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Reform

Now when all this was finished, all Israel that were present went out to
the cities of Judah, and brake the images in pieces, and cut down the
groves, and threw down the high places and the altars out of all Judah
and Benjamin, in Ephraim also and Manasseh, until they had utterly
destroyed them all. - 2 Chronicles 31:1

It is a pleasant sight to behold the thousands assembled together for the
worship of God, but it is lamentable to reflect, how often the reverence
which is exhibited in the sanctuary is lost when the thresh-hold is passed.
How frequently the most earnest address of the preacher is forgotten, and
becomes as "the morning cloud, and as the early dew." We very often go
up to the house of God, and imagine that we have done our duty when we
have gone through the round of the service: self-satisfied, we return each
man to his home. Oh that we would remember that the preaching of the
gospel is but the sowing! afterward the reaping must come. To-day we do,
as it were, lay the first stone of an edifice; and henceforward that edifice
must be built, stone by stone, through your daily practice, until at last the
top-stone is brought forth with shoutings of joy and gladness. Well said
the Scotch woman, when her husband asked her, on her return from the
house of God sooner than usual, "Wife, is the sermon all done?" "Nay,
Donald," said she; "it is all said; but it is nae begun to be done.” There
was wisdom in her pithy saying, a wisdom which we too frequently forget.
Praying is the end of preaching. Reformation, conversion, regeneration -
these are the ends of the ministry, and a holy life should be the result of
your devout worship. We have read in your hearing the story of the great
Passover, which was held in the days of Hezekiah. One almost envies the
men of that, time; we might almost wish that we could be carried back
some thousands of years, that we might have been there to see the solemn
sacrifices, to behold the priests, as with joyous countenances they sang
the praises of God, and to have mingled in that countless throng, which
stood at one hour to listen to the Levite, at another hour gathered round



the priest; again, at another season clapped their hands for joy at the
sound of the golden trumpets, and then outvied the trumpets by the
magnificent sound of their vocal praise. But, beloved, when that scene
had vanished, and the multitude had gone to their homes, Hezekiah
might have sat down and wept if there had not been a fitting effect from
so great a gathering. Isaiah the prophet, I doubt not, was one of the
gladdest in all the crowd. Oh, how his noble heart beat for joy, and how
eloquent was his seraphic tongue when he preached among the people,
and cried, "Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he
that hath no money; come ye, buy, and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk
without money and without price." But sad indeed would his heart have
been, notwithstanding all the delightful excitement of the day, if he had
not seen some glorious consequences result from the ministrations and
from the great gatherings of the people. In our text we are informed, that
the Passover did not end with the seven days twice-told of its
extraordinary celebration. The Passover, it is true, might end, but not its
blessed effects.

Now there are three effects which ought always to follow our solemn
assembly upon the Lord's day, especially when we gather in such a
number as the present, with shouts of joy and thanksgiving. We should go
home and first break our false gods; next, cut down the very groves in
which we have been wont to delight, and after that break the altars
which though dedicated to the God of Israel, are not according to
Scripture, and therefore ought to be broken down, albeit, they be even
dedicated to the true God.

I. To begin then, the true result of all our gatherings should be, in the first
place, to BREAK TO PIECES ALL OUR IMAGES. "Thou shalt have none
other gods before me." Every place is before God. Every thing is before
his face and open to him. Therefore by this command we understand that
we are in no way, and in no sense to have another god, but the Lord our
God. What! do you ask, are we a nation of idolaters? Can this text pertain
to us? Would not this be a proper rebuke to address the Hindostanee, or
to speak to the benighted inhabitants of the center of Africa? Might we
not exhort them to serve Jehovah and to dash the gods of their fathers in
pieces? Assuredly we might. But imagine not that idolatry is confined to



nations of a swarthy hue. It is not in Africa alone that false gods are
worshipped; idols are worshipped in this land also, and by many of you.
Yea, all of us, until renewed by divine grace, worship gods which our own
hands have made, and we do not fear, and love, and obey the living God
with our entire and exclusive homage. Once however, let grace be
received into the heart, let the soul be renewed by the Holy Spirit, once
drink in the free life of Jesus, and these false gods must be broken in
pieces at once.

The first god who is worshipped among us is one called self-
righteousness. The Pharisees were the high priests of this god; they burnt
incense every morning and every evening before him, but he has ten
thousand times ten thousand worshippers still left. Among your
respectable classes of society he is the received divinity. If a man be
respectable, he thinks it all-sufficient. Among your moralists, this is the
great god before which they bow down and worship. Nay, among sinners
themselves, men whose character is not moral, there is, nevertheless,
found an altar to this god within their hearts. I have known a drunkard
self-righteous, for he has declared that he did not swear; and I have
known a swearer self-righteous, for he trusted he should be saved
because he did not steal. Until we are brought to know our own lost and
ruined condition, self-righteousness is the god before which every one of
us will prostrate ourselves. Oh, my dear friends, if we have worshipped
God in this house to-day, let us go home determined to aim a blow, by the
help of God, at self righteousness; let us go home and prostrate ourselves
before God, and cry -

"Vile and full of sin I am."

"Lord, I confess before thee, that I have no good works in which to trust,
no self-righteousness on which I can rely. I cast my boastings away; I
come to thee as a poor, guilty, helpless sinner; 'Lord, save, or I perish."
That is the way to dash down this god. Paul once worshipped this mighty
one, and worshipped him so well, that, after the "most straitest sect of his
religion, he lived a Pharisee." Never, in his opinion, so good a man as
himself. He served this god with all his mind, and soul, and strength. But,
once upon a time, as he was going to Damascus to sacrifice to this god
with the blood of believers in Christ, the Lord Jesus looked upon him out



of heaven, and said, "Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?" Prostrate tell
Saul, and down went his self-righteousness too. Afterwards, you might
hear him say, "God forbid that I should glory, save in the cross of Christ,
by whom the world is crucified unto me, and I unto the world." May we
all go home thus, and pull down our self-righteousness. Stop a moment, I
am not quite sure that we can do this all at once. My self-righteousness I
feel in my own heart, as something like those colossal statues of Egypt,
and when I try to break it in pieces, I can but disfigure it; I manage to
break a chip off here and a chip off there, but still there stands the statue,
not in all its former symmetry, but still there. At any rate, if you and I
cannot wholly get rid of our self-righteousness, let us never lay down the
axe and the hammer until we have destroyed it. Let us go home to-day
and have another blow at this old foe; let us go home to have another
dash at the colossal god, and let us take up the chisel and the hammer,
and once more try to disfigure him. This is the proper result of the
ministrations of God's Word, to destroy and cut in pieces, and utterly
break down our self-righteousness.

There are other gods still worshipped in this world, to be execrated with
unrelenting indignation. There is one which is certain to be broken, so
sure as ever a man becomes a Christian: I mean Bacchus, that jolly god
whom so many adored in days of yore with mad revelry, and who is still
worshipped by tens of thousands of Englishmen. Perhaps he is the great
god of Britain. I am certain he has many temples, for there is scarcely a
corner of any street in which we do not behold his image, or see his
votaries pouring out libations before him. He is a god that is worshipped
with reeling to and fro, and staggering. Men become drunken in his
presence, and so do him homage. Now, ye that are drunkards, if ye
become Christians, that will turn your cup bottom upwards once and for
ever. There will be no more inebriety for you now. By the grace of God
you will say, "They that be drunken are drunken in the night, but let us
who are of the day be sober. I renounce this practice of drunkenness, I
can have nothing more to do with it." Bless God there are many here
present who have gone out of this hall to demolish this god. Oh! if it were
right to relate the cases that have been told privately to us, we could tell
you this very day, not of one, or two, or twenty but of hundreds, who, as
we believe, once made their homes a hell, who treated their wives with



brutality and their children with neglect; whose homes were empty,
because every article they had was sold for accursed drink. They have
heard the gospel not in word only, but also in power, and now their home
is a paradise, their house is made glad with prayer, their children are
brought up in the fear of the Lord. We have seen the wife's tear of
gladness when she said, "The Lord be blessed for ever, and blessed be the
name of the gospel, for a wretched woman has been made happy, and she
who was but a drudge and a slave to one who was like a fiend, has now
become the companion of one whom she reckons to be little short of an
angel." Ay, may this be the effect with some of you, for there are some
such here to-day, I doubt not, who still worship this all-degrading deity,
the deity of drunkenness.

Let me tell you of another god, which is to be pulled down as certainly by
any man who worships Jehovah aright, and that is the god of lust; Oh!
this world is not so good as it seems to be. You scarcely hear the minister
in these days talk of whoremongers, adulterers, and such like: but they
are not all dead. There are such to be found, such in every congregation, I
fear. Our streets have not yet become such as Chastity might pace at
midnight, nor are the chief places of the earth become clean and purified.
There is much hidden pollution to be dragged forth, and cast into Kishon.
Even in high places, sin is tolerated, men are respectable who have sent
their fellow-creatures to hell, and are going there themselves; but once let
grace come into the heart, and away with these: the most darling lust is
given up, and that which was thought to be the greatest pleasure, is now
looked upon with abhorence and detestation. If thou, my hearer, livest in
lust, and yet dost make profession of religion, away with thy profession,
for it is an awful lie. Away with that profession, for it is an empty vanity!
away with it! It will but add to thy destruction, and cannot save thee from
the dreadful doom of the man that goeth on in his iniquity. A happy thing
it is for a man when he goes from the house of God, with the resolve that
lust shall be abandoned, and every sinful pleasure cast away.

There are, too, the gods of business, but I must not touch upon them, of
course. The minister has nothing to do with business, he is told. Keep
your counting-house door bolted always, let not the minister inside. But
the minister knows why he is shut out. Is it not because there are secrets



of your prisonhouse which you would not have revealed? There are things
done which pass for honest among tradesmen, that if put in the balance
of the sanctuary are found very wanting. I would that the result of our
preaching upon our hearers should be such that their actions should be
more upright and their conduct more Christ-like in their daily business. I
have heard of a woman who once went to hear a minister, and when he
called to see her on the Monday, he asked her what the text was. She
replied, "It was a blessed sermon to me, sir, but I forget the text." "Well,
what was the subject, my good woman." "Oh! I do not know; I forget
now." "Well," said he, "it cannot have done you any good then." "Yes it
did," said she, "for though I forgot the sermon, I did not forget to burn my
bushel when I got home." The fact was, she had a bushel that gave false
measure to her customers, and although she forgot what the sermon was
about, she did not forget to burn her false measure. If any of you are in
business and have false measures, though you may forget what I say, do
not forget to break your yard measure, and to have your weights set right,
and to remodel your business, and "to do unto others as ye would they
should do unto you." Break the gods of your business in pieces, if so be ye
have not followed with your whole heart the statutes of the God of Israel.
If you cannot serve God in your daily business, then give such business
up, or alter it so that you can.

Say now, who is there among us who has not some image to break? I have
thought sometimes that I had broken all mine at one season, for I have
had the will to do it; but lo! I have walked through the temple of my
heart, and I have seen in some dark corner an idol still standing. Let it be
cast down, I have said; and I have used the sledge-hammer upon it. But
when I thought I had cleared all away, there was still one gigantic figure
standing there; for you may be sure that there is one idol of which we can
never thoroughly cleanse our hearts though we try and though by God's
strength we give him a blow every day. It is the god of pride. He changes
his shape continually; sometimes he calls himself humility, and we begin
to bow before him, till we find we are getting proud of our humility. At
another time he assumes the fashion of conscientiousness, and we begin
to carp at this and cavil at the other, and all the while we are tampering
with our own professed sanctity, and are bowing before the shrine of
religious pride. We think sometimes we are praising God when we are



praising ourselves, and we pray at times that God may prosper us in
doing good, and our greatest desire is to be honored, not that his name
should be glorified. This idol must be cast down; but it is of such a form
and such a shape, that I suppose it will fare like Dagon. When the ark was
brought into the house, it is said Dagon fell upon his face to the ground
before the ark of the Lord, and his head and the palms of his hands were
cut off, nevertheless the stump of Dagon remained. So will it be with us, I
fear the stump of Dagon will still remain, do what we may. Then let us
each to day go home to our closet and begin to open the door of the
chambers of our hearts, and walk through them all, and say "What have I
to break, what have I to knock down, what have I to destroy;" and let us
be very careful that we do destroy all that we can get near. Oh my hearers!
how I wish we were more watchful of the effects produced in ourselves by
preaching.

II. Let us now go a step further, and consider what it is to CUT DOWN
THE GROVES. Groves are the places where those images have been set
up. There was nothing, mark you, positively sinful in the grove. There
could not be anything wrong in a cluster of trees. They were very
beautiful - they were the work of God, but they had been used for an
idolatrous purpose, and, therefore down they must come. Had some of
the lax professors of this age been present, they would have said, "Break
the god," - that is right enough. Hammer away at him, dash him to pieces,
but don't cut down the trees. You may use them for very proper purposes.
Why, you may even go there to pray. There you may sit and refresh
yourself, and beneath their grateful shade you may even worship the true
God. "Nay," say these reformers. "We will cut down the trees and all,
because the images have been harboured under their covert," Now, I am
going to lift the axe to clear away some of the trees, where some of you at
least have defiled yourselves with the false gods of this world's idolatry.
The first grove of trees, at which I must strike, is the theater. I am told by
some, that in the theater there is much that might do good. There are
plays, they inform me, that might be profitably heard, and I believe there
are. I am told, again, that there is something so pleasant, so agreeable, so
interesting in them that one might be instructed there: and that especially
do the plays of Shakespeare contain such noble sentiments, that a man
must feel his soul elevated and his heart expanded while witnessing their



performance. Nevertheless I will have this grove down, every bit of it. It is
all very well for you to eulogize it; I will not argue with you; but false gods
have been worshipped in these places, and are being worshipped still; so
hew down every tree of them. Oh! you would have them spared, would
you? Why, which tree in the whole grove is undefiled by a harlot? Which
theater in the world is not the very den and nest of abominable iniquity,
obscenity, and lust? Is it possible for any man to enter and come out of
one of them without defilement? If it be possible, I suppose it is only so
with men who are so bad that they cannot be made worse than they are,
and therefore cannot be defiled. To the Christian mind, there is
something hideous in the whole matter. He may believe that there were
times when the theater might have been profitable. He looks back to the
days of the Greeks and Romans, and feels that then it might have been
the lever of civilization. But since those old times, he finds that the devil
has become the god of the theater, and the god that is diligently
worshipped there is none other than Beelzebub. And therefore he says,
"No, if I be a Christian, by the grace of God, I will never tread that floor
again. Let others go there if they please. If they can find an interest under
the shadow of its trees, let them sit there; but I remember, in the days
when I went there, I worshipped Bacchus, I worshipped iniquities of
every shape. For me to go there, would be to put myself into temptations
way. Therefore I will down with the tree, I abhor it; I pass by on the other
side, rather than come in contact even with its shadow."

Now, men may make what apologies they please, but the thing is clear to
me, that no man can be a true child of God and yet attend those haunts of
vice. I care not though I may be thought too severe. We had better use
severity than allow souls to perish unwarned God himself has annexed to
the theater the warning of your own destruction; for, staring you in the
face, there is a hand with these words written - "To the pit;" and, true
enough, it is the short cut to hell, and to the pit that is bottomless. But
there are other groves that must come down too; There is the tavern, -
like the grove, a very excellent thing in itself; the tavern is needed in some
places for the refreshment of travelers, and the inn is a great advantage of
civilization; but, nevertheless, the Christian man remembers, that in the
tavern, false gods are worshipped; he recollects that the company of the
taproom is not the fellowship of the saints, nor the general assembly and



church of the firstborn, whose names are written in heaven. The Christian
may have to go into the tavern, his business may sometimes take him
there; but he will be like a man going through a shower of rain; he will
carry an umbrella, while he is going through it, and he will get out of it as
soon as he can. So will the Christian do, he will try and guard himself
against evil while he is there, but not one moment longer will he stay than
imperative necessity demands. The tavern, I have said, was originally an
institute of civilization, and it is at this day a thing that cannot be given
up, but, notwithstanding this, let no Christian, nor any pretender to
Christianity, resort habitually to such places, nor let him sit down with
the profane who generally assemble there. I believe there are Christian
men who are often tempted into bad company by the benefit clubs and
societies which are held in such places, if there are no benefit societies
but those which are held in public-houses, trust to God, and have nothing
to do with societies at all. But there are others; and you are under no
necessity whatever, to injure and contaminate your character by
connecting yourself with those who meet in such places and lead you into
sin. "Well," says one, "but I can do it and yet I am not hurt." I dare say
you can, I could not. If the coals did not burn me, yet they would blacken
me; and, therefore, I would have nothing to do with them. There are
some professors, however, who are like the old lady's coachman. She
advertised for a coachman, and three waited on her. To one she said,
"How near could you drive to danger?" "Madam," he replied, "I could
drive, I dare say, within six inches, and yet be safe." "Then you will not
suit me at all," said she. She asked the next, "How near can you drive me
to danger?" "I would drive within a hair's breadth." "Then you will not
suit me." The third was asked, "How near can you drive to danger?"
"Madam," said he, "that is a thing I never tried; for I always drive as far
off danger as ever I can." She said, "Then you will suit me." That is my
advice to every professor of religion.

I must make the very same remark with regard to the pastimes, the
puerile pastimes and enjoyments of the rich, and of those who meet for
purposes, not of sin, but of what they call recreation. Dancing - the ball-
room - is there anything sinful there? I say, No! no more than there was
in the trees that surrounded the image. But nevertheless, I will cut the
trees down, because of their association with the images. I must have



done with every amusement of such a kind that I could not appear before
my God whilst in the act. The Christian is to recollect, that "in such an
hour as he thinks not the Son of Man cometh." Would he like his Master
to come and find him in the society of the frivolous; engaged in the dizzy
mazes of the dance? I trow not. Perhaps one of the last places he would
like to be found in would be there. Dancing! while hell is filling and
sinners are perishing! What! are Christian men to be the saviours of the
world, and yet waste their time so? Are there no poor to be relieved, no
sick to be visited? Are there no dens of this great metropolis that need to
be pried into by the servants of Christ? Are there no children to be taught,
are there no aged men who need leading to Jesus; is there nothing to be
done in this great vineyard - this great field of the Lord, so that a
Christian could afford to waste his time so? Let the worldling do it if he
likes, we have no right to talk to him about it. But amusements that are
right for him are not right for us. Let him do as he pleases, but we are the
servants of God. We protest that all we have and all we are is given up to
Christ, and can that be consistent with the waste of time that is involved
in the frivolous amusements in which so many are content to indulge? I
do not condemn the thing itself, any more than I condemn the grove of
trees. I condemn it for its associations with many things that are to be
avoided by the Christian; jesting, lascivious and foolish talking, and many
unholy thoughts, that must necessarily arise. Down with the trees
altogether, because there have false gods been worshipped. You are too
hard, a great deal, some will reply; well, I dare say I am, but I am not
harder than God's Word. If I am, whatever is not according to God's
Word, reject; but you will not find me beginning to temporize just yet I
assure you. While I know a thing to be true, I am not the man to stammer
in speaking it. What I would not do myself I would not have others do
who are Christian men, and who are followers of the Lord Jesus Christ.

Now, I must lift up the axe against another evil - books. There are many
books that are to be so esteemed by the Christian man, that they must be
cut down like the groves of trees, not because they are bad in themselves,
mark, but because there false gods are worshiped. Novel-reading is the
rage of the present day. I go to a railway bookstall, and I cannot see a
book that I can read. I get one, and it is all trash. I search to find
something that would be really valuable but I am told, "It would not sell



here." The fact is, nothing will sell but that which is light, and frothy, and
frivolous; so every traveler is compelled to consume such food as that,
unless he carry something better with him. Do I, therefore, say, that the
Christian man must condemn all reading of fiction and novels? No, I do
not, but I do say, that the mass of popular books published under the
name of Light Literature is to be eschewed and cut down, for the simple
reason that the moral of it is not that of piety and goodness; the tendency
of the reading is not to bring the Christian towards heaven, but rather to
retard and impede him in his good course. I lift up my axe against many a
work that I cannot condemn, if I look at it abstractedly in itself, but which
must come down, because I recollect how much of my own precious time
I wasted in such vapid reading, and how many years in which I might
have had fellowship with Christ have been cast away, whilst I have been
foolishly indulging a vicious taste for the romantic and the frivolous. No,
there are many things which are not wrong in themselves, but which
nevertheless must be given up by the true Christian, because they have
had, and do have association with things positively wrong. Just as these
groves must be cut down - not because there can be a sin in trees, but
because the trees have been associated with the worship of idols. You
remember John Knox's memorable saying, when he turned the
Romanists out, he went straight away to pull down their chapels. He
gathered the mob together, and began to overhaul the whole of their
places of worship. Why should John Knox meddle with them? " I'll pull
the nests down," said he, "then I shall be sure that the birds will never
come back." So I would today. I would not only drive away the birds - the
sin, the evil; but I would pull down the nest, so that there will be no
temptation to you to come back again to the sin. "Come ye out from
among them, and be ye separate, and touch not the unclean thing, and I
will be a father unto you." Come out from the world, ye children of Christ.
Have naught to do with their enjoyments, nor with their devices. Follow
the Lamb whithersoever he goeth. Go not a whoring after these iniquities,
but drink thou waters out of thine own cistern, and be thou always
ravished with his love who is thy Lord, thy husband, thy hope, thy joy,
thine all.

III. Moreover, they not only broke the images, and cut down the groves,
but they THREW DOWN THE HIGH PLACES, AND THE ALTERS OUT



OF ALL JUDAH AND BENJAMIN. This was, perhaps, the least necessary
work, but it showed the thoroughness of their desire to serve the Lord.
These altars were built for the service of the true God, but they were built
against his express command. God had said that he would have but one
altar, namely, at Jerusalem. These people, to avoid inconvenience and
trouble, thought they would build altars, wherever they lived, and there
celebrate their worship. I can conceive that they worshipped Jehovah
with all their hearts, and that He might graciously accept even such
worship as that through Christ Jesus, overlooking their ignorance and
casting their sin behind his backs. But now as their zeal was kindled, their
consciences became scrupulous, so they resolved not only to avoid, the
things that are positively sinful but they would have nothing to do with
anything that is not positively right. So they began to cast down the altars
of God, because they were not built according to God's law. This then is a
third reformation, which ought to result from the ministry, and the
assembling of the people together when we have times of refreshing from
the presence of the Lord. There should be a casting down of everything in
connection with the true worship, that is not according to the law of God
and the word of God. As it was with the worship of Israel of old, so it is
now with that of the Christian church. The pure becomes alloyed with the
base, that which is genuine with that which is spurious, divine revelation
with human tradition, and the inspired decrees of heaven with the
inventions and devices of the children of men. Some fallacies are
perpetuated from generation to generation, until the deep hue of
antiquity tinges them over, makes them look venerable and speciously
invites a reverence and regard to which they never had any legitimate
claim. We have in this country, seven or eight different forms of the
Christian religion. Some of these are at complete variance and
contradiction with others. Some indeed, I verily think, are contradictory
in themselves. We are all, I do trust, building on a sure foundation for
eternity, if we believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and abide by the
fundamental doctrines of the gospel, notwithstanding our many grievous
discrepancies, which must involve error. Evangelical Christians are to be
found in every sect and denomination, bearing the name of our one
common Lord; yea, there are some who as yet have never taken upon
them his name by public profession, who devoutly follow him in secret.
But, mark ye this, if the grace of God be once more restored to the church



in all its fullness and the Spirit of God be poured out from on high, in all
his sanctifying energy there will come such a shaking as has never been
seen in our days. We want such an one as Martin Luther to rise from his
tomb. If Martin Luther, were now to visit our so-called reformed
churches, he would say with all his holy boldness "I was not half a
reformer when I was alive before, now I will make thorough work of it."
How he would adjure you to cast away your superstitions, to abolish all
the rites and forms and ceremonies that are not of divine appointment,
and once more in the integrity of simple faith, to worship the Lord God
alone, in that way alone, which the Lord God himself has ordained. Let all
these, like those altars of Judaism, be cast down to the ground and utterly
put away. I desire not only to be a Christian, but to be fully a Christian,
walking in all the ways of my blessed Master, with a perfect heart, and I
desire for all my brethren and sisters in Christ here, not only that they
may have grace enough to save their souls, but grace enough to purify
them from all the devices of men, from every false doctrine, from every
false practice, and every evil thing. Speak you now of doctrine? Are there
not two kinds of doctrines professed among Christians, the one Arminian,
and the other Calvinistic? We cannot be both right; it is impossible. The
Arminian says, "God loves all men alike." "Not so," says the Calvinist. "He
has proved to many of us by his free and distinguishing grace that he has
given us more than others, not for the merit of our deservings, but
according to the riches of his mercy, and the counsel of his own will." The
Arminian supposes, that Christ hath bought all men with his blood, and
yet that multitudes of these redeemed ones perish. The Calvinist holds,
that none can perish for whom Jesus died - that his blood was never shed
in vain and that of all those whom he hath redeemed, none shall ever
perish. The Arminian teaches that though a man should be regenerated
and become a child of God to-day, he may to-morrow be cast out of the
covenant, and be as much a child of the devil as if no spiritual change had
been wrought in him. "Not so," says the Calvinist, "Salvation is of God
alone, and where once he begins he never leaves off, until he has finished
the good work." How obvious it is that we cannot both be right in matters
about which we so widely differ. I exhort you, therefore, my brothers and
sisters, after you have broken your images and cut down your groves, go a
step further, and break down the false altars. I can only say for myself, "If
I be wrong, I desire to be set right," and for you I am solemnly concerned,



"If you be wrong, may God help you to a right judgment, and bring you to
see the truth, embrace it, and earnestly and valiantly maintain it. I like
you to be charitable to others; but do not be too charitable to yourselves.
Let others follow out their own conscientious convictions, but do you
recollect, it is not your conscience that is to be your guide, but God's
Word; and if your conscience is wrong, you are to bring it to God's Word
that it may be reproved and "transformed by the renewing of your mind."
It is for you to do what God tells you, as God tells you, when God tells
you, and how God tells you.

