointment lose its sweet savour to you. While you withhold
forgiveness, I am certain your Lord will withhold his company. But
why not forgive anew? Why, in order to secure Christ’s company,
should there not be a general forgiveness on the part of all towards
all? T am sure there are none of us that do not need to be forgiven as
well as to forgive. Let us all be able now to say with truth “forgive us

our trespasses as we forgive them who trespass against us.” M2t 612 A
child of God never looks so thoroughly Christlike as when he
pardons: as when he forgives as he has been forgiven. Can there be a
sweeter time to forgive than when we meet to celebrate a dying
Saviour’s love? Surely not. It is the very time beyond all times when
differences should be healed. Warburton and Tucker were bishop
and dean at the same time of the same cathedral. An unhappy
quarrel produced such a coldness between them that for some years
they were not even on speaking terms. It was on one Good Friday,
not long before Warburton’s death, that they were at the Lord’s table
together. When he handed the cup to the dean, he stooped down, and
said with deep emotion, “Dear Tucker, let this cup be the cup of
reconciliation between us.” I need not add it was. So let it be with all
this evening. In that cup, let every angry feeling be drowned.
“Forgive, forgive, forgive,” and Christ will come and meet you at the
feast. Oh, to wait in loving quietness of spirit for him! Let him see us
thus waiting for him, beloved, and he will fulfil our desire and “sup
with us.” And now, poor sinner, before we close, a word to you. Jesus
is here, closer to each one of us than we are to the other. He is by
your side. He has come up now to the feast. What will you do? What
will you say to him?

Oh, invite him to your feast; tell him “you have nothing to offer him
but a broken heart and contrite spirit,” and he will not despise that.
Trust him, sinner. Trust him now. Cast yourself at his feet while he is



here and cry, “Blessing others, O bless me, even me.” May the Lord
visit every longing heart, and meet every saint at the feast, for his
name’s sake. Amen.
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“Pride goes before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.” —
PROVERBS 16.18.

GoLpeN-MoutHED Chrysostom has aptly called pride “the mother of
Hell,” for Hell with all its horrors is its hideous offspring. Had there
been no perfidious pride there would have been no bottomless pit.
Perdition was prepared for the Devil and his angels, and pride
prepared the Devil and his angels for perdition. We need fear no
language we can possibly use being too strong to denounce pride, for
as Aristotle says “As justice comprehends all virtue in it; so pride

comprehends all vice.”” Is drunkenness to be condemned with
unmeasured severity? Then let pride be equally so, for it is nothing
less than a spiritual drunkenness. It flies as wine to the brain, and
produces the same result. No wretched drunkard reeling along the
road is a more pitiable or disgusting sight than the man who is
intoxicated into idiocy with the alcohol of his own accursed pride.

May the most unsparing language be employed in the denunciation
of the sin of idolatry? Then let it be equally strong in the
condemnation of pride, for they are one. The proud man is simply
one who bends the knee and worships a more hateful idol than can
ever be found in the whole catalogue of heathendom; and its name is
“Self!”



God loathes pride, for “everyone that is proud is an abomination to

the Lord.” F'° 15 To an angel’s eye, it must be the ugliest thing on
earth; and the saint, often deploring it, hates it with a perfect hatred.
But although universally condemned, it is too generally harboured,
and it is easy work to find a thousand excuses for the particular
species of pride we possess, which is almost always, according to our
own estimate, “only proper pride.” Although the chief occupation of
the minister should be the telling forth of the simple gospel message
to perishing souls, and so preaching as ever to be able to say with
Paul, “We preach Christ,” yet it is also his imperative duty to cry out
against particular sins, and lay the axe at the root of special
iniquities. I want this evening, by God’s help, to fetch a blow at the

upas tree * of pride. I have no doubt many things I may say will be
considered too severe. I cannot help it if they are. The language of my
text is strong and unvarnished enough; the truth it contains is put in
the
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most uncomplimentary mode, and I would be a traitor were I to
attempt to smooth it down. My work is to declare that “pride goes
before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.” I will first of all
— TRY AND ILLUSTRATE THE TRUTHFULNESS OF THE TEXT BY SCRIPTURE
ExampLEs, and then next — AppLy THE TEXT TO VaRrious CasEs. First
then, let me

I. TRY AND ILLUSTRATE THE TEXT BY SCRIPTURE EXAMPLES.

I purpose to have eight terrible witnesses to the fact that “pride goes
before destruction. Eight panoramic views proving that “a haughty
spirit” precedes “a fall.” The Lord grant that every illustration may be
as a hammer driving the nail home, until at last the truth is clinched
in our hearts; never to be withdrawn.

1. The rirsT wiTnNEssEs I shall call from Hell, in the persons of Satan
and his compeers. There can be but little question that the sin which
hurled Satan as lightning from Heaven was pride. It was pride that
drew a third part of the stars of Heaven from the glittering
firmament and quenched their light forever in the blackness of
despair. "Twas pride that emptied a myriad thrones and made hell
groan with so stupendous a load of damned spirits.



The conception of England’s greatest poet is not only grand, but one
that bears the stamp of probability, that the cause of Satan’s revolt
and overthrow was his proud refusal to bend the knee to Christ. The
mandate had gone forth from the everlasting Father’s lips:

“Hear, all you angels, progeny of light,

Thrones, dominations, princedoms, virtues, powers,
Hear my decree, which unrevoked shall stand.

This day have I begot whom I declare

My only Son, and on this holy hill,

Him have appointed whom you now behold

At my right hand: your head I him appoint:

And by myself have sworn, to him shall bow

All knees in Heaven, and shall confess him Lord.””

Satan refused to do this and raised an impious war in Heaven. Then
forth to the conquest came the Son; his countenance too severe to be
beheld. On his fierce chariot roll’d, as with the sound of ten thousand
floods. Right on his foes he onward drove; in his right hand grasping
a thousand thunderbolts

“O’er shields and helms, and helmed heads he rode”

and swept them thunderstruck before him to the gaping jaws of Hell.
Down, down they fell through liquid seas of fire while

“Eternal wrath burnt after them to the bottomless pit.””
Thus in Milton’s language concerning Satan’s ruin,

“Him the Almighty Power

Hurl’d headlong flaming from the ethereal sky
With hideous ruin and combustion, down

To bottomless perdition; there to dwell

In adamantine chains and penal fire,

Who dared defy the Omnipotent to arms.” >
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Inscribed over the portals of Hell — Written in letters of livid flame
— Engraved on the fetters of eternal brass — I read, “Pride goes
before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.”



2. The NexT 1LLUSTRATION of the text I find in the fall of our first
parents. The same accursed thing that introduced war, defeat, and
ruin into Heaven, brought into God’s fair earth sorrow, sickness,
death. The same hateful motives influenced Eve, as Satan. Too proud
to submit to a prohibition that was love, the hand took and the
mouth tasted the forbidden fruit. Oh, how can this lip describe the
dire result, how tell the fall that followed? I think nature must have
sighed. The Clouds wept, the storm muttered, and Satan laughed!
Eden’s beauty was blasted — Innocence fled. Death stalked through
the garden glades — Mankind was ruined. From that first act of sin
what an awful harvest of sorrow has been reaped. The misery of ages
may be traced to that revolt. Had there been no pride, there would
have been no wars, no wrecks, no families, no orphans, no widows.
But, through a haughty spirit, all have fallen. Man, made in his
Maker’s likeness, the crown of creation work, has lost his beauty, and
now far more resembles Hell than Heaven. Man, that was made for

happiness, is now born for sorrow “as the sparks fly upward.” 7°P 57
The world, that was made an Eden, now brings forth the briar and
the thorn, while “the whole creation groans and travails in pain

together until now.” Ro™ 822 T every storm that rends the air — in
every tear that rolls the cheek — in every groan that escapes the
breast — in every churchyard that holds its dead — and in the great
mass of sorrow that lies with crushing weight upon humanity — I see
sad testimonies to the truthfulness of the text, “Pride goes before
destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.”

3. The THIRD WITNESS I select to prove pride to be the pioneer of
destruction is Pharaoh. For many a long and weary year the people
of Israel had been crushed into the dust by the iron heel of
despotism. Their servitude had grown beyond endurance. The
taskmaster and his whip had driven them to despair. One long
piercing cry ascended from their hearts to Heaven. Mercy heard that
cry and determined deliverance. Moses and Aaron, two messengers
of the Lord, enter into the presence of the imperial despot and
deliver the edict given them: “Thus says the Lord God of Israel, Let
my people go.” It would have been happy for Pharaoh if, swallowing
his pride, he had obeyed the behest and let the people go. With
scornful haughtiness he replied, “Who is the Lord, that I should obey
his voice to let Israel go? I do not know the Lord, nor will I let Israel



go.” X0 5122 Thys spoke pride, and truly it went “before destruction.”
Ten devastating plagues like successive thunderclaps rolled through
the land. The river ran blood — streams and pools all were blood. It
was blood, blood on every hand. The land was red with it, but still
pride held out. The dust was turned to lice. The flies swarmed
everywhere. Boils broke out on man and beast. The hail swept in
pitiless storms — the lightning ran along the ground. The locusts
marched as an army through the land, leaving famine in their rear.

Darkness grim and awful enveloped all. Yet still pride remained
unhumbled.
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And now at midnight, one doleful shriek rings throughout Egypt; for
in every house the first-born lies a corpse. Before so awful a
destruction pride staggered, and Israel was commanded to go. And
now comes the closing scene to this tragedy of a haughty spirit. I see
the fugitive host as it presses onward with trembling haste to the
shores of the Red Sea. It has now reached them; the mountains are
on either side; the sea glitters in front and behind — ah!! what is it
they hear? The shouts of men, the neighing horses, and the rumbling
of chariots. What does it mean? It means this — that pride is bent on
full destruction. No sooner had Israel escaped than the old pride
which had already cursed a country returned, “What have I done, to
let Israel go?” it asked. “How shall I bear the laughter of surrounding
nations?” “To arms, to arms," it cried. “Draw out the chariots —
harness the steeds.” “Equip the cavalry of Egypt for war.” “After them
quick.” “Bring them back in chains.” “Retrieve the honor we have
lost.” “Let it never be said they thus escaped a Pharaoh,” and, the
enemy said, “I will pursue, I will overtake, I will divide the spoil: my
lust shall be satisfied upon them; I will draw my sword, my hand
shall destroy them.” Now, in obedience to pride, the mad host
follows after. It sees the fugitives in front — it laughs in savage glee.
“They are ours, they are ours,” it cries, “the Red Sea shuts them in.”
But the cloudy pillar came between the two camps as an impassable
barrier, so they did not come near the other all night. And now the
waters of the Red Sea divide and pile themselves in glassy walls on
either side while Israel passes through. The cloud lifting shows the
proud despot the fugitives gathering fast upon the opposite shore.
Drunken with pride he rushes with his host between the watery



walls. With shouts they urge the war-horse on: but all in vain. The
Lord took off their chariot wheels, for in mid-ocean they had to learn
his power. Who can describe the horror of that moment when the
watery walls, loosed by the hand of God, leapt into each other's
embrace? Now, Pharaoh, ask “Who is the Lord, that I should obey
him?” But no, the waves for a moment roll in glee, and when all again
is calm, not a vestige of pride's army is to be seen save here and there
some lifeless forms that are sullenly washed ashore. Surely the
rushing waters and the drowning shrieks of Pharaoh’s host form an
awful commentary on the text, “Pride goes before destruction, and a
haughty spirit before a fall.”

4. Our FOURTH ILLUSTRATION is that of Korah and his company. Pride
had taken possession of these sons of Levi, and shown itself in
seeking the priesthood. They gathered together “against Moses and
against Aaron, and said to them, You take too much upon you, seeing
that all the congregation are holy, every one of them, and the Lord is
among them: why then lift yourselves up above the congregation of

the Lord?” N 16-3 Dumbfounded by such a charge, Moses falls back
upon the Lord to vindicate him, and he replies to them, “Even
tomorrow the Lord will show who are his, and who is holy; and will

cause him to come near to him.” Y™ 15 The morrow’s light has
come, and destruction walks closely upon the heels of Korah’s pride.
All Israel stands about the presumptuous company who, with their
censors in their hands, are at the dictation of their own mad pride,
about to assume the priesthood.
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The warning voice of Moses is heard in ringing tones, crying. “Get
back! Back! Back from the tents of these men, lest you be consumed

in all their sins.” Y™ 1626 Horror-stricken, the crowd shrinks from
them until Korah and his company are left alone, the object of the
gaze of the whole people. Again the voice of Moses is heard, “If these
men die the common death of all men, then the Lord has not sent

me.” NU™ 16-29 There was a moment’s pause of deathless silence — a
trembling of the ground — and the earth yawned, and in the horrible
abyss fell tents and men! Down alive they went into the pit, and the
earth again closed her mouth and they were seen no more forever!
Those falling tents — those looks of unutterable horror and despair



— those smothered cries — must surely have proclaimed to the ears
of Israel, as they do to us this evening, “Pride goes before
destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.”

5. The NExT ScENE is a warrior-host like the sands of the sea for
multitude, and flushed with presumptuous joy and confidence
through many a victory in the past. Its proud monarch and
commander is named Sennacherib. With boastful spirit he sends a
taunting letter to trembling Hezekiah, king of Judah. The epistle ran,
“Do not let your God in whom you trusted deceive you, saying,
Jerusalem shall not be delivered into the hand of the king of Assyria.
Behold you have heard what the kings of Assyria have done to all

lands by destroying them utterly, and shall you be delivered?” 25

19-10-11 Thus blasphemously wrote the conqueror, drunken with his
pride. At his wits-end Hezekiah “went up into the house of the Lord,
and spread it before the Lord.” The answer quickly came, “I will put
my hook in his nose and my bridle in his lips, and will turn him back

by the way which he came.” 2Ki"& 1914, 28 D¢ you see the proud host?
Their myriad tents spreading on every hand, and banners gently
waving in the evening air. Listen to their proud scoffs as they jest
about the God of Israel, and think him to be such a one as the gods of
Hamath and Arphad. Their pride is as great as their host. “But stay,
you haughty king of Assyria; do not boast yourself before the battle’s
fought; you have yet to learn that “pride goes before destruction.”
That night in proud security slept the Assyrian host: they slept, but
never woke.

“For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,
And their hearts but once heav’d, and forever grew still!

And there lay the rider distorted and pale,
With the dew on his arrow and the rust on his mail;
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,

The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.””

Thus with one sweeping stroke of omnipotence, Jehovah made the
haughty Assyrian bite the dust. Those silent tents — those
deathglazed eyes — those rigid forms — that army of the silent dead
— all preach one awful sermon from the same text we have heard



before, “Pride goes before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a
fall.”

6. A PrROUD MONARCH takes his stand upon the roof of his palace, and as
he looks down upon the streets and buildings of the huge capital,
pride swells within the breast, and he boastingly exclaims, “Is this
not great Babylon that I have built?”
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While the word was on the lip there fell a voice from heaven, saying,
“O King NEBUCHADNEZZAR, to you it is spoken; the kingdom is departed

from you.” P2 430-31 The same hour was the thing fulfilled upon the
haughty spirit. Reason reeled, and frightened, left her throne. The
imperious monarch was driven from among men, and ate grass like
the oxen; his body was wet with the dew of heaven; his hair grew like
eagles’ feathers, and his nails became like birds’ claws. At the
appointed time, God had mercy on the raving madman, and reason
returned. Then the once haughty despot lifted up his eyes to heaven,
and exclaimed, “Now I, Nebuchadnezzar, know that those that walk

in pride, He is able to abase.” P21 4-37

7. Yet oNE OTHER ILLUSTRATION of the text found in the Old Testament.
The scene is a banquet hall. Around the table are many guests,
presided over by a merry, thoughtless, haughty king. The goblets
freely drained by the blasphemous crew were once used in the
solemn worship of Jehovah. Drunken mirth is at its height, and pride
has reached the climax, when a sight appears that sobers every
reveller. A mysterious hand — and nothing but a hand — is seen
writing a more mysterious message on the wall, right over the head
of the amazed monarch. When all the wise men and astrologers have
done their best, but failed to interpret the warning, Daniel, the
servant of the Most High God, declares, “Because you, O BELSHAZZAR,
have not humbled your heart, but have lifted yourself up against the
Lord of Heaven, therefore this writing was written, “Mene, mene,
Tekel, Upharsin.” P2 52225 Ip that same night, Belshazzar was slain.
Inscribed on that wall by that bodyless hand was the truth, if not the
words of our text, “Pride goes before destruction, and a haughty
spirit before a fall.”



8. I have already dwelt upon this first division far longer than I
intended, so in a very few words let me call upon the NEw TESTAMENT
to introduce its witness. A kingly orator clothed in purple addresses a
deputation from the coasts of Tyre and Sidon. His eloquence warms
them, besides which, their cringing nature prompts applause. With
one impulse they shouted, “’Tis the voice of a god and not of a man.”

Act 1222 Hrrop smiled approvingly. His pride was stroked the right
way down. No indignant repudiation of the flattery fell from his lip.
For a moment he stood in the full enjoyment of gratified pride. It was
but for a moment — with a cry of horror, the group of flatterers saw
him fall — they rush to his help — ’tis all too late, for struck by the
angel of the Lord, he lies as one mass of corruption, eaten up by
worms. That rotting corpse unites its testimony with the seven
witnesses we have already heard: that pride is the pioneer of
destruction. God grant that you may be led by the mouth of so many
witnesses to believe the warning.

Having I trust proved by scripture illustration the veracity of the
statement, there is now nothing left for me to do but to

I1. aAppLY 1TS TRUTH. This I will try and do —

1. First to the individual. Is there one here who, in the common
expression of the day, “has been making headway in life,” then to
him I speak. It is not long ago, friend, since in your own language you
were “nothing.” You could always tell how much you were worth
without the trouble of reckoning;
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in fact you could not have counted it had you tried, for it was nil.
Your wealth was always, in an uncomfortable sense, untold. But now
things have changed with you. Business speculations have turned out
successfully, and you begin to be the envied rather than the pitied
personage. You are admitted into circles which were previously
closed against you, and you are now learning the truth of the
proverb, “nothing succeeds like success.” Ask the Lord, dear friend,
to give you grace to keep humble, for it is as difficult to carry a full
cup without pride, as it is an empty one devoid of murmuring. Shun
all pride if you would have prosperity continued, for he who does not
know how to carry the cup aright, will soon have no cup at all to
carry. Pride has ruined more than panics, and “a haughty spirit” is a



shortcut to the workhouse. If this text applies with any power to
temporal concerns, it does so far more to spiritual. Am I speaking to
one who considers himself invulnerable to the attacks of Satan? Then
to him I would give the warning “let him that thinks he stands take

heed lest he fall,” 1Cor 10.12

We are never so near a fall as when we consider such an event
impossible. The path of the spiritually proud is full of pitfalls; indeed,
the very pride itself is the commencement of the fall. I tremble for
the man who has never trembled for himself; he walks on the edge of
an unseen precipice, and requires but the breath of a temptation to
send him headlong over.

“He falls deepest who falls highest,” and “pride goes before
destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.”

Terribly true also is this text, in relation to work for the Lord. Many a
minister has had his usefulness blasted through it. Many a work, fair
and good in its commencement, has been stayed and withered by its
blighting influence. Pride, as well as unbelief, hinders Christ from
doing any great thlng through its possessor. The stream of divine
blessing only flows in any copious measure through the channel of a
humble spirit. “Too proud to be used in the Lord's service,” might be
written upon the brow of many. God save all those of us who are in
any way workers in his vineyard from so horrible a verdict.

It is indeed a solemn thought that there are this evening thousands
of living testimonies to the fact that, whether in business, spiritual
life, or the Lord's work, “pride goes before destruction, and a haughty
spirit before a fall.”

2. The text is as true of churches as individuals, and certainly most
true of that church which styles itself “the established church.” It is
not the efforts of the Liberation Society; nor acts of parliament that
will be its overthrow, but its own internal pride. A church that boasts
its “Arch-bishops,” “Lord-bishops,” “Right-reverends,” “Very-
reverends,” and I know not what other unscriptural titles besides, is
a doomed one, apart from any outward opposition brought to bear
upon it. But let us not think that as dissenters, we are free from all
danger. Pride can lurk in the chapel as much as the church, and be
found in her ministers as well as in Anglican priests. “Dying of
dignity” is the unhappy condition of many a dissenting community.
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If there is one thing I dread more than another, it is lest through the
abundance of blessing bestowed upon us, church pride should creep
in. O pray it out and keep it out if you would see the work continued
in our midst; for let the hideous monster but rear its head then

“farewell blessing,” while “Ichabod” will be engraven on every wall.”

3. Thirdly and lastly, I would apply the text to the sinner. Dear
friend, your pride precedes a destruction too terrific for me to paint
in language. Your haughty spirit goes before a fall so deep it reaches
Hell. Do you say, “What pride?” The pride that keeps you from
confessing yourself a lost sinner. The pride that refuses to stoop to
God’s plan of salvation. The pride that makes you gather the filthy
rags of your own supposed righteousness around you, while you
despise the spotless robe that a Saviour offers. The pride that makes
you want to pay for salvation instead of receiving it as a free gift.
Here is pride enough to sink a soul.

Do you still stand aloof from simple trust, as a guilty sinner in the
atonement of Jesus, thinking that though such a way of salvation
may suit a Mary Magdalene or a dying thief, it is far beneath your
acceptance? Then your pride will be your destruction, for there is no
other way whereby you can be saved. What! Too proud to come to
Christ? Too proud to be saved? Alas! you will not be too proud to be
damned; for as God’s ambassador I declare, that though pride can
never enter Heaven, it does Hell. Down with your pride, sinner, or it
will down with you. Go now and tell the Lord, your pride is broken,
your haughty spirit is quenched, and that as the very worst of
sinners, you are willing to be saved by sovereign mercy through
Christ. Do not lose your soul to save your pride, but lose your pride
to save your soul. The Lord bless tonight’s warning to all. May its
notes ring in our ears for many a day to come. “Pride goes before
destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.”
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“He that wins souls is wise.” — PROVERBS 11.30.

