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“A good name is better than precious ointment; atite day of death than the day of one’s birth.”
Ecclesiastes 7:1.

IN this part of the world, we can hardly understdrmiv much the Easterns thought of perfumes.
When Solomon speaks of “precious ointment,” he lsped a luxury highly appreciated by those who
heard him. Orientals delighted to anoint themseWitls fragrant oil and to pour upon their headvesl
full of perfume. We do not—at any rate, not to aene lavish extent. But among the luxuries of easte
life was that of delighting the nostrils with swesehells. The figure is easy to understand as liere
used to set forth the excellence of a good nammaA who is perfumed and who has put upon his head
precious ointment is sweet and pleasant to himHetfives him joy and so does a good name afford
pleasure to its possessor. Besides that, the pedyarson was agreeable to other people—those who
were round about him were refreshed by the fragrarand so a noble character is agreeable to all who
come near it. In some cases the use of a sacréuesity or anointing oil, signified that the man was
himself pleasant even to God—the priests went miat the holy place except they had been anointed
with a certain appointed compound of sweet-smeliagumes—and so precious ointment became the
type of the anointing of the Spirit of God and loditt acceptableness which comes to men through Jesus
Christ who is a sweet savor unto the Lord God. Aadyou see that precious ointment, or sweet per-
fumed oil, was very precious to the Jew, first,daee of the pleasure it gave to him and the healthy
fluence which he believed it exerted upon him. Awmkt, because it made him pleasurable to others,
and, next because in its highest sacred sensepapd him to come before God. You can see why,
“precious ointment,” was so much held in esteem.

But Solomon says that a good name is better than it do not think he merely meant a gaepu-
tation—and yet it would be true if he referred only tormmorable character among his neighbors, for it
is a good thing for a man to stand high in the estekhis fellow men and he ought never to lose their
respect except for one cause, namely, for the ghkending in higher esteem befd@ed. The faithful
follower of Jesus must be content to part with name fame if, through obedience to Christ, he & sp
ken of evilly—yes, in such a case he may rejoice la@ exceedingly glad when they say all manner of
evil against him falsely for Christ's’ name’s saké&t even then it is a sharp sorrow to have logfn
good name among men, though for Christ’'s sakeatishbe borne right cheerfully. Every good man
would be glad if it were possible to have the gaauid of all his fellow men, for this is the grounadrk
of social peace and would be, in itself, good aledgant were it not that sin destroys it and titrirgo
a “woe” when all men speak well of us. | believattthe text has a deeper meaning than this, foarma m
truly has a good name if he deserves to be heldgim esteem, though he may, for Christ’'s sakenbe i
disrepute. His name is good, whatever men may baytat. His name is, indeed, all the better in the
sight of God because he has been slandered armhobyed for the sake of the truth of God. His name
shall shine out like the stars of heaven when C€leesnes—even the name of the man of whom the
world was not worthy. It is, after all, a small neaitto be judged of man’s judgment—our record is on
high. A good character may be understood here asgljredly, that is better than the rarest luxury of
kings.

Consider itspiritually, and dear brothers and sisters, what is a good h@rgood name is a name
that is written in the Lamb’s Book of Life and thatbetter than the sweetest of all ointments! {Bat |
may find my name recorded in some corner of thee@agong the sinners saved by grace! The very
thought of that has a savor in it which no eartdjicacy can rivall Oh, how blessed to be among the
chosen of God, the redeemed of Christ Jesus, letlolvéhe Father from before the foundation of the
world! “A good name.” Why, that must be a nhame tentupon the breastplate of the Great High Priest!
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If you could have gone up to the high priest of g would have read there, “Reuben,” “Simeon,”
“Levi,” “Judah,” “Dan,” “Gad,” “Naphtali” and theike—and they were all good names when once they
were engraved there. But what a blessed placevi® yaur name inscribed—not upon a jewel that shall
hang on the breast ofraan, but upon the verheart of Jesus Christ your Lord! If you could see your
name written on the palms of His hands, you woalg 8t is a good name that is written there. Bégks
be the Lord that ever | had that name, insignifiait is. Though it is a name that has beenulda;
though it is a name that has been bandied aboukiaked like a football through the world, yet & &
blessed name, for it is written on the palms otidelsands.” It is so if we are the Lord’s own peophd

are walking the walk of faith. Jesus says, “I hamngraved you upon the palms of My hands.” That is a
good name which is recorded in the Lamb’s Book it¢ bnd engraved upon the breastplate of the Sav-
ior. Do you not think so?