Pardon me for a moment, if I should risk the displeasure of some I love
by referring to an ordinance of the church about which we are likely to
disagree. The sacred rite of baptism is administered in a great number of
churches to little infants upon the sponsorship of their guardians or
friends, while many of us consider that Holy Scripture teaches that
believers only (without respect to their age at all) are the proper subjects
of baptism, and that upon a personal profession of their faith in Christ. I
see a man take up an unconscious infant in his arms, and he says he
baptizes it. When I turn to my Bible, I can see nothing whatever of this
sort there. It is true I find the Lord Jesus saying, "Suffer little children to
come unto me," but that affords no precedent for carrying a little child to
the minister, that could not come, that was too young to walk, much less
to think and understand the meaning of these things. Yet more, when
Jesus said "Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid them not,
for of such is the kingdom of heaven" - they did come to him; but I do not
find that he baptized or sprinkled them at all, he gave them his blessing
and they went away. I am sure he did not baptize them, for it is expressly
said, "Jesus Christ baptized not, but his disciples." So, then, that passage
does not favor the Paedo-baptist, it is quite clear. I am informed however,
that the reason why children are baptized is, that we are told in the Bible
that Abraham's children were circumcised. This puzzles me. I cannot see
any likeness at all between the two things. But who were the persons
circumcised? They were Israelites. Why were they circumcised? Because
they were Israelites. That is the reason; and I say I would not hesitate to
baptize any Christian, though he be a babe in Christ, as soon as he knows
the Lord Jesus Christ, were he only eight days old in the faith, if he proves
that he is an Israelite in the spirit himself, I will baptize him. I have



nothing to do with his father or his mother in religion. Religion is a
personal act all the way through; another man cannot believe for me,
cannot repent for me; and another person cannot give for me the answer
of a good conscience toward God in baptism and have it done in my
name. We must act on our own individual responsibility in religion by the
grace of God, or else the thing is virtually not done at all. Now I believe
many godly people do sincerely worship God at this altar of infant
baptism; but I am equally clear that it is my duty to do my utmost to
break it down, for it is not God's altar; God's altar is believers' baptism.
What said Philip to the Eunuch? "If thou believest with all thine heart,
thou mayest." "Lo! here is water," said the Eunuch. Yes, but that was not
all; there must be faith, as well as water, before there could be legitimate
baptism; and every baptism that is administered to any man, except he
asketh it himself, on profession of his faith in Christ, is an altar at which I
could not worship, for I do not believe it to be the altar of God, but an
altar originally built at Rome, the pattern of which has been adopted
here, to the marring of the union of the church, and to the great injury of
souls. Now, all I ask from those who differ from me in opinion is, simply
to look at the matter honestly and calmly. If they can find infant baptism
in the Bible, then let them practice it and worship there; if they cannot,
let them be honest, and come and worship at the altar of Jerusalem, and
there alone. An old woman was once promised a Bible, if she could find a
text that sanctioned infant baptism. She could only find one, and that
was, "Submit yourselves to every ordinance of man, for the Lord's sake."
The minister gave her the Bible for her ingenuity, admitting, that it was
an ordinance of man, and no mistake. I quote this instance of infant
baptism, as only one out of many corruptions that have crept into our
churches. It is quite clear that all sects cannot be right. They may be right
as to the main points essential to salvation, though in their discrepancies
with one another they betray errors. I do not want you to believe that I
am right. rather turn to Scripture, and see what is right. The day must
come when Episcopacy, Independency, Wesleyanism, and every other
system, must be read by the Word of God, and every form given up that is
not approved before the Most High. I hope I shall always be able to lift up
my voice against that charity growing up in our midst, which is not only a
charity towards persons, but a charity towards doctrines. I here fervent
charity towards every brother in Christ who differs from me. I love him



for Christ's sake, and hold fellowship with him for the truth's sake: but I
can have no charity for his errors, nor do I wish him to have any for mine.
I tell him straight to his face, "If your sentiments contradict mine, either I
am right and you are wrong, or you are right and I am wrong; and it is
time we should meet together and search the Word of God, to see what is
right." Talk of your Evangelical Alliances, and such like: they will never
endure; they may effect many blessed purposes, but they are not the
remedy that is wanted for our divisions. What is wanted is, for all of us to
come to the model of the Word of God, and when we have come to that,
we must come together. Let us all come "to the law and to the testimony."
Let the Baptist, let the Independent, let the Churchman, lay aside his old
thoughts, his old prejudices, and his old traditions, and let each man
search for himself, as in the sight of Almighty God, and some of the altars
must go down, for they cannot all be after the divine type, when their
dissimilarity is so palpable. May the Spirit of God be poured out in this
land, and there will come a three-fold reformation, such as I have
described; broken images, groves cut down, and fallen altars scattered to
the winds. And yet, my dear hearers, I do not ask you to attend to this last
thing first. It is unimportant, compared with the first. The images are first
to be burned, then sinful customs are to be given up, and after that let the
church be reformed. Each of these in its proper place and due order is
important, and all must be attended to. Yet once more, my hearer, before
I send thee away let me put one pertinent and pressing question to thee.
What hast thou got by all thy hearing of God's Word? Some of you have
heard sermons beyond count; you can hardly reckon the number of
gospel ministers to whom you have listened. What good have you
obtained as the result of them all? Have you been led to repentance?
Have you been brought to faith? Are you made "a child of God and an
inheritor of the kingdom of heaven." If not, I solemnly remind thee that
all thy church goings and chapel goings are increasing thy condemnation.
Unless thou repentest, these priviliges shall rise up in judgment against
thee to condemn thee. Woe unto thee, London, woe unto thee, for if the
words which have been preached in thy streets had been proclaimed in
Sodom and Gomorrah, they had repented long ago in sackcloth and
ashes. Woe unto you, ye sons and daughters of pious parents, children
trained in the Sunday-school, hearers of God's Word; for "except ye
repent, it shall be more tolerable for Tyre and Sidon in the day of



judgment than for you." "I speak as unto wise men; judge ye what I say,"
and may God guide you aright.

e A

Regeneration

Except a man be born again, he can not see the kingdom of God. - John
3:3

In daily life our thoughts are most occupied with things that are most
necessary for our existence. No one murmured that the subject of the
price of bread was frequently on the lips of men at a time of scarcity,
because they felt that the subject was one of vital importance to the mass
of the population? and therefore they murmured not, though they
listened to continual declamatory speeches, and read perpetual articles in
the newspapers concerning it. I must offer the same excuse, then, for
bringing before you this morning the subject of regeneration. It is one of
absolute and vital importance; it is the hinge of the gospel,; it is the point
upon which most Christians are agreed, yea, all who are Christians in
sincerity and truth. It is a subject which lies at the very basis of salvation.
It is the very groundwork of our hopes for heaven; and as we ought to be
very careful of the basement of our structure, so should we be very
diligent to take heed that we are really born again, and that we have made
sure work of it for eternity. There are many who fancy they are born again
who are not. It well becomes us, then, frequently to examine ourselves;
and it is the minister's duty to bring forward those subjects which lead to
self-examination, and have a tendency to search the heart and try the
reins of the children of men.

To proceed at once, I shall first make some remarks upon the new birth;
secondly, I shall note what is meant by not being able to see the kingdom
of God if we are not born again; then I shall go further on to note why it
is that "except we are born again we can not see the kingdom of God;"



and then expostulate with men as God's ambassador before I close.

1. First, then, THE MATTER OF REGENERATION. In endeavoring to
explain it, I must have you notice, first of all, the figure that is employed.
It is said a man must be born again. I can not illustrate this better than by
supposing a case. Suppose that in England there should be a law passed,
that admission to royal courts, preference in office, and any privileges
that might belong to the nation, could only be given to persons who were
born in England - suppose that birth in this land was made a sine qua
non, and it was definitely declared that whatever men might do or be,
unless they were native born subjects of England they could not enter
into her majesty's presence, and could enjoy none of the emoluments or
offices of the state, nor any of the privileges of citizens. I think if you
suppose such a case I shall be able to illustrate the difference between any
changes and reforms that men make in themselves and the real work of
being born again. We will suppose, then, that some man - a red Indian,
for instance - should come to this country, and should endeavor to obtain
the privileges of citizenship, well knowing that the rule is absolute and
can not be altered, that a man must be a born subject, or else he can not
enjoy them. Suppose he says, "I will change my name, I will take up the
name of an Englishman; I have been called by my high-sounding title
among the Sioux; I have been called the son of the Great West Wind, or
some such name; but I will take an English name, I will be called a
Christian man, an English subject." Will that admit him? You see him
coming to the palace gates and asking for admission. He says, "I have
taken an English name." "But are you an Englishman born and bred ?" "I
am not," says he. "Then the gates must be shut against you, for the law is
absolute; and though you may have the name of even the royal family
itself upon you, yet because you have not been born here you must be
shut out." That illustration will apply to all of us who are here present. At
least, nearly the whole of us bear the professing Christian name; living in
England, you would think it a disgrace to you if you were not called
Christian. You are not heathen, you are not infidel; you are neither
Mohammedans nor Jews; you think that the name, Christian, is a
creditable one to you, and you have taken it. Be ye quite assured that the
name of a Christian is not the nature of a Christian, and that your being
born in a Christian land, and being recognized as professing the Christian



religion is of no avail whatever, unless there be something more added to
it - the being born again as a subject of Jesus Christ.

"But," says this red Indian, "I am prepared to renounce my dress, and to
become an Englishman in fashion; in fact, I will go to the very top of the
fashion; you shall not see me in any thing differing from the accepted
style of the present day. May I not, when I am arrayed in court dress, and
have decorated myself as etiquette demands, come in before her majesty?
See, I'll doff this plume, I will not shake this tomahawk, I renounce these
garments. The moccasin I cast away for ever; I am an Englishman in
dress, as well as name." He comes to the gate, dressed out like one of our
own countrymen; but the gates are still shut in his face, because the law
required that he must be born in the country; and without that, whatever
his dress might be, be could not enter the palace. So how many there are
of you, who do not barely take the Christian name upon you, but have
adopted Christian manners; you go to your churches, and your chapels,
you attend the house of God, you take care that there is some form of
religion observed in your family; your children are not left without
hearing the name of Jesus! So far so good; God forbid that I should say a
word against it! But remember, it is bad because you do not go further.
All this is of no avail whatever for admitting you into the kingdom of
heaven, unless this also is complied with - the being born again. O! dress
yourselves never so grandly with the habiliments of godliness; put the
chaplet of benevolence upon your brow, and gird your loins with
integrity; put on your feet the shoes of perseverance, and walk through
the earth an honest and upright man; yet, remember, unless you are born
again, "that which is of the flesh is flesh," and you, not having the
operations of the Spirit in you, still have heaven's gates shut against you,
because you are not born again.

"Well," but says the Indian, "I will not only adopt the dress, but I will
learn the language; 1 will put away my brogue and my language that I
once spoke, in the wild prairie or in the woods, far away from my lips. I
shall not talk of the Shu-Shuh-gah, and of the strange names wherewith I
have called my wild fowl and my deer, but I will speak as you speak, and
act as you act; I will not only have your dress, but precisely your manners,
I will talk just in the same fashion, I will adopt your brogue, I will take



care that it shall be grammatically correct; will you not then admit me? I
have become thoroughly Anglicized; may I not then be received?" "No,"
says the keeper of the door," there is no admittance, for except a man be
born in this country, he can not be admitted." So with some of you; you
talk just like Christians. Perhaps you have a little too much cant about
you; you have begun so strictly to imitate what you think to be a godly
man, that you go a little beyond the mark, and you gloss it so much that
we are able to detect the counterfeit. Still you pass current among most
men as being a right down sort of Christian man. You have studied
biographies, and sometimes you tell long yarns about divine experience;
you have borrowed them from the biographies of good men; you have
been with Christians, and know how to talk as they do; you have caught a
puritanical twang, perhaps; you go through the world just like professors;
and if you were to be observed, no one would detect you. You are a
member of the church; you have been baptized; you take the Lord's
Supper; perhaps you are a deacon, or an elder; you pass the sacramental
cup round; you are just all that a Christian can be, except that you are
without a Christian heart. You are whitewashed sepulchres, still full of
rottenness within, though garnished fairly on the outside. Well, take
heed, take heed! It is an astonishing thing, how near the painter can go to
the expression of life, and yet the canvas is dead and motionless; and it is
equally astonishing how near a man may go to a Christian, and yet,
through not being born again, the absolute rule shuts him out of heaven,
and with all his profession, with all the trappings of his professed
godliness, and with all the gorgeous plumes of experience, yet must he be
borne away from heaven's gates.

You are uncharitable Mr. Spurgeon. I do not care what you say about
that, I never wish to be more charitable than Christ. I did not say this;
Christ said it. If you have any quarrel with him, settle it there ; I am not
the maker of this truth, but simply the speaker of it. I find it written,
"Except a man be born. again, be can not see the kingdom of God." If your
footman should go to the door, and deliver your message correctly, the
man at the door might abuse him never so much, but the footman would
say, "Sir, do not abuse me, I can not help it; I can only tell you what my
master told me. I am not the originator of it." So if you think me
uncharitable, remember you do not accuse me, you accuse Christ; you are



not finding fault with the messenger, you are finding fault with the
message; Christ has said it - "Except a man be born again." I can not
dispute with you, and shall not try. That is simply God's Word. Reject it at
your peril. Believe it and receive it, I entreat you, because it comes from
the lips of the Most High.

But now note the manner in which this regeneration is obtained. I think
I have none here so profoundly stupid as to be Puseyites I can scarcely
believe that I have been the means of attracting one person here, so
utterly devoid of every remnant of brain, as to believe the doctrine of
baptismal regeneration. Yet I must just hint at it. There be some who
teach that by a few drops of water sprinkled on an infant's brow the infant
becomes regenerate. Well, granted. And now I will find out your
regenerate ones twenty years afterward. The champion of the prize ring is
a regenerated man. O! yes, he was regenerated, because in infancy he was
baptized; and, therefore, if all infants in baptism are regenerated, the
prize-fighter is a regenerated man. Take hold of him and receive him as
your brother in the Lord. Do you hear that man swearing and
blaspheming God? He is regenerate; believe me, he is regenerate; the
priest put a few drops of water on his brow, and he is a regenerated man.
Do you see the drunkard reeling down the street, the pest of the
neighborhood, fighting every body, and beating his wife, worse than the
brute. Well, he is regenerate, he is one of those Puseyite's regenerates - O!
goodly regenerate! Mark you the crowd assembled in the streets! The
gallows is erected, Palmer is about to be executed; the man whose name
should be execrated through all eternity for his villainy! Here is one of the
Puseyite's regenerates. Yes, he is regenerate because he was baptized in
infancy; regenerate, while he mixes his strychnine; regenerate while he
administers his poison slowly, that he may cause death, and infinite pain,
all the while he is causing it. Regenerate, forsooth! If that be
regeneration, such regeneration is not worth having; if that be the thing
that makes us free of the kingdom of heaven, verily, the gospel is indeed a
licentious gospel; we can say nothing about it. If that be the gospel, that
all such men are regenerate and will be saved, we can only say, that it
would be the duty of every man in the world to move that gospel right
away, because it is so inconsistent with the commonest principles of
morality, that it could not possibly be of God, but of the devil.



But some say all are regenerate when they are baptized. Well, if you think
so, stick to your own thoughts; I can not help it. Simon Magus was
certainly one exception; he was baptized on a profession of his faith; but
so far from being regenerated by his baptism, we find Paul saying, "I
perceive that thou art in the gall of bitterness, and in the bond of
iniquity." And yet he was one of those regenerates, because he had been
baptized. Ah! that doctrine only needs to be stated to sensible men, and
they will at once reject it. Gentlemen that are fond of a filigree religion,
and like ornament and show; gentlemen of the high Beau Brummel
school will very likely prefer this religion, because they have cultivated
their taste at the expense of their brain, and have forgotten that what is
consistent with the sound judgment of a man can not be consistent with
the Word of God. So much for the first point.

Neither is a man regenerated, we say, in the next place, by his own
exertions. A man may reform himself very much, and that is well and
good; let all do that. A man may cast away many vices, forsake many lusts
in which he indulged, and conquer evil habits; but no man in the world
can make himself to be born in God; though he should struggle never so
much, he could never accomplish what is beyond his power. And, mark
you, if he could make himself to be born again still he would not enter
heaven, because there is another point in the condition which he would
have violated - "unless a man be born of the Spirit, he can not see the
kingdom of God." So that the best exertions of the flesh do not reach this
high point, the being born again of the Spirit of God.

And now we must say, that regeneration consists in this. God the Holy
Spirit, in a supernatural manner - mark, by the word supernatural I mean
just what it strictly means; supernatural, more than natural - works upon
the hearts of men, and they by the operations of the divine Spirit become
regenerate men; but without the Spirit they never can be regenerated.
And unless God the Holy Spirit, who "worketh in us to will and to do,"
should operate upon the will and the conscience, regeneration is an
absolute impossibility, and therefore so is salvation. "What!" says one,
"do you mean to say that God absolutely interposes in the salvation of
every man to make him regenerate?" I do indeed; in the salvation of every



person there is an actual putting forth of the divine power, whereby the
dead sinner is quickened, the unwilling sinner is made willing, the
desperately hard sinner has his conscience made tender; and he who
rejected God and despised Christ, is brought to cast himself down at the
feet of Jesus. This is called fanatical doctrine, mayhap; that we can not
help; it is scriptural doctrine, that is enough for us. "Except a man be
born of the Spirit he can not see the kingdom of God; that which is born
of the flesh is flesh, and that which is born of the Spirit is spirit." If you
like it not, quarrel with my Master, not with me; I do but simply declare
his own revelation, that there must be in your heart something more than
you can ever work there. There must be a divine operation; call it a
miraculous operation, if you please; it is in some sense so. There must be
a divine interposition, a divine working, a divine influence, or else, do
what you may, without that you perish, and are undone; "for except a
man be born again, be can not see the kingdom of God." The change is
radical; it gives us new natures, makes us love what we hated and hate
what we loved, sets us in a new road; makes our habits different, our
thoughts different, makes us different in private, and different in public.
So that being in Christ it is fulfilled: "If any man be in Christ he is a new
creature; old things are passed away, behold all things are become new."

II. And, now I must come to the second point. I trust I have explained
regeneration, so that all may see what it is. Now, WHAT DOES THE
EXPRESSION, "SEEING THE KINGDOM OF GOD," MEAN? It means
two things. To see the kingdom of God on earth is to be a member of the
mystical church - it is to enjoy the liberty and privileges of the child of
God. To see the kingdom of heaven means to have power in prayer, to
have communion with Christ, to have fellowship with the Holy Ghost;
and to bring forth and produce all those joyous and blessed fruits which
are the effect of regeneration. In a higher sense, "to see the kingdom of
God," means to be admitted into heaven. Except a man be born again, he
can not know about heavenly things on earth, and he can not enjoy
heavenly blessings for ever - "he can not see the kingdom of God."

III. T think I may just pass over the second point without remark, and
proceed to notice, in the third place, WHY IT IS THAT "UNLESS A MAN
BE BORN AGAIN, HE CAN NOT SEE THE KINGDOM OF GOD." And I



will confine my remarks to the kingdom of God in the world to come.

Why, he cannot see the kingdom of God, because he would be out of place
in heaven. A man that is not born again could not enjoy heaven. There is
an actual impossibility in his nature, which prevents him from enjoying
any of the bliss of Paradise. You think, mayhap, that heaven consists in
those walls of jewels, in those pearly gates, and gates of gold; not so, that
is the habitation of heaven. Heaven dwells there, but that is not heaven.
Heaven is a state that is made here, that is made in the heart; made by
God's Spirit within us, and unless God the Spirit has renewed us, and
caused us to be born again, we can not enjoy the things of heaven. Why, it
is a physical impossibility that ever a swine should deliver a lecture on
astronomy; every man will clearly perceive that it must be impossible that
a snail should build a city; and there is just as much impossibility that a
sinner unmended, should enjoy heaven. Why, there would be nothing
there for him to enjoy; if he could be put into the place where heaven is,
he would be miserable; he would cry, "Let me away, let me away; let me
away from this miserable place!" I appeal to yourselves; a sermon is too
long for you very often; the singing of God's praises is dull, dry work; you
think that going up to God's house is very tedious. What will you do
where they praise God day without night? If just a short discourse here is
very wearying, what will you think of the eternal talkings of the redeemed
through all ages of the wonders of redeeming love? If the company of the
righteous is very irksome to you, what will be their company throughout
eternity? I think many of you are free to confess that psalm singing is not
a bit to your taste, that you care naught about any spiritual things; give
you your bottle of wine, and set you down at your ease, that is heaven for
you! Well, there is no such a heaven yet made; and therefore there is no
heaven for you. The only heaven there is, is the heaven of spiritual men,
the heaven of praise, the heaven of delight in God, the heaven of
acceptance in the beloved, the heaven of communion with Christ. Now,
you do not understand any thing about this; you could not enjoy it if you
were to have it; you have not the capabilities for doing so. You,
yourselves, from the very fact of your not being born again, are your own
barrier to heaven, and if God were to open the gate wide, and say, "Come
in," you could not enjoy heaven, if you were admitted; for unless a man be
born again, there is an impossibility, a moral impossibility, of his seeing



the kingdom of God. Suppose there are some persons here who are
entirely deaf, who have never heard sounds; well, I say they can not hear
singing. Do I when I say it, say a cruel thing ? It is their own disability
that prevents them. So when God says you can not see the kingdom of
heaven, he means that it is your own disability for the enjoyment of
heaven, that will prevent you ever entering there.

But there are some other reasons; there are reasons why

"Those holy gates for ever bar
Pollution, sin, and shame."

There are reasons, besides those in yourselves, why you can not see the
kingdom of God, unless you are born again. Ask yon spirits before the
throne: "Angels, principalities and powers, would ye be willing that men
who love not God, who believe not in Christ, who have not been born
again, should dwell here?" I see them, as they look down upon us, and
hear them answering, "No! Once we fought the dragon and expelled him
because he tempted us to sin; we must not and we will not, have the
wicked here. These alabaster walls must not be soiled with black and
lustful fingers; the white pavement of heaven must not be stained and
rendered filthy by the unholy feet of ungodly men. No!" I see a thousand
spears bristling, and the fiery faces of a myriad seraphs thrust over the
walls of Paradise. "No, while these arms have strength, and these wings
have power, no sin shall ever enter here." I address myself moreover to
the saints in heaven, redeemed by sovereign grace: "Children of God, are
ye willing that the wicked should enter heaven as they are, without being
born again? Ye love men, say, say, say, are ye willing that they should be
admitted as they are?" I see Lot rise up, and he cries, "Admit them into
heaven! No! What! must I be vexed with the conversation of Sodomites
again, as once I was?" I see Abraham; and he comes forward, and he says,
"No; I can not have them here. I had enough of them while I was with
them on earth - their jests and jeers, their silly talkings, their vain
conversation, vexed and grieved us. We want them not here." And,
heavenly though they be, and loving as their spirits are, yet there is not a
saint in heaven who would not resent with the utmost indignation the
approach of any one of you to the gates of paradise, if you are still unholy,



and have not been born again.

But all that were nothing. We might perhaps scale the ramparts of
heaven, if they were only protected by angels, and burst the gates of
paradise open, if only the saints defended them. But there is another
reason than that - God has said it himself - "Except a man be born again,
he not see the kingdom of God." What sinner, wilt thou scale the
battlements of paradise when God is ready to thrust thee down to hell ?
Wilt thou with impudent face brazen him out? God has said it, God hath
said it, with a voice of thunder, "Ye shall not see the kingdom of heaven."
Can ye wrestle with the Almighty? Can ye overthrow Omnipotence? Can
ye grapple with the Most High? Worm of the dust! canst thou overcome
thy Maker? Trembling insect of an hour, shaken by the lightnings when
far overhead they flash far athwart the sky, wilt thou dare the hand of?
Wilt thou venture to defy him to his face? Ah! he would laugh at thee. As
the snow melteth before the sun, as wax runneth at the fierceness of the
fire, so wouldst thou, if his fury should once lay hold of thee. Think not
that thou canst overcome him. He has sealed the gate of Paradise against
thee, and there is no entrance. The God of justice says, "I will not reward
the wicked with the righteous; I will not suffer my goodly, godly Paradise
to be stained by wicked ungodly men. If they turn I will have mercy upon
them; but if they turn not, as I live, I will rend them in pieces, and there
shall be none to deliver." Now, sinner, canst thou brazen it out against
him! Wilt thou rush upon the thick bosses of Jehovah's bucklers? Wilt
thou try to scale his heaven when his arrow is stringed upon the bow to
reach thine heart? What! when the glittering sword is at thy neck and
ready to slay thee ? Wilt thou endeavor to strive against thy Maker? No
potsherd, no; contend with thy fellow potsherd. Go, crawling
grasshopper; go, fight with thy brothers; strive with them, but come not
against the Almighty. He hath said it, and you never shall, you never shall
enter heaven, unless you are born again. Again, I say, quarrel not with
me; I have but delivered my Master's message. Take it, disbelieve it if you
dare; but if you disbelieve it, rail not at me, for it is God's message, and I
speak in love to your soul lest, lacking it, you should perish in the dark,
and walk blindfold to your everlasting perdition.

IV. Now, my friends, A LITTLE EXPOSTULATION WITH YOU, and then



farewell. I hear one man say, "Well, well, well, I see it. I will hope that 1
shall be born again after I am dead." O, sir, believe me, you will be a
miserable fool for your pains. When men die their state is fixed.

