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

“My Beloved is mine, and | am His: He feeds amoritgtlilies.”
Song of Solomon 2:16.

LAST Sabbath, in our morning serme{See Sermon #1189, Volume 20—THE TURNING POINT—by
the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of C. H. Sganmg sermons in Modern English, and 574 Spanisisiatons,
visit: www.spurgeongems.orgyye began at the beginning, and described thengirpoint in which the
sinner sets his face towards his God, and foriteetime gives practical evidence of spirituaélih his
soul. He bestirs himself; he goes to his Fatheoigsk, and speedily is pressed to his Father's bosom
forgiven, accepted, and rejoiced over! This mornivey are going far beyond that stage to a position
which | may call the very crown and summit of tipérisual life! We would conduct you from the door-
step to the innermost chamber; from the outer douttte holy of holies, and we pray the Holy Sptioit
enable each one of us who have entered in by Clessts, the Door, to pass boldly into the seceatepl
of the Tabernacle of the Host High, and sing waifyl heart the words of our text, “My Beloved is
mine, and | am His."—

“For He is mine, and | am His,

The God whom | adore;

My Father, Savior, Comforter,

Now, and for evermore.”
The passage describes a high state of divine gaackit is worthy of note that the descriptionudi bf
Christ! This is instructive, for this is not an eyptional case; it is only one fulfilment of a gealerule.
Our estimate of Christ is the best gauge of ouitspl condition; as the thermometer rises in préipa
to the increased warmth of the air, so does oumagt of Jesus rise as our spiritual life increasesg-
or and fervency! Tell me what you think of Jesug] awill tell you what to think of yourself! Chitiss,
yes,morethan all when we are thoroughly sanctified anedilwith the Holy Spirit! When pride of self
fills up the soul, there is little room for Jesusutlvhen Jesus is fully loved; self is subdued and s
driven out of the throne.

If we think little of the Lord Jesus we have vemgat cause to account ourselves spiritually blind,
naked, poor, and miserable. The rebel despisdawfal sovereign, but the favored courtier is esihu
astic in his praise. Christ crucified is the reeeaf many hearts; the touchstone by which the gote
and the counterfeit metal are discerned! His vemya is as a refiner’s fire, and the fuller's soatse
professors cannot endure it, but true believewsnph in it! We are growing in grace when we grow in
the knowledge of our Lord and Savior Jesus Chstleverything else be gone, and let Christ fillthe
entire space of our soul; then, and only then aeiging out of the vanity of the flesh into thalréfe
of God! Beloved, the grandest facts in the enticglavto a truly spiritual man are not the rise &altlof
empires, the marches of victory, or the desolatioihdefeat; he cares neither for crowns nor miters,
swords nor shields; his admiring gaze is whollyefxupon Christ and His cross and cause! To him, Je-
sus is the center of history, the soul and corprofidence! He desires no knowledge so much as that
which concerns his Redeemer and Lord; his scieraésdvith what Jesus is, and what He is to be; what
He has done, what He is doing, and what He willdoé believer is mainly anxious as to how Jesus can
be glorified, and how sinners can be brought tonkirtim; that which concerns the honor of Jesus is ou
chief concern from day to day! As for other mattéesthe Lord do as He wills with them, only leisdis
Christ be magnified, and all the rest of the warlsfory has small significance for us!

The Beloved is the head and front, the heart andl (fathe Christian’s delight when his heart is in
its best state. Our text is the portrait of a hegreninded child of God, or rather, it is theusicof his
well-stringed harp when love as the minstrel togdie tender chords—*My Beloved is mine, and | am
His: He feeds among the lilies.” We shall note thfast, that here is delighting to have Christsec-
ondly, a delighting to belong to Chrisgnd thirdly,a delighting at the very thought of Christ