Connected with this, | may say that a name thatrigen among the living in Zion is a good name.
Oh, there is nothing like it! Some men are veryiang to get their names upon the roll of this chulof
that, or of some wonderful secret society—or totpeir names into the peerage. It is thought t@be
wonderful thing to be a nobleman, though it is éxettar, to be a noble man. But the best list shes
on earth seems to me to be the list of the pedp&&od. | should count it a higher honor to be iised
on the church book of a humble company of baptlzeldevers meeting in a barn than to wear a name
imported by the conqueror and written in the rdllbattle Abbey! The pedigree of saintship confers
honor such as angels recognize—all else they thih of. Are you one of God’s believing people?
Have you taken up your cross, resolved to folloaud@ Do you, as a servant and as a soldier, bear Hi
name as your Master and Captain? Then you havea game and there is sweetness about it better
than the perfume of precious ointment.

If, dear brothers and sisters, you go on, afterrfgayour names inscribed in the church of God, to
get a beloved name among God’s people throughaligiace, it will be better than precious ointment!
It will be better than all the expensive luxuriebigh wealth could purchase to have a name esteemed
for lowly piety or sacred courage! How sweet, fastance, to be like that woman who brought our Lord
precious ointment. He paid her back with a good enammortalizing her in the gospels, for He said,
“Wherever this gospel is preached, there shalllde this, what this woman has done, be told forea m
morial of her.” A humble woman like Dorcas may mae@ments for the poor and this shall be better
than precious ointment! A simple trader like Lydreay entertain the servants of God—constraining
them to come into her house—and this shall be b#tén precious ointment! And a lowly man may so
live as to adorn the gospel of God his Savior—nag@eak as to bring one and another to the Savior’'s
feet—and this shall be better than a blaze of gpbdnor! “A good nhame”—that is a name for humiity
a name for love and affection, a name for generoainame for zeal, a name for warm-heartedness, a
name for prayerfulness, a hame among the peop(&odf for being a wholehearted, sincere man—a
name for being one who is ready to help you in toh&ouble, a name like that of Barnabas, the &on
consolation!

A good name of this sort should be our ambitionvin and to wear. A good name that shall arise
out of our exhibiting a compound of many preciousues shall be better than an ointment formed of
the rarest spices, however pleasant it may be. iMay be in the church and yet you may not have a
good name as a member of it. | mean as to yourpewsonal character as a Christian, for some profes-
sors are in the pot of ointment, but | wish we dopikck them out, for they are flies and they spoitry-
thing! There are such ithis church—oh that they had gone elsewhere! If ongytlvould have flown
into a pot of the world’s honey, or something ddttkind! For them to get into the church’s ointment
a great pity. May God grant that you and | may néedead flies in the pot of ointment. Some get a
name in the church for quarrelling and fault-finglifilOh,” people say, “if anybody can pick a hole in
the sermon, | know who it is.” You need only hawdffa-dozen words with this crab apple critic and
you surely and speedily lose what enjoyment yoeh®ad during the service. Alas, that many Christian
women have not a good name, for they are addiotgddsiping. A word to the wise on this matter will
| hope, be enough. | will not, at this time, diveegly into any of your faults, whatever they may ting
will cover them all over with this truth—A good nggation, well earned among your Christian brethren
is better than precious ointment. It is of persa® have this good character and are known by the
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sweet savor of their lives, that the latter parthaf text is spoken—“The day of death is betten ttee
day of one’s birth.”