THE book of Proverbs may well be compared to a basket of pearls; to
a collection of glittering gems cast together in richest profusion,
without any connecting links between them. Search in any part of
this silver casket, and you are sure to be repaid by finding some pearl
of great price, some jewel which flashes with the light of heaven’s
inspiration. The other books of scripture may more properly be
compared to necklaces of pearl or priceless jewelry, in which verse is
linked to verse with bands of gold, and compose not so much a rare
collection of various precious stones as one brilliant whole, the
beauty of every gem being enhanced by its relative position to the
rest. The beauty and preciousness of many verses lie more in their
union with those that precede them, and in their bearing on those
that follow them, than in their own isolated interpretation. The
whole chapter, and often the whole of the epistle, needs to be
perused in order to dive into the depths, rise to the heights, or view
the true splendour of anyone particular verse. It is not so with the
book out of which we have selected our text. Every verse in it
contains some truth (and often truths) of intrinsic value, that needs
no other light than light it gives itself. The verse in itself is complete;
the truth contained within it, is of independent worth. Without any
commentary therefore on the surroundings of the text, we will take it
as it were, out of the casket, and meditate on its own beauty. No one
verse in the whole of this book is better known, better loved, more



often quoted, and less often acted upon. It forms a matter for almost
every prayer for minister or teacher, but it is too little reduced to
daily practice by most Christians. Yet to every child of God present, it
must present a theme of deepest interest; for who, if he has never
won a soul, does not want to? Who has relatives or dearly loved
friends who are yet without Christ, that does not desire the wisdom
spoken of in the text, in order that they may win them for the
Saviour? To those who have been the means of winning any, and to
those who pant to win some, the subject must be all overflowing with
interest and importance.

I will divide the subject very simply, and as follows: — Wisdom is
seen in the attempt to win; wisdom is required in the work of
winning; and conclude by giving some hints on the best way to win.
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I. First then — Wispom 1s SEEN IN THE ATTEMPT. He who
endeavours to win souls to Christ is a wise man. The very effort itself
is a proof of true wisdom.

1. The soul’s position proves it. There is a man yonder in the water.
The stream is bearing him away with impetuous haste. He has sunk
twice already, and with out-stretched hands, he is about to go down
for the last time. There are two men on the bank angrily discussing
the question as to how he got into the water. One thinks he fell in,
and the other that he was thrown in. His certain death is forgotten in
heat of argument. I see a country-man, who from his aspect never
could enter into an argument except to be beaten, rush breast deep
into the flood, fling the drowning wretch a rope and drag him high
and dry onto the shore. Now I ask you “who was the wise man?” The
one who wondered, or the one who acted; the one who speculated
how the man got into the water, or the man who drew him out of it?
Why the latter of course. Or to change the illustration. In a street
near to us there is a house wrapped in flames, and in the front room
upstairs I can discern the figure of a man. A group of wiseacres are
busily employed in trying to discover whether the fire broke out in
the basement or first floor, in the front or back of the house, when
their learned disquisitions are disturbed by the hoarse shout of the
fireman, “clear the way, clear the way.” He knocks some of them over
in his haste as he struggles through them, throws the ladder up and



mounts it. I see the red glare reflected on his helmet which seems to
glow in the blaze; the sparks fall round him like a shower of fire
drops; he does not heed them; with mailed hand he dashes in the
window, and is lost to view as he leaps into the smoke-vomiting
room. A moment’s pause, and a ringing cheer breaks forth from the
assembled crowd; for here he comes with the half suffocated man in
his herculean grip. A hundred hands are stretched out to grasp his,
while a thousand lips shout, “well done, brave action.” Who was the
wise man? The rough but heroic member of the fire brigade, or the
moonstruck wondering dotards we have noted?

It is an impertinence to common sense to ask. And yet, friends, how
many there are who are playing an equally fool’s part in the matter of
souls. Men who are always trying to find out the origin of sin, to solve
the problem of why God permitted it in his universe, and to answer
the negro’s question of “why didn’t God kill the Devil?” Far wiser is
he who argues “I do not know the why and the wherefore of sin’s
existence; but this I do know: that it exists, and that souls are being
damned daily through it; and therefore I will try by all means to save
some. I do not know where the first spark came from, but this I do
know: that human nature is in a blaze, and if it is possible by God’s
help, I will pluck some firebrand from the burning.” All honour to the
men who, taking the world as they find it, do not stop in their course,
do not waste precious moments in unavailing speculation, but with
all their might strive to save some out of the general wreck. Just a
little while back, a fearful storm raged on the north-east coast; the
cliffs were crowded with thousands of pale-faced anxious relatives.
One question was on every lip, but the answer to it on none. The
question was, “Do you think they will ever get back?” Who get back?
Why the fleet of cables, as they call the fishing boats in the north,
which were all out plying their trade,
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and had been caught in an unexpected hurricane. It was a sickening
sight to see the anxious faces of wives, sisters, and friends. At last
one brave heart could stand it no longer, and shouted out in tones
that could be heard above the roaring of the wind. “Are there twelve
of God’s children here that don’t mind going to the bottom in the
effort to save some?” May it be spoken to their honour, a dozen came
forward as volunteers in the desperate enterprise. Together they



kneeled down upon the deck of a tug steamer and commended
themselves to God; and then telling their friends that if they saw
them no more, they might know they were in glory, they steamed out
of the harbour. Through blinding spray, over mountain waves,
through broken water they fought their way, watched with breathless
interest by the mourning crowd. For six long hours they battled with
the storm; at last they were seen returning and flying before the
furious gale like an arrow from the bow. Straight they made for the
harbour mouth. But why that joyous shout? Why? Because, towing
behind them were six vessels they had saved, with their crews
rescued from the jaws of death.

Does your heart beat quicker, Christian, and does your pulse bound
at the recital of such noble and godly daring? I tell you there is a far
fiercer storm just outside your dwelling than ever raged upon the
north-east coast; not ships but souls are being wrecked, not merely
going to the bottom of the ocean, but to the bottom of hell. Oh! Do
not stand in amazement and wonder how it is that so fierce a storm
is thus allowed to blow, but “man” the gospel life boat, and
commending yourself to God, face the wild waste of furious water,
and see if you cannot rescue some perishing soul, and draw it into
the haven of perfect calm. The soul’s position, which is a perishing
one, declares that “he who wins souls is wise.”

2. Soul winning is a noble work. What is winning gold in untold
amounts, or fame in almost boundless degree, to winning a soul?
Suppose it were possible for you to acquire the whole wealth of the
universe, and have it in one glittering pile at your feet, yet the
Sabbath-school teacher who has been the means of winning one
child’s heart to Jesus has won, at a single stroke, more than you have,
with all your wealth, amassed by years of slavish toil.

Is it counted an honour to be an ambassador for any country in a
foreign clime, and above all to be the means of making peace
between two hostile nations? To cause the din of war to cease, and
“garments rolled in blood” to become things of the past? To cause the
happy song of peace to be heard in place of the shouts of battle and
groans of the dying? Greater honour by far is it to be an ambassador
for Christ — to beseech men in his stead to be reconciled to God. Oh!
the honour of being a herald of peace to any anxious soul; of being
the means of bringing a heart at war with God to ground its arms; of



running up the white flag of peace in any breast!! A soul winner need
envy no one; his work surpasses all in true nobility; the greatest
honour God can put on man, has been placed on him.
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3. Soul winning is a lasting work, and therefore he who attempts it
is wise. Where will you find a work of earth that is really lasting? “I
paint for eternity,” said an artist. But is the artist’s work a lasting
one? Let him with the skill of a genius and the colours of a rainbow,

make the dull canvas instinct ** with life and a “thing of beauty,” but
it will be no “joy forever.” Time will rob the colours of their
brightness, and centuries from now men will wonder what they once
portrayed, while the very canvas hangs in rags from a mouldering
frame. The sculptor laughs at the painter and says, “Away with the
thought of your painting for eternity, mine is the work that will
outlive time,” and with the chisel he models the rough marble into a
veritable Venus for beauty, or Hercules for strength. Proudly he
gazes upon his masterpiece, and indulges the flattering thought that
there is something which will defy the influence of ages. But look at
the now crumbling stone, trace the once clearly cut features if you
can. Scornfully the builder views the effort of the previous two, and
vaunts “mine is the work that lasts.” Is it? Where is Nineveh? Where
is Babylon, with her hanging gardens? Where are most of the grand
cities that used to rule the world? Let broken walls, and heaps of
rubbish, the accumulation of long years, give the answer, and also
give the lie to the proud boast. But suppose it was possible for man to
paint or carve or build that which, if the world were to last another
million years, would still endure, it must still go when the world
does. In the general wreck and conflagration, all will be destroyed.
No eternal work can be performed on a passing world which every
moment draws nearer to its end. But he who wins a soul is the means
of doing a work which will last as long as God lives. Teacher, in our
Sabbath school last Lord’s-day, you were the instrument of leading a
soul to Christ, of winning a heart for Jesus. When the trump of the
archangel declares that time shall be no more, the effect of that work
shall still remain. It shall survive the “wreck of matter and the crash

of worlds.”” It shall endure the pomp of the Judgment day, and long
after suns and stars have been quenched forever, it shall shine with



yourself as a sun in the firmament. Eternity itself can never diminish,
only increase the grandeur of the work. He must be the wise man
who engages in the only work that lasts forever.

4. It is a soul profiting work. In the twenty-fourth and twenty-fifth
verses of this chapter you read, “There is one that scatters and yet
increases; and there is one that withholds more than is right, but it
tends to poverty. The generous soul shall be made fat; and he that
waters shall also be watered himself.” These words are as true in
relation to spiritual work as pecuniary generosity. The man who
imparts a blessing, by the very act receives one. It is well known that
the best way to be happy yourself, is to make someone else happy;
and the way to be a joyful Christian is to be a working one, more
especially so if the work engaged in is that of winning souls.

How many Christians there are who always complain about their
lack of happiness, and wonder why they lack what others seem to
possess. They keep a kind of spiritual thermometer within them
which they always study intently; the slightest rise or fall of joy is
invariably noticed and registered by them. “Ah,” says one of this
large family, “I am not as happy today as I was yesterday, and I was
not quite as happy yesterday as I was the day before. Tuesday’s
experience falls far short of what I had on Sunday;”
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and so this poor soul is everlastingly employed in anatomizing58 his
joy which is the quickest way to kill it altogether. He tries today to
live on the remembrance of yesterday’s happiness, and to feed on
experiences that are past. It is all in vain. Experience keeps no better
than manna. That which was sweet yesterday, if kept today, will

“breed worms and stink.” ™ 020 Tt must be fresh morning by
morning. But how is this miserable state of things to be altered? How
are we to be kept from being suicides to our own bliss? Why by work.
“Oh,” says the active Christian in answer to the question whether he
is as happy today as yesterday. “I am sure I hardly know, for I have
not had time to think; but now that you remind me of it, I can say
‘ves I am, and I think rather more so,”” We are never so happy as
when we are so absorbed in the cause of our joy as to forget the joy
itself. Work for Christ is a sovereign remedy against frozen
experiences. The stagnant pond is coated with ice the first night of



autumn hoar frost; but the leaping mountain stream defies the
embrace of winter frost, though it comes clothed in black. It is too
quick for Jack Frost, it has no time to freeze. It is your do-nothing
Christian that is always shivering with the cold, and it serves him
right; he is just the one that ought to shiver. The exertion of doing
work for Christ keeps the blood dancing through the veins, and keeps
the whole man in a healthy glow. If I were to come in contact with a
man who was always complaining that he never “felt the thing,
although he was continually taking medicine,” and who in the course
of conversation let out “that he had never been outside the room in
which I found him for five years,” I would say, “My dear fellow, you
don’t want the doctor’s stuff; throw it all out the window; come and
take a walk; climb over a hill or two; breathe God’s fresh air; take a
spade and dig in the garden; in fact, do anything, but get out of the
close atmosphere of this room and you will be all right at once,” You
smile, friends, but that is just what some of you want. You have been
living in the little room of your own heart, doctoring yourself with
one prescription after another. Now try this one: go out and work.
Take a class in the school, the infant one would perhaps be the most
beneficial; take a district and go round with tracts. Go anywhere, but
do come out of the little room; its close air will stifle you and strangle
every joyful feeling in its birth. For your own sake as well as others,
try and be a blessing, and you yourself will be blessed. Try and water
some thirsty plant, and your own garden will be moistened while you
do it. Try and warm some cold heart, and your own numbness of
spirit will depart. Because of the good derived in the effort, “he that
wins souls is wise,”

5. Winning souls is a work that tells on eternity. Other works may
revolutionize time, but they leave eternity untouched. They may
influence governments and social life to the last moment of time, but
there the influence stops, and no power of man can force it forward.
But he who wins a soul to Christ is the means of performing a work
which, unlike the breaking of a wave upon the shore, flows like the
incoming tide over the bar of time, and sends its widening influences
far into eternity itself. You were the means of causing the sinner to
utter the subdued cry for mercy; it finds its way beyond the little
room where in prayer it first found birth, beyond the sanctuary
where it was unheard to all human ears;
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it finds its way through boundless expanses of space, until at last, in
a melody that makes the angels sing and God rejoice, it breaks upon
the ear of infinite mercy in the plaintive cry of “God be merciful to

me, a sinner.” "'k 1813 How precious is the thought, beloved, that we
may give a fresh impetus to the songs of heaven, and aid in that
satisfaction which Christ feels when he sees the travail of his soul.

6. Sixthly and lastly on this point, winning souls is a work which will
influence you in heaven. I think I can hear some of you saying, “Take
care, Sir, what you are saying, for you are treading on dangerous
ground.” I know it dear friends, but I repeat the assertion. Do not
think for a moment that I hold the God-dishonouring lie that
heavenly bliss rests on human merit, or that it is proportioned
according to human deserts. It would go hard with us all if it were. I
know it is all of grace; and it is so entirely so, that not a single foot of
ground is left on which pride can stand and boast. I am also certain
that every soul in heaven is perfectly happy and could not be more
so; its bliss is full to overflowing; yet I hold that some will have more
capacity for joy than others, and therefore have the most joy, though
none could have more than they possess. I think it was McCheyne,
though I will not be sure as to the authorship, who thus illustrates
this truth. Suppose there a number of jars are standing in a row, of
various sizes, from one of great capacity to one of very small, let
them all be filled to the brim with water so that not one could contain
a drop more. They are all perfectly full; the smallest could not hold
another drop without running over; and the largest is full; and
neither of them can be more full; but for all that, the largest has the
most in it. The difference is not in the filling up, but in the capacity to
hold. So in heaven all will be perfectly happy; the water of joy will be
to the brim in every experience; but there will be a difference in
degrees of capacity, and certainly he will have the greatest capacity
who has won most souls to Christ. It must increase the joy of the
glorified one, to see those he brought to Jesus revelling in the same
sea of bliss as himself. Surely next to seeing our Saviour, we will love

to see those who are our “crown of rejoicing.” "¢ 219 T will never
forget the language of a dear old woman who was among the first I
had the joy of bringing to the Saviour. Her ideas of Heaven were as
simple and as ardent as her faith. She said. “Oh, Mr. Brown, it won’t



be long before I am there (pointing upwards); and when I have seen
my Saviour and cast my crown at his feet, I will come and stand upon
the edge of Heaven and look down to watch for you coming up.” For
the reasons then I have mentioned, and there are many, many
others, he who wins or attempts to win souls is wise. Not only is
wisdom seen in the work — and this leads us to our second division
on which we will be very brief — but

II. WIiSDOM IS REQUIRED IN THE WORK.

1. The nature of the work as suggested in the text shows it. The word
translated “wins” has at least three references. It refers to the snaring
of birds, to the catching of fish, and to the taking of a city.

Now in the accomplishment of all these wisdom is required. It is not
any fool who can catch a bird, for as the Psalmist says, “in vain is the
snare set in sight of the bird.” In catching fish
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it is requisite to know the right bait to use, the right place to go to,
and the right time in which to try. No city will be taken by merely
looking at it; there must be effort and strategy. Leaving the first two
illustrations alone, let us for a minute or two dwell upon this last.
Every soul by nature is like Jericho, “tightly shut up” against Joshua

or Jesus; % ©! but unlike Jericho, its walls will never fall by merely
making a noise. It is a hard place to carry by assault. It has its deep
moat of depravity, its frowning portcullis of prejudice, and its high
walls of unbelief defended by all the powers of hell. In order to
capture it, there must be holy art employed. Our blessed Saviour,
who is in all things our example, is wonderfully so in the way of
winning souls. Did you ever carefully study the matchless way in
which Christ won the heart of that poor woman of Samaria? When
she drew near to him, he did not say to her as so many would, “well,
you are an outrageous sinner; I wonder that you are not ashamed of
yourself;” if he had, in all probability she would have returned to the
city with her waterpot, either in fear or anger, and never have said,
“come see a man who told me all the things I ever did; is not this the
Christ?”

No! His dealing with her was far otherwise. He first wins her
sympathy by asking a favour. He excites her womanly curiosity by



saying, “if you knew,” and he then leads her gently step by step until
finally she is prepared for the announcement, “I that speak to you am
he.” Blessed Jesus, you who spoke “as never man spoke,” we would
learn from you how to win reluctant hearts.

2. The variety of disposition seen in souls requires it. What is just
the very right thing for one, may be the very wrong thing for another.
He would be a strange kind of doctor who only kept one medicine,
and no matter what was the nature of the patient’s disease, always
gave them all a dose from the same bottle. If he ever did effect a cure,
it would be by mistake. There are as many (indeed, more) varieties of
soul disease than bodily disease; and will we treat the higher part of
man in a way that we would not dare treat the inferior? Has the
painter only one brush with which he puts in the dark background,
and depicts in gentle colours the rainbow on it? Has the sculptor only
one chisel with which to strike off the rough edges of the untouched
marble block, and also put the last delicate line upon the
countenance? Certainly not! Nor must we in our far higher work.
Experiments which would never be made on unfeeling marble must
not be tried on delicate and sensitive souls. When we remember also
how long and terribly a soul may suffer through unwise dealing with
it — what years, perhaps a lifetime of unhappiness it may endure
through our mistake — what need there is to pray. “Lord teach me
what to say, how to say it, and when to say it. Help me to be kind but
firm — truthful yet gentle — stern yet loving; let no soul be the worse
for my tampering with it, but O! make me wise to win it.”

And now in the third and last place I will

ITI. TRY AND GIVE SOME HINTS AS TO HOW TO SET ABOUT WINNING
SOULS.

1. In order to win souls they must first be alarmed. By this I mean
they must be made conscious of the danger of their position. The
absolute necessity for conversion in order to be saved must be forced
home. The truth that they are either saved or lost —
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forgiven all their sins, or not forgiven any — on the road to Heaven or
on a journey to Hell — must be brought before them with startling
clearness. To talk to a sinner about conversion as if it was some little
addenda to life — something that is at least desirable; but not as the



grand necessity for salvation — is to act the traitor to God and the
soul. We must not mind the feelings of the friend receiving
somewhat of a shock; it will do them no harm, and far better to be
awoke from a pleasing dream now, than by the icy hand of death,
when it is too late. He will never win many souls who keeps in the
background all that is calculated to alarm them. The first step
towards being saved is when the sinner feels himself lost; and it is
when he feels himself within a step of Hell that he is just putting his
foot on the road to Heaven. The water will never be valued until the
thirst is felt. The pardon will be unsought so long as its need is
unthought of. The beauties of the Saviour will only he seen when that
which he saves us from has been in some measure understood by the
soul. The sinner’s danger must be shown to him.

2. They must be allured. Faithfulness alone will not be sufficient;
there must also be love. Souls may be alarmed from indifference, but
they must be drawn to Jesus. The peace and joy there is in him must
be told to them as it is felt by ourselves. The sweet music of the
gospel must be sung until some note awakens an echo in their heart.
It is for us to hold before their eyes the joys and bliss of pardon;
friendship with Christ; and Heaven at last, and so

“Allure to brighter worlds and lead the way.””

3. They must be taken by the hand. They must be made to feel that
you do indeed take an interest in their safety; that it is no mere
officialism on your part. The manner of speech often has more power
in it than the matter. The eye that glistens with the tear is sometimes
the most effective part of all appeal. If you would win, you must not
stand at a distance; you must come down from the pedestal of your
dignity, and follow in the footsteps of your Lord, of whom it was said
“this man receives sinners, and eats with them.”

4. Those who would win must show they are won themselves. A life
that gives rise to doubts whether you are a Christian or not, will
prove a fatal barrier to winning others. Light as snow flakes, and as
soon trodden in the mire, are words that have no corresponding life
to back them up. Let there be cause for a doubt as to your own
conversion, and you may rest assured that not many will ever be won
by you.



There are some here to whom the subject does not apply, for they
themselves are not yet saved. Friend, would you be? Is there the
faintest desire in your heart after the Saviour? If so, thank God for it,
for the Spirit has commenced his blessed work within your heart.
And now, cast yourself at once upon the finished work of Christ;
accept him as your only Saviour. Stake all your eternal interests upon
his atoning death. From this day forth, let Christ’s blood and
righteousness be your only trust and you shall be saved. The Lord
grant it for Jesus’ sake. Amen.
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“What shall the end be of those who do not obey the gospel of God?”
— 1PETER 4.17.

I am free to confess, dear friends, that I never came upon this
platform with a greater sense of responsibility weighing upon me
than I do this evening. I think I can in some measure take the
language of the prophet as my own, and exclaim, “The burden of the
Lord,” It is only the deep conviction that the subject demands an
investigation which has induced me to select it as the subject of our
evening’s meditation. The subject is in itself so immense, the
destinies involved are so terrible and eternal, that in approaching the
subject, one seems to hear a voice saying “take off your shoes from
off your feet, for the place on which you stand is holy ground,” The
subject lies in the answer that scripture gives to the question of the
text, “What shall the end be of those who do not obey the gospel of
God?” — or in other words — “What is the doom of those who die
impenitent?” Is there a Hell or is there not?

The truths of God have suffered as severe a persecution as have ever

the believers in them. No martyr burnt at Smithfield” or tortured in
the Inquisition of Spain, suffered worse treatment than has the word
of God, for which he died. Texts have been broken upon the wheel of
unsanctified reason and put upon the rack of atheistic philosophy
until meanings and interpretations have been dragged from them



that they never possessed, and were never intended to convey. Men,
not content to take their plain and apparent teaching — that which
has been for centuries so clearly stamped upon their brow that none
thought of any other — now endeavour to show their superior
spiritual knowledge, by declaring that the whole Christian church has
for centuries been mistaken; and that it is for them to prove that the
doctrines held by God’s saints for over eighteen hundred years are
nothing else than “traditional prejudices.”

While the attacks were confined to minor truths (if it is for us to call
any truth a minor one) it was perhaps wisest for God’s watchmen to
take but little notice, and continue straight on the simple work of
preaching the gospel; but waxing bolder, they now attempt to
undermine the very foundations of the faith of the church.
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The blows are now aimed, not merely at the minarets of the temple
of truth, but at the deepest laid stones of its basis. The very existence
of Hell itself is now called in question. That which we in our
ignorance always thought beyond the shadow of a doubt is now
declared not only to be doubtful, but merely a prejudice of man’s,
and something irreconcilable with the nature of God. Most certainly
if this is true, we have indeed been under a most grand delusion.