I. First, here is A DELIGHTING TO HAVE CHRISTMy Beloved is mie.” The spouse makes this
the first of her joy notes, the cornerstone of egice, the fountain of her bliss, the crown ofdiery!
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Observe, here, that where such an expressiontiguty used, the existena# the Beloved is matter of
fact; skepticism and questioning have no place withehaiso thus sing. There are dreamers, nowadays,
who cast doubt on everything; they call themseptatosophers, and professing to know something of
science, they make statements worthy only of idiatsl demand for their self-evident false assestion
the assent of rational men. The word, “philosopgheill soon come to mean a lover of ignorance, and
the term, “a scientific man"—will be understoodraeaning a fool who has said in his heart therais n
God! Such attacks upon the eternal truths of oly fasth can have no effect upon hearts enamored of
the Son of God, for dwelling in His immediate prese, they have passed the stage of doubt; they have
left the region of questioning far behind, andhis tmatter have entered into rest. The power o loas
convinced us; to entertain a doubt as to the yeahd glory of our Well-Beloved would be torment to
us, and therefore love has cast it out. We usepeohapses,” “buts,” or “ifs” concerning our beloyed
we say positively that His, and that He isurs! We believe that we have better evidence of Hiadei
power, Godhead, and love to us than can be givearfp other fact. So far from being abashed by the
quibbles of skeptics, or quailing beneath the qaestls there such a beloved?” We are not hesitant
answer in this matter, for we know that there isir @ve laughs at the question, and does not conde-
scend to answer it except by bidding those whassly inquire—“Some and see” for yourselves!

We have always found, beloved, that when a timehdfing doubt has come over us, and such shiv-
ering fits will come; we have only to return to ntations upon Jesus, and He becomes His own evi-
dence by making our hearts burn within us with l@feHis character and person; and then doubt is
doomed! We do not slay our unbelief ligason,but we annihilate it by affection! The influencklave
to Jesus upon the soul is so magical—I wish | hbeteer word—so elevating, so ravishing, so trans-
porting! It gives such a peace, and inspires swal and lofty aspirations, that the effect provhe t
cause; that which is holy is true, and that whghrue cannot rise out of that which is false! Waym
safely judge a tree by its fruit, and a doctrinatbyesults; that which produces in us self-dermpatity,
righteousness, and truth, cannot itself be falsed—aat the love of Jesus does this beyond everything
else! There must be truth for a cause where thb tiGod is the effect! And thus love, by the savo
which it spreads over the soul by contemplatioi€bfist, puts its foot upon the neck of doubt, amd t
umphantly utters bold, confident declarations whieheal the full assurance of faith! New-born |dee
Jesus, while yet in its cradle like a young Hersutakes the serpents of doubt and strangles thiem!
who can say from his heart, “My Beloved,” is themma woman who is in the way to confirmed faith!
This love | speak of cannot, will not, doubt; itsta away the crutches of argument, and flies on the
wings of conscious enjoyment, singing her nuptiahh, “My Beloved is mine, and | aiis.”

In the case before uke love of the heavenly-minded one is perceiveldagknowledged by herself
“My Beloved,” she says. It is no latent affecti@me knows that she loves Him, and solemnly avows it
She does not whisper, “I hope | love the peerlegs’dout she sings, “My Beloved.” There is no doubt
in her soul about her passion for the altogetheglioone. Ah, dear friends, when you feel the flavhe
love within your soul, and give it practical expEs, you will no longer inquire, “Do | love the tabor
not?” Then your inner consciousness will dispengé evidences! Those are dark days whenrere
guire evidences—well may we, then, fast, for the Bridegn is not with us! But when He abides with
us, enjoyment of His fellowship supersedes all evaks! | need no evidence to prove that food ieswe
when it is still in my month! | need no evidencetbé existence of the sun when | am basking in its
beams, and enjoying its light! And even so, we neeévidence that Jesus is precious to us whenalik
bundle of myrrh, He perfumes our bosom! When weaargous doubters as to our safety, and question-
ers of our own condition, it is because we arelivatg with Jesus as we ought to be; but when He
brings us to His banqueting house, and we walkénlight of God as He is in the light, we havede#
ship with Him and with the Father, and then wedwdiand are sure, and our love to Jesus is indisput
ble because it burns within too fervently to beidghWhy, when a Christian is in a right state, loise
to Jesus is the mightiest force in his natures lam affection which, like Aaron’s rod, swallows alp
other rods! It is the mainspring of his action, awehys his whole body, soul, and spirit. As thedwvin
sweeps over all the strings of the Alolian harp] aauses them all to vibrate, so does the lovesids)
move every power and passion of our soul—and wieiriegur entire being that our beloved is, indeed,
ours, and that we love Him with all our hearts! &lehen, is the beloveéalized,and our love realized,
too.

