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BY C. H. SPURGEON,
AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“And Mary said, My soul does magnify the Lord, amdy spirit has rejoiced in God my Savior.”
Luke 1:46, 47.

MARY was on a visit when she expressed her joynenlanguage of this noble song. It were well if
all our social communion were as useful to our tseas this visit was to Mary. “lIron sharpens iren,a
man sharpens the countenance of his friend.” Maitlypf faith, goes to see Elizabeth, who is alat f
of holy confidence, and the two are not long togetbefore their faith mounts to full assurance, and
their full assurance bursts forth in a torrent a€red praise! This praise awakened their slumbering
powers, and instead of two ordinary village womea,see before us two prophetesses upon whom the
Spirit of God abundantly rested. When we meet with kinsfolk and acquaintance, let it be our prayer
to God that our communion may be not only pleadauttprofitable; that we may not merely pass away
time, and spend a pleasant hour, but may advadeg’a march nearer heaven, and acquire greater fit-
ness for our eternal rest!

Observe, this morning, the sacred joy of Mary §fmat may imitate it. This is a season when all men
expect us to be joyous. We compliment each oth#r thie desire that we may have a “Merry Christ-
mas.” Some Christians, who are a little squeandsimot like the word “merry.” It is a right good @l
Saxon word, having the joy of childhood, and thetmof manhood in it; it brings before one’s mirne t
old song of the midnight peal of bells, the holind the blazing log. I love it for its place in thaost
tender of all parables, where it is written, tivaten the long-lost prodigal returned to his fatbegie and
sound, “They began to be merry.” This is the seagloen we are expected to be happy; and my heart’s
desire is that in the highest and best sense, youare believers may be “merry.” Mary’s heart was
merry within her; but here was the mark of her jaywas all holy merriment, it was every drop of it
sacred mirth. It was not such merriment as wortliwill revel in today and tomorrow, but such mer-
riment as the angels have around the throne of Gbdre they sing, “Glory to God in the highest,”
while we sing, “On earth peace, goodwill towardsntheé&such merry hearts have a continual feast. |
want you, you children of the bride-chamber, togess today and tomorrow, yes, all your days, thke hi
and consecrated bliss of Mary, that you may noy oead her words, but use them for yourselves, al-
ways experiencing their meaning—“My soul does mggtiie Lord, and my spirit has rejoiced in God
my Savior.”

Observe, first, thaghe singssecondlyshe sings sweetlyhirdly, shall she sing alone?

|. First observe that MARY SINGS.

Her subject is a Saviorshe hails the incarnate God. The long expectedsisliess about to appear.
He, for whom prophets and princes waited longomw about to come—to be born of the Virgin of Naz-
areth. Truly there was never a subject of sweeatrg shan this—the stooping down of Godhead to the
feebleness of manhood! When God manifested His powine works of His hands, the morning stars
sang together, and the sons of God shouted forbywhen God manifestdimself, what music shall
suffice for the grand psalm of adoring wonder? Whgsdom and power are seen, these are but attrib-
utes; but in the incarnation it is the divine persehich is revealed wrapped in a veil of our inberi
clay—well might Mary sing, when earth and heaveeremow are wondering at the condescending
grace! Worthy of peerless music is the fact thahe' Word was made flesh and dwelt among us.” There
is no longer a great gulf fixed between God andpdéisple; the humanity of Christ has bridged it over
We can no more think that God sits on high, indéfe to the needs and woes of men—for God has vis-
ited us, and come down to the lowliness of ourtesi&e no longer need bemoan that we can never par-
ticipate in the moral glory and purity of God, f6God in glory can come down to His sinful creatuit
is certainly less difficult to bear that creatustgod-washed and purified, up that starry way, thatre-
deemed one may sit down forever on His throneukedream no longer in somber sadness that we can-
not draw near to God so that He will really hear prayers and pity our necessities, seeing thatsJes
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has become bone of our bone, and flesh of our!fldstwas born a baby as we are born, living a ngan a
we must live, bearing the same infirmities and ®@os, and bowing His head to the same death. O, can
we not come with boldness by this new and livings/wand have access to the throne of the heavenly
grace, when Jesus meets us as Immanuel, God WitAbgels sung; they scarcely knew why. Could
they understand why God had become man? They raustkmown that herein was a mystery of conde-
scension; but all the loving consequences whichirtbarnation involved, even their acute minds could
scarcely have guessed! Bué see the whole, and comprehend the grand desighfallys The manger
of Bethlehem was big with God’s glory; in the incation was wrapped up all the blessedness by which
a soul, snatched from the depths of sin, is liftgdto the heights of glory. Shall not our clearer
knowledge lead us to heights of song which anggliesses could not reach? Shall the lips of cherubs
move to flaming sonnets, and shall we, who areaed by the blood of the incarnate God, be treach-
erously and ungratefully silent?—