You must have a good name—you must be written gntlom living in Zion, written on the heart of
Christ, written in the Lamb’s Book of Life, or eltfge text is not true of you and, alas, thoughdae of
your birth was @ad day, the day of your death will be a thousand siwerse—for when you die, my
hearer, remember what will happen to you unlesshaue that good name! You will be driven from the
presence of God and from the glory of His power—hadin to feel the terrors of His vengeance! And
then, when the Day of Judgment comes, God will eriinat He is able to destroy both body and soul in
hell, for there must you dwell in everlasting pumgent, prepared for the devil and His angels, ab th
the day of your death will be a day of darkness maidof light—and it will be better for you that yo
had never been born. But now, if you are one of’'&pdople, trusting in Him, look forward to the day
of your death as being better than the day of yuin! It is possible that you may never die, sitice
Lord Jesus may suddenly come a second time. Bhisifshould not occur in our day, we shall, in due
course, fulfill our service and fall asleep. Atdlhiour, before yet the sand in the glass shalualdown,
the long-expected Lord may suddenly appear in Kis/gTherefore let us stand ready, as men that wai
for their Lord, with our loins girt and our lampsrbing. But if He does not come for the next huddre
years—and He may not, for our Lord has not comuehitteus knowledge of the times and seasons—
then we shall die. And in that case it is no sroalisolation that “the day of death is better thenday
of one’s birth.”

|. First, then, OUR DEATH DAY IS BETTER THAN OUR BIRTBAY—and it is so for this,
among other reasons—"Better is the end of a thiag the beginning thereof.” When we are born we
begin life, but what will that life be? Friends séaWelcome, little stranger.” Ah, but what kind cep-
tion will the stranger get when he is no longereavcomer? Very likely he is not long in the world be
fore he begins to feel the poverty of his parent$, perhaps, the misery of an unholy home. A trobp
infantile diseases are waiting around him anditlle tandle that is newly lit is in great dangéieing
blown out! Infancy is a very dangerous passageftiny boat unfitted to bear rough buffetings. Tdnos
first few years are full of rocks and quicksand amahy scarcely begin life before they end it. Heowsh
newly born and is ordained to endure through a ldegs like a warrior who puts on his harness for
battle—and is not he in a better case who takeff hecause he has won the victory? Ask any soldier
which he likes better—the first shot in the batitehe sound which means, “Cease firing, for theory
is won!"? The soldier does not deliberate a mom&here is no room for question! Since the day of a
believer’'s death is his time of triumph and of vigt, it is better than the day of the first shot-e-thay
of one’s birth. When we were born we set out onjourney, but when we die, we end our weary march
in the Father’s house above. Surely it is bettdrawe come to the end of the tiresome pilgrimage tb
have commenced it. We wave the handkerchief anddmd-bye to those who start upon a long voyage
and it is only right that they should be made asectul as they can be. But, surely, it is a betitzy
when, at last, they reach their port, all dange&rpand come to their desired haven. So, thes etter
to die than to begin to live, if we are, indeeas tlord’s people. Better is the day of death thanbiuh-
day because about the birthday there hangs unugrtai

