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THE EXPERIENCE OF SPURGEON AFTER HIS CONVERSION


Our faith at times has to fight for its very existence. The old Adam within us rages mightily, and the new spirit within us, like a young lion, disdains to be vanquished; and so these two strong ones contend, till our spirit is full of agony. Some of us know what it is to be tempted with blasphemies we should not dare to repeat, to be vexed with horrid temptations which we have grappled with and overcome, but which it almost costs us resistance unto blood. In such inward conflicts, saints must be alone. They cannot tell their feelings to others, they would not dare; and if they did, their own brethren would despise or upbraid [reprove] them, for most of professors would not even know what they meant. Even those who have trodden other fiery ways would not be able to sympathise in all, but would answer the poor troubled soul, “These are points in which we cannot go along with you.” Christ alone was tempted in all points like as we are, though without sin. Not one man is tempted in all points exactly like another man, and each one has certain trials in which he must stand alone amid the rage of war, with not even a book to help him, or a biography to assist him, no man ever having gone that way before except that one Man whose trail reveals a nail-pierced foot. He alone knows all the devious paths of sorrow. Yet, even in such byways, the Lord is with us, helping us, sustaining us, and giving us grace to conquer at the close. C. H. S. 

When my eyes first looked to Christ, He was a very real Christ to me; and when my burden of sin rolled from off my back, it was a real pardon and a real release from sin for me; and when that day I said for the first time, “Jesus Christ is mine”, it was a real possession of Christ to me. When I went up to the sanctuary in that early dawn of youthful piety, every song was really a psalm, and when there was a prayer, oh, how I followed every word! It was prayer indeed! And so was it, too, in silent quietude, when I drew near to God, it was no mockery, no routine, no matter of mere duty; it was a real talking with my Father who is in Heaven. And oh, how I loved my Saviour Christ then! I would have given all I had for Him! How I felt towards sinners that day! A lad that I was, I wanted to preach, and, 

“Then will I tell to sinners round, 
What a dear Saviour I have found.” 

(John Cennick)

One of the greatest sorrows I had, when first I knew the Lord, was to think about certain people with whom I knew right well that I had held ungodly conversations, and several others whom I had tempted to sin; and one of the prayers that I always offered, when I prayed for myself, was that such a one might not be lost through sins to which I had tempted him. This was the case also with George Whitefield, who never forgot those with whom, before his conversion, he used to play cards; and he had the joy of leading everyone of them to the Saviour. 

I think about five days after I first found Christ, when my joy had been such that I could have danced for very mirth at the thought that Christ was mine, on a sudden I fell into a sad fit of despondency. I can tell now why it was so with me. When I first believed in Christ, I am not sure that I thought the devil was dead, but certainly I had a kind of notion that he was so mortally wounded that he could not disturb me. And then I also fancied that the corruption of my nature had received its death-blow. I read what William Cowper said, and I really thought that the poet knew what he was saying; whereas, never did anyone blunder so terribly as Cowper did when he said that, for no man, I think, has all his follies thus cut up by the roots. However, I fondly dreamed that mine were, I felt persuaded they would never sprout again. I was going to be perfect, I fully calculated upon it, and lo, I found an intruder I had not reckoned on, an evil heart of unbelief in departing from the living God. So I went to that same Primitive Methodist Chapel where I first received peace with God, through the simple preaching of the Word. The text happened to be, “O wretched man that I am: who shall deliver me from the body of this death?” “There”, I thought, “that s the text for me.” I had just got as far as that in the week. I knew that I had put my trust in Christ, and I knew that, when I sat in that house of prayer, my faith was simply and solely fixed on the atonement of the Redeemer. But I had a weight on my mind, because I could not be as holy as I wanted to be. I could not live without sin. When I rose in the morning, I thought I would abstain from every hard word, from every evil thought and look; and I came up to that chapel groaning because, “when I would do good, evil was present with me.” The minister began by saying, “Paul was not a believer when he said this.” Well now, I knew I was a believer, and it seemed to me from the context that Paul must have been a believer, too. (Now, I am sure he was.) The man went on to say that no child of God ever did feel any conflict within. So I took up my hat, and left the chapel, and I have very seldom attended such places since. They are very good for people who are unconverted to go to, but of very little use for children of God. 

That is my notion of Methodism. It is a noble thing to bring in strangers; but a terrible thing for those that are brought in to sit and feed there. It is like the parish pound, it is a good place to put sheep in when they have strayed, but there is no food inside; they had better be let out as soon as possible to find some grass. I saw that that minister understood nothing of experimental divinity, or of practical heart theology, or else he would not have talked as he did. A good man he was, I do not doubt, but utterly incompetent to the task of dealing with my soul.

How I felt sin’s power over my soul! O sin, sin, I have had enough of you! You never brought me more than a moment s seeming joy, and with it there came a deep and awful bitterness which burns within me to this day! Well do I recollect when I was the subject of excessive tenderness, some people called it “morbid sensibility”. I shuddered and shivered at the very thought of sin, which then appeared exceedingly 
sinful! The first week after I was converted to God, I felt afraid to put one foot before the other for fear I should do wrong. When I thought over the day, if there had been a failure in my temper, or if there had been a frothy word spoken, or something done amiss, I chastened myself severely. Had I, at that time, known anything to be my Lord’s will, I think I should not have hesitated to do it; to me it would not have mattered whether it was a fashionable thing or an unfashionable thing, if it was according to His Word. Oh, to do His will! to follow Him wherever He would have me go! It seemed then as though I should never, never, never be slack in keeping His commandments. 

I don’t know whether my experience of others agrees with mine; but I can say this, that the worst difficulty I ever met with, or I think I can ever meet with, happened a little time after my conversion to God. When I first knew the weight of sin, it was as a burden, as a labour, as a trouble; but when, the second time, and when He answered me by letting all my sins loose on me, then they appeared more fruitful than before. I thought the Egyptians in Egypt were not half so bad as the Egyptians out of Egypt; I thought the sins I knew before, though they were cruel task-masters, were not half so much to be dreaded as those soldier-sins, armed with spears and axes, riding in iron chariots with scythes on their axles, hastening to assault me. It is true, they did not come so near to me as they used to do; nevertheless, they occasioned me more fright even than when I was their slave. The Israelites went up harnessed, marching in their ranks, and, I don’t doubt, singing as they went, because they were delivered from the daily task and from the cruel bondage; but suddenly, they turned their heads while they were marching, for they heard a dreadful noise behind them, a noise of chariots and of men shouting for battle; and at last, when they could really see the Egyptians, and the thick cloud of dust rising behind them, then they said that they should be destroyed, and they should now fall by the hand of the enemy. I remember, after my conversion (it may not have happened to all, but it did to me), there came a time when the enemy said, “I will pursue, I will overtake, I will divide the spoil; my lust shall be satisfied in them; I will draw my sword, my hand shall destroy them.” So Satan does to a soul, pursuing it hot-foot. He will have it back if he can; and often, soon after conversion, there comes a time of dreadful conflict, when the soul seems as if it could not live. “Was it because there were no graves in Egypt that the Lord brought us into this condition of temporary freedom, that we might be all the more distressed by our adversaries?” So said unbelief; but God brought His people right out by one final stroke. 

Miriam knew it when she took her timbrel, and went out with the women, and answered them in the jubilant song: “Sing ye to the Lord, for He hath triumphed gloriously; the horse and his rider hath He thrown into the sea.” I love best of all that note in the song of Moses where he says, “The depths have covered them.” “There remained not so much as one of them.” What gladness must have been in the hearts of the children of Israel when they knew that their enemies were all gone! I am sure it was so with me; for, after my conversion, being again attacked by sin, I saw the mighty stream of redeeming love roll over all my sins, and this was my song: “The depths have covered them.” 

“Who shall lay anything to the charge of God’s elect? It is God that justifieth. Who is he that condemneth? It is Christ that died, yea, rather, that is risen again, who is even at the right hand of God, who also maketh intercession for us.” 

I was brought up as a child with such care that I knew but very little of foul or profane language, having scarcely ever heard a man swear. Yet I remember times, in my earliest Christian days, when there came into my mind thoughts so evil that I clapped my hand to my mouth for fear I should be led to give utterance to them. This is one way in which Satan tortures those whom God has delivered out of his hand. Many of the choicest saints have been thus molested. Once, when I had been grievously assailed by the tempter, I went to see my dear old grandfather. I told him about my terrible experience, and then I wound up by saying, “ Grandfather, I am sure I cannot be a child of God, or else I should never have such evil thoughts as these.” “ Nonsense, Charles”, answered the good old man; “it is just because you are a Christian that you are thus tempted. These blasphemies are no children of yours; they are the devil’s brats, which he delights to lay at the door of a Christian. Don’t you own them as yours, 
give them neither house-room nor heart-room.” I felt greatly comforted by what my grandfather said, especially as it confirmed what another old saint had told me when I was tempted in a similar manner while I was seeking the Saviour. A great many people make fun of that verse, 

“Tis a point I long to know, 
Oft it causes anxious thought, 
Do I love the Lord, or no? 
Am I His, or am I not?” 

(John Newton)

If they ever find themselves where some of us have been, they will not do so anymore. I believe it is a shallow experience that makes people always confident of what they are, and where they are, for there are times of terrible trouble, that make even the most confident child of God hardly know whether he is on his head or his heels. It is the mariner who has done business on great waters who, in times of unusual stress and storm, reels to and fro, and staggers like a drunken man, and is at his wits end. At such a time, if Jesus whispers that I am His, then the question is answered once for all, and my soul has received a token which it waves in the face of Satan, so that he disappears, and I can go on my way rejoicing. 

I have found, in my own spiritual life, that the more rules I lay down for myself, the more sins I commit. The habit of regular morning and evening prayer is one which is indispensable to a believer’s life, but the prescribing of the length of prayer, and the constrained remembrance of so many persons and subjects, may engender to bondage, and strangle prayer rather than assist it. To say I will humble myself at such a time, and rejoice at such another season, is nearly as much an affectation as when the preacher wrote in the margin of his sermon, “Cry here”, “Smile here.” Why, if the man preached from his heart, he would be sure to cry in the right place, and to smile at a suitable moment; and when the spiritual life is sound, it produces prayer at the right time, and humiliation of soul and sacred joy spring forth spontaneously, apart from promises and vows. The kind of religion which makes itself to order by the Almanac, and turns out its emotions like bricks from a machine, weeping on Good Friday, and rejoicing two days afterwards, measuring its motions by the moon, is too artificial to be worthy of my imitation. 

Self-examination is a very great blessing, but I have known self-examination carried on in a most unbelieving, legal, and self-righteous manner; in fact, I have so carried it on myself. Time was, when I used to think a vast deal more of marks, and signs, and evidences, for my own comfort, than I do now, for I find that I cannot be a match for the devil when I begin dealing in these things. I am obliged to go day by day with this cry, 
“Let the world their virtue boast,
 Their works of righteousness,
  I, a wretch undone and lost,
  Am freely saved by grace.
  Other title I disclaim;
  This, only this, is all my plea:
   I the chief of sinners am,
   But Jesus died for me.”

(Charles Wesley)

While I can believe the promise of God, because it is His promise, and because He 
is my God, and while I can trust my Saviour because He is God, and therefore mighty to save, all goes well with me; but I find, when I begin questioning myself about this and that perplexity, thus taking my eye off Christ, that all the virtue of my life seems oozing out at every pore. Any practice that detracts from faith is an evil practice, but especially that kind of self-examination which would take us away from the cross-foot, proceeds in a wrong direction. 

I used, when I first knew the Saviour, to test myself in a certain manner, and often throw stumbling-blocks in my path through it, and, therefore, can warn any who are doing the same. Sometimes I would go up into my chamber, and by way of self-examination, I used to ask myself this question, “Am I afraid to die? If I should drop down dead in my room, can I say that I should joyfully close my eyes?” Well, it often happened that I could not honestly say so. I used to feel that death would be a very solemn thing. “Ah, then!” I said, “I have never believed in Christ, for if I had put my trust in the Lord Jesus, I should not be afraid to die, but I should be quite confident.” I do not doubt that many a person is saying, “I cannot follow Christ, because I am afraid to die; I cannot believe that Jesus Christ will save me, because the thought of death makes me tremble.” Ah, poor soul, there are many of God’s blessed ones, who through fear of death have been much of their lifetime subject to bondage! I know precious children of God now: I believe that, when they die, they will die triumphantly; but I know this, that the thought of death is never pleasing to them. And this is accounted for, because God has stamped on nature that law, the love of life and self-preservation; 
and it is natural enough that the man who has kindred and friends should scarcely like to leave behind those who are so dear. I know that, when he is Christ’s, he will rejoice in the thought of death; but I do know that there are many quite safe enough who will die rejoicing in Christ, who now, in the prospect of death, feel afraid of it. 

My aged grandfather once preached a sermon which I have not yet forgotten; he was preaching from the text, “The God of all grace”, and he somewhat interested the assembly, after describing the different kinds of grace that God gave, by saying at the end of each period, “But there is one kind of grace that you do not want.” After each part of his theme, there came the like sentence,  “But there is one kind of grace you do not want.” And then he wound up by saying, “You don’t want dying grace in living moments, but you shall have dying grace when you need it. When you are in the condition to require it, you shall have grace enough if you put your trust in Christ.” In a party of friends, we were discussing the question whether, if the days of martyrdom should come, we were prepared to be burned. I said, “ I must frankly tell you that, speaking as I feel today, I am not prepared to be burned; but I do believe that, if there were a stake at Smithfield, and I knew that I was to be burned there at one o’ clock, I should have grace enough to be burned there when one o’ clock came.” 

I was much impressed, in my younger days by hearing a minister, blind with age, speak at the communion table, and bear witness to us who had just joined the church, that it was well for us that we had come to put our trust in a faithful God; and as the good man, with great feebleness, and yet with great earnestness, said to us that he had never regretted having given himself to Christ as a boy, I felt my heart leap within me with delight that I had such a God to be my God. His testimony was such as a younger man could not have borne: he might have spoken more fluently, but the weight of those eighty years at the back of it made the old man eloquent to my young heart. For twenty years, he had not seen the light of the sun. His snow-white locks hung from his brow, and floated over his shoulders, and he stood up at the table of the Lord, and thus addressed us: 

“Brethren and sisters, I shall soon be taken from you; in a few more months, I shall gather up my feet in my bed, and sleep with my fathers. I have not the mind of the learned, nor the tongue of the eloquent; but I desire, before I go, to bear one public testimony to my God. Fifty and six years have I served Him, and I have never once found Him unfaithful. I can say, ‘Surely goodness and mercy have followed me all the days of my life, and not one good thing has failed of all the Lord God has promised.’” 

There stood the dear old man, tottering to his tomb, deprived of the light of heaven naturally, and yet having the Light of Heaven in a better sense shining to his soul; and though he could not look on us, yet he turned towards us, and he seemed to say, “Young people, trust God in early life, for I have not to regret that I sought Him too soon. I have only to mourn that so many of my years ran to waste.”

There is nothing that more tends to strengthen the faith of the young believer than to hear the veteran Christian, covered with scars from the battle, testifying that the service of his Master is a happy service, and that, if he could have served any other master, he would not have done so, for His service is pleasant, and His reward everlasting joy. 