“Did archangels sing Your coming?

Did the shepherds learn their ways?

Shame would cover me ungrateful,

Should my tongues refuse to praise.”

This, however, was not the full subject of her hoyynn. Her peculiar delight was not that there was
a Savior to be born, but thele was to be born of heBlessed among women was she, and highly fa-
vored of the Lord; buive can enjoy the same favor; no, meistenjoy it, or the coming of a Savior will
be of no benefit to us. Christ on Calvary, | knoakes away the sin of His people; but none woulceha
ever known the virtue of Christ upon the cross ssithey have the Lord Jesus formed in them as the
hope of glory! The stress of the virgin's cantitdelaid upon God’s special grace to her. Thoseelitt
words, the personal pronouns, tell us that it waly &8 personal affair with hetMy soul does magnify
the Lord, andmy spirit has rejoiced in Gochy Savior.” The Savior was peculiarly, and in a speci
sense, hers. She sung no, “Christ for all,” buthri€ for me,” as her glad subject! Beloved, is i€hr
Jesus in your heart? Once you looked at Him frodistance, and that look cured you of all spiritual
diseases, but are you now living upon Him, recgjwim into your very vitals as your spiritual meat
and drink? In holy fellowship you have oftentimesl fupon His flesh, and been made to drink of His
blood; you have been buried with Him in baptismoutéath; you have yielded yourselves a sacrifice to
Him, and you have taken Him to be a sacrifice fou;yyou can sing of Him as the spouse did, “His lef
hand is under my head, and His right hand does asebme. . . My Beloved is mine, and | am His: He
feeds among the lilies.” This is a happy styleiaihly, and anything short of this is poor slavisbriu
Oh, you can never know the joy of Mary unless GHrecomes truly and really yours! But oh, when He
is yours, yours within, reigning in your heart, yewcontrolling all your passions, yours changingryo
nature, subduing your corruptions, inspiring yothwiallowed emotions; yours within, a joy unspeaka-
ble and full of glory—oh, then yooan sing, youmustsing—who can restrain your tongue? If all the
scoffers and mockers upon earth should bid you kold peace, you must sing—your spirit must re-
joice in God your Savior!
We would miss much instruction if we overlooked taet that the choice poem before us syenn

of faith. As yet there was no Savior born, nor, as far asangjudge had the virgin any evidence such as
carnal sense required to make her believe thav@iS&ould be born of her. How can this thing besw
a question which might very naturally have suspdrit song until it received an answer convincong t
flesh and blood; but no such answer had been gi&ea.knew that with God all things are possible, sh
had His promise delivered by an angel, and this evemigh for her; on the strength of the Word which
came forth from God, her heart leaped with pleasuagher tongue glorified His name. When | consid-
er what it is which she believed, and how unhesight she received the word, | am ready to give her
as a woman, a place almost as high as that whicah&n occupied as a man! And if | dare not call her
the mother of the faithful, at least let her haue tionor, as one of the most excellent of the nstime
Israel. The benediction of Elizabeth, Mary rightivdeserved, “Blessed is she who believes.” Tother
“substance of things hoped for” was her faith, #rat was also her “evidence of things not seen€ Sh
knew, by the revelation of God, that she was ta biea promised Seed who would bruise the serpent’s
head; but she had no other proof. This day thexdherse among us who have little or no conscious en
joyment of the Savior’s presence; they walk in dads and see no light; they are groaning over dhbre
sin, and mourning because corruptions prevaikhietn now trust in the Lord, and remember thatefyth
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believe on the Son of God, Christ Jesus is withent; and by faith they may right gloriously chame t
hallelujah of adoring love. Even though the suragis not forth today, the clouds and mists do not
guench his light, and even though the Sun of Ra@lgress shines not on you at this instant, yet He
keeps His place in yonder skies, and knows no biamgss, neither shadow of a turning. If with alliy
digging, the well springs not up, yet there abide®nstant fullness in that deep which crouchegdthn