| cannot tell you, good woman, what is to becorhéhe little child who is pressed to your bosom
this evening. God bless it and make it a comfostdo and an honor to His church! But it is all reatf
hope as yet. Children are certain cares, theyaayuncertain blessings. | hardly like the phrasey
are blessings anyway—»but there is certainly thmualthem—we cannot tell what will become of them
when they grow up and come under the influencesibf ¥ou look upon a youth as he grows up and you
feel, “I cannot quite see what you will be. You niagyled astray by temptation, or by divine grace yo
may cleanse your way. You may be useful and homerab you may be dissolute and degraded.” Eve-
rything is uncertain about the child on his birthdaut everything is certain about the saint ondaath
day. | heard, this morning, of a dear friend whd fedlen asleep. When | wrote to his wife | sai@oh-
cerning him we speak with certainty. You sorrow asthose that are without hope. A long life ofkwal
ing with God proved that he was one of God’s peapl@ we know that for such there remains joy with-
out temptation, without sorrow, without end, foreaad ever.” Oh, then, as much as certainty ibett
than uncertainty, the day of the saint’s deatteiseo than the day of his birth!
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So, too, in things which are certain, the saidéath day is preferable to the beginning of liée,\iie
know that when the child is born he is born to @atrWhatever else is uncertain about him, we are
quite sure that those little eyes will weep; thadse little limbs will know weariness and pain ahdt
his little heart will be distracted, sooner or tatey many griefs. We know this, for “man is bomttou-
ble as the sparks fly upward.” No man has ever ladsa to find a perfectly smooth road through this
mortal life. Trials must and will befall and youttle one who is born today is born to an inhecguof
grief, like his father, like his mother, who progiel it as it were by her own pangs. But look, natv,
the saint when he dies. It is absolutely certaat tre has done with sorrow, done with pain. We know
that they shall die no more—"they shall hunger narem neither thirst any more; neither shall the sun
light on them, nor any heat; and God shall wipeaalatears from their eyes.” Now, surely, the diay
which we are certain that sorrow is over must kéebéhan the day in which we are certain that@err
is on the road! For this reason we set up the hea€ef the grave above the tablet which records th
birth. Yes, and this holds good about subsequetitdays. It is thoughtfully and cheerfully wise to
mark each birthday. It should be a holy day in gWehristian’'s case—a day of grateful thanksgiving
that we have come so far upon the road of lifes & very blessed thing to sit down on the milestand
say, “Well, now, | have come 20 miles or 30, 40, 60, 70 miles of my journey. | shall never tread
those miles over again. So many troubles are pastray waves have risen that will never wash over
me a second time! So many tossing to and fro | ledured and | shall never feel them any more.”
Every man should say at the end of a sickness,ii &od that is gone. | shall not suffer a repatitod
that same sickness. | shall not feel those paies again. | shall not groan through those same year
nights for a second time.” For every pang that sholorough your bones you should say, “That bone
will not ache that pain over again, at any rate2”j@yful that you are so far on your journey!

There remains that other portion of the journeyrglteagues of pilgrimage may lie beyond. There
are still battles to fight, mountains to climb, klaights in which one sighs for light. There idlsg@mp-
tation; still sin. Yes, but when we get to the adyne’s death, the whole journey lies behindsiall
over then! On your coming to die there is nothiefg fo do but die; all else is done! The battléoisght
and the victory is won forever! Oh, is not thattbethan even the best birthday that we have eag+h
good as they have been—and cause for thanksgigiegeh one certainly has been? | think, then,d nee
not dwell longer on this point. “The day of deattbetter than the day of one’s birth.”

II. Now I will give the same thoughts in another forfine day of death is BETTER TO THE BE-
LIEVER THAN ALL HIS HAPPY DAYS. What were his happyays? | shall take him as a man and |
will pick out some days that are often thought éohappy. There is the day of a man’s coming of age
when he feels that he is a man—especially if healmasstate to come into. That is a day of gredivfes
ty. You have seen pictures of, “Coming of age ie tiden times,” when the joy of the young squire
seemed to spread itself over all the tenants drileafarm laborers—everybody rejoiced! Ah, thadlis
very well, but when believers die they do, in aliggher sense, come of age and enter upon their hea
enly estates! Here, you know, in this life we aeeywmuch as children who are under governors and tu
tors and we differ little from servants. We stiive to be chastened, kept under rule and denieth muc
which is nevertheless ours. We have many good shikegt from us because we are not yet able to ap-
preciate them. “Now we know in part.” It is only ansmall measure that we come into possession, en-
joying only the earnest of the inheritance. Yesbu

“Then shall | see, and hear, and know

All I desired or wished below!

And every power find sweet employ

In that eternal world of joy.”
Then shall I pluck the grapes from those vines theave read of as enriching the valleys of Eshcol!
Then shall | lie down and drink full drafts of theer of God which is fall of water! Then shall h&w
even as | am known and see no more through a dgakly, but face to face!