When the psalmist said “the wicked shall be turned into hell,” 52 917
we were simple enough to believe that he meant hell; but it appears
he must have meant something else altogether different from what
we suppose by the word. Are we prepared, beloved, at once to give up
the faith of our fathers, and adopt the new-fangled notions of would-
be divines? I trust not. But in order to have our faith strengthened,
let us with deepest humility, reverence, and prayerfulness, try and
find out the answer of Scripture to the awfully-momentous question
of the text, “What shall the end be of those who do not obey the
gospel of God?”

In order that the subject may have a close personal bearing on us all,
notice the persons concerning whose end the question is asked. It is
not “what shall be the end of the open and licentiously profligate?”
Not “what shall be the end of the profane swearer that belches out
his blasphemous oaths?” Nor “the end of him whose very life is a
crying disgrace.” No such thing. Were it so, many might say, “the



matter has nothing to do with me, for I am neither the one nor the
other.” No! the question is, What will be the end of those who,
whatever other good qualities they may possess, yet die without
having obeyed the invitations of the gospel? — what will be the end
of those who have never complied with the command “believe on the
Son of God?” To put the question in a form that will give it a more
tremendous interest — What will be the end of ultimate doom of that
portion of this evening’s congregation which dies without having
rendered any obedience to the gospel of God? May the Lord enable
us to speak upon this theme in the right spirit and in the right way. It
was that noble man of God, McCheyne, who, when a brother minister
told him that on the previous Sabbath he had been preaching on
Hell, asked, “Were you able to preach it with tenderness, brother?
God is our witness that in such a spirit we desire to preach it tonight.
If we seem to say hard and severe things, believe they are said in
love. Love to your souls, which we would rather wound than permit
them to be chloroformed to perdition with the pernicious doubt of its
existence. With heart full to overflowing then, and eyes directed to
the Master for teaching, we will try and answer the question, “What
shall the end be of those who do not obey the gospel of God?”

First. Not ANNIHILATION. Doubtless many of you as well as myself
have read with surprise some letters that have lately appeared in a
widely circulated religious paper; letters written by men (one in
particular) whose names are held in high repute by many. In these
letters, sentiments are expressed so perfectly contrary to all we have
ever been led to believe, that they challenge attention.
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I will not attempt to quote from memory, but read you a few lines
from the letter of one known by name to most. It is as follows; —

“The dogma of eternal suffering is utterly unknown to Scripture
and perfectly irreconcilable with the character of God: ...
immortality is to be found only in union with the Lord Jesus
Christ. I entreat Christian men to lay aside traditional
prejudices, and look this great question fairly in the face. The
“hell” of theology is the great weapon of infidelity, and I long to
see this weapon wrested from its hands.”



Now we may be mistaken, but it seems to us that these words teach
as clearly as any words can, the annihilation of the sinner; if they do
not mean this, we are at a loss to know what they do mean. We have
read them over and over again in the hope of coming to some other
conclusion, but have been obliged time after time to come to the
same decision. If there is no immortality apart from union to Christ
(and there is no union to Christ apart from obedience to the gospel),
then the ultimate end of those who do not obey the gospel must be
annihilation.

Let me here say before going into the particulars of what that
punishment is, that future punishment of some kind seems essential
to the moral government of God. To quote from President Edwards
(to whom I acknowledge my indebtedness for many thoughts this
evening) “unless there is such a state it will certainly follow, that God
in fact maintains no moral government over the world of mankind.
For otherwise it is apparent that there’s no such thing as rewarding
or punishing mankind, according to any visible rule, or indeed,
according to any order or method whatsoever.” Notice specially this
sentence: “There is nothing in God’s disposals toward men in this
world, to make his distributive justice and judicial equity visible, but

all things are in the greatest confusion.”" Take away future
punishment, and is this not so? The wicked prosper on every hand.
Sin walks along triumphantly, while virtue is often pushed to the
wall. The base and the mean succeed, while the true and the right
often languish. The unscrupulous tradesman who sticks at no dirty
trick in his trade, makes his fortune and retires; and the godly
tradesman next door, after a manly struggle against his difficulties is
obliged to succumb, a ruined man. The scales of God are not, and
were never meant to be, even on earth, though they are adjusted to a
hair in eternity.

It was this very thing that was David’s difficulty, and this very
explanation that removed it. Will all of you who have bibles turn to
the seventy-third Psalm, and commencing from the third verse, read
for yourselves.

“I was envious at the foolish, when I saw the prosperity of the
wicked,
For there are no bands in their death; but their strength is firm.



They are not in trouble as other men; nor are they plagued like
other men.
When I thought to know this, it was too painful for me.”

There you have, beloved, David’s source of trouble, and many others
have had it besides him; but see in the next verse what caused his
murmurings to cease and convinced him of the equity of God.

“Until I went into the sanctuary of God; then I understood their
end.”

And that end thrown into the balances, righted them. Yet again.
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There was once a godless wretch clothed in purple, who fared
sumptuously every day, and lying at his gate was a godly beggar
whose sores were licked by the rich man’s dogs. Here is a mystery.
Yes, but one soon solved. Affairs were righted after death. The rich
man died and went to hell. The poor man died, and was carried by an
angelic escort to Abraham’s bosom, while God’s perfect equity was
taught to the rich man, in those memorable words — “Son,
remember that in your lifetime, you received your good things, and
likewise Lazarus received evil things; but now he is comforted, and

you are tormented.” 1k 16-25

In order that God’s infinitely judicial equity may be manifested, a
state of future punishment is indispensable. But the question is, what
is that punishment? Is it merely a cessation of being, a lack of
immortality, or in other words, annihilation? I venture to answer
“No;” for if it is so, it lacks what is certainly a necessity in order to
make it a punishment at all, viz. — a knowledge of its infliction. That
can be no punishment which I never feel and of which I am never
conscious. It seems to me to stand to reason that the punishment of
the sinner must be such as to make him see its connexion with his
guilt, and make him learn that the threatenings of God cannot be
despised with impunity. These lessons can never be learned by
annihilation. Moreover, the Scriptures declare that the sinner “shall

drink of the wrath of the Almighty,” Y0P 21.20 which, if it implies
anything, implies that the wrath shall be actually tasted, which it
could never be in an utter lack of existence. No, in that same verse I
think it states, “he shall see his destruction,” or in other words, the



sinner shall behold his misery and doom, which would be a sheer
impossibility if that doom were annihilation.

Another argument is the fact that there are various degrees in
punishment, which makes it impossible for that punishment to be
annthilation.

Nothing is more clearly taught in the Word than that all men do not
receive the same amount of punishment. Let me quote a few
passages.

Looking upon the cities of Chorazin and Bethsaida, Our Saviour said,
“It shall be more tolerable for Tyre and Sidon at the day of judgment
than for you.” To Capernaum, the scene of his mightiest works, he
declared “it shall be more tolerable for the land of Sodom in the day

of judgment than for you.” Mt 1-22-23 Tt was he who pronounced that
the doom of him who knew his Lord’s will but did not do it, was
greater than that of him who never knew it. It was he who turning
upon those whited sepulchres — the Pharisees — who could pray all
day in the streets, and prey all night on widows’ houses, declared that
they would receive the greater damnation; and the greater implies
the lesser. But if annihilation is the sinner’s doom, what room is
there for any degrees whatsoever? I cannot be any less annihilated
than I can be more annihilated. This theory at once puts all
punishment upon a perfect equality.

All that is said about the sinner’s doom shuts out the idea of
annthilation. Concerning Judas, that wretched, double-dyed traitor,
our Lord said it would have been better for him “if he had never been

born.” Mar 1421 Why s0?
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Surely because he foresaw that the traitor’s punishment was
something so dreadful, that never to have seen the light would have
been a boon. Had cessation of existence been his punishment, there
would have been no need for such a statement; for never having been
born, and being annihilated, come to one and the same thing. Kindly
turn with me to a few passages, and see if they do not bear on their
very face future torment rather than future nothingness. The first
you will find in Luke 12, the fourth and fifth verses. Let us read them:;
they are our Master’s words. “And I say to you, my friends, do not be



afraid of those who kill the body, and after that have no more that
they can do. But I will forewarn you of whom you shall fear. Fear him
who, after he has killed, has power to cast into hell. Yes, I say to you,
fear him.” Here there is certainly something more than death
threatened; there is death and hell. Turn to Matthew 13, which we
read at the commencement of this service. Read the 41st and 42nd
verses. “The Son of Man shall send forth his angels, and they shall
gather out of his kingdom all things that offend, and those who do
iniquity; and he shall cast them into a furnace of fire; there shall be
wailing and gnashing of teeth.” Can annihilation be compared to a
furnace of fire, and can annihilated men be said to wail and gnash
their teeth? Impossible. Yet once again refer to Mark 9 from the 43rd
verse. “And if your hand offends you, cut it off; it is better for you to
enter in life maimed, than having two hands to go into hell, into the
fire that shall never be quenched; where their worm does not die,
and the fire is not quenched.” It is plain that here Christ meant
something more than the grave by the word “hell.” For the grave-
worm does die, but this one never does. In the grave there is no fire,
but in this hell there is.

The resurrection says, “No annihilation.” It is certainly taught that
all will have to rise, whether saint or sinner. For there to be any
mistake about that seems impossible. Now if the sinner is to be
annihilated, when is it to take place? Before the resurrection?
Impossible. For how then is he to arise? After the resurrection? Then
where has his soul been from the moment of death until the
resurrection morn? Besides which, what is the sinner’s doom after
the resurrection? Turn to John 5, the 28th and 29th verses, “the hour
is coming in which all who are in their graves shall hear his voice,
and shall come forth: those who have done good to the resurrection
of life; and those who have done evil to the resurrection of
damnation.”

The doom of the sinner and the doom of the devil are identical. The
verdict passed is “Depart from me, you cursed, into everlasting fire,

prepared for the devil and his angels.” 2! 2541 The master and the
servants share one common woe. Is the devil’s punishment
annihilation? Most assuredly we find out to our cost that it is not,
and it never will be. Scripture sets it beyond a shadow of a doubt; for
it declares that he “shall be tormented day and night, for ever and



ever.” R¢V 2010 Gatan would leap for joy, and clash his chains in mad
glee if he could look forward to such a termination of his torments.
But his doom is forever and ever, and the wicked are to share it.

Lastly, the atonement is an argument for the existence of Hell. From
what does my Saviour save me? Simply from cessation of being, or
from a short residence in Hell, to be followed by total forgetfulness of
all its pains?
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The very idea is incompatible with the ransom price he paid.
Gethsemane’s bloody sweat — the bloodier scourging in Pilate’s Hall
— and the awful death of Calvary — all seem to point to a
punishment beyond description. If I believe (as I do) that Christ
suffered in his own person the pangs and anguish I must otherwise
have endured, O tell me, what must they have been that forced from
the quivering lips of incarnate love that terrific death-shriek, “Eloi,
Eloi, lama sabacthani!” “My God, my God, why have you forsaken

me?” Mat 2746 O take your stand, believer, at the foot of that cross,
stained crimson with your Saviour’s heart-blood; look up into that
face of anguish; listen to those deep-drawn sighs of misery; and then
ask yourself “from what kind of a doom must such a sacrifice have
rescued me?” What then will be our answer to the question, “What
shall the end be of those who do not obey the gospel of God?” We
have only one to give, and that we utter with melting heart; it is
“Hell,” and that hell is one of torment.

Having tried to prove that the punishment of the wicked will be no
mere cessation of being, but actual torment, I now turn to my second
answer to the text, namely: —

II. THAT IT WILL NOT BE MERELY A TEMPORARY PUNISHMENT.

Most of those who hold the view of immortality being only in union
with Christ, still believe that when the sinner dies he enters an actual
hell as described in scripture, but he only remains there a limited
time, and at last is doomed to non-existence. There are others who,
though believing in the immortality of the soul apart from union with
Christ, still hold that after the sinner has endured the terrors of hell
for some period, either short or long, he will come from there
forgiven and purified, and join the ransomed throng in heaven.



Without attempting to compare the merits or demerits of the two
theories, I will try and prove what both equally deny — the eternity of
suffering. The most general argument brought against eternal
punishment is that it is opposed to the perfect justice of God. “The
punishment,” they say, “being eternal, must at last exceed the sin.”
That, we reply, has yet to be proved; and if we can but show that the
punishment is only proportionate to the sin, then the charge of
injustice falls to the ground. In order to understand aright the nature
of the sin, you must bear in mind the being against whom the sin is
committed. It is against Jehovah, the infinite one; against one who is
infinitely worthy of honour and worship, and against one to whom
we are under infinite obligations. If then God and his gospel are
infinitely worthy of obedience, those “who do not obey the gospel of

God” 2The 1.8 gre guilty of an infinite sin; and not a word can be said
against the justice that visits an infinite sin with an infinite
punishment. Do you find in our courts of justice that the length of
the punishment is regulated by the length of time the offence took in
being committed? The act of forgery or theft took but perhaps five
minutes. And yet the punishment for that act may be incarceration
“for the term of natural life.” And who impugns the justice of the
sentence?
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“But,” say others, “God is infinitely merciful, and the very idea of
eternal suffering is opposed to that attribute.” It may be according
to your idea of that mercy, and yet not against that mercy itself.
Remember, God is as just as he is merciful. His mercy provided the
gospel; his mercy invited the sinner to obey it; his mercy stood
waiting to save: but the sinner spurned his mercy offered, and
declined “to obey the gospel.” Then as he would not have the mercy,
he must have the Justice. Justice never interfered with the sweet
work or mercy, and mercy can never interfere with the righteous acts
of justice. God’s mercy is not a mere passion over which he has no
control, and which steps in to overturn the execution of his own
righteous judgments. That misery and sorrow are compatible with
God’s being merciful, can be seen in a hundred instances around us.
Shall we say “he has ceased to be merciful” because sometimes we

hear of an awful colliery62 explosion in which hundreds are
suffocated in a moment, and a whole neighbourhood plunged in



grief? Does infinite mercy look on, and yet stretch out no hand to
save, when a whole ship’s crew and crowds of passengers (as in the
case of the “London”) sink in the wild waves?

That mercy can permit eternal suffering, is proved by the fact that it
does permit it in the case of Satan and the rebel angels. Why should
it permit it to be their doom and not ours? Is their sin greater than
ours? Certainly not; there is only this difference: that they never
rejected an offered Saviour, which the sinner has. Dispel the thought
at once, believer, from your minds, that eternal punishment is
opposed to the mercy of God.

There will be nothing in hell to refine or alter the sinner. Hell fire is
no “refiner’s fire,” to purge the dross away. Hell’s torments are no
“fuller’s soap,” to cleanse the guilty soul. The sinner will be as great a
sinner in hell as ever he was on earth. His hatred to God in hell will
be as fierce as its fire. The very idea of improvement seems to me
preposterous. Shall they, without the means of grace, become what
they never did when they had them? They had Moses and the
prophets, and they did not believe them, and scripture says that if
that testimony is refused, none other would ever be accepted. But in
hell they will not even have these. The restraints also of earth will all
be lacking, and sin will consequently be rampant. There will be no
mother’s tears, no godly father’s entreaties, no ministry of love. All
the barriers will be removed, and sin and hatred will roll through the
infernal regions with unrestrained licence. He who was bad on earth
will be worse in hell. In such a school as this, do you think the sinner
will learn to love his God and obey his Gospel?

There is nothing in the Word about hell torments having a
termination. — Do not think that although we preach it, we delight in
the thought. If we could hold out a hope that those who are now lost
would ever escape from their torments, believe us, we would do so
with joy. But we search in vain for any ground for such a hope,
Scripture holds out none, and therefore we dare not. Listen to the
solemn words of inspiration and see if you can extract the shadow of
a hope from them, that Hell is not eternal torment. “Who among us
shall dwell with the devouring fire? Who among us shall dwell with

everlasting burnings?” 2 334 “He will burn up the chaff with



unquenchable fire.” M2t 312 “The smoke of their torment ascends up
for ever and ever.” RV 1411
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“These shall go away into everlasting punishment.” M2t 2545 The
same word is used to describe the duration of misery as is employed
to describe the duration of bliss. Let one mean anything else than
“forever,” and the other does also. If it is possible for sinners to leave
hell, it is equally possible for the saints to lose Heaven. The verdict of
Scripture is that the torment of the lost shall last forever and ever, for
ever and ever.

I would now occupy the few minutes that remain, in trying to apply
these solemn truths to your heart. Do not be deceived, sinner, about
your future doom by the sophistry of the present day. I entreat you
by the value of your own soul, tread under foot these wretched
theories, which, like opium, will lull you into a deadly sleep, only to
awake in hell. It will be no consolation when there, to remember that
when on earth you doubted its existence — and when by awful
experience you have learned that hell is eternal, you will gain no
comfort from the thought that you had always doubted it. Awake!
Awake!! Awake!!! sinner, to your danger. Hell is no ugly dream to be
laughed at in the morning. It is a dread reality. It is no mere
wretched scare-crow, placed in scripture to frighten children — no
mere stock theme for the minister when all else fails him. It is the
certain end of every sinner that dies in his sins. If indeed this is the
case, then how momentous is the question, “Am I saved?” Poor,
careless, thoughtless one, come in here this evening you scarce know
why. — “Flee from the wrath to come.” Worldly pleasure seeker —
cold professor, “flee from the wrath to come.” O sinners all, I implore
you by the reality and eternity of hell to “flee from the wrath to

come.” Do you say, “Where?” I answer, “to Christ.” Hide in the cleft
of that “rock of ages,” and you are safe. As a lost sinner, as one who
deserves eternal wrath, cast your whole soul upon Christ and you are
secure. Trust him only, trust him wholly, trust him now and you shall
be eternally saved.

The Lord have mercy upon all this great company, and grant that
none may ever find out by experience that there is a hell and that it is
an eternal one. God grant it may be so, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.
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The necessity for a larger building not only continues but
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yet remains to be done. Will you help in the work?
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“Jesus answered, My kingdom is not of this world. If my kingdom
were of this world,
then my servants would fight, that I would not be delivered to the
Jews;
but now, my kingdom is not from here.” — Joun 18.36.

“JESUS answered.” Whom did he answer? Why, that miserable,
vacillating, time-serving Pilate, who, prompted by men with
shrewder intellects than his own, had asked our Master the cunning
question, “Are you King of the Jews?” A question better adapted to
the ends of the prosecution can hardly be imagined; its answer,
whether in the negative or affirmative, was equally surrounded by
difficulties. In the manner which Pilate meant, the answer would be
‘No;’ but in a sense which never entered the head of the governor of
Judea, the answer was ‘Yes.” To have given therefore an unqualified
negative or an unexplained affirmative would have led to
misunderstanding on the part of friends and foes alike. To have
answered the question with a bare ‘No’ would have appeared at first
blush to be giving the lie to many of his previous statements in which
he had claimed regal power; and to have simply answered ‘Yes,’
would have seemed to give grounds for the accusation that he was a
competitor for Caesar’s throne. Christ therefore, who in the language

of Paul, witnessed “good confession before Pontius Pilate,” 1™ 613
gave an answer glittering with the wisdom of divinity. He accepts the



title of king, with the explanation that his kingdom is “not of this

world,” and therefore he cannot possibly be a rival one to Rome. He
repudiates the idea of his kingdom being one of earthly state and
pomp, or having anything to do with earthly governments. It was
established by no imperial legions, nor buttressed up by sword and
spear. Its throne was not in some proud, wealthy capital, but in the
hearts of all his subjects. Its laws were not the acts of some imperial
worldly parliament, but the loving utterances of his own lips.
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This declaration of the spirituality of Christ’s kingdom is as true in
the nineteenth century as when it first fell from the Master’s lips, and
the necessity for it is greater. For then the very thought of union
between the church and state had never been entertained by the
subjects of his realm; while now, unhappily, it is an accomplished
fact. There never was greater necessity than in the present day for
declaring in the most unmistakable language, the spirituality of
Christ’s church. There is a need to bring it, with all its outward pomp
and show, face to face with the words spoken by the Saviour in
Pilate’s hall, “my kingdom is not of this world.”

If this evening should give utterance to things that appear stern, and
lacking in the spirit of charity towards other brethren in Christ,
believe me, they are so in appearance only. It is quite possible to love
the men while you hate and denounce the system with which they are
connected. And I for one cannot but love and honour many in the
established church; nor can I ever forget that the man who was the
means of leading me to Jesus was then, and is still, in her
communion. Besides which, much of what I want to say will apply
with equal force to many who term themselves dissenters, and who
yet seem to forget that “nonconformity” is something more than a
mere distinguishing title. Many of our churches are pandering too
much to the prejudices and whims of the world, losing their power
for testimony, by trying to become all things to all men, if by any
means they may please all. I feel I will need much help from on high
in treading upon what some would term dangerous ground; help that
I may not needlessly wound the feelings of any, and help that I may
be able fearlessly to proclaim what with all my heart I believe to be
the truth, though that proclamation may condemn the system and
practice of many. I will endeavour first and very briefly to try and



explain what Christ here means by his kingdom — and secondly,
direct your attention to what is said about the kingdom, namely,
that it is “not of this world.”

1. First then — WHAT DOES CHRIST MEAN BY THE TERM “MyY
Kingpom?” 1 will be as brief as possible in trying to explain this
definition, as I am anxious to devote most of my time and strength to
the second division. It means, the empire Christ came to found on
earth, or in other words the Church which he purchased with his
blood. Although our Lord came on earth as man, and a poor,
sorrowful, despised one at that, yet he came commissioned from
heaven to found an empire which would outlast and outlive all
powers and dominions then existing. His deepest humiliation laid
the deepest foundation for his future glory.
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Every step he took downward, only added power and stability to the
massive basis of the kingdom he came to found. He laid the
foundation in agony, and cemented it with his blood. Upon that
immovable foundation, he reared his heavenly temple, composed (as
we learned from the chapter read at the commencement of the
service) of living stones, and which is destined to grow until the last
elect will have been gathered in — the last stone raised upon the
walls, with shoutings of “grace,” “grace.”

The empire of Christ consists of those who own allegiance to him. It
was once far otherwise with them; with the weapons of the rebel
grasped tightly in their hands, and with hearts burning with hell’s
hatred, they blasphemously shouted “we will not have this man to
reign over us,” They spurned his easy yoke; they scorned his gentle
laws; and they cast off from them his loving cords. They were of the
world, and therefore they hated the kingdom that condemned it. But
now all has changed. When the hour of the “day of his power” struck,
omnipotent grace came forth to war. With a single stroke the day was
won. Overpowered by the might of love, the rebels threw down their
arms at the foot of Calvary, and tearfully cried for mercy. They found
it full and free; and then with gratitude that knew no bounds, they
offered themselves as loyal subjects to the one they once despised.
Lovingly their Lord received them and enrolled them as the members
of his kingdom. And now listen to the shout that rises from all



quarters of his wide domain. “All hail! All hail! King Jesus! We
acknowledge you to be the Lord. We bow before your sceptre. We

worship at your throne. Bring forth the royal diadem and crown him
Lord of all.”