in the heart and purpose of a God of love. Whdikéf David, you are much cast down, yet like h& yo
can say unto your soul, “Hope in God, for | shadt praise Him for the help of His countenance.” Be
glad then with Mary’s joy—it is the joy of a Savioompletely hers—but evidenced to be so, not by
sense, but bfaith. Faith has its music as well as sense, but it smore divine sort—if the food on the
table make men sing and dance, feastings of a neireed and ethereal nature can fill believers vaith
hallowed plenitude of delight.

Still listening to the favored virgin’s canticlestime observéhat her lowliness does not make her
stay her songNo, it imports a sweeter note into it—"“For He hhagarded the low estate of His hand-
maiden.” Beloved friend, you are feeling more iy than ever, the depth of your natural depravity
you are humbled under a sense of your many failigga are so dead and earth-bound even in this
house of prayer, that you cannot rise to God. Yieuheavy and sad, even while our Christmas carols
have been ringing in your ears; you feel yourselbe today so useless to the Church of God, sg-insi
nificant, so utterly unworthy, that your unbeliehispers, “Surely, surely, you have nothing for vhio
sing.” Come, my brother, come my sister, imitaie tliessed virgin of Nazareth, and turn that vewy-I|
liness and meanness which you so painfully feéb amother reason for unceasing praise! Daughfers o
Zion, sweetly say in your hymns of love, “He hagareled the low estate of His handmaiden.” The less
worthy | am of His favors, the more sweetly wilihg of His grace! What if | am the most insigrsint
of all His chosen? Then will | praise Him who wikes of love has sought me out, and set His love up
on me. “l thank You, O Father, Lord of heaven aadte that while You have hid these things from the
wise and prudent, You have revealed them unto baves so, Father, for so it seemed good in Your
sight.” I am sure, dear friends, the remembranaettiere is a Savior, and that this Savioraars,must
make you sing; and if you set side by side witthé@ thought that you were once sinful, uncleare, vil
hateful, and an enemy to God—then your notes ®akietyet a loftier flight, and mount to the thirchlie
ens to teach the golden harps the praise of God!

It is right well worthy of notice, thathe greatness of the promised blessitid, not give the sweet
songster an argument for suspending her thankfainstWhen | meditate upon the great goodness of
God in loving His people before the earth wasalirlg down His life for us, in pleading our causge b
fore the eternal throne, in providing a paradiseest for us forever—the black thought has troubled
me—"Surely this is too high a privilege for suchiagect of a day as this poor creature, man.” Mhdy
not look at this matter unbelievingly—although sippreciated the greatness of the favor, she did but
rejoice the more heartily on that account. “Forwi® is mighty has done great things to me.” Come,
soul, it is a great thing to be a child of God, adr God does great wonders—therefore be not stag-
gered through unbelief, but triumph in your adoptigreat mercy though it is. Oh, it is a mighty oygr
higher than the mountains, to be chosen of God fairaternity, but it is true that even so are His
deemed chosen, and therefore sing of it! It isepdeEnd unspeakable blessing to be redeemed with the
precious blood of Christ, but you are so redeenaaihd all question. Therefore doubt not, but shout
aloud for gladness of heart! It is a rapturous giduhat you shall dwell above, and wear the crcavd
wave the palm branch forever. Let no mistrust nogtrthe melody of your psalm of expectation4sut

“Loud to the praise of love divine,

Bid every string awake.”
What a fullness of the truth of God is there insthdew words—*He who is mighty has done to me
great things.” It is a text from which a glorifiegirit in heaven might preach an endless sermpnay
you, lay hold upon the thoughts which | have irs thoor way suggested to you, and try to reach where
Mary stood in holy exultation. The grace is grdatt so is its giver; the love is infinite, but sothe
heart from which it wells up; the blessedness speakable, but so is the divine wisdom which pldnne
it from of old. Let our hearts take up the virgitvgagnificat, and praise the Lord right joyouslytlais
hour.