Speak of heirs, of heirs coming into their estaf®hy, our day of death shall be such a day ag that
What a jubilee day it will be! If we were really our senses, the thought of fearing death would-be
diculous! No young man is afraid of coming to bemty-one. No! He says, “Fly away, fly away, days
and nights. | shall be glad to get out of my nonage of my infancy and to come into my full mandoo
and into possession of everything.” So might we, $&ly away, years! Come, gray hairs! Fly away,
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years, and bring me into neither possession ofjthwhich eye has not seen, nor ear heard which God
has prepared for them that love Him.” Another vieappy day with a man is the day of his marriage—
who does not rejoice, then? What cold heart isetidrich does not beat with joy on that day? But on
the day of death we shall enter more fully into jihe of our Lord and into that blessed marriageoani
which is established between Him and ourselvesn e shall enter into the guest chamber where the
supper is to be spread and we shall wait a whité yoly, the Bridegroom being with us, till the word
shall be given and the trumpet note shall ring cante-then we shall sit down at the marriage supper o
the Lamb, not to look at His guests, but toobeselves part and parcel of that blessed bride, the Lamb’s
wife, in whom Christ finds all His heart’s content.

Oh, yes, we may long for our departure becauisetd the saint, a marriage day in which he shall b
“with Christ,” which is far better and, as the l&itbngs for the wedding, so may the heart thatilisof
faith long for the time when we shall be forevethwthe Lord! There are days with men in busineas th
are happy days because they are days of gain. Jétesome sudden windfall. They prosper in business,
or, perhaps, there are long months of prosperityhith all goes well with them and God is givingm
the desires of their heart. But, oh, beloved, themo gain like the gain of our departure to tlahEr!

The greatest of all gains is that which we shatiwrwhen we pass out of the world of trouble inte th
land of triumph. “To die is gain.” As for prospssitwhat worldly prosperity can be compared with the
eternal years in which we shall dwell in infiniteli€ity above? To die is to enter upon days of peac
rest, joy, satisfaction and, therefore, the dagwfdeath is better than our happiest days! Therelays

of honor, brethren, when a man is promoted in effiar receives applause from his fellow men. But
what a day of honor that will be for you and mevé are carried by angels into Abraham’s bosom! Our
honorable escort will manifest how highly the Lainthks of us. Oh, the honors that will be heapednup
the saints when they shall be recognized in glarpmthers and sisters of Christ, heirs of Godtjoi
heirs with the Redeemer!

Days of health are happy days, too. But whatthezdn equal the perfect wholeness of a spirit in
whom the Good Physician has displayed His utmod#i?dRays of recovery from sickness are happy
days, but, oh, to be totally recovered—to go whbeeinhabitant shall no more say, “I am sick.” When
Jehovah Rophi shall restore our whole spirit tdgmion, then will a new gladness take possessfon o
us. We enjoy very happy days of social friendshiewhearts warm with hallowed communion—when
one can sit awhile with a friend or rest in the shidf one’s family. Yes, but no day of social emjugnt
will match the day of death! Some of us expect setiroops of blessed ones that have gone home long
ago, whom we shall never forget. We have pricefiessds over yonder and the bliss of reunion wdl b
sweet. Some of you old people have more friendeeaven than you have on earth! You may forget all
sorrow as to those you will leave in the joy of mirggethose with whom you will be united again! What
family greetings there will be! Mother has gonghé& has gone; uncles and aunts that were in thet Lo
and brothers and sisters, too, are all gone befarel-all these are waiting for us and we shall do®n
in full fellowship with them! Best of all, He ha®ge before whom our hearts love and who is more to
us than brother, sister and mother! Oh, the bligeeeting with our risen Lord! Oh, the joy of mexfi
Him in all that are truly our own kin! The saintsllvmeet around the throne of God, an unbroken fami
ly—not one of God’s children will be absent! We kl@ve no brothers or sisters who will not be ¢éher
“Oh,” you say, “I am afraid that we have some whe still unconverted and who will not be there.”
They will not be your brothers and sisters, then. Ties of maratyral kinship will come to an end—
only spiritual relationship will last and survive. We shall hanane to mourn over! Our kindred will all
be in glory. Those that were truly related to ugha bonds of everlasting life shall all be thedme
might wish for it to come soon, for the joy of bgiforever with the people of God, sitting down with
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob in the kingdom of heaven!