"Fixed as their everlasting state,
Could they repent, 'tis now too late."

Our life is like that wax melting in the flame; death puts its stamp on it,
and then it cools, and the impress never can be changed. You to-day are
like the burning metal running forth from the cauldron in the mold;
death cools you in your mold, and you are cast in that shape throughout
eternity. The voice of doom crieth over the dead, "He that is holy let him
be holy still; he that is unjust let him be unjust still; he that is filthy, let
him be filthy still." The damned are lost forever; they can not be born
again; they go on cursing, ever being cursed ; ever fighting against God,
and ever being trampled beneath his feet; they go on ever mocking, ever
being laughed at for their mockery; ever rebelling and ever being tortured
with the whips of conscience, because they are ever sinning. They can not
be regenerated because they are dead.

"Well", says another, "I will take care that I am regenerated first before I
die." Sir, I repeat again, thou art a fool in talking thus; how knowest thou
that thou shalt live ? Hast thou taken a lease of thy life, as thou bast of thy
house? Canst thou insure the breath within thy nostrils? Canst thou say
in certainty that another ray of light shall ever reach thine eye? Canst
thou be sure that, as thine heart is beating a funeral march to the grave,
thou wilt not soon beat the last note; and so thou shalt die where thou
standest or sittest now? O, man! if thy bones were iron, and thy sinews
brass, and thy lungs steel, then mightest thou say, "I shall live." But thou
art made of dust; thou art like the flower of the field; thou mayest die
now. Lo! I see death standing yonder, moving to and fro the stone of time
upon his scythe, to sharpen it; to-day, to-day, for some of you he grasps
the scythe - and away, away, be mows the fields, and you fall one by one.
You must not. and you can not live. God carries us away as a flood, like a
ship in a Whirlpool; like the log in a current, dashed onward to the
cataract. There is no stopping any one of us; we are all dying now! and yet
you say you will be regenerated ere you die! Ay sirs, but are you



regenerated now? For if not, it may be too late to hope for to-morrow. To-
morrow you may be in hell, sealed up for ever by adamantine destiny,
which never can be moved.

"Well," cries another, "I do not care much about it; for I see very little in
being shut out of Paradise." Ah, sir, it is because thou dost not
understand it. Thou smilest at it now; but there will be a day when thy
conscience will be tender, when thy memory will be strong, when thy
judgment will be enlightened, and when thou wilt think very differently
from what thou dost now. Sinners in hell are not the fools they are on
earth ; in hell they do not laugh at everlasting burnings; in the pit they do
not despise the words "eternal fire." The worm that never dieth, when it is
gnawing, gnaws out all joke and laughter; you may despise God now, and
despise me now, for what I say, but death will change your note. O, my
hearers, if that were all, I would be willing. You may despise me, yes, you
may; but O! I beseech you, do not despise yourselves; O! be not so fool-
hardy as to go whistling to hell, and laughing to the pit; for when you are
there, sirs, you will find it a different thing from what you dream it to be
now. When you see the gates of Paradise shut against you, you will find it
to be a more important matter than you judge of now. You came to hear
me preach to-day, as you would have gone to the opera or playhouse; you
thought I should amuse you. Ah! that is not my aim, God is my witness, I
came here solemnly in earnest, to wash my hands of your blood. If you
are damned, any one of you, it shall not be because I did not warn you.
Men and women, if ye perish, my bands are washed in innocency; I have
told you of your doom. I again cry, repent, repent, repent, for "unless ye
repent ye shall all likewise perish." I came here determined this morning,
if I must use rough words, to use them; to speak right on against men,
and for men too; for the things we say against you now are really for your
good. We do but warn you, lest you perish. But ah! I hear one of you
saying, "I do not understand this mystery; pray explain it to me." Fool,
fool, that thou art; do you see that fire ? We are startled up from our beds,
the light is at the window; we rush down stairs; people are hurrying to
and fro; the street is trampled thick with crowds: they are rushing toward
the house, which is in a burst of flame. The firemen are at their work; a
stream of water is pouring upon the house; but hark ye! hark ye! there is
a man up stairs; there is a man in the top room; there is just time for him



to escape, and barely. A shout is raised - "Aho! fire! fire! fire! aho!" - but
the man does not make his appearance at the window. See, the ladder is
placed against the walls; it is up to the window sill - a strong hand dashes
in the casement! What is the man after, all the while? What! is he tied
down in his bed? Is he a cripple? Has some fiend got hold of him, and
nailed him to the floor? No, no, no; he feels the boards getting hot
beneath hit, feet, the smoke is stifling him, the flame is burning all
around, he knows there is but one way of escape, by that ladder! What is
he doing? He is sitting down - no, you can not believe me - he is sitting
down and saying, "The origin of this fire is very mysterious; I wonder how
it is to be discovered; how shall we understand it?" Why, you laugh at
him! You are laughing at yourselves. You are seeking to have this
question and that question answered, when your soul is in peril of eternal
life! O! when you are saved, it will be time then to ask questions; but
while you are now in the burning house, and in danger of destruction, it is
not your time to be puzzling yourselves about free will, fixed fate,
predestination absolute. All these questions are good and well enough
afterward for those that are saved. Let the man on shore try to find out
the cause of the storm; your only business now is to ask, "What must I do
to be saved? And how can I escape from the great damnation that
awaiteth me?"

But ah! my friends, I can not speak as I wish. I think I feel, this morning,
something like Dante, when he wrote his "Il Inferno.” Men said of him
that he had been in hell; he looked like it. He had thought of it so long,
that they said, "He has been in hell," he spoke with such an awful
earnestness. Ah! I if I could, I would speak like that too. It is only a few
days more, and I shall meet you face to face; I can look over the lapse of a
few years, when you and I shall stand face to face before God's bar.
"Watchman, watchman," saith a voice, "didst thou warn them? didst thou
warn them?" Will any of you then say I did not? No, even the most
abandoned of you will, at that day, say, "We laughed, we scoffed at it, we
cared not for it; but, O Lord, we are obliged to speak the truth; the man
was in earnest about it; he told us of our doom, and he is clear." Will you
say so? I know you will.

But yet this one remark - to be cast out of heaven is an awful thing. Some



of you have parents there; you have dear friends there; they grasped your
hand in death, and said, "Farewell until we meet you." But if you never
see the kingdom of God, you can never see them again. "My mother," says
one, "sleeps in the graveyard; I often go to the tomb and put some flowers
upon it, in remembrance of her who nursed me; but must I never see her
again?" No, never again; no, never, unless you are born again. Mothers,
you have had infants that have gone to heaven; you would like to see your
family all around the throne; but you will never see your children more,
unless you are born again. Will you bid adieu this day to the immortal?
Will you say farewell this hour to your glorified friends in Paradise ? You
must say so, or else be converted. You must fly to Christ, and trust in him,
and his Spirit must renew you, or else you must look up to heaven, and
say, "Choir of the blest! I shall never hear you sing; parents of my youth,
guardians of my infancy, I love you, but between you and myself there is a
great gulf fixed; I am cast away, and you are saved." O, I beseech you,
think on these matters; and when you go away, let it not be to forget what
I have said. If you are at all impressed this morning, put not away the
impression; it may be your last warning; it will be a sorrowful thing to be
lost with the notes of the gospel in your ears, and to perish under the
ministry of truth.

~ A~ A~ A A~ A~



The Relationship Of Marriage

Turn, O backsliding children, saith the Lord; for I am married unto you. -
Jeremiah 3:14

These be dainty words - a grateful anodyne for a troubled conscience.
Such singular comfort is fitted to cheer up the soul, and put the brightest
hue on all her prospects. The person to whom it is addressed hath an
eminently happy position. Satan will be very busy with you, believer in
Christ, to-night. He will say, "What right have you to believe that God is
married to you?" He will remind you of your imperfections, and of the
coldness of your love, and perhaps of the backsliding state of your heart.
He will say, "What, with all this about you, can you be presumptuous
enough to claim union with the Son of God? Can you venture to hope that
there will be any marriage between you and the holy One." He will tell
you as though he were an advocate for holiness, that it is not possible that
such a one as you feel yourself to be, can really be a partaker of so choice
and special a privilege as being married unto the Lord. Let this suffice for
an answer to all such suggestions: the text is found addressed, not to
Christians in a flourishing state of heart, not to believers upon Mount
Tabor, transfigured with Christ, not to a spouse all chaste and fair, and
sitting under the banner of love, feasting with her lord; but it is addressed
to those who are called "backsliding children." God speaks to his church
in her lowest and most abject estate, and though he does not fail to
rebuke her sin, to lament it, and to make her lament it too, yet still in
such an estate he says to her, "I am married unto you." Oh! it is grace that
he should be married to any of us, but it is grace at its highest pitch, it is
the ocean of grace at its flood-tide, that he should speak thus of
"backsliding children." That he should speak in notes of love of any of the
fallen race of Adam is "passing strange—'tis wonderful;" but that he
should select those who have behaved treacherously to him, who have
turned their backs to him and not their faces, who have played him false,
although, nevertheless, his own, and say unto them, "I am married unto
You;" this is loving-kindness beyond aught we could wont or ween. Hear,



O heaven, and admire, O earth, let every understanding heart break forth
into singing, yea, let every humble mind bless and praise the
condescension of the Most High! Cheer up poor drooping hearts. Here is
sweet encouragement for some of you who are depressed, and
disconsolate, and sit alone, to draw living waters out of this well. Do not
let the noise of the archers keep you back from the place of the drawing of
water. Be not afraid lest you should be cursed whilst you are anticipating
the blessing. If you do but trust in Jesus, if you have but a vital interest in
the once humbled, now exalted Lord, come with holy boldness to the text,
and whatever comfort there be here, receive it and rejoice therein.

To this end let us attentively consider the relationship, which is here
spoken of, and diligently enquire how far we are experimentally
acquainted with it.

I. IN CONSIDERING THE RELATIONSHIP WHICH IS HERE SPOKEN
OF, you will observe that the affinity of marriage, though exceedingly
near Kin, is not one of birth.

Marriage is not a relationship of original consanguinity. It is contracted
between two persons who may, during the early part of their lives, have
been entire strangers to one another; they may scarcely have looked each
other in the face, excepting during the few months that precede their
nuptials. The families may have had no previous acquaintance, they may
have lived afar off as the very antipodes. One may have been opulent, and
in possession of vast domains, and the other may have been indigent, and
reduced to straitened circumstances. Genealogies do not regulate it:
disparities do not hinder it. The connection is not of natural birth but of
voluntary contract or covenant. Such is the relationship, which exists
between the believer and his God. Whatever relation there was originally
between God and man, it was stamped out and extinguished by the fall.
We were aliens, strangers, and foreigners, far off from God by wicked
works. We had henceforth no relation to the Most High; we were
banished from his presence as traitors to his throne, as condemned
criminals who had revolted against his power. Between our souls and God
there could be no communion. He is light and we are dark. He is holiness
and we are sin. He is heaven, and we are far more akin to hell. In him



there is consummate greatness, and we are puny insignificance. He filleth
all worlds with his strength, and as for us, we are the creatures of a day,
who know nothing, and who are crushed before the moth. The gulf
between. God and a sinner is something terrible to contemplate. There is
a vast difference between God and the creature even when the creature is
pure, but between God and the fallen creature—oh! where is the he that
shall measure the infinite leagues of distance? Where was there a means
of ever bridging so terrible a chasm except the Lord Jesus had found it in
his own person, and in his own passion? How could we have ever
perceived the infinite design, unless it had been revealed to us as an
accomplished fact, by which he has reconciled us and brought us into
communion with himself, that we should be married unto him? Now,
Christian, just contemplate what you were, and the degraded family to
which you belonged, that you may magnify the riches of his grace who
espoused you in your low estate, and hath so bound himself with all the
pledges of a husband that he saith, "I am married unto you." What were
you? That is a black catalogue of foul transgressors which the apostle
gives in the first epistle to the Corinthians (6:9, 11), I forbear a recital of
the filthy vices—at the end of which he says, "Bat ye are washed, but ye
are sanctified." In those crimes he enumerates, many of us had a share,
nay, all of us! What was our father, and what our father's house? What
was our aim? What was our practice? What were our desires? What were
our tendencies? They were earthly, downward, hell-ward. We were at a
distance from God, and we loved that distance well. But the Lord Jesus
took upon himself our nature: upon him the Lord did lay the iniquity of
all his people. And why? Not merely to save us from the wrath to come,
but that we, being lifted up out of our degradation by virtue of his
atonement, and being sanctified and made meet by the power of the
Spirit, should have a relationship established between us and God which
was not formed by nature, but which has been achieved and
consummated by astounding grace. Unto the Lord let us give thanks this
night, as we recollect the hole of the pit whence we were digged, and call
to mind the fact that now we are united to him in ties of blood and bonds
of love.

Marriage-union is the result of choice. Any exceptions to this rule that
might be pleaded, are void in reason, because they arise from folly and



transgression: there ought to be no exception. It is scarcely a true
marriage at all where there has not been a choice on each side. But
certainly if the Lord our God is married unto us, and we are married unto
God, the choice is mutual. The first choice is with God. That choice was
made, we believe, before the foundation of the world

"Long ere the sun's refulgent ray
Primeval shades of darkness drove,
They on his sacred bosom lay,
Lov'd with an everlasting love."

God never began to love his people. It were impossible for the spiritual
mind to entertain so unworthy a thought. He saw them in the glass of his
decrees; he foresaw them, with his eye of prescience, in the mass of
creatureship, all fallen and ruined; but yet he beheld them, and pitied and
loved them, elected them and set them apart. "They shall be mine," saith
the Lord. Here we are all agreed; and we ought to be all agreed upon the
second point, namely, that we also have chosen our God. Brethren, no
man is saved against his will. If any man should say that he were saved
against his will, it would be a proof that he was not saved at all; for
reluctancy or indifference betrays an entire alienation of all the affections
of the heart. If the will is still set against God, then the whole man is
proven to be at enmity with him. By nature we did not choose God': by
nature we kicked against his law, and turned aside from his dominion.
But is it not written, "My people shall be willing in the day of my power"?
Do you not understand how, without any violation of your free agency,
God has used proper arguments and motives so as to influence your
understanding? Through our understanding our will is convinced, and
our souls are spontaneously drawn. Then we throw down the weapons of
our rebellion, and humble ourselves at the footstool of the Most High;
and now we do freely choose that which we once wickedly abhorred. Do
not you, Christian, at this very hour, choose Christ with all your heart to
be your Lord and Savior? If it could be put to you over again to make an
election whether you should love the world or love Christ, would you not
say, "Oh! my Beloved is better to me than ten thousand worlds! He fixes
all my love, engrosses all my passion: I give myself up to him most freely;
he bought me with a great price; he won me with his great love; he



enraptured me with his unspeakable charms, so I give myself up to him"?
Here is a mutual choice. I wish that some of our friends would forbear to
make such a stand against the doctrine of God's choosing us. If they will
but read Scripture with an unprejudiced mind, I am quite sure they will
find it there. It always seems inexplicable to me that those who claim free
will so very boldly for man, should not also allow some free will to God. I
suppose, my brethren would not like to have to be married to somebody
whom they had not chosen, and why should Jesus Christ not have the
right to choose his own bride? Why should he not set his love where he
will, and have the right to exercise, according to his own sovereign mind,
that bestowment of his heart and hand which none could by any means
deserve? This know, that he will have his own choice whether we impugn
the doctrine or not; for he will have mercy on whom he will have mercy,
and he will have compassion on whom he will have compassion. At the
same time, I wish that those friends who believe this truth, would receive
the other, which is quite as true. We do choose Christ in return, and that
without any violation of our free agency. Some people cannot see two
truths at one time; they cannot understand that God has made all truth to
be double. Truth is many sided. While divine predestination is true,
human responsibility is also true; while it is true that Christ chooses us, it
is also true that the unrenewed mind will not choose him: "Ye will not
come unto me, that ye might have life." This is the sin and the
condemnation of man, that "light is come into the world, and men loved
darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil." Settle it,
however, in your minds, that when God says, "I am married unto you," it
implies that there is a blessed choice on both sides; and so it is a true
marriage.

3. Our third reflection is, that marriage is cemented by mutual love.
Where there is not this mutual affection, it deserves not the name of
marriage. The dark shadow of a blessing they cannot realize must be a
heavy load for either heart to bear; but where there is true and genuine
love, it is the sweetest and happiest mode of living. It is one of the
blessings of paradise, which has been preserved to us after the fall.
Without love, wedded life must be a very purgatory above ground. In the
solemn contract, which has brought our souls this night to God, the
marriage is sustained, cemented, strengthened, and made delightful by



mutual love. Need I talk to you of the love of God? It is a theme we are
scarcely competent to talk of. You need to sit down and weep about it for
very joy, joy which fills the heart, and makes the eyes overflow, but well
nigh chains the tongue, for it is a deep, profound, and inexpressible. "He
loved me, and gave himself for me." "Behold, what manner of love the
Father hath bestowed u p on us." "As the Father hath loved me, even so
have I loved you. Oh, the love of God—it would surpass the powers of an
angel to set it forth. Sure, sure, it shall be the blest employment of
eternity's long ages for us to comprehend it; and, perhaps, when myriad's
of ages have rolled over our happy souls, we shall still be as much struck
with wonder with it as we were at first. The marvel doth not diminish on
inspection: familiarity cannot make it common. The nearer we approach,
the deeper our awe. It will be as great a surprise that God should love
such cold, such faithless, such unworthy beings as ourselves, at the end of
ten thousand years as it was at first, perhaps more so. The more
thoroughly we shall know ourselves, the more fully we shall understand
the good of the Lord; thus will our wonder grow and swell. Even in
heaven, we shall be lost in surprise and admiration at the love of God to
us. The rapture will augment the reverence we feel. Well, but, brethren
beloved, I trust we also love him in return! Do you never feel one soft
affection rising after another as you muse on the Christ of God? When
you sometimes listen to a sermon in which the Savior's dear affection to
you is set forth, do you not feel that the unbidden tear wets your cheek?
Does not your heart swell sometimes, as if it were unable to hold your
emotions? Is there not a "joy unspeakable and full of glory" that comes
over you? Can you not say—

"Jesus, I love thy charming name,

'"Tis music to mine ear;

Fain would I sound it out so loud

That earth and heaven should hear"?

I hope you do not need to sing to-night—

"'Tis a point I long to know."

but, I trust, that in the solemn silence of your souls you can say, "Thou



knowest that I love thee;" grieved that the question should be asked, but
still ready to answer, with Peter, "Lord, thou knowest all things, thou
knowest that I love thee." Now, it is impossible for you to love God
without the strong conclusive evidence that God loves you. I once knew a
good woman who was the subject of many doubts, and when I got to the
bottom of her doubt, it was this: she knew she loved Christ, but she was
afraid he did not love her. "Oh!" I said, "that is a doubt that will never
trouble me; never, by any possibility, because I am sure of this, that the
heart is so corrupt, naturally, that love to God never did get there without
God's putting it there." You may rest quite certain, that if you love God, it
is a fruit, and not a root. It is the fruit of God's love to you, and did not get
there by the force of any goodness in you. You may conclude, with
absolute certainty, that God loves you if you love God. There never was
any difficulty on his part. It always was on your part, and now that the
difficulty is gone from you, none whatever remains. O let our hearts
rejoice and be filled with great delight, because the Savior has loved us
and given himself for us. So let us realize the truth of the text, "I am
married unto you."

4. My fourth observation is, that this marriage necessitates certain
mutual relations. I cannot say "duties," for the word seems out of place on
either side. How can I speak of the great God making pledges of
faithfulness? and yet with reverence, let me word it so, for in any
vocabulary I have hardly words to set it forth. When God becomes a
husband, he undertakes to do a husband's part. When he says, "Thy
Maker is thy husband," you may rest assured that he does not take the
relationship without assuming (well, I must say it) all the responsibilities
which belong to that condition. It is the part of God to nourish, to cherish,
to shield, to protect, to bless those with whom he condescends, in infinite
mercy, to enter into union. When the Lord Jesus Christ became the
husband of his church, he felt that he was under an engagement to us,
and inasmuch as there were debts incurred, he paid them.

"Yes, said the Son, with her I'll go,
Through all the depths of sin and woe;
And on the cross will even dare

The bitter pains of death to bear."



He never shrunk from the doing of any of those loving works which
belong to the husband of his chosen spouse. He exalted the word
"husband," and made it to be more full of meaning than it had ever been
before, so that the apostle could see it glittering in a new light, and could
say, "Husbands, love your wives, even as Christ also loved the church,
and gave himself for it." Oh, yes! dear friends, there is a responsibility
arising out of this relationship, but he of whom we speak has not
departed from it; you know he has not. And now, what upon our side?
The wife has to reverence her husband, and to be subject unto him in all
things. That is precisely our position towards him who has married us.
Let his will be our will. Let his wish be our law. Let us not need to be
flogged to service, but let us say—

"'Tis love that makes our willing feet
In swift obedience move."

O Christian, if the Master condescends to say, "I am married unto you,"
you will not any longer ask, "What is my duty?" but you will say, "What
can I do for him?" The loving wife does not say, "What is my duty?" and
stand coldly questioning how far she should go, and how little she may
do, but all that she can do for him who is her husband she will do, and
everything that she can think of, every thing she can devote herself to, in
striving to please him in all things she will most certainly do and perform.
And you and I will do the same if we have realized our union with Christ.
O beloved, do not grow sentimental and waste your energies in driveling
fancies as some have done. Speak ye of a wife?—where the family is large,
the work is heavy, and the responsibility great. I could fain remind you
here, did time permit, of the words of King Lemuel, and the prophecy that
his mother taught him. Bear with me at least while I admonish you to
such a one, that the heart of thy husband may safely trust in thee. Let it
be thy care to give meat to thy household. Lay thy hands to the spindle;
suffer not thine industry to fail; eat not the bread of idleness. Stretch out
thine hand to the poor, and reach forth both thine hands to the needy.
Open thy mouth with wisdom, and in thy tongue be the law of kindness.
Yea, and consider this with thyself, that in thy regard for all the duties of
thy station, thou art fulfilling thy bounden obligations to thy Lord. Short



words, but mighty, matchless deeds have told how Jesus loved us. Be it
ours to carve our song of love to him on the hearts of some tender
nurslings who are cast in our way, and committed to our care. O that the
life I now live in the flesh, by faith in the Son of God, might become a
poem, and a grateful response to him that loved me, and gave himself for
me. I hope we do know, then, that when God says, "I am married unto
you," it necessitates mutual relations.

5. Fifthly, it also involves mutual confidences. How shall we call that a
marriage where the husband and wife are still two persons, maintaining
individuality as if it were a scrupulous condition of the contract? That is
utterly foreign to the divine idea. In a true marriage, the husband and
wife become one. Henceforth their joys and their cares, their hopes and
their labors, their sorrows and their pleasures, rise and blend together in
one stream. Brethren, the Lord our God has said it, "The secret of the
Lord is with them that fear him, and he will shew them his covenant."
"Judas saith unto him, not Iscariot, Lord, how is it that thou wilt manifest
thyself unto us, and not unto the world?" There was the secret, because
there is a union between Christ and his people, which there is not
between Christ and the world. How joyously do the words sound—they
have a silvery ring in them—"Henceforth I call you not servants; for the
servant knoweth not what his lord doeth: but I have called you friends;
for all things that I have heard of my Father I have made known unto
you." Christ keeps nothing back from you. Remember another word of
his: "If it were not so, I would have told you." Oh, how delightful! He says,
"I go to prepare a place for you." He tells them that he is going to prepare
a place for them, and then he says, "If it were not so, I would have told
you—I keep no secrets back from you; you are near me, my flesh and my
bones. I left my Father's house in glory, that I might become one with
you, and manifest myself to you, and I keep back nothing from you, but
reveal my very heart and my very soul to you." Now, Christian, just see:
you stand in the relation of a spouse, and you must tell your very heart
out to Christ. No, do not go and tell it to your neighbors, nor your friends,
for, somehow or other, the most sympathizing heart cannot enter into all
our grief's. There is a grief, which the stranger cannot intermeddle with;
but there never was a pang into which Christ could not enter. Make a
confidant of the Lord Jesus—tell him all. You are married unto him: play



the part of a wife who keeps no secrets back, no trials back, no joys back;
tell them all to him. I was in a house yesterday where there was a little
child, and it was said to me, "He is such a funny child." I asked in what
way, and the mother said, "Well, if he tumbles down and hurts himself in
the kitchen, he will always go up stairs crying and tell somebody, and
then he comes down and says, "I told somebody;" and if he is upstairs he
goes down and tells somebody, and when he comes back it is always, "I
told somebody," and he does not cry any more, Ah! well, I thought, we
must tell somebody: it is human nature to want to have sympathy, but if
we would always go to Jesus, and tell him all, and there leave it, we might
often dismiss the burden, and be refreshed with a grateful song. Let us do
so, and go with all our joys and all our troubles unto him, who says, "I am
married unto you." I know the devil will say, "Why, you must not tell the
Lord your present trouble: it is too little, and besides, you know you did
wrong, and brought it upon yourself." Well, but you would tell your
husband, would you not? and will you not tell your Lord? You could not
tell a master, but you can tell a husband. Oh! do not go back into the old
legal state of calling Christ Baali, but call him Ishi, "My man, my
husband," and put that confidence in him which it is expected that the
wife should place in a husband who dearly loves her.