But the pith of the text lies hereur possession of Him is provewg knowit, and we know it on
good evidence—“My Beloved mine.” You know it is not a very easy thing to reach {hasnt. Have
you ever thought of the fact that to claim the Laadd call Him, “my God,” is a very amazing thing?
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Who was the first man in the Old Testament whemrded as saying, “My God”? Was it not Jacob,
when he slept at Bethel, and saw the ladder wigahhed to heaven? Even after that heavenly vigion,
took him much effort to reach to, “My God.” He saitf God will be with me, and will keep me in the
way that | go, and will give me bread to eat, aaidhent to put on so that | come again to my father’
house in peace, then shall the Lord be my God.y@fter long experience of divine goodness could he
climb up to the height of saying, “My God.” And wi®the first man in the New Testament that calls
Jesus, “My Lord and My God"? It was Thomas, andnkeeded abundant proofs because he spoke
thus—“Except | see in His hands the print of thésnand put my finger into the print of the naitsd
thrust my hand into His side, | willot believe.” Only when He had received such prooidadie ex-
claim, “My Lord and my God.” blessed are they wieach it by simpler faith; who havet seen, and
yet have believed‘My Beloved is a strong expression. “Beloved” is sweet, BidY Beloved” is
sweetest of all! If you think of it, it is no liglthing to claim God as ours, to claim Jesus, #le\gd, as
ours, yes, to put it in the singular, and call Hitme!

And yet, when the believer’s heart is in the rigbhdition, he makes the claim, and is warranted in
so doing—for Jesus Christ is the portionatifbelievers! His Father gave Him to us, and He hasng
Himself to us! Jesus was made over to every belgesoul as his personal possession in the eteonal ¢
enant ordered in all things and sure; Jesus agtgale Himself for us in His Incarnation, becoming
bone of our bone, and flesh of our flesh; He hadertdimself ours by His passion and death; loving us
and giving Himself for us, to save us from our kids has also given us power to appropriate Him by
the gracious gift of faith, by which we are in velged married to Him, and are enabled to call Hien t
husband of our souls, who is ours to have and ko, ior better, for worse, for life, and for deably, a
bond of marriage union which neither death nor,Hetie nor eternity can break! Jesus is ours by the
promise, the covenant, and oath of God! A thousasslirances and pledges, bonds and seals, secure
Him to us as our portion and everlasting heritdges precious possession becomes to the belieger hi
sole treasure“My Beloved is mine,” he says, and in that sengehe has summed up all his wealth! He
does not say, “My wife, my children, my home, mytkbly comforts are mine.” He is almost afraid to
say so, because while he is yet speaking, theyamage to be his—the beloved wife may sicken before
his eyes, the child may need a tiny coffin, therfd may prove a traitor, and the riches may take to
themselves wings! Therefore the wise man does aret o say too positively that anything here below
is his; indeed, he feels that in very truth thegrast his, but only lent to him, “to be returned sometay
But the beloved is his own, and his possessionifisl most firm.

Neither does the believer, when his soul is inlibst state, so much rejoice even in $pgitual
privilegesas in the Lord from whom they come! He has righte®ss, sanctification, and redemption;
he has both grace and glory secured to him, bptdfers, rather, to claim the fountain than theastrs!