lIl. In the third place, going a step farther, the dawn deliever's death is BETTER THAN HIS
HOLY DAYS ON EARTH. I think that the best holy d&ver spent, (yes, | think | must put it as high
as that), was the day of my conversion. There wasv&lty and freshness about that first day which
made it like the day in which a man first seesligbt after having been long blind. My conversion
day—shall | ever forget it?—When my heart begabeat with spiritual life and the lungs of my soul
began to heave with prayer! And the hands of my seuwe stretched out to grasp my Lord and the eyes
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of my soul beheld His beauty! Yes—that was a véegded sight—but what will it be to see Him face
to face? What will the first five minutes in heavset?

Surely those dawning moments will be forever reinerad and spoken of by holy beings as they
commune with one another concerning their deligbis! for a celestial visitor to tell us of his expe
ence in the first five minutes in heaven! No, hthhe had better not because we might be frightéyed
him and he would talk a language that we couldumaterstand! He would say things which it were not
lawful for a man to utter! Brother from the glonid, you may go back—it were better that we did not
hear your story of the better country. We will thiof it and begin expecting it. It will certainlyelbetter
to see the Lord in death than when we first obal Him here below. Since then we have known many
blessed days—our Sabbaths, for instance. We caar gexe up the Lord’s Day. Precious and dear unto
my soul are those sweet rests of love—days thatlasdedged about to make them His own that they
may be ours. A young man said to me yesterday, Weerame to join the church, “I often wish that all
the week was made up of Sundays.” | thought, “¥esl, so do I,” only | could not always be preaching.
| would want to come down and take a turrhedring, although it is always precious to talk about
God’s Word. Oh, our blessed Sabbaths! Well, therhis about the day of one’s death—we shall then
enter upon aeternal Sabbath. We shall go—

“Where congregations never break up,

And Sabbaths have no end.”
And the glory Sabbaths will bresal Sabbaths, never disturbed or distracted. Theyheilblessed Sab-
baths, shut out from sinners and from that filtbopwersation which often vexes us even on the Shbbat
“There remains a rest for the people of God.”—

“To that our laboring souls aspire

With ardent pangs of strong desire.”

Our communion days have been very holy days.dttiieen very sweet to sit at the Lord’s Table and
have fellowship with Jesus in the breaking of braad the drinking of wine. But sweeter far willbi
to commune with Him in the paradise above—and wWeashall do on the day of our death! | might go
on mentioning all our holy days, one after anothoert, whichever you should select as the season of
your highest joy on earth, | should say of the lméshem, “Yes, but the day of onalsath, as ushering
us into a higher and holier state, is better thandd those days.” Those days have been good, n@m
going to depreciate them, but to bless the Lordefary one of them. When we say that a second thing
is, “better,” it is supposed that the first thingshsome goodness about it. Yes, and our holy days o
earth have been good—fit rehearsals of the julbisge®nd the river!