The empire of Jesus consists of those in whose hearts he reigns. In
every human breast there is by nature some hideous hateful Dagon;
some proud usurper of the Saviour’s throne. But in the hearts of
those who are included in the kingdom, this Dagon has been hurled
with ignominy to the ground. The ark of the Lord has entered, and
before it the idol has fallen. Christ has come with kingly tread,
ascended the steps, and taken his rightful position. The heart’s
affections bow to him, and the whole man is under his control, while
his daily language is

“Nothing save Jesus would I know;
My friend and my companion, You!
Lord, seize my heart, assert Your right,

And put all other loves to ﬂight.”63
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The kingdom of Jesus is, as we have already said, his church. And
what is the Church? Strange that such a question should need to be
asked or answered: yet it is not more strange than true; for no word
is more wretchedly misunderstood than this simple one of Church. If
you ask some what they understand by the word Church, they will
point to some big building with spire or tower, ornamented with
glittering cross or less pretentious weather cock, and say “that is the
Church.” God forbid that it should be, for it is most certainly of this
world. The glorious word “Church,” is never more degraded or ill-
used than when applied to a heap of bricks and mortar. It may be a
parish building, but a parish church never. And here I would utter
my protest against the fashionable error that is fast gaining ground
in some of our dissenting communities. The age is too respectable for
old fashioned “Meeting Houses” and “Tabernacles;” but on every
hand we have congregational churches and baptist churches
springing up, prostituting a name belonging only to a blood-bought
throng, to the work of the bricklayer. The building is no more the
Church than the house is the family; and it is nonsense if not
blasphemy to call it so. Nor is the Church a mere society. To hear



some talk of “forming a church,” one would imagine that it was a
kind of religious building society that only needed its manager in the
shape of the minister, and its directors by the name of deacons. The
moment we place the Church on the level of a society, we do it foul
dishonour. The Church moreover does not consist of a visible union
of believers. A Church may, but the Church does not. There are many
who are in membership with our churches that are not with Christ’s;
there are many whose names are to be found in the church books in
the vestry, but are not to be found anywhere in God’s great Church
Book of Life.

What is the Church then? The Church is a chosen, redeemed, blood-
bought, blood-washed multitude, confined to no country, race or
clime; to be found in all lands, among all nations, speaking all
languages; to be found in connexion with all classes, and in all
denominations, and many in no denomination at all. The Church
consists of all who love the Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity, and are, as
sinners, trusting alone in him for salvation.

Perhaps no better definition of the Church can be found, than in the
following lines of an unknown poet: —
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“A band of faithful men

Met for God’s worship in some humble room,

Or, screened from foes by midnight’s star-lit gloom,
On hill side or lone glen,

To hear the counsels of his holy word,

Pledged to each other and their common Lord.

These, few as they may be,
Compose a Church, such as in pristine age
Defied the tyrant’s steel, the bigot’s rage;

For when but two or three,
Whate’er the place in faith’s communion meet,

There, with Christ present, is a Church, complete.”64

Yes, friends, the place has nothing to do with the Church. It does not
matter whether it meets beneath the stupendous dome of a cathedral
or in the dim transepts of the abbey; the gothic building or
unfurnished barn; in the dark catacombs beneath the city, or under



the spreading boughs of the forest tree. In all places it is equally “the
Church,” the kingdom of our Lord.

One thought more, and I will close this first division of our subject.
The kingdom of Christ shall last forever. Will those of you who have
Bibles turn to the second chapter of Daniel and read with me the
forty-fourth verse. You will there find a glorious prophecy concerning
the kingdom. “And in the days of these kings the God of heaven shall
set up a kingdom which shall never be destroyed; and the kingdom
shall not be left to other people, but it shall break in pieces and
consume all these kingdoms, and it shall stand forever.” Unlike other
empires, age shall never decay its strength, nor shall time cause it to
become defunct. The glory of other empires has faded into
insignificance. Where is the martial pomp and prowess of Rome,
before whose eagle banner the world trembled? Where is the
magnificence of vast Babylon, or the brilliant influence of Greece?
Gone — but the kingdom set up by God abides still, with
undiminished glory and ever-increasing influence. Its sun has not
gone down nor reached its meridian height. It has stood unshaken
amidst the crash of empires and the fall of dynasties. And should the
day ever dawn when, according to an eloquent writer, some New
Zealander shall sit upon the broken arch of London Bridge and view
the silent ruins of this myriad-peopled city — then shall the kingdom

of Christ have upon it the dew of its youth.65 And when this world,
with all its proud domains shall have been consumed in the general
fire, then transplanted into Heaven, shall this kingdom shine, the
only one that has outlived the general wreck of time.
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II. LET US NOW CONSIDER WHAT IS SAID CONCERNING THIS KiNGDOM. [t
is “not of this world” — that is, it is not worldly,

1. In its constitution or relationships. It is purely spiritual, and
intended to be entirely separate from the world, and devoid of all
that pomp and grandeur which is usually associated with kingdoms.
Let us look at this great truth in detail. The first question arising
from the idea of a kingdom is, who is its king? Our answer is, one not
of this world. In our text, the Saviour claims the kingdom as his own,
and thereby teaches the truth that He, and He alone is its king. For
any one else to assume imperial power, or in any way whatsoever



hold the reins of the government of this kingdom in his hands, is to
commit an act of high treason against “the King immortal and

invisible.” '™ 17 The moment an earthly monarch puts his hand on
the ark of the Lord, we venture to declare he is exceeding his
jurisdiction, and touching that over which he has no control
whatever. As subjects of the realm of Christ, we acknowledge his
Headship, and his only.
“One army of the living God,
To his command we bow,”66

and we bow to no one else. As soldiers of his army, we will bend to
him the knee until the plumes of our helmets mingle with the dust;
but to others, be they King or Queen, we may not, must not, will not
bow in anything pertaining to this kingdom. Let us be zealous
friends, of the glory of Christ in this particular, and acknowledge no
other Head than Him, and recognise no other jurisdiction than His.
The lack of this is the crying evil in the Church of England (so called).
Worse than any other of its errors — for it is the foundation of them
all — is its union with, or rather subjection to the state. The reigning
monarch, whether good, bad, or indifferent, is in truth its head and
ruler. The bishop appoints the incumbent, the premier appoints the
bishop, and the throne appoints the premier; and then incumbent
and bishop declare that Christ’s kingdom “is not of this world.”
Treason to the kingship of Christ is stamped upon the brow of
“Church and State.” But let us go a step further. Not only is the King
himself not of this world, but when he came, he came in a manner
not of this world. He was born in no room of state, but in a lowly
manger — for there was no room even in an inn for the Monarch of
this empire; common swaddling clothes were his royal robes. To
humble shepherds his heralds announced his coming. His courtiers
were rough fishermen.
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The only triumphant entrance he ever made into Jerusalem, was
made sitting “meek and lowly” upon the foal of an ass, while the
children shouted his praises. He only wore a crown once, and then it
was one of thorns. His hands but once grasped a sceptre, and then it
was a reed given to him in derision. The only exaltation the world
ever gave him was upon the cross, and his grave was the gift of



charity. Let then the Church be like its head, and learn from him to
forego the emoluments, the pomp, and distinctions of the world. The
King was not of this world; then shame to the subjects who accept
what he refused.

2. Its institution was not of this world. The church has no cause to
tip its hat to anyone. It is under no debt of obligation to mortal man.
It is the child of God, not the offspring of earthly royalty or wisdom.
Its existence it owes alone to him mentioned in the verse we just
read, “the God of Heaven shall set up a kingdom.” He set it up, and
did that without the help of man. Monarchs did not found it. Princes
did not form it, nor is it the creation of a state. Neither the world nor
the world’s potentates gave birth to it. In origin, it is most
emphatically “not of this world.” So far is the world from aiding its
institution, that it has been set up in spite of the world’s most bitter
opposition. Had it been of the world, then the world would have
loved its own, but as it came from above, the world hated it. Had the
world been able to have its own way, it would long before this have
stamped the church out with the iron heel of persecution, dripping
with the blood of the innocents. In all ages the church has been the
bush burning with fire, and the only reason for the fact that it has
never been consumed is that God is in the bush. Do you want to
know what the world has done for the church? I reply, “It has done
its best to exterminate it.” Let the amphitheatre of Rome, with its
sand clotted with the blood of martyrs, tell how much the church
owes its existence to the world’s kind forbearance and help. Let those
silent Alpine peaks find tongue, and tell how their eternal snows
were stained to a gory red with the heart’s-blood of the brave
Waldenses. Let the hideous walls of an inquisition confess how they
have rung and re-echoed with the shrieks of racked and tortured
confessors. Let old Smithfield itself recount the tale of those human
bonfires, kindled by the world’s malice. The united testimony of all is
this: that Christ’s kingdom in its origin is “not of this world.”
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3. Its subjects are not. There is not a single man, woman, or child,
who is truly a subject of Christ and a member of his kingdom,
concerning whom it may not be said, “he or she is not of this world.”
All the members of Christ’s church have been “born again, not of
corruptible seed, but of incorruptible, by the word of God, which



lives and abides forever.” '*t -3 No man is born by nature a child of
this kingdom; if it were so, the kingdom would at once be of this
world, which it is not. To be a subject of an earthly empire requires
only one birth; but to be a subject of Christ’s kingdom requires two.
Every child of God has in him that which all the world could never
give. He is all unearthly man, and it is his mission to make it day by
day more evident that he and the world are opposed to each other in
spirit and practice. He is the “salt of the earth;” that is to counteract
its putridity, not to blend with it. He is a “light in the world,” to
illumine its darkness, not to be lost in it.

Moreover it is not in the power of man to introduce a subject into
this kingdom; for, if it were so, then again, the kingdom would be of
this world, which it is not. The national church may declare in its
service that the child is by baptism made an inheritor of the
kingdom, and some dissenters may imagine their baptism in riper
years has enrolled them among its subjects; but they are both
miserably mistaken — as they will find out to their cost, if they are
not born again, and thus brought into the kingdom by a way that is
not of this world. Search Christ’s realm, I mean His Church from end
to end, and you will fail to discover a single unconverted man.
Written over the portals in indelible characters is, “Unless you are
converted, and become as little children, you shall not enter into the
kingdom of Heaven.”

To keep the visible church pure, is an imperative duty; and although
terribly painful, it is far better to exercise discipline, than to have as a
recognised member, a character known to be of the world. But what
can be said of a church which, like the national one, embraces
profligates and saints alike, and has in her communion men whose
utter unfitness for church fellowship, is beyond a shadow of a doubt?
Only one thing can be said, and that is, that such a church is in direct
contradiction to the teaching of this text.

4. Its defence is not. Just as the church owes nothing to kings and
parliament for its origin, so it is equally independent of them for its
defence and support. It requires no imperial legislation to maintain
its existence, nor armies to subdue its foes. It thrives best when left
alone, and grows the fastest when unaided by the world.
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As sure as ever the shield of state is held over it, it languishes and
pines. The church has never thrived and flourished through the
world’s assistance, but against it. The influence of the world has
never been an atmosphere in which the church has grown a healthy
life. In fact, it was when she carried her life in her hand that she
flourished the most. It was the blood of the martyrs, not the smiles of
government, that was her seed. The church that nestles under the
wing of any state is only smothered, not strengthened by the warmth.
A church pioneered by the sword and buttressed by a government is
the weakest church on earth, and one that is doomed to die. Cast
your eye but across the channel and see in poor Ireland’s experience,
how utter a failure is that church which depends for its existence on
the money and patronage of a state. Well may the church exclaim,
“Save me from my friends; I can deliver myself from my enemies.” If
the world were to withdraw tomorrow all its patronage from the
church, it would be none the worse, but so much the better for the
loss, for the kingdom “is not of this world.”

5. Its laws are not. On this point I need not dwell, as I have already
said as much when I tried to prove its King was not. The laws which
are binding on the church are only those which have been framed in
heaven, and are transcribed into God’s statute book, the Bible; and
we laugh all others to scorn. I can hardly imagine a more humiliating
sight than a people’s parliament, discussing and debating and
deciding the affairs of a church, as if it were merely some railway
company. Christ’s kingdom is so entirely spiritual, and so absolutely
separate from the world, that to attempt to govern it by worldly laws
is as impossible as it is wicked. “My kingdom is not of this world;”
therefore the world has no ability to meddle with its government.

6. Its commerce is not. No kingdom on the face of the whole earth
has such a commerce, or rejoices in such a trade, as the kingdom of
our Lord. It traffics in the costliest and choicest things, and all its
merchants are merchant princes. Its ships are never wrecked. Its
bank, for it has but one, possesses wealth that is infinite, and
therefore can never break. None who have ever engaged in her
commerce have been known to fail. Her trade is nearly all imports,
and that is on an enormous scale. Morning, noon and night, indeed,
every hour of the day, her ships are returning to her ports laden to
the water’s edge with untold wealth. True, she only trades with one



port, but that one is sufficient to supply the needs of the whole
kingdom, and make the fortune of every subject. To drop the
metaphor, or rather to explain it —
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the church’s commerce is “not of this world.” The port with which
she trades is the port of Heaven. Her vessels are her prayers, some
larger and some smaller, yet all equally insured against shipwreck;
the faintest sigh as well as the most eloquent petition reaches the ear
of God. All come back laden with blessing, for never was praying
breath spent in vain. The costly, precious wares she is constantly
receiving, consist of treasures such as pardon — peace — joy —
contentment — and holiness — all of which are “precious things of

Heaven.” D¢ 3313 Her export consists of thanksgiving — gratitude —
love — devotion. But O, did I not say very rightly that her trade is
nearly all import? What poor returns we make for the mercies that
are literally heaped upon us. How lightly laden are our ships of
praise, how poor and weak are our highest love and deepest
gratitude.

“I cannot serve Him as I ought;
No works have I to boast;
Yet would I glory in the thought,

67
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That I should owe Him most.

Now you will see, dear friends, that the commerce we have just
described is not of this world, nor does it deal with the sordid things
of earth. Far different is the commerce in which the church, which is
of this world, is engaged: I mean the hateful trade in “livings.” One
has now but to look into the columns of a church newspaper, to see
“living” after “living” advertised as mere business speculations; while
sometimes the beauty of the scenery and the smallness of the parish
are mentioned as enhancing the value of the property. Such traffic is
a crying shame to England, and a blot on her name. It is impossible
to use language too strong and scathing in the denunciation of so
infamous a trade. There is not a member of the established church
present who (if his heart is right with God) will not join me in the
prayer, that this great disgrace may be swept from off the land. The
church is not to engage in such commerce as this, which is nothing



else than a “trade in souls.” Let her remember that our Lord said,
“My kingdom is not of this world.”

7. Its precepts are not. The church’s un-worldliness shines
transcendently in this. “Do to others as they do to you” is the maxim
of the world. “Do to others as you would have them do to you” is the
precept of this kingdom. “Pay him back in his own coin” is the
precept of the world. “Pay him back in Heaven’s coinage” is the
maxim of the church, and that coinage is as follows, “if your enemy
hungers, feed him,; if he thirsts, give him drink;
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for in so doing you will heap coals of fire on his head. Do not be
overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good.” “One good turn
deserves another” is the proverb of the world.” “One bad turn
deserves a good one” is the teaching of the kingdom. “Resist and
retaliate” are the mottos of the world. “If he strikes you on the one
cheek, turn to him the other also” is the command of our King.
“Every man for himself,” says the world. “Let every man not look

only at his own things” " 24 says the word. Surely we do not need to
give other illustrations to prove that the precepts of Christ’s kingdom
go directly “against the grain” of the human heart. They declare in a
voice too clear to be mistaken, that the kingdom and its subjects are
“not of this world.”

8. Its pomp and splendour is not. We do not say that it has none, for
it has. It is a kingdom of kings, and a nation of priests. Every subject
is arrayed in royal robes, and the poorest is an “uncrowned
monarch.” Aaron, as he entered the holiest of all, was not more
magnificently arrayed in priestly robes than the weakest and most

unknown believer. They are a “royal priesthood.” '¥¢' 29 But their
glory is not a glory that can be seen with human eye. Their splendour
is not of this world. You may pass them in the street, and only see the
outward signs of poverty and want, and yet they are “heirs apparent”
to an eternal throne. They are to be recognised by no outward pomp,
nor distinguished by loud-sounding titles. The kingdom which is of

this world may deck its priests in finest lawn" and millinery, and call
them by the pompous titles of Reverends — Very Reverends — Lord
Bishops — and I know not what besides; but by doing so, it only
condemns itself, and shows what little union it has with the kingdom



which is spiritual, not worldly. The kingdom which is from above
should be content with the glory that heaven gives it, and not seek to
array itself with the importance and grandeur of a world which it
professes to renounce.

9. Its weapons are not. The verse seems to teach this fact most
clearly, for our Lord says, “if my kingdom were of this world, then my
servants would fight, that I would not be delivered to the Jews.” We
are not allowed to pioneer the way for our religion by the spear, nor
enforce its truths by the sword, as Mohammed did his lies. The rack
and stake are not to be our arguments as they were Rome’s. The
power we have to bring to bear upon the masses is a moral not a
physical one. The weapons placed in our hands to wield are spiritual,
not carnal, and their very spirituality is their power.
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I would to God that his subjects would be content to take their
weapons from his armoury, and not attempt to fight the Devil with
his own. The Gospel in its simplicity is the ram’s horn before which
the walls of this world’s Jericho will fall. We have no time to dwell in
detail upon the worldly instrumentality too often employed by the
church. But I cannot close this point without expressing my utter
disapproval of a mode of warfare that seems now to be becoming
wondrously popular. I refer to giving semi-secular lectures on a
Sabbath evening, under the plea that they will reach those whom a
simple gospel sermon will not. I do not believe it to be the case; and
even were it proved to be a fact, it does not touch the argument. The
truth still remains that the weapons destined by God to pull down
sin’s strongholds are spiritual, not carnal.

And now to close, let me say in two or three sentences only, that this
subject has a personal bearing upon all present. If Christ’s kingdom
is a spiritual one, am I a subject of it? Have I ever known that inward
spiritual change which alone gives entrance to it? Mere obedience to
the outward form and routine of religion will never save. The world
can give that. Mere union with a visible portion of the church is no
proof that you are a member of the church. The kingdom is spiritual,
not visible, and it requires a spiritual union. Let the prayer of all our
hearts be this: “Lord Jesus be our King. Enroll us among your



subjects; and may we all at last be found in that glorious kingdom of
yours which is “not of this world.”

God grant it may be so, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.



Stepney Green Tabernacle
Pulpit.
THE RoyAL PROCESSION
No. 14.—[Copyright.]

A Sermon

DELIVERED ON LorD’s-DAy EVENING, NOVEMBER 7TH, 1869 By

ARCHIBALD G. BROWN,
AT STEPNEY GREEN TABERNACLE

“They have seen your goings, O God; even the goings of my God,
my King, in the sanctuary.” — PsaLm 68.24.

THIS sublime, comprehensive, and beautiful psalm was without
doubt composed in commemoration of the triumphant entry of the
ark of the Lord into Jerusalem. For some time it had been detained
in the house of Obed-edom the Gittite; but David the king, hearing
that the Lord had blessed the house of Obed-edom while the ark was
in it, gathered from that fact that the Lord was willing to have it
removed from that house and brought to the hill of Mount Sion. In
the second book of Samuel, sixth chapter, you read the account of the
joyful and festive occasion when, amid the shoutings of the people,
the sound of the trumpet, and with the rejoicing monarch in front,
the ark was brought from the house of the private individual and
taken triumphantly into Jerusalem. Now the ark was the symbol of
God’s presence; so when it was carried up Mount Sion, and through
the streets of the city, the people did not sing “we have seen the ark
of the Lord,” but “we have seen your goings O God.” The ark was lost
in that which it typified; the type fades into nothingness before the
grand antitype which it represented. When the ark came in view of
Mount Sion, the place of its fixed residence for the future, and in all
probability when they began to ascend it, then is it supposed the
people chanted the 15th verse which, as I observed in our reading,
may be understood in the form of a question, “The hill of God, is it as



the hill of Bashan? Bashan may boast of its proud eminence and its
cloud-cleaving summit, but is that the hill where God will fix his

residence?”” No, but in the humbler yet more honored mount of
Sion.

It is worthy of notice that this verse may be read in the following
manner: “They have seen your marches in procession, O God; even
the marches of my God, my King, in the sanctuary.” This throws light
on the subject we desire; namely, the jubilant songs of praise arising
from the royal procession of Jehovah before the assembled hosts of
Israel.

This evening’s subject has been suggested by passing events.
Yesterday there was but one theme on every lip — almost one desire
in every heart; from early morn you could hear the tread of ten
thousand hosts as they wended their way to the great metropolis;
there was one subject-matter in the hearts and thoughts of men, and
it was this — that there was to be on that day a royal procession

through the metropolis of England.”
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Now, we remember this day, there is an assembled host of people;
not lining the thoroughfares of our cities, but crowding our chapels
and sanctuaries, and many of the theatres. What has brought it
together? What is the one desire of the hearts of the vast majority? It
is this: — to see the King pass by! And oh, may our God grant that
this evening throughout the sanctuaries of the land, whether in those
of the metropolis or in the humbler abodes of worship in the country,
the shout of the King may be heard in the camp; and may the
universal experience of the people be, “we have seen the goings of
our God and King in the sanctuary.”

We purpose, by God’s help, to make the “royal procession” of
yesterday illustrative of this evening’s subject, and so we will view
our text in three ways. First of all, we will notice the persons viewing
the procession, “we have seen your goings.” Then secondly, we will
notice the procession itself, “even the march of our God, our King.”
Then lastly, we will notice the purpose of the procession; namely, to
open a fresh thoroughfare.



I. Let us first notice, THE PEOPLE VIEWING THE PROCESSION. The
first thought that occurs to us is this, that in the assembled crowds
that yesterday lined our streets, the great majority came on purpose
to see the Queen herself. If you had over-heard the conversation of
the people, it would have been something after this sort: “I wonder
whether we will get a view of Her Majesty, whether from this or that
position we can obtain a clear view of royalty itself.” And as many
flocked from the country who had not seen Her Majesty’s face before;
the one desire of their heart was that in coming up to the metropolis,
they might not only see the pomp and show, but the features and face
of Majesty itself; and after the procession I do not doubt that in a
thousand homes it was said, “we managed to obtain a view of our
Queen’s face.” Now in the assembled hosts of God’s people, in the
various sanctuaries and tabernacles of the land, what has the
majority come for tonight? To see the King Himself. Was it not the
desire of our heart as we came here, that we would see, not the
minister, not the mere outward show of the service, not the pageant,
but that we would see Jesus? And oh, will we not go to our homes
this evening miserably disappointed, if we cannot say we have seen
the King himself?