Still further, for we have not exhausted the striie holiness of God has sometimes dampened the
ardor of the believer’s joybut not so in Mary’s case. She exults in it—"Andyhiz His name.” She
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weaves even that bright attribute into her sondgyHord, when | forget my Savior, the thought of ifo
purity makes me shudder! Standing where Moses sipoa the holy mountain of Your law, | do ex-
ceedingly fear and quake. To me, conscious of niy, g thunder could be more dreadful than the ser
aph’s hymn of, “Holy! Holy! Holy! Lord God of Sab#n” What is Your holiness but a consuming fire
which must utterly destroy me—a sinner? If the les@vare not pure in Your sight, and You charged
your angels with folly, how much less, then, carnuMmear with vain, rebellious man who is born of
woman? How can man be pure, and how can Your egésupon him without consuming him quickly
in Your anger? But, O Holy One of Israel, when myris can stand on Calvary and see Your holiness
vindicate itself in the wounds of the Man who wasrbat Bethlehem, then my spirit rejoices in tHat g
rious holiness, which was once her terror! Did tiwéce holy God stoop down to man and take man’s
flesh? Then there is hope, indeed! Did a holy Gear lthe sentence which His own law pronounced on
man? Does that holy God incarnate now spread Hisnded hands and plead for me? Then, my soul,
the holiness of God shall be a consolation to yding waters from this sacred well | draw; and illw
add to all my notes of joy this one, “and holy is iHame.” He has sworn by His holiness, and He will
not lie. He will keep His covenant with His anoidtend His seed forever.

When we take to ourselves the wings of eagles,namaint towards heaven in holy praise, the pro-
spect widens beneath us—even so as Mary poiseslfhepon the poetic wings, she looks down the
long aisles of the past, and beholds the mightg attlehovah in the ages long back. Mark how her
strain gathers majesty; it is rather the sustafhgllt of the eagle-winged Ezekiel, than the flutbé the
timid dove of Nazareth. She sings, “His mercy igtoem who fear Him from generation to generation.”
She looks beyond the captivity to the days of thmg&—to Solomon, to David—along through the
judges into the wilderness, across the Red SeactubJto Isaac, to Abraham and onward, till, payiain
the gate of Eden, she hears the sound of the pepfiliee Seed of the woman shall bruise the serpent’
head.” How magnificently she sums up the book efwtars of the Lord, and rehearses the triumphs of
Jehovah, “He has shown strength with His arm; He dtattered the proud in the imagination of their
hearts.” How delightfully is mercy intermingled Wwijudgment in the next canto of her psalm—"He has
put down the mighty from their seats, and exaltesht of low degree. He has filled the hungry with
good things, and the rich He has sent away emMy.brethren, let us, too, sing of the past, glosiou
faithfulness, fearful in judgment, teeming with vadens! Our own lives shall furnish us with a hymn of
adoration. Let us speak of the things which we haaee touching the King. We were hungry, and He
filled us with good things; we crouched upon theghill with the beggar, and He has enthroned us
among princes; we have been tossed with tempestyithuthe eternal pilot at the helm, we have known
no fear of shipwreck; we have been cast into thaibg fiery furnace, but the presence of the Son of
man has quenched the violence of the flames.

Proclaim to all, O you daughters of music, the ltalg of the mercy of the Lord to His people in the
generations long departed! Many waters could nengl His love, neither could the floods drown it;
persecution, famine, nakedness, peril, sword—ndribese have separated the saints from the love of
God which is in Christ our Lord. The saints bendghthwings of the Most High have always been safe!
When most molested by the enemy, they have dwegleifect peace—*God is their refuge and strength,
a very present help in trouble.” Plowing at timke blood red wave, the ship of the church has never
swerved from her predestined path of progress.\Et@npest has favored her—the hurricane which
sought her ruin has been made to bear her the swafly onward. Her flag has braved, these 1800
years, the battle and the breeze, and she feamshaitmay yet be before her. But, lo, she nearhithe
ven, the day is dawning when she shall bid fareteeditorms; the waves already grow calm beneath her
the long-promised rest is near at hand—her Jesoséli meets her—walking upon the waters! She
shall enter into her eternal haven, and all whooaréoard shall, with their Captain, sing of jogdéri-
umph, and victory through Him who has loved hed been her Deliverer!