When you and | enter heaven, it will not be gdirggn bad to good, but from good to better! The
change will be remarkable, but it will not be seara change as thoughtless persons would imagine.
First, there will be no change of nature; the saaieire which God gave us when we were regenerat-
ed—the spiritual nature—is that which will enjoyetheavenly state. We shall not carry with us our de
praved nature—we do not want to do so, | am sunme.Réady-to-Halt, in Bunyan’s, “Pilgrim,” per-
formed His journey on crutches. But when he diedhnew them away! He did not need to carry his
crutches into the land of perfection—and we shaithycno sinful infirmities with us into paradiseom
indeed, any infirmities at all! As to Mr. Feeblemjrhe gave orders that his feeble mind should lbe bu
ied in a dunghill—he did not want to import a trdmb heart into the skies! But all that is good abo
us, all that is really ourselves as we have begotben again in Christ Jesus—all will go to heaven
without loss of any portion. | shall be the samenrtizere that | am here—and | have not the slightest
doubt that you will know me. At any rate, you Wik bigger fools in heaven than you are here if gou
not! Did | hear someone reply, “We shall not knoguyn the disembodied state, for here we only rec-
ognize you by your outward appearance”? | answanynof you know me in another manner than after
the flesh—you not only know me by my looks, but yowow my spirit. If | could get out of my body
and | could not use a voice, but yet could influeegour spirits by my spirit, you would know my sgir
You know what spirit | am of. | will not try to desbe myself, but you know me. | know you do! No-
body is exactly like me in some traits of charaeteach one stands alone. Nobody is exactly like you,
dear friend, so that there will be peculiar poimgswhich to distinguish man from man. We shall aer
ly know each other. Yes, and we shall be the saensops—and when our bodies rise, they will be the
same bodies. “Every seed its own body’—changedpanigcted, but still preserving its identity!
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On earth we have had good days because we have ¢haald nature given us by the Holy Spirit—
and we shall possess the same nature above—ongy/ foityr grown and purged from all that hinders it.
We shall follow the same employments above as we falowed here. “Oh dear,” says one, “I hope
not! 1 do not want to work hard, there, as | haael o do here.” No, perhaps not, but | mean the em-
ployments of our spirits will be similar to whatethhave been while we have been in the world. What
are the employments of our spirits here? Why, driteesweetest of them is to sing the Lord’s pise
We shall spend eternity in adoring the Most High.dfraw near to God in communion—that is one of
our most blessed employments! We shall do it tlaed take our fill of it. Nor is this all, for we alh
serve God in glory. | do not know what God will wais to do in heaven; | have never been theredo se
But | am sure that He will make use of us. Doesndesay, “They shall see His face and His servants
shall serve Him”? Oh, yes, He has something foter#do up there and for you, too. You active-spirite
ones, you shall find an intense delight in contiguio do the same things as to spirit as you de,her
namely adoring and magnifying and spreading abtbadsaving name of Jesus in whatever place you
may be. We shall certainly possess the same enjugnoé our richest enjoyments as saints are foand i
fellowship with Christ and with one another—and st&ll have these above. We shall live upon Christ!
We shall rejoice in God, there, as we do here! &rate is one thing | like to think of—we shall have
the same company. | was visiting a poor old wom#&o was near to death and she said to me, “One
thing makes me feel quite safe about where | amgydibelieve that | shall go to my own company and
for the last 60 years | have never had any compahyhe Lord’s people. And if a stranger has come i
here and begun to talk about worldly things in enahway, | have wished him gone. | said to myself,
‘The Lord won’t take me away from my own peopleré&y He will let me go where they go and if | go
where those people go, that | love, | know thdtdllsbe happy.™

So, dying believer, you will not change company-kyahe company will be all improved and you
will be improved as much as any of them! It will the same company and this makes it look so much
like going home. The day of our death has nothongesy strange and mysterious about it as to make u
fear it. You and | ought to live like people, whvahen they hear a knock at the door, do not gofitgo
at the startling sound. Some people are territdyna¢d at a knock or a ring because they have not pa
their rent and they are afraid that somebody irdftem for money. You and | have paid our dehts, o
rather they have been all paid for us. The Lordig€3hrist has set us free—and when death comes and
knocks at our door—all that we shall have to dd &l to answer the summons and go with God’s mes-
senger at once. Our friends will say, “He is gon&nd if we have lived so that we have had a good
name, that is better than precious ointment! Thalykmow where we have gone and if they lament on
that account they will be very foolish, for they oughther to say, “Thank God that our friend has en-
tered into his joy and rest!” There was a dear mgth woman of great faith, who loved her daughter
very much, but she loved her Lord more. And whendear daughter was dying, she kissed her and said
to her, “My dear girl, you will be in heaven withanfew hours and | congratulate you. The thought of
your joy fills me with joy concerning you and | cet weep. | congratulate you and wish | was going
with you.” Let us think of death after that holy nmeer.