He clearly sees that these choice mercies of Gedialy his because they are Christs—and only his
becauseChrist is his! Oh, what would all the treasures of thees@nt be to us if it were possible to
have them without Christ? Their very sap and swesstivould be gone! Having our Beloved to be ours,
we have all things in Him, and, therefore, our mia@asure, yes, ownly treasure is our Beloved! O
you saints of God, was there ever a possessiondikest? We have our beloveds, our daughters of
earth, but what are our beloveds compared with Hitads the Son of God, and the Son of Man; the
darling of heaven, and the delight of earth; Heheslily of the valley, and the rose of Sharon;isiper-
fect in His character, powerful in His atoning deahighty in His living plea; He is such a loveattall
earthly loves put together are not worthy to totlol hem of His garment, or loosen the laces of His
shoes; He is so dear, so precious, that words tatasaribe Him, nor pencil depict Him! But this we
will say of Him—He is “the chief among ten thousaadd the altogether lovely”—and He is ours! Do
you wonder that we glory in this fact, and couns tine crowning delight of our lives, “My Beloved i
mine”? The very tenure upon which we hold this gless possession is a matter to boast in! O world-
lings, you cannot hold your treasures as we hotd!dtiyou knew all, you would never say of anytipin
“It is mine,” for your holding is too precarious tmnstitute possession; it is only yours till tHtil
thread of life shall snap, or that bubble of tinmalsburst! You have only leasehold of your treasur
terminable at the end of one frail life! Whereassois aneternalfreehold, areverlastingentail! “My
Beloved is mine"—I cannot lose Him, nor can He &leeh from me! He is mine forever, for, “who shall
separate us from the love of God which is in Chlestus our Lord?” So that, while the possessioa-is
re, the tenure is rare, also, and it is the lifewf life, and the light of our delight that we csing—

“Yes, You are mine, my blessed Lord,

O my Beloved, You are mine!

And, purchased with Your precious blood,
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My God and Savior, | am Yours!

MY CHRIST! Oh, sing it in the heavens,
Let every angel lift his voice!

Sound with ten thousand harps His praise,
With me, you heavenly hosts, rejoice!

The gift unspeakable is given,

The grace of God has made Him mine!
And, now, before both earth and heaven,
Lord, | will own that | am Yours.”

Now, beloved friends, | cannot talk about this dedl. | can only give you hints of that which gill
me with joy. | beg you to contemplate for a singlement the delight which is stored up in this fact,
that the blessed Son of God, the “brightness ofRdher’s glory,” is all our own! Whatever else we
may have, or may not havie is ours! | may not exhibit in my character all tth&ine grace | could
wish, but, “My Beloved is mine.” | may have onlyetalent, but “My Beloved is mine.” | may be very
poor, and very obscure, but, “My Beloved is minemay have neither health nor wealth, but, “My Be-
loved is mine.” | may not be what | want to be,,bitdy Beloved is mine.” Yes, He is altogether mine!
His Godhead, and His manhood, His life, His deHih,attributes—yes, all He is, all He was, all He e
er will be, all He has done, and all He ever wdl, &6 mine! | possess notpartion of Christ, but the
whole of Him! All His saints own Him, but | own Him asunh as if there were never another saint to
claim Him! Child of God, do you see this? In otheheritances, if there are many heirs, there is so
much the less for each; but in this great possessi@ryone who has Christ has a whole Christ all to
himself—from the head of much fine gold, down t® lgs, which are as pillars of marble! The whole
of His boundless heart of love, His whole arm dinite might, and His whole head of matchless wis-
dom—all is for you, beloved! Whoever you may beyafi do, indeed, trust in Jesus, He is all yourlown
My Beloved is all mine, and absolutely mine! Hanat mine to merely look at and talk about—but mine
to trust in, to speak to, to depend upon, to flynt@very troublous hour! Yes, He is mine to feqdmn
for His flesh is meat, indeed! And His blood isndk;iindeed!

Our Beloved is not ours only to use in certain wdys ours outright, without restriction; | may
draw what | will from Him, and both what | take andhat | leave are mine! He Himself in His ever-
glorious person is mine, and mine always; mine wihiemow it, and mine when | doot know it; mine
when | am sure of it, and mine wheddubtit! He is mine by day, and mine by night; He isxmwhen
| walk in holiness, yes, and mine when | sin, fdrany man sin, we have an advocate with the Fathe
Jesus Christ the righteous.” He is mine on the Miltar, and mine in the swellings of Jordan! He is
mine by the grave where | bury those | love, andenwhen | shall be buried there myself; He is mine
when | rise again—mine in judgment, and mine imgleHe is forever mine! Note well that it is writ-
ten, “My Beloved igmine,” in thesingular! He is yours, | am glad of it—but still, to mejstmost sweet
that He ismine! It is well to bless God that others have a possess Christ, but what would that mat-
ter if we were strangers to Him, ourselves? Therowaand the fatness lie in the personal pronoun sin
gular,“My Belovedis mine.” | am so glad that Jesus loveg; oh for a blessed grip with both hands on
such a Christ as this! Observe well that He is asreur Belovedo that He is ours as whatever our love
makes of Him! Our love can never praise Him enowuglspeak well enough of Him; she thinks all de-
scriptions fall short of His deserving; well, thedesus is ours at His best! If we think Him so glos,