When Mary thus tuned her heart to glory in her GardHis wonders in the past, she particularly
dwelt upon the note of election. The highest nat¢he scale of my praise is reached when my soul
sings, “l love Him because He first loved me.” Wiles Kent put #

“A monument of grace,

A sinner saved by blood!
The streams of love | trace,
Up to the fountain, God.
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And in His mighty breast | see,

Eternal thoughts of love to me!”
We can scarcely fly higher than the source of liovthe mount of God. Mary has the doctrine of elec-
tion in her song—“He has put down the mighty frdmeit seats, and exalted them of low degree. He has
filled the hungry with good things; and the rich kigs sent away empty.” Heredstinguishinggrace,
discriminatingregard; here are some allowed to perish; here are ottierdeast deserving and the most
obscure, made the special objects of divine affettbo not be afraid to dwell upon this high dawogy;i
beloved in the Lord. Let me assure you that wheur yoind is most heavy and depressed, you will find
this to be a bottle of richest cordial. Those wioulat these doctrines, or who cast them into thd col
shade, miss the richest clusters of Eshcol; theg the wines on the lees well refined, the fatghifull
of marrow; but you who by reason of years, haveymad senses exercised to discern between good and
evil—you know that there is no honey like this—meegtness comparable to it! If the honey in Jona-
than’s woods, when but touched, enlightened the &ysee, this is honey that will enlighten ybeart
to love, and learn the mysteries of the kingdonGofl! Eat and fear not overindulgence; live upos thi
choice dainty, and fear not that you shall grow nye# it, for the more you know, the more you will
want to know. The more your soul is filled, the mmgou will desire to have your mind enlarged, that
you may comprehend more and more the eternal,asten), discriminating love of God.

But one more remark upon this point. You perceive does not finish her song till she has reached
the covenantWhen you mount as high as election, tarry orsigger mount, the covenant of grace. In
the last verse of her song, she sings, “As He spoloair fathers, to Abraham, and to his seed faréve
To her, that washe covenant; to us who have clearer light, the atnaerenant made in the council
chamber of eternity is the subject of the greatietight. The covenant with Abraham was in its best
sense only a minor copy of that gracious covenadarwith Jesus, the everlasting Father of the-faith
ful, before the blue heavens were stretched ab®adenant engagements are the softest pillowsrfor a
aching head; covenant engagements with the sZatyst Jesus, are the best props for a trembliirg sp
it—

“His oath, His covenant, His blood,

Support me in the raging flood.

When every earthly prop gives way,

This still is all my strength and stay.”
If Christ did swear to bring me to glory, and ietRather swore that He would give me to the Sdreto
a part of the infinite reward for the travail ofdHsoul, then, my soul, till God Himself shall befaith-
ful, till Christ shall cease to be the truth, @bd’s eternal council shall become a lie, and #dteroll of
His election shall be consumed with fire, you améeks Rest, then, in perfect peace, come what will!
Take your harp from the willows, and never let yéingers cease to sweep it to strains of richest ha
mony. O for grace from first to last to join thegin in her song!

II. Secondly, SHE SINGS SWEETLY. She praises her Cgiut hieartily. Observe how she plunges
into the midst of the subject. There is no prefage “My soul does magnify the Lord, and my spirds
rejoiced in God my Savior.” When some people sthgy appear to be afraid of being heard. Our poet
puts it—

“With all my powers of heart and tongue

I'll praise my Maker in my song;