I\V. | have not time to finish my sermon. At least, ¥@aime to finish it, but not to continue it as
long as | would like. | was going to say, in theurfih place, that the day of a saint’s death is BERT
THAN THE WHOLE OF HIS DAYS PUT TOGETHER because Hbeys here are days of dying. The
moment we begin to live we commence to die—

“Every beating pulse we count

Leaves but the number less.”
Death is the end of dying! On the day of the bai&s/death, dying is forever done with! The saimte
are with God shall never die again. Life is wreslistruggling—but death is the end of conflict-sit
rest victory. Life is full of sinning. Blessed be@ death is the end of that—no transgressioniquiity
shall follow us into heaven. Life is longing, sighi crying, pining, desiring. Heaven is enjoyingsp
sessing, and delighting one’s self in God. This iff failure, disappointment, regret. Such emotiearmes
all over when the day of death comes, for glory mwpon us with its satisfaction and intense cdnten
ment! The day of our death will be the day of ouret There are some diseases which, in all probabil
ity, some of us never quite get rid of till thetl&hysician comes and He will settle the mattere @en-
tle touch of His hand and we shall be cured foregérinfirmities, as well as sicknesses, will vahiin
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our last hours. Blind sister, you will have youesyYou that have lost your hearing shall listetht®
songs of angels and enter into the most refinetthef harmonies. You who must limp to your graves
shall dance. You shall have no more infirmitiesaewill also be the cure of old age. No doctor can
help you about that—but this doctor will end alburshall renew your youth like the eagle’s. Youllsha
be girt about with power when your body rises fribra grave and, till then, your soul shall enjoythé
freshness and juvenility of youth! You shall beyatr prime in glory! Our death day will be the lasfs

all losses. Life is made up of losses, but deatbddosses. Life is fall of crosses, but deatheéscross
that brings crosses to an end. Death is the l&hgmnd turns out to be the death of every enemy.

Dear friends, put all your days together—they Ishal equal that last day which shall be to you the
beginning of days of another sort! The day of oeattl is the beginning of our best days! Sometimes
even that part of a dying day which is spent ortheigrthe best that the dying believer has evediu
have seen believers die and if anything can coevinman of the reality of religion, of the truthtbé
Scriptures and of the power of the Spirit, it ie tteath of saints! | have seen many persons whoeske
to be as much dying of their joy as of their digsgeabey were so happy! Their eyes, their facethei
whole bearing were those of persons in whom theostmpain was forgotten in an excess of joy, while
weakness was swallowed up in the delights of tleére which was dawning upon them. | believe that
angels come and meet certain departing ones—tawtctime trooping outside the gate—and that dying
ones frequently see that which is supernaturain ihat dreaming! | believe that they actually seatvh
eyes have not seen and that there comes upon théeghtavhich is neither of the sun, nor of the moon
At any rate, they speak words of wondrous imposting children have spoken words which certainly
they never learned, for none have ever heard Keelefore! And other departing ones have uttered
words of rapture and ecstasy and almost deliriurbliss, for Christ has come to them and they have
seen the King in His beauty even in the border lefbre they have crossed the river and entered int
Canaan!

“Is this what it is to die?” asked one. “Well, then,” hadsdit is worth while to live even to enjoy
the bliss of dying!” The holy calm of some and thensport of others prove that better is the day of
death in their case than the day of birth, or ladlit days on earth! And then that later part of dag
which is spent among the angels! They breakfast @ftrist on earth, but they sup with Him in heaven.
Oh, that eventide of the day! Then to think thaghall be without end—forever happy, forever trium-
phant and forever more and more so—for, “from glango glory” makes us look for progress even
there! We shall rise from seeing Christ to seeimg Met more and to discovering more and more beau-
ties in Him! We shall ascend from one perfectiorpé&fection—from fullness up to our capacity to an
enlarged capacity and an equal fullness! From gloip glory—from sunlight to Godlight—from God-
light to the light of God yet more received andoged. There! | cannot go farther. Good night, ‘tie
day breaks and the shadows flee away” and theragdu will know, in ten minutes, more than all the
bench of bishops could tell us in a year! You Wwilbw more in half a second than | could tell you if
were to keep you here the whole night!

Only mind you, do not miss the way, not one of!ydlind you do not miss the way! Turn to the
right, by the cross, and go straight on. God leadlyy His Holy Spirit! Amen.

Adapted froniThe C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST !
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