But doubtless in the thronging multitude of yesterday, there were
many who wished to see the face of the Queen because they had
never seen it before. And in the sanctuaries tonight, how many are
there longing to see the face of the King, because they have never
seen it yet? Doubtless there are some here saying, “Would that I
could get a glimpse of Jesus; that I could see that loving countenance
that I have never yet beheld —my eye has often desired to see him —
I have heard others speak of his matchless charms — I have heard
others declare that he is altogether lovely — would that my eyes
could see him!” Friend, as you wended your way here tonight, was
the language of your heart, “O that I could see the King tonight, for I
have never seen him yet?” The Master is passing in royal procession
through this place; now may your eye be directed towards him; and
when you leave the sanctuary, may the joyful exclamation of your
heart be, “I have seen your goings, O God, my King, in the
sanctuary,”

111



There were also many yesterday who had seen Her Majesty before,
but it was some time back, and they wanted to see her again. And
how many of God’s saints there are tonight whose eyes have seen
Him, and beheld his lovely countenance. They know what it is to be
ravished with the sight; but alas! it is months back; and since then,
there has been a long and dreary interval of soul-barrenness.

There has been no royal procession before your weary eyes for many
a long day. The remembrance of past joys only makes your present
gloom the harder to bear. Having once seen the face of your King,
you can never forget its beauty, and you yearn yet once again to
behold the beloved of your soul. You have often come to the
sanctuary with the most intense desire that you might behold the
marches of your God in it; and as often you have left without the
sight. You have heard the shout of the people. They have told you
how gloriously he appeared to them until you envied their bliss, yet
you have obtained no view. And now, once again, you have come
with the throng, once more you are found with the waiting multitude.
I can see you, brother, standing in yonder doorway. I can mark your
anxious eye. I think I can read its language, it is “I would see you as
though I have seen you in the sanctuary: God grant that you may
have your desire, friend. May the king pass so closely to you, that you
will be enabled to touch his garments. May old days of joy return
with tenfold bliss, and may you be able to say tonight what you have
so longed to say — “I have seen the royal procession of my God in the
sanctuary.”

But in yesterday’s concourse there were many who did not go to see
the Queen, but simply to view the pageant. With them, it was as
much to be seen as to see. They went because others went, and
because it would help to pass away some idle time. As the procession
passed by, they were quite content to hear the sound of the trumpets,
to see the outriders, and behold the military; they took in the
procession as a whole, but had no heart of loyalty for the Queen. We
have to come to the conclusion, that in the houses of God tonight,
there are many who have only sought them in order to see the
pageant; they will return to their homes perfectly satisfied, though
their eyes have never caught a glimpse of Christ. They come to hear
the preacher — to criticise the singing — to see the congregation.
They are perfectly content if there is an attractive service, even if the



King is missing in the midst of it. If there are such present this
evening, persons who have come to see the service, but not the Christ
— to hear the preacher, but not his God — may the Lord touch their
traitorous hearts, and from this evening may those hearts beat in
loyalty to Him who is our God and our King.

In yesterday’s concourse there were all grades of society
represented. There were not only dukes and ambassadors from
eastern countries, flashing in their jewels; but there were those who
had come from the house of business, and the word “care” could be
seen written on all their countenances. Yonder stands the honest
artisan who has obtained a holiday with difficulty; his hands are
rough and hard with work, but his manly voice shouts forth a loyalty,
as true as any. And there were the poor poverty-stricken ones who

had wended their way from the purlieus’ of Stamford Street to
express their gladness. All grades of society were assembled. Blessed
be God, it is so tonight; in many of the sanctuaries throughout the
land there are great and noble to be found.
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We have now our godly earls; we have now some of the noblest
scions of our aristocracy who feel their highest honour is their union
with their Saviour; and here we have the artisan, the labourer, the
workman, the man of business, the clerk; men who know what it is to
earn their bread by the sweat of their brow. But do you think that the
external appearance of the men in any way affects their loyalty to

their Lord? Not one iota. Beneath a fustian coat,” a heart may beat
as true and loving as ever beat beneath an ermine, and vice versa.
The same desire brings both — the same prayer is the prayer of both
— the same sight will give equal joy to both — and to the King
passing by, the loyalty of both is equally welcome. It is one of the
glories of our religion that it makes men in different grades of social
life forget their distinctions while bending together at their common
mercy-seat, or while congregated together to see the royal procession
of their One King. These minor differences that belong only to earth
are lost, forgotten, swamped, drowned in the great ocean of their
mutual experience as Christians. The confession of the poor man is
the confession of the rich. The praises of the peer are the praises of



the pauper. The sight that floods the soul of the godly earl with joy is
the very sight that makes the poor man sing in his poverty.

And now, lastly, on this first division, I would observe that of those
who went to see the procession, some obtained much better views
than others. They were not all on the same level. Hundreds were
fortunate enough to obtain raised seats and positions of eminence
that lifted them far above the surging multitude below, and gave
them a clear and uninterrupted view of all that was to be seen. All
that could have proved a barrier to their sight was below them; and
through their vantage ground they beheld with ease, while others
failed to behold. But there were thousands with a far less happy
experience. Despite all their exertions, they never succeeded in
getting what they wanted — a sight of their Sovereign. They were
crushed — crowded — and forced by the sheer weight of numbers,
into some wretched position, where they could only see those who
were beholding what they desired to behold. If for a moment there
was a break in the ranks through which they perceived that the
procession was passing close by them, it was sure to be closed the
next moment by a multitude of heads. A great amount of trouble to
see, and very little result was their day’s experience.

So is it with the vast congregations of tonight. Some are obtaining a
blessedly clear view of their Lord with only a little trouble to
themselves; and others, with all their striving, are only suffering
disappointment. Thanks be to God, many of his saints are tonight
occupying exalted positions. They are raised in spirit far above all
distracting thoughts and circumstances. The cares of the world do
not jostle them, nor are they crowded with doubts and unbelief. They
can look down with calmness upon a seething world, and sing,

Oh, this is life! Oh, this is joy,
My God to find You so;

Your face to see, your voice to hear,
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And all your love to know.
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But there are many others who, though almost dying to see the King,
find it next to an impossibility to get a glimpse. They are hemmed in
on every side with the cares of business, or perhaps I should rather
say, the cares arising from the lack of it. They are well-near crushed



with anxiety; and by the sheer force of unhappy circumstances, they
are being thrust from the front rank of spectators. Do you not think
there are in this Tabernacle tonight, men and women struggling
bravely with themselves, doing their utmost to cast aside their
wandering thoughts, and yet failing to obtain more than a
momentary glimpse of Jesus? Yes — and many of them.

II. THE ProcessioN ITseLr. Turning from the spectators to that
which they assembled to behold, I would observe first, that the
procession passed along an appointed way. If anyone failed to see it,
it was not because they were left in ignorance of the route it was to
take. Public notices were placed in the most conspicuous positions
possible, with the course the royal visitor was to take, clearly and
definitely stated. As described, so the route was taken. It would have
been sheer nonsense for anyone to plead ignorance as the cause for
not seeing the procession. Royalty fulfilled its part faithfully. But
suppose, after reading the prescribed order, a man still remained in
the backstreets of Stepney? Why he would have no one to thank and
no one to grumble at but himself for having seen nothing. He was out
of the way, and he must pay the penalty for it. All he had to do was
place himself in one of the appointed thoroughfares, but he never did
that one thing. I have no pity for him in his disappointment; he richly
deserves it.

Friends, our King has marked out the road along which He passes,
and if we do not see Him, it is because we have not gone into the
right way. If we are backsliders in heart, and instead of standing in
the highway of God, we are found even now in the slums of sin, don’t
let us wonder that we do not see anything. Too often we are like
unhappy Thomas, conspicuous by our absence when King Jesus
visits his people. We wonder how it is that we do not have the same
joys as others, nor obtain the same gladdening sight of our Lord,
forgetting that it would be a wonder if we did, considering that they
are in the way, and we are out of it. The backslider is his own
punishment, and he scourges himself by his own folly.

But as our King passes along an appointed route, it is only fair that
you should ask the question, “what is that route?” I reply first, the
royal procession is announced, in the language of our text to pass
through the sanctuary. The assembled hosts of his people tonight



have ground to expect a view of their sovereign, for they are in the
high road. They are found in the place where he loves to pass by.

Let some would-be extra-spiritual persons sneer if they like at the
great gatherings of the sanctuary, and dub them “all of man;” we
have, however, found by experience that there are views of the King
obtained in them that are obtained nowhere else.

But if the King were only to be seen in the sanctuary, it would go
hard with those on beds of sickness, and I do not know what the
dying would do; so in the King’s route I find marked out — the sick
room — the chamber of death — the abode of suffering — and the
home of sorrow. If you went into many a sick room this evening
round about here, and asked the dying Christian “Where does the
King pass by?” He would tell you, “I am even now beholding him.”
Go into the abode of grief —
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go there where all are weeping, where the tokens of bereavement are
around you; ask the broken-hearted mourners where is the King?
And, they will say, “He comes into the abode of sorrow.” Yes, he
passes by where’er he is sought aright, but I think especially at His
table. There is the place to get a glimpse of Him; it is there we expect
to be raised above the crowd, beyond the cares of life. It is when we
sit around the table of our Lord, with the emblems of his dying love
before us, that we expect to see the King in his beauty, because he
always lingers there.

Bur WHAT DpID THE JOY OF THE PROCESSION cCONsSIST OF? It was a
procession of royalty. Our widowed queen, who for many years had
been hidden from the eyes of her subjects, was about to appear
again, and that constituted the joy of the procession. It was the queen
appearing as queen. And what, beloved, will constitute the chief joy
of our hearts tonight? Surely our King appearing as King, in his
royalty. Christ has already made some royal processions, but they
were incognito. Let me explain what I mean. It was over eighteen
hundred years back that infinite mercy said, “I will pass through the
world.” But before our King came to this earth, He removed the
diadem from off his brow, He unbound the girdle from his waist, and
loosed the sandals from his feet; He bade his courtiers remain
behind, and as a carpenter’s son He made his entry in this world.



True, once He did make a triumphal entry into the capital, but then it
was remarkable for its simplicity. It was made meek and lowly,
sitting on the foal of an ass. Our King has, moreover, had (O,
wondrous fact) a royal process of shame, in which, instead of being
greeted with jubilant shouts, he was only hailed with roars of
execration, and pelted with bitterest sarcasms. Let us for a few
moments take our position and view this marvellous sight. Where
will we stand? Well, first in a place called Gethsemane. 'Tis night,
and all is wrapped in gloom; Hark! hark! I hear his footsteps. Do you
see him as he walks with tottering steps? Do not speak, but let us see
the end. He falls upon his knees — now upon his face — he groans
and cries with tears — a blood sweat stands thick upon him, then
drops upon the ground and dyes it red. And now the rabble have
found him out, and with many a jeer and blow they drag him to a
mock tribunal. From Pilate’s hall the procession of shame wends its
way to Herod’s court then back again. They tie him to the whipping
post, his sacred shoulders are bared, but again clothed with a
crimson mantle, as the blood fast flows before the furious blows of
the Roman scourge. From there, shame’s pageant slowly passes on to
Calvary. The road is lined with thousands of spectators, but there
was no eye to pity. “Worthy of a felon’s death” is the shout that greets
him. In no carriage of state, but staggering with faintness and loss of
blood, our King walks by, while on his bleeding shoulders he bears

the rugged cross. Do you see Him — “the hind of the morning””" —
hounded on by the dogs of hell? Do you hear their barking and
baying? Do you mark how they “worry” him, even in his dying
moments? Can you hear that ringing death shriek which he utters
when his heart breaks? Truly, we have seen a royal procession to

death.
115

Time fails us, or we would like to say how we have seen our God’s
goings in his church, Our King has sometimes made a royal
procession by the outpouring of his Spirit. He made one in the
sixteenth century, when the ark of the Lord was carried forward by
such men of God as Luther and Calvin. A glorious procession that
was. Then the earth shook and the mountains flowed down at his
presence. Before the thunder of that march the papal throne tottered,
and swarms of hooded priests like night owls disturbed with a



glaring light, flew here and there, screeching in wild dismay. Our
King made one of his royal marches through the land of brown
heather and rugged woods, when from end to end of the land, the ark
was borne upon the stalwart shoulders of the lion-hearted Knox.
Many and many a time has heavenly royalty swept through this land
of ours with men for outriders such as a Wycliffe, Latimer, Wesley, or
a Whitfield; and even in our day there are glorious indications that
our King is “on the march.” But this brings us to the last point on this
division of our subject. We have yet to behold the procession of
supreme royalty — royalty decked in all its magnificence. This will
take place when our Lord comes the second time without sin unto
salvation. Let me for a moment sketch the position, the present
position of the church. For ages it has been anxiously expecting the
return of its glorious Lord. Far back in the dim distance, yet burning

like a beacon light, stands the promise, “I will come again.” 7°" 143

For centuries the church has sent back the echo “Amen, even so

come, Lord Jesus.” ¢V 22:20 ong has it listened, and it listens still for
the rumble of his chariot wheels. Sometimes, almost wearied with
the long suspense, and sick with hope deferred, the cry goes up from
the waiting host, “O Lord, how long?”

But beloved, the day draws near apace when the “Desire of all

Nations” 2% 27 will come. Sometimes we think we can discern with
the eye of faith the eastern horizon blushing rosy with the rising sun.
Sometimes the ear of faith thinks it can catch the sound of
preparation for the march. Expectation is at the height, and the
general feeling is “it can’t be long.” This one fact is certain: every
moment brings it nearer. Every chiming hour is one hour less of
waiting. The hour must at last strike, when throwing wide the doors
of heaven, our King shall come with ten thousand of his saints
attending. Then, amid the waves of melody that roll throughout the
universe, this shout shall be heard from the jubilant multitude: “we
have seen your marches of procession, O God; even the marches of
our God and King in the sanctuary.”

ITI. And now in conclusion let us notice THE PURPOSE OF THIS
ProcessioN. For what intent was the royal visit of yesterday made?
What brought our Sovereign again before her people? The answer is
quickly given. To open a new thoroughfare. Surely in this respect the



pageant of yesterday may serve as an illustration of our subject. For
what intent did our Lord appear? What mighty motive brought him
from the palaces of heaven to mingle with earth’s mean inhabitants?
Why that marvellous procession of shame and ignominy, terminating
in the bloody tragedy of Calvary? I answer, he came to open wide a
thoroughfare to Heaven. He came first of all not only to open, but to
be the road to the Father. The old road called innocence was blocked
up by Adam’s fall, and that was done so effectually that no one has
ever been able to travel by it since. Men then had to go round by a
wondrously circuitous route. They had to go by way of the sin-
offering, the burnt-offering, the peace-offering, and the brazen altar.
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There was no direct road revealed, but an endless road of sacrifice
and symbol. Christ came to put away forever this way that only
wearied, and show poor fallen man a way, as direct as it was wide,
and as free from obstructions as the former was full. The old way
may now be abandoned, for the new is declared open. “Priest of God,
put out that altar fire! Unbind the victim! Sheath the knife!” The true
Lamb of God has come. The substance of all the types now stands in
your midst. The new and living way has already been opened by
Calvary’s royal procession. Christ has, moreover, opened a new way
to the mercy-seat. The old road by earthly priests and high priests is
done away with. We now need no Aaronic priest, with purple robe
and flashing breastplate to appear in some “Holy” on earth for us.
Our great high priest is in the heavens, even Jesus, and there

“The names of all his saints he bears
Deep graven on his heart,””

“Out” with an earthly priesthood, and all men who allow the name to
be applied to their vocation. It is a miserable attempt to keep open an
old way that God has emphatically declared “closed.” The road to the
mercy-seat is open and free to all, and as free to all as to one.

Our King has also opened a high road to Heaven itself. So straight
and direct is this road, that the moment we place by faith our feet on
one end of it, we can behold the gates of pearl at the other. True,
between us and the city of the New Jerusalem, there rolls the river of
death; but over that there has been flung a bridge, so that the
ransomed of the Lord pass over dry-shod. Do you still suggest there



remains the dark grave? I answer that the thoroughfare passes
through that also. It is no dark vault in which the road terminates,
but only a shadowy tunnel, in the passage through which the light at
the far end can be discerned. Our King has marched in royal
procession before us here, and he solemnly declares the way to be
“opened.”

And now, lastly, may we this evening prove that in our experience,
the King has opened a fresh thoroughfare of communion. Many of
us came here, hoping with all our hearts that we might enjoy some
fellowship with him, yet hardly daring to expect it. It seemed to us as
if there were a thousand obstacles in the road, all forbidding the very
idea. Home cares — business troubles — life’s anxieties — earth’s
disappointments — all these, and hundreds of things besides,
occupied the heart, and threatened to hold it in possession. We were
pressed in by the crowd of our “multitude of thoughts,” and saw no
way of deliverance. But how is it now? Thank God, that doubtless
with many of us, there has been a blessed change. Our King has
passed by, and before his march, barriers have been removed. We
have been lifted up out of the press — we have seen our King in his
beauty, and are now prepared to sit around his table, in the full
expectation of deep and intimate fellowship, for between him and
our souls a fresh highway of communion has been royally thrown
open.

God grant that this may be the experience of all present for Jesus
sake. Amen.
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“And Moses built an altar, and called the name of it Jehovah Nissi.”
— Exopus 17.15.

MURMURING is sure to lead to trouble, and rightly so. Those who
murmur about nothing must not be surprised if God gives them
some trial worthy of being talked about. The children of Israel had
found fault with Moses without cause, and so, consequently, the Lord
visits their sin with the rod. They had murmured against the Lord,
and against His servant, concerning the scarcity of water. “Why is
this” they demanded of Moses, “that you have brought us up out of
Egypt to kill us, and our children, and our cattle, with thirst.” So hot
did their anger wax, and so unbridled was their wrath, that Moses
feared even for his life, and in his cry to his God declares “they are

almost ready to stone me.” “*° 734 The Lord gave the ungrateful
rebels drink, for at the touch of the wonder-working rod, the Rock of
Horeb poured forth its streams in the desert; but Israel’s sin has its
condemning monument in the very name of the place, for it was
called Meribah, or ‘chiding.” But no sooner were their wants supplied
than at once Amalek came upon them. Wherever there is a Meribah,
there is sure to be a Rephidim close by. Long did the battle last, sore
was the fight; from morning until the going down of the sun might be
heard the clash of steel and the shouts of those engaged in the
combat. The battle surged continuously from one side of the valley to
the other. Now there is a shout from the ranks of Amalek, “They flee,



they flee!” and shortly we see Israel make a fresh attack, and with an
impetuous rush that carries everything before it, they turn the tide of
battle, and hew their way to victory. The enemy staggers; their
courage fails; and for a moment panic seizes all the ranks. They make
one more desperate attempt, and with the energy of despair, they
again close their columns and show a bristling front. But all in vain,;
Israel like an overwhelming flood bursts full upon them, and with the
shout, “The Lord of Hosts is with us,” sweeps on to final conquest. It
was no mere defeat — it was an entire rout.

Why was glorious victory thus secured for Israel’s side? The answer
is easily given. The fight was the Lord’s and not man’s. The triumph
came from the arm of Jehovah, not from the weapons
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or His people; and consequently, Moses did right when he erected an
altar, and called the name of it ‘Jehovah Nissi;’ which is, being
interpreted, ‘the Lord my Banner,” The Lord looked down upon the
conflicting armies, but not as an unmoved and uninterested
spectator. The battle was the Lord’s, and though unseen, he occupied
the field. On Amalek He frowned, and that frown withered their
strength and froze their prowess. On Israel, His smile rested like a
golden sunbeam; and that smile nerved their arms with tenfold
might and rendered them invincible. “Ah, Amalek, you have entered
upon a hopeless encounter; no feeble man of dust has taken the field
against you; but arrayed before you is the God of battles.” The Lord

who is a “man of war,” ¥*° 153 has come clothed with thunder to meet
you, and not merely do the stars fight against you (as with Sisera),
but He who upholds them in their courses. Where God wars there
can be no question about the victory, and where his banner leads
there can be no defeat.

But let us now forget the ensanguined76 armies and concentrate our
thoughts on the up-reared altar and the title given to it, “Jehovah
Nissi.” Surely, beloved, we have here in richest metaphor our Lord
Jehovah Jesus. Who is a Banner save He? And of whom but He can
the exulting saint exclaim “Jehovah Nissi.” We will look upon this
subject in several aspects, and try and discover in what respects our
Master is the banner. Our divisions will be as follows — first, the
banner was always the centre of attraction; next, Christ as a banner



is the banner of all Christendom. Christ as a banner is a banner
unfurled. As a banner He is the subject of continual attack. As a
banner He gives the signal for ‘March;’ and He is a banner that
always leads to certain victory.

I. THE BANNER wAS THE CENTRE OF ATTRACTION. It was usually
planted on some hilltop or eminence where, from far and wide, it
might be seen. From all quarters the hosts marched forward,
converging to that spot, and around the unfurled banner they
pitched their great encampment. Can we not see in this a lively
picture of our Lord, and the attractive power of Him who said, “And I

if I am lifted up, I will draw all men to me”? /0" 12:32

Does this not depict the one concerning whom the dying patriarch
said (while the film of death was fast glazing his eye), “The sceptre
shall not depart from Judah, nor a lawgiver from between his feet,
until Shiloh comes; and to Him shall be the gathering of the people.”

Gen 49.10 Yeg it is a blessed truth that whenever and wherever Christ
is lifted up, then and there his power to attract is made plain.

The elect of God, drawn by a power they have no ability or will to
resist, take their places beneath its far-spreading folds. As we
endeavoured to show you this morning while preaching from Acts
18.10, the uplifting of Christ is God’s chosen means to draw to
Himself his hidden people. It is a divine loadstone that draws with
irresistible force, hearts of steel. So mighty is its magnetic power that
it attracts those on whom all other means have failed. Let us for a
moment turn to the book of our remembrance and peruse its pages,
and we will find this fact written in them. Long had we heard the
loving tale of Christ’s humiliation; we had seen Him as the weary
traveller, and as the weeping mourner;
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and yet our hearts remained untouched. We had often been
compelled to take our stand before Mount Sinai; but though its
lightnings flashed into our very eyes, and its thunders crashed right

over head, our heart remained hard as rock” — yes, pride seemed
more rampant in that dread storm than ever — we felt we might be
broken, but we resolved we would never bend.