Angels shall hear the notes I raise,

Approve the song, and join the praise.”
| am afraid angels frequently do not hear those ,peeble, dying whispers which often drop from our
lips merely by force of custom. Mary is all heaatjdently her soul is on fire; while she muses,firee
burns; then she speaks with her tongue. May we,dalb home our wandering thoughts, and wake up
our slumbering powers to praise redeeming loves # noble word that she uses here—“My soul does
magnifythe Lord.” | suppose it means, “My soul does ended@o make God great by praising Him.”
He is as great as He can be in His being—my goadoasnot extend to Him; but yet my soul would
make God greater in the thoughts of others, andtgren my own heart. | would give the train of His
glory a wider sweep; the light which He has givea hwould reflect; | would make His enemies His
friends; | would turn hard thoughts of God intoulybts of love. “My soul does magnify the Lord.” Old
Trapp says, “My soul would make greater room fomHiilt is as if she wanted to get more of God into
her, like Rutherford, when he says, “Oh, that mgrhevere as big as heaven, that | might hold Cimist
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it.” And then he stops himsel—“But heaven and le@dnnot contain Him; oh, that | had a heart as big
as seven heavens, that | might hold the whole aisChithin it.” Truly this is a larger desire thawe
can ever hope to have gratified; yet still our lghall sing, “My soul does magnify the Lord.” OhJ i
could crown Him; if I could lift Him higher; if myurning at the stake would but add a spark motd lig
to His glory, happy would | be to suffer! If my Ingi crushed would lift Jesus an inch higher, happy
were the destruction which should add to His gl@yth is the hearty spirit of Mary’s song!

Again, her praise is veljpyful—"My spirit hasrejoicedin God my Savior.” The word in the Greek
is a remarkable one. | believe it is the same wdnith is used in the passage, “Rejoice you in tlagt
and leap for joy.” We used to have an old word nglish which described a certain exulting dance, “a
galliard.” That word is supposed to have come ftbm Greek word used here. It was a sort of leaping
dance; the old commentators call iezalto Mary in effect declares, “My spirit shall dandkel David
before the ark, shall leap, shall spring, shallfshushall rejoice in God my Savior.” When we praise
God, it ought not to be with sorrowful and dolefgites. Some of my brethren praise God always on the
minor key, or in the deep, deep bass—they canmebifay till they have the horrors. Why cannot some
men worship God except with a long face? | knowrthwy their very walk as they come to worship—
what a dreary pace it is! How solemnly proper amdefeal, indeed! They do not understand David’'s
psalm—

“Up to her courts with joys unknown,

The sacred tribes repair.”
No, they come up to their Father’'s house as if theye going to jail, and worship God on Sundayfas i
it were the most doleful day in the week! It isdsaf a certain Highlander, when the Highlandersewer
very pious, that he once went to Edinburgh, andnaiteecame back again, he said he had seen a dread-
ful sight on Sunday—he had seen people at Edinbgoging to church with happy faces! He thought it
wicked to look happy on Sunday—and that same natiosts in the minds of certain good people here-
abouts; they fancy that when the saints get togeékti®y should sit down, and have a little comfokab
misery, but little delight. In truth, moaning anahipg is not the appointed way for worshipping God.
We should take Mary as a pattern. All the year dburecommend her as an example to fainthearted and
troubled ones. “My spirit has rejoiced in God myiBa” Cease from rejoicing in sensual things, and
with sinful pleasures have no fellowship—for allckurejoicing is evil—but you cannot rejoice too
much in the Lord! | believe that the fault with quublic worship is that we are too sober, too calatj
too formal. | do not exactly admire the ravingsoaf Primitive-Methodist friends when they grow wild
but | should have no objection to hear a heartglféfujah!” now and then. An enthusiastic bursemf
ultation might warm our hearts; the shout of, “Gldmight fire our spirits. This | know—I never fee
more ready for true worship than when | am preagiinWales—when throughout the whole sermon,
the preacher is aided, rather than interrupteghoyts of, “Glory to God!” and “Bless His name!” Wh
then, one’s blood begins to glow, and one’s soutiised up, and this is the true way of servingdGo
with joy. “Rejoice in the Lord always; and agaisdy, Rejoice.” “My spirit has rejoiced in God mywSa
ior.”