6. We must go on to a sixth point. This marriage implies fellowship in all
its relations. Whatsoever a husband possesses becomes his wife's. She
cannot be poor if he be rich; and what little she has, whatever it may be,
comes to him. If she be in debt, her debts become his. When Jesus Christ
took his people, he gave them all he had. There is nothing which Christ
has which he has not given to us. It is noteworthy that he has given his
church his own name! "Where?" say you. Well, there are two passages in
Jeremiah that most remarkably illustrate this (chap. 23:6, and chap.
23:16). In the one it says, "This is the name whereby he shall be called,"
and in the other, "This is the name wherewith she shall be called." In
both, the name is identical. "Jehovah Tsidkenu, the Lord our
righteousness." What "She shall be called"? Yes, as though he sald, "She
shall take my name, and with the name, of course, the entire open
acknowledgment of his interest in her and her interest in him. As such
she is partaker of all his glory: if he be a king, she is a queen; if he be in
heaven, "He hath raised us up together, and made us to sit in heavenly



places with him;" if he be heavenly, she also shall bear the image of the
heavenly; if he be immortal, so shall she be; and if he be at the right hand
of the Father, so shall she be also highly exalted with him. Now, it is
saying but very little when I add, that, therefore, whatever we have,
belongs to him—oh! it is so little, so very little, but one wishes it were
more. "O that Christ were not so glorious as he is"—I have sometimes
thought. It was half a wicked wish, but I meant it well, that I might help
to glorify him. O that he were still poor, that one might ask him to a feast!
O that he were still in this world, that one could break the alabaster box
of ointment and pour it on his head! But thou art so great, most blessed
Master, that we can do nothing to increase thee! Thou art so high, we
cannot exalt thee! Thou art so happy, that we cannot bless thee! Yet, what
am I saying? It is all a mistake! He is here still. He calls every one of his
people "Members of his body;" and if you wish to enrich him, help the
poor; if you want to feed him, feed the hungry. They that bind garments
about the naked, put vestures upon the Lord himself. "Inasmuch as ye
have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it
unto me." I hope we can sing without falsehood that verse of Dr. Watts's:

"And if I might make some reserve,
And duty did not call,

I love my God with zeal so great,
That I could give him all."”

7. A seventh observation, and then I shall refrain from dwelling longer on
this point. The very crown of marriage is mutual delight and
complacency. The wife of a Persian nobleman, having gone to a feast,
which was given by the great Darius, was asked by her husband whether
she did not think that Darius was the finest man in the world. No,. she
said, she did not think so; she never saw any one in the world who was
comparable to her husband. And doubtless that is just the opinion which
a husband forms of his wife and a wife of her husband where the
marriage is such as it should be. Now, certainly Christ sets a very high
store upon us. I recollect turning over that passage in Solomon's Songs,
looking at it and wondering how it could be true—believing it, and yet not



being able to comprehend it—where Christ says, "Thou art all fair, my
love; there is no spot in thee!" Oh, what eyes he must have! We say that
love is blind; but that cannot be true in Christ's case, for he seeth all
things. Why, this is how it is: he sees himself in us. He does not see us as
we are, but in his infinite grace he sees us as we are to be, as Kent sings:—

"Not as she stood in Adam's fall,
When sin and ruin covered all;
But as she'll stand another day,
Brighter than sun's meridian ray."

The sculptor says he can see a bust in a block of marble, and that all he
has to do is to chip away the extra marble, and let the bust appear. So
Christ can see a perfect being in every one of us, if we are his people; and
what he is about with us day by day is taking off the excrescence's,
making us to be like himself. He can see us as we shall one day be before
the throne of God in heaven, without spot, or wrinkle, or any such thing.
Ah! beloved, he sets great store by us. His delights are with the sons of
men. He loves to hear our praise, and to listen to our prayer. The songs of
his people are his sweet perfume, and communion with his people is like
the beds of spices, the beds of lilies, where he feedeth. And as for us, who
are his people, I am sure we can say that there is no delight, which can
equal communion with Christ. We have tried other delights—shame upon
us!—we have tried some of them, but after having done so, we find that
there is nothing like our Lord, "Vanity of vanity, all is vanity, saith the
preacher;' but when we come to Christ, we find no vanity there, but can
say:—

"Where can such sweetness be
As I have tasted in thy love,
As I have found in thee?"

The Christian's heart is like Noah's dove: it flies over the wide waste, and
cannot rest the sole of its foot until it comes back to Christ. He is the true
Noah, who puts out his hand and takes in the weary, buttering dove, and
gives it rest. There is no peace the whole world over but with Christ.



"There's no such thing as pleasure here,
My Jesus is my all;

As thou dost shine or disappear,

My pleasures rise or fall."

Thus much, then, by way, as it were, of skimming the surface of this
delightful word, "I am married unto you."

II. Two or three sentences only upon the second point. HOW FAR DO
YOU AND I EXPERIMENTALLY UNDERSTAND THIS?

I am afraid some of you think me half crazy to-night. You are saying,
"Well, I do not comprehend this; whatever is the man talking about? God
married to us! Christ married to us! I do not comprehend it!" God have
mercy upon thee, my poor hearer, and bring thee to know it! But let me
tell thee, if thou didst but know it, there is a secret here that would make
thee a thousand times more happy than all the joys of the world can ever
make thee. Thou remindest me of the cock in the fable, who found a
diamond on the dunghill, and as he turned it over, he said, "I would
rather have found a grain of barley." That was according to his nature.
And so with you. This precious pearl of union to God will seem to be
nothing to you: a little worldly pleasure will be more to your taste. One
could weep to think there should be such ignorance of true joy and true
delight I Oh! blind eyes, that cannot see beauty in the Savior! Oh! stone-
cold hearts, that can see no loveliness in him! Jesus! they are besotted,
they are mad, who cannot love thee! It is a strange infatuation of the sons
of men to think that they can do without thee, that they can see any light
apart from thee, thou Sun of Righteousness, or anything like beauty in all
the gardens of the world apart from thee, thou Rose of Sharon, thou Lily
of the Valley! O that they knew thee!

"A thousand sorrows pierce my soul,
To think that all are not thine own."

Do I address any to-night, who, while they pretend to be religious people,



hold loosely by their allegiance to the Lord? There are many such, and we
occasionally meet with them here. They cannot appease their conscience
without some show of profession, so they join with us as hearers and
spectators in the solemn assembly; but they never unite with the church,
because they have not devoutedly yielded up their hearts to Christ. Ask
them the reason, and their answer sounds modest, and yet the reserve it
implies is anything but chaste. Do you tell us that you are afraid you
should not walk consistently? Would it not be more true to admit that
your relationship with the world, your service of mammon, your ordinary
pastimes, and your occasional revels, harmless as you try to persuade
yourselves they are now, if viewed in the light of espousals to Christ, most
be accounted a very shame? So far as the principles of Christianity are
concerned, you endorse them with your private creed, and you are
"Protestant” enough to prefer the most evangelical doctrines; but the
reserve in your conduct is a clear index to a most fatal reserve in your
character. You might admit God to be the supreme, but not the exclusive
Lord of your heart. You would give the Lord's altar more honor than any
other altar, but still you would not remove the high places which
desecrate the land. Your opinion is that there is no god in all the earth but
the God of Israel, yet your practice is to bow down in the house of
Rimmon. You wish to have all the promises of God vouchsafed to you, but
you decidedly object to make any vows in his sanctuary. It is to such as
you that these delicate appeals are most distasteful, "Turn, O backsliding
children, saith the Lord; for I am married unto you." Nothing in your
experience responds to this. You stand aloof as if you were aggrieved. I
must warn you, therefore, that God can be your God only in these bonds
of covenant union. But, Christian, I speak to you. Surely you know
something about this, that God is married to you? If you do, can you not
say with me, "Yes, and he has been a very faithful husband to me"? Now,
there is no one of you who can demur to that! Thus far he has been very
faithful to you, and what have you been to him? How kind and tender has
he been; how faithful, how generous, how sympathizing! In your every
affliction he has been afflicted, and the angel of his presence has saved
you. Just in your extremity he has come to your help. He has carried you
through every difficulty, even until now. Oh! you can speak well of him,
can you not? And as for his love, Christian, as for his love, what do you
think of that? Is it not heaven on earth to you? Do you not reckon it to be



"Heaven above
To see his face, to taste his love"?

Well, then, speak well of him, speak well of him! Make this world hear his
praise! Ring that silver bell in the deaf ears of this generation! Make them
know that your Beloved is the fairest of the fair and compel them to
enquire, "O thou fairest among women, what is thy Beloved more than
another beloved?"

As for you who do not know him, I should like to ask you this question,
and do you answer it for yourselves. Do you want to be married to Christ?
Do you wish to have him? Oh! then, there will be no difficulties in the way
of the match. If thy heart goes after Christ, he will have thee. If, when
thou gettest home to thy bedside, thou sayest to him, "Dear Savior, here
is my heart, take it, wash it, save me," he will hear thee. Whoever thou
mayst be, he will not refuse thee. Oh he seeks thee, he seeks thee! And
when thou seekest him, that is a sure sign that he has found thee. Though
thou mayst not have found him, yet he has found thee already. The
wedding-ring is ready. Faith is the golden ring, which is the token of the
marriage bond. Trust the Savior! Trust him! Have done with trusting to
thy good works. Have done with depending upon thy merits. Take his
works, his merits, and rest alone upon him, for now doth he say unto
thee, "I will betroth thee unto me for ever; yea, I will betroth thee unto
me in righteousness, and in judgment, and in loving-kindness, and in
mercies. I will even betroth thee unto me in faithfulness: and thou shalt
know the Lord." So may he do unto every one of you, and may Christ's
name be glorified forever. Amen.

~ A~ A~ A~ A~ A~

Religion - A Reality



For it is not a vain thing for you, because it is your life. - Deuteronomy
32:47

It appears from this closing remark of Moses, that there were men in his
time who thought religion to be vain, although, under the system which
then existed, there were many plain proofs of its usefulness: for they who
served God in those days prospered, and national advantages always
followed nation obedience to God. Under the theocratic government of
the Israelites in the wilderness, and in their early history when
established in Canaan, their offences against God's law brought upon
them famine, plague, or the scourge of marauding hosts; while
repentance and a return to allegiance always brought them a deliverer,
and a restoration of peace and plenty. They had visibly before their eyes
proofs that God did reward virtue; and yet, notwithstanding this, there
were some so besotted against God, that they said, "It is a vain thing to
serve the Lord." Do you wonder, therefore, that there should be many
such under the gospel? It would, indeed, be marvellous if there were not
many more, for the gospel is a far more spiritual system than the Jewish
dispensation, and its blessings are not of a carnal order. No blessing
apparent to carnal eyes rests upon the godly, but sometimes the case
appears to be reversed: we see the wicked prosper, and the righteous are
trodden under foot. The Christian dispensation is one which requires
much faith to receive it. We walk not by sight, but by faith alone; and it is
little marvel that when ungodly men see the righteous afflicted, and
discover that their comfort lies in matters which only faith can
apprehend, they should cry out, "It is a vain thing," and should turn aside
from the ordinances of God. Besides, to confess the truth, there have been
so many counterfeits of true religion, that it is not remarkable that
unconverted men should consider even the genuine article to be but a
vain thing. Men have made pretences of wondrous sanctity, whilst
inwardly full of rottenness; and sinners have learned to argue with
terrible logic: "They are none of them good; they are all deceivers; the
best of them are hypocrites, and religion itself is a vain thing." However
false may be the conclusion here—and we believe it to be utterly so—yet
we do not wonder that men, desiring to believe religion to be a falsehood,
have found some support for their unbelief in the hypocrisy of professors.



Now we will grant you this morning that much of the religion which is
abroad in the world is a vain thing. The religion of ceremonies is vain. If a
man shall trust in the gorgeous pomp of uncommanded mysteries, if he
shall consider that there resides some mystic efficacy in a priest, and that
by uttering certain words a blessing is infallibly received, we tell him that
his religion is a vain thing. You might as well go to the Witch of Endor for
grace as to a priest; and if you rely upon words, the "Abracadabra" of a
magician will as certainly raise you to heaven, or rather sink you to hell,
as the performances of the best ordained minister under heaven.
Ceremonies in themselves are vain, futile, empty. There are but two of
God's ordaining, they are most simple, and neither of them pretend to
have any efficacy in themselves. They only set forth an inward and
spiritual grace, not necessarily tied to them, but only given to those who
by faith perceive their teachings. All ceremonial religion, no matter how
sincere, if it consist in relying upon forms and observances, is a vain
thing. So with creed-religion—by which I mean not to speak against
creeds, for I love "the form of sound words," but that religion which lies
in believing with the intellect a set of dogmas, without partaking of the
life of God; all this is a vain thing. Again, that religion which only lies in
making a profession of what one does not posses, in wearing the
Christian name, and observing the ritual of the Church, but which does
not so affect the character as to make a man holy, nor so touch the heart
as to make a man God's true servant—such a religion is vain throughout.
O my dear hearers, how much worthless religion may you see
everywhere! So long as men get the name, they seem content without the
substance. Everywhere, it matters not to what Church you turn your eye,
you see a vast host of hypocrites, numerous as flies about a dead carcase.
On all sides there are deceivers, and deceived; who write "Heaven" upon
their brows, but have hell in their hearts; who hang out the sign of an
angel over their doors, but have the devil for a host within. Take heed to
yourselves; be not deceived, for he who tries the heart and searches the
reins of the children of men is not mocked, and he will surely discern
between him that feareth God, and him that feareth him not.

But with all these allowances, we still this morning assert most positively
that the religion of Christ Jesus, that which has been revealed to us of the
Holy Ghost by the apostles and prophets, and specially by the Messiah



himself, when truly received into the heart, is no vain thing. We shall
handle the text four ways, taking the word "vain" in different shades of
meaning. It is no fiction it is no trifle; it is no folly; it is no speculation. In
each case we will prove our assertion by the second sentence—"Because it
is your life."

I. First, then, the true religion of Christ, which consists in a vital faith in
his person, his blood, and his righteousness, and which produces
obedience to his commands, and a love to God, IS NOT A FICTION.

I am not going to argue this morning. I was never sent to argue, but to
teach and speak dogmatically. I assert in the name of all those who have
tried it, that true religion is not a fiction to us. It is to us the grandest of
all realities, and we hope that our testimony and witness, if we be honest
men, may prevail with others who may be sceptical upon this point. We
say, then, that the objects of true religion are, to those who believe in
Jesus, no fiction. God the Father to whom we look with the spirit of
adoption, is no fiction to us. I know that to some men the Divine Being is
a mere abstraction. As to communing with him, as to speaking to him,
they think such wonders may have occurred to Abraham, to Isaac, and to
Jacob, but to them such things are impossible. Now we do solemnly
assure you, as men who would not lie in this matter, that God the Father
is to us as real a person as the man from whose loins we sprang, and that
we have as surely talked unto him, and he has as truly spoken to our
hearts as ever we have spoken with our friend, and have been answered
by him. We tell you that to us the being of God is a fact which influences
our whole life, checks us when we would sin, forbids our weaker passions
to rebel, and nerves our nobler powers to do or suffer. Our consciousness,
our experience, our emotions, and our whole being, tell us that there is a
God. We have had personal dealings with him; he has been with us in our
chamber; we have seen his face in the sanctuary; we have cast our cares
upon him; and therefore to us the Eternal and indwelling Father is no
fiction. So is it with Christ Jesus. To mere professors Christ Jesus is never
anything but a myth. They believe there was such a man, but he is only an
historical personage to them. To true believers in Christ, however, he is a
real person, now existing, and now dwelling in the hearts of his people.
And oh! I bear my witness that if there be anything which has ever been



certified to my consciousness it is the existence of Jesus, the man, the Son
of God. Oh friends, have we not, when our soul has been in a rapture,
thrust our finger into the prints of the nails? Have we not been so drawn
away from the outward world, that in spiritual communings we could say,
He was to us as our brother that sucked the breasts of our mother, and
when we found him without we did embrace him, and we would not let
him go? His left hand has been under our head, and his right hand has
embraced us. I know this will sound like a legend even to men who
profess to be Christ's followers, but I question the reality of your piety if
Christ be not one for whom you live, and in whom you dwell; with whom
you walk, and in whom you hope soon to sleep that you may wake up in
his likeness. A real Christ and a real God—no man has real religion till he
knows these. So again the Holy Spirit, who is, with the Father and the
Son, the one God of Israel; the God of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Jacob,
indivisibly One and yet everlastingly Three—the Holy Spirit is also real,
for

"He, in our hearts of sin and woe
Makes living streams of grace arise,
Which into boundless glory flow."

Tell us there is no Spirit? Why, about this we can speak positively. A fool
may say that there is no magnetic influence, and that no electric streams
can flow along the wires, but they who have once been touched by that
mysterious power know it; and the Holy Spirit's influence on men is quite
as much within the sphere of our recognition, if we have ever felt it, as is
the influence of galvanism or magnetism. Those who have once felt the
spiritual life know when it is flowing in; when its strength is withdrawn,
and when it returns anew. They know that at times they can do all things;
their heaviest trial is a joy, and their weightiest burden a delight; and that
at other times they can do nothing, being bowed down to the very dust
with weakness. They know that at times they enjoy peace with God
through Jesus Christ, and that at other times they are disturbed in spirit.
They have discovered, too, that these changes do not depend upon the
weather, nor upon circumstances, nor upon any relation of one thought
to another, but upon certain secret, mystic, and divine impulses which
come forth from the Spirit of God, which make a man more than man, for



he is filled with Deity from head to foot, and whose withdrawal makes
him feel himself less than man, for he is filled with sin and drenched with
iniquity, till he loatheth his own being. Tell us there is no Holy Spirit! We
have seen his goings in the sanctuary, but as we shall have to mention
these by-and-bye, we pass on, and only now affirm that the Father, Son,
and Spirit, are to true Christians no fiction, no dream, no fancy, but as
real and as true as persons whom we can see, things which we can handle,
or viands which we can taste.

But further, we can also say that the experience which true religion brings
is no fiction. Believe me, sirs, it is no fiction to repent; for there is a
bitterness in it which makes it all too real. Oh, the agony of sin lying on
an awakened conscience! If you have ever felt it, it will seem to you as the
ravings of a madman when any shall tell you that religion is not real!
When the great hammer of the law broke our hearts in pieces, it was a
stern reality. These eyes have sometimes, before I knew the Saviour, been
ready to start from my head with horror, and my soul has often been
bowed down with a grief far too terrible ever to be told to my fellow-man,
when I felt that I was guilty before God, that my Maker was angry with
me, that he must punish me, and that I deserved and must suffer his
eternal wrath. I do assure you there was no fiction there! And when the
Spirit of God comes into the heart and takes all our grief away, and gives
us joy and peace in believing in Christ, there is no fiction then. Of course,
to other men this is no evidence, except they will believe our honesty; but
to us it is the very best of evidence. We were bidden to believe on Christ;
it was all we were to do: to look to his cross, to believe him to be the
propitiation for sin, and to trust in him to save us; we did so, and oh, the
joy of that moment! In one instant we leaped from the depths of hell to
the very heights of heaven in experience; dragged up out of the horrible
pit, and out of the miry clay, our feet were set upon a rock, and we could
sing for very joy. Oh, the mirth! oh, the bliss! oh, the ecstacy of the soul
that can say—

"Happy, happy, happy day,
When Jesus washed my sins away,

Happy, happy, happy day."



That was no fiction, surely. If it be so, I will continue to cry, "Blessed
fiction! blessed dream! may I contrive to believe thee; may I always be so
deluded if this is to be deluded and misled!" Since then, look at the
believer's experience. He has had as many troubles as other men have,
but oh, what comforts he has had! He lost his wife, and as he stood there
and thought his heart would break, he could still say, "The Lord gave, and
the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord." Child after
child sickened before his loving gaze, and as they went one after the other
to the tomb where he often wished he could have slept instead of them—
while he mourned and wept as Jesus did, yet still he could say, "Though
he slay me yet will I trust in him." When the house was burned—when the
property vanished—when trade ran ill—when character was slandered—
when the soul was desponding and all but despairing, yet there came in
that one ray of light, "Christ is all, and all things work together for good to
them that love God, to them that are called according to his purpose.” I
can tell you, that Christians have often had their brightest days when
other people thought they were in their darkest nights; and they have
often had the best of dainties when there was a famine abroad. Is this a
fiction? O sirs, we challenge you to find so blessed a fiction as this
elsewhere! I saw last Friday a sight, enough to make one weep indeed:
there in the back-room of the house, lay a fine youth, a member of this
Church, sickening and near to death of consumption, and he talked to me
joyously of his prospect of entering into the rest which remaineth for the
people of God; there in the front-room, on the same floor, lay his sister, I
suppose but some two years younger, withering under the same disease;
and there sat the tender mother with her two children, thinking to lose
them both within a few days, and though she said, it was natural to weep,
yet she could say even under this sharp trial, "The Lord's name be
magnified in it all." T say there was no fiction there. If you who think there
is a fiction in such things could live among Christians—if you could see
the poor cheerfully suffering —if you could mark the sick and how
joyously they bear their pains-if you could see the dying and hear their
shouts of triumph, you would say, "There is a reality here; there is
something in true religion; let me die the death of the righteous; let my
last end be like his!"

But yet further; as we are sure there is a reality in the objects and in the



experience of true godliness, so are we quite clear that there is a reality in
its privileges. One of the privileges of the Christian is prayer. It is the
believer's privilege, to go to God an ask for what he wants, and have it.
Now, sirs, I am absolutely certain that prayer is a reality. I shall not tell
here my own experience. One reads not his love-letters in the streets, one
tells not his own personal dealings with God in public; but if there be a
fact that can be proved by ten thousand instances, and which therefore no
reasonable man has any right to doubt —if there be anything that is true
under heaven, it is true that God hears prayer when it cometh not out of
feigned lips, and is offered through Jesus Christ. I know when we tell the
story out, men smile and say, "Ah, these were singular coincidences!"
Why, I have seen in my life, answers to prayer so remarkable, that if God
had rent the curtain of the heavens and thrust out his arm to work a
deliverance, it could not have been more decidedly and distinctly a divine
interposition than when he listened to my feeble cry for help. I speak not
of myself as though I were different from other men in this, for it is so
with all who have real godliness. They know that God hears them; they
prove it to-day; they intend to prove it at this very hour.

Communion with Christ is another reality. The shadow of his cross is too
refreshing to be a dream, and the sunlight of his face is too bright to be a
delusion. Precious Jesus! thou art a storehouse of substantial delights
and solid joy. Then, the privileges of Christian Love towards one another
are real. I know they are not with some men. Why, look you at some of
your fashionable Churches; if the poor people were to speak to the richer
ones, what would the rich ones think of them? Why, snap their heads half
off, and send them about their business! But where there is true
Christianity, we feel that the only place in the world where there can ever
be liberty, equality, and fraternity, is in the Church of Christ. To attempt
this politically, is but to attempt an impossibility; but to foster it in the
Church of God, where we are all allied to God, is but to nourish the very
spirit of the gospel. I say there is a reality in Christian love, for I have seen
it among my flock; and though some do not show it as they should, yet
my heart rejoices that there is so much hearty brotherly love among you,
and thus your religion is not a vain thing.

Once more upon this point, for I am spending all my time here while I



need it for other points. The religion of Christ is evidently not a vain thing
if you look at its effects. We will not take you abroad now to tell you of the
effects of the gospel of Christ in the South Sea. We need not remind you
of what it has done for the heathen, but let me tell you what it has done
for men here. Ah! brethren, you will not mind my telling out some of the
secrets, secrets that bring the tears to my eyes as I reflect upon them.
When I speak of the thief, the harlot, the drunkard, the sabbath-breaker,
the swearer, I may say "Such were some of you, but ye are washed, but ye
are sanctified, but ye rejoice in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ." How
many a man has been going by the door there, and has said "I'll go in and
hear Old Spurgeon." He came in to make merriment of the preacher, and
very little that troubles him. But the man has stood there until the Word
has gone home to him, and he who was wont to beat his wife, and to make
his home a hell, has before long been to see me, and given me a grip of
the hand and said, "God Almighty bless you, sir; there is something in
true religion!" "Well, let us hear your tale,” We have heard it, and
delightful it has been in hundreds of instances. "Very well, send your
wife, and let us hear what she says about you." The woman has come, and
we have said "Well, what think you of your husband now, ma'am?" "Oh,
sir, such a change I never saw in my life! He is so kind to us; he is like an
angel now, and he seemed like a fiend before; Oh! that cursed drink, sir!
everything went to the public-house; and then if I went up to the house of
God, he did nothing but abuse me. Oh! to think that now he comes with
me on Sunday; and the shop is shut up, sir; and the children who used to
be running about without a bit of shoe or stocking, he takes them on his
knee, and prays with them so sweetly. Oh! there is such a change!" Surly
people say "Will it last? Will it last?" Well, I have seen it last the eight
years of my pastorate, in many cases, and I know it will last for ever, for I
am persuaded that it is God's work. We will put it to all the Social Science
Societies; we will put it to all the different religions under heaven,
whether they know the art of turning sinners into saints; whether they
can make lions into lambs, and ravens into doves. Why I know a man who
was as stingy a soul as could be, once, and now he is as generous a man as
walks God's earth. There is another, he was not immoral, but he was
passionate, and now he is as quiet as a lamb. It is grace that has altered
these characters, and yet you tell me that this is a fiction! I have not
patience to answer you. A fiction! If religion does not prove itself to be



true by these facts, then do not believe it; if it does not, when it comes
into a neighborhood, turn it upside down, sweep the cobwebs out of its
sky, clean the houses, take the men out of the public-houses; if it does not
make swearers pray, and hard-hearted men tender and compassionate,
then it is not worth a button. But our religion does do all this, and
therefore we boldly say, it is not a vain thing.