There have been moments when Hell argued with us, and all its
sentences were written in glowing flame; moments when perdition
forced itself upon our thoughts, and made us dread the death that
never dies. But though our knees shook with fright, our hearts
remained unmelted. Sinai and Hell both failed. So also did Heaven,
for though we read of its glories, and heard tell of its joys, and
sometimes had a languid desire at last to find our way there, we still
remained unattracted, and revelled in the world. But when a
bleeding Saviour hanging on a tree met our sight, then not only were
our eyes riveted, but an unseen hand touched every heart-string. We
looked — and looked — and looked again — and felt that as we
looked, we were being drawn with silken cords nearer, yet nearer
still, until we found ourselves as penitents at his feet, and learned
that

“His mercy was more than a match for our heart,
Which wondered to feel its own hardness depart.”78

Beautifully has old John Newton described this sweet experience as
his own: —

“In evil long I took delight,
Unawed by shame or fear;

Till a new object struck my sight.
And stopp’d my wild career.

I saw one hanging on a tree.
In agonies and blood.

Who fixed His languid eyes on me.
As near the cross I stood,

Sure never till my latest breath.
Can I forget that look:

It seemed to charge me with His death,
Though not a word he spoke.

A second look He gave, which said
I freely all forgive;
This blood is for your ransom paid,

I die, that you may live.””



Surely there are hundreds here this evening who are living witnesses
to the truthfulness of what we are saying. And is it any marvel or
wonder that an uplifted Christ has this power? I answer ‘No,” for on
this unfurled banner can be read an answer to every fear, a supply for
every need. The trembling conscience-stricken sinner, whose one
desire is to obtain “peace,” looks up with anxious eye, and reads
upon the waving banner, “Therefore being justified by faith, we have

peace with God.” R 51 The poor, weary, worn-out sinner, whose one
thought is “rest,” lifts up his eyes and reads, “Come to me all you that
labour and are heavy-laden, and I will give you rest.” The friendless
and forlorn wanderer, near broken-hearted, looks up to this banner,
and sees amid its ample folds, emblazoned as in golden letters,

“There is a friend that sticks closer than a brother.” Prov 18-24
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The soul, quivering like aspen leaf through fear and dread of coming
days reads, “Surely I will be with you.” The sinner nearly in despair,
through an overwhelming sense of his own defilement, reads written
in the very centre of the banner as its chief scroll, “Come now and let
us reason together,” says the Lord; “though your sins are as scarlet,

they shall be as white as snow.” 12 18 “Ah ” he says, “that just suits
me,” and he takes his stand with the ever-increasing multitude. Thus
is the cross of Jesus our glorious banner; the centre of attraction to
weary, sin-sick souls. God grant that it may be so this evening, and
out of this thronging multitude may an uplifted Saviour draw many.

II. CHRIST AS OUR BANNER IS THE BANNER OF ALL CHRISTENDOM. On
this part of our subject I desire to speak with the greatest plainness,
as I am confident that here many mistakes are made. “Jehovah Nissi”
is no mere party flag or regimental colour, but the royal ensign of a
royal host. No one sect can claim it as its own to the exclusion of
others. It belongs equally to all who have been called to the “good
fight,” no matter to what portion of the militant host they may
belong. Do not think for a moment that I would advocate the
surrender of our party colours, or plead for the extinction of
denominations. Such a thing is an impossibility, and even if it could
he accomplished, I would be sorry to see it done. An army is none the
worse, but all the better for being made up of separate companies;
and it is no dishonour to a soldier if he loves his own regiment the



most, and thinks it the best. A union at the sacrifice of the smallest
truth is not to be desired or prayed for. But let us beware lest in
flaunting our distinctive banner, we hide from the eyes of any, the
royal ensign — lest we become so absorbed in the success of our own
party that we grow indifferent as to the progress of the entire host.
“Victory all along the line” must be our prayer and shout, and
nothing else must be allowed to satisfy us. We all look to the upraised
standard and together say “my Banner.” The Lord grant that there
may speedily be a more general recognition of this oneness among
His people: a nearness to each other through a universal nearness to
Christ. Let our party flags be seen by all means; but grouped around
Jehovah Nissi, not planted in its place. It is narrated that during the
times of the Crusade, when the lion-hearted Richard I of England,
the Emperor of Austria, and the King of France were jointly waging
war against the heroic heathen Saladin, a jealousy sprang up in the
camp between England and Austria. And one morning the British
banner was found lying in the dust on St. George’s Mount, with the
standard of Austria occupying its place. No sooner did impetuous
Richard hear of the insult offered to the royal ensign than he strode
forth alone, and before the assembled hosts hurled Austria’s ensign
to the ground, and caused the British Lion once more to take pre-
eminence, remarking, “Your banners may be planted around mine,
but never take its place.” So let it be with us, beloved. Upon the St.
George’s Mount of our heart and life, let the Lion of Judah, Jehovah
Nissi, alone have the place of honor.

ITI. Our BANNER 1S A BANNER UNFURLED. Jehovah Nissi is no
banner whose folds hang idly drooping in the quiet security of some
castle, a mere relic of the past, to be gazed on as a curiosity, but
never again planted on the battlements.
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It is this evening, as it has ever been, a banner exalted and unfurled.
When first man fell, and innocence departed, then was Jehovah Nissi
raised in Eden’s garden. True, it was but very partially unfurled, and
its rich folds hung in drooping wreaths, but still our fallen parents
read the promise it was reared to tell, “The seed of the woman shall
bruise the serpent’s head.” “°* 35 Time rolled on, and the days of

continual sacrifice approached; but through the incensed smoke that
rose from off the brazen altar could be dimly seen yet more unfurled,



“Jehovah Nissi,” And now the prophets grasp it, and shake out yet
more its folds, and in the hands of silver-tongued Isaiah it spread so
wide that an astonished world read, “He was wounded for our
transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement of
our peace was upon Him; and with His stripes we are healed.”

After the prophets, our Lord Himself planted the banner high on
Calvary’s cross; and from that eminence it streamed in all its
beauties while men and angels wondered. From that time right down
to the present moment, there have never been hands lacking to lift it
high. By earnest ministers — by martyr missionaries — by devoted
teachers in our Sabbath Schools — by laborious tract distributors —
the banner has been uplifted. How joyous is the thought that before
the eyes of assembled millions, this banner is being raised this
evening. Who can tell in how many sanctuaries — in how many
mission rooms in the dark places of the city — by how many dying
beds — are faithful standard-bearers to be found, who

“Point to his redeeming blood,
And cry, Behold the way to God.”™

IV. CHRIST AS A BANNER IS THE SUBJECT OF CONTINUAL ATTACK. An
eminent German writer has said, “It is no wonder that it is so, for the
enemy knows that for a host to lose its banner is not only a great loss,

but a great disgrace, and almost worse than a defeat.” o

If this banner can be wrested from the hands that hold it, rest
assured no artifice will be untried, no power left unemployed. “Christ
crucified,” stirs up all the animosity of the foe, and awakens his fear,
for well he knows that while this alone is the preacher’s theme, there
is but little hope for him. He has no objection to Christ as man, or
Christ as a model teacher; but Christ as a divine substitute — Christ
the Son of God, on Calvary’s tree — Christ, the sinner’s only hope —
is an uplifted banner that must be trampled in the dust, if it can by
any means be accomplished. To this end, he tries to dazzle the eyes of
God’s host by the flashy, flimsy, tawdry rags of Ritualism and bastard
Popery, and seeks to induce the host to accept them in exchange for
Jehovah Nissi. Rally round the banner, friends, and treat with
indignant scorn so base and insulting an exchange. Exclaim with old
Dr. Watts —



“Should all the forms that men devise
Assault my faith with treacherous art,
I'd call them vanity and lies,

And bind the Gospel to my heart.”™

The next point (and it is one I am desirous to force home with all my
power) is this,
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V. “JEHOVAH NisSI” IS A BANNER THAT GIVES THE SIGNAL FOR
“marcH.” There is, I believe, a semi-infidel society now in existence
which has had the astounding impudence to call itself “The Church of
Progress,” The name which it has pilfered rightly belongs to the
church purchased with a Saviour’s blood. Inscribed on its banner is
“Onward,” and its war-cry for ages has been “Forward.”

Jehovah Nissi leads to battle. It summons to the glorious war of
conquering the world for Christ. It proclaims a grand crusade against
the strong-holds, sin and darkness. The very mention of its name
recalls to memory deeds of heroic daring and life-long struggle. What
noble hands have grasped it, and planted it through seas of blood
upon the frowning battlements of the foe! What heroes have died
beneath its folds! Let the history of the past inspire us. God has never
been without His standard bearers, and never will be. The dying
hands of one have never relaxed their hold before others have
grasped the tottering banner, and carried it to further victory.
Stephen, the first martyr, falls amid the frenzied cries of execration
of an enraged mob; but the banner he bore so well only falls into the
hands of a Philip, who unfurls it with marvellous effect amid the
superstitious region of Samaria. It came into the hands of Paul, who
in a few short years, planted it triumphantly in Diana-worshipping
Ephesus — refined but idolatrous Athens — and grossly licentious
Corinth, with its infamous temple of Venus. I would to God there was
more in our day of his fiery ambition to see cities and countries won
to Christ — “a dying to see men converted.”

There has been lately a growing conviction in the minds of many,
that God’s church has in some measure been making a retrograde
movement, and losing its passion for souls. This conviction has given
birth to a letter by our dear friend and brother Mr. Spurgeon,



addressed to all the ministers who were once students in his college.
Let me read you just a passage or two from it.

“Being debarred from serving the Lord by my own public ministry,
it has been laid upon my heart to endeavour to stir up my brother
ministers to use increased diligence while they are permitted the
great pleasure and privilege of preaching the word. I pray that
every word I write may be approved of God, and may be by the
Holy Ghost rendered serviceable to you,

“It has struck me painfully that for some little time a somewhat
listless spirit has fallen upon many of the church, and perhaps
the ministers. A short time ago we heard more of special services,
revival meetings, and aggressive efforts upon the world; perhaps
these may still be in full and vigorous operation among your
people, but in many places it is not so; the pace of holy work has
Blackened, and the church is falling back into that dreary routine
which is easily reached, but deadly in its consequences.
Meanwhile our direst enemies, the Romanising Anglicans, have
taken up the weapons which we have laid aside, and are making
most ostentatious, and it is to be feared most successful, use of
them. They are evidently wise in their generation, for they not
only borrow from Rome, but they copy from us. Is this intended
by our Lord to irritate us to renewed activity? Does he thus chide
us by causing us to see how others burn with zeal, and in their
ardour compass sea and land to make proselytes? Does he not say
to us, “Behold how these men are quick to adopt all methods; are
you, my servants, dull of understanding?’”

God grant, dear friends, that these words may not as fall sparks in a
pond, but rather on tinder, and may they now kindle a flame in our
hearts which shall burn,
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and burn, and burn until we are in one entire glow, or rather white
heat for the dying masses that surround us. Jehovah Nissi was never
placed in our hands for us to be calmly indifferent; but to inspire us
with an absorbing ambition for its increase of glory. There are dark
places in the great East-end of London that need the bright shining
of the gospel — habitations of ignorance and vice which by their very
wretchedness, cry aloud for the “help of the Lord against the



mighty.” 798 523 One has but to take a walk along the squalid streets
and endless courts that surround this sanctuary to be convinced of
the truth of what I state. He must have a heart that is something less
than human who can make such a tour of inspection, and yet return
to his home with a soul anything but saddened and sickened with the
sights he has been obliged to witness. Often we are forced with
desponding spirit to exclaim, “Great God, how small a portion of the
city, after all the efforts that have been put forth, dwells beneath the
shadow of the glorious banner.” “Up,” Christians, “Up.” You
members of this Church, “arise,” and see if you cannot by some
means help to stem the flowing, filthy stream of sin that pours past
your very doors, and lighten the murky gloom that surrounds with
deathly blackness the small Goshen where you dwell. God forbid that
any of us should be slumbering while souls are being damned. By
that solemn hour of death, when the past — with its opportunities,
used and abused — will rise into view, and by the awful Day of
Judgment, when stewardships will have to be accounted for, I
beseech you, by earnest pleadings with your God, and ceaseless
efforts for the souls of men, to plant the Banner in some fresh hearts
and neighbourhoods. My greatest ambition and most earnest prayer
is to see a noble crusade made by this Church against the
principalities and powers, and strongholds of sin that surround us.
Willingly I would preach such a crusade (Oh that I had but power),
and inflame your hearts and mine to hurl themselves into the battle.

That was a wonderful spectacle that an assembled multitude beheld,
when somewhere about seven hundred years ago the mighty monk,
St. Bernard of Clairvaux, preached the second great crusade. I think I
see him as he stands upon the hill overlooking the quiet plain of
Vezelai. The wondrous gathering that has congregated from far and
wide surrounds him in awe-struck expectation. Among them are the
King and Queen of France, and to be numbered only by the
thousands, a multitude of steel-clad knights and warriors. A death-
like stillness pervades the host as Bernard begins to speak. From
those lips flew words that fell amidst the vast throng like sparks on
stubble. A very conflagration of wild, enthusiastic ardour was the
result. From every quarter arose the cry, “Crosses, Crosses, Crosses.”
On every hand he flung them, and at last to satisfy the clamourous
demand he tore to shreds his monkish cowl. Thus was the great but



disastrous crusade proclaimed. Beloved, we would this evening —
and we wish we had a St. Bernard’s power to do it — proclaim a fresh
crusade: not to deliver a sepulchre from sacrilegious hands, but to
deliver immortal souls from hell! Inspired with the desire, do you
cry, “Banners! Banners! Banners!” We give them to you tonight. In
every hand we place one bearing this device, “Jehovah Nissi.” Wave
it, child of God — wave it while you can raise an arm — and if you fall
upon the field, let its folds be your martial cloak around you, while
your hand still clutches it in the death-grasp.
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And now, lastly, let us for a minute or two dwell upon this blessed
truth that

VI. JEHOVAH NISSI ALWAYS LEADS TO CERTAIN VICTORY. This is more
than can be said of earth’s banners. 'Tis not many years since one of
the mightiest armies imperial power could command, marched
eastward with the eagle banner of France, led by one whose very

name had always seemed a guarantee of Vi(:tory.83 With confidence
and thoughts of spoil, they marched from town to town. Did they not
follow the banner that had waved triumphantly over a thousand
bloody fields? Was not “the General” at their head? Success was
certain. View that same army in its return from Moscow. See it after
it has met upon the field a Russian winter. Who can recognise in
those straggling groups, leaving the dying and the dead behind them
at every stop, the once gallant army, that swept on with martial steps
in all the pomp and pageantry of war. So much for confidence in the
banner of an empire.

But, child of God, Jehovah Nissi shall lead to no such bitter
disappointment and disaster. Its presence in the camp is victory
itself. Does it lead you into the thick of storm and tempest? It will be
your protection. Does it guide you into darkness? It will throw a light
upon the field. Does it pioneer you into fierce temptation? It will be
your power to resist. Does it lead you, as it eventually must, to the
cold waters of death? The moment your feet touch the waters, they
shall roll back as before the ark of old, and your passage shall be
made dry-shod. In the middle of the channel you will sing, “O death,

where is now your sting? O grave, where is now your victory?” €07 15:5



Glorious! Glorious Banner!! And thrice happy people who can call it
theirs.

Before we close, sinner, I want to have a word with you. You cannot
say this text with truth; far otherwise. Floating over you is another
banner altogether; its folds, black as perdition, droop heavily
overhead, like some black awful pall. Written in its very centre is one
word. Its lurid light reveals it. It is HELL. O sinner, sinner, you must
be either under one banner or the other. God help you now to escape
from your direful doom and flee with hasty steps to Jesus. Then you
will be able to look up into his face, beaming with forgiving love, and
say, “Jehovah Nissi,” the Lord, my Banner. God grant it may be so
with all, for Jesus’ sake.— Amen.
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“When you said, Seek my face; my heart said to you;
Your face, Lord, will I seek.” — PsaLm 27.8.

I feel dear friends that I have this morning to perform one of the
most difficult tasks possible; namely, to preach when there is no
preaching power in one. I am at the present moment in intense pain,
which, though chiefly concentrated in the head, seems to dart along
every nerve of the body. It is with some degree of difficulty that I can
even distinguish your faces as everything is at present in a wild whirl
around me. What few thoughts I had collected together upon this
lovely text, have broken away from my grasp, and like wild horses on
a plain, seem to challenge capture. I therefore cast myself upon your
generous sympathy and indulgence, and trust you will accept the
words spoken in weakness and the thoughts gathered together with
difficulty in the same spirit that led our Lord to make his kindly
allowance for the unwatchful disciples, “the spirit indeed is willing,

but the flesh is weak.” M2t 26-41 L et us then get to the work.

One of the sweetest marvels of nature is “the echo,” one that, to the
soul touched in any degree with poetic fire, must give birth to a
thousand thoughts and reveries. An echo! It is nature’s poetry that
charms and captivates the mind, yet almost fills with fear. Well do I
remember standing some years back upon a lone mountain-side —
on every hand were giant peaks that towered up above, and seemed



to frown on all beneath. Some were awful in their barrenness — their
swelling lines unbroken by shrub or bush or tree — while others had
their sloping sides mantled with a thousand pines. I was alone, and
the solitude oppressed me — in vain I listened for sound of human
footstep, singing bird, or bleating sheep. The silence was so intense I
thought I heard it. It seemed as if those monarch mountains had
awed everything into the stillness of death. I tried to think of the ages
they had reared their bald heads and darkening brows in one
perpetual silence — save when the storm-cloud wreathed their
shoulders and the thunder rolled amidst their crags — the thought
oppressed me more than ever. For almost countless centuries these
grand monuments of Divine Omnipotence had cast their dark
shadow upon the narrow rocky ravine that lay below. I felt as if the
very silence would crush me, and under an irresistible impulse,
rising from a fallen boulder on which I had been resting,
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I gave a shout. There was a moment’s pause, and then those silent
mountains found tongue. From side to side a very artillery was
maintained. Echo awoke echo, and a second only gave birth to a
third. The very pine trees seemed to nod their heads as they flung
“the echo back again.” The change was complete. I stood as one who
had awakened a spirit he had no power to restrain. I felt as if my very
presence there was an intrusion, and that the sleeping giants who
had been awakened by my call, were challenging my right to their
domains. From that moment to the present, I have held the echo to
be one of the most glorious phenomena of nature. But there is
another echo, ungiven by nature, and unheard in mountain glen,
which far more delights my soul — I mean the echo of the heart. The
soul’s response to the call of God — the grateful loving echo which
the renewed heart gives to the call of its Lord. Far superior is the
echo of grace to that of nature, for while nature repeats the words,
grace answers them.

We have such an echo in this morning’s text. The soul of the sweet
singer of Israel had been dwelling in silence; when all at once the
solitude is broken by a voice from heaven. “Seek my face,” rings into
every nook and cleft of the psalmist’s heart, and awakes his sleeping
powers. There is but a moment’s pause, and the echo is given back in
tones that have reached right down the ages to the present time,



“your face, Lord, will I seek.” I think you will now have caught the
thought we desire this morning to meditate upon, and may our Lord
grant that while together musing upon it, there may be heard within
the quiet of our breasts the still small voice of the Spirit calling us to
seek a Father’s face; and from this morning’s gathering, may there
resound a thousand echoes gathering volume as they roll.

Perhaps some may be led to ask, ‘Why has this text been selected for
a New Year’s morning subject? Is there anything in it peculiarly
suited to the occasion?’” Yes, I think there is, and it is this:
Throughout the year God will be calling us all by different voices to
seek his face; every hour the call will be heard, and the happiness of
the year will depend on the echo that the heart gives back. He who in
answer to every call, whether by mercy or trial, seeks at once his
Father’s face, will have a happy year even in trouble; while he whose
heart remains in sullen silence and heeds no calls of mercy, will dwell
in gloom amid a year of plenty.

The subject divides itself naturally into two divisions, namely, first,
The Call, secondly, The Echo.

First then, THE CALL. It is God’s reminder to a soul absorbed in the
business, care, and pleasures of this life, to seek amidst them all
God’s face and favour. And here let us make a frank confession
which, unless I am greatly mistaken, will be the confession of every
heart that knows anything of itself. It is a call that we often find
difficult to hear.” The illustration I employed in the introduction of
the sermon when describing the text as an echo, fails altogether to
describe the surroundings of the saint; for him there is no still quiet
that renders the hearing of the faintest sound a certainty, but on the
contrary, a very Babel of confused noises dins his ears.
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A thousand voices clamour for his attention, and it is often only by
straining the ear that the still voice calling “upward” can be
distinguished. Business man present, do you not find it to be so? Has
not the whirr of commerce often deafened you to everything else, and
has its roar not drowned all softer but sweeter sounds? You have
struggled to be “in the Spirit” during your hours of toil, but how hard
a work you have found it to be. You have sighed to hear the voice that
would raise you far above the maddening whirl of commercial life,



but the sigh was one of disappointment, for the hoarse shouts of
suicidal competition alone poured upon the ear. You were like a man
in a vast machinery room, surrounded by a thousand revolving
wheels and creaking straps, trying in vain to catch the words he knew
his bosom friend was speaking. It is one thing to hear the voice in the
sanctuary — though that is not always easy — and another to hear it
on the mart — in the exchange — behind the counter — at the desk —
or in the docks. The world of business is no lone mountainside on
which the faintest sound that floats upon the breeze not only may but
must be heard. It is the battlefield of life on which, to multitudes,
rages a life-long fight with many a confused noise. It is one thing to
be “calm in the closet’s solitude,” but it is quite another to be “calm
in the bustling street.”

Man of business, we recognise the difficulties of your position, and
our sympathy is yours. But remember that the acknowledgment of
the difficulty to hear the voice in no way says it is impossible. Far
from it. The car rightly tuned will hear it clear as a silver bell ringing
out its note above the surrounding Babel. Do not give way to despair
and do let not your heart lose hope. Although difficult, it is possible,
even in and over the clamour of business life to hear the call and give
the echo. But beside the noise of business life, there is that noise of
many cares. This difficulty will be understood by many to whom the
previous was unknown. All are not called to business, but all are
called to care. The speaker confesses to often finding it hard to
distinguish the voice of Heaven amid the many conflicting calls of
care. He has found it is possible to be so engaged, even in the work of
the Lord and His church, as to become over-absorbed, and permit its
cares to break into the quiet of the soul. There are others also here
this morning who find it as difficult as any, at times to hear this call.
I refer to the Mothers. Do you not find, dear friends, that domestic
cares and duties often perplex and harass and so occupy your time
that you feel as if it were next to impossible for you to have the quiet
of soul necessary to hear the voice of your Father inviting you to seek
his face? “Yes,” I think I hear you say, “it is too true; the little world
of my own home so distracts me with its many calls, that I often fail
to hear the call and give the echo.” In a word, beloved, every position
and station of life has its difficulties, and the greatest difficulty in this



noisy, busy, feverish world, is to always be listening to the voice,
“seek my face.”