She sings sweetly, in the third place, becausessigsconfidently She does not pause while she
guestions herself, “Have | any right to sing?” hat “My soul does magnify the Lord, and my spi@ish
rejoiced in God my Savior, for He has regardedidheestate of His handmaiden.” “IF” is a sad enemy
to all Christian happiness; “but,” “perhaps,” “dayid‘'surmise,” “suspicion,” these are a race ofthig
waymen who waylay poor timid pilgrims, and steaitlspending money. Harps soon get out of tune,
and when the wind blows from the doubting quarttes, strings snap by the wholesale. If the angels of
heaven could have a doubt, it would turn heavem hell. “If you are the Son of God,” was the dadtar
ly weapon wielded by the old enemy against our Linrthe wilderness. Our great foe knows well what
weapon is the most dangerous. Christian, put ughiedd of faith whenever you see that poisoned dag
ger about to be used against you. | fear that safngeu foster your doubts and fears. You might ad w
hatch young vipers, and foster the cockatrice. Wk that it is a sign of divine grace to have bits
whereas it is a sign of infirmity. It does not peothat you have no grace when you doubt God’s prom-
ise, but it does prove that yoeedmore—for if you had more grace, you would take G&lord as He
gives it, and it would be said of you as of Abrahdhat, “He staggered not at the promise of God
through unbelief, being fully persuaded that whathtdd promised He was able also to perform.” God
help you to shake off your doubts. Oh, these avdisle things. Is that too hard a word? | wish utm
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find a harder! These are felons; these are rebdis,seek to rob Christ of His glory; these arettrai
who cast mire upon the shield of my Lord. Oh, thasevile traitors—hang them on a gallows, high as
Haman’s—cast them to the earth, and let them ket darrion, or bury them with the burial of an ass.
Abhorred of God are doubts—abhorred of men let theiThey are cruel enemies to your souls; they
injure your usefulness, they despoil you in evegywSmite them with the sword of the Lord and of
Gideon! By faith in the promise seek to drive cwede Canaanites and possess the land. O you men of
God, speak with confidence, and sing with sacrgtl jo
There is something more than confidence in her s8hg sings with gredamiliarity, “My soul
does magnify the Lord, and my spirit has rejoiaeéod my Savior. For He who is mighty has done to
me great things; and holy is His name.” It is tbags of one who draws very near to her God in loving
intimacy. | always have an idea, when | listenhe teading of the Liturgy, that it is a slave’s shup. |
do not find fault with its words or sentences, g of all human compositions the Liturgical sezvof
the Church of England is, with some exceptions,nbiglest; but it is only fit for slaves, or at thest,
for subjects. The whole service through, one febH, there is a boundary set round about the nagunt
just as at Sinai. Its Litany is the wail of a sinrend not the happy triumph of a saint. The sergen-
ders unto bondage, and has nothing in it of thdident spirit ofadoption It views the Lord afar off, as
one to be feared rather than loved, and to be dceeather than delighted in. | have no doubt itssui
those whose experience leads them to put the Tem@mdments near the communion table, for they
hereby evidence that their dealings with God aitkeast the terms ofkervantsand not ofsons For my
own part, | want a form of worship in which | magad/ near to my God, and come even to His feet,
spreading my case before Him, and ordering my caiearguments—talking with Him as a friend
talks with his friend, or a child with its father-th@rwise the worship is of little worth to me. Gtpis-
copalian friends, when they come here, are natusallick with our service as being irreverent, lnsea
it is so much more familiar and bold than theirst us carefully guard against really deserving saich
criticism, and then we need not fear it; for a veee soul yearns after that very communion which the
formalist calls irreverent. To talk with God as mgther—to deal with Him as with one whose promises
are true to me, and to whom |, a sinner washedaody and clothed in the perfect righteousness of
Christ, may come with boldness, not standing afarbsay this is a thing which the outer-court wor-
shipper cannot understand. There are some of aun&ywhich speak of Christ with such familiarity
that the cold critic says, “I do not like such exgsions, | could not sing them.” | quite agree wibli,
Sir Critic, that the language would not befit ya@ustranger; but achild may say a thousand things
which a servant must not.
| remember a minister altering one of our hymns—

“Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our God;