Besides, to the man who really possesses it, it is his life. He is not a man
and a Christian, but he is all a Christian. He is not as some are, men and
Members of Parliament, who have many things to attend to, and attend
Parliament also; but the man who is thoroughly a Christian is a Christian
every bit of him. He lives Christianity; he eats it; he drinks it; he sleeps it;
he walks it. Wherever you see him, he has his religion. His religion is not
like a man's regimentals which he can take off an go in undress; it is
inside of him; it is woven right through and through him. When the
shuttle of his religion was thrown, it went right through the core of his
heart, and you must kill that man to get his religion out of him. Racks
may tear his nerves and sinews, but they cannot tear away his hope, for it
is essentially and vitally part and parcel of himself. Ah! my ladies and
gentlemen, you who think religion is no more real than the life of a
butterfly, it is you who are unreal in your fancies, and your follies;
religion is the substance, and your life is only the shadow! Oh! you
workingmen, who think that to be godly is but to indulge a dream, you
know not what you say. All else is fiction but this; all else is but a moon-
beam phantom, but this is sun-lit reality. God give you grace to get it, and
then you will feel we have not spoken too strongly, but rather have
spoken too little of that which is essentially and really true.

II. Secondly, "It is not a vain thing"—that is, I'T IS NO TRIFLE.

If religion be false, it is the basest imposition under heaven; but if the
religion of Christ be true, it is the most solemn truth that ever was
known! It is not a thing that a man dares to trifle with if it be true, for it is
at his soul's peril to make a jest of it. If it be not true it is detestable, but if
it be true it deserves all a man's faculties to consider it, and all his powers
to obey it. It is not a trifle. Briefly consider why it is not. It deals with your
soul. If it dealt with your body it were no trifle, for it is well to have the



limbs of the body sound, but it has to do with your soul. As much as a
man is better than the garments that he wears, so much is the soul better
than the body. It is your immortal soul it deals with. Your soul has to live
for ever, and the religion of Christ deals with its destiny. Can you laugh at
such words as heaven and hell, at glory and at damnation? If you can, if
you think these trifles, then is the faith of Christ to be trifled with.
Consider also with whom it connects you—with God; before whom angels
bow themselves and veil their faces. Is HE to be trifled with? Trifle with
your monarch if you will, but not with the King of kings, the Lord of lords.
Recollect that those who have ever known anything of it tell you it is no
child's play. The saints will tell you it is no trifle to be converted. They will
never forget the pangs of conviction, nor the joys of faith. They tell you it
is no trifle to have religion, for it carries them through all their conflicts,
bears them up under all distresses, cheers them under every gloom, and
sustains them in all labour. They find it no mockery. The Christian life to
them is something so solemn, that when they think of it they fall down
before God, and say, "Hold thou me up and I shall be safe." And sinners,
too, when they are in their senses, find it no trifle. When they come to die
they find it no little thing to die without Christ. When conscience gets the
grip of them, and shakes them, they find it no small thing to be without a
hope of pardon—with guilt upon the conscience, and no means of getting
rid of it. And, sirs, true ministers of God feel it to be no trifle. I do myself
feel it to be such an awful thing to preach God's gospel, that if it were not
"Woe unto me if I do not preach the gospel," I would resign my charge
this moment. I would not for the proudest consideration under heaven
know the agony of mind I felt but this one morning before I ventured
upon this platform! Nothing but the hope of winning souls from death
and hell, and a stern conviction that we have to deal with the grandest of
all realities, would bring me here.

A pastor's office is no sinecure. A man that has the destinies of a kingdom
under his control, may well feel his responsibility; but he who has the
destiny of souls laid instrumentally at his door, must travail in birth, and
know a mother's pangs; he must strive with God, and know an agony and
yet a joy which no other man can meddle with. It is no trifle to us, we do
assure you; oh! make it no trifle to yourselves. I know I speak to some
triflers this morning, and perhaps to some trifling professors. Oh!



professors, do not live so as to make worldlings think that your religion is
a trifling thing! Be cheerful, but oh! be holy! Be happy, for that is your
privilege; but oh! he heavenly-minded, for that is your duty. Let men see
that you are not flirting with Christ, but that you are married to him. Let
them see that you are not dabbling in this as in a little speculation, but
that it is the business of your life, the stern business of all your powers to
live to Christ, Christ also living in you.

II1. But next, and very briefly, for time will fly; the religion of Christ is no
vain thing—that is, IT IS NO FOLLY.

Thinking men! Yes, by the way, we have had thinking men who have been
able to think in so circuitous a manner that they have thought it
consistent with their consciences to profess to hold the doctrines of the
Church of England, and to be Romanists or infidels! God deliver us from
ever being able to think in their way! I always dislike the presence of man
who carries a gun with him which will discharge shot in a circle. Surely he
is a very ill companion, and if he should turn your enemy how are you to
escape from him? Give me a straightforward, downright man, who says
what he means, and means what he says, and I would sooner have the
grossest reprobate who will speak plainly what he means, than I would
have the most dandy of gentlemen who would not hurt your feelings, but
who will profess to believe as you do, while in his heart he rejects every
sentiment, and abhors every thought which you entertain. I trust I do not
speak to any persons here who can think so circuitously as this. Still, you
say, "Well, but the religion of Christ, why, you see, it is the poor that
receive it." Bless God it is! "Well, but not many thinking people receive
it." Now that is not true, but at the same time, if they did not we would
not particularly mind, because all thinking people do not think aright,
and very many of them think very wrongly indeed; but such a man as
Newton could think and yet receive the gospel, and master-minds, whom
it is not mine just now to mention, have bowed down before the sublimity
of the simple revelation of Christ, and have felt it to be their honour to lay
their wealth of intellect at the feet of Christ. But, sirs, where is the folly of
true religion! Is it a folly to be providing for the world to come? "Oh, no."
Is it altogether a folly to believe that there is such a thing as justice? I
trow not. And that if there be such a thing as justice it involves



punishment? There is no great folly there. Well, then, is it any folly to
perceive that there is no way of escaping from the effects of our offences
except justice be satisfied? Is that folly? And if it be the fact that Christ
has satisfied justice for all who trust in him, is it folly to trust him? If it be
a folly to escape from the flames of hell, then let us be fools. If it be folly
to lay hold of him who giveth us eternal life—oh, blessed folly! let us be
more foolish still. Let us take deep dives into the depths of this
foolishness. God forbid that we should do anything else but glory in being
such fools as this for Christ's sake! What, sirs, is your wisdom? your
wisdom dwells in denying what your eyes can see—a God; in denying
what your consciences tell you—that you are guilty; in denying what
should be your best hope, what your spirit really craves after-redemption
in Christ Jesus. Your folly lies in following a perverted nature, instead of
obeying the dictates of one who points you to the right path. You are wise
and you drink poison; we are fools and we take the antidote. You are wise
and you hunt the shadow; we are fools and we grasp the substance. You
are wise, and you labour and put your money into a bag which is full of
holes, and spend it for that which is not bread, and which never gives you
satisfaction; and we are fools enough to be satisfied, to be happy, to be
perfectly content with heaven and God—

"I would not change my bless'd estate
For all the world calls good or great;
And while my faith can keep her hold,
I envy not the sinner's gold."

Blessed folly! Oh, blessed folly! But it is not a foolish thing; for it is your
life. Ah, sirs, if you would have philosophy it is in Christ. If you would
accomplish the proudest feat of human intellect, it is to attain to the
knowledge of Christ crucified. Here the man whose mind makes him
elephantine, may find depths in which he may swim. Here the most
recondite learning shall find itself exhausted. Here the most brilliant
imagination shall find its highest flights exceeded. Here the critic shall
have enough to criticise throughout eternity; here the reviewer may
review, and review again, and never cease. Here the man who
understands history may crown his knowledge by the history of God in
the world; here men who would know the secret, the greatest secret which



heaven, and earth, and hell can tell, may find it out, for the secret of the
Lord is with them that fear him, and he will show them his covenant. All
the learning of man is doubtless folly to the angels, but the foolishness of
God in the gospel is wisdom to cherubim and seraphim, and by the
Church shall be made known to them in ages to come the manifold
wisdom of God.

IV. And now for the last point, hurriedly again: "It is not a vain thing,"—
that is, IT IS NO SPECULATION, no hap-hazard.

People sometimes ask us what we think about the heathen, whether they
will be saved or not. Well, sirs, there is room for difference of opinion
there; but I should like to know what you think about yourselves—will
you be saved or not?—for after all that is a question of a deal more
importance to you. Now the religion of Christ is not a thing that puts a
man into a salvable state, but it saves him. It is not a religion which offers
him something which perhaps may save him; no it saves him out and out,
on the spot. It is not a thing which says to a man "Now I have set you a-
going, you must keep on yourself." No, it goes the whole way through,
and saves him from beginning to end. He that says "Alpha" never stops
till he can say "Omega" over every soul. I say the religion of Christ: I know
there are certain shadows of it which do not carry such a reality as this
with them, but I say that the religion of the Bible, the religion of Jesus
Christ, is an absolute certainty. "Whosoever believeth on him hath eternal
life, and he shall never perish, neither shall he come into condemnation."
"I give unto my sheep eternal life, and they shall never perish, neither
shall any pluck them out of my hand." "There is therefore now no
condemnation to them which are in Christ Jesus." "Well," says one, "I
should like to know what this very sure religion is." Well, it is this
—"Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved." Trust Christ
with all that you have and you shall be saved. "Well," says one, "but
when?" Why, now, here, this morning, on the spot: you shall be saved
now. It is not a vain thing; it is not a speculation, for it is true to you now.
The word is nigh thee; on thy lip and in thy heart. If thou wilt with thy
heart believe on the Lord Jesus Christ thou shalt be saved, and saved
now. "There is therefore now no condemnation to them which are Christ
Jesus." This is a great and glorious truth, and it is true to-day



—"Whosoever believeth in him hath everlasting life." "But is it true to
me?" saith one. My text says "It is not a vain thing for you." "Oh, it will
suit other people; it will not do for me." It will suit you, sir—"It is not a
vain thing for you because it is your life." If you have come up from the
country, it is no vain thing for you, my dear friends; if you reside in town,
amidst its noise and occupations, it is not a vain thing for you, my dear
hearers. It is not a vain thing for any; if you do but lay hold of it, and it
lays hold of you—if you receive the reality and vitality of it into your soul,
be you who you may, it will not be a vain thing to you; not a "perhaps”
and an "if," a "but" and a "peradventure,” but a "shall" and a "will," a
divine, an eternal, an everlasting and immutable certainty. Whosoever
believeth in Christ—Ilet the earth shake; let the mountains rock; let the
sun grow old with age, and the moon quench her light—shall be saved.
Unless God can change his mind—and that is impossible; unless God can
break his word—and to say so is blasphemy; unless Christ's blood can
lose its efficacy—and that can never be; unless the Spirit can be anything
but Eternal and Omnipotent—and to suppose so were ridiculous—he that
believeth on Christ, must at last, before the eternal throne, sing hallelujah
to God and the Lamb. "Well," says one. " 'tis a vain thing, I'm sure, to me,
for I'm only a poor working-man; religion no doubt, is a very fine thing
for gentlefolk, but it doesn't do for a man as has to work hard, for he's
something else to think on." Well, you are just the man that I should
think it would do for. Why, it is little enough you have here, my dear
friend, and that is the very reason why you should have eternal joys
hereafter. If there be one man that religion can bless more than another—
and I do not know that there is—it is the poor man in his humble cot.
Why, this will put sweets into your cup; this will make your little into
enough, and sometimes into more than enough; you shall be rich while
you are poor, and happy when others think you are miserable. "Well,"
says the rich man, "It is nothing to me; I do not see that it will suit me."
Why, it is the very thing for you, sir; in fact, you are the man who ought to
have it, because, see what you have to lose when you die, unless you have
religion to make up for it! What a loss it will be for you when you have to
lose all your grandeur and substance! What a loss it will be for you to go
from the table of Dives to the hell of Dives! Surely it is not a vain thing for
you. "Well," says another, "but I am a moral and upright person; indeed, I
do not think anybody can pull my character to pieces." I hope nobody



wants to; but this is not a vain thing for you, because, let me tell you, that
fine righteousness of yours is only fine in your own esteem. If you could
only see it as God sees it, you would see it to be as full of holes as ever
beggars' rags were when at last they were consigned to the dust-heap. I
say your fine righteousness, my lady, and yours, Sir Squire from the
country, no matter though you have given to the poor, and fed the
hungry, and done a thousand good things; if you are relying on them, you
are relying on rotten rags, in which God can no more accept you than he
can accept the thief in his dishonesties. "All our righteousness are as
filthy rags, and we are all as an unclean thing." It is not a vain thing for
you, then. "Oh, but I am a young man just in my teens, and growing up to
manhood; I think I ought to have a little pleasure." So I think, friend, and
if you want a great deal of it, be a Christian. "Oh, but I think young people
should enjoy themselves." So do I. I never was an advocate for making
sheep without their first being lambs, and I would let the lambs skip as
much as they like; but if you want to lead a happy and a joyous life, give
you young days to Jesus. Who says that a Christian is miserable? Sir, you
lie; I tell you to your teeth that you know not what Christianity is, or else
you would know that the Christians are the most joyous people under
heaven. Young man, I would like you to have a glorious youth; I would
like you to have all the sparkle and the brilliance which your young life
can give you. What have you better than to live and to enjoy yourself? But
how are you to do it? Give your Creator your heart, and the thing is done.
It is not a vain thing for you. "Ah!" says the old man, "but it is a vain thing
for me; my time is over; if I had begun when I was a lad it might have
done; but I am settled in my habits now; I feel sure, sir, it is too late for
me; when I hear my grand-children say their prayers as they are going to
bed, pretty dears, when they are singing their evening hymn, I wish I was
a child again; but my heart has got hard, and I cannot say "Our Father'
now; and when I do get to "Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them
that trespass against us,' I get stuck there, I do not know how to get over
that, for I have not forgiven old Jones yet who robbed me in that lawsuit;
and then you know I am infirm, and have these rheumatics, and a
hundred other pains; I do not think religion will suit me." Well, it is just
the very thing that will suit you, because it will make you young again.
What, "Can a man be born again when he is old?" That is what
Nicodemus asked. Yes, a man can be born again, so that the babe shall



die a hundred years old. Oh! to make the autumn of your life and the
coming winter of your last days into a new spring and a blessed summer-
this is to be done by laying hold of Christ now; and then you shall feel in
your old veins the young blood of the new spiritual life, and you will say,
"I count the years I lived before a death, but now I begin to live."

I do not know whether I have picked out every character; I am afraid I
have not; but this thing I know, though you may be under there, or up in
the corner yonder where my eye cannot reach you, yet you may hear this
voice and I hope you may hear it when you are gone from this house back
to your country-towns and to your houses—

"'Tis religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we live!
"Tis religion must supply

Solid comfort when we die.

After death its joys will be
Lasting as eternity!

Be the living God my friend,
Then my bliss shall never end."

And this is the gospel which is preached unto you. "Believe in the Lord
Jesus Christ"—that is trust him—"and thou shalt be saved." May God
bless you for Christ's sake. Amen.

~ A~ A~ A A~ A~

Remember!



Thou shalt remember that thou wast a bondman in the land of Egypt, and
the Lord thy God redeemed thee. - Deuteronomy 15:15

In an autobiography of William Jay we read that on one occasion he
called to see the famous Mr. John Newton, at Olney, and he observed that
over the desk at which he was accustomed to compose his sermons, he
had written up in very large letters the following words: "Remember that
thou wast a bondman in the land of Egypt, and the Lord thy God
redeemed thee." To my mind this story invests the text with considerable
interest: it was most fitting that such a remarkable convert as he should
dwell upon such a theme, and place such a text conspicuously before his
own eyes. Might it not with great propriety be placed in a similar position
by each one of us? Mr. Newton lived and acted under the influence of the
memory which the text commands, as was seen that very morning in his
conversation with Mr. Jay. "Sir," said Mr. Newton, "I am glad to see you,
for I have a letter just come from Bath, and you can perhaps assist me in
the answer to it. Do you know anything of So-and-so (mentioning the
name)?" Mr. Jay replied that the man was an awful character, had once
been a hearer of the gospel, but had become a leader in every vice. "But,
sir,” said Mr. Newton, "he writes very penitently; and who can tell?
Perhaps a change may have come over him." "Well," said Mr. Jay, "I can
only say that if ever he should be converted, I should despair of no one."
"And 1," said Mr. Newton, "never have despaired of anybody since I was
converted myself." So, you see, as he thought of this poor sinner at Bath
he was remembering that he also was a bondman in the land of Egypt,
and the Lord his God had redeemed him; and why should not the same
redemption reach even to this notorious transgressor and save him? The
memory of his own gracious change of heart and life gave him tenderness
in dealing with the erring and hopefulness with regard to their
restoration. May some such good effect be produced in our minds: we are
not all called to be preachers of the gospel, but in any capacity a holy,
beneficial, sanctifying effect will be produced upon a right mind by
remembering that we were bondmen, but the Lord our God redeemed us.
May the Holy Spirit at this hour bring the amazing grace of God to our
remembrance with melting power.



As to the particular fact of the redemption of Israel out of Egypt, great
care was taken that it should be remembered. The month upon which
they came out was made the commencement of the year. "This month
shall be unto you the beginning of months: it shall be the first month of
the year to you" (Exodus 12:2). A special injunction was issued "Observe
the month of Abib, and keep the passover unto the Lord thy God: for in
the month of Abib the Lord thy God brought thee forth out of Egypt by
night." An ordinance was established on purpose that the deliverance
might be commemorated: and the eating of the passover lamb was made
binding upon the whole of the people, so that they should not forget the
sprinkling of the blood. The word of the Lord ordained, saying, "And this
day shall be unto you for a memorial; and ye shall keep it a feast to the
Lord throughout your generations; ye shall keep it a feast by an ordinance
for ever." They were enjoined, also, to instruct their children concerning
it, so that in addition to a ceremonial there was an oral tradition to be
handed from father to son. "And when thy son asketh thee in time to
come, saying, What mean the testimonies, and the statutes, and the
judgments, which the Lord our God hath commanded you? Then thou
shalt say unto thy son, We were Pharaoh's bondmen in Egypt; and the
Lord brought us out of Egypt with a mighty hand" (Deuteronomy 6:20,
21). Their law of ten commands commenced with a reminder of that
remarkable fact- "I am the Lord thy God, which have brought thee out of
the land of Egypt, out of the house of bondage: thou shalt have no other
gods before me." All through the book of Deuteronomy you will observe
that this is the one weighty and oft repeated argument for obedience and
faithfulness: "Remember that thou wast a bondman in Egypt, and the
Lord thy God redeemed thee."

Now, beloved, if the Jew was so carefully instructed to remember his
deliverance out of Egypt, should not we also take heed to ourselves that
we by no means forget, or cast into the background, our yet greater
redemption through the precious blood of Christ, by which we were set
free from the yoke and bondage of sin? See how Paul, in Ephesians
2:11,12,13, speaks to us who have been called by grace from the ends of
the earth, "Wherefore remember, that ye being in time past Gentiles in
the flesh, who are called Uncircumcision by that which is called the
Circumcision in the flesh made by hands; that at that time ye were



without Christ, being aliens from the commonwealth of Israel, and
strangers from the covenant of promise, having no hope, and without
God in the world: but now in Christ Jesus ye who sometimes were far off
are made nigh by the blood of Christ." He puts the same thought into
other words in Romans 6:17, 18, when he says- "God be thanked, that ye
were the servants of sin, but ye have obeyed from the heart that form of
doctrine which was delivered you. Being then made free from sin, ye
became the servants of righteousness." Paul would have us remember our
redemption; and God the Holy Ghost who spake by Paul would have us
remember it. Will we not give earnest heed to such solemn counsels? The
blessed effects that will flow from such a memory urge us to remember it,
and because of this our discourse of this morning is intended to be a
humble assistance towards such a memory. O my brother, forget all else
just now, and give thy heart to the work before thee, and "remember that
thou wast a bondman in the land of Egypt, and the Lord thy God
redeemed thee."

First, then, let us consider our bondage; secondly, our redemption; and
thirdly, the influence of the memory of the two facts. I shall not try to say
anything fresh or new: it would be out of place to attempt it, for my
present duty is to awaken your memories as to former days. I have only to
stir up your pure minds by way of remembrance. He who is only a
remembrancer for the past must not look about for novelties. We speak
what you do know, and ask you to testify to what you have felt.

I. First let us consider OUR BONDAGE. It was exceedingly like the
bondage of the children of Israel in Egypt. There are many points in
which a parallel might be drawn. We will indicate them in a few words.

First, when we were unregenerate, and sold under sin, we were enslaved
to a mighty power against which we could not contend. It would have
been of no use for the Israelites to have commenced an insurrection
against Pharaoh: he was too firmly established upon the throne, and his
soldiery by far too strong for poor, feeble, shepherd tribes to be able to
resist. They scarcely dared to think of such a thing: and, brethren, if fallen
man single- handed had the heart to contend with sin and Satan, he
would certainly be unable to achieve a victory. The fall has left us



"without strength"; the law with all its force is "weak through the flesh."
Alas, man hath no heart for spiritual liberty, else would the Lord lend him
power; but apart from power divine, what man is he that can break loose
from his sin? Shall the Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his
spots? Then shall he that is accustomed to do evil learn to do well,
unassisted by divine strength. No, brethren, the fetters which enchain the
mind of the carnal man are much too strong for him to snap them. He
may resolve to do so, as in moments of reflection some men do; but, alas,
he is soon weary of the struggle for liberty, and resigns himself to his
prison. If man had been capable of his own redemption there would never
have descended from heaven the divine Redeemer; but because the
bondage was all too dire for man to set himself free, therefore the eternal
Son of God came hither that he might save his people from their sins. Our
natural bondage was caused and maintained by a power tremendous in
energy and craft. The prince of the power of the air, the spirit that now
worketh in the children of disobedience, held us beneath his iron sway,
and sin exercised a tyrannical dominion over us, from which we could not

break.

Worse still, we were like the Israelites in another respect. Our slavery had
so degraded us that we had no heart to desire an escape. One of the worst
points of slavery is that it frequently degrades men into contentment with
their condition. That would be thought by some to be a benefit, but it is a
giant evil, for a man has no right to be satisfied in slavery. Such
contentment is an ensign of debased manhood. Freedom is the right of
every human being, and he is not truly a man if he can be happy in
bondage. The Israelites were so trampled down that they crouched at
their oppressors' feet, and made themselves as content as they could in
their enslaved condition. As they were turned into beasts of burden, so
were their minds brutalized, until their chief joy lay in the onions and the
cucumbers with which they refreshed themselves, and the fish of which
they afterwards spake so longingly. They declined from a thoughtful
family into a clan of grovelling laborers without heart or hope; so that
when Moses went to them at the first he was not received, and when he
was sent of God with his brother Aaron the people at the first hour of
conflict shrank into their former cowardice, and would willingly have
remained slaves sooner than excite Pharaoh's wrath. They had been



ground down so terribly with their hard labor in mortar and in brick that
they scarcely dared to think of freedom: and that was just your case and
mine, beloved friends, we too were willing slaves of death and sin. If we
are free this morning it was not because when left to ourselves we fought
for liberty and disdained to wear a fetter. No, our bonds were on our
hearts, and we chose our own degradation. The slave from the south of
old watched the northern star, and followed it through brake, and swamp,
and forest to obtain his liberty, but our eyes refused to look to Jesus, who
is the Star of Freedom. We boasted that we were born free, and were
never in bondage to any man, and so we most effectually proved our
bondage under our own pride. We, perhaps, called ourselves freethinkers,
and at any rate we meant to be free actors, and yet all the while we were
in bondage, and did not care to seek true liberty. Can you not recollect
when you hugged your chains and kissed your bonds, and like a madman
who crowns himself with a wisp of straw, and calls himself a king,
embraced the foolish pleasures of this world, and thought yourselves
supremely blessed in such base enjoyments?

Remember again, dear brethren, that you were in a bondage similar to
that of Egypt, for while in that condition you toiled hard and found that
all the service wherein Satan made you to serve was with rigour. The
Israelites built treasure cities for Pharaoh, and they are supposed to have
erected some of the pyramids; but their wage was very small, and their
taskmasters were brutal. Labourers engaged upon royal works received
no wages, but were simply served with sufficient bread to keep them
alive. The Israelites were called upon to make an enormous quantity of
bricks, and at last the chopped straw, which was necessary to make the
clay bind together, which had been given out of the royal granaries, was
refused them, and they were bidden to go over all the land to hunt up
what they could of stubble instead of straw; thus their labor was
increased beyond all bearing. Could not many a sinner tell of horrible
nights and woeful mornings, when under the power of his passions? Who
hath woe? who hath redness of the eyes? who is filled with dread of
death? who flees when no man pursueth? Of all tyrants sin and Satan are
the most cruel. How are men worn out in the devil's destructive service!
What an expense does sin entail! It is a costly thing to many to obey their
own vices; they are impoverished by their passions. Those who complain



if they are pressed for subscriptions to holy causes should consider how
much more they would have spent in the pleasures of the world. Why,
men squander fortunes upon their frivolities or upon their lusts; and
encumber future generations to indulge a vice which ruins their health,
destroys their reputation, and sends them to an early grave. If you will
have your own way, that way will be the hardest you can choose. It does
not matter in what position a man may be, whether rich or poor, illiterate
and fond of the more vulgar pleasures, or tutored and educated and
prone to more fashionable vices; everywhere sin leads on to hard service,
and its exactions increase from day to day. If men were but in their
senses, drunkenness, gambling, gluttony, wantonness, and many other
vices would be rather punishments than pleasures, and yet they abide in
them.