But alas, there are some who have never yet heard it. How sad the
thought that in this Sabbath morning’s congregation there are men
and women whose hearts have never heard what to so many of us is
sweeter melody than all earth’s music. Ah, friend, you do not know
what you lose.
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Your mercies, received with scarcely a thought or gratitude, would
have a tenfold greater sweetness if you were to see them as calls from
a Father to seek his face. Your trials, which now seem to you like
crushing loads, and under which you repine and fret, would lose half
their weight and bitterness, if you could but read them as so many
invites to turn from earth, and seek a closer intimacy with God.

Poor soul, deafened to all heavenly music by the noise and strife of
life, my heart yearns over you, and my deepest thought concerning
you is “would that this morning the still small voice might find its
way within your breast, and awaken new and as yet unheard echoes.”

This Call is one, moreover, that is heard by God’s saints in different
degrees. All spiritual hearing is not equally acute. There are some
who sit and sing,

“Oh, this is life! Oh, this is joy,
My God, to find You so;
Your face to see, your voice to hear,

And all your love to know.”"!

— while others by their side can distinguish nothing but the roar of
an outside world. There are some naturally calm and contemplative
spirits that “dwell with Mary at the Master’s feet,” and who seem
enabled to detect in every providence a call to a higher life; while
there are others just as anxious to hear their shepherd’s voice, and
yet are ever troubled about much service, and the very clatter of
whose preparations fills their ear to the exclusion of their Saviour’s
word. The most spiritual mind, is that which is most prepared to
hear at all times the sweet call of the text. And he is the most
spiritually-minded Christian present, who most hears and sees in all
and every thing an invite to a closer fellowship.



Let us now look at a few different instrumentalities by which our
Lord calls us to seek His face.

1. He calls us by His word. Let us turn to memory, and see if we have
not often found it so. Have there not been times with us all when the
world upon which we have professed to turn our backs has gained an
extra power over us. Its glitter attracted us — its wealth allured us —
and for a moment we were almost tempted to think we had made a
hard bargain in giving it up. We needed something to recall us to
ourselves and to our Lord; and we found that something in the word.
How that text “What shall it profit a man if he gains the whole world
and loses his own soul,” tore off the tinsel and stripped the world of
its charms, and made us seek his face to find our joys. How often
when we have been dragged downwards with thoughts of mammon
and covetous desires, the word has come to our rescue and said with
a voice that commanded attention, “Do not lay not up for yourselves
treasures on earth, where moth and rust corrupt, and where thieves
break through and steal, but lay up for yourselves treasures in

Heaven;” Mat 6:19-20 apd at that voice we were led to seek his face as
our highest good.

Yes, the Bible is God’s reminder to our naturally earthly souls, and in
every chapter from Genesis to Revelation there sounds the call to
seek a Father’s face. It is only as we read the Word as God’s word to
us that we obtain the sweetness it has to bestow.
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It is recorded about that man of God — M’Cheyne — that to the very
end of his life his family devotions were full of life and marvellous
unction chiefly for this reason: that in his very manner of reading the
chapter he reminded you of a man poring into the sands for pieces of
fine gold, and from time to time holding up to you with delight what
he had found. “One gem,” he used to say, “from this ocean is worth
all the pebbles from earthly streams.”

2. The call to seek His face is heard in the means of grace he has
provided. The calm and quiet of the Sabbath day is a call
heavenward. There is something about it that casts over the soul an
unseen but felt influence as



“Composed and softened by the day
All things another aspect wear.” %5

Who among us has not known the sweet experience of having all
turbulent feelings hushed into serenity by the magic wand of the holy
day. Often before coming into this great city to labour, I strolled out
of the country town on a sabbath afternoon, and under some
spreading tree sat down to revel in the thoughts that spring from the
associations of the day. The quiet rustle of the leaves overhead — the
soothing sigh of the passing breeze as it glided through the boughs
and kissed the cheek — the merry chirp of the bird as it flitted from
the hedge row — and the bleat of the sheep scattered over the
adjoining meadow — all these rural sounds seemed to me to blend in
one sweet chorus of “seek my face,” and the very daisies, as they
turned their sweet white faces to the sky; and the butter-cups, as they
laughed in the golden light, seemed to write the same loving invite

upon the velvet sward.” And even in this vast metropolis, bereft as it
is of nature’s voices, is there not something in the very cessation of
its commerecial toil, that quotes the text? Blessed Sabbath! God’s gift
to toiling man! In your quiet hours I hear my saviour’s voice calling
me to “Come and rest awhile.” But not only in the day is the voice
heard. It sounds from the open sanctuary. Let some would-be extra-
spiritual persons sneer at the “House of God,” and call it worldly if
they like. There are many of us who bless God for it. It has often
proved His voice to us. We have come depressed with care and
harassed with the world, but in its quiet and holy services we have
heard our Father’s voice bidding us seek his face.

But above all, we are most loudly called by the voice of the “Mercy
Seat.”

Ah, friends, who can rightly estimate the value of the privilege of
prayer? A throne of grace that is always free? The glorious liberty of
coming at all times, with a certainty of finding it a time when “You
may be found?” In times of sorrow — in hours of bereavement — in
seasons of darkness and dismay — and in the confused noise of every
day’s life battle — there sounds forth from the “blood-stained mercy
seat,” the call to seek a face that is ever radiant with the smiles of
unutterable love.



3. The call is heard in manifest mercies. God’s acts of loving-
kindness towards us are not to be received by us with scarcely a
thought and buried in the deep grave of base ingratitude without our
learning from them any lesson, or hearing from them any voice.
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His mercies are his most loving reminders of himself. They are
golden fingers beckoning us to nearer fellowship with heaven. A
happy home — a loving wife — a frame buoyant with health — the
comforts of life denied to multitudes of others; all these and a
thousand other mercies enjoyed by many of us, call to us loudly to
“seek the face” of him who freely bestows them all. Believe me,
friends, our mercies are often removed through our loving them too
well, through our accepting their comfort, but refusing to obey their
voice.

4. The call is often given by trials. This point may, perhaps, come
home more to the majority present than any of the previous ones.
‘We are too prone to look upon our sorrows as tokens of anger,
instead of our Father’s voice to us. There is just as much love (if we
would always realize it) in the rod as in the kiss. The troubles of life
give the same identical call as what we term its mercies. I say, “what
we term,” because if it were not for our short-sightedness, we would
see that our very bitterest sorrows ought to be placed in the catalogue
of “Mercies.” Have you, friend, during the past year been called to
pass through the cold waters of bereavement — loss and
disappointment? They were but your God’s voice saying to a soul he
saw making earth too much its home, “seek my face.” It may be so
again with you this year. With all my heart I wish you a “happy year,”
yet I cannot dare to hope that it will be one free from all dark days.
But this I do hope and pray, that with all of us every trial may be
heard as a call “upward.” God often deals with us as a farmer did
with a sheep that would not follow in the way he wanted. He took its
little lamb away, and placing it on his shoulders, he walked along the
road. It was quite sufficient; the bleat of the lamb drew as with
unseen cords the mother after it. Our dearest loves and comforts are
often taken by the” great shepherd” to lead us in His footsteps.

5. The call is heard by the influences of the Spirit. I feel that here I
have a great difficulty in describing what I mean. The sweet working



of the Holy Spirit in the hearts of believers is something too delicate
to be portrayed in words. Let me, therefore, set forth the experience I
mean by calling memory to do its work. Can we not all remember
how after some long season of spiritual drought, when the heavens
above us have been as brass, there has come into our soul a fresh
spring time. Previous to that we had found no blessing in anything.
The Bible seemed to us a closed book, its verses and chapters yielded
us no joy. Prayer itself had become almost a weariness, as time after
time we rose from our knees as unrefreshed as when we bowed them,
and even the very services of the sanctuary had lost their charm.
When all at once a something crept over our spirits that defies
description. That something melted the heart that had so long been
frost-bound. Tears began to flow, but more through joy than grief.
The dead weight was slowly raised from our heart. We opened the
word that had appeared so barren of comfort; and lo! every verse
sparkled with heavenly dew. We knelt to pray, and instead of a stern
unrefreshing duty, we found it bliss. We poured out our confessions
and desires, and rose from the “Mercy Seat” new men.
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What had worked to change so rapidly yet so completely? We could
hardly say, except that in the quiet of the soul, amidst its gloom and
spiritual desolation, there had sounded the voice “seek my face,” and
that voice had turned our winter into summer gladness.

I1I. THE EcHo. Having listened to the many calls of God to seek his
face, we will now lend an ear to the saint’s response. What echo does
his voice awaken? What returning cry does it give birth to? Listen!!
“Your face, Lord, will I seek.” The first thing we will notice about the
echo is that it is one of the heart. “My heart said to You,” etc. There
are many who say it with the lip that never mean it in the heart, and
there are multitudes who say it by their actions that never breathe it
from their souls. A mere verbal echo — a parrot cry — is not what is
described here. In such an echo there is no melody that God delights
in. The truest formalist, whose soul and spirit are as dry as
parchment, can utter the words though he is as ignorant as a post of
the experience he professes. It is also quite possible to give an
exceedingly loud echo by our actions, while the heart remains as
silent as death. You may read the word — utter the prayer — keep the
Sabbath —attend the means of grace —and yet be a stranger to the



Psalmist’s feeling. Like a waxwork figure moved by machinery, you
may nod, and smile, and lift up your hands, and yet not possess one
iota more of life. Let us here put the searching question to ourselves,
“Does my heart say, “Your face, Lord, will I seek.” All worship (so-
called) in which the heart is lacking, is nothing less than a solemn
mockery — a hideous sham, devoid of all profit to the performer — I
dare not say worshipper — and it is an insult to the God before whom
it is performed.

God grant that throughout the weeks and months of this year the
silence of our hearts may be broken by this oft-repeated response to
our Father’s call. How has it been with us during the past year?
When the word has called us, what answer have we given? Have we
often gone to that blessed book to hear its voice, or is it a neglected
volume, in the very dust of which that rests on its cover, our own
shame might be written? Have the ten thousand mercies we have
received led us to closer communion, and called us to deeper
consecration, or have their voices been lost in the caverns of an
ungrateful heart? Have our trials been purifying fires making the
gold of our graces brighter reflectors of the refiner’s face, or have we
just ‘put up’ with them in stolid indifference, or murmured under
them with a hardening heart? These are important questions, for
trials and mercies never leave us as they find us, but either mar or
make our Christian life, What answer have we given to the call
sounding from the means of grace? Has the response been heard in
the sanctuary and prayer meeting, or do both testify against us and
exclaim, “We called, but you refused?” What obedience have we
given to the sweet admonitions of the Spirit? Have we been quick to
yield ourselves to their inspirations, or have we done our best to
strangle them in their birth? Has the Holy Spirit been invited or
grieved? Courted or quenched? If one may speak in this matter for
the many, there is cause for deepest humiliation on the part of all.
The call has been ringing clear and often given, while this echo at
best has been but faint and indistinct, and too often, alas! unheard.
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I will now conclude this sermon by two or three words of practical
advice, and the first is this: Be ever listening to hear the voice. We
often lose its melody by inattention and spiritual drowsiness. We
permit the world to occupy so much of our attention, that in its



conflicting cries we miss the voice which alone could make our heart
rejoice. While engaged in life’s busy world — enjoying daily mercies
— bearing our appointed burdens — or taking part in the service of
God’s house, let us ever be straining the ear to catch, amid other
sounds, the still small voice of love inviting us to seek His face.
Happy is that man who is ever found thus striving to detect the call
of heaven in the providences of life. He shall hear whispers of love
never heard by the unwatchful saint, and shall possess secret joys
unknown to the inattentive soul. The next word of loving advice is
this: When you hear the call, give the echo at once. Do not delay one
moment. Do not stay a minute; for in so doing you may lose a
blessing. The echo delayed may never be given. The sweet influences
of the Spirit, trifled with, may die away. Does something say to you,
“seek my face in my word,” then take down the book and reply, “Your
face, Lord, will I seek”? For perhaps, if resisting the desire, you say,
“there will be time for that a few hours from now,” when that time
comes, the desire may have departed; the book will appear “sealed;”
and a season of refreshing will have been lost. Does the same voice
within your soul say “pray,” then pray at once. If you can, get away
somewhere alone, and while the voice calls to prayer, pray. If unable
to obtain solitude, then lift up the heart in quiet, for your God can
read the desire of the heart. But any way, do not delay to give the
echo. The moment the sighing of the breeze is heard, set the sails; for
if not, it may pass away and leave your soul like “a painted ship on a
painted ocean.” God only knows what seasons of fellowship and
happiness we lose by refraining from obeying the first impulses of
the Spirit. It will indeed be a happy year, and one of spiritual growth,
if in all our hearts, before the call has died away in silence, the echoes
are awakened on every side. Let us close with this cheering thought.

The seeker shall never be disappointed. Listen to our Father’s
declaration, “I have never said to the seeking seed of Jacob, ‘Seek my

face in vain.”” 1524519 Earnest seeker, you shall assuredly be a happy
finder; and though at present your heart’s echo seems to have
awakened no other, yet persevere, and soon you shall hear the voice,
“Behold my face.” God grant that the call and the echo and the result
may abundantly be ours throughout this year of 1870.



P.S. — We have supplied in this sermon some of the things we
meant to have said, but omitted through our indisposition.
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“The young man says to him, All these things I have done from my
youth up;
what do I still lack?” — MATTHEW 19.20.

THESE are the words of the young ruler, who running to our
Saviour, and kneeling down before Him with earnestness betrayed in
every line of his countenance, said— “What shall I do to inherit
eternal life?” Our Lord, meeting him on the ground which he himself
had taken, namely obedience to the law, answered him, “You know
the commandments: do not commit adultery — do not kill — do not

bear false witness — honour your father and your mother.” Ltk 1820
The young man quickly and joyfully replied, “All these things I have
kept from my youth up, what do I still lack?” You have the answer of
our Master, “You still lack one thing; go sell all that you have, and

distribute to the poor, and take up your cross and follow me.” Lk 1822
The sad conclusion of the short interview was this — the young man
went away exceedingly sorrowful, for he was very rich.

Now we feel that in this special service to young men there is need
for us to be exceedingly careful what words we utter, and what
motive prompts them. Perhaps there may be some in this great
company who have come here this evening expecting to hear
something new, or something out of the way and startling — some
nice question discussed, or something speculative debated. We say to



such — “you will be bitterly disappointed, friend.” The burning desire
of those who conduct the Young Men’s Bible-class in connection with
which this sermon is preached, is not that you may have your ears
tickled — not that you may be merely pleased and spend a happy
hour, but that you may be saved. It was good advice that dear old Mr.
Jay of Bath, gave to a young minister, — “When you preach, aim at
getting something that will strike and stick,” and it is our desire to
say this evening, by the Spirit’s help, some words that will strike to
the heart, and having struck home, stick there. May the Lord now put
His hand upon our hand, as the prophet did upon the hand of the
young man; so that when we draw the bow at a venture, the arrow
may be divinely aimed, and carried directly to the heart by the great
Master. The Lord grant that some bolt taken from the quiver of his
word may pierce its way between the joints of the harness, and force
its passage through coats of triple steel, that the slain of Jehovah may
be a great multitude.

Let us notice first of all, the young man’s character; then secondly,
the young man’s question; and then lastly, the answer given to the
young man.
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I. First of all let us look at THE YOUNG MAN’S CHARACTER, and see
if he is not a representative of a great many who are found here
tonight. The first thing I notice in the character of this young man is,
that he was no Sadducee — he had not linked himself with those who
held the theory that the grave was the end of all, that there was no
resurrection — no hereafter — no eternity. The young man, from his
question, evidently believed that there was a hereafter: “good Master,
what shall I do that I may inherit eternal life?” Whether he mixed
with the Sadducees or not, whether they tried to influence him or
not, we are not told, but if they did, they completely failed. Eternal
life was a reality to him; he felt and believed that beyond death and
the grave there was a ceaseless duration of being; he knew that he
had to enter upon it, and he yearned that his eternity might be one of
life and endless joy, and not of death and never-ending woe; hence
the question.

Friends, most, if not all of you, hold the same belief that this young
man did. You believe that there is a hereafter. In spite of all that has



been said to the contrary, you cannot help but believe that eternity is
an awful reality, and no mere nightmare of weak minds. Although
called upon perhaps to mix with many bold scoffers, and to work in
company with desperate infidels; although perhaps necessitated to
hear these old-fashioned theories as they are called, laughed at from
Monday morning until Saturday night, and although called to do
business with the numerous Sadducees of the nineteenth century,
you have not been able to persuade yourselves as yet that there is not
a hereafter. And if in some small measure you sometimes succeed in
doing so, do you not find that all of a sudden there comes a mighty
conviction that sweeps away your theories like cobwebs or autumn
leaves from the forest boughs, and there comes a voice that will make
itself heard, saying, “there is, there is a hereafter, and after I am dead
I shall yet live.” Does unbelief say, “if a man dies, shall he live again?”
The answer echoes in your heart, vyes! HE wiLL. With the young man
then, you believe most firmly in the existence of a future state; no,
even more, you not only believe in a future state of joyful life, but you
also believe that there is a hell, even though that dreadful fact has
been so boldly and blasphemously called into question, and even
though many holding a high position in the religious world, and who
ought to know better, if they do not, are disposed to dispute it. You,
friends, have not yet been able to throw it aside as an exploded
dogma. Hell is a belief of your soul, and I can imagine many a young
man standing up and saying, “although it is a terrible thing to
believe, yet I believe it; and although I know I am not prepared for
eternity, yet at the same time I believe with all my heart that there is
not only an eternity of bliss for those who die in the Lord, but there is
also an eternity of woe for those who die out of Christ; I often wish I
could think otherwise, for I condemn myself in my belief; but it is a
sheer impossibility. Hell stares me in the face as a declared fact, and
I accept it as such.” Sometimes perhaps, you have tried to grasp what
eternity really is, and you have said with the speaker over and over
again, the words — forever! forever!! forever!!! and the more you
have uttered the words, the deeper the depth seemed in them, until
at last you have been obliged to come to the same conclusion as the
deaf and dumb boy, who, when asked “what is eternity?” wrote,
eternity — eternity is the life-time of the Almighty.”
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Thus I think in this first characteristic of the ruler, we have displayed
as in a polished mirror, the character and belief of the majority
present.

But notice further, that not only did he believe that there was a
hereafter, but he was thoughtful about it. There are a great many
who believe in an eternity, but by their life they make a lie of their
faith; they not only believe there is a hell, but they seem desirous to
have their faith confirmed by actual experience; believing in a
perdition, they nevertheless rush madly into it. Now so it is with you.
Like this young man, you cannot be thoughtless about it. You believe
it, and more than that, you cannot shake off its influence; you may
have tried, but the word eternity has haunted you and followed you
like your own shadow. Doubtless this young ruler had plenty of other
things to occupy his attention, and an abundance of pleasures
sufficient to amuse him; but wherever he went, an unknown
fathomless future stared him in the face, until at last, unable to bear
the crushing anxiety any longer, he cried, “Good Master, what shall I
do to inherit eternal life?” Has it not been so with some of you? No
matter where you have been, or how engaged, the thought of an
eternity beyond the grave has lowered over your head like some huge
storm-cloud — you have been forced by some irresistible power to
take your stand on the shore of that boundless ocean, until the roar
of its Atlantic waves has deafened you to every softer sound. Horror
struck, you plunged like a maniac into scenes of licentious pleasure
and mirth, in the vain hope that in them its solemn tones might be
escaped. Fruitless effort!! Amidst wild and riotous mirth you have
heard its funeral dirge, and notes only become more fearful by
contrast. In every cup of sparkling joy you found a dash of gall; it was
eternity. In every song you heard a jarring note; it was eternity. Like
a horrible nightmare, that word has filled you with fright, and the
more you struggle to escape its horror, the more intense it grows.

I remember having read an instance of the marvellous power this
single word will sometimes wield: it was as follows: — A lady having
spent, as was her custom, an afternoon and evening at the card table
and in the ball room, came home late at night and found her servant,
who was a godly girl, occupying her time in reading a pious book. She
bent over the girl’s shoulder, and looking for a moment at the open
page, laughingly said, “Poor melancholy soul! I wonder that you



don’t get tired of reading such dry stuff as that.” She retired to rest,
but not to sleep, for all night long she tossed to and fro, weeping and
sighing. Coming down in the morning, the servant noticed how ill
she looked, and kindly asked her if there was anything the matter. At
last bursting into a flood of tears, the lady said, “Oh! it was one word
I happened to see in your book, when I looked over you last night,
that troubles me; it has haunted me ever since.” “What word,
mistress?” said the girl, “That dreadful word eternity,” replied the
lady. “I would to God that there was no eternity, or that I was
prepared for it.”

O eternity, you word of boundless meaning, let your majestic tones
completely drown all other sounds in every young man’s heart
tonight; until, without a solitary exception, they all shall be
awakened into earnestness. Thank God! Many of you, like the young
man in our text, have been led, not only to believe in eternity, but to
seek a preparation for it.

136

There is another thing about this young man that speaks well for
him; namely, that his life had been without reproach. What he says
we may believe, for his character is one free from all deceit. Certainly
our Lord, who knew all things, believed his statement, for we read

that “He loved him.” Mar 10-21 With all truthfulness, therefore, he said
in answer to the duties enjoined upon him by Christ, “all these I have
kept from my youth up.” When our Lord spoke of purity, no guilty
shudder passed through him, no damning remembrance of
immorality oppressed him. He had lived a life free from sensuality,
and had no pale sorrowful face haunting him in his midnight
dreams, and whispering in his ears, “I will charge you with my ruin
at the Judgment day.” In answer to the command “Love your
neighbour as yourself,” he could reply “My hands are clean.” For if I
am wealthy it is not through building my fortune on the ruin of
others. I have never distilled my comforts from the lifeblood of my
neighbours, or surrounded myself with luxuries by taking the poor
man by the throat. If I have sometimes prayed at the corners of
streets, it has not been with a “widow’s house” sticking in my throat,
and the curses of desolate orphans hurled on my head. What I have,
has been obtained honourably, and with all my getting I have not lost
the love of the poor. “Well said, young man! I honour you for it, and I



would to God that it could be the boast of more who roll in
affluence.” ‘Honour your father and mother.” “This also I have done,”
he replied, “I have never tried to prove my right to be called a man by
speaking slightingly of the one who gave me birth, and my father’s
grey hairs have ever received a tribute of respect from me. The old
people at home will bear witness to what kind of a son I have been.”
“Good again young man. I do not wonder that my master loved you;
filial affection must ever command esteem.” Now I do not doubt that
many present have felt themselves described in this third particular
of the young man’s character, and there has been in the hearts of
some of you a feeling almost akin to self satisfaction, as hearing the

good points mentioned, you said, “Yes; that is my character. I am just
like him.”