He is ours in all that glory!

Our love says that He is a fair, lovely, sweet, arecious Christ; and let us be sure that, however
lovely, sweet, and precious He is, He is all o@si love says there is none like He—He is King of
kings, and Lord of lords; He is the ever blessedllWas the King of kings, and Lord of lords He is
yours! You cannot think too much of Him, but whesuythink your best, He is yours at that best! He
has not a glory so high that it is not yours, ntusder so brilliant that it is not yours. He is Bgloved,
and | would gladly extol Him, but | can never gelybnd this golden circle—when | most extol Him, He
is still mine! Here, then, is the basis of Christide, the foundation on which it rests—to knovath
most surely Christ is altogether ours is the bagimof wisdom, the source of strength, the stanage,
the dawn of heaven!

Il. The second portion of the text deals with DELIGHGNO BELONG TO CHRIST!l am
His.” This is as sweet as the former sentence. | woemhduve to put a question to each loving wife here
present—when you were married, which was the swed¢beught to you—that you were your hus-
band’s, or that he was yours? Why, you feel thithae sentence would be sweet alone—they are nec-
essary to each other! Ask any fond, loving heariciviof these declarations could best be parted, with
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and they will tell you thabeithercan be. Christ is mine, but if | were not Hiswibuld be a sorry case!
And if | were His and He werneot mine, it would be a wretched business! These timgs are joined
together with diamond rivets—"My Beloved is minedal am His.” Put the two together, and you have
reached the summit of delight!

That we are His is a fact that may be proveyes, it should need no proving, but be manifestlto
that “l amHis.” Certainly we are His by creation—He who made wikhhave us. We are His because
His Father gave us to Him, and we are His becawsehdse us! Creation, donation, election are His
triple hold upon us! We are His because He boughwith His blood; we are His because He called us
by His grace; we are His because He is marriegt@md we are His spouse! We are His, moreover, to
our own consciousness, because we have heartly, thhe inmost depths of our being, given ourselves
up to Him—bound by love to Him forever! We feel wristhave Christ, antbe Christ’s, or die; “For
me to live is Christ.” Brothers and sisters, mirmattend to this clause! | am sure you will if foe-
mer one is true to you. If you can say, “My Belovednine,” you will be sure to add, “I am His, | stu
be His, I will be His! I live not unless | am Hiwr | count that if | am not His, | am dead, anohly live
when | live to Him!” My very soul is conscious thiaam His!

Now this puts very great honor upon.ushave known the time when | could say, “My Bedavis
mine” in a very humble, trembling manner; but | diot dare to add, “I am His,” because | did nohkhi
| was worth His having! | dared not hope that, i &lis,” would ever be written in the same book side
by side with, “My Beloved is mine.” Poor sinnemsti lay hold on Jesus, and then you will discobet t
Jesus values you! You will prize Him first, andrthgu will find out thatHe prizesyou, and that though
you do not feel worthy to be flung on a dunghitf yesus has put a value upon you, saying, “Siage y
were precious in My sight, you have been honoralid, | have loved you.” It is no small joy to know
that we poor sinners are worth Christ’'s having, Hrat He has even said, “They shall be Mine in the
day when | make up My jewels.” This second parth# text is asbsolutelytrue as the first. “em
His"—not my goods only, nor my time, nor my talenmtsr what | can spare, but, am His!” | fear that
some Christians have never understood this; they thie Lord a little of their surplus which theywee
miss. The poor widow who gawal her living had the true idea of her relation to berd; she would
have putherselfinto the treasury if she could, for she felt, thadis.” As for myself, | wish | could be
dropped bodily through the little slit of Christiseasure box, and be in it forever, never to bedeé
any more as my own, but to be wholly my Lord’s! Pdesired to spend and be spent; it is not easlpto
those two things distinctly with money, for whenuyspend a thing, it is spent at once. But the #post
meant that he would spend himself by activity, #reh when he could do no more, he would be glad to
be spent by passive endurance for Christ’'s sake bEhever feels that he belongs absolutely toslesu
let the Lord employ him as He may, or try him asghsases; let Him take away all earthly friendsifro
him, or surround him with comforts; let Him eithdepress him or exalt him; let Him use him for dttl
things or great things, or not use him at all, laythim on the shelf—it is enough that therd does it,
and the true heart is content, for it truthfullynéesses, “I am His. | have no mortgage or lien upyr
self, so that | can call a part of my being my owat | am absolutely and unreservedly my Lord’ssol
property!” Do you feel this, brothers and sistdrpfay God you may!