There was a time, dear brethren, when in addition to our hard toil our
bondage brought us misery. Do you not remember when you dared not
think a day's conduct over for the life of you? When if you had been
compelled to sit down and review your own character it would have been
an intolerable task? I recollect also when a sense of sin came over me;,
and then indeed my life was made bitter with hard bondage. I labored to
set up a righteousness of my own, for I could not yield to the
righteousness of Christ. That was laboring as in the very fire. I strove by
my own good works to accomplish my own salvation, and tried by prayers
and tears to pay the debt I owed to God, but all in vain. I was sinning all
the while by refusing Christ, and endeavoring to rival my Savior. So far I
speak for myself, but I know that you have done the same. Do you
recollect it, brethren, when your pleasures ceased to be pleasures, when
all the amusements of the world lost their flavour, and became flat, stale,
nauseous, and you turned away and asked in vain for something that
would content you? Do you remember when at last you saw yourself in
your true condition, and bewailed yourself before the living God as one
that is in bitterness for his firstborn? Ah, then you felt like Israel in Egypt
when they sighed and cried by reason of the bondage; and blessed be God
the parallel runs further, for in your case also God heard the groaning and
remembered his covenant (Exodus 2:24).

All this while our enemy was aiming at our destruction. This was what



Pharaoh was driving at with Israel: he intended to cut off the nation by
severe tasks, or at least to reduce its strength. As his first policy did not
succeed, he set about to destroy the male children; and even so Satan
when he has men under his power labors by all means utterly to destroy
them; for nothing short of this will satisfy him. Every hopeful thought he
would drown in the river of despair, lest by any means the man should
shake off his yoke. The total overthrow of the soul of man is the aim of the
great enemy. What a mercy to have been redeemed out of the hand of the
enemy!

And like Israel in Egypt we were in the hands of a power that would not
let us go. There came a voice by Moses which said to Pharaoh, "Thus saith
the Lord, Let my people go;" but Pharaoh's answer was, "I know not the
Lord, neither will I let Israel go": and such was the language of our
corruptions, such the language of the devil who had dominion over us. "I
will not let you go," said the fierce prince of darkness, and like a strong
man armed he kept his goods in peace. You recollect that telling sermon
which thrilled you and awoke in you desires for liberty: you recollect how
there seemed to ring in the halls of your nature the resounding voice, "Let
my people go"; but you did not go, for that slavish will of yours held you
in bondage. Your sins captivated you. Then came the reading of the
Scriptures, or a mother's exhortation, or another earnest sermon, and
again the voice was heard, "Thus saith the Lord, Let my people go." You
begin to feel uneasy in your condition, and to venture somewhat into the
border country, but you could not escape, the iron had entered into your
soul, your heart was captive. Blessed was the day when the strong man
armed that kept you as a man keeps his house was overcome by a
stronger than he and cast out for ever. Then Jesus took possession of your
nature, never to leave it, but to hold his tenancy world without end. Glory
be to God, we were bondmen in Egypt, but the Lord our God redeemed
us, and let his name be praised.

I would assist you still further to remember that bondage. It cannot be
hard for some of you to do so, for you are "from Egypt lately come." Some
of you have been set free now these twenty years, some perhaps these
fifty years; but it cannot be difficult for you to recollect what must be so
indelibly impressed upon you. I can imagine thirty years after coming out



of Egypt, some of the grey fathers who had crossed the Red Sea telling to
their sons the sad story of the bondage in Egypt. "I, your father," one of
them would say, "was beaten with rods by the taskmaster because when I
had made up my full tale of bricks I was required to make twice as many.
I toiled far into the night at brick-making, but I could not accomplish the
task, and I remember how the blows descended upon my back like
burning hail. Look here, my son," he would say, as he stripped himself to
show the scars, "these are the memorials of Egyptian bondage." Ah, glory
be to God, we are free; no more do we carry clanking chains upon our
souls, but we bear the old scars about us still. Sometimes the old temper
rises, or the old lusting flames up. When a man has had a bone broken, it
may have been well set, and he has for the most part forgotten the
accident, yet in bad weather, I have heard it said, "The old bone talks a
bit"; and, alas, the bones we broke by our sins will talk a bit at times, and
its talk is a sad reminder of our former state. Snatches of ill songs,
recollections of old lusts, and I know not what besides, are scars which
remind us that we were bondmen in Egypt. Many a mother that came out
of Egypt when she looked at her boy would say, "And I might have been
the joyful mother of seven sons, but they were one after another snatched
from my bosom by the remorseless servant of the Egyptian tyrant, and
put to death." With her joy for what was left her would be mingled sorrow
for what she had lost. Yes, and in your families it may be your younger
children have been brought under religious influences, but your older
sons are as irreligious as you were when they were lads at home. Many
are led to think of their own evil example in former years, as they see
their wayward sons persevering in sin. As you think of them you may say,
"I see my bondage in my son; I see my sin repeated in my child." These
also are mournful memorials of our carnal state. But, indeed, I need not
thus remind you, for everything may refresh your memories as to your
former bondage. Is it not so? The task set before you in the text is an easy
one, and I charge you, therefore, remember that you were once bondmen

in Egypt.

II. In the second place, we have to think of the blessed fact of OUR
REDEMPTION: "the Lord thy God redeemed thee." Here again there is a
parallel. He redeemed us first by price. Israel in Egypt was an
unransomed nation. God claimed of that nation the firstborn to be his; as



it is written, "Sanctify unto me all the firstborn, whatsoever openeth the
womb among the children of Israel, both of man and of beast: it is mine."
"That portion had been his claim from the first, and the law was
afterwards carried out by the setting apart of the Levitical tribe to take
the place of the firstborn; but Israel in Egypt had never set apart its
firstborn at all, and was therefore an unredeemed people. How was all
that indebtedness to be made up? The nation must be redeemed by a
price, and that price was set forth by the symbol of a lamb which was
killed, and roasted, and eaten, while the blood was smeared upon the
lintel and the two side posts. Beloved, you and I have been redeemed with
blood. Blessed Lord Jesus, "thou wast slain and hast redeemed us unto
God by thy blood." "Ye were not redeemed with corruptible things, as
silver and gold, but with the precious blood of Christ, as of a lamb without
blemish and without spot." Ye cannot, ye must not, ye shall not forget
this. Ye were bondmen, but Jesus your Lord redeemed you. He took your
nature, and was thus next of kin to you; and it became his right to redeem
you, which right he has exercised to his own cost but to your eternal gain.
The price by which you were set free he counted down in a wondrous
coinage, minted from his own heart. The ransom is paid, and the jubilee
trumpet proclaims that you and your heavenly possessions are now
delivered from all mortgage and encumbrance through the blood of Jesus
Christ. Remember that with a great price you have obtained this freedom.
The Lord saith, "I gave Egypt for thy ransom, Ethiopia and Seba for thee."

But there would not have been a coming out of Egypt unless there had
been a display of power as well as a payment of price, for with a high
hand and an outstretched arm the Lord brought forth his people. There
are always two redemptions to every man who is saved-redemption by
price and redemption by power. Ye know what power God put forth in the
land of Egypt when he wrought all his plagues in the field of Zoan, but
that was nothing compared with the power of Christ when he broke the
head of the old dragon, when he utterly destroyed the kingdom of sin and
led our captivity captive. Greater than Moses' rod was Christ's pierced
hand. He hath done it; he hath done it. Our tyrant hath no more power to
hold us in chains, for Christ hath vanquished him for ever.

Another form of redemption was also seen by Israel, namely, in the power



exerted over themselves. I think sufficient stress has never been laid upon
this. That they should have been willing to come out of Egypt was no
small thing,-universally willing, so that not a single person remained
behind; so unanimous and so eager were they to come out of Egypt,
though almost rooted to the soil, that a number of Egyptians came up
with them. According to the word of Moses, "Not a hoof shall be left
behind," they all left the land, and neither sheep, nor goat, nor ox; much
less man, woman, or child remained. Israel was glad to come out, and
even Egypt was glad when they departed. It is wonderful that they were
all able to come out of Egypt. There was never an army yet but what had
some sick in it: the ambulance and the hospital are always wanted: but of
this grand army we are told, "He brought them forth also with silver and
gold: and there was not one feeble person among their tribes."
Marvellous display of power this: and so, beloved, we will tell it to the
praise of God this day, that he made us willing to come out of the Egypt of
our sin to which we were rooted; and making us willing he made us able
too: the power of the Spirit came upon us and the might of his grace
overshadowed us, and we did arise and came to our Father. Let grace
have all the glory. Shall I need to press upon you then to let your minds
fly back to the time when you realised your redemption, and came up out
of the land of Egypt? It was a divine interposition. "The Lord thy God
redeemed thee." And it was personally experienced, for "The Lord thy
God redeemed thee." It was a matter of clear consciousness to your own
soul. Thou wast a bondman; thou didst know it and feel it: the Lord thy
God redeemed thee, and thou didst know it and feel that also. Thou didst
know it as much as a galley slave would know it if he no more tugged the
oar, as much as the captive who has pined away in the dungeon through
weary years would know it when once more he breathed the air, and felt
that he was free. "Thou wast a bondman, and the Lord thy God redeemed
thee." There can be no doubt about it. Satan himself could not make some
of us doubt it, the chains were so real, and the liberty so delightful. It was
a mental phenomenon for which there can be no accounting except upon
this belief, that the Lord our God himself came and set us free.

II1. Thus, brethren, I have set before you the subject for your recollection.
I shall now try to show you THE INFLUENCE WHICH THIS DOUBLE
MEMORY OUGHT TO HAVE UPON YOU.



We should naturally conclude, without any reference to Scripture, that if
a Christian man kept always in mind his former and his present state it
would render him humble. You have been preaching and God has blessed
you to the conversion of many: do you feel elated? "Remember that thou
wast a bondman in the land of Egypt, and the Lord thy God redeemed
thee." You are getting on in knowledge, and your character is evidently
much improved; your inner life is full of peace and comfort. Do you feel
as if you were some great one? Do not play the fool: you are less than
nothing. Remember that thou wast a poor miserable slave, brown, sun-
dried, smoke-tinged; and that not long ago. Thou wouldst have been in
hell now if it had not been for sovereign grace; or if not there, perhaps
thou wouldst have been among drunkards and swearers, and lewd men
and women, or at least among the proud, self-righteous Pharisees. When
thou art honored of the Lord and happy in the full assurance of faith, still
remember that thou wast a bondman, and walk humbly with thy God.

In the next place, be grateful. If you have not all the temporal mercies
that you would desire, yet you have received the choicest of all mercies,
liberty through Jesus Christ, therefore be cheerful, happy, and thankful.
Remember that thou wast a bondman; and if thou hast but little of this
world's good, be thankful for the great spiritual blessing thou hast
received in being set free from the galling yoke. Do not receive such a
liberty as this without blessing that dear, pierced hand which was nailed
to the tree that thou mightest be delivered. Let gratitude abound, as thou
rememberest the wormwood and the gall.

Being grateful, be patient too. If you are suffering or ailing, or if
sometimes your spirits are cast down, or if you are poor and despised, yet
say to yourself, "Why should I complain? My lot may seem hard, yet it is
nothing in comparison with what it would have been if I had been left a
prisoner in the land of Egypt. Thank God, I am no longer in bondage to
my sins." The slave of the sad times in America would leap on the
Canadian shore; and though he came there with all his earthly goods
wrapped up in his handkerchief, and knew not where his next meal would
come from, yet he would spring upon the shore and then dance for joy,
and say, "Thank God, I am free; I am penniless but free." How much



more, then, may you, whatever your suffering or sorrow may be, exclaim,
"Thank God, I was a bondman, but the Lord my God has redeemed me,
and I will be patient, whatever I am called to bear."

Next, be hopeful. What may you not yet become? "It doth not yet appear
what we shall be." You were a bondman, but grace has set you free. Who
knows what the Lord may yet make of you? Is there anything that he
cannot, will not do for one whom he has already redeemed by his blood?
He has set you free from sin; oh, then, he will keep you from falling, and
preserve you to the end. "For if when we were enemies we were
reconciled to God by the death of his Son, much more, being reconciled,
we shall be saved by his life."

Are you thus hopeful? Then be zealous. Here earnestness should find
both fire and fuel: we were bondmen, but the Lord has redeemed us.
What, then, can be too hard for us to undertake for his sake? We must
give all to him who has purchased us to himself, and we must continue to
do so as long as we live. John Newton persisted in preaching even when
he was really incapable of it, for he said "What, shall the old African
blasphemer leave off preaching Jesus Christ while there is breath in his
body? No, never." He felt that he must continue to bear testimony, for our
text was always before him, "Remember that thou wast a bondman in the
land of Egypt, and the Lord thy God redeemed thee."

But now kindly follow me while I, as briefly as I can, show you the Lord's
own use of this remembrance; and the first text I shall quote will be found
in Deuteronomy 5:14. This is what he says- "The seventh day is the
sabbath of the Lord thy God: in it thou shalt not do any work, thou, nor
thy son, nor thy daughter, nor thy manservant, nor thy maidservant, nor
thine ox, nor thine ass, nor any of thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is
within thy gates; that thy manservant and thy maidservant may rest as
well as thou. And remember that thou wast a servant in the land of Egypt,
and that the Lord thy God brought thee out of thence through a mighty
hand and by a stretched out arm: therefore the Lord thy God commanded
thee to keep the sabbath day." You were a bondman. What would you
have given for rest then? Now that the Lord has given you this hallowed
day of rest guard it sacredly. When you were a bondman you knew the



heart of a servant and you sighed because your toil was heavy; now that
you are set free, if you have servants, think of them, and so order your
household that they may as much as possible enjoy their Sabbath. Certain
household duties must be performed, but plot and plan to make these as
light as possible, "that thy manservant and thy maidservant may rest as
well as thou." If you meet with any that are in bondage of soul and cannot
rest, obey the text in its spiritual teaching. Rest in the Lord Jesus
yourself, but endeavor to bring all your family into the same peace, "that
thy manservant and thy maidservant may rest as well as thou." Surely if
you have been set free from the iron bondage you ought not to want
urging to keep with all sacredness this holy day, which the mercy of God
has hedged about, nor should you need exhorting to rest in the Lord, and
to endeavor to lead others into his rest.

In Deuteronomy 7: we have another use of this remembrance. Here the
chosen people are commanded to keep separate from the nations. They
were not to intermarry with the Canaanites nor make alliances with them.
Israel was to be separated, even as Moses said, "thou art a holy people
unto the Lord thy God." And the reason he gives in the eighth verse is
this: "the Lord redeemed thee out of the house of bondmen." Ah,
brethren, if we are redeemed from among men, if there be a special and
particular redemption, as we do believe, by which Christ loved his church
and gave him self for it, then as the specially blood-bought ones we are
under solemn obligations to come out from the world and to be separate
from it. Did not Jesus say of his redeemed, "They are not of the world,
even as I am not of the world"? Therefore come ye out from among them,
and be ye separate. In the eighth chapter redemption is used as an
argument for obedience, and they are exhorted not to forget the laws and
statutes of the Lord, and above all warned lest in the midst of prosperity
their heart should be lifted up so as to forget the Lord their God, who
brought them forth out of the land of Egypt, from the house of bondage.
The same argument runs through the eleventh chapter, and it is a very
clear one. We ought to render glad obedience to him who has wrought us
so great a deliverance. We find in the thirteenth chapter that the
redemption from bondage is used as an argument for loyal attachment to
the one and only God. The tendency of the nation was to idolatry, since
all the countries round about had gods many and lords many; but the
Lord commanded his people to put to death all prophets and dreamers of



dreams who might seek to lead them away from the worship of Jehovah.
"Thou shalt stone him with stones that he die," says the tenth verse,
"because he hath sought to thrust thee away from the Lord thy God, who
brought thee out of the land of Egypt, from the house of bondage." You
must not have another God, for no other God delivered you: worship him
to whom you owe your all.

Our own text is set in the following connection. If a man entered into
forced servitude, or came under any bonds to his fellow man among the
Jews, he could only be so held for six years, and on the seventh he was to
go free. "And when thou sendest him out free from thee, thou shalt not let
him go away empty: thou shalt furnish him liberally out of thy flock, and
out of thy floor, and out of thy winepress: of that wherewith the Lord thy
God hath blessed thee thou shalt give unto him. And thou shalt
remember that thou wast a bondman in the land of Egypt, and the Lord
thy God redeemed thee." The Lord's people should be considerate of
those who are in their employment. The recollection of their own
bondage should make them tender and kind to those who are in
subservience to themselves, and never should a Christian man be
ungenerous, illiberal, severe, churlish with his servants, or with any who
are dependent upon him. Be large-hearted. Do not be angry at every little
fault, nor swift to observe every slight mistake; and be not for ever
standing on your exact rights, litigious, sticking out for the last half-
farthing, as some do. I am almost sorry if a mean, stingy man gets
converted, for I am afraid he will be no credit to Christianity. There
should be in a man redeemed with the blood of Christ something like
nobility of soul and benevolence to his fellow men, and so even this stern
book of the law teaches us.

I have no time except to remind you that they were bound to keep the
passover because of their deliverance from Egypt as we find in the
sixteenth chapter at the first verse. "Observe the month of Abib, and keep
the passover unto the Lord thy God: for in the month of Abib the Lord thy
God brought thee forth out of Egypt by night." So let us also take heed
unto ourselves that we keep all the statutes and ordinances of the Lord
blamelessly. Let us keep the ordinances as they were delivered unto us,
and neither alter nor misplace them. Hold fast the truth and be not



moved from it by the cunning craftiness of men. Walk according to the
teaching of Scripture in all things, keeping the good old way, because the
Lord our God redeemed us, and his truth is unchangeable.

Again, in the sixteenth chapter, verses 10 to 12, you have the great
redemption used as an argument for liberality towards the cause of God:
they were to give unto the Lord rejoicingly of that which the Lord had
given to them. "Every man shall give as he is able, according to the
blessing of the Lord thy God which he hath given thee;" and that because
of the twelfth verse, "Thou shalt remember that thou wast a bondman in
Egypt: and thou shalt observe and do these statutes." In the twenty-sixth
chapter the same teaching is reduced to a set form, for they were there
commanded to bring each one a basket of first fruits and offer it unto the
Lord, saying- "The Lord brought us forth out of Egypt with a mighty
hand, and with an outstretched arm, and with great terribleness, and with
signs, and with wonders: and he hath brought us into this place, and hath
given us this land, even a land that floweth with milk and honey. And
now, behold, I have brought the firstfruits of the land, which thou, O
Lord, hast given me." Need I even for a moment impress this duty upon
you?

Last of all, in the twenty-fourth chapter there remains one more lesson.
We are there exhorted to be careful concerning the fatherless and the
widow (Deuteronomy 24:17). A generous spirit was to be exhibited
towards the poor. They were not to fetch in all their sheaves from the field
if any were forgotten, nor to scrape up every single car of corn from
among the stubble, as some do in these days, nor to beat their olive tree
twice, nor to gather the grapes of their vineyard a second time, but they
were to leave something for the poor. This was the argument:-When you
were in Egypt, when you had to make bricks without straw, how glad you
were to turn your children in among the stubble to gather a few ears to
make a loaf of bread; and now the Lord has given you a better land,
therefore deal well with the poor. Brethren, let the needy never be
forgotten by you; do not be miserly, do not imitate those farmers who
would comb their fields with a small-toothed comb if they could, sooner
than the poor should glean, raking it and raking it again and again. No,
the ransomed Israelites were not even to pick all their fruit, for the



argument was, "Would not you when in Egypt have given anything for a
bunch of those grapes which grew in the gardens of the rich?" Think,
therefore, of the poor and deal kindly with them, even as you would wish
others to deal with you.

With this I close. Be ye thoughtful of all your fellow-men. You that have
been redeemed with price, be ye tender-hearted, full of compassion,
putting on bowels of mercy. In spiritual things take care that you never
rake the corners of your fields. Do not rob the gospel of its sweetness.
There is a class of preaching out of which the last ear of wheat has been
taken. Their gospel is criticised into nothing. The sceptical commentators
come in and pick nearly every bunch of grapes, and then the modern
thought gentry devour the rest. The preaching of modern times is as an
olive tree beaten till not a trace of fruit remains. Let it not be so with us,
but let the preacher say, "I was a bondman, and therefore I will drop
handfuls on purpose for poor souls in trouble."

Brethren, be very considerate to seekers. Look them up. Talk to them
after the sermon. Say a word to those sitting in your pew which may
encourage their poor trembling hearts to lay hold on Jesus Christ.
Remember that thou wast a bondman: the smell of the brick-kiln is upon
thee now, my brother, my sister: thou hast not yet cleansed all the clay
from thy hands with which thou didst work in mortar and in brick. Then
do not become selfish, unloving, unkind, but in all things love thy
neighbor as thyself, and so prove that thou lovest the Lord thy God with
all thy heart. God bless thee. Amen.

~ A~ A~ A A~ A~

The Remembrance Of Christ



This do in remembrance of me. - 1 Corinthians 11:24

It seems, then, that Christians may forget Christ. The text implies the
possibility of forgetfulness concerning him whom gratitude and affection
should constrain them to remember. There could be no need for this
loving exhortation, if there were not a fearful supposition that our
memories might prove treacherous, and our remembrance superficial in
its character, or changing in its nature. Nor is this a bare supposition: it
is, alas, too well confirmed in our experience, not as a possibility, but as a
lamentable fact. It seems at first sight too gross a crime to lay at the door
of converted men. It appears almost impossible that those who have been
redeemed by the blood of the dying Lamb should ever forget their
Ransomer; that those who have been loved with an everlasting love by the
eternal Son of God, should ever forget that Son; but if startling to the ear,
it is alas, too apparent to the eye to allow us to deny the fact. Forget him
who ne'er forgot us! Forget him who poured his blood forth for our sins!
Forget him who loved us even to the death! Can it be possible? Yes it is
not only possible, but conscience confesses that it is too sadly a fault of all
of us, that we can remember anything except Christ. The object which we
should make the monarch of our hearts, is the very thing we are most
inclined to forget. Where one would think that memory would linger, and
unmindfulness would be an unknown intruder, that is the spot which is
desecrated by the feet of forgetfulness, and that the place where memory
too seldom looks. I appeal to the conscience of every Christian here: Can
you deny the truth of what I utter? Do you not find yourselves forgetful of
Jesus? Some creature steals away your heart, and you are unmindful of
him upon whom your affection ought to be set. Some earthly business
engrosses your attention when you should have your eye steadily fixed
upon the cross. It is the incessant round of world, world, world; the
constant din of earth, earth, earth, that takes away the soul from Christ.
Oh! my friends, is it not too sadly true that we can recollect anything but
Christ, and forget nothing so easy as him whom we ought to remember?
While memory will preserve a poisoned weed, it suffereth the Rose of
Sharon to wither.

The cause of this is very apparent: it lies in one or two facts. We forget



Christ, because regenerate persons as we really are, still corruption and
death remain even in the regenerate. We forget him because we carry
about with us the old Adam of sin and death. If we were purely new-born
creatures, we should never forget the name of him whom we love. If we
were entirely regenerated beings, we should sit down and meditate on all
our Saviour did and suffered; all he is; all he has gloriously promised to
perform; and never would our roving affections stray; but centered,
nailed, fixed eternally to one object, we should continually contemplate
the death and sufferings of our Lord. But alas! we have a worm in the
heart, a pest-house, a charnel-house within, lusts, vile imaginations, and
strong evil passions, which, like wells of poisonous water, send out
continually streams of impurity. I have a heart, which God knoweth, I
wish I could wring from my body and hurl to an infinite distance; a soul
which is a cage of unclean birds, a den of loathsome creatures, where
dragons haunt and owls do congregate, where every evil beast of ill-omen
dwells; a heart too vile to have a parallel - "deceitful above all things and
desperately wicked." This is the reason why I am forgetful of Christ. Nor
is this the sole cause; I suspect it lies somewhere else too. We forget
Christ because there are so many other things around us to attract our
attention. "But," you say, "they ought not to do so, because though they
are around us, they are nothing in comparison with Jesus Christ: though
they are in dread proximity to our hearts, what are they compared with
Christ?" But do you know, dear friends, that the nearness of an object has
a very great effect upon its power? The sun is many, many times larger
than the moon, but the moon has a greater influence upon the tides of the
ocean than the sun, simply because it is nearer, and has a greater power
of attraction. So I find that a little crawling worm of the earth has more
effect upon my soul than the glorious Christ in heaven; a handful of
golden earth, a puff of fame, a shout of applause, a thriving business, my
house, my home, will affect me more than all the glories of the upper
world; yea, than the beatific vision itself: simply because earth is near,
and heaven is far away. Happy day, when I shall be borne aloft on angels'
wings to dwell for ever near my Lord, to bask in the sunshine of his smile,
and to be lost in the ineffable radiance of his lovely countenance. We see
then the cause of forgetfulness; let us blush over it; let us be sad that we
neglect our Lord so much, and now let us attend to his word, "This do in
remembrance of me," hoping that its solemn sounds may charm away the



demon of base ingratitude.

We shall speak, first of all, concerning the blessed object of memory;
secondly, upon the advantages to be derived from remembering this
Person; thirdly, the gracious help, to our memory - "This do in
remembrance of me;" and fourthly, the gentle command, " This do in
remembrance of me." May the Holy Ghost open my lips and your hearts,
that we may receive blessings.

I. First of all, we shall speak of THE GLORIOUS AND PRECIOUS
OBJECT OF MEMORY - "This do in remembrance of ME." Christians
have many treasures to lock up in the cabinet of memory. They ought to
remember their election - "Chosen of God ere time began." They ought to
be mindful of their extraction, that they were taken out of the miry clay,
hewn out of the horrible pit. They ought to recollect their effectual calling,
for they were called of God, and rescued by the power of the Holy Ghost.
They ought to remember their special deliverances - all that has been
done for them, and all the mercies bestowed on them. But there is one
whom they should embalm in their souls with the most costly spices - one
who, above all other gifts of God, deserves to be had in perpetual
remembrance. One I said, for I mean not an act, I mean not a deed; but it
is a Person whose portrait I would frame in gold, and hang up in the
state-room of the soul. I would have you earnest students of all the deeds
of the conquering Messiah. I would have you conversant with the life of
our Beloved. But O forget not his person; for the text says, "This do in
remembrance of me." It is Christ's glorious person which ought to be the
object of our remembrance. It is his image which should be enshrined in
every temple of the Holy Ghost.