In my early days, I knew a good man, who has now gone to his reward, who was the means of producing, under God, a library of useful lives. I do not mean books in paper, but books in boots! Many young men were decided for the Lord by this means, and became preachers, teachers, deacons, and other workers; and no one would wonder that it was so if he knew the man who trained them. He was ready for every good word and work; but he gave special attention to his Bible-class, in which he set out the gospel with clearness and zeal. Whenever anyone of his young men left the country town in which he lived, he would be sure to arrange a parting interview. There was a wide-spreading oak clown in the fields; and there he used to keep an early morning appointment with John, or Thomas, or William; and that appointment very much consisted of earnest pleading with the Lord that, in going up to the great city, the young man might be kept from sin, and made useful. Under that tree, several decided for the Saviour. It was an impressive act, and left its influence on them; for many men came, in after years, to see the spot, made sacred by their teacher s prayers. 

Oh! how my young heart once ached in boyhood, when I first loved the Saviour. I was far away from father and mother, and all I loved, and I thought my heart would burst; for I was an usher in a school, in a place where I could meet with little sympathy or help. Well, I went to my chamber, and told my little griefs into the ears of Jesus. They were great griefs to me then, though they are nothing me with an everlasting love, oh, it was so sweet! If I had told them to others, they would have told them again; but He, my blessed Confidant, knows all my secrets, and He never tells again. 

There is one verse of Scripture which, as a young believer, I used often to repeat, for it was very dear to me; it is this: “Bind the sacrifice with cords, even unto the horns of the altar.” I felt then that I was wholly Christ’s. In the marriage covenant of which the Lord speaks, when the Husband put the ring on His bride’s finger, He said to her, “You have become Mine”; and I remember when I felt on my finger the ring of infinite, everlasting, covenant  love, that Christ put there. Oh, it was a joyful day, a blessed day! Happy day, happy day, when His choice was known to me, and he fixed my choice on Him! That blessed rest of soul, which comes of a sure possession of Christ, is not to be imitated, but it is greatly to be desired. I know that some good people, who I believe will be saved, nevertheless do not attain to this sweet rest. They keep on thinking that it is something that they may get when they are very old, or when they are about to die, but they look upon the full assurance of faith, and the personal grasping of Christ, and say, “My Beloved is mine”, as something very dangerous. I began my Christian life in this happy fashion as a boy fifteen years of age; I believed fully and without hesitation in the Lord Jesus Christ; and when I went to see a good Christian woman, I was simple enough to tell her that I believed in Christ, that He was mine, and that He had saved me. I expressed myself very confidently concerning the great truth that God would never forsake His people, nor leave His work undone. I was at once reproved, and told that I had no right to speak so confidently, for it was presumptuous. The good woman said to me, “Ah! I don’t like such assurance as that”, and then she added, “ I trust you are believing in Christ, I hope so; but I have never got beyond a hope or a trust, and I am an old woman.” Bless the old woman, she was no example for us who know whom we have believed; we ought to rise far above that grovelling kind of life. The man who begins right, and the boy who begins right, and the girl who begins right, will begin by saying, “God has said it: He that believes in Him is not condemned. I believe in Him, therefore I am not condemned; Christ is mine.” 

Before my conversion, I was accustomed to read the Scriptures to admire their grandeur, to feel the charm of their history, and wonder at the majesty of their language; but I altogether missed the Lord’s intent there. But when the Spirit came with His Divine life, and quickened all the Book to my newly-enlightened soul, the inner meaning shone out with wondrous glory. I was not in a frame of mind to judge God’s Word, but I accepted it all without demur; I did not venture to sit in judgement on my Judge, and become the reviser of the unerring God. 

Whatever I found to be in His Word, I received with intense joy. From that hour, I bless God that, being not exempt from trouble, and especially not free from a tendency to despondency which is always with me, I yet rejoice and will rejoice, and am happy, unspeakably happy in resting on Jesus Christ. Moreover, I have found that those points of my character which were most weak have been strengthened, while strong passions have been subdued, evil propensities have been kept under, and new principles have been implanted. I am changed; I am as different from what I was as a man could be who had been annihilated, and had then been made over again. Nor do I claim any of the credit for this change, far from it. God has done great things for me, but He has done the same for others, and is willing to do it for any soul that seeks His face through Jesus Christ and His great atoning sacrifice. 

I have known some men who were almost idiots before conversion, but they afterwards had their faculties wonderfully developed. Some time ago, there was a man who was so ignorant that he could not read, and he never spoke anything like grammar in his life unless by mistake; and, moreover, he was considered to be what the people in his neighbourhood called “daft”. And when he was converted, the first thing he did was to pray. He stammered out a few words, and in a little time his powers of speaking began to develop themselves. Then he thought he would like to read the Scriptures, and after long, long months of labour, he learned to read. And what was the next thing? He thought he could preach; and he did preach a little, in his own homely way, in his house. Then he thought, “I must read a few more books.” And so his mind expanded, until, I believe, he is at the present day a useful minister, settled in a country village, labouring for God. 

An idea has long possessed the public mind, that a religious man can scarcely be a wise man. It has been the custom to talk of infidels, atheists, and deists, as men of deep thought and comprehensive intellect; and to tremble for the Christian controversialist as if he must surely fall by the hand of his enemy. This is purely a mistake; for the gospel is the sum of wisdom, an epitome of knowledge, a treasure-house of faith, and a revelation of mysterious secrets. In it, we see how justice and mercy may be married; here we behold inexorable law entirely satisfied, and sovereign love bearing away the sinner in triumph. Our meditation on it enlarges the mind; and as it opens to our soul in successive flashes of glory, we stand astonished at the profound wisdom manifest in it. I have often said that before I knew the gospel, I had gathered up a heterogeneous [a mishmash] mass of all kinds of knowledge from here, there, and everywhere, a bit of chemistry, a bit of botany, a bit of astronomy, and a bit of this, that, and the other. I put them all together, in one great confused chaos; but when I learned the gospel, I got a shelf in my head to put everything on it just where it should be. It seemed to me as if, when I had discovered Christ and Him crucified, I had found the centre of the system, so that it would appear to move in a very irregular manner, either progressive, retrograde, or stationary; but if you could get on the sun, you would see them marching round in their constant, uniform, circular motion. So is it with knowledge. Begin with any other science you like, and truth will seem to be all awry. Begin with the science of Christ crucified, and you will begin with the sun, you will see every other science moving round it in complete harmony. 

The greatest mind in the world will be evolved by beginning at the right end. The old saying is, “Go from nature up to nature’s God”; but it is hard work going up-hill. The best thing is to go from nature’s God down to nature; and if you once get to nature’s God, and believe Him, and love Him, it is surprising how easy it is to hear music in the waves, and songs in the wild whisperings of the winds, to see God everywhere, in the stones, in the rocks, in the rippling brooks, and to hear Him everywhere, in the lowing of cattle, in the rolling of thunders, and in the fury of tempests. Christ is to me the wisdom of God. I can learn everything now that I know the science of Christ crucified. 











AN EXPOSITION OF ROMANS 7:7-25


This is Paul’s own account of his inward conflicts. He longed to conquer sin. He wanted to become a free man and live always a godly and holy life, but he found that there was a battle within his nature.

Verse 7. What shall we say then? Is the Law sin? God forbid! No, I had not known sin, but by the Law: for I had not known lust, except the Law had said, You shall not covet. There are some who hope to overcome their evil propensities by the Law of God. They think that if they can know and feel the authority of the Law of God, that will have an awe over their minds and they shall become holy. Now the Law is, in itself, supremely holy. It cannot be improved. We could not add to it, or take from it without injuring it. It is a perfect Law! But what is its effect upon the mind? When it comes into an unrenewed mind, instead of checking sin, it causes sin! The Apostle says that he had not known lust, except the Law had said, “You shall not covet.” There is a something about us which rebels against law the moment we come to it. There are some things we should never think of doing if we were not prohibited from them — and then there becomes a tendency at once in this vile nature of ours to break the Law of God.

8. But sin, taking occasion by the commandment, worked in me all manner of concupiscence. For without the Law sin was dead. If there had never been any Law, there could not have been any sin, because sin is a breaking of Law! The Law is good. We are not speaking about that. The Law is necessary, but still, such is our nature that the very existence of Law argues and creates the existence of sin. And when the Law comes, then sin comes immediately. “Without the Law sin was dead.”

9. For I was alive without the Law once. I thought that I was everything that was good. I imagined that I was doing everything that was right. I felt no rebellion in my heart. I was alive.

9. But when the commandment came, sin revived, and I died. I kicked at that commandment. My holiness was soon gone. The excellence which I thought I had in my character soon vanished for I found myself breaking the Law of God.

10-13. And the commandment, which was ordained to life, I found to be unto death For sin, taking occasion by the commandment, deceived me, and by it slew me. Therefore the Law is holy, and the commandment holy, and just, and good. Was then that which is good made death unto me? God forbid! But, sin, that it might appear sin, working death in me by that which is good: that sin by the commandment might become exceedingly sinful There was sin in his nature, but he did not know it. But when the commandment came, then that evil nature said, “I won’t keep that commandment,” and it took occasion at once to show itself by breaking that commandment. It was something like a medicine which many a wise physician has given to his patient. There is a deadly disease in the internals of the man and he gives him a medicine that throws it out. You see it on the skin. You feel the pain of it. It would have been his death anyhow. It can only be his death now, but now it is a part of the
process of the cure to bring the disease where it can be seen. And so the Law comes into a man’s heart and because of the rebellion of his nature, he kicks against the Law and sins. It does not make him sinful.

It only shows that he was sinful, for a perfect Law would not make a perfect man sin! It would lead and guide him in the way of holiness. But a perfect Law coming into contact with an imperfect nature soon creates rebellion and sin. It is an illustration that is not good throughout, but still it is of some use. You have seen quicklime — you throw water on it. The water is of a cooling nature. There is nothing in the water but that which would quench fire, and yet when it is thrown upon the lime the consequence is a burning heat! So is it with the Law cast upon man’s nature. It seems to create sin. Not that the Law does it of itself, but, coming into contact with the vicious principles of our nature, sin becomes the product of it. It is the only product. You may preach up the Law of God till everybody becomes worse than he was before. You may read the Ten Commandments till men learn what to do in order to provoke God! The Law does not create holiness. It never can.

14. For we know that the Law is spiritual: but I am carnal, fleshly.

14. Sold under sin. Even now that I have become a Christian and am renewed by Grace!

15. For that which I do, I allow not. I often do that which I do not justify, which I do not wish to do again, which I abhor myself for doing.

16. For what I would, that do I not; but what I hate, that I do. This is the Believer’s riddle. To say that this is not a Believer’s experience is to prove that the man who says it does not know much about how Believers feel. We hate sin and yet, alas, alas, we fall into it! We would live perfect lives if we could, we that are renewed. We make no justification for our sin — it is evil and abominable — yet do we find these two things warring and fighting within.

16. If, then, I do that which I would not, I consent unto the Law that it is good. My inmost heart says the Law of God is good, though I have not kept it as I wish I had — yet my very wish to keep it is the consent of my nature to the goodness of that Law — and proves that there is a vitality about me which will yet throw out the disease and make me right in the sight of God.

17. Now then it is no more I that do it The real “I”, the true “I”, the new-born “ego”. Thank God for that — to have a will to do good, to have a strong, passionate desire to be holy! “To will is present with me.”

17. But sin that dwells in me. I would be earnest in prayer, and my thoughts are distracted. I would love God with all my heart, but something else comes in and steals away a part of it. I would be holy as God is holy, but I find myself falling short of my desires. So the Apostle means.

18-20, For I know that in me (that is, in my flesh,) dwells no good thing: for to will is present with me: but how to perform that which is good I find not For the good that I would, I do not: but the evil which I would not, that I do. Now if I do that I would not, it is no more I that do it The true and real “I”.

20. But sin that dwells in me. Oh, this accursed indwelling sin! Would God it were driven out. We do not say this to excuse ourselves — God forbid — but to blame ourselves that we permit this sin to dwell within us! Yet must we rejoice in God that we are born-again, and that this new “I”, the true “I”, will not yield to sin, but fights against it!

21. I find then a Law. Or rule.

21-24. That, when I would do good, evil is present with me. For I delight in the Law of God after the inward man. But I see another Law in my members, warring against the Law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity to the law of sin which is in my members. O wretched man that I am! Who shall deliver me from the body of this death? Now, the more holy a man gets, the more he cries in this fashion. While he is low down in the scale, he puts up with sin and he is uneasy. But when he gets to see Christ and get somewhat like He, the more nearly he approximates to the image of his Master, the more the presence of the least sinful thought is horrifying to him! He would, if he could, never look on sin again — never have the slightest inclination to it, but he
finds his heart getting abroad and wandering when he would tether it down, if he could, to the Cross and crucify it there. And so the more happy he is in Christ the more desperately does he cry against the wretchedness of being touched with sin, even in the least degree. “Oh, wretched man that I am! Who shall deliver me from the body of this death?”

25. I thank God through Jesus Christ our Lord. It will be done! I shall be delivered. I shall be perfect — 

“Oh, blissful hour! Oh, sweet abode! 
I shall be near and like my God.
And flesh and sin no more control
The sacred pleasures of the soul.”

(Isaac Watts)

Oh, to be without fault before the Throne of God — without tendency to   sin, without the possibility of it, immaculately clean, with a heart   that sends forth pure waters like the River of Life that flows from beneath the Throne of God! This is our portion! We are looking for it, and we will never rest until we get it, blessed be His name. “I thank
God through Jesus Christ our Lord.”

25. So then with the mind I myself serve the Law of God. With the new nature.

25. But with the flesh, the law of sin. With the flesh — this old rubbishing stuff that must die and be buried, and the sooner the better! With my old corrupt nature I serve the law of sin. But what a mercy it is that the next verse is that, despite that: “There is, therefore, now no condemnation to them which are in Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh but after the Spirit.”







































1. THE SOUL’S GREAT CRISIS

(No. 3475)

DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON,

ON LORD’S-DAY EVENING, JULY 24, 1870

“For without the law sin was dead. For I was alive without the law once, but when the commandment came, sin revived, and I died.” (Romans 7:8-9)


I REMEMBER once reading a chapter of a book which commenced with this heading,
“The Inside of the World”. The book, of course, was occupied very much with geology and to speculations about the interior of the globe. Tonight I want you to consider not the inside of the world, but the little world within us, that microcosm, the human heart, and some strange things that happen there — and especially one singular and mysterious work which goes on in the minds of those who become the children of God. They are brought from one state into another by a very remarkable process. A process which, while they are undergoing it, they do not understand. And for need of knowing what it is, and what God is driving at, some of them are often driven to very great despondency — some even to despair. Whereas if they would see in the text what I shall try to hold up and expound — a kind of mirror in which they might see a reflection of their hearts and their own experience — they might, perhaps, come into light and liberty all the sooner. May it be so, even now! We shall first speak of the words of the Apostle in this way. Here is, firstly, life without the Law of God. Here is, secondly, sin coming to the Light of God. And here is, thirdly, the man himself — death brought by the Law to him. 

I. And, first, let me speak of LIFE WITHOUT THE LAW OF GOD.

The Apostle says that sin was at one time dead in him, and he was alive without the Law of God. Now, when he says “without the law”, he does not mean that he never heard the Law of God read, for it was read in the synagogue every Sabbath. He does not mean that he did not know it, for he was probably acquainted with every letter of it. He sat at the feet of Gamaliel, and he was a Pharisee of the Pharisees according to his own profession — and they were a sect much addicted to the study not only of the Law of God, but of the jots and tittles of it — they held, in fact, constant discussions and disputes with one another about the minute particulars of that Law.