But favorites of the heavenly King

May speak their joys abroad.”
He sung it out—

“But subjectsof the heavenly King.”
Yes; and when he sang it, | thought, “That is riglolu are singing what you feel; you know nothirig o
discriminating grace and special manifestationd,therefore you keep to your native lev8iibjectsof
the heavenly King.” But ohmy heart needs a worship in which | can feel and esgthe feeling that |
am afavorite of the heavenly King, and therefore can sing hdscgal love, His manifested favor, His
sweet relationships, His mysterious union with royls You never get right till you ask the question,
“Lord, how is it that You will manifest Yourself tm us, and not unto the world?” There is a secret
which is revealed to us, and not to the outsiddarean understanding which the sheep receive, but no
the goats. | appeal to any of you who during theknvare in an official position—a judge, for instanc
You have a seat on the bench, and you wear no shgaity when you are there. When you get home
there is a little fellow who has very little feaf your Judgeship, but much love for your personpwh
climbs on your knee, who kisses your cheek, and aajousand things to you which are meet and right
enough as they come fronim—but which you would not tolerate in court from aiying man! The
parable needs no interpretation. When | read sdnigeqorayers of Martin Luther they shock me, but |
argue with myself thus—“It is true | cannot talk @od in the same way as Martin, but then perhaps
Martin Luther felt and realized his adoption mdnart | do, and therefore was not less humble because
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he was more bold. It may be that he used expressuhich would be out of place in the mouth of any
man who had not known the Lord as he had.” Oh, n@nds sing this day of our Lord Jesus, as one
near to us! Get close to Christ! Read His woundsu$t your hand into His side! Put your finger into
the print of the nails and then your song shall wisacred softness and melody not to be gained else
where.

| must close by observing that while her song whthes, yethow very humblé was, and how full
of gratitude. The Papist calls her, “Mother of Gdaljt she never whispers such a thing in her sbiog.
it is, “Godmy Savior,”just such words as the sinner who is speakingtomgight use, and such expres-
sions as you sinners who are hearing me can useSte needs a Savior, she feels it; her soulcesgoi
because there is a Savior for her. She does hkaohisahough she could commend herself to Him, bat s
hopes to stand accepted in the Beloved. Let ug, th&e care that our familiarity has always blehde
with it the lowliest prostration of spirit, when wemember that He is God over all, blessed foresau,
we are nothing but dust and ashes; He fills alighj and we are less than nothing and vanity.

lll. The last thing was to be SHALL SHE SING ALONE? Ysle must, if the only music we can
bring is that of carnal delights and worldly plesssu There will be much music tomorrow which would
not chime in with hers; there will be much mirtimorrow, and much laughter, and | am afraid the most
of it would not accord with Mary’s song. It will hde, “My soul does magnify the Lord, and my spirit
has rejoiced in God my Savior.” We would not stbp play of the animal spirits in young or old; we
would not abate one jot of your relish of the mescof God, so long as you break not His command-
ments by wantonness, or drunkenness, or excessstibhutvhen you have had the most of this bodily
exercise, it profits little—it is only the joy ofé fleeting hour, and not the happiness of thetspirich
abides. And therefore, Mary must sing alone, as$ayou are concerned. The joy of the table iddao
for Mary; the joy of the feast and the family, get&when compared with hers, but shall she singe&lo
Certainly not, if this day any of us by simple trusJesus can take Christ to be our own. DoeSthet
of God this day lead you to say, “I trust my sonlXesus?” My dear friend, then, you have conceived
Christ—after the mystical and best sense of thadwGhrist Jesus is conceived in your soul! Do you
understand Him as the Sin-bearer, taking away grassion? Can you see Him bleeding as the substi-
tute for men? Do you accept Him as such? Does f@tlr put all her dependence upon what He did,
upon what He is, upon what He does? Then Chrisbigeived in you, and you may go your way with
all the joy that Mary knew; and | was half readysty, with something more—for the natural concep-
tion of the Savior's holy body, was not one-tenthnseet a theme for congratulation, as the spiritual
conception of the Holy Jesus within your heart wHenshall be in you the hope of glory!

My dear friend, if Christ is yours, there is no gam earth, too high or too holy, for you to siiNg,
there is no song which thrills from angelic lip®, mote which thrills archangel’s tongues in whiduy
may not join! Even this day the holiest, the happithe most glorious of words, and thoughts, and-e
tions belong to you. Use them! God help you to eitifeem; and His be the praise, while yours is the
comfort evermore. Amen.
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