Blessed be God, this is trderever—I am His"—His today, in the house of worship, aH& to-
morrow in the house of business! | am His as aesingthe sanctuary, and His as a toiler in thekwor
shop; | am His when | am preaching, and equallywhgn | am walking the streets; | am His while |
live; I am His when | die! | am His when my souktasds, and my body lies rotting in the grave! The
whole personality of my manhood is altogether Hise¥er and foreverThis belonging to the Well-
Beloved is a matter of fact and practica-thing not to only be talked about, but to belyeatted upon!
| am treading on tender ground, now, but | wouldtad that every Christian could really say thishwit
out lying—"Il do live unto Christ in all things, fdram His. When | rise in the morning, | wake up as
His; when | sit down to a meal, | eat as His, andkdas His. | eat, and drink, and sleep unto tbedl
in everything giving thanks unto Him. It is blesseden, to sleep as the Lord’s beloved, to dreaiiss
Abrahams and Jacobs do, to awake at night andlikedpavid, and then drop off to “sleep in Jesus.”
“That is a high condition,” you say. | grant it,tdtiis where we ought to abide! The whole of aure
and energy should be consecrated by this greaem@ashciple,‘l am His.” Can you say it? Never rest
till you can! And if you can, beloved, it involvegseat privilege! “I am His,” then am | honored bah
ing such an owner! If a horse or a sheep is salietong to the Queen, everybody thinks much of it—
now, you are not the Queen’s, but you are the Isprahd that is far better! Through belonging toi§&hr
you are safe, for He will surely keep His own; Hid mot lose His own sheep—He paid too dear a price
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for them to lose them! Against all the powers ofteand hell, the Redeemer will hold His own, and
keep them to the end. If you are His, He will pdarfor you!

A good husband cares for his spouse, and everthibusord Jesus Christ cares for those who are be-
trothed unto Him. You will be perfected, too, fohatever Christ has, He will make worthy of Himself,
and bring it to glory! It is because we are Histthva shall get to heaven, for He has said, “Fathenl|
that they, also, whom You have given Me, be with Meere | am.” Because they are His, He would
have them with Him! Now, give your thoughts licetsevonder that any of us should be able to say, “I
am His.” “l who used to be so giddy and thoughtlesssskeptical, and perhaps profane, | am His.”, Yes
and some of you can say, “l who used to be passarad proud; | who was a drunkard; | whose lips
were black with blasphemy, | am His.” Glory be uiviou, O Jesus Christ, for this, that You have taken
up such worthless things as we are, and made uss¥bNo longer do we belong to this present evil
world; we live for the world to come! We do not evieelong to the church, so as to make it our mas-
ter—we are part of thitock, but like all the rest we belong to the Great SleeghWe will not give our-
selves up to any party, or become the slave ofda@mpmination, for we belong to Christ! We do not be
long to sin, or self, or Satan—we belong entirelyglusively, and irrevocably to the Lord Jesus &thri
Another master waits upon us, and asks us to giveeergies to his services, but our answer igjfl
already engaged.” Satan asks “How is that?” “I beany body the marks of the Lord Jesus, and, there
fore, from now on, trouble me no more.” “But caruywot serve me ipart?” “No, sir, | cannot serve
two masters! | am not like a man who can do asléasps; | have no time to call my own.” “How is
that?” “I belong to Christ! | am wholly His! If tlie is anything to be done for Him, | am His marhe
best of my ability. | decline no service to whicle Ealls me, and | can serve no other Lord.” Loslide
help each one of us now to say—

“I am Yours, and Yours, alone,
This | gladly, fully acknowledge!
And in all my works and ways,
Only now would seek Your praise.”

lll. To conclude—the saint feels DELIGHT IN THE VERY THGHT OF CHRIST.“He feeds
among the lilies When we love any persons, and we are away fronehara delight to think of them,
and to remember what they are doing. You are admgshbravailing in a foreign land; this morning you
said to yourself, “At this time they are just getfiup at home.” Perhaps the time is differentyfow are
in another longitude, and you say to yourself, “Abw the dear children are just getting ready tdago
Sunday school.” And by-and-by you think they arelianer; and so the delight in the thought of Ghris
made the church say, “He feeds among the liliek€ ®as pleased to think of where He was, and what
He was doing! Nowwhere is Jesus®hat are these lilies? Do not these lilies repretiee pure in heart
with whom Jesus dwells? The spouse used the imagaoh her Lord had put into her mouth. He said,
“As the lily among thorns, so is My love among tteughters.” And she appropriates the symbol to all
the saints! A preacher who is great at spirituaizias well said on this verse, “The straight ststi&nd-
ing up erect from the earth, its flowers as higinfrthe ground as possible—do they not tell us avhe
enly-mindedness? Do they not seem to say, ‘set gffection on things above, not on things on the
earth’? And if the spotless snow of the leavesheaais of divine grace, then the gold of the pakdis
us of that crown which shall be the reward of dévgrace!

The violet and the primrose in spring nestle closthe earth, as if in sympathy with her chill cend
tion, but the lily lifts itself up towards heavem sympathy with the summer’s light and splendoréTh
lily is frail, and such are the saints of God;akds were not among them to protect them, thelvaésbts
would soon tread them down. Frail as they are, Hreysurpassingly lovely, and their beauty is hat t
which is made with hands; it is a beauty put ugeent by the Lord, for, “They toil not, neither deeth
spin, yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayi&d one of these.” The saints work not for lifeda
spin no righteousness of their own, and yet thalraghteousness which adorns them far surpaskes al
that wisdom could devise or wealth procure! Wh#ren, is my Lord today? He is up and away, among
the lilies of paradise! In imagination | see thatately rows of milk-white lilies growing no longer
among thorns! They are lilies which are never sbiath the dust of earth, which forever glistenwit
the eternal dews of fellowship, while their roots in unfading life from the river of the watef life
which waters the garden of the Lord. There is J&Saa you see Him? He is fairer, even, than thedlil
which bow their heads around Him! But He is heo®, twhere we are, like lilies which have scarcely
opened yet, lilbudsas yet, but still watered by the same river, amtting, in our measure, the same
perfume! O you lilies of Christ's own planting, Hieamong you! Jesus is in this house today, the unc
tion which has made His garments so fragrant isedieed among us!
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But what is He doing among the lilie$t?is said, “Hefeedsamong the lilies.” He is feeding Himself,
not on the lilies, buamongthem. Our Lord finds solace among His people! Higtits are with the
sons of men! He joys to see the graces of His gedplreceive their love, and to discern His owagde
in their faces! As He said to the woman of Samdftaye Me to drink,” so does He say to each one of
His people, “Give Me to drink.” And He is refreshig their loving fellowship! But the text means; al
so, that He is feeding His people! He feeds that plaHis flock redeemed by blood of which we read
that, “The Lamb which is in the midst of the thratall feed them, and shall lead them into liviagr-
tains of waters.” Nor does He forget that part o fiock which is in the lowlands of earth—He gives
them, also, their portion of food. He has fed us thorning, for He is the Good Shepherd, and leaves
none of His sheep to famish.

Thenwhat shall | d@ Well, | will abide among the lilies! His saintsadl be my companions; where
they flourish | will try to grow; | will be oftenn their assemblies. Yes, and | will be a lily, t@&y faith
| will neither toil nor spin in a legal fashion, tuwill live by faith upon the Son of God, rootedHim!
| would be pure in life, and | would have the galdmther of looking to the recompense of the remard
would lift up my soul aloft towards heaven as thelifts up its flower. Jesus will come and feed tmy
side if | am a lily, and even | may yield Him sompleasure by my humble gratitude! Beloved, this is a
choice subject, but it is sweeter as a mattdacifithan meréhearingcan make it! “He feeds among the
lilies.” This is our joy that Christ is in His cheh! The pith of all | want to say is this—nevernkiof
yourself or of the church apart from Jesus. Thaispsays, “My Beloved is mine, and | am His.” She
weaves the two into one! Thrauseof the church is the cause of Christ! Terk of God will never be
accomplished by the churdpart from Christ! Her power lies in His being in herdsi! He feeds
among the lilies, and therefore those lilies shaller be destroyed—their sweetness shall makéeall t
earth fragrant! The church of Christ, working witér Lord, must conquer, but never will if she tries
stand alone, or to compass any end apart from Hsvior each one of us, personally, let us not thlahk
ourselves apart from Christ, or of Christ apartfros!

Let George Herbert’'s prayer be ours—

“Oh, be mine still, still make me Thine,

Or rather make nor mine nor Thine.”
Let minemelt into Thine! Oh, to have joint stock with Christ, and to tradeler one name! To be mar-
ried to Christ, and lose our old name, and usendime, and say, “I live, yet not |, but Christ livies
me.” As the wife is lost in the husband, and tlmmstin the building, and the branch in the vinel tre
member in the head, we would be so amalgamatedGtitist, and have such fellowship with Him that
there shall be no more mine nor Thine!

Last of all, poor sinner, you will say, “There isthing in all this for me,” and | should not like t
send you away without a word. You are saying, “Tikia day of good tidings, but it is only for God’s
people.” | beg you to read through the first ancbsel chapters of the Song and see who it was &t s
“My Beloved is mine,” because | should not wondat Wwhat you are very like she. She was one who
confessed, “I am black,” and so are you. Perhapsegwill, one of these days, help you to say, “I am
comely.” She was one with whom her mother’s childweere angry—perhaps you, too, are a speckled
bird. She had done servile work, for they madeahkeeper of the vineyards. | should not wonder but
what you are doing servile work, too, trying to esaxourself instead of accepting the salvation which
Jesus has already worked out for sinners! So iedanpass that she became very sorrowful, and gpasse
through a winter of rain and cold. Perhaps youtlaeee. And yet you know she came out of it—her win-
ter was past, and the birds began to sing! Sheébbad hidden in the secret places of the stairgpas
are now; but she was called out from the dust ahgdvebs to see the face of her Lord! One thing hwis
to whisper in your ears—she was in the clefts efribck. O soul, if you can but gtere; if you can
shelter in the side of our Beloved, that deep gdishe spear from which flowed blood and water, 3o
of sin the double cure”; if you can géere,| say, though you are black and grimed with sid an ac-
cursed sinner only fit to be a firebrand in hedf ghall you, evegiou, be able to sing with all the rapture
of the liveliest saint on earth! And one day withthe transport of the brightest ones above, ydu w
sing, “My Beloved is mine, and | am His: He feedsoag the lilies.”

There, go your way with those silver bells ringingyour ears! They ring a marriage peal to saints,
but they also ring a cheenyvitation to sinners; and this is the tune they are set tom&€and welcome!
Come and welcome! Come and welcome! Sinner, cord!lfiess you, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.

PORTION OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON—
SONG OF SOLOMON 2.

Volume 20 Tell someone today how much you love d&hrist. 7




8 A Song Among the Lilies Sermon #1190

HYMNS FROM “OUR OWN HYMN BOOK"—660, 663, 614.

Adapted froniThe C. H. Spurgeon CollectipWersion 1.0, Ages Software.

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

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 _Spanish translations, visit:
WWW.Spurgeongems.org

8 Tell someone today how much you love Jesus Christ. Volume 20