I do not for a moment suppose that I am speaking this evening to
many who are openly licentious and profane. Such may be here; I
trust there are — but rather a mass of young men who possess many
amiable qualities, and who in many respects might serve as examples
to those who make far more of a profession; and this brings us to the
second point, which is

II. THE YOUNG MAN’S QUESTION. I think I can almost see the self-
satisfied smile that plays on his countenance — “surely,” he says, “I
am right now. I have said ‘yes’ to all the requirements mentioned,
and now what do I lack beside?” Let us do justice to the young man
and say first, this question was not asked boastingly. There was
nothing of the Pharisee in the young man. His meaning was not “I
challenge You, O Lord! to show me a single flaw in my character, or
point out a solitary excellence that I do not possess.” Not at all so. He
asked the question perhaps ignorantly, but at the same time
earnestly. We willingly grant that you ask the question in the same
spirit. You say tonight, “I do not pretend to represent myself as
perfect. I would not boast of what I am; nor glory in my own

excellence;” and in the simplicity of your heart you ask what do I lack
beside?
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But if it was not asked boastingly, it was asked ignorantly. This
young man had never seen the spirituality of the law. He did not
understand what the law actually required, or he would not have



ventured the question. What the law really requires perhaps is the
last thing we learn before we come to Christ. Until convinced by the
Spirit, we are perfectly satisfied if we give a formal and partial
obedience to the law’s commands; but when the light of heaven-
given knowledge shines upon the law, then we see it is an utter
impossibility to be saved by obedience to it. It is not only “You shall
not commit adultery,” “but you shall not lust.” It is not only “you
shall not kill;” but “He that hates his brother is a murderer.” It is not
only “You shall not steal,” but “You shall not covet.” The
requirements of the law, as explained by Jesus, strike far deeper than
the actions of the life, and reach to the desires and motives of the
heart. It is only when the spirituality of the law is thus perceived, that
all hope of ever being saved by it dies within us; and seeing our
miserable condition, we cry with all pride crushed out of us, “God, be
merciful to us sinners.” Ignorant of the requirements of the law, he
asked the question, as many of you do, “What do I still lack?”

But do you think with me, that this question was one more of
earnestness than anything else? Give the young man his due; he
meant “just show me what I lack, and I will go and do it at once. Just
tell me what is lacking and I will supply the deficiency immediately.”
I grant you that when he was told, he did not do it, but that was
because he did not know his true character, or his own weakness. Are
not you like him, friend? Are there not some here saying and
meaning it, “Lord, just show me what I lack and I will go and do it at
once.” As an eloquent preacher not far from this neighbourhood once
said: “If God were to say to sinners, walk from London to Newcastle
with spikes in your shoes and you shall be saved, there would be a
general pilgrimage there; but the simplicity of the plan of salvation
staggers them.”

And now the question having been asked, let us be all attention to
hear the answer.

ITI. THE ANSWER TO THE YOUNG MAN’S QUESTION.

Before giving in detail our answer to his inquiry, let us listen to
Christ’s. The young man came to our Saviour on the ground of legal
obedience, so he was answered in the same manner. “If then you
would be perfect, go and sell all that you have and give to the poor,
and you shall have treasure in heaven, and come and follow me.” Our



allseeing Lord at once put his finger on the weak point in the young
man’s character and pierced him through the flaw in his armour. He
made him see in a moment how little he knew of himself when he
asked the foolish question. With all mere moralists it is the same;
there is always some weak point which, when touched, causes the
true man to spring into sight. Doubtless many of you have read that
marvellous poem of England’s blind poet, John Milton, entitled
“Paradise Lost.” If so, you will remember that he describes Satan first
entering the garden to tempt our first parents disguised as a toad,
pouring his venom into Eve’s ear as she lay wrapped in sleep, thus
giving her troublous dreams and filling her with discontented
thoughts. But his entry there has been perceived by the ever watchful
host of God — the shining ones.
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Gabriel gives command to search the garden through, and leave no
nook or bower unexplored.

“Ithuriel and Zephon, with wing’d speed
Search through this garden, leave unsearch’d no nook.””’
Swiftly they obey, for

“So saying, on he led his radiant files,

Dazzling the moon; these to the bower direct

In search of whom they sought; him there they found.
Squat like a toad, close at the ear of Eve,

Assaying by his devilish art to reach

The organs of her fancy.”88

Thus intent, Ithuriel touched him lightly with his spear. At that
touch, up starts the grisly King of Hell, discovered and surprised
before them.

What Ithuriel’s spear was to the supposed toad, this answer of Christ
was to the young man. At our Lord’s touch, the concealed character
came out, and the hidden devil manifested itself; he turned his back
upon the Saviour, and went away. But let us now enter more into
detail as we attempt to give the answer requested, and God grant that
even now the Holy Spirit may exert his mighty power, and drive the
words home to many a heart. “What do I still lack?” He lacked, young
men, what alas some of you lack: a knowledge of himself, and of



God’s plan of salvation. He had never seen himself as he really was,
a lost sinner. Had he known himself, his language to our Lord would
have been far different from what it was; it would have been more
after this sort, “Lord a hell-deserving sinner bends before You, and
seeks mercy; if you were to spurn him from your feet, and consign
him to endless misery, you would be infinitely just, and he could say
nothing against the sentence; yet for your own name’s sake, have pity
and forgive.” He, with many of you, would never have known what it
is to be tried before the bar of God and hear the verdict “guilty”
passed, and feel himself condemned. He came to Christ with a heart
that had never felt its guilt or been broken with repentance. This
knowledge of himself he lacked, and a fearful lack it is — for he who
has never felt his disease will never taste the medicine; and he who
has never seen himself as lost, will never rejoice at being saved. He
also lacked a knowledge of God’s way of a sinner’s salvation. That
one word “do” — what shall I do? — reveals his ignorance, for if he
had known how God saves the sinner, he would have also known that
his doing was unrequired. “Do,” is the religion of the law. “Finished,”
is the religion of Jesus. There is just this difference between salvation
by the law and by the gospel. The former is a way of two letters, DO.
The latter of four, DONE. Until convinced by the Spirit, the cry of the
man is what must I DO? But when taught by the Spirit, his
exclamation is, “I trust, O blessed Jesus to what you have DONE.”

What, dear friend, is your trust — is it trust of two letters or four? If
of only two, then, like the young man in our text, you are still lacking
the knowledge of God’s way of saving the sinner.

And now let us for a few minutes have some close conversation
together. Will you please forget that I am a minister, and only think
of me as a young man like yourselves, who having tasted the joy of
being saved, is anxious that you should do the same. I wish to ask
you a plain straightforward question, and ask you with equal
frankness to give a truthful answer,
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not to me but to the God before whom we shall both have to appear. I
ask you, young man, and you, and you: have you ever known what it
is to feel yourself condemned? Has the sentence of your doom ever
rung in your ears? Are you now willing to be saved God’s way even



though it puts you into the dust, or are you still clinging to some
fancied goodness of your own? If so, I ask you tonight, before you
retire to rest, to pray this prayer before God until he answers it. —
“Lord show me myself.” A young man some years ago prayed this
prayer for weeks, until at last the Lord answered him, and showed
him such terrible things about his own defilement, that in an agony
he cried, “And now, Lord, show me yourself.” That prayer was also
answered, for Jesus manifested himself to him as his allsufficient
Saviour.

My dear friend — would that I could say brother — let both these
prayers be yours tonight. “Lord show me myself, and let me see my
depravity — let me feel my sinfulness though the sight blasts all
comforts and breaks my heart.” And then pray, “Lord, show me
yourself. Show me what Christ has done and suffered for me. Now
that you have shown me my malady, show me your medicine for it.
Now that you have struck my heart and broken it, graciously bind it
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up.
“What do I still lack?” He lacked life, or a change of heart. He was
what we attempted to describe to many of you the other Sabbath
afternoon — a whited sepulchre. Outwardly, fair to look at; yes, even
lovely in its purity — but do not go within. If you were to enter, you
would only find it icy cold — dreary dark — full of the smell of death,
and inhabited by corruption itself. So it was with the young man, a
character outwardly spotless, only hiding a heart full of uncleanliness
and spiritual death. My brother, let me again ask you a question.
“Have you been converted? Has the heart as well as the life been
changed? Is there beneath your breast a heart as cold and lifeless as a
stone, or is there one of flesh? Take my Master’s word for it: if your
heart is not changed, you are a lost man. If there is not that radical
change within, I do not care what there is without. You lack the new
birth, and with that you lack everything.

This thought leads us to our closing one, namely, that he lacked the
one thing needful. It is possible to lack only one thing, but that one
lack is such as to render everything else valueless. Let me try in one
or two illustrations to show you what I mean. There is a man in
yonder blazing house that seems one sheet of flame from basement
to garret. I see him as he vainly shouts from the upstairs window.
There is only one thing he lacks, but that is the fire escape. See in his



danger, dear friend, your own position. But I will multiply similes, if
by any means I may wake you up to your great lack. A fearful tempest
is brewing; — the clouds, charged with omnipotent thunder, are
lowering over your head — the first heavy drops are just beginning to
fall — the lightning already scathes the distant horizon, and every
successive flash comes nearer — the heavens above are contracted
into one black frown, and threaten to blast you forever. You just lack
one thing, and that is a refuge from the storm, a covert from the
tempest. Again, I see a deluge poured out upon you — the waters
spread on every hand, and every moment their black angry waves
rise higher. Hill top after hill top is covered, and still the waters
deepen.
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Ah! I see you now as you fight like a madman for a foothold upon the
only mountain peak that rears its head above the advancing tide. You
are now alone, the only one left, and the cold waters seem to mock
your agony of soul as they rise inch by inch. There is but one thing
you lack to save you, and that is the ark that glides silently by and
soon disappears within the gloom. Friend, you are called to pass
through an icy stream called death. Already you stand upon its bank
and an irresistible power urges you forward. You can see its depth is
fathomless, and awestruck you put your foot within its stream. There
is but one thing you lack, and that is the ferry boat. Yet once again: In
a few short years at most we must meet at the Judgment throne of
Jehovah. Yes, we must meet. In a few minutes this great throng will
have dispersed, and in all probability I shall never again behold some
of you on earth; but I shall meet you. There is not a young man
present that will not be found in that crowd before the throne. The
day I think has come. The trump of the archangel sounds, “Come to
judgment,” and tremblingly you obey its summons. Why tremble so?
Because you find out when alas it is too late, that you lack only one
thing, but that one thing is the only thing that can make you stand in
that awful hour. “Rocks fall on me, hills cover me,” is the cry of
anguish extorted by the lack of the one thing needful.

Thinking over this subject in my study, and trying, if possible, to
pierce the future of some, I suddenly conceived myself standing at
the death-bed of one of tonight’s hearers. I heard your voice as it
grew husky in death, and watched, with tearful eyes, your last



desperate struggle for breath. Your mother sobbed in my ears “he is
gone, he is gone.” Anxious to know your end, I thought I followed
your spirit in its upward flight! Oh, how intently I watched you, and
said, “He was at the special service for young men on February 13th
— is he safe?” I followed you up and up, and lo, I saw the gates of
pearl before you, and my heart leaped for joy, as I exclaimed, “Thank
God all is well.” But just at that moment one of the shining ones met
you, and placing his hand upon you, said, “Stop, young man, what is
your warrant to enter?” Eagerly I listened for your answer, hoping it
might but be “THE BLOOD!” but no! I heard you say, “I have not
been guilty of this crime, or committed that sin; I have done this, and
tried to do that; in fact there is but one thing I lack, and that is
conversion.” “Sir, said the angel, that one exception damns you.” My
heart bled, as I beheld you hurled like lightning from Heaven’s gate
to hell’s abyss. What do I still lack? God grant that this question may
ring in your ears until, convinced that you are lacking that one thing
needful, you cast yourself as a sinner into the arms of Christ, and find
your all in him. The Lord save you all, and give you all that one thing
you now lack, for Jesus’ sake.—AMEN.
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“Without Christ.” — EPHESIANS 2.12.

IN this chapter Paul does his very best to magnify the exceeding
riches of the grace of God. So jealous was he of the glory of free
grace, that he laid the axe at the root of the tree of human pride with
a ringing stroke. He shows the members of the church at Ephesus
how entirely dependent they were for their salvation on the full, free,
sovereign favour of God. He reiterates over and over again the fact
that they were saved by grace through faith, and that that faith was
not of themselves, but it was in itself a pure gift of God. “Not of

works, lest any man should boost,” “P" 29 was the apostle’s much-
loved creed and oft-repeated assertion. Having magnified the grace
of God as demonstrated in the salvation of the sinner, he tries next to
stir up the hearts of the members of the church to abounding and
overflowing gratitude for that grace having ever touched them, and
embraced them in its loving arms; for he says, “remember what you
once were; turn over the pages of your memory; go back just a few
years; think of what you were before mercy met with you. If grace
had never magnified itself in you, what would your career have been,
what would be your present position? Let the past rise up before you.
Think, at that time — with some of you only a few years back; with
some of you perhaps only a few weeks — remember, he says, “that at
that time you were without Christ.” But now behold the marvellous
difference; “you who sometimes were afar off are made near by the



blood of Christ.” Shall such a marvellous act of God’s grace be done
in you, and yet your hearts remain cold, and still, and lifeless, frozen
in base, unworthy ingratitude? Awake! Awake!! Utter a song, and
extol in flowing praise Him who by His sovereign grace has made you
thus to differ.

Now, in Paul’s description of the sinner before conversion, you will
notice he uses several negatives; and often that picture is the most
striking that abounds the most in negative tints. The descriptions we
have of heaven are chiefly negative; we are told of what there is not
in heaven far more than of what there is.
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All we know of heaven (speaking generally) is what it lacks. We know
that in heaven there is no sorrow, no pain, no sickness, no curse, no
night. Multiply the number of negatives — tell me what there is not,
and I will perhaps get a clearer idea of what there is.

Now, as in the case of describing heaven by negatives, so is it in the
picture of the sinner’s condition. Paul tells me here what the sinner
does not have, and then by finding what he fails to possess I can
more clearly find out what he actually has. He is a man without
Christ; he is one who is a stranger and a foreigner to the grace of
God; one without God in the world and without hope. Often, as we
have already remarked, you can best find out what a man has by
describing what he does not have. To use a very homely illustration, I
think if I wished to stir up your hearts to liberality in order to help
some distressed one, I would try to picture, in negative tints, that he
had no fire, no blankets, no shoes for the children, no comforts in
life, no friends; and then, having shown you what the man did not
have, you would be the better able to form an opinion as to the little
that the man did possess. Now you have here the picture of the
sinner drawn in negative tints. In a word, he is a man without Christ.
Now I know that if the Holy Spirit will only enable the speaker
tonight to bring out in some humble measure the real teaching of the
text, and if that same Holy Spirit will but give power to the word, and
apply it to every hearer, so that we may in some small measure
understand what it is to be without Christ, there will surely be hearts
constrained to bend and break.



“WrtHour CHrisT.” Let us notice first of all, WHAT 1S THE STATE
DESCRIBED HERE? or in other words, WHAT 1s IT FOR A MAN TO BE WITHOUT
Curist? And then, when we have tried to delineate that state, we will
notice secondly, THE HorroR OF THE STATE; for the most awful thing
that can be said of any man or woman is: he is a man without Christ,
or she is a woman without Christ.

Now in order that none may escape, let us have exceedingly close
dealing with our own hearts, and with each other, on this point.
What is the state described here — what is it to be without Christ?
Let me first tell you what it is not to be without Christ. It does not
necessarily mean to be without any knowledge of Christ. When we
quoted the words “without Christ,” some of you no doubt had
immediate visions such as these before your eyes; you thought of
foreign lands where the glory of the gospel has never arisen; you
thought of the heathen dwelling in thick darkness, and of those who
still sojourn in the land of the shadow of death; you pictured to
yourselves the deluded Hottentot; and conjured up before your eyes
a miserable multitude of men and women who had never heard the
name of Jesus, that who are perhaps at this moment bowing down to
stocks of wood and stone; and you said with pity, ‘they are the people
without Christ.” And some of you thought of the courts and slums,
reeking with foulest vice, and dark as heathendom itself, that are to
be found not far off from your own residences; you thought of some
of those “City Arabs” who have not been brought up, but dragged
through life;
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you thought of one of those, who to the City Missionary’s question as
to whether he knew the Lord Jesus Christ, replied, “he didn’t think
he lived in the street, as he had never heard his name mentioned,”
But stay, Sir, we have to come nearer home. Without Christ does not
necessarily imply that a man is without a knowledge of Him. It is
possible for a man to live in a blaze of gospel light, and yet be as
much without Christ as the heathen who has never heard the name
of Jesus breathed. It is possible to be brought up from infancy with
the name of Jesus sounding in your ear more frequently than any
other; to come and hear a rough but faithful and plain preacher week
by week; and although surrounded by gospel privileges you are as
much without Christ as if you had never heard the name of Jesus in



infancy, or been brought in early years to hear the gospel truth, but
had been cradled in heathenism and brought up in the blackness of
ignorance. No indeed, we will go further and say, there are many
persons who know a great deal of Christ, and yet they are without
Him. It is possible for a man to know the history of Christ, and yet be
without Him. There is a man yonder who knows perhaps far more of
this book than some of us do, who we trust can truthfully call
ourselves God’s children. He knows the life and history of Christ, and
can recount it without turning to a single page. His sermons, His life,
His bloody sweat, His cross, His passion, His death. All these things
the man has at his fingers’ ends, and at the tip of his tongue. He
could stand up and talk glibly on this platform of the life and death of
Christ, and perhaps draw a picture of Christ’s present glory; and yet
the man himself is without Christ.

There is a vast difference between knowledge and possession. I may
know a great deal about a thing, but that does not in any way prove
that I possess it. Why, there is a man there who knows all about the
coinage of this country — the manufacture of bank notes — all about
gold and silver refining — and yet the man himself is utterly destitute
and without a sixpence. He may be able to detect the genuineness of
a sovereign by its ring, and yet perhaps not have a penny with which
to buy a loaf of bread for himself or his children. It is possible for a
man to be so well up in the history of Christ — to be so well taught in
the externals of religion — that we may scarcely be able to detect
whether he is a genuine Christian or a sham, and yet he is not in
possession of Christ. A man yonder, who is a chemist, may be able to
tell you all about the properties of water — he knows its component
parts, and could lecture about its wonders for the hour together, and
yet the man dies on the arid desert for lack of a single drop. And do
you not think there are many who know much of this book in their
head — much theoretically of Christ — but who are dying for lack of
Him? Alas, yes, thousands upon thousands. Without Christ does not
therefore necessarily mean, you will perceive, a man without any
knowledge of Him.

But let us go a step further. To be without Christ does not necessarily
mean to be without any respect for Him. A man without Christ need

not perforce89 be the bold, blasphemous, profane swearer, who only
mentions the holy name to mock it.
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There are men without Christ who bow their knee every time the
name of Jesus is mentioned; there are many without Christ who walk
with the most sedate solemnity to their places of worship, with the
Bible, the Prayer Book, and Hymn Book in their hands. They are
horrified if they hear an irreverent word spoken of Christ. There are
multitudes of men who pay all the outward decorum, and a
superabundance of it, to the religion of Jesus, and yet who lack just
this one thing — Christ Himself. There are respectful knee-bending,
psalm-singing heathen, as well as blasphemous heathen. As you
came along the street this evening you were compelled to hear the
round oath of the sabbath-breaker as he passed by. With a shudder,
you exclaimed, “thank God, I am not like that man;” and yet you are
like that man, for that man is simply without Christ, and you, with all
your respect for the name of Christ, are similarly destitute.

Remember too, that to be without Christ does not necessarily mean
to be without the name of Christ. No, there are many who bear the
name of Christ that do not have Him, Himself. You may go to your
Churches to find men without Christ — you may go to your Baptist
Chapels, or any other denominational sanctuaries you please — and
in those buildings you will find men who, although members of the
respective churches, and bearing the Saviour’s name, are yet without
Christ. You may (sad fact) go even into some of our pulpits and find
men, such as Dr. Guthrie describes, “like skeletons holding out in
their bony hands a flaming torch.” Like sign posts, they direct others
to the road, but never move a foot along it themselves. Like church
bells, they ring others in, but they themselves remain without. A
means of life to others, they are yet spiritual corpses themselves.

What is it then to be without Christ? I will tell you in a few words. To
be without Christ means first, to be without any faith in Him. It is
faith that gives possession. I cannot say Christ is mine until by
simple faith I have stretched out my hand and laid it upon Him, and
so appropriated Him. The moment, as a sinner, I trust Jesus, that
moment he becomes mine. A man who is without Christ, is a man
who has Christ standing without, knocking at the door of his heart. It
is when He is without, that we are without Him. I think I can hear
some of you say, “that is very simple; but how am I able to tell
whether I have faith or not?” We will put a test which I think will



come home to every heart. The man without Christ is a man who is
without love to Christ. Faith works by love; and if there is faith in a
man’s soul, it will not be long before it shows itself in love. A man
without Christ is one who has never sung with gushing heart: —

“My Jesus I love You, I know you are mine,
For You all the pleasures of sin I resign;
My gracious Redeemer, my Saviour are you,

If ever I loved You, my Jesus, 'tis now.””"

The man who is without Christ is an utter stranger to that sweet
experience which makes us sing, —

“Jesus, the very thought of You
With sweetness fills my breast;
But sweeter far your face to see,
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And in Your presence rest.”
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Come sir, have you ever felt that love? Can you say — “Lord, you
know that I love You?” I think I hear many of you say “no, I have
never felt that yet.” Then, if you have never felt it, you are still
without faith in Christ; and those who are without faith in Christ are
without Christ Himself.

Just let me for a few moments hold up the mirror before some of
you; and as you look into it and see the character of the man without
Christ reflected, may you be led to exclaim — “It is I.” Here is the
mirror then. The man we have attempted to describe is the man who
possesses almost everything but Christ; he has health, and has never
perhaps been laid aside a day from his work; but he is without
Christ. He is surrounded by friends; there are many who will speak a
good word for him and do a kind action; and it is his boast that he
has never lost a friend he has ever made; but he is without Christ. He
has respectability and good standing in society; his name would be
taken anywhere for any amount; but he is without Christ. Number up
all his possessions — count up the sum total — he has this and that,
and the others; but in all his pos