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“And | will pour upon the house of David, and upothe inhabitants of Jerusalem, the spirit of grace
and of supplications: and they shall look upon Ménam they have pierced, and they
shall mourn for Him, as one mourns for his only spand shall be in bitterness
for Him, as one that is in bitterness for his firdiorn.”
Zechariah 12:10.

THIS prophecy, first of all, refers to the Jewigople; and | am happy that it confirms our hearts i
the belief of the good which the Lord will do urigpael. We know of a surety, because God has taid i
that the Jews will be restored to their own lamd] that they shall inherit the goodly country whtble
Lord has given unto their fathers by a covenarsatif forever. But, better still, they shall be certed to
the faith of our Lord Jesus Christ, and shall seldim the house of David restored to the thronésia-
el. The day is coming, when they shall see in Je$usazareth, that Messiah for whom their saints
looked with joyful expectation, of whom the prophepoke with rapture, but who was despised and re-
jected of their blinded sires. Happy day! Happy eden our Jewish brethren shall all be found wor-
shipping before the Lord of hosts through theiragtdigh Priest, who is a Priest forever, after dnger
of Melchizedek! We must remember the prophecy comieg this thing; we must inquire of the Lord
concerning His promise, we must expect its fulféimy, labor for it, and then beyond a doubt, when th
due season shall have arrived, Israel shall acledyd her King, and upon the house of David, and the
inhabitants of Jerusalem, the Spirit of grace ampbcation shall be poured out!

We intend to hear our text, upon the present oonasis it speaks to ourselves. A great mistake is
very common among all classes of men—it is curyebédlieved that we are, first of all, to mourn for
our sins, and then to look by faith to our Lordu¥e€hrist. Most persons who have any concern about
their souls, but are not as yet enlightened bySpieit of God, think that there is a degree of tmess
of conscience, and of hatred of sin which theytarebtain, somehow or other, and then, they will be
permitted and authorized to look to Jesus Christvou will perceive that this is not accordingthe
Scripture, for, according to the text before usnrfiest look upon Him whom they have pierced, and
then, but not till then, they mourn for their sifhis is the common folly of men—they look for thie e
fect in order to produce the cause; they forgetoldeproverb and put the cart before the horse;obut
text plainly indicates what is the cause, and gufisst, assuring us that the effect will follolRepent-
ance is in no sense a title to faith in ChristsJton the other hand, a legitimate consequendaitbf In
certain diseases, the surgeon aims at producirautaard eruption which carries off the internal-poi
son, and so assists in the cure; but no man waiiddiified in refraining from medical advice urii
could see the eruption in his skin, that being althg sign, a forerunner of the cureresult of medi-
cine, and by no means a preparation for it. Sonigpee is the bringing into our own sight the shick
lurks within; it is aresultof the medicine of faith!

And we would be foolish, indeed, if we refused &didve until we saw in ourselves that repentance
which only faith can produce! That repentance whschnattended by faith in the Lord Jesus is ah evi
repentance which works wrath, and only sets thé atoa greater distance from God than it was before
Sweet, heart-melting, reconciling repentance brihgssoul to love the Lord, and to hope in His mer-
cy—this precious gem always glitters on the hanthwh, and nowhere else! Without faith it is impos
sible to please God; and consequently, an unbatier@pentance has nothing in it acceptable to God.
Unbelieving repentance may be so deep as to deue hang ourselves, like Judas, but its only tesul
would be to secure for us Judas’s doom. Withouhfaf our hearts could break, if our eyes could be
come perpetual fountains of tears, yet our repeetarould in no way whatever be regarded by God ex-
cept as aontinuanceof our sin, since we would really be rejecting the Lord Jesunsl setting up our
own bitterness of soul in competition with the $imeéd work of our Lord Jesus Christ. Let us be quite
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clear on this point, then, to start with, thasihiot mourning for sin which causes or preparesvinefor
our looking to Christ; but it is our looking to dsswhich makes us weep and mourn for Him, and works
in us the sweet bitterness of true repentance.

We will consider three points—firsiyhat there is in a sight of the pierced One to ma&kenourn;
secondlywhat is the character of true mourning for sand thirdly,what is that which connects Jesus
and this true mourninglhe text tells us thdboking does it all—*They shallook upon Me whom they
have pierced, and they shall mourn for Him.”

. WHAT IS THERE IN A SIGHT OF JESUS TO MAKE US MOURHNOR SIN? Let us not an-
swer this question merely in a doctrinal fashiout, &s we proceed, let us pray that the Holy Smay
bring our minds to feel the melting force of thearsacrifice on Calvary, so that we may wet Hissr
with tears of holy penitence. Come with me, brathte Golgotha's terrible mount of doom, that we
may sit down and watch the death-pangs of the drear of men’s souls. There, on that transverse
wood, bleeds the incarnate Son of God. His heallls/imiby drops where the crown of thorns has
pierced it; His hands and feet flow with rivulefsbbood; His back is all one wound; His face is nedr
with bruises, and filthy with the spit of the mockeHis hair has been plucked from His cheeks; His
eyes are bloodshot; His lips are parched with feMés whole body is a mass of concentrated agorey! H
hangs yonder in physical pain impossible to beyfdiscribed, while the misery of His soul, crushed
beneath the wheels of the chariot of Justice, dote$ a woe far more terrible. His soul is excaghli
sorrowful, even unto death, while His body is asip full to the brim with grief—what if | say a spge
saturated with infinite miseries? While Jesus ldeed yonder tree, our hearts bleed, too. If we have
tears at any time, let us shed them now, for noneser must we weep.

The first cause for deep sorrow liesthe excellence of the Sufferéte who hangs there is no other
than that Son of God, before whom angels veil tfages with their wings! He is Lord of heaven and
earth—concerning Him the Father said of old, “Littlee angels of God worship Him.” At His com-
mand, the cherubim and seraphim fly to the utmesge of space, glad to be the messengers of His
good pleasure. He is the light and brightness af/ée, the express image of His Father’s glory. B/t
out Him was not anything made that was made,” andin all things consist. And yet the King of
heaven lays aside His crown, strips Himself of plisple, takes off His golden rings, becomes aminfa
of a span long, and after a life of suffering, geeHimself to a slave’s death upon the wretchetbgal
of the cross! My Soul, do you not sorrow that sar a Person should sink so low? Think of thetguri
of His character as man! In Him was never any ana yet He suffers! His whole life was spent in do-
ing good; unselfishly He spared not Himself, andvhmen do not spare Him their worst cruelty! He
gives food to the hungry, health to the sick, tdehe dead; He has not time for Himself so mucloas
eat bread; He shuns no labor for the good of oil¢esseeks no ease for Himself; and yet the men
whom He would bless conspire to curse Him! He ligdde of perfect holiness, in no way causing any
to offend; His life is the pure light of the sunlofe, it has no darkness whatever in it; His acesas a
river flowing with crystal streams of loving kindsg untainted by selfishness or ambition; and yet H
bleeds! Heaven’s brightest jewel is cast into theerearth’s purest gold is trod in the streets!wie
is of heaven the sun, suffers an eclipse! He whaf isarth the brightest star, is hidden beneathkbla
clouds.

O immaculate man, shall | see You bleed withoutgassion? O Almighty God, shall | see You in-
carnate in the flesh, suffering throes and pangsuhy of Your Godhead, without feeling the commis-
eration of my soul stirred towards You? Can wethyemn, think of the beauty of our Lord without bgin
filled with bitterness of soul for Him? Shall thosges, which are as the eyes of doves by the rifers
waters, which once were washed with milk, now b@ndred in tears of blood? His cheeks, which are as
a bed of spices, as sweet flowers—shall these \@ngo them who pluck off the hair? Those hands
which are set with jewels, shall they be piercetall3His legs, which are as pillars of marble sgom
sockets of fine gold, become all spattered withditneam of His heart’s gore? Oh, here is sorrovdtTh
precious casket of His body, so rich that heavénregasures, and earth’s wealth together could net fu
nish such another, that dear case of jewels isozasis an unclean thing, and made a victim outsiee
camp! O, who will give me tears? | weep, | must pvé® my sins!—

“My sins, my hateful, cruel sins,
His chief tormentors were!
Each of my crimes became a nail,
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And unbelief the spear.

‘Twas you that pulled the vengeance down,

Upon his guiltless head,

Break, break my heart!

O burst my eyes,

And let my sorrows bleed.”
All human eyes, if they were forever full of teacsuld not express the woe that One so glorious, so
pure, so loving, so condescending, should, in iKisa world, find no shelter, and among His own crea-
tures, find no friends! But contrariwise, in thiomd, He racked upon the cross, and among His crea-
tures, He met His murderers! This should make ugrmbitterly for sin.

Look up again, my soul, and perhaps another worg met¢p to melt you, stubborn though you are.
Let us remind ourselves of His sufferings. Rementbhethsemane? In that garden, His soul is exceed-
ingly sorrowful. Though He is not in labor, but gily in the exercise gbrayer, a sweat comes stream-
ing from every pore—not the common sweat of men wdip but, O God, it is a sweat of blood! “He
sweat, as it were, great drops of blood falling dawthe ground.” The pains of hell alone can fsira
fit parallel for the awful misery of Christ thatgit; and perhaps even there, such sufferings werern
sustained as Christ endured in the garden! BetrayeHis chosen friend, He is hurried away to the
Sanhedrin, and there accused of blasphemy. OH, draege against the Son of the Highest! Then He is
dragged away to Pilate, and then, away to Herobetslandered before both tribunals. Meanwhiley the
scourge His back with the scourge, the very thowdhthich is enough to make a man shudder—it is
said to have been made of the sinews of oxen witged with pieces of sharp and ragged bone—so that
every blow tore through the flesh to the very bdte.is scourged thus, and then beaten with rodss He
set upon a mimic throne, and crowned with thorreeyTspit in His face. They insult Him; they bow the
knee and say, “Hail, King of the Jews!” They bufifitn with their hands. Shame never descended to a
lower depth—mockery could devise nothing worse th@at crown of thorns and that reed scepter.
Away they hound Him, tearing off the purple robeiesthmust have glued itself to His bleeding flesh—
they roughly tear it away, and then, they put os blvn garments and hurry Him to the malefactor’'s
place of execution. Rudely, they strip Him, crugligey fling Him down, savagely, they pierce His
hands and His feet. They lift up His cross andod&te His every bone with the jar given to it, tais i
fastened in the earth! They sit down to look at Hinderision, and gloat over His pains. The weight
His body tears the nails through His hands, andmnwthe weight falls upon His feet, the nails force
themselves in long wounds through the nerves obldissed feet!

Fever is brought on by His fearful wounds; He istfavith pain; His mouth is dried like an oven. In
His extremity, He cries, “I thirst!” They thrusinegarinto His mouth—that is the only comfort they
will render Him—vinegar mingled with gall! The heun scorches Him until He cries, “All My bones
are out of joint: My heatrt is like wax; it is medtén the midst of My bowels. My strength is drigul like
a potsherd; and My tongue cleaves to My jaws; aad Nave brought Me into the dust of death.” Even
the light is denied Him; He hangs shivering in nagamidnight. The thick darkness did but express the
darkness which might be felt which covered all Bisil. His agonies had become so intense, that they
must not be beheld by any onlooker. The darknassetore, formed as it were, a secret chamber where
in Christ might do battle with His direst griefsri€ds like Himself, immense, unknown. Godlike sor-
rows now hold fast the Son of God—only His deityaleled Him to sustain the struggle. The storm
passes, and at last, shouting, “It is finished fhviiowed head, He gives up the ghost. Have wears te
for such sorrows as these? Shall we have no mayfairsuch griefs? How is it that if we read thergt
of a common man, suffering by his own folly, weelyeweep? And over the silly story of a love-sick
maid, we will feel our pity stirred? But here, oal@ary, where the King of heaven is tortured wittuts
terable woe, tormented with sorrows so tremendbasthey exceed all other griefs as a mountain ex-
ceeds the molehills, we are like flints or steal] acarcely feel compassion move? O God, pour @ut u
on us the spirit of grief and commiseration thatmeay mourn for Him—

“Strike, mighty grace, my flinty soul,
Till melting waters flow,

And deep repentance drowns my eyes
In agonizing woe.”
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Perhaps we have not come to the very center ot-besaiking thought. The wonder is that Jesus
Christ should suffer thuss the result of s#-of our sin. A young man ran away from home and left his
aged mother that he might plunge into sin—aftesva $hameful years, he came back to his country and
sought his home. When he knocked at the cottage limasked for his mother, but she was not there.
“What name did you say, sir? She died years agbrid“how did she die?” “Well, they say she had a
son who treated her with cruelty, and at last,Heft to indulge his own evil passions. She couldbear
it, for she loved him much. She sickened, and r@auld comfort her. She died, they say, of a bmoke
heart; and that is her grave over the hedge yoindére churchyard.” Well might the sinner turn away
with reeling brain and wish himself under the tatfher side. “I slew my mother by my sins.” If he
weeps not at this, he must be a devil, indeed.sJ€uist, my Lord, hangs on that tree slainnby
sins—shall | not sorrow? Had | never sinned, thexe been no need of a Savior for me. Had we never
rebelled against God, there would have been nodswforengeance to plunge into His heart—

“Was it for crimes that | had done

He groaned upon the tree?”
This is sad, indeed. Can you get the thought, nay &feends, thayou made Christ die—yeg,ou—if
there were no other man. You could not, if theré b@en only you to save—you could not enter heaven
without the dying groans of that Savior! There mustan atonement made no less than His great sacri-
fice for you, and you alone. Therefore, take th@lof it to yourself, and now, will you not sorrat
the sight of the pierced Savior?

Let us remember, too, as we continue at the fothetross, that Jesus Christ does not merelyrsuffe
for sin, but He suffers FOR YOU. | do not know, Ipgrhaps this may be the heart-breaker with some
who never did repent of sin before. O you who le@kdim believingly, Jesus Christ loves your poor
guilty soul at such a rate that He suffers all thisyou! | pray you, as you look to Him dying uptire
cross, forget not that every drop yonder flowsylon How could you have despised Him who died for
you! Determined to save you, He went down to thg \@vest depths to bring you up, and yet you have
heard the gospel and neglected it! You have livkthase years in sin! You have been, day after day
neglector of the Word of God, perhaps a Sundaykertdt may be a swearer, using this very name of
Christ to curse by, and yet, He suffered fioisyou. O believing sinner, foyou these wounds, foyou
that sweat of gore, forou that cross, fogou that spear, foyou that mangled frame lying in the tomb
motionless in the grasp of death! Will not this malou feel that you cannot any longer harbor tiséslu
which are the enemies of Christ, but that you neast out, once and for all from your soul, theseskcr
foes which made the Savior bleed?

While | am talking upon this theme, | feel morertte any other time in my own life my own insuf-
ficiency. | cry as Elijah did, “Woe is me! for | anmdone; because | am a man of unclean lips, and |
dwell in the midst of a people of unclean lips!” iDneeds an angel’s tongue to tell of a Savioriefy
Yes, even a seraph might fail. It needs the Saiiorself to tell you in worthy words how He suffered
and what was the love which led Him through the vsoeely the cross makes sin hateful when we see it
by the light of the Spirit of all truth!

One more remark here upon this first point. It $deuake us mourn for sin when we think that this
suffering of Christ for us can be attributed tolog else thamdis own marvelous love towards us who
were so undeservingVhat could have brought Christ from on high examptives of pure affection?
Can you conceive any other cause? Did He want glddy brethren, was not the glory of heaven
enough for Him? Besides, if it could have been fbsgor Him to need glory, is He not Omnipotent?
Could He not, in a moment, have created ten thauaousand worlds filled with inhabitants all too
glad to be permitted to sing His praise? Could Hi& gnything, let me ask you, by coming here below?
And was there anything in you or me to merit what did? Far, far away be the accursed thought of
merit! But even if we could merit anything, coule wnerit this sacrifice? Could we merit that bloody
sweat? O Virtue, you could never merit this! Nordi@m at its highest point, and self-sacrifice subl
to its most exalted degree could never merit thatSon of God should die! Sin accomplished what vir
tue could not. Sin brings the Savior from on highi##& never could have procured this. Ah, brethren,
the love of Jesus must have been a strange ladeed We have heard of men, who out of love to some
poor country woman, have left their kingdom andrttigone to follow her poverty, and lift her uptiul
mately to their wealth. But who ever heard of thea of this? That God’'s own Son, “Though He was
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rich, yet for our sakes He became poor, that thnddig poverty we might be made rich”? Worms were
never raised so high above their meanest fellonmgspand therefore, they could never stoop as Christ
did! If an angel could die for ants, that wouldteerly look like condescension—but f@hrist to die

for men is more wondrous by far! If the noblestrcioem before the truth of God should shed his feart
blood for a poor insect, you would think it maruesb But for God Himself to take a creature’s fotm,
bleed for such insignificant, despicable, worthldgssgs as men—this is a wonder which has set meave
ringing ever since it was known, and will make eitgrecho with shouts of praise!

Surely, dear friends, if nothing else can makeoaghle sin and weep before God, this should do so.
And yet, | confess, | spoil the theme. When Markhbamy brings out the body of Julius Caesar, he ex-
cites the sympathies of the Roman people by that eifjthe mantle of the murdered man. He makes
them weep, and then he cries, “What? Do you weegnwiou but behold your Caesar’s vesture wound-
ed! Look you here—here is himself—marred, as yay by traitors.” Such speech puts tongues into the
silent stones of Rome! Whereas, alas, |, poor Mesthcreature as | am, talk oy Master, stabbed by
ourselves, bleeding out of love to us, at so po@t@that | cannot stir your souls, nor scarceyyawn!
Almighty Spirit, well is it written that You will ome to give the spirit of supplication, for excéfutu
shall come, we shall neither look to Christ, noepienor mourn because of Him!

Il. Secondly, WE ARE TO SPEAK UPON WHAT TRUE MOURNIN®R SIN IS. It is not nec-
essarily feeling great terrors nor frightful teatisere is no need that you should doubt the mefcy o
God—all these things may come with repentance nasks attends fire, but they are not a part of it.
They often spoil repentance—they cannot make ienagceptable.

1. True mourning for sin ithe work of the Spirit of God'here is no mourning until first the Spirit is
poured out. Then men look, and then they mourneR&mce is too choice a flower to grow in nature’s
garden. If you have one sigh after Christ, if yavd one particle of hatred of sin—God the Holy Bpir
must have given it to you, for poor human naturéhwvtis utmost strain can never reach tepaitual
thing! “That which is born of the flesh is flesmdthat which is born of the Spirit is spirit.” Eue-
pentance, then, must come from on high. Lord, $etedus now!

2. True repentanckas a distinct and constant reference to the Lasud Christlf you repent of sin
without looking to Christ, away with your repentahdf you are so lamenting your sin as to forget th
Savior, you have need to begin all this work ovgaia! Whenever we repent of sin, we must have one
eye upon sin and another upon the cross; or, lsttlietet us havédoth eyes upon Christ, seeing our sin
punished in Him, and by no means let us look aestept as we look at Jesus. A man may hate gin jus
as a murderer hates the gallows—but this does meepepentance. If | hate sin because of the pun-
ishment, | have not repented of sin—I merely reginat God is just. But if | can see sin as an aféen
against Jesus Christ, and loathe myself becauagd Wwounded Him, then | have a true brokenness of
heart. If | see the Savior and believe that thbsens upon His head were plaited by my sinful wpiids
| believe that those wounds in His heart were g@rgy my heart sins; if | believe that those wouinds
His feet were made by my wandering steps, andthigatvounds in His hands were made by my sinful
deeds—then | repent of sin after a right fashionly@nder the cross can you repent! Repentance else
where is remorse which clings to the sin, and aingads the punishment. Let us then seek, under God,
to have a hatred of sin caused by a sight of Céitiste.

3. True repentancis real and often intense in its bitterne$se text tells us it is a sorrow like that
of one who weeps for his only son. A son is afgdtn God; a good son, especially, is a treasut@go
father’s heart. But here isdeadson before me—I think | hear the father’s crigd, iy son Absalom,
my son, my son Absalom! Would God | had died fou,y® Absalom, my son, my son!” Here | see an
only son, which was not David’s case, for he halbi®on yet spared to him. | think | see the woman at
the gate of Nain with her only son carried out eéoluried, making much lamentation, with grievous
pomp of heartfelt woe. Yes, and it is not only thats the first-born son, the beginning of théhker's
strength; and the man who has watched him andlgeeself in his first-born’s growing form, will not
be comforted because his son—his only son, hisldwen son is dead. Such is true weeping for sin—it
cuts to the heart—it pierces to the quick. “Ohysane, “I cannot believe in Christ, for | have suxh
bitterness.” My dear friend, you never will havdiit you believe in Christ! You are to trust insies
Christ to get this! You are not feelthis, andhentrust in Christ. Come, you hard heart, come taisThr
to be softened! Come, you hell-hardened steel, don@hrist to be melted in the furnace of His devin
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affection. Come as you are, sinner, feeling or eliig, and look up to Jesus; there is life in aklab
Him, and life for younow, and the first sign of life will be a real and ins& sorrow for sin.

4. True sorrow for sin i@minently practicalNo man may say he hates sin if he lives in itwilt
make us see the evil of sin, not merely as a thdmaryexperientially—as a burnt child dreads fifée
shall be as much afraid of it as a man who hasgylaeen stopped and robbed is afraid of the thpefnu
the highway. And we shall shun it—shun it in eveiyg—not in great things only, but in little things
too. True mourning for sin will make us very jeadoaver our tongue, lest it should say a wrong word.
We shall be very watchful over our daily actiorestlin anything we should offend, and each night we
shall close the day with painful confessions ofrgtwming, and each morning awaken with anxious
prayers, that this next day, God would hold ushat wve might be saved.

5. Once again, true repentance is continual—a man loeepent for a few weeks, and then have
done with it. Rowland Hill said that repentance was of the sweetest earthly companions; and the on
ly regret he had in the thought of going to heawas that his dear friend, Repentance, could not go
with him there. Repentance is the most heavenhgtbut of heaven. Well did our hymn say—

“Lord, let me weep for nothing but sin!

And after none but Thee!

And then | would—

O that I might—

A constant weeper be!”
True believers repent to their dying day—they dweags repenting! Their life is made up, it is saod,
sinning and repenting—I will not say that—believiagd repenting is thelife—and sin is the disease
which mars it. No time can wear away the bitterr@ggpentance. If a man loses his child, time Hgpp
softens his grief. Every other trouble yields todi but this never does. It is so sweet a sorr@w we
can only thank God we are permitted to enjoy anguféer it until we enter into our eternal rest.

This, then, is true sorrow for sin; but let me safatever is or is not true sorrow for sin, | ddreat
my hearers not to try and get sorrow for sin betbey come to Christ! The gospel is, “He who BE-
LIEVES in Jesus is not condemned.” Whether or mat jave sorrowed enough for sin, if you trust Je-
sus Christ, you are not condemned. Your salvasomot procured by your tears, nor by your feelings,
but by Him whom you have pierced! Look to Him, aweym self; look not even to your own faith, but
look to the object of your faith. Now, fixedly bdddHim, and trust Him, and your heart will breakdan
be poured out like water before the Lord.

1. WHAT IS THAT WHICH CONNECTS JESUS CHRIST AND THE MZRNING? How am |
to get at Christ? This used to puzzle me. | thouightould walk a thousand miles to see Him, | Wwbu
set off joyously. Oh, if | could but fall at Hisdeand lay hold of Him—I thought this would be very
easy—touching the hem of His garment, or cryingpd®e merciful to me”—this would be very sim-
ple; but this thought long puzzled me—"How can t tgeChrist?” So many fleshly notions mix them-
selves with our thoughts before we are born-adhat,we are very much like poor Nicodemus, and say,
“Can a man enter his mother's womb a second timd, kee born again?” We have gross and carnal
thoughts concerning spiritual things. Now, our cection with Jesus is a look, not with these eyés, o
course, but with the eyes of the heart. We all kmdvat it is to look at a thing. We are told to loaka
certain subject in politics or science—we are toldbok into it. There is nothing to see with yayes,
but you see into it with your mind; and this is #ied of look which is intended here, “They shalbk
upon Me whom they have pierced.” You cannot, withyaur looking, see Christ with these eyes, but
thinking of Him, and believing in Him, is the loakhich is meant. In describing this look, let me say
thatit is very simpleWhy, looking is not a hard thing! | never heardaotollege for training people to
look. | never in my life heard of anyone tryingtéach another person to look! There may be a defect
people’s eyes, but still, if they have any eyeallathey may look. They may happen to have crgss.e
but a crossed-eyed look at Christ will save thd!sthiey may have a cataract in the eye, so thaetlse
scarcely a corner left, but it is not looking wahfull eye, it is not looking with a bold eye—it e
looking in any way—the simple act of looking whisaves a soul! A man may not be able to read a sin-
gle letter in a book, but he can look to Jesus.amay not be able to spell a word of one syllale,
he can look. A man may have no moral courage, butam look. He may be destitute of all the virtues,
and yet he can look. A man may be a thief, a whoregar, an adulterer, but he can look. A man may be
cast out of society, transported, shut up betweameswalls, but he can look. Looking is a thingssao-
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ple that neither moral nor physical preparatioresraquired. Looking! Such is faith in Jesus Chist.
the sin-bitten ones looked to the brazen serperdpsve look away from self to Christ, and we live!

Observe, secondly, as it is a simple look, so & isok which requires no merit in order to precede
it. We have an old proverb, to wit, “A cat may lookaaking,” and certainly a poor man may. There is
no hurt done by looking. If the queen were hempuld not ask her leave to let me look; and if ¢her
were a crossing sweeper, or a mud-lark, or evertkpqcket here, he certainly would commit no of-
fense by looking. On the other hand, there woulehdenerit in looking. Where is the merit of looking
at a thing? It is too simple either to need meeifobe it, or to have merit in it. So you, who dne tvorst
of the worst, you who feel nothing in yourself whis good, you who cannot even say that you feel
your own emptiness and vileness—nothing of your eswmeeded to precede that look by way of prepa-
ration. Look, look to Jesus as you are, and yoll beasaved!

The look which saves the soul, again, shouldbeattentive looklf you have looked to Christ, and
cannot see anything there to comfort you, look rgabok again! Perhaps each man is comforted in a
different way by looking to Christ. One sees Chiasbe God, and he says, “Ah, then, He can savé me.
Another dwells mainly upon Christ’'s being Man, drelsays, “Ah, then, He can pity me and be willing
to receive me.” One fixes his eyes upon God’s heaippointed Christ to save him—that comforts him.
Another remembers the infinite value of Christ'$fetings, and that cheers him. If one point in Gtri
does not comfort you, look to another; keep yountaleeyes fixed upon what Jesus Christ is. Ah, my
dear friends, | am telling you this, but how difitit is to make you do it until the Holy Spiritibgs
you! Why the first thing | get from any of you wheémalk to you about your souls is, “O sir, | dotno
feel.” | know then that you are looking to self.nr®y dear hearers, you who have some concern about
your souls, | would beseech my God to wean you ftleis which must damn your souls—this looking
to SELF! Come, | pray you, consider! You are tolevioo sinful ever to have anything good in you to
look at! Why will you search for goodness wherer¢his none? “Why do you spend money for that
which is not bread? And labor for that which satisfnot? Hearken diligently unto Me, and eat that
which is good, and let your soul delight itselffatness.” You can do so if you look at the crosshow
you will raise your, “buts,” or cry, “But | cannbelieve.” There you are, looking to your faith med of
Christ. There He hangs! He bears upon His shouldkersin of man, and whoever trusts Him shall be
saved. Can you not trust Him? Not trust your Godh @ou not trust Him, your Brother born to bear
your adversities? Not trust GOD? Why | declare kefeu all, if | had all your sins upon my shoukler
| could trust Him! When John Hyatt lay a-dying, ssome said to him, “Can you trust Jesus with your
soul now?” “Ah,” he said, “I could trust Him if Idd a million souls! I could trust Him with them .all
Do not tell me, awakened souls, you cannot truat ydaster! When did He ever lie to you? Whom did
He ever cast out? When did He break His promise® &fer came to Him and was rejected? When did
He say to the chief of sinners, “Your sins shallarebe forgiven”? Thousands have been to Him, and
He has received therhsought the Lord, and He heard me. | tried to sayself by feelings of repent-
ance and praying, but it was all of no avail. AdtJan sheer despair, | flew like a dove pursuedhay
hawk straight away to Jesus Christ, the Rock, andd shelter in His wounds! O that you would do so!
Come, | pray you, have done with that self of yedrs

“None but Jesus, none but Jesus
Can do helpless sinners good!”

This look is sometimes wonderinglook—I know it was to me. When | saw Him hanging on the
cross forme | could not understand such love, and | canribibfa it now. | can understand some of the
things which Christ has done for me, but | cannakenout why He shouldie for me—why He should
love such a heap of filth, such a walking dungagl man is—why He should give His blood—every
drop of which is more costly than rubies, and why Hewd give His tears, which are richer than dia-
monds, and why He should give His heart, whicheigds than a mine of gold, and why He should close
those lips which are sweeter than harps of angal$,shut those eyes, which are brighter than syman
suns—and all for such a clod of earth, such a hehbsl piece of rottenness as man! Oh, this is marve
ous! How can we understand it? We can only fall ddwefore His feet, and while we trust Him, add to
our faith a holy adoring wonder!

This look must, in every case, beearsonalone You cannot be saved by another man’s faith. | do
beseech of all to whom this word shall come—detesthe, abominate the lie that any man can per-
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form spiritual acts for another! No “sponsor” caise to renounce the works of the flesh for aadth
No man can stand at the font, and declare thathevies for another! No man can promise that an un-
conscious slumbering baby shall believe in Godnran can say in God’s name what he knows is a
lie—that the child does believe—when it cannotded, and probably is asleep at the time and not oc-
cupied with any mental operation, much less batigwhat it never heard, and what it could not under
stand if it did hear! O, | pray you, shun this lplasmy! The curse of England has been this dogma of
baptismal regeneration, for it leads men to shdktheir personal responsibility and obligationsGod!
Your godfathers and godmothers, your confirmatipoyr priests and rural deans, and canons, and |
know not what of man’s invention, can do no more you than so many witches with their incanta-
tions! You must flee to Christ yourselvemd by simple faith lay hold on Jesus! All thi®gimess and
nonsense of man’s invention must be pulled dowrfidiCa rough hand to pull it down, to let the sinner
see that he stands before God, naked and defesisekeept as he flees to Christ, and in the passidn

life of Jesus, finds salvation! A personal faitimitist be, and what if | urge you to let it beimumediate
faith? It will be no easier to flee tomorrow thansi today. It is the same thing that you will hdaeebe-
lieve tomorrow as it is today—that Jesus Christegeimself for your sins. This is God’s testimongtth
Christ is able to save. O that you would trust Hivhy} soul, you have regretted a thousand things, but
you have never regretted trusting Christ in yountiib Many have wept that they did not come to Ghris
before, but none ever lamented that they cameddyg. @&Vhy not this very day? O Holy Spirit, make it
so! Behold, the fields are showing the green eaasly for the harvest! The season advances, and the
fields are prophesying the harvest. O that we nmsgletsome green ears today, some green ears prophet
ic of a blessed harvest of souls!

As to myself, | cross this day into another yeanmgyf own life and history, [Spurgeon’s birthday is
June 18] and | bear witness that my Master is worth tngitiOh, it is a blessed thing to be a Christian!
It is a sweet thing to be a believer in Christ, &mough I, of all men, perhaps, am the subjecthef t
deepest depression of spirits at times, yet thees hot a soul who can say more truthfully thatMy
soul does magnify the Lord, and my spirit has egdiin God my Savior.” He who is mighty has looked
upon me with eyes of love, and made me His chitd, latrust Him this day as | have trusted Him be-
fore. But now, | would to God that this day someyoti would begin to trust in Him! It is the Spist’
work only, but still, He works through means. InthiHe is working in your heart now. Young man,
those tears look hopeful—I thank God that thoses égel burning now. | pray you do not go chattimg o
the road home and miss any good impression. Gouoghamber, fall upon your knees, cry out to God,
entreat His favor! Let it be this day! None of dhevil's tomorrows—away with them! Away with them!
“Today if you will hear His voice, harden not yoeart.” May the Spirit of God compel you to “Kiss
the Son, lest He be angry, and you perish fromatég, when His wrath is kindled but a little. Bledse
are all they who put their trust in Him.” Amen.

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