He knew the Law in the letter of it, and understood it so far as it could be understood
from his point of view, but yet he says he was alive without the Law, by which he means this — the Law had never come home to his heart and to his conscience. It was because of this, therefore, that he was living in a state of false security. He thought he had kept it. He believed that if anyone in the world had kept the Commandments from his youth up, he, Saul of Tarsus, was that man! He did not dread dying, or standing before the Judgement Seat of God — he felt himself perfectly ready for that. Wrapped up in his own Law-keeping, he felt himself perfectly secure. He was at ease and peace. Nothing disturbed him. He did not lie sleepless on his bed at night, thinking of his iniquity — on the contrary, he lulled himself to sleep with some such a prayer as this — “God, I thank You I am not as other men are — an adulterer or extortioner, or even as this Publican. I fast twice in the week. I pay tithes of all I possess.” He thought he was perfectly safe! He thought that he was doing all he ought to do, leaving nothing undone that he ought to have done! He thought that he was, in fact, in excellent repute in heaven, and he was certainly on the very best possible terms with himself!

The consequence of this was that he was alive without the Law of God. In another sense, his security brought him pride — he looked down on all others. If by chance a Publican met him in the street, he gave him all the room he could. If he ever passed by a woman that was a sinner, he took care to look quite the other way, or to let her see how scornfully he thought of her. If, by chance, he mentioned a Gentile, he called him a dog — for this great one, Saul of Tarsus, had so kept the Law of God, and felt so quiet and peaceful within, that he could afford to stand on the very pinnacle of eminence and look down with derision on those poorer mortals who were not so good as he was!

The next step that Paul, who was a thorough-going one, took — he indulged in persecution — for as soon as you think yourself better than others, you become the judge of others! And the next step is to carry out your own sentence on others. And inasmuch as this Saul of Tarsus heard that there were some who did not believe that they were as good as he, who did not profess to be saved, as he expected to be by his own works, but who talked of one Jesus, who was the Son of God, who had died for their sins and who had risen from the dead and given them pardon — when he heard that they were trusting in the merits of this Glorious One, whom, they said, had ascended to the right hand of God, he was exceedingly angry with them! Why, they were opposed to his theory of his own excellence! They were practically protesting against his very comfortable state of mind! They were, in fact, setting up altogether an opposition doctrine which laid the axe to the root of the tree of his belief and might fell
the goodly tree beneath which he found such shelter! So he began at once to haul them to prison, to compel them to blaspheme in the name of Christ if he could, and when he had harried them through Jerusalem, and punished them with all his might in his own country!

Then he must seek letters from the high priest that he might go to Damascus to carry out the same measures there! Paul was indeed alive! He was not only as good as he ought to be, but he was rather better — and he now set out to make other people better. If he could not make them better by his talking to them, he would make them better by scourging and killing them! Great “I”, how lofty it stood! How it held up its head! “I was alive,” he said. But alas, Paul, you did not understand the Law of God that soon would have cut you down and killed you, and killed your “I”, and brained you, and left you dead on the spot!

Now, in what respect was Paul alive without the Law? To answer this, we will not speak
so much of Paul as of many others who are in the same state. Some are alive without the Law of God because they have never seen the spirituality of it. Their notion was that, “you shall not commit adultery” meant simply an act of uncleanness. Therefore they felt perfectly innocent. But if they had known that it meant a great deal more —that the Law of God condemned them if there had been even an unclean thought, and that uncleanness of heart was as obnoxious to God as uncleanness of life, then their life would soon have come to an end — their life of pride and security — for they would have found that the Law would not give them shelter, though they thought it did. “You shall not kill.” Why, there is no one here, I suppose, but would say, “I am clear there. I have never killed anybody.” But, my dear Friend, I can understand your being alive without the Law of God, if you do not know as you ought to know that that Commandment means that even anger is murder — and he who is angry with his brother, has killed him in his heart! What if you have never struck him? Have you ever wanted to? What if it never came to actually knocking him to the ground? Yet if you have spoken bitter words — these show what you would have done and this is set down in God’s Book as being a sin — a sin for which He will require you to give an account at the Last Great Day!

Now, Paul had never seen this; but once upon a time, and that was through the little
window of that Commandment, “You shall not covet”, Paul saw the Light of God and he said to himself, “What? Does this Law condemn me for having a covetous desire?” “Ah, then,” he said, “I am not as secure as I thought I was! I cannot afford to be proud. I cannot afford to judge others. I must judge myself.” He lived in that proud, haughty life because he did not understand the Law of God. There are many others who are living in the same self-righteous way — good self-righteous people, wrapping themselves up in the garment of their goodness because they have really been very careless about what the Law is. They have not looked into it. Whether there is a Law of God or not has really never been thoroughly and deeply considered by them. They
know it as a matter of religious teaching, but nothing more. O Sir, how easily ought your conscience convict you, for when a subject does not even care to know whether a king has a law or not, what a traitor he is! When he says, “It is no business of mine to know the king’s will. I do not care what the king’s will is” — why, if he has committed no overt offence, that of itself is an offence! He stands out as one convicted of being a traitor, and guilty of sedition and treason against his king!

There are others who say in their heart, if they won’t put it into words, for most fools,
according to David, are not such fools as to speak out loud — “The fool has said in his heart,” says David — they say in their heart, “How does God know, and is there knowledge with the Most High? What if we break His Law — does He care about it?” And then they cap it all by saying, “Is He not very merciful? He won’t be severe with us poor creatures. What if we have offended? We will whisper a prayer or two when we are dying — and all will be blotted out.” You think that God is such a One as yourself! Because you can trifle with sin, you imagine Jehovah can do so! Oh, if you did but know His Law, did but understand how inflexible it is. and how true is His declaration that He will by no means spare the guilty, which means He will by no means spare you, you would soon lay aside this easy-going life of yours, and no longer could you live as you now live! You would be slain by the Word of the Lord! 

In addition to these, I have no doubt that there are many professors of religion who are living without the Law of God. I mean that they are living reputable, respectable Christian lives and they, themselves, believe they are converted, but they are alive without the Law. That is, there is mingled with their faith in Christ some sort of trust in themselves. They have never seen that the Law puts an end to all human power, strength and merit as any assistance to Christ in the matter of salvation. I have sometimes wished that some of our younger Brothers and Sisters who do not seem to have felt very deeply in their hearts the work of Christ, might for once feel what it is for the Commandment to come into their souls and lay them prostrate, for if it ever did, then their new life, which they would receive from Christ, would be of a deeper and, I trust, of a more effective power on their hearts and lives, and upon their general walk towards Christ and His Church. You see then, dear Friends, there is such a thing as being alive without the Law of God.

A man may be in such a state as to think it is all right, because he does not know the Law — and let me say there is no more foolish and dangerous condition in the world than this! A man who has never cared about the Law of God and does not know it and, therefore, concludes that he is righteous, is like someone who thinks he is rich, or tries to think he is — and keeps up a large house and his carriage with a large expenditure. Can he afford it? How about his books? Well, he has had a few difficulties, but he met one debt by a loan, and when that loan comes due he will meet that with another. He says he is all right — he believes he is all right — he thinks he is all right! Does he ever look at his books? Oh, no! He says they are very dry reading. He does not need any stock-taking — he does not want anybody to look into his affairs. Now, without any kind of guesswork, every business man knows how that will end! He knows that it means bankruptcy — ruin. So it does! With a man who says, “All right, I do not care to enquire about my soul-affairs. I dare say it is as I hope it is — I think it is, and I am not going to concern myself about it.” It will end in everlasting bankruptcy, my dear Hearer — sure to, sure to — it cannot be anything else! You are like a ship at sea that ought to have been long ago given up to the ship breaker. There she is out at sea. The captain doesn’t care to enquire whether the timbers are sound, or whether they are well caulked, or whether the pumps will work well or not. She has seemed to go very well in fair weather and he does not care to know anything else. There is none of us who would like to go to sea in a vessel like that! We would want to know whether the vessel could stand the strain of a storm, whether she was seaworthy and, if she were not so, we would rather stay on shore!

Many of you are in rotten vessels tonight — ships that are worm-eaten through and through, and you will find them go to pieces when once a storm comes up! God have mercy on you and deliver you from these false hopes, and this living without His Law! And may the Law of God come on board your vessel even now, and begin to test the timbers, and if you should stand by and discover that the thing is only fit to be broken up, why, then I trust you will get on board a better vessel, a vessel that will stand all storms, of whom Christ is the Captain — a vessel which, indeed, is Christ, Himself. 

II. Now we must pass on to the second point: THE REVIVAL OF SIN.

Paul says, “The commandment came, and sin revived.” It seemed to him before as if it were quite dead. He did not believe he had any great sin in him. Other people might have, but Saul of Tarsus was so good there could not be much sin in him. “But when the commandment came, sin revived.” What does it mean by the commandment coming? It means this, that he understood its meaning. He never saw it before — that it had respect to his thoughts, his wishes and desires. Now that he saw this, sin revived in him! It means, next, that he saw that the Law was not a thing to be trifled with, that the Law of God was not meant to be written and there to lie like a dead letter, but that God had sworn by Himself that He would carry out that Law and would not spare those who dared to break it! That He would execute judgement upon all those who defy Him to His face and break His Commandments. When Saul saw that, the commandment had come, and sin revived. But best of all, this Saul of Tarsus felt, as I know many of you have, the power of the Law working on the soul. There is no sharper instrument with which to lance the soul than the broken Law of God! There is no harrow that can tear the soul like that harrow of the Ten Commandments. There is no arrow that can go forth and slay the soul’s self-satisfaction as God’s Commandments do when we see that they are holy, just, good — and that we have broken every one of them — broken them a thousand times, and that every breach of the Law is calling out for vengeance against us! It is a dreadful thing, but a necessary thing, that we should all of us have the Commandments thus coming home to us. Paul thought they were buried. But as soon as the commandments came, sin revived. He means by that that he now saw that sins that had laid buried without monuments suddenly burst their cerements and rose up like the dead on the day of resurrection. “There they are,” he seemed to say — “the Commandments have come, and my sins, like a great cloud, have revived—they live, and every one points at and accuses me as the Law of God condemns me.”

Then sin revived in another sense, for Paul said to himself, “How could God have given
me such a Law? How can He be so stern and strict? I do not love this Law — neither do I love God.” He thought he did until then. When he understood the Law, he found that he did not either love God or the Law—and the rebellion which had always been in his spirit now began to show itself — and He began to feel in his heart a hatred against the Law of God that condemned him, and against the God whom he had offended. Sin revived! The very display of the Law produced it and yet though it was thus manifested, it had always been there! Saul did not know it, but sin had always been there — all that the Law did was to come with a candle and just show him what he never thought was there! A person goes down into a cellar that has been shut up for a long time and there are lots of foul creatures on the floor and spiders on the walls. He goes down without a candle, and he does not see them. But another time he takes the candle—and how soon he wishes to get out of the place! Now the candle shows him the spiders and the other loathsome things, but it does not make them, it only shows what existed before. The Law of God does that. Perhaps those loathsome creatures were all quiet while there was darkness, but when the candle came, there they scurried to and fro to escape its light! All the things which otherwise had slept. And when the Law comes, it just does that — it lets out all the loathsomeness of our sinful nature which had been dammed up before — it lets it go forth and we find out that it was there, already, and always there, and then, like the writer of this memorable Epistle, we say, “Sin revived and I died.”

“A strange experience!” you will tell me, but I assure you it is only the usual experience
of the children of God! It is the way in which we have been brought to Christ! The Law of God has come to us, and sin has revived in us, and we have died. 

III. Now the third point is to show what Paul means by saying he “died.” THE MEANING OF DEATH THROUGH THE LAW.

What died in Paul was that which ought never to have lived. It was that great, “I” in
Paul — ”sin revived, and I died” — that, “I” that used to say, “I thank You that I am not as other men” — that, “I” that folded its arms in satisfied security — that, “I” that bent its knee in prayer, but never bowed down the heart in penitence—that, “I,” died! The Law of God killed it. It could not live in such light as that. It was a creature only fit for darkness — and when the Law came, this great, “I,” died! And I think it means this. 

First, he died in this respect — he saw he was condemned to die. He heard pronounced upon himself the sentence of condemnation! He had just thought so — he would have felt insulted if anybody had told him so, but now he seemed to see the
great Judge of All summoning him before Him and accusing him of having broken His
commands and saying, “Depart you cursed one, for you have broken My Law.” He died, then, in the sense that he felt condemnation pronounced upon him. A dreadful feeling, that! Then next, all his hopes from his past life died. He used to look back with great comfort upon his fasting, his almsgiving and temple attendance — but now he felt, “What an awful hypocrite I have been all along, for I have only been there with my body — my heart never went there — I was keeping God’s Laws, I thought, but I never loved that Law at all. I find now I hated it. Or, if I had understood what it was, I would have hated it. I only loved the shell of it. I did not know its kernel. I merely loved its outward breath because I hoped to gain by it, but the Law, itself, I did not love, nor did I love God, either.” So all the past withered up, and the Paul—the Saul—the, “I,” that had been so great as to his past, died.

And then again, all his hopes as to the future died. Before, when he had fallen into any
outward sin, he had always said to himself, “Never mind, we will do better next time. We shall mend this matter yet — we will keep the Law in future — we will make the phylacteries wider and the garments broader. But now he saw that —

“Could my tears forever flow,
Could my zeal no respite know,
All for sin could not atone.
Thou must save, and thou alone.”

(Augustus Toplady)

He had broken the Law of God and all attempts to keep it in the future could not mend
the past breaches and transgressions! And he knew that as he had broken it in the past, he would be sure to break it in the future — and in that respect he died.

And then again, all his powers seemed to die. Formerly, he had said, “I can keep the
Law,” but now, when he saw the blaze of this mysterious holiness, when he perceived that every thought, word and wish would condemn him, he sat at the foot of Sinai and trembled and entreated that those words might not be spoken to him anymore. He felt the Law was too great, too terrible for him to ever hope to keep it! And he fell at the feet of the Law as one that was dead. So died all his hopes. Now he felt that he was condemned forever. The last ray of hope was gone. And mark, there is no despair that is more deep than the despair of one who was once quite secure, and even boastful! Many have I seen who were once self-righteous — and I have pitied them from my heart. When God has turned His blazing light of Truth on all their life, righteousness has gone! Oh, they have not known what to do — they have wished they had never been born! Like John Bunyan, they have wished they had been frogs or toads sooner than be men! They had felt they could have cursed the day of their birth, now that all hope was gone once and for all. And when they have told me of this, all I could do was to smile in their faces and say, “Thank God! I am very glad of it,” and then they have thought me cruel, but I have said, “It must be so, for now you will be saved.” God must clear away all your rubbish before He can give you His Grace!

So with this I shall conclude. If there are any of you tonight passing through what I have described — if you are as one dead tonight because your former hopes have been killed by the Law of God, I am so glad of it! But let me tell you, do not think your case an unusual one. Do not go home and say, “I have been killed.” Thousands of God’s servants have been the same. Ah, when I had made the discovery that I had broken God’s Law so often, and that I must perish and be cast into hell on account of my sins, I remember what sin worked in me and what loathing of myself I felt — and that by the space of months and years together — because I did not hear the gospel fully preached, for, had I, I would have had peace much sooner! Now you, dear Friends, will be helped tonight when I tell you it is nothing unusual. It is a Valley of the Shadow of Death, but most pilgrims go through it, and all go through it more or less — and again, I say I am glad of it! When the Countess of Huntingdon said to Whitfield, “What makes you look so sad, Mr. Whitfield?” he replied, “Oh, I may well look sad, for I am lost.” “Oh,” she said, “Mr. Whitfield, I am so glad, for Jesus Christ came to seek and save that which was lost.” 

I could preach all night if I had a congregation that felt themselves quite lost — because then they would be sure to be saved! It would be no use preaching otherwise. When the Law once preaches, it makes you weep and feel you are lost. And then, when you are like the soil that is well ploughed ready for the seed to be scattered in the furrows, the precious Seed of God will be scattered, and, perhaps, before long, up springs the harvest—you are blessed and God is glorified!

Let me say to any who have been killed by the Law, “It was necessary that you should
be. You may now understand where salvation lies. You have no merits of your own —you do not need any. Christ has all the merits that you need to take you to Heaven.” But can you get Christ’s merit? Yes, get it tonight! If you will, with your heart, believe on the Lord Jesus, and with your mouth make confession of Him, you shall be saved. If you will trust Him to save you, He will save you and His merit shall be yours! As long as you have any good in yourself, I know you will have nothing from Christ. But when all your hope from your own merit is laid at the foot of the Law, then what an opportunity there is for the Gospel to come in! It comes, and it says this, “Come unto Me all you that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” It points you to Jesus crucified, who carried your sins, who was punished instead of you — shows you how God’s Justice has been satisfied in Christ. Believe and live!

Take the mercy God freely offers you. Take it without money and without price. Take it without fitness or preparation. Take it now! Simply take it as God presents it to you. Just as you are without having any plea but the one plea that Jesus died — just as you are — take Jesus, and put yourself on Him. What can you do otherwise, you dead one? What can you do otherwise, you filthy one? You are condemned, you are guilty — God has pronounced your sentence! Touch the silver sceptre freely held out to you now. You cannot be saved by works. Let others try it if they will — you cannot, you know you cannot! Oh, then, be saved by Grace! God freely offers it by His dear Son in the preached gospel. He will not deny it to any one of you, however filthy you may have been, or however vile you may feel yourself to be! You have but to come, but to trust, but to believe in Jesus, but to rely upon Him — to throw yourself upon Him, to lean on Him, to hang on Him, to depend on Him — and you will be saved!

Oh, that the Lord may grant you Grace to do so! And I know He will! If you have been
slain by the Law, He will make you alive by the Gospel — for have you never read the words, “I kill and I make alive. I wound and I heal”? Oh, the mercy of that, “I heal”! He heals the broken in heart, and binds up their wounds! He will have regard to the prayer of the destitute. He will not despise their prayers. “I am poor and needy, yet the Lord thinks about me” — is not that you again? “Though your sins are as scarlet, they shall be white as snow; though they are red like crimson, they shall be as wool.” Ah, Soul, what good news for you, that if the Law has killed you, you did not need the Law—you have got Christ, who is better! You can still have salvation, though you forfeited it by your own works. You can have that from mercy which you cannot have from justice! You may have that from Jesus which you might never have from Moses. 

I want to preach but a short sermon. Sometimes they are all the better remembered. God bless you, and write His Truth on your hearts! 

Amen.
























2. THE MONSTER DRAGGED TO LIGHT

(No. 1095)

A SERMON DELIVERED ON LORD’S-DAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 9, 1873,

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

“Sin, that it might appear sin, working death in me by that which is good, that sin by the commandment might become exceedingly sinful.” (Romans 7:13)


“Philosophers have measured mountains 
Fathomed the depths of seas, of states, and kings,
Walked with a staff to Heaven and traced fountains: 
But there are two vast, spacious things,
The which to measure it does more behove: 
Yet few there are that sound them — Sin and Love.”

So sang George Herbert, that sweet and saintly poet, and of one of those “two vast spacious things” we are about to speak on this morning — namely, sin. May the Holy Spirit direct us in thought and  speech while into the very centre of our subject we plunge at once, keeping to the words of our text.

I. Our first point to consider this morning shall be that TO MANY MEN, SIN DOES NOT APPEAR SIN. 

Yes, and in all men in their natural blindness there is an ignorance of what sin is. It needs the power of the Divine Omnipotence, the voice of that same Majesty, which said, “Let there be light,” and there was light to illuminate the human mind, or else it
will remain in darkness as to much of its own actual sin and the deep and deadly evil which belongs to it. Man, with wretched perverseness of misconception, abides content in a wrong idea of it. His deeds are evil and he will not come to the light lest he should know more concerning that evil than he wishes to know.

Moreover, such is the power of self-esteem that though sin abounds in the sinner he will not readily be brought to feel or confess its existence. There are men in this world, steeped up to the throat in iniquity, who never dream that they have committed anything worse than little faults. There are those whose souls are saturated with it till
they are like the wool that has been lying in the scarlet dye — and yet they conceive themselves as white as snow. This is due in part to that dullness of conscience which is the result of the Fall. Though I have heard 10,000 times that conscience is the deputy of God in the soul of man, I have never been able to subscribe to that dogma.

It is no such thing! In many persons conscience is perverted. In others only a fragment of it remains and in all it is fallible and subject to aberrations. Conscience is in all men a thing of degrees dependent upon education, example and previous character. It is an eye of the soul, but it is frequently partly blind and weak and always needs light from above or else it does but mock the soul. Conscience is a faculty of the mind, which, like every other, has suffered serious damage through our natural depravity and it is by no means perfect. It is only the understanding acting upon moral subjects and upon such matters it often puts bitter for sweet and sweet for bitter, darkness for light and light for darkness. Therefore it is that men’s sins do not appear to them to be sin.

In all probability there is not one, even among renewed men, who fully knows the evil of sin nor will there be until in Heaven we shall be perfect. And then, when we shall see the perfection of Divine holiness, we shall understand how black a thing was sin. Men who have lived underground all their lives do not know how dark the mine is, nor can they know it until they stand in the blaze of a summer’s noon. In a great measure, our inability to see sin arises from the exceedingly deceitfulness both of sin and of the human heart. Sin assumes the brightest forms even as Satan attires himself as an angel of light. Such a thing as iniquity walking abroad in its own nakedness is seldom
seen — like Jezebel it attires its head and paints its face. And, indeed, the heart loves to have it so and is eager to be deceived.

We will, if we can, extenuate our faults. We are all very quick-sighted to perceive something, which, if it does not quite excuse our fault, at all events prevents its being placed in the first-class of atrocities. Sometimes we will not understand the Commandment. We are willing not to know its force and stringency. It is too keen and sharp and we try to blunt its edge. If we can find a milder meaning for it we are glad to do so, “The heart is deceitful above all things, and desperately wicked” — therefore it
invents a thousand falsehoods. As the deceivableness of sin is very great, so that it adorns itself with the  colours of righteousness and makes men believe that they are pleasing God when they are offending Him, so is man, himself, an eager self-deceiver and, like the fool in Solomon’s Proverbs, he readily follows the flatterer.

In most men, their not seeing sin to be sin arises from their ignorance of the spirituality of the Law. Men read the Ten Commandments and they suppose them to mean nothing more than the superficial sense. If they read, for instance, “You shall do no murder,” straightway they say, “I have never broken that Law.” But they forget that he that hates his brother is a murderer and that unrighteous anger is a distinct violation of the command. If I wilfully do anything which tends to destroy or shorten life, either my own or my neighbour’s, I am breaking the Commandment.

A man finds it written, “You shall not commit adultery.” “Well, well,” he says, “I am clear there.” Straightway he plumes himself upon the supposition that he is chastity itself. But if he is given to understand that the command touches the heart and that a licentious look is adultery, and that even a desire to do that which is evil condemns the soul, then straightway he sees things in a very different light and sees that to be sin which had never troubled him before. Commonly — yes, universally — until the Spirit of God comes into the soul there is a total ignorance as to what the Law means. Men say, with a light heart, “Lord, have mercy upon us, and incline our hearts to keep this Law.” But, if they did but know it, they would say, “Lord, have mercy upon us, and cleanse us of our innumerable infractions of a Law which we cannot keep and which must forever condemn us as long as we abide under its power.”

Thus you see a few of the reasons why sin does not appear in its true light to the unconverted, but cheats impenitent and self-righteous minds. This is one of the most deplorable results of sin. It injures us most by taking from us the capacity to know how much we are injured. It undermines the man’s constitution and yet leads him to boast of unfailing health. It makes him a beggar and tells him he is rich. It strips him and makes him glory in his fancied robes. In this it resembles slavery, which, by degrees eats into the soul and makes a man content in his chains. Bondage at length degrades a man so that at last he forgets the misery of slavery and the dignity of freedom and is unable to strike the blow when a happy hour offers him the chance of liberty.

Sin, like the deadly frost of the northern regions, benumbs its victim before it slays him. Man is so diseased that he fancies his disease to be health and judges healthy men to be under wild delusions. He loves the enemy which destroys him! He warms at his bosom the viper whose fangs cause his death. The most unhappy thing that can happen to a man is for him to be sinful and to judge his sinfulness to be righteousness! The Papist advances to his alter and bows before a piece of bread — but he does not feel that he is committing idolatry — no, he believes that he is acting in a praiseworthy manner! The persecutor hounded his fellow creatures to prison and to death, but he thought he truly did God a service! You and I can see the idolatry of the Papist and the murder committed by the persecutor — but the guilty persons do not see it.

The passionate man imagines himself to be rightly indignant. The greedy man is proud of his own prudence. The unbeliever rejoices in his independence of mind. These are the aspects under which iniquity presents itself to the spiritually blind. There is the mischief of sin — that it throws out of gear the balances by which the soul discerns between good and evil! What horrible beings those must have been who could run down a vessel crowded with living souls and then, while hearing them shriek and cry for help, could go steaming away from them, leaving them all to perish in the overwhelming waters! To what a state of inhumanity must they have sunk to be able to do such a thing! The wreck of the vessel is hardly more dreadful than the wreck of the moral sense and common humanity in those who left the hundreds to die when they might have saved them.

To be able to stab a man would be horrible. But, to be so bad that after stabbing him you felt no sense of wrong doing would be far worse. Yet with every act of sin there goes a measure of heart-hardening, so that he who is capable of great crimes is usually incapable of knowing them to be such. With the ungodly this pestilential influence is very powerful, leading them to cry, “peace, peace,” where there is no peace and to rebel against the most Holy God without fear or compunction. And, alas, since even in the saints there remains the old nature, even they are not altogether free from the darkening power of sin, for I do not hesitate to say that we all unwittingly allow ourselves into practices which, clearer light would show to be sins.

Even the best of men have done this in the past. For instance, John Newton, in his trading for slaves in his early days, never seemed to have felt that there was any wrong in it. And Whitefield, in accepting slaves for his orphanage in Georgia, never raised or dreamed of raising the question as to whether slavery was in itself sinful. Perhaps advancing light will show that many of the habits and customs of our present civilisation are essentially bad and our grandsons will wonder   how we could have acted as we did. It may need centuries before the national conscience, or even the common Christian conscience, will be enlightened up to the true standard of right — and the individual man may need many a chastisement and rebuke from the Lord before he has fully discerned between good and evil.

O you demon, Sin! You are proved to be sin with a vengeance, by thus deluding us! You do not only poison us, but make us imagine our poison to be medicine — you defile us and make us think ourselves the more beautiful! You slay us and make us dream that we are enjoying life! My Brothers and Sisters, before we can be restored to the holy image of Christ, which is the ultimatum of every Christian, we must be taught to know sin to be sin! And we must have a restoration of the tenderness of conscience which would have been ours had we never fallen. A measure of this discernment and tenderness of judgement is given to us at conversion — for conversion, apart from it — would be impossible. How can a man repent of that which he does not know to be sin? How shall he humble himself before God concerning that which he does not recognise to be evil in God’s sight? He must have enlightenment. Sin must be made to appear as sin to him.

Moreover, man will not renounce his self-righteousness till he sees his sinfulness. As long as he believes himself to be righteous, he will hug that righteousness and stand before God with the Pharisee’s cry, “God, I thank You that I am not as other men are!” As long as it is possible for us to swim on the bladders of our own righteousness we will never take to the lifeboat of Christ’s righteousness. We can only be driven to Free Grace by sheer stress of weather and as long as our leaky boat of self-will only keeps us above the flood, we will hold to it.

It is a miracle of Grace to make a man see himself so as to loathe himself and confess the impossibility of being saved by his own works. Yet, till this is done, faith in Jesus is impossible — for no man will look to the righteousness of another while he is satisfied with his own righteousness — and everyone believes he has a righteousness of his 

You must be made to loathe yourselves as in the presence of God or else you never will fly to the atoning blood for cleansing. Unless sin is seen to be sin, Divine Grace will never be seen to be Divine Grace, nor Jesus to be a Saviour. And without this, salvation is impossible! Here, then, we leave this important point — bearing witness, again, that to the natural man sin does not appear as sin — and, therefore, a work of  Grace must be worked in him to open his blind eyes, or he cannot be saved.

These are own till he sees sin in its native hideousness. Unless sin is revealed to you as a boundless evil, whoever you may be — where God and Christ are you can never come! You must be made to see that your heart reeks with evil — that your past life has been defiled with iniquity — and you must also be taught that this evil of yours is no trifle, but a monstrous and horrible thing! No soft speeches and fair words, but hard Truths of God — may the Holy Spirit lead many hearts to feel how sorrowfully true they are.




II. This leads us to our second consideration — WHERE SIN IS MOST CLEARLY SEEN, IT APPEARS TO BE  SIN. 

Its most terrible aspect is its own natural self. Sin at its worst appears to be sin. Do I seem to repeat myself? Does this utterance sound like a mere platitude? Then I cannot help it, for the text puts it so. And I know you will not despise the text. But, indeed, there is a depth of meaning in the expression, “Sin, that it might appear sin” — as if the Apostle could find no other word so terribly descriptive of sin as its own name. He does not say, “Sin, that it might appear like Satan.” No, for sin is worse than the devil since it made the devil what he is. Satan as an existence is God’s creature and this, sin never was. Its origin and nature are altogether apart from God.

Sin is even worse than hell, for it is the sting of that dreadful punishment. Anselm used to say that if hell were on one side and sin on the other, he would rather leap into hell than willingly sin against God. Paul does not say, “Sin, that it might appear madness.” Truly it is moral insanity, but it is worse than that by far. It is so bad that there is no name for it but itself. One of our poets who wished to show how evil sin looks in the presence of redeeming love, could only say — 

“When the wounds of Christ exploring, 
Sin does like itself appear.
When the wounds of Christ exploring,
I can read my pardon there.”

(Joseph Swain)

If you need an illustration of what is meant, we might find one in Judas. If you wanted to describe him, you might say he was a traitor, a thief and a betrayer of innocent blood. But you would finish up by saying, “he was a Judas” — that gives you all in one — none could match him in villainy.

If you wished a man to feel a horror of murder, you would not wish murder to appear to him as manslaughter, or as destruction of life, or as mere cruelty, but you would want it to appear as murder — you could use no stronger expression. So here, when the Lord turns the strong light of His eternal Spirit upon sin and reveals it in all its hideousness and defilement, it appears to be not only moral discord, disorder, deformity, or corruption, but neither more nor less than SIN. “Sin,” says Thomas Brooks, “is the only thing that God abhors. It brought Christ to the Cross. It damns souls. It shuts heaven and it laid the foundations of hell.”

There are persons who see sin as a misfortune, but this is far short of the true view and, indeed, very wide of it. How commonly do we hear one sort of sinner called, “an unfortunate.” This indicates a very lax morality. Truly it is a calamity to be a sinner, but it is much more than a calamity — and he who only sees sin as his misfortune has not
seen it so as to be saved from it! Others have come to see sin as folly and so far they see aright, for it is essentially folly — and every sinner is a fool. A fool is God’s own name for a sinner — commonly used   throughout the book of Psalms. But for all that, sin is more than   folly. It is not mere lack of wit or mistaken judgement — it is the   knowing and wilful choice of evil — and it has in it a certain maliciousness against God which is far worse than mere stupidity. To see sin as folly is a good thing, but it is not a gracious thing, nor a saving thing.

Some, too, have seen certain sins to be crimes and yet have not viewed them as sins. Our use of the word “crime” is significant. When an action hurts our fellow men, we call it a crime. When it only offends God, we style it a sin. If I were to call you criminals, you would be disgusted with me. But if I call you sinners, you will not be at all angry because to offend man is a thing you would not like to do, but to offend God is to many persons a small matter, scarcely worth a moment’s thought. Human nature has become so perverted that if men know that they have broken human laws they are ashamed — but the breach of a command which only affects the Lord Himself causes them very little concern.

If we were to steal, or lie, or knock another down, we would be ashamed of ourselves, and so we ought to be. But, for all that, such shame would be no work of Divine Grace. Sin must appear to be sin against God — that is the point. We must say with David, “Against You, You only, have I sinned, and done this evil in Your sight.” With the prodigal we must cry, “Father, I have sinned against Heaven and before You, and am
no more worthy to be called Your son.” That is the true view of it. May the Lord bring us to confess our transgressions after that sort.

And here, lend me your ears a minute or two. Think how odious a thing sin is. Beloved, our offences are committed against a Law which is based upon right. It is holy and just and good — it is the best Law which could be conceived. To break a bad Law we may be more than excusable, but there can be no excuse for transgression when the Commandment commends itself to every man’s conscience. There is not one command in God’s Word which is either harsh, arbitrary, or unnecessary. If we, ourselves, were perfect in holiness, infinitely wise, and had to write a Law, we should have written just the Law which God has given us.

The Law is just to our fellow men and beneficial to ourselves. When it forbids anything, it does but set up danger signals where real danger to ourselves exists. The Law is a kind of spiritual police to keep us out of harm’s way. Those who offend against it injure themselves. Sin is a false, mean, unrighteous thing. It does evil all round and brings
good to nobody. It has not one redeeming feature. It is evil, only evil, and that continually. It is a wicked, wanton, purposeless, useless rejection of that which is good and right in favour of that which is disgraceful and injurious. We ought, also, to remember that the Divine Law is binding upon men because of the right and authority
of the Lawgiver. God has made us, ought we not to serve Him?

Our existence is prolonged by His kindness, we could not live a moment without Him — should we not obey Him? God is superlatively good. He has never done us any harm. He has always designed our benefit and has treated us with unbounded kindness. Why should we wilfully insult Him by breaking laws which He had a right to make and which He has made for our good? Is it not shameful to do that which He hates when there can be nothing to gain thereby and no reason for doing it? How I wish every heart here could hear that plaintive lamentation of the Lord — it is wonderful condescension that He should describe Himself as uttering it — “The ox knows his owner and the ass his master’s crib, but Israel does not know — My people do not consider.”
That other word of pleading is equally pathetic where the Lord expostulates and cries “Oh, do not this abominable thing that I hate!” After all His tenderness in which He has acted towards us — as a father to his child — we have turned against Him and harboured His enemy. We have found our pleasure in grieving Him and have called His commands burdens and His service weariness. Shall we not repent of this? Can we continue to act so basely? This day, my God, I hate sin not because it damns me, but because it has done You wrong! To have grieved my God is the worst of grief to me. The heart renewed by Grace feels a deep sympathy with God in the ungrateful treatment which He has received from us. It cries out, “How could I have offended Him? Why did I treat so gracious a God in so disgraceful a manner? He has done me good and no evil, why have I slighted Him?”

Had the Eternal been a tyrant and had His Laws been despotic, I could imagine some dignity in a revolt against Him. But seeing He is a Father full of gentleness and tenderness, whose loving kindnesses are beyond all count, sin against Him is exceedingly sinful! Sin is worse than bestial, for the beasts only return evil for evil. Sin is devilish — for it returns evil for good. Sin is lifting our heel against our Benefactor — it is base ingratitude, treason, causeless hate, spite against holiness and a preference for that which is low and grovelling. But where am I going? Sin is sin and in that word we have said it all.

It would appear that Paul made the discovery of sin as sin through the light of one of the Commandments. He gives us a little bit of his own biography which is most interesting to notice. He says, “I had not known lust except the Law had said you shall not covet.” It strikes me that when Paul was struck down from his horse on his way to Damascus, the first thought that came to him was, “this Jesus whom I have been persecuting, is, after all, the Messiah and Lord of all! Oh, horror of horrors, I have ignorantly warred against Him. He is Jesus the Saviour who saves from sins, but what are my sins? Where have I offended against the Law?”

In his lonely blindness his mind involuntarily ran over the Ten Commandments. And as he considered each one of them with his poor half-enlightened judgement, he cried to himself, “I have not broken that! I have not broken that!” till at last he came to that command, “You shall not covet,” and in a moment, as though a lightning flash had cut in two the solid darkness of his spirit, he saw his sin and confessed that he had been guilty of inordinate desires. He had not known lust if the Law had not said, “you shall not covet.” That discovery unveiled all the rest of his sins — the proud Pharisee became a humble penitent and he who thought himself blameless cried out — “I am
the chief of sinners.”

I pray God by some means to let the same light stream into every soul here, where as yet it has not penetrated. O my Hearers, I beseech the Lord to let you see sin as sin and so lead you to Jesus as the only Saviour!

III. I shall need your best attention to the third point which is  this — THE SINFULNESS OF SIN IS MOST CLEARLY SEEN IN ITS PERVERTING THE BEST OF THINGS TO DEADLY PURPOSES.
  
So the text runs — ”Sin, that it might appear sin, working death in me by that which is good.” It is evident that we are atrociously depraved since we make the worst conceivable use of the best things. Here is God’s Law, which was ordained to life, for, “He that does these things shall live in them,” is wilfully disobeyed and so sin turns the light into an instrument of death!

It does worse! The sin that is in us, when it hears the Commandment, straightway resolves to break it. It is a strangely wicked propensity of our nature, that there are many things which we should not care for otherwise, which we lust after at once — as soon as they are forbidden. Have you ever noticed, even in regard to human law, that when a thingis prohibited, persons long after it? I do not remember, in all the years I have lived in London, any cravings of the populace to hold meetings in Hyde Park till an attempt was made to keep them out — and then, straightway, all the railings were pulled down and the ground was carried by storm. The park has been a field of battle ever since. Had liberty of speech in the park never been interfered with as it was, most unwisely, nobody would have cared to hold forth at the Reformer’s Tree or any other tree. They would have said, “What’s the use of dragging up there all through the mud for miles when we can meet more comfortably in a hall under cover,” but because they must not do it, they resolve to do it!

That is the way with our common nature — it kicks at restraint — if we must not do a thing, then we will do it! Even before she fell, our mother Eve felt drawn to the forbidden tree and the impulse in her fallen sons and daughters is far more forcible! As by one common impulse we wander from the road appointed and break hedges to leap into
fields enclosed against us. Law to our depraved nature is but the signal for revolt! Sin is a monster, indeed, when it turns a preventive Law into an incentive to rebellion. It discovers evil by the Law and then turns to it and cries, “Evil, you are my good.” This is far from being the only case in which good is turned to evil through our sin. I might mention many others.

Very briefly then, how many there are who turn the abounding mercy of God, as proclaimed in the Gospel, into a reason for further sin! The preacher delights to tell you, in God’s name, that the Lord is a God ready to forgive and willing to have mercy upon sinners — and that whoever believes in Jesus shall receive immediate pardon! What do men say, “Oh, if it is so easy to be forgiven, let us go on in sin! If faith is so simple a matter, let us put it off until some future time!” Oh, base and cruel argument! To infer greater sin from infinite love! What if I call it devilish reasoning — for so it is — to make of the very goodness of a gracious God a reason for continuing to offend! Is it so that the more God loves the more you will hate? The better He is the worse you will be? Shame! Shame!

Then, again, there are individuals who have indulged in very great sin and have very fortunately escaped from the natural consequences of that sin — and what do they gather from this forbearance on God’s part? God has been very long-suffering and compassionate to them and, therefore, they defy Him again and return presumptuously to their former habits! They dream that they have immunity to transgress and even boast that God will never punish them, let them act as they may! Sin appears sin, indeed, when the long-suffering which should lead to repentance is
regarded as a license for further offending! What a marvel that the Eternal does not crush His foes at once when they count His gentleness to be weakness and make His mercy a ground for further disobedience!

Look again at thousands of prosperous sinners whose riches are their means of sinning. They have all that heart can wish and instead of being doubly grateful to God they are proud and thoughtless! They deny themselves none of the pleasures of sin. The blessings entrusted to them become their curses because they minister to their arrogance and worldliness. They war against God with weapons from His own armory!
They are indulged by Providence and then they indulge their sins the more. Fullness of bread too often breeds contempt of God. Men are lifted up and then look down upon religion and speak loftily against the people of God and even against the Lord Himself! With His meal in their mouths they blaspheme their Benefactor, and with the wealth which is the loan of His charity they purchase the vile pleasures of iniquity.

This is horrible, but it is so, that the more God gives to man the more man hates His God, and he to whom God multiplies His mercies returns it by multiplying his transgressions! I remember in our Baptist martyrologies the story of one of the Baptists of Holland escaping from his persecutors. A river was frozen over and the good man crossed it safely, but his enemy was of greater bulk and the ice gave way under him. The Baptist, like the child of God he was, turned round and rescued his persecutor just as he was sinking beneath the ice to certain death. And what did the wretch do? As soon as ever he was safely on the shore, he seized the man who had saved his life and dragged him off to prison, from which he was taken to be put to death!

We marvel at such inhumanity! We are indignant at such base returns — but the returns which the ungodly make to God are far more base! I marvel, myself, as I talk to you — I marvel that I speak so calmly on so terribly humbling a theme! And remembering our past lives and our long ingratitude to God, I marvel that we do not turn this place into one vast Bochim or place of weeping — and mingle our tears in a flood with expressions of deep shame and self abhorrence for our dealings towards God! The same evil is manifested when the Lord reveals His Justice and utters threats. When a threatening sermon is delivered, you will hear men say, as they go out from hearing such a discourse, although the preacher has spoken most affectionately, “We will have no more of this hell-fire preaching! We are wearied and worried with these
threats of judgement.” — 

“Thy judgments, too, which devils fear—
Amazing thought! unmoved I hear;
Goodness and wrath in vain combine
To stir this stupid heart of mine.

But something yet can do the deed;
And that dear something much I need:
Thy Spirit can from dross refine,
And move and melt this heart of mine.”

(Joseph Hart)

Try the same man with God’s tenderness and speak of God’s love — and he will be hardened by it — for the gospel hardens some men and becomes a savour of death unto death unto many.

O Sin, you are sin, indeed, to make the gospel of salvation a reason for deeper damnation! When great judgements are abroad in the land, not a few of the ungodly become more insolent against God and even rail at Him as a tyrant. The fire which ought to melt them only makes them harder! The terrors of God they defy and like Pharaoh they demand, “Who is the Lord?” We have known persons in adversity — very poor and very sick — who ought to have been led to God by their sorrow. But instead, they have become careless of all religion and cast off all fear of God. They have acted like Ahaz of whom it is written, “In the time of his distress did he trespass yet more against the Lord: this is that king Ahaz.”

The rod has not separated them from sin, but whipped them into a worse state. Their medicine has become their poison. The more the tree has been pruned, the less fruit it has yielded. Ploughing has only made the field more barren. That which has often proved so great a blessing to Believers has been utterly lost upon them. Why should they be smitten any more? They will revolt more and more. One very singular instance of the heart’s perversity is the fact that familiarity with death and the grave often hardens the heart and none become more callous than grave-diggers and those who carry dead men to their graves.

Men sin openly when graves are open before them. It is possible to work among the dead and yet to be as wild as the man possessed of a devil in our Lord’s day who dwelt among the tombs. The Egyptians were accustomed to hold their riotous festivals in the presence of a corpse, not to sober their mirth, as some have said, but to make them the more wanton, gluttonous and drunk because they should so soon die. Coffins and shrouds should be good sermons, but they seldom are so to those who see them every day. In times when cholera has raged — and in seasons when the pest, in the olden times, carried off its thousands — many men have not been at all softened, but have grown callous in the presence of God’s grim Messenger. James Hervey finds holy “meditations among the tombs,” but unholy men are as far off from God in a churchyard as in a theatre.

Another strange thing I have often noticed — as a proof of sin’s power to gather poison from the most healthful flowers — I have observed that some transgress all the more because they have been placed under the happy restraints of godliness. Though trained to piety and virtue, they rush into the arms of vice as though it were their mother. As gnats fly at a candle as soon as ever they catch sight of it, so do these infatuated ones dash into evil. Young people who are placed in the Providence of God where no temptations ever assail them — in the midst of holy and quiet homes where the very name of evil scarcely comes — will often fret and worry themselves to get out into what they call, “life”, and thrust their souls into the perils of bad company.

The sons and daughters of Adam long to eat of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. Their very preservation from temptation grows irksome to them. They loathe the fold and long for the wolf! They think themselves hardly done by that they have not been born in the midst of licentiousness and tutored in crime. Strange infatuation and yet many a parent’s heart has been broken by this freak of depravity, this reckless lust for evil! The younger son had the best of fathers and yet he could never be quiet till he had gained his independence and had brought himself to beggary in a far country by spending his living with harlots.

Observe another case. Men who live in times when zealous and holy Christians abound are often the worse for it. What effect has the zeal of Christians upon such? It excites them to malice! All the while the Church is asleep the world says, “Ah, we do not believe your religion, for you do not act as if you believed it yourselves.” But the moment the Church bestirs herself, the world cries, “They are a set of fanatics! Who can put up with their ravings? We could have believed their religion had it been brought to us with respectful sobriety, but accompanied by enthusiasm it is detestable.” Nothing will please sinners but their sins! And if their sins could be made into virtues
they would fly to their virtues at once, so as to remain in opposition. Contrary to God man will go — his very nature is enmity against his Creator.

The quaint poet [George Herbert] with whose verse we commenced our sermon, has truly said — 

“If God had laid all common, certainly
Man would have been the encloser:
But since now God has impaled us, on the contrary
Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough.
Oh what were man, might he himself misplace!
                          Sure to be cross he would shift feet and face.” 

Sin is thus seen to be exceedingly sinful. That plant must possess great vitality which increases by being uprooted and cut down. That which lives by being killed is strangely full of force. That must be a very hard substance which is hardened by lying in the blast furnace, in the central heat of the fire where iron melts and runs like wax. That must be a very terrible power which gathers strength from that which should restrain it and rushes on the more violently in proportion as it is reined in.

Sin kills men by that which was ordained to life. It makes Heaven’s gifts the stepping stones to Hell. It uses the lamps of the temple to show the way to Perdition and makes the Ark of the Lord, as in Uzzah’s case, the messenger of death. Sin is that strange fire which burns the more fiercely for being dampened, finding fuel in the water which was intended to quench it. The Lord brings good out of evil, but sin brings evil out of good! It is a deadly evil — you judge how deadly! O that men knew its nature and abhorred it with all their hearts! May the Eternal Spirit teach men to know aright this worst of ills, that they may flee from it to Him who alone can deliver.

Now, what is all this about, and what is the drift of this discourse? Well, the drift of it is this. There is in us by nature a propensity to sin which we cannot conquer and yet conquered it must be, or we can never enter Heaven. Your resolutions to overcome sin are as feeble as though you should try to bind Leviathan with a thread and lead him with a string. As well as hope to bind the tempest and rein in the storm as to govern yourself by your own reservations as to sin! Nor is sin to be overcome by philosophy. It laughs at such a spider’s web. Nor can it be prevented. Nor will the soul be cleansed from it by any outward observances. Genuflections, penances, fasting, washing are all in vain.

What, then, must be done? We must be newly created! We are too far gone for mending. We must be made afresh! And for cleansing there is no water beneath the skies, nor any above them that can remove our stain. But there is a fountain filled with the blood of God’s own Son. He that is washed there shall be made white. And there is an all-creating Holy Spirit who can fashion us anew in Christ Jesus into holiness! I
would to God you all despaired of being saved except by a miracle of Grace. I would to God you utterly despaired of being saved except by the supernatural power of the Holy Spirit!

I would to God you were driven to look away from self, each one of you, to Him who on the bloody tree bore the wrath of God, for there is life in a look at Him and whoever looks at Him shall be saved — saved from the power of sin as well as its guilt! That which the bronze serpent took away was the burning poison in the veins of the men who had been bitten by the serpents. They were diseased with a deadly disease and
they looked, and they were healed. It was not filth that was taken from them — it was disease that was healed by their simple look.

And so a look at Christ does not merely take away sin, but it heals the disease of sin — and, mark you — it is the only possible healing for the leprosy of iniquity! Faith in Jesus brings the Holy Spirit with His sacred weapons of invincible warfare into the field of the human heart — and HE overthrows the impregnable strongholds of sin, makes lust a captive and slays the enmity of the heart. Sin, being made to appear sin, Grace is made to appear Grace — God’s Holy Spirit gets the victory and we are saved!

God grant that this may be the experience of us all! 

Amen and Amen.





















3. SIN'S TRUE CHARACTER

(No. 3374)

A SERMON DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“Exceedingly sinful. (Romans 7:13)


INTO the connection of these words our time, which is very short this evening, will not permit us to enter. It was something like this — Paul was showing that the Law could not make a man holy and he observes that he had, himself, found that when the Law came into his heart, it excited in him a desire to act contrary to its precepts. There were some actions which he would not have thought of performing until he found that they were forbidden — and then immediately he felt a desire to do them at once! To this a grave objection was raised. This were to make the Law aid and abet sin! Not so, replies the Apostle — it was not the Law that made him sin, for the Law is good — but it was the sinfulness of his heart that could thus turn that which was good into an occasion of evil. He further showed that this was the very design of the Law as given by Moses — to make clear how sinful sin was. The purpose for which it was sent was not to make men holy, but to make men see how unholy they were! It was not the cure of the disease, much less the creator of it, but it was the revealer of the disease that lurked in the constitution of man!

Now, what I want to call your attention to is that Paul here calls sin “exceedingly sinful.” Why didn’t he say, “exceedingly black,” or, “exceedingly horrible,” or, “exceedingly deadly”? Why, because there is nothing in the world so bad as sin! When he wanted to use the very worst word he could find to call sin by, he called it by its own name and reiterated it — ”sin”, “exceedingly sinful.” For if you call sin, black, there is no moral excellency or deformity in black or white. Black is as good as white and white is as good as black. And so you have expressed nothing. If you call sin, “deadly, “yet death in itself has no evil in it compared with sin. For plants to die is not a dreadful thing, rather it may be a part of the organization of Nature that successive generations of vegetables should spring up and, in due time, should form the root-soil for other generations to follow. If you call it, “deadly”, you have said but little. If you need a word, you must come home for it. Sin must be named after itself! If you need to describe it, you must call it, “sinful.” Sin is “exceedingly sinful”

The text may suggest a broad argument and a special application. Our endeavour shall be to show you, then, that sin is in itself, “exceedingly sinful”, and yet there are some signs of which it may be said with peculiar emphasis that they are “exceedingly sinful.”

I. SIN IS IN ITSELF “EXCEEDINGLY SINFUL.”

It is rebellion against God and “exceedingly sinful” because it interferes with the just rights and prerogatives of God. That great invisible Spirit whom we cannot see, whom even our own thoughts cannot encompass, made the heavens and the earth and all things that are — and it was His right that what He made should serve His purpose and give Him Glory. The stars do this. They jar not in their everlasting orbits. The world of matter does this. He speaks and it is done. The sun, the moon, the constellations of Heaven, yes, and the terrestrial forces, even the billows of the sea and the ravings of the wind — all these obey His behest [commands]. It is right they should. Shall not the potter make of the day what he wills? Shall not he who uses the axe, fashion what he chooses for his own pleasure? You and I, favoured in our creation — not inanimate clods, not worms having only sensations, without intellect — we who have been favoured with thought, emotion, affection, with a high spiritual existence. Yes, with an immortal existence — we were especially bound to be obedient to Him that made us. Ask your conscience, do you not feel that God has rights towards you? Ask yourselves, if you make or preserve anything, call it your own and it is your own — do you not expect it to answer your end, or do your bidding? Why have you forgotten Him that made you? Why have you spent your powers and faculties for anything but His Glory?

Ah, it is “exceedingly sinful” when the crown rights of Him by whose will we exist are ignored, or impudently contravened! Yet according to the part we take in sin, we trample on His edicts and set at nothing His jurisdiction.

How exceedingly sinful is this rebellion against such a God! Muse on His attributes and consider His majesty, for He is not merely infinitely powerful, wise, all-sufficient and glorious, but He is supremely good! He is good to the fullest extent of goodness! He is a God whose Character is matchless! Not like Jupiter, to whom the heathen ascribed every vice, nor like Juggernaut, the bloody god of Hindustan! He is a pure and holy God whom we worship! Jehovah, glorious in holiness, fearful in praises. Now, it is conceivable that if God were some vast Being who had a natural right to our service, yet if His Character — (forgive, great God, the supposition!) — were severe without pity, rigorous without clemency, harsh without forbearance, there were some pretence why daring spirits should lead a rebellion against the oppressor. But our Father, God, the great Shepherd-King — who shall frame an excuse when we, for a single moment, revolt against Him, or lift a finger against His will? It were Heaven to serve Him! The angels will tell you this! It were bliss to do His will. The perfect spirits
all proclaim this! Ah, sin is base, indeed, a rebellion against a monarch’s gentlest sway, an insurrection against parent’s most tender rights, a revolt against peerless benignity! Oh, shame on you, Sin! You are, indeed, “exceedingly sinful!”

What an aggravation of the sinfulness of sin is this — that it rebels against laws of which all are just! The table of the Ten Commandments contains not one commandment but what is founded upon the essential principles of right. If a law were proclaimed in England which violated the principles of equity, to break that law might be the highest duty! But when the laws of our country are just and right, it is not only an offence against the natural power of the State, but an offence against the understanding and the conscience of right when a man breaks such a statute! God’s Laws have not only the Divine Authority, but they have also this recommendation, that they are all harmonious and adapted to the relations of our being. Was it not the State of Massachusetts that at first passed a resolution when they were about to make statutes, that they would be governed by the Laws of God until they found time to make better? Will they ever find opportunity to make better? Could any man strike out a clause and improve it? Could he add a sentence and mend it? No! The Law is holy, just and good! And, rightly understood, it naturally forbids evil and simply commends good — only good! Oh, Sin! You are sinful, indeed, that you should dare to revolt against that which in itself is right and just, virtuous and true!

Moreover, Brothers and Sisters — this may touch some of us to the quick — sin is “exceedingly sinful” because it is antagonistic to our own interest, a mutiny against our own welfare. Selfishness is a strong principle in us all. That which is good for us and personally advantageous should be regarded with tenacious attachment and were we
wise, would be pursued with strong enthusiasm. Now, whenever God forbids a thing, we may rest assured it would be dangerous. God’s commands are just like those notices, more suggestive of kindly warning than of stern prohibition, which we see upon the park waters in the days of frost, “Dangerous.” God simply tells us that such-and-such a thing is fraught with peril, or it leads to destruction. What He permits or commends will be, if not immediately, yet in the long run, in the highest degree promotive of our best interests. God does but, as it were, consult our well-being and prosperity when He gives us Laws. Doesn’t it seem a vicious thing, indeed, that a man will recklessly dare to slight himself in order to sin against his Maker? God says to you, “Do not thrust your arm in the fire.” Nature says, “Do not do it.” And yet when God says, “Do not commit fornication or adultery, do not lie, do not steal” — when He says, “Draw near to Me in prayer, love Me,” these commands are in themselves as naturally wise as the injunction not to thrust your hand into the fire, or the counsel to eat and drink wholesome food when hunger and thirst require! Yet we spurn these commands. Like a child that is bidden not to drink of the poison cup, but will drink of it. Like a child that is refused the sharp tool lest he cut himself. And he will cut himself — not believing in his father’s wisdom, but credulous of his own judgement because the cup looks sweet, it must be harmless — because the edged tool glitters, it must be a proper plaything! Know it, man, you do, when you sin, cut and tear yourself! Who but a madman would do that? If you neglect to do the right, you neglect to feed yourself with that which nourishes, and to clothe yourself with that which is comely! Who but an idiot would lend himself to such folly? Yet sin has made us such idiots and such madmen
and, therefore, it is “exceedingly sinful!”

Sin, if we rightly consider it, is an upsetting of the entire order of the universe. In your family you feel, as a father, that nothing can go smoothly unless there is a head whose discretion shall regulate all the members. If your child should say, “Father, I am determined in this family that, whatever your will is, I will resist it, and whatever my will is, I will   abide by it and always carry it out if I can,” what a family that would be! How disorganised! What a household! Might we not say, what a hell upon earth? There sails tomorrow a ship from the Thames under command of a captain, wise and good, who understands the seas. But he has scarcely reached the North before a sailor tells him that he shall not obey, that he does not intend either to reef a sail, or to do anything
aboard the vessel that he is bid to do. “Put the fellow in irons!” Everybody says it is right. Or a passenger coming up from the saloon informs the captain that he does not approve of his authority and, throughout the whole of the voyage he intends to thwart him all he can. If there is a boat within hail, put that fellow on shore and do not be concerned if he lands in a muddy place! Get rid of him somehow! Everybody feels it must be. You might as well scuttle the ship and cut holes in her sides, as tolerate for a moment that the rightful central authority should be unshipped, or that every man should determine to do what is right in his own eyes! The happiness of everybody on board that vessel will depend upon order being kept. If one man is to do this, and another to do that, you might almost as well be shut up in a cage with lions, as be in such a vessel! Now, look at this world — it is but a floating ship on a larger scale — and who ought to be Captain here but He who made it, for His mighty hand alone can grasp that awful tiller! Who can steer this gigantic vessel over the waves of Providence — who but He? And who am I, and, my Hearer, who are you that you should say, “I will ignore the Lord High Admiral! I will forget the Captain! I will rebel against Him”? Why, if all do as you do, what is to become of the whole vessel, what of the whole world? When disorder is introduced, confusion, sorrow, dismay and disaster will be sure to follow!

If you want proof that sin is exceedingly sinful, see what it has done already in the world. Lift up your eyes and survey that lovely garden where every beautiful creature, both of bird and beast, and every flower of unwithering loveliness, and everything that can delight the senses are to be discovered in the sunlight. There are two perfect beings, a man and a woman, the parents of our race — then enters sin. The flowers are forthwith withered, a new wildness has seized upon the beasts, the ground brings forth her thorns and thistles and the man is driven out in the sweat of his face to earn his daily bread! Who withered Eden? You did, accursed Sin! You did it all! See there — but can you bear the sight? — clouds of smoke, rolling pillars of dust, the sound of clarion, the yet more dreadful boom of cannon! Listen to the shrieks and cries! They flee — they are pursued — the battle is over! Walk over the field. There lies a mangled mass of human bodies cut and torn, riddled with shot, skulls splintered with rifle balls, pools of blood! Oh, there is such a scene as only a fiend could gaze on with complacency! Who did all this? From where come wars and rumours but from your own lusts and from your sins? Oh, Sin, you are a carnage-maker! Sin, you cry, ‘“Havoc,” and immediately let loose the dogs of war! There had been none of this had you not come. But the spectacle multiplies in our vision. All over the world you have but to wander and you see little hillocks more or less thickly scattered everywhere. And if you analyse the dust that blows along the street and interrogate every grain, it will probably tell you it was once a part of the body of some man who in generations past died painfully and rotted back to mother earth! Oh, the world is scarred with death! What is this earth today, but a great Aceldema — a field of blood, a vast cemetery? Death has worm-eaten the world through and through. All its surface bears relics of the human race. Who slew all these? Who slew all these? Who, indeed, but Sin? Sin, when it is finished, brings forth death!

Should your venturous wings of imagination dare the flight to a land that is full of confusion and without any order, I scarcely dare ask you to follow me, nor if you could follow, would I venture to lead the way across the stream that parts the land of mortals from the regions of the immortals! Across that valley of the shadow of death, you might
look on the gloomy region of wretched souls where their worm dies not, and their fire is not quenched — if you dared to peer into that dismal pit that has no bottom, that place wherein spirits condemned of God are put away forever and forever from all light of hope and restoration! But you shudder even as I shrink back in very horror from that place where God’s wrath burns like a furnace — and the proud that do wickedness are as stubble — and the nations that forget God are forever consumed! Who lit that fire? Where is he that kindled it? It is Sin! Sin did it all. No man is there except for sin. No man that ever breathed was ever cast away except as punishment most just, for sin most grave! Sin is, indeed, “exceedingly sinful.” Not even now have I reached the climax, nor must I venture the description. The worst phase is neither death nor hell. But on Calvary’s tree the Lord, Himself, who loved us and came to earth to bless us, proved the sinfulness of sin when Sin nailed Him to the tree and pierced His side. And sinners, rejecting Him with many a jibe and sneer, exclaimed, “We will not have this Man to reign over us.” In the agonies of Jesus, in the shame and spitting, in the woes and anguish that He endured, we read the sinfulness of sin, written as in capital letters, that even the half-blind might see! Oh, Sin, murderer of Christ, you are “exceedingly sinful!” 

My time has failed me, or I had meant to have enlarged upon — 

II. SOME PARTICULAR SINS THAT ARE EXCEEDINGLY SINFUL ABOVE ANY ORDINARY TRANSGRESSION.

I mean sins against the gospel. I will just give the catalogue, that everyone here who is honest with himself may search and see whether he is guilty. To reject loving messengers sent from God, godly parents, earnest pastors, affectionate teachers — to reject the kind message that they bring and the yearning anxiety that they feel for us is “exceedingly sinful!” To resist the loving gospel which talks to us only of mercy, pardon, adoption and redemption from hell and exaltationto Heaven — to reject that is “exceedingly sinful!” To resist the dying Saviour whose only motive in coming to earth must have been love, whose wounds are mouths that preach His love, whose death is the solemn proof of love — to despise, to neglect, to ignore Him — this is “exceedingly sinful!” To sin against Him after having made a profession of loving Him. To come to His Table and then go and sin with the ungodly. To be baptised in His name and yet to be unjust, dishonest, unrighteous — this is “exceedingly sinful!” To be numbered with His Church and yet to be of the world. To profess to be His followers and yet to be His enemies — this is “exceedingly sinful!” To sin against light and knowledge. To sin knowing better. To sin against conscience. To push conscience to one side. To do violence to one’s better self. To sin against the Holy Spirit, against His admonitions, warnings, promptings, invitations — this is “exceedingly sinful!” To go on sinning after you have smarted. To continue to sin when sin costs you many pains and
difficulties. To push onward to Hell, as if riding a steeple-chase, over post, and bar, and gate, and hedge, and ditch — this is “exceedingly sinful!”

Some of you here, tonight, are in this, exceedingly sinful. Oh, how I have pleaded with some of you! I have cried to you to come to Jesus. I have warned some of you again and again. If I am called to make answer at the judgement bar, I must say, “Amen” to the condemnation of many of you! I shall be obliged to confess that you knew better — that some of you drink when you know how wrong it is! That some of you can swear.
That some of you are thieves. Some of you sin with a high hand and yet I scarcely know why you come to this Tabernacle again and again and again! You love to hear my voice and yet you cling to your sins — your sins that will surely damn you! Let me be clear of your blood! I will not mince matters with you or talk with you as if you are all saints when I know you are not — and as if you are all going to Heaven, when, alas, many of you are still swiftly spreading your wings to fly downward to hell! Oh, may God arrest you, or otherwise the brightness and the light in which you sin will make your sin the darker and the plainer — and the warnings you hear will make your condemnation the more overwhelming when it comes!

But why must it come? Why will you die? Why are you set on sin? Why do you love mischief? I see often in the gaslight of my study poor gnats come flying in if the window is but ajar — and how they dash against the flame — and down they fall, but have scarcely recovered strength before up they fly again unto their destruction! Are you such? Are you mere insects, without wit, without knowledge? Oh, you are not, or else were you excusable! Come to my Saviour, poor Souls! He is still willing to receive you! A prayer will do it. Breathe the prayer! A broken heart He will not despise. A look at Him will do it. A faint glance at Jesus pleading for you will do it! Holy Spirit, make them give that glance! Oh, by Your Irresistible Power, compel them to look and live! Oh, it shall be! God be thanked, it shall be! You shall look tonight and God shall have the Glory! And though you are “exceedingly sinful,” yet shall you, through the precious blood, be fully forgiven — and I hope exceedingly grateful for the great forgiveness which Jesus brings! The Lord bless you, for His name’s sake! 

Amen.




























4. WHY AM I THUS?

(No. 1062)

A SERMON DELIVERED ON THURSDAY EVENING, MARCH 14, 1872,

BY C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.

“I delight in the Law of God after the inward man. But I see another law in my members, warring against the law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity to the law of sin which is in my members.” (Romans 7:22-23)


LAST Thursday evening, as many of you will remember, I addressed you on the final perseverance of the saints. [PERSEVERANCE WITHOUT PRESUMPTION, No.1056, and, A PERSUASIVE TO STEADFASTNESS, No1042] 

I have been greatly surprised and gratified during the week to learn how many people found comfort and cheer from the simple explanation of that doctrine which I gave you. In fact, on the past two Thursday evenings we have been handling a precept and a promise both relating to the same matter, though each putting it in a different light. The one admonished us to perseverance by holding fast — the other assured us of preservation because we are fast held.

The welcome you gave to these familiar expositions has led me to think it would be acceptable, especially to those of you as have been lately brought into the sacred household and may not even know the rudiments of religious experience, were I tonight to follow up those two elementary discourses with some little account of the great inward conflict to which the Believer’s life is exposed.

The passage before us tells a portion of the experience of the Apostle Paul. We all of us concede that he was a most eminent saint. Indeed, we place him in the front rank. For this reason, his experience is the more valuable to us. If your greatest saints have their inward struggles, how much more should we expect to have them who have not attained the same degree of Divine Grace the Apostle did? If he who was not a whit behind the very chief of the Apostles yet had to say, “When I would do good, evil is present with me”, then you and I, who can only take the position of babes in Grace, or of ordinary disciples of Jesus Christ, must not be surprised if we have to bear assaults that surprise us and enter into struggles that distress us. We must not be surprised if we are often, by emotional stress, forced to cry out, “O wretched man that I am, who shall deliver me from the body of this death?”

Firstly, I shall ask you, therefore, for your personal consolation to notice, first of all, that the ruling power in the Christian’s mind is a strong affection and, therefore, an intense pleasure in that which is pure and holy — “I delight in the Law of God after the inward man.” 

Secondly, there are passions and propensities within the breast of a man which come into direct conflict with this holy principle — “I see another law in my members warring against the law of my mind.” 

And, thirdly, that the discipline involved in this constant hostility, despite all the fretfulness and irritation it causes, is not without true and satisfactory evidence of our spiritual welfare. “I thank God through Jesus Christ our Lord.”

I. It may be said of every true Christian that THE RULING POWER IN HIM DELIGHTS IN THE LAW OF GOD. 

The new nature which God has created in every Believer cannot sin because it is born of God. This is the work of the Holy Spirit and as such without guile, unblemished,
incorruptible. We are made partakers of the Divine Nature. The Divine Nature, so far as it is communicable, is given to us when we are begotten again unto a lively hope by the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead. We are born not of the flesh, not of blood, nor of the will of man, but of God. We receive from God a new nature at the time of our regeneration. This new nature, though it is the younger, compels the older nature within us to submit to it. It has a struggle, but it gets the victory — that significant word, “The elder shall serve the younger,” is abundantly fulfilled in the little kingdom within our souls! It has a long struggling trial before the full subjugation and there are many harassing rebellions to encounter, but at length, that which is born of the Spirit shall overcome that which is born of the flesh and the Divine Nature within us shall vanquish the sensual nature. The Christian man, because of this new nature implanted
in him, delights in the Law of God. He has no desire to change that Law in any way whatever.

When we read the Ten Commandments, our conscience approves the ordinances of
God while it reproves our own culpable shortcomings. Yes, we feel that only God could
have drawn up so complete, so perfect a code. We would not wish to have one single iota, word, or syllable of that Law altered, though it condemns us! Though we know, apart from the precious blood of Christ, it would have cast us into Hell and most justly so, yet with holy instinct, pure taste and righteous judgement we consent unto the Law that is good. It expresses God’s mind on the difference between right and wrong, good and evil, truth and falsehood, harmony and discord — and our mind agrees with God’s mind. We perceive it not as Truth established by investigation, but as Truth all radiant, shining in its own majesty. We would willingly take our place on Mount Ebal or Mount Gerizim to give our ‘Amen’ to the curses pronounced on disobedience, or to hail with solemn joy the blessings avouched to those who observe and do His Commandments. Nor, Beloved, would the Christian man wish to have the spirituality of the Law in any degree compromised. He is not only pleased with the Law as he reads it, though, as I have said, it condemns him — he is pleased with the very spirit of the Law.

What if the Law condemns in him an unchaste look as well as an unchaste action? He
condemns that unchaste look in himself. What if the Law reaches to the heart and says, “You should not even desire your neighbour’s goods, much less should you steal them”? He feels in his soul that it is sin and that it is a bitter thing in him even to covet where he does not defraud. He never thinks that God is too exacting. He never, for a moment, says, “I knew that you were an austere man, gathering where you had not planted,” but he consents to the Law though it is high and broad, exceedingly broad. Though the thunder, the lightning and the voices which usher in that Law terrify him, yet the wisdom, the equity and the benevolence which ordained it resolves this awe into admiration! Being born from above — in fellowship with Christ, at peace with God — his very constitution is in unison with the Law of the Lord. Is the Law spiritual? So is He. The pact is unbroken, the concord perfect. I trust full many of you, my Hearers, can endorse this, for, doubtless, as many of us as have been born-again can bear witness we delight in the Law of God after the inward man. Again, no Christian desires to have any dispensation to exempt him from complying with any one of the Lord’s commands. His old nature may desire it, but the inner man says, “No, I do not wish to get or to give any concession to the flesh, to have an allowance or make an excuse for sin in any point whatever.” The flesh craves for liberty and asks to have provision made for it. But, does any Believer need liberty to sin? My Brothers and Sisters, if it were possible to conceive without blasphemy that the Lord should say to you, “My Child, if there is one sin that you love, you may continue in it”, would you desire any sin? Would you not rather say, “Oh, that I may be purged from every sin, for sin to me is misery! It is but another term for sorrow! Moral evil is its own curse — a plague,
a pest—I shudder at the thought of it”! It is thought a blessing in the Church of Rome that a dispensation is given to men from certain religious duties. We ask no such favour! We value not their gifts! Liberty to sin would mean putting double fetters upon us. A license even for a moment to relax our obedience to Christ would be but a license to leave the paths of light and the way of peace to wander awhile in darkness and to exchange the glow of health for sore distemper and smarting pain.

Brethren, I am sure you never did, and never will, if you are Believers, ask the Lord for
permission to transgress His Statutes! You may have taken leave to do what you did not know was sinful at the time. There may have been a desire in your heart after something that was wrong. I grant you that. But the new-born nature, the moment it discovers its culpability, recoils at it and turns from it! It could not do otherwise. It cannot sin, for it is born of God! The new nature that is in you shudders at sin! It is not its element. It cannot endure it, whereas before you could riot in it and take pleasure in it and drink iniquity like water. You ask no dispensation that you may escape from the Law of God. You delight in it after the inward man. The new-born nature of the Christian also labouriously desires to keep the holy Law according to the mind of God. If it were proposed to any one of us that we should have whatever we would ask for — if in a vision of the night the Lord should appear to us and say to us as He did to Solomon, “Ask what I shall give you,” I do not think any of us would hesitate. I cannot imagine myself asking for riches or honor, or even for wisdom unless it were wisdom of a far higher order than is commonly esteemed among the sons of men. But the gift which I feel I should crave beyond every other is holiness, pure and immaculate holiness!

Possessing, now, an interest in Christ—knowing that my sins are forgiven me for His
name’s sake—the one thing I desire beyond everything else is to be perfectly free from
sin and to lead an unblemished life without sin of omission or sin of commission. Now, every Christian that has that desire within his soul will never be satisfied until that desire is fulfilled! And this shows that we delight in the Law of God after the inward man. Nor is it long before that desire will be fulfilled. Why, we shall be like He when we shall see Him as He is — and until we see Him as He is and are like He, we shall always have restlessness of spirit — and always be crying out for more Divine Grace and labouring against the evil that is in us, if by any means we may subdue it. Oh, yes, Beloved, in the fact that this is what we hope for, this is what we pray for, this is what we fight for, this is what we would be willing to die for — that we might be entirely conformed to the mind and will of God — there is evidence that we see that the Law of God is good and delight in it after the inward man.

This, however, is proven in a more practical way to onlookers when the Christian shows that the life of God is enabling him to overcome many of the desires of the flesh and of the mind. Oftentimes, in striving to be holy, he has to put himself to much stern self-denial — but he does it cheerfully. For instance, should it happen in business that by using a very common trick in trade he might gain more profit, he will not do it if he is a Christian — he feels he cannot do this evil and sin against his God. Or should the young convert find that a little divergence from the right path would please the worldly people with whom he is obliged to associate, he may, perhaps, turn aside in his weakness, but the new life within him will never be easy if he does. The inner life, when it is in its vigour, will make him say, “Though I should lose the goodwill of these people, let me serve my Lord and Master. I must forfeit my situation, if it comes to that, sooner than I can do wrong. I must be put even in peril of my daily bread sooner than I will be found wilfully breaking a Commandment of Christ. I cannot do it.”

Now, I know many of God’s children have often suffered very severely and have passed through a great many trials and troubles because they would not flinch from following their Lord. This is one of the proofs that they delight in the Law of God after the inner man. When a man is willing to bear reproach, to be scoffed at, to be ridiculed and taunted as mad for righteousness sake — when he is willing that men should sneer at him as a hypocrite and accept him as a Pharisee when he braves the cold shoulder from those whose company he would otherwise have enjoyed — and all because he must and will follow the mind and direction of God’s Spirit, I say, then, it is then the man gives proof that he delights in the Law of God!

I thank God there are, in this Church, those who have given that proof, and I pray that
you and I, all of us who have received the Divine Nature, may give constant evidence by using the good at all hazards and taking up the cross at all risks—that our soul, even if it cannot be perfect in action — at any rate would be perfect in aim and determined, by God’s help, to cherish a love and desire in all things to do Jehovah’s will. Is there anyone here who is obliged to say, “Well, I do not consent to the Law of God. I do not delight in it. When I hear it said, ‘You shall not covet,’ ‘You shall not commit adultery,’ ‘Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy’, I wish it were not evil to do those things that are forbidden. It is a pity our pleasure and our profit, our duty and our delight should be so much at variance. I would rather there were less Law and more license. Those Commandments, especially those that touch our thoughts and trench on the freedom of our will, are harsh and unpalatable. I am not content to be bound by them. I would rather live as I like.”

Well, my dear Friend, I will say nothing more severe to you than this — you have no part or lot in this matter at all! If you had — if your heart had been renewed — you would talk after a very different matter. Whenever you hear persons commending a low standard of religion, a low standard of morality — whenever you find them vindicating lax views of right and wrong — you may rest assured that the spirit that is in them is not the Spirit of the holy God, but it is the spirit of their sinful nature! Yes, the spirit of Satan may have come in to make the human spirit even worse than it was before!

But, does your heart delight in God’s Law? Is there a charm in that which is right to
your soul? Is there a beauty in that which is virtuous to your spirit’s eye? Do you especially admire the Character of Jesus because “in His life the Law appears drawn out in living characters”? If so, then I trust, dear Friends, you give evidence that you have been made partakers of the Divine Nature, that you are regenerate and though there is still evil in you, yet there is the life of God in you which will resist the evil and subdue it till you are brought safely to His right hand.

II. Now, secondly, we come to THE CONFLICT. 

Where there is this delight in the Law of God, yet there is another law in the members, so Paul says and he seems to me to speak of it in three different stages. He could see it first and then he had to encounter it and at length, to some extent, he was enslaved by it, for he says, “bringing me into captivity.” There is in each one of us a law of sin. It may always be seen, even when it is not in active operation, if our eyes are lightened. Whenever I hear a man say he has no propensity to sin, I infer at once that he does not live at home. I should think he must live a long way from home, or else he has never been anywhere except in the front parlor of his house where he keeps his profession. He cannot have gone through all the chambers and searched them thoroughly, or he would have discovered somewhere that there is an evil heart of unbelief in departing from the living God. This is true of the Believer — he has to cry out against another nature and say, “Help my unbelief.” It is always in the man. 

Sometimes it is dormant. I don’t know whether the devil ever goes to sleep, but our sinful nature seems, for a time, to do so — not, indeed, that it is any the less sinful when asleep than when it is awake. It is just as bad as it can be. Gunpowder is not always exploding, but it is always explosive. Bring but the spark to it and soon it bursts
out, as though it had been ready and waiting to exert its powers of explosion. The viper may be coiled up doing no damage, but it has a deadly virus beneath its fangs. It is still a viper even when it is not putting forth its poisonous teeth.

There is within our nature that which would send the best saint to Hell if Sovereign
Grace did not prevent. There is a little Hell within the heart of every child and only the great God of Heaven can overmaster that mischievous indwelling sin. This sin will crop up when it is least expected. Generally, it breaks out suddenly, taking us by surprise. I have known it to my sorrow. I am not going to stand here and make many confessions with regard to myself. Howbeit, I did know a man once who, in attending a Prayer Meeting, felt his heart much lifted up in the ways of God. He drew very near to his heavenly Father, held sweet communion with Christ and enjoyed much of the fellowship of the Spirit. Little did he think that the moment the Prayer Meeting was over somebody in the congregation would insult and bitterly affront him! Because he was taken unawares his anger was roused and he spoke unadvisedly with his tongue. He had better have held his peace. Now, I believe that man, if he had been met at any other time — for he was of a tolerably quiet temper — would have taken the insult without resenting it or making any reply whatever. But he had been unwarned, therefore he was unguarded. The very love shed abroad in his heart caused the animosity he encountered to shock his feelings the more. He had been so near Heaven that he expected everybody present had thoughts in harmony with his own! He had not reckoned upon being assailed then. When there is most money in the house, then is the likeliest time for thieves to break in — and when there is most Divine Grace in the soul, the devil will try, if he can, to assault it. Pirates were not accustomed to attack vessels when they went out to fetch gold from the Indies — they always waylaid them when they were coming home — with a view of getting rich spoil worth the capture. 

If you have enjoyed a sermon. If you have got near to God in prayer. If the Scriptures have been very precious to you, you may expect, just then, that the dragon that sleeps within will wake up and disturb the peaceful calm of your soul — 

“We should expect some danger near, 
When we receive too much delight.” 

Let us be the most watchful, then, in seasons of tranquility. This evil nature, you see, will sometimes be exercised as if by jealousy when we are being refreshed with good. It will certainly be developed when we are exposed to evil.

The man who congratulates himself because he feels no sinful proclivities, no unholy
thoughts, no impure imaginations, no conceited ideas, no turbulent passions, had need be reminded of that saying of old Rutherford — “When the temptation sleeps the madman is wise, the harlot is chaste. But when the vessel is pierced, out comes that which is within, be it wine or water.” O my Soul, you have only been at rest awhile because there was not any exciting cause for a time. Put into the company of godly people and the mind occupied with good things continually, the bad instincts may sleep. But cast into other society it only needs a slight provocation, and oh, how soon the evil that always was within manifests itself abundantly! There are weeds in almost every soil. If you throw up the soil from 10 or 20 feet deep there will be found the seeds from which they grow. Now those seeds cannot germinate until they are put in a convenient place. Then let the sun shine and the dew fall — and the weeds begin to show themselves. There may be many weeds in our nature, deep down, out of sight —but should they be thrown up by some change of circumstances we shall find in ourselves evils we never dreamt of. Oh, let no man boast! Let no one say, “I should never fall into that particular sin.” How do you know, my Brother or Sister? You may never have been in that position in which such a sin would have allured you. Beware!
Perhaps where you think you are iron, you are clay. And when you think that the gates are closed with bars of brass it may be but rotten wood.

With respect to none of us, even the holiest, is there reason to trust his best faculties,
his best desires, his best resolutions! We are utter weakness through and through and prone to transgressions, despite all that God’s Grace has done for us. The sin which is in us, as a taint in our constitution, might easily break out as a loathsome distemper, spreading over the entire man from head to foot and spoiling all the character. I pray God it never may! It is remarkable how sin will show itself in the Christian, even in the holiest of his duties. Suppose it is prayer. When you feel that you ought to pray and would draw near to God, do you not find, sometimes, an unwillingness as if the knees were stiff and the heart was hard? In prayer, when your soul is led away with thoughts of Divine things, straight across your soul like some carrion crow flying across a landscape there comes a bad thought and you cannot get rid of it! Or perhaps you get through your devotion with much delight in God, but you have not got out of your little room before an alien pleasure steals over your Mind — a self-satisfaction that you have prayed so well that you are growing in Grace — that you are rising to the fullness of the stature of a man in Christ. Is it so, that you come from the chamber of reverent worship musing on your own importance — meditating your fitness to occupy a place above the common rank and file of the soldiers of Christ — or that you might very well take a lieutenant’s rank in the Church of God?

Perhaps, again, you did not feel any liberty in prayer and then with a peevish fretful
temper you will inwardly murmur, if you do not actually say, you might as well give up
praying such prayers as those, there can be no use in them. So do what you may, or leave undone what you may, yet still the evil that is within will rise — it will intrude upon you at some time or other to let you know of its existence. You may bolt the door and you may fancy that no thief can get in, and begin to take off your clothes and go to rest while yet the thief is under the bed! So many a man has thought, “I have barred the door against those temptations,” and, lo, they have been hidden in his soul like the images which Rachel took that were concealed under the camel’s furniture. Somewhere or other they were secreted where he had not discovered them.

Take it for granted, dear Friends, and do not doubt it. The Apostle Paul saw it, so may
you if you choose to look. He said, “I see another law in my members.” And this law in his members, he goes on to tell us, was “warring against the law of his mind.” It strove to get the mastery, but the new nature, on the other hand, would not let it get the mastery. The old lusts fight and then the new life fights, too, for there must be two sides to a war. Such is the warfare going on within the renewed soul. We have known this warfare takes different shapes. At times it has been on this wise — a wrong desire has come into a Christian and he has loathed it — utterly loathed it — but that desire has followed him again and again. He has cried to God against it. He has wept over it. He has not consented to it. He fears lest he may have found it sweet or palatable to him for the moment, but when he has had time for reflection he shudders at the very thought of giving way to that temptation. And yet by the restiveness of his own flesh and by the reprisals of Satan that hateful desire will come up and up and up again! He will hear it baying behind him like a bloodhound following his prey and sometimes it will take a leap and grip him by the throat and cast him down. It will be as much as that poor man can do to keep down that ferocious temptation that has arisen in his spirit. I can bear witness that such warfare is a very terrible ordeal, for it sometimes lasts for days, and weeks and months together. I have known thoughtful Christians who have been harassed with doubts which have been suggested about the Inspiration of Scripture; about the deity of our Lord; about the sureness of the Covenant of Grace or some other fundamental doctrine of our most holy faith. Or it may even be the temptation has been to blasphemies which the Believer has abhorred from his very soul. Yet the more bitterly he has detested it the more relentlessly it has pursued him. If he drives it away, it returns with redoubled force. 

“Is it true?” “Is it so?” Maybe a hideous sentiment is wrapped up in a neat epigram and
then it will haunt the memory, and he will strive in vain to dislodge it. He would gladly hurl the thought and the words that clothe the thought into the bottomless pit. Out, cursed spectre, he will cry! Back like the Spirit of one’s own crimes it comes. From where do these evils come? May they sometimes be traced to Satan? Yes, but most commonly temptation derives its strength, as well as its opportunity, from the moods or habits to which our own constitution is prone. In the discharge of public duties, when straining every nerve to serve the Lord, we may meet with men whose temper acts on our temper to stir up the bile and make us think evil of those to whom we are bent on doing good.

In the peaceful shades of retirement which wise men seek out as a relief from the distractions of society, what strange fancies and monstrous vagaries will often come into the heart and confuse the brain. Or, sad to tell, in the walks of study where thoughtful men set out reverently to enquire into the counsels of God, how frequently have they been lured from the open paths to trespass on dangerous ground — to lose themselves in labyrinths, to leave the footsteps of the flock — and so to become giddy and high-minded. Anywhere, everywhere we are challenged to fight — and we must give battle to the sin that besets us. But, the war carried on by this evil nature is not always by the continual besieging of the soul. At times it tries to take us by assault. This is a favourite mode of warfare within our own corrupt heart. When we are off guard, up it will come and attack us! And as I have said before, we are apt to be off our guard when we have been brought up into the high mountain apart — when have been near the Lord. In that exalted sphere of communion we have not thought of the devil. His existence has not come across our mind — but when we go down, again, into the plain, we soon find that he is still living, still distressing our Brothers and Sisters — still lying in wait to ensnare us.

For this cause our experience should quicken our sympathy. Full many a Christian has
been surprised into a sin for which he was to be greatly blamed, but for which he ought not to be condemned by his fellow Christians with so much severity. They ought to condemn the sin, but to remember, themselves, lest they also should be tempted. Many a man has been good because he had not a chance of being bad, and, I believe, many a professing Christian has stood because the road did not happen to be very rough and there was not much to be gained by idling down. We do not judge each other as God does. He knows the infirmities of His dear children. While He does not make excuses for their sin — He is too pure and holy for that — yet, having blotted out their sins through the Atonement of Christ Jesus, He does not cast them off and turn them out of fellowship, as sometimes His people do their poor Brethren who may, after all, be as true children as they are themselves and have as much real love to their Father. 

This evil nature, when it is warring, laughs at our own resolutions and mocks our own
attempts to put it down. It must be warred against by Divine Grace! No arm but the Almighty arm can overcome our natural corruption. Like the leviathan it laughs at the spear! It counts it but as rotten wood. You cannot come at a besetting sin as you would like. At times, you fancy, “I’ll wound it to its deadly hurt,” and in the very act of wounding one sin you are calling another into play! Many a man has tried to overcome his propensity to faintheartedness and he has run into presumption. Some have tried to be less profuse in their expenditure and they have become penurious. Some have said, “I will no more be proud,” and then they have become mean-spirited. I have known some that were so stern for the Truth of God that they became bigoted. They have afterwards become latitudinarian [liberal]  and hold the Truth with so loose a hand that their constancy could hardly be relied on. Look straight on and “do the duty that next lies before you.” It is no easy thing, believe me, to defend yourself from the surprises of sin. It is a thing impossible unless God who created the new nature shall come to its rescue — shall feed it with the Bread of Heaven, shall give it water out of the Rock of Ages — and lead it on its way to the goodly land where the Canaanite shall never be and where our soul shall feast on milk and honey.

I must not linger on this point, but pass on to notice the next. It is a sadder one. The
Apostle said this warring brought him into captivity to the law of sin. What does he mean by this? I do not think he means he wandered into open flagrant immoralities. No observer may have noticed any fault in the Apostle’s character. He could see it in himself and he saw flaws in his life where we are not able to detect them which probably was a habit with the Apostle. When I hear a good man lamenting his faults, I know what the world will say — they will take him at his word and think that he is as they are. Whereas with every godly man if you knew him and marked his life and conversation, you would be compelled, if you judged him candidly, to say that he was like Job — perfect and upright, one that feared God and eschewed evil. Yet that very man would be the first to see spots in himself because he has more light than others — because he has a higher idea of what holiness is than others — and chiefly because
he lives nearer to God than others. He knows that God is so infinitely holy that the heavens are not pure in His sight and He charged His angels with folly! Therefore, everyone who sees himself in the glass of the Law sees in himself a filthiness that he never saw before. As Job said, “I have heard of You by the hearing of the ear: but now my eyes see You. Therefore I abhor myself and repent in dust and ashes.” But I think the Apostle was not referring, here, to acts of gross misdemeanour having brought him into captivity so far as he himself was concerned, though many who are God’s children get into sorry captivity because the law of sin and death in their members gets the mastery over them, sometimes. Oh, watch against this! Weep against this—I was about to say wrestle unto blood against this! Brethren, they that have committed great sins who have been God’s children, though they have been saved, have been saved so as by fire.

And if they could tell you how their very bones were broken, how the Lord made them
see that He hated sin in His own family even more than anywhere else — if you could hear them confess how they lost the light of His Countenance, lost enjoyments, lost the sweet savour of the promises — oh, it would make you say, “My God, be pleased not only to save me at the last but all the journey through! Hold up my footsteps in Your way that they slip not! Make me to run in the way of Your Commandments.” It is a captivity like that of the Israelites in Babylon, itself, when a child of God suffers to fall into some great sin. But, long before it comes to pass, and I hope in your case it may never go so far, I think this law of sin brings us into captivity in other respects. While you are fighting and contending against inbred sin, doubts will invade your heart. “Am I a child of God?” If it is so, why am I thus? I cannot pray as I would. Surely if I were a child of God I should not be hampered in devotion or go out to a place of worship and feel I have no enjoyment, while others feast and sing for joy of heart.” Oh, what a captivity the soul is brought into when it allows inbred sin to cast any doubts upon its safety in Christ! Christ, having been all our Confidence, is always in us the hope of Glory. To as many as received Him, to them He gave power to become the sons of God, even to as many as believed on His name. If I have believed on His name, whatever my inward experience may be — or may not be in my own estimation — if I have believed on the name of Jesus I have the privilege to be a child of God. But sometimes doubts will come over us and so we are brought into captivity.

I have known those who were almost driven to despair. The child of God has written bitter things against himself and signed his own death warrant. Thank God, even if we sign our own death warrant it does not stand for anything! Nobody can sign that but the King and He will never sign it for any soul that believes in Him, however feeble his love may be! We may be brought into captivity by a sense of sin, a temptation to sin, or a yielding to sin. If we ever come to that it will make us weak in serving, cold in prayers when alone, and joyless in the society of the saints. No, we shall feel almost lifeless. Oh, may God save us from it! Oh, may we wrestle hard! May we wrestle every day that we may keep sin down! May Divine Grace, even that Grace which is treasured up in Christ Jesus, secure to us the victory!

III. It is some comfort when we feel a war within the soul, to remember that IT IS AN INTERESTING PHASE OF CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE. 

Those who are dead in sin have never made proof of any of these things. Time was, when we were self-righteous, lost, ruined and without the Law, sin was dead in us, or so we thought. We were dead in trespasses and sins, though we boasted of our own righteousness! These inward conflicts show that we are alive. There is some life in the soul that hates sin—even though it cannot do as it would. I have known what it is to bless God for the times when my soul has felt inward war and I would have been glad to feel the war renewed. Rest assured that the strong man of the soul, while he keeps the house will keep it in peace. It is when a stronger than he comes to eject him that there is a fight within your soul. I would suggest, therefore, to you that it is a cause for consolation and thankfulness. Do not be depressed about it. Say, “after all, there is some life here.” Where there is pain there is life. The best of God’s saints have suffered in this very same manner. Your way to Heaven is not a bad one. Some, I know, are not so troubled to any great extent, but the majority of God’s saints have to endure fights outside and fears within. You read of Martin Luther. That great bold man became a master of theology by being taught in the school of temptation. Even his last hours were full of stern conflict. He was a man of war from his youth up. How constantly did he have to contend against himself! 

We get the same testimony from this chapter of the life of Paul. Be not, therefore, downcast as though some strange thing had happened to you! Look up yonder to those saints above in their white robes singing their unending song! Ask them from where their victory came! They will tell you that it did not come to them because they were sinless or perfect in themselves, but through the blood