But some will say, "How can we remember Christ's person, when we
never saw it? We cannot tell what was the peculiar form of his visage; we
believe his countenance to be fairer than that of any other man - although
through grief and suffering more marred - but since we did not see it, we
cannot remember it. We never saw his feet as they trod the journeys of
his mercy; we never beheld his hands as he stretched them out full of
lovingkindness; we cannot remember the wondrous intonation of his
language, when in more than seraphic eloquence, he awed the multitude,



and chained their ears to him; we cannot picture the sweet smile that ever
hung on his lips, nor that awful frown with which he dealt out anathemas
against the Pharisees; we cannot remember him in his sufferings and
agonies, for we never saw him." Well, beloved, I suppose it is true that
you cannot remember the visible appearance, for you were not then born;
but do you not know that even the apostle said, though he had known
Christ after the flesh, yet, thenceforth after the flesh he would know
Christ no more. The natural appearance, the race, the descent, the
poverty, the humble garb, were nothing in the apostle's estimation of his
glorified Lord. And thus, though you do not know him after the flesh, you
may know him after the spirit; in this manner you can remember Jesus as
much now as Peter, or Paul, or John, or James, or any of those favoured
ones who once trod in his footsteps, walked side by side with him, or laid
their heads upon his bosom. Memory annihilates distance and over
leapeth time, and can behold the Lord, though he be exalted in glory.

Ah! let us spend five minutes in remembering Jesus. Let us remember
him in his baptism, when descending into the waters of Jordan, a voice
was heard, saying, "This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased."
Behold him coming up dripping from the stream! Surely the conscious
water must have blushed that it contained its God. He slept within its
waves a moment, to consecrate the tomb of baptism, in which those who
are dead with Christ are buried with him. Let us remember him in the
wilderness, whither he went straight from his immersion. Oh! I have
often thought of that scene in the desert, when Christ, weary and way-
worn, sat him down, perhaps upon the gnarled roots of some old tree.
Forty days that he fasted, he was an hungered, when in the extremity of
his weakness there came the evil spirit. Perhaps he had veiled his demon
royalty in the form of some aged pilgrim, and taking up a stone, said,
"Way-worn pilgrim, if thou be the Son of God command this stone to be
made bread." Methinks I see him, with his cunning smile, and his
malicious leer, as he held the stone, and said, "If," - blasphemous if, - "If
thou be the Son of God, command that this stone shall become a meal for
me and thee, for both of us are hungry, and it will be an act of mercy;
thou canst do it easily; speak the word, and it shall be like the bread of
heaven; we will feed upon it, and thou and I will be friends for ever." But
Jesus said - and O how sweetly did he say it - "Man shall not live by bread



alone." Oh! how wonderfully did Christ fight the tempter! Never was
there such a battle as that. It was a duel foot to foot - a single-handed
combat - when the champion lion of the pit, and the mighty lion of the
tribe of Judah, fought together. Splendid sight! Angels stood around to
gaze upon the spectacle, just as men of old did sit to see the tournament
of noted warriors. There Satan gathered up his strength; here Apollyon
concentrated all his satanic power, that in this giant wrestle he might
overthrow the seed of the woman. But Jesus was more than a match for
him; in the wrestling he gave him a deadly fall, and came off more than a
conqueror. Lamb of God! I will remember thy desert strivings, when next
I combat with Satan. When next I have a conflict with roaring Diabolus, I
will look to him who conquered once for all, and broke the dragon's head
with his mighty blows.

Further, I beseech you remember him in all his daily temptations and
hourly trials, in that life-long struggle of his, through which he passed.
Oh! what a mighty tragedy was the death of Christ! and his life too?
Ushered in with a song, it closed with a shriek. "It is finished." It began in
a manger, and ended on a cross; but oh, the sad interval between! Oh! the
black pictures of persecution, when his friends abhorred him; when his
foes frowned at him as he passed the streets; when he heard the hiss of
calumny, and was bitten by the foul tooth of envy; when slander said he
had a devil and was mad: that he was a drunken man and a wine-bibber;
and when his righteous soul was vexed with the ways of the wicked. Oh!
Son of God, I must remember thee; I cannot help remembering thee,
when I think of those years of toil and trouble which thou didst live for
my sake. But you know my chosen theme - the place where I can always
best remember Christ. It is a shady garden full of olives. O that spot! I
would that I had eloquence, that I might take you there. Oh! if the Spirit
would but take us, and set us down hard by the mountains of Jerusalem, I
would say, see there runs the brook of Kedron, which the king himself did
pass; and there you see the olive trees. Possibly, at the foot of that olive,
lay the three disciples when they slept; and there, ah! there, I see drops of
blood. Stand here, my soul, a moment; those drops of blood - dost thou
behold them? Mark them; they are not the blood of wounds; they are the
blood of a man whose body was then unwounded. O my soul picture him
when he knelt down in agony and sweat, - sweat, because he wrestled



with God, - sweat, because he agonized with his Father. "My Father, if it
be possible, let this cup pass from me." O Gethsemane! thy shades are
deeply solemn to my soul. But ah! those drops of blood! Surely it is the
climax of the height of misery; it is the last of the mighty acts of this
wondrous sacrifice. Can love go deeper than that? Can it stoop to greater
deeds of mercy? Oh! had I eloquence, I would bestow a tongue on every
drop of blood that is there; that your hearts might rise in mutiny against
your languor and coldness, and speak out with earnest burning
remembrance of Jesus. And now, farewell, Gethsemane.

But I will take you somewhere else, where you shall still behold the "Man
of Sorrows." I will lead you to Pilate's hall, and let you see him endure the
mockeries of cruel soldiers: the smitings of mailed gloves; the blows of
clenched fists; the shame; the spitting, the plucking of the hair: the cruel
buffetings. Oh! can you not picture the King of Martyrs, stript of his
garments; exposed to the gaze of fiend-like men? See you not the crown
about his temples, each thorn acting as a lancet to pierce his head? Mark
you not his lacerated shoulders, and the white bones starting out from the
bleeding flesh? Oh, Son of Man! I see thee scourged and flagellated with
rods and whips, how can I henceforward cease to remember thee? My
memory would be more treacherous than Pilate, did it not every cry, Ecce
Homo, - "Behold the man."

Now, finish the scene of woe by a view of Calvary. Think of the pierced
hands and the bleeding side; think of the scorching sun, and then the
entire darkness; remember the broiling fever and the dread thirst; think
of the death shriek, "It is finished!" and of the groans which were its
prelude. This is the object of memory. Let us never forget Christ. I
beseech you, for the love of Jesus, let him have the chief place in your
memories. Let not the pearl of great price be dropped from your careless
hand into the dark ocean of oblivion.

I cannot, however, help saying one thing before I leave this head: and that
is, there are some of you who can very well carry away what I have said,
because you have read it often, and heard it before; but still you cannot
spiritually remember anything about Christ, because you never had him
manifested to you, and what we have never known, we cannot remember.



Thanks be unto God, I speak not of you all, for in this place there is a
goodly remnant according to the election of grace, and to them I turn.
Perhaps I could tell you of some old barn, hedge-row, or cottage; or if you
have lived in London, about some garret, or some dark lane or street,
where first you met with Christ; or some chapel into which you strayed,
and you might say, "Thank God, I can remember the seat where first he
met with me, and spoke the whispers of love to my soul, and told me he
had purchased me."

"Dost mind the place, the spot of ground,
Where Jesus did thee meet?"

Yes, and I would love to build a temple on the spot, and to raise some
monument there, where Jehovah-Jesus first spoke to my soul, and
manifested himself to me. But he has revealed himself to you more than
once - has he not? And you can remember scores of places where the Lord
hath appeared of old unto you, saying, "Behold I have loved you with an
everlasting love." If you cannot all remember such things, there are some
of you that can; and I am sure they will understand me when I say, come
and do this in remembrance of Christ - in remembrance of all his loving
visitations, of his sweet wooing words, of his winning smiles upon you, of
all he has said and communicated to your souls. Remember all these
things tonight, if it be possible for memory to gather up the mighty
aggregate of grace. "Bless the Lord. O my soul, and forget not all his
benefits."

II. Having spoken upon the blessed object of our memory, we say,
secondly, a little upon THE BENEFITS TO BE DERIVED FROM A
LOVING REMEMBRANCE OF CHRIST.

Love never says, "Cui bono?" Love never asks what benefit it will derive
from love. Love from its very nature is a disinterested thing. It loves; for
the creature's sake it loves, and for nothing else. The Christian needs no
argument to make him love Christ; just as a mother needs no argument to
make her love her child. She does it because it is her nature to do so. The
new-born creature must love Christ, it cannot help it. Oh! who can resist
the matchless charms of Jesus Christ? - the fairest of ten thousand fairs,



the loveliest of ten thousand loves. Who can refuse to adore the prince of
perfection, the mirror of beauty, the majestic Son of God? But yet it may
be useful to us to observe the advantages of remembering Christ, for they
are neither few nor small.

And first, remembrance of Jesus will tend to give you hope when you are
under the burden of your sins. Notice a few characters here tonight.
There comes in a poor creature. Look at him! He has neglected himself
this last month; he looks as if he had hardly eaten his daily bread. What is
the matter with you? "Oh!" says he, "I have been under a sense of guilt; I
have been again and again lamenting, because I fear I can never be
forgiven; once I thought I was good, but I have been reading the Bible,
and I find that my heart is 'deceitful above all things, and desperately
wicked;' I have tried to reform, but the more I try, the deeper I sink in the
mire, there is certainly no hope for me. I feel that I deserve no mercy; it
seems to me that God must destroy me, for he has declared, "The soul that
sinneth it shall die;' and die I must, be damned I must, for I know I have
broken God's law." How will you comfort such a man? What soft words
will you utter to give him peace? I know! I will tell thee that there is one,
who for thee hath made a complete atonement; if thou only believest on
him thou art safe for ever. Remember him, thou poor dying, hopeless
creature, and thou shalt be made to sing for joy and gladness. See, the
man believes, and in ecstasy exclaims, "Oh! come all ye that fear God, and
I will tell you what he hath done for my soul."

"Tell it unto sinners, tell,
I am, I am out of hell."

Hallelujah! God hath blotted out my sins like a thick cloud! That is one
benefit to be derived from remembering Christ. It gives us hope under a
sense of sin, and tells us there is mercy yet.

Now, I must have another character. And what does he say? "I cannot
stand it any longer; I have been persecuted and ill-treated, because I love
Christ; I am mocked, and laughed at, and despised: I try to bear it, but I
really cannot. A man will be a man; tread upon a worm and he will turn
upon you; my patience altogether fails me; I am in such a peculiar



position that it is of no use to advise me to have patience, for patience I
cannot have; my enemies are slandering me, and I do not know what to
do." What shall we say to that poor man? How shall we give him
patience? What shall we preach to him? You have heard what he has to
say about himself. How shall we comfort him under this great trial? If we
suffered the same, what should we wish some friend to say to us? Shall we
tell him that other persons have borne as much? He will say, "Miserable
comforters are ye all!" No, I will tell him, "Brother, you are persecuted;
but remember the words of Jesus Christ, how he spake unto us, and said,
'Rejoice in that day, and leap for joy, for great is your reward in heaven,
for so persecuted they the prophets that were before you." My brother!
think of him, who, when he died, prayed for his murderers, and said,
"Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do." All you have to
bear, is as nothing compared with his mighty sufferings. Take courage;
face it again like a man; never say die. Let not your patience be gone; take
up your cross daily, and follow Christ. Let him be your motto; set him
before your eyes. And, now, receiving this, hear what the man will say. He
tells you at once - "Hail, persecution; welcome shame. Disgrace for Jesus
shall be my honor, and scorn shall be my highest glory.

"'"Now, for the love I bear his name,
What was my gain I count my loss,
I pour contempt on all my shame,
And nail my glory to his cross."

There is another effect, you see, to remembering Christ. It tends to give
us patience under persecution. It is a girdle to brace up the loins, so that
our faith may endure to the end.

Dear friends, I should occupy your time too much if I went into the
several benefits; so I will only just run over one or two blessings to be
received. It will give us strength in temptation. I believe that there are
hours with every man, when he has a season of terrific temptation. There
was never a vessel that lived upon the mighty deep but sometimes it had
to do battle with a storm. There she is, the poor barque, rocked up and
down on the mad waves. See how they throw her from wave to wave, and
toss her to mid heaven. The winds laugh her to scorn. Old Ocean takes



the ship in his dripping fingers, and shakes it to and fro. How the
mariners cry out for fear! Do you know how you can put oil upon the
waters, and all shall be still? Yes. One potent word shall do it. Let Jesus
come; let the poor heart remember Jesus, and steadily then the ship shall
sail, for Christ has the helm. The winds shall blow no more, for Christ
shall bid them shut their mighty mouths, and never again disturb his
child. There is nothing which can give you strength in temptation, and
help you to weather the storm, like the name of Jesus Christ, the
incarnate Son of God. Then again, what comfort it will give you on a sick
bed - the name of Christ! It will help you to be patient to those who wait
upon you, and to endure the sufferings which you have to bear; yea, it
shall be so with you, that you shall have more hope in sickness than in
health, and shall find a blessed sweetness in the bitterness of gall. Instead
of feeling vinegar in your mouth, through your trouble, you shall find
honey for sweetness, in the midst of all the trial and trouble that God will
put upon you, "For he giveth songs in the night."

But just to close up the advantages of remembering Christ, do you know
where you will have the benefit most of all? Do you know the place where
chiefly you will rejoice that you ever thought of him? I will take you to it.
Hush! Silence! You are going up stairs into a lonely room. The curtains
hang down. Some one stands there weeping. Children are around the bed,
and friends are there. See that man lying? That is yourself. Look at him;
his eyes are your eyes; his hands are your hands. That is yourself. You will
be there soon. Man! that is yourself. Do you see it? It is a picture of
yourself. Those are your eyes that soon will be closed in death - your
hands, that will lie stiff and motionless - your lips that will be dry and
parched, between which they will put drops of water. Those are your
words that freeze in air, and drop so slowly from your dying lips. I
wonder whether you will be able to remember Christ there. If you do not,
I will picture you. Behold that man, straight up in the bed; see his eyes
starting from their sockets. His friends are all alarmed; they ask him what
he sees. He represses the emotion; he tells them he sees nothing. They
know that there is something before his eyes. He starts again. Good God!
what is that I see - I seem to see? What is it? Ah! one sigh! The soul is
gone. The body is there. What did he see? He saw a flaming throne of
judgment; he saw God upon it, with his sceptre; he saw books opened; he



beheld the throne of God, and saw a messenger, with a sword brandished
in the air to smite him low. Man! that is thyself; there thou wilt be soon.
That picture is thine own portrait. I have photographed thee to the life.
Look at it. That is where thou shalt be within a few years - ay, within a few
days. But if thou canst remember Christ, shall I tell thee what thou wilt
do? Oh! thou wilt smile in the midst of trouble. Let me picture such a
man. They put pillows behind him; he sits up in bed, and takes the hand
of the loved one, and says, "Farewell! weep not for me; the kind God shall
wipe away all tears from every eye." Those round about are addressed,
"Prepare to meet your God, and follow me to the land of bliss." Now he
has set his house in order. All is done. Behold him, like good old Jacob,
leaning on his staff, about to die. See how his eyes sparkle; he claps his
hands; they gather round to hear what he has to say; he whispers
"Victory!" and summoning a little more strength, he cries, "Victory!" and
at last, with his final gasp, "Victory, through him that loved us!" and he
dies. This is one of the great benefits to be derived from remembering
Christ - to be enabled to meet death with blessed composure.

III. We are now arrived at the third portion of our meditation, which is a
SWEET AID TO MEMORY.

At schools we used certain books, called "Aids to Memory." I am sure they
rather perplexed than assisted me. Their utility was equivalent to that of a
bundle of staves under a traveller's arm: true he might use them one by
one to walk with, but in the mean time he carried a host of others which
he would never need. But our Saviour was wiser than all our teachers,
and his remembrances are true and real aids to memory. His love tokens
have an unmistakeable language, and they sweetly win our attention.

Behold the whole mystery of the sacred Eucharist. It is bread and wine
which are lively emblems of the body and blood of Jesus. The power to
excite remembrance consists in the appeal thus made to the senses. Here
the eye, the hand, the mouth, find joyful work. The bread is tasted, and
entering within, works upon the sense of taste, which is one of the most
powerful. The wine is sipped - the act is palpable. We know that we are
drinking, and thus the senses, which are usually clogs to the soul, become
wings to lift the mind in contemplation. Again, much of the influence of



this ordinance is found in its simplicity. How beautifully simple the
ceremony is - bread broken and wine poured out. There is no calling that
thing a chalice, that thing a paten, and that a host. Here is nothing to
burden the memory - here is the simple bread and wine. He must have no
memory at all who cannot remember that he has eaten bread, and that he
has been drinking wine. Note again, the mighty pregnancy of these signs -
how full they are of meaning. Bread broken - so was your Saviour broken.
Bread to be eaten - so his flesh is meat indeed. Wine poured out, the
pressed juice of the grape - so was your Saviour crushed under the foot of
divine justice: his blood is your sweetest wine. Wine to cheer your heart -
so does the blood of Jesus. Wine to strengthen and invigorate you - so
does the blood of the mighty sacrifice. Oh! make that bread and wine to
your souls tonight a sweet and blessed help of remembrance of that dear
Man who once on Calvary died. Like the little ewe lamb, you are now to
eat your Master's bread and drink from his cup. Remember the hand
which feeds you.

But before you can remember Christ well here, you must ask the
assistance of the Holy Spirit. I believe there ought to be a preparation
before the Lord's Supper. I do not believe in Mrs. Toogood's preparation,
who spent a week in preparing, and then finding it was not the Ordinance
Sunday, she said she had lost all the week. I do not believe in that kind of
preparation, but I do believe in a holy preparation for the Lord's Supper:
when we can on a Saturday if possible, spend an hour in quiet meditation
on Christ, and the passion of Jesus; when, especially on the Sabbath
afternoon, we can devoutly sit down and behold him, then these scenes
become realities, and not mockeries, as they are to some. I fear greatly
that there are some of you who will drink the wine, and not think of his
blood: and vile hypocrites you will be while you do it. Take heed to
yourselves, "He that eateth and drinketh" unworthily, eateth and
drinketh - what? - "damnation to himself." This is a plain English word;
mind what you are doing! Do not do it carelessly; for of all the sacred
things on earth, it is the most solemn. We have heard of some men
banded together by drawing blood from their arms and drinking it all
round; that was most horrid, but at the same time most solemn. Here you
are to drink blood from the veins of Christ, and sip the trickling stream
which gushed from his own loving heart. Is not that a solemn thing?



Ought anybody to trifle with it? To go to church and take it for sixpence?
To come and join us for the sake of getting charities? Out upon it! It is an
awful blasphemy against Almighty God; and amongst the damned in hell,
those shall be among the most accursed who dared thus to mock the holy
ordinance of God. This is the remembrance of Christ. "This do in
remembrance of me." If you cannot do it in remembrance of Christ, I
beseech you, as you love your souls, do not do it at all. Oh! regenerate
man or woman, enter not into the court of the priests, lest Israel's God
resent the intrusion.

IV. And now to close up. Here is a sweet command: "This do in
remembrance of me." To whom does this command apply? "This do ye."
It is important to answer this question - "This do ye," Who are intended?
Ye who put your trust in me. "This do ye in remembrance of me." Well,
now, you should suppose Christ speaking to you tonight; and he says,
"This do ye in remembrance of me." Christ watches you at the door. Some
of you go home, and Christ says, "I thought I said, "This do ye in
remembrance of me." Some of you keep your seats as spectators. Christ
sits with you, and he says, "I thought I said, "This do ye in remembrance
of me." "Lord, I know you did." "Do you love me then?" "Yes, I love thee;
I love, Lord; thou knowest I do." "But, I say, go down there - eat that
bread, drink that wine." "I do not like to, Lord; I should have to be
baptized if I joined that church, and I am afraid I shall catch cold, or be
looked at. I am afraid to go before the church, for I think they would ask
some questions I could not answer." "What," says Christ, "is this all you
love me? Is this all your affection to your Lord. Oh! how cold to me, your
Saviour. If I had loved you no more than this, you would have been in
hell: if that were the full extent of my affection, I should not have died for
you. Great love bore great agonies; and is this all your gratitude to me?"
Are not some of you ashamed, after this? Do you not say in your hearts,
"it is really wrong?" Christ says, "Do this in remembrance of me," and are
you not ashamed to stay away? I give a free invitation to every lover of
Jesus to come to this table. I beseech you, deny not yourselves the
privilege by refusing to unite with the church. If you still live in sinful
neglect of this ordinance, let me remind you that Christ has said,
"Whosoever shall be ashamed of me in this generation, of him will I be
ashamed, when I come in the glory of my Father." Oh, soldier of the



cross, act not the coward's part!

And not to lead you into any mistakes, I must just add one thing, and
then I have done. When I speak of your taking the ordinance of the Lord's
Supper, do not imagine that I wish you for one moment to suppose that
there is anything saving in it. Some say that the ordinance of baptism is
non-essential, so is the ordinance of the Lord's Supper, it is non-essential,
if we look upon it in the light of salvation. Be saved by eating a piece of
bread! Nonsense, confounded nonsense! Be saved by drinking a drop of
wine! Why, it is too absurd for common sense to admit any discussion
upon. You know it is the blood of Jesus Christ; it is the merit of his
agonies; it is the purchase of his sufferings; it is what he did, that alone
can save us. Venture on him; venture wholly, and then you are saved.
Hearest thou, poor convinced sinner, the way of salvation? If I ever meet
thee in the next world, thou mightest, perhaps, say to me, "I spent one
evening, sir, in hearing you, and you never told me the way to heaven."
Well, thou shalt hear it. Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, trust in his
righteousness, and thou art saved beyond the vengeance of the law, or the
power of hell. But trust in thine own works, and thou art lost as sure as
thou art alive.

Now, O ever glorious Son of God, we approach thy table to feast on the
viands of grace, permit each of us, in reliance upon thy Spirit, to exclaim
in the words of one of thine own poets:

"Remember thee, and all thy pains,
And all thy love to me -

Yes, while a pulse or breath remains,
I will remember thee.

And when these failing lips grow dumb,
And thought and memory flee;

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come,
Jesus, remember me!"
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The Rent Veil

Jesus, when he had cried again with a loud voice, yielded up the ghost.
And, behold, the veil of the temple was rent in twain from the top to the
bottom - Matthew 27:50-51

Having therefore, brethren, boldness to enter into the holiest by the blood
of Jesus, by a new and living way, which be hath consecrated for us,
through the, veil, that is to say, his flesh - Hebrews 10:19-20

The death of our Lord Jesus Christ was fitly surrounded by miracles; yet
it is itself so much greater a wonder than all besides, that it as far exceeds
them as the sun outshines the planets which surround it. It seems natural
enough that the earth should quake, that tombs should be opened, and
that the veil of the temple should be rent, when He who only hath
immortality gives up the ghost. The more you think of the death of the
Son of God, the more will you be amazed at it. As much as a miracle
excels a common fact, so doth this wonders of wonders rise above all
miracles of power. That the divine Lord, even though veiled in mortal
flesh, should condescend to be subject to the power of death, so as to bow
His head on the cross, and submit to be laid in the tomb, is among
mysteries the greatest. The death of Jesus is the marvel of time and
eternity, which, as Aaron's rod swallowed up all the rest, takes up into
itself all lesser marvels.

Yet the rending of the veil of the temple is not a miracle to be lightly
passed over. It was made of "fine twined linen, with Cherubims of
cunning work." This gives the idea of a substantial fabric, a piece of
lasting tapestry, which would have endured the severest strain. No
human hands could have torn that sacred covering; and it could not have
been divided in the midst by any accidental cause; yet, strange to say, on
the instant when the holy person of Jesus was rent by death, the great veil
which concealed the holiest of all was "rent in twain from the top to the



bottom." What did it mean? It meant much more than I can tell you now.

It is not fanciful to regard it as a solemn act of mourning on the part of
the house of the Lord. In the East men express their sorrow by rending
their garments; and the temple, when it beheld its Master die, seemed
struck with horror, and rent its veil. Shocked at the sin of man, indignant
at the murder of its Lord, in its sympathy with Him who is the true
temple of God, the outward symbol tore its holy vestment from the top to
the bottom. Did not the miracle also mean that from that hour the whole
system of types, and shadows, and ceremonies had come to an end? The
ordinances of an earthly priesthood were rent with that veil. In token of
the death of the ceremonial law, the soul of it quitted its sacred shrine,
and left its bodily tabernacle as a dead thing. The legal dispensation is
over. The rent of the veil seemed to say—"Henceforth God dwells no
longer in the thick darkness of the Holy of Holies, and shines forth no
longer from between the cherubim. The special enclosure is broken up,
and there is no inner sanctuary for the earthly high priest to enter: typical
atonements and sacrifices are at an end."

According to the explanation given in our second text, the rending of the
veil chiefly meant that the way into the holiest, which was not before
made manifest, was now laid open to all believers. Once in the year the
high priest solemnly lifted a corner of this veil with fear and trembling,
and with blood and holy incense he passed into the immediate presence
of Jehovah; but the tearing of the veil laid open the secret place. The rent
front top to bottom gives ample space for all to enter who are called of
God's grace, to approach the throne, and to commune with the Eternal
One. Upon that subject I shall try to speak this morning, praying in my
inmost soul that you and 1, with all other believers, may have boldness
actually to enter into that which is within the veil at this time of our
assembling for worship. Oh, that the Spirit of God would lead us into the
nearest fellowship which mortal men can have with the Infinite Jehovah!

First, this morning, I shall ask you to consider what has been done. The
veil has been rent. Secondly, we will remember what we therefore have:
we have "boldness to enter into the holiest by the blood Jesus." Then,
thirdly, we will consider how we exercise this grace: we "enter by the



blood of Jesus, by a new and living way, which he hath consecrated for us,
through the veil, that is to say, his flesh."

I. First, think of WHAT HAS BEEN DONE. In actual historical fact the
glorious veil of the temple has been rent in twain from the top to the
bottom: as a matter of spiritual fact, which is far more important to us,
the separating legal ordinance is abolished. There was under the law this
ordinance—that no man should ever go into the holiest of all, with the
one exception of the high priest, and he but once in the year, and not
without blood. If any man had attempted to enter there he must have
died, as guilty of great presumption and of profane intrusion into the
secret place of the Most High. Who could stand in the presence of Him
who is a consuming fire? This ordinance of distance runs all through the
law; for even the holy place, which was the vestibule of the Holy of Holies,
was for the priests alone. The place of the people was one of distance. At
the very first institution of the law when God descended upon Sinai, the
ordinance was, "Thou shalt set bounds unto the people round about,"
There was no invitation to draw near. Not chat they desired to do so, for
the mountain was together on a smoke, and "even Moses said, I
exceedingly fear and quake." "The Lord said unto Moses, Go down,
charge the people, lest they break through unto the Lord to gaze, and
many of them perish." If so much as a beast touch the mountain it must
be stoned, or thrust through with a dart. The spirit of the old law was
reverent distance. Moses and here and there a man chosen by God, might
come near to Jehovah; but as for the bulk of people, the command was,
"Draw not nigh hither." When the Lord revealed His glory at the giving of
the law, we read—"When the people saw it, they removed, and stood afar
off." All this is ended. The precept to keep back is abrogated, and the
invitation is, "Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden." "Let
its draw near" is now the filial spirit of the gospel. How thankful I am for
this! What a joy it is to my soul! Some of God's people have not yet
realized this gracious fact, for still they worship afar off. Very much of
prayer is to be highly commended for its reverence; but it has in it a lack
of childlike confidence. I can admire the solemn and stately language of
worship which recognizes the greatness of God; but it will not warm my
heart nor express my soul until it has also blended therewith the joyful
nearness of that perfect love which casteth out fear, and ventures to speak



with our Father in heaven as a child speaketh with its father on earth. My
brother, no veil remains. Why dost thou stand afar off, and tremble like a
slave? Draw near with full assurance of faith. The veil is rent: access is
free. Come boldly to the throne of grace. Jesus has made thee nigh, as
nigh to God as even He Himself is. Though we speak of the holiest of all,
even the secret place of the Most High, yet it is of this place of awe, even
of this sanctuary of Jehovah, that the veil is rent; therefore, let nothing
hinder thine entrance. Assuredly no law forbids thee; but infinite love
invites thee to draw nigh to God.

This rending of the veil signified, also, the removal of the separating sin.
Sin is, after all, the great divider between God and man. That veil of blue
and purple and fine twined linen could not really separate man from God:
for He is, as to His omnipresence, not far from any one of us. Sin is a far
more effectual wall of separation: it opens in abyss between the sinner
and his Judge. Sin shuts out prayer, and praise, and every form of
religious exercise. Sin makes God walk contrary to us, because we walk
contrary to Him. Sin, by separating the soul from God, causes spiritual
death, which is both the effect and the penalty of transgression. How can
two walk together except they be agreed? How can a holy God have
fellowship with unholy creatures? Shall justice dwell with injustice? Shall
perfect purity abide with the abominations of evil? No, it cannot be. Our
Lord Jesus Christ put away sin by the sacrifice of Himself. He taketh
away the sin of the world, and so the veil is rent. By the shedding of His
most precious blood we are cleansed from all sin, and that most gracious
promise of the new covenant is fulfilled—"Their sins and their iniquities
will I remember no more." When sin is gone, the barrier is broken down,
the unfathomable gulf is filled. Pardon, which removes sin, and
justification, which brings righteousness, make up a deed of clearance so
real and so complete that nothing now divides the sinner from his
reconciled God. 'The Judge is now the Father: He, who once must
necessarily have condemned, is found justly absolving and accepting. In
this double sense the veil is rent: the separating ordinance is abrogated,
and the separating sin is forgiven.

Next, be it remembered that the separating sinfulness is also taken away
through our Lord Jesus. It is not only what we have done, but what we



are that keeps us apart from God. We have sin engrained in us: even
those who have grace dwelling them have to complain, "When I would do
good, evil is present with me." How can we commune with God with our
eyes blinded, our ears stopped, our hearts hardened, and our senses
deadened by sin? Our whole nature is tainted, poisoned, perverted by
evil; how can we know the Lord? Beloved, through the death of our Lord
Jesus the covenant of grace is established with us, and its gracious
provisions are on this wise: "This is the covenant that I will make with
them after those days, saith the Lord; I will put my laws into their mind,
and write them in their hearts." When this is the case, when the will of
God is inscribed on the heart, and the nature is entirely changed, then is
the dividing veil which hides us from God taken away: "Blessed are the
pure in heart: for they shall see God." Blessed are all they that love
righteousness and follow after it, for they are in a way in which the
Righteous One can walk in fellowship with them. Spirits that are like God
are not divided from God. Difference of nature hangs up a veil; but the
new birth, and the sanctification which follows upon it, through the
precious death of Jesus, remove that veil. He that hates sin, strives after
holiness, and labors to perfect it in the fear of God, is in fellowship with
God. It is a blessed thing when we love what God loves, when we seek
what God seeks, when we are in sympathy with divine aims, and are
obedient to divine commands: for with such persons will the Lord dwell.
When grace makes us partakers of the divine nature; then are we at one
with the Lord, and the veil is taken away.

"Yes," saith one, "I see now how the velil is taken away in three different
fashions; but still God is God, and we are but poor puny men: between
God and man there must of necessity be a separating veil, caused by the
great disparity between the Creator and the creature. How can the finite
and the infinite commune? God is all in all, and more than all; we are
nothing, and less than nothing; how can we meet?" When the Lord does
come near to I His favored ones, they own how incapable they are of
enduring the excessive glory. Even the beloved John said, "When I saw
him, I fell at his feet as dead." When we have been especially conscious of
the presence and working of our Lord, we have felt our flesh creep, and
our blood chill; and then we have understood what Jacob meant when he
said, "How dreadful is this place! this is none other but the house of God,



and this is the gate of heaven." All this is true; for the Lord saith, "Thou
canst not see my face and live." Although this is a much thinner veil than
those I have already mentioned, yet it is a veil; and it is hard for man to
be at home with God. But the Lord Jesus bridges the separating distance.
Behold the blessed Son of God has come into the world, and taken upon
Himself our nature! "Forasmuch then as the children are partakers of the
flesh and blood, he also himself likewise took part of the same." Though
He is God as God is God, yet is He as surely man as man is man. Mark
well how in the, person of the Lord Jesus we see God and man in the
closest conceivable alliance; for they are united in one person forever.
The gulf is completely filled by the fact that Jesus has gone through with
us even to the bitter end, to death, even to the death of the cross. He has
followed out the career of manhood even to the tomb; and thus we see
that the veil, which hung between the nature of God and the nature of
man, is rent in the person of our Lord Jesus Christ. We enter into the
holiest of all through His flesh, which links manhood to Godhead.

Now, you see what it is to have the veil taken away. Solemnly note that
this avails only for believers: those who refuse Jesus refuse the only way
of access to God. God is not approachable, except through the rending of
the veil by the death of Jesus. There was one typical way to the mercy-
seat of old, and that was through the turning aside of the veil; there was
no other. And there is now no other way for any of you to come into
fellowship with God, except through the rent veil, even the death of Jesus
Christ, whom God has set forth to be the propitiation for sin. Come this
way, and you may come freely. Refuse to come this way, and there hangs
between you and God an impassable veil. Without Christ you are without
God, and without hope. Jesus Himself assures you, "If ye believe not that
I am he, ye shall die in your sins." God grant that this may not happen to
any of you!

For believers the veil is not rolled up, but rent. The veil was not
unhooked, and carefully folded up, and put away, so that it might be put
in its place at some future time. Oh, no! But the divine hand took it and
rent it front top to bottom. It can never be hung up again; that is
impossible. Between those who are in Christ Jesus and the great God,
there will never be another separation. "Who shall separate us from the



love of God?" Only one veil was made, and as that is rent, the one and
only separator is destroyed. I delight to think of this. The devil himself
can never divide me from God now. He may and will attempt to shut me
out from God; but the worst he could do would be to hang up a rent veil.
What would that avail but to exhibit his impotence? God has rent the veil,
and the devil cannot mend it. There is access between a believer and his
God; and there must be such free access forever, since the veil is not
rolled up, and put on one side to be hung up again in days to come; but it
is rent, and rendered useless.

The rent is not in one corner, but in the midst, as Luke tells us. It is not a
slight rent through which we may see a little; but it is rent from the top to
the bottom. There is an entrance made for the greatest sinners. If there
had only been a small hole cut through it, the lesser offenders might have
crept through; but what an act of abounding mercy is this, that the veil is
rent in the midst, and rent from top to bottom, so that the chief of sinners
may find ample passage! This also shows that for believers there is no
hindrance to the fullest and freest access to God. Oh, for much boldness,
this morning, to come where God has not only set open the door, but has
lifted the door from its hinges; yea, removed it, post, and bar, and all!

I want you to notice that this veil, when it was rent, was rent by God, not
by man. It was not the act of an irreverent mob; it was not the midnight
outrage of a set of profane priests: it was the act of God alone. Nobody
stood within the veil; and on the outer side of it stood the priests only
fulfilling their ordinary vocation of offering sacrifice. It must have
astounded them when they saw that holy place laid bare in a moment.
How they fled, as they saw that massive veil divided without human hand
in a second of time! Who rent it? Who but God Himself? If another had
done it, there might have been a mistake about it, and the mistake might
need to be remedied by replacing the curtain; but if the Lord has done it,
it is done rightly, it is done finally, it is done irreversibly. It is God
Himself who has laid sin on Christ, and in Christ has put that sin away.
God Himself has opened the gate of heaven to believers, and cast up a
highway along which the souls of men may travel to Himself. God
Himself has set the ladder between earth and heaven. Come to Him now,
ye humble ones. Behold, He sets before you an open door!



II. And now I ask you to follow me, dear friends, in the second place, to
an experimental realization of my subject. We now notice WHAT WE
HAVE: "Having therefore, brethren, boldness to enter into the holiest,"
Observe the threefold "having" in the paragraph now before us, and be
not content without the whole three. We have "boldness to enter in."
There are degrees in boldness; but this is one of the highest. When the
veil was rent it required some boldness to look within. I wonder whether
the priests at the altar did have the courage to gaze upon the mercy-seat. I
suspect that they were so struck with amazement that they fled from the
altar, fearing sudden death. It requires a measure of boldness steadily to
look upon the mystery of God: "Which things the angels desire to look
into." It is well not to look with a merely curious eye into the deep things
of God. I question whether any man is able to pry into the mystery of the
Trinity without great risk. Some, thinking to look there with the eyes of
their natural intellect, have been blinded by the light of that sun, and
have henceforth wandered in darkness. It needs boldness to look into the
splendors of redeeming and electing love. If any did look into the holiest
when the veil was rent, they were among the boldest of men; for others
must have feared lest the fate of the men of Bethshemesh would be theirs.
Beloved, the Holy Spirit invites you to took into the holy place, and view
it all with reverent eye for it is full of teaching to you. Understand the
mystery of the mercy-seat, and of the ark of the covenant overlaid with
gold, and of the pot of manna, and of the tables of stone, and of Aaron's
rod that budded. Look, look boldly through Jesus Christ: but do not
content yourself with looking! Hear what the text says: "Having boldness
to enter in." Blessed be God if He has taught us this sweet way of no
longer looking from afar, but of entering into the inmost shrine with
confidence! "Boldness to enter in" is what we ought to have.

Let us follow the example of the high priest, and, having entered, let us
perform the functions of one who enters in. "Boldness to enter in"
suggests that we act as men who are in their proper places. To stand
within the veil filled the servant of God with an overpowering sense of the
divine presence. If ever in his life he was near to God, he was certainly
near to God then, when quite alone, shut in, and excluded from all the
world, he had no one with him, except the glorious Jehovah. O my



beloved, may we this morning enter into the holiest in this sense! Shut
out front the world, both wicked and Christian, let us know that the Lord
is here, most near and manifest. Oh that we may now cry out with Hagar,
"Have I also here looked after him that seeth me?" Oh, how sweet to
realize by personal enjoyment the presence of Jehovah! How cheering to
feel that the Lord of hosts is with us! We know our God to be a very
present help in trouble. It is one of the greatest joys out of heaven to be
able to sing—Jehovah Shammah—the Lord is here. At first we tremble in
the divine presence; but as we feel more of the spirit of adoption we draw
near with sacred delight, and feel so fully at home with our God that we
sing with Moses, "Lord, thou hast been our dwelling place in all
generations." Do not live as if God were as far off from you as the east is
from the west. Live not far below on the earth; but live on high, as if you
were in heaven. In heaven You Will be with God; but on earth He will be
with you: is there much difference? He hath raised us up together, and
made us sit together in heavenly places in Christ Jesus. Jesus hath made
us nigh by His precious blood. Try day by day to live in as great nearness
to God, as the high priest felt when he stood for awhile within the secret
of Jehovah's tabernacle.

The high priest had a sense of communion with God; he was not only
near, but he spoke with God. I cannot tell what he said, but I should think
that on the special day the high priest unburdened himself of the load of
Israel's sin and sorrow, and made known his requests unto the Lord.
Aaron, standing there alone, must have been filled with memories of his
own faultiness, and of the idolatries and backslidings of the people. God
shone upon him, and he bowed before God. He may have heard things
which it was not lawful for him to utter, and other things which he could
not have uttered if they had been lawful. Beloved, do you know what it is
to commune with God? Words are poor vehicles for this fellowship; but
what a blessed thing it is! Proofs of the existence of God are altogether
her superfluous to those of us who are in the habit of conversing with the
Eternal One. If anybody were to write an essay to prove the existence of
my wife, or my son, I certainly should not read it, except for the
amusement of the thing; and proofs of the existence of God to the man
who communes with God are much the same. Many of you walk with
God: what bliss! Fellowship with the Most High is elevating, purifying,



strengthening. Enter into it boldly. Enter into His revealed thoughts, even
as He graciously enters into yours: rise to His plans, as He condescends
to yours; ask to be uplifted to Him, even as He deigns to dwell with you.

This is what the rent of the veil brings us when we have boldness to enter
in; but, mark you, the rent veil brings us nothing until we have boldness
to enter in. Why stand we without? Jesus brings us near, and truly our
fellowship is with the Father, and with His Son Jesus Christ. Let us not be
slow to take up our freedom, and come boldly to the throne. The high
priest entered within the veil of blue, and purple, and scarlet, and fine
twined linen, with blood, and with incense, that he might pray for Israel;
and there he stood before the Most High, pleading with Him to bless the
people. O beloved, prayer is ai divine institution, and it belongs to us. But
there are many sorts of prayers. There is the prayer of one who seems
shut out from God's holy temple; there is the prayer of another who
stands in the court of the Gentiles afar off, looking towards the temple;
there is the prayer of one who gets where Israel stands and pleads with
the God of the chosen; there is the prayer in the court of the priests, when
the sanctified man of God makes intercession; but the best prayer of all is
offered in the holiest of all. There is no fear about prayer being heard
when it is offered in the holiest. The very position of the man proves that
he is accepted with God. He is standing on the surest ground of
acceptance, and he is so near to God that his every desire is heard. There
the man is seen through and through; for he is very near to God. His
thoughts are read, his tears are seen, his sighs are heard; for he has
boldness to enter in. He may ask what he will, and it shall be done unto
him. As the altar sanctifieth the gift, so the most holy place, entered by
the blood of Jesus, secures a certain answer to the prayer that is offered
therein. God give us such power in prayer! It is a wonderful thing that the
Lord should hearken to the voice of a man; yet are there such men.
Luther came out of his closet, and cried, Vici—"I have conquered." He
had not yet met his adversaries; but as he had prevailed with God for
men, he felt that he should prevail with men for God.

But the high priest, if you recollect, after he had communed and prayed
with God, came out and blessed the people. He put on his garments of
glory and beauty, which he had laid aside when be went into the holy



place, for there he stood in simple white, and nothing else; and now he
came out wearing the breast-plate and all his precious ornaments, and he
blessed the people. That is what you will do if you have the boldness to
enter into the holiest by the blood of Jesus: you will bless the people that
surround you. The Lord has blessed you, and He will make you a blessing.
Your ordinary conduct and conversation will be a blessed example; the
words you speak for Jesus will be like a dew from the Lord: the sick will
be comforted by your words; the despondent will he encouraged by your
faith; the lukewarm will be recovered by your love. You will be,
practically, saying to each one who knows you, "The Lord bless thee, and
keep thee: the Lord make his face shine upon thee, and give thee peace."
You will become a channel of blessing: "Out of your belly shall flow rivers
of living water." May we each one have boldness to enter in, that we may
come forth laden with benedictions!

If you will kindly look at the text, you will notice, what I shall merely hint
at, that this boldness is well grounded. I always like to see the apostle
using a "therefore": "Having therefore boldness." Paul is often a true poet,
but he is always a correct logician; he is as logical as if he were dealing
with mathematics rather than theology. Here he writes one of his
therefores.

Why is it that we have boldness? Is it not because of our relationship to
Christ which makes us "brethren?" "Having therefore, brethren,
boldness." The feeblest believer has as much right to enter into the holy
places as Paul had; because he is one of the brotherhood. I remember a
rhyme by John Ryland, in which he says of heaven—

"They shall all be there, the great and the small;
Poor I shall shake hands with the blessed St. Paul."

I have no doubt we shall have such a position, and such fellowship.
Meanwhile, we do shake hands with I Him this morning as he calls us
brethren. We are brethren to one another, because we are brethren to
Jesus. Where we see the apostle go, we will go; yea, rather, where we see
the Great Apostle and High Priest of our profession enter, we will follow.
"Having therefore, boldness."



Beloved, we have now no fear of death in the most holy place. The high
priest, whoever he might be, must always have dreaded that solemn day
of atonement, when he had to pass into the silent and secluded place. I
cannot tell whether it is true, but I have read that there is at tradition
among the Jews, that a rope was fastened to the high priest's foot that
they might draw out his corpse in case he died before the Lord. I should
not wonder if their superstition devised such a thing, for it is an awful
position for a man to enter into the secret dwelling of Jehovah. But we
cannot die in the holy place now, since Jesus has died for us. The death of
Jesus is the guarantee of the eternal life of all for whom He died. We have
boldness to enter, for we shall not perish.

Our boldness arises from the perfection of His sacrifice. Read the
fourteenth verse: "He hath perfected forever them that are sanctified.”
We rely upon the sacrifice of Christ, believing that He was such a perfect
Substitute for us, that it is not possible for us to die after our Substitute
has died; and we must be accepted, because He is accepted. We believe
that the precious blood has so effectually and eternally put away sin from
us, that we are no longer obnoxious to the wrath of God. We may safely
stand where sin must be smitten, if there be any sin upon us; for we are
so washed, so cleaned, and so fully justified that we are accepted in the
Beloved. Sin is so completely lifted from us by the vicarious sacrifice of
Christ, that we have boldness to enter where Jehovah Himself dwells.

Moreover, we have his for certain, that as a priest had a right to dwell
near to God, we have that privilege; for Jesus hath made us kings and
priests unto God, and all the privileges of the office come to us with the
office itself We have a mission within the holy place; we are called to
enter there upon holy business, and so we have no fear of being intruders.
A burglar may enter a house, but he does not enter with boldness; he is
always afraid lest he should be surprised. You might enter a stranger's
house, without an invitation, but You Would feel no boldness there. We
do not enter the holiest as housebreakers, nor as strangers; we come in
obedience to a call, to fulfill our office. When once we accept the sacrifice
of Christ, we are at home with God. Where should a child be bold but in
his father's house? Where should a priest stand but in the temple of his



God, for whose service he is set apart? Where should a blood-washed
sinner live but with his God, to whom he is reconciled?

It is a heavenly joy to feel this boldness! We have now such a love for
God, and such a delight in Him, that it never crosses our minds that we
are trespassers when we draw near to Him. We never say, "God, my
dread," but "God, my exceeding joy." His name is the music to which our
lives are set: though God be a consuming fire we love Him as such, for He
will only consume our dross, and that we desire to lose. Under no aspect
is God now distasteful to its. We delight in Him, be He what He may. So
you see, beloved, we have good grounds for boldness when we enter into
the holiest by the blood of Jesus.

I cannot leave this point until I have reminded you that we may have this
boldness of entering in at all times, because the veil is always rent, and is
never restored to its old place. "The Lord said until Moses, Speak unto
Aaron thy brother, that he come not at all times into the holy Place within
the veil before the mercy-seat, which is upon the ark; that he die not"; but
the Lord saith not so to us. Dear child of God, you may at all times have
"boldness to enter in." The veil is rent both day and night. Yea, let me say
it, even when thine eye of faith is dim, still enter in; when evidences are
dark, still have "boldness to enter in"; and even if thou hast unhappily
sinned, remember that access is open to thy penitent prayer. Come still
through the rent veil, sinner as thou art. What though thou hast
backslidden, what though thou art grieved with the sense of thy
wanderings, come even now! "Today, if ye will hear his voice, harden not
your heart," but enter at once; for the veil is not there to exclude thee,
though doubt and unbelief may make you think it is so. The veil cannot be
there, for it was rent in twain from the top to the bottom.

III. My time has fled, and I shall not have space to speak as I meant to do
upon the last point—HOW WE EXERCISE THIS GRACE. Let me give you
the notes of what I would have said.

Let us at this hour enter into the holiest. Behold the way! We come by the
way of atonement: "Having therefore, brethren, boldness to enter into the
holiest by the blood of Jesus." I have been made to feel really ill through



the fierce and blasphemous words that have been used of late by
gentlemen of the modern school concerning the precious blood. I will not
defile my lips by a repetition of the thrice-accursed things which they
have dared to utter while trampling on the blood of Jesus. Everywhere
throughout this divine Book you meet with the precious blood. How can
he call himself a Christian who speaks in flippant and profane language of
the blood of atonement? My brothers, there is no way into the holiest,
even though the veil be rent, without blood. You might suppose that the
high priest of old brought the blood because the veil was there; but you
have to bring it with you though the veil is gone. The way is open, and you
have boldness to enter; but not without the blood of Jesus. It would be an
unholy boldness which would think of drawing near to God without the
blood of the great Sacrifice. We have always to plead the atonement. As
without shedding of blood there is no remission of sin, so without that
blood there is no access to God.

Next, the way by which we come is an unfailing way. Please notice that
word—"by a new way"; this means by a way which is always fresh. The
original Greek suggests the idea of "newly slain." Jesus died long ago, but
His death is the same now as at the moment of its occurrence. We come
to God, dear friends, by a way which is always effectual with God. It
never, never loses one whit of its power freshness.

Dear dying lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power.

The way is not worn away by long traffic: it is always new. If Jesus Christ
had died yesterday, would you not feel that you could plead His merit
today? Very well, you can plead that merit after these 19' centuries with as
much confidence as at the first hour. The way to God is always newly laid.
In effect, the wounds of Jesus incessantly bleed our expiation. The cross
is as glorious as though He were still upon it. So far as the freshness,
vigor, and force of the atoning death is concerned, we come by a new way.
Let it be always new to our hearts. Let the doctrine of atonement never
grow stale, but let it have dew upon your souls.

Then the apostle adds, it is a "living way." A wonderful word! The way by



which the high priest went into the holy place was of course a material
way, and so a dead way. We come by a spiritual way, suitable to our
spirits. The way could not help the high priest, but our way helps us
abundantly. Jesus says, "I am the way, the truth, and the life." When we
come to God by this way, the way itself leads, guides, bears, brings us
near. This way gives its life with which to come.

It is a dedicated way. "which he hath consecrated for us." When a new
road is opened, it is set apart and dedicated for the public use. Sometimes
a public building is opened by a king or a prince, and so is dedicated to its
purpose. Beloved, the way to God through Jesus Christ is dedicated by
Christ, and ordained by Christ for the use of poor believing sinners, such
as we are. He has consecrated the way towards God, and dedicated it for
us, that we may freely use it. Surely, if there is a road set apart for me, I
may use it without fear; and the way to God and heaven through Jesus
Christ is dedicated by the Saviour for sinners; it is the King's highway for
wayfaring men, who are bound for the City of God; therefore, let us use it.
"Consecrated for us!" Blessed word!

Lastly, it is a Christly way; for when we come to God, we still come
through His flesh. There is no coming to Jehovah, except by the incarnate
God. God in human flesh is our way to God; the substitutionary death of
the Word made flesh is also the way to the Father. There is no coming to
God, except by representation. Jesus represents us before God, and we
come to God through Him who is our covenant head, our representative
and forerunner before the throne of the Most High. Let us never try to
pray without Christ; never try to sing without Christ; never try to preach
without Christ. Let us perform no holy function, nor attempt to have
fellowship with God in any shape or way, except through that rent which
He has made in the veil by His flesh, sanctified for us, and offered upon
the cross on our behalf.

Beloved, I have done when I have just remarked upon the next two
verses, which are necessary to complete the sense, but which I was
obliged to omit this morning, since there would be no time to handle
them. We are called to take holy freedoms with God. "Let us draw near,"
at once, "with a true heart in full assurance of faith." Let us do so boldly,



for we have a great high priest. The twenty-first verse reminds us of this.
Jesus is the great Priest, and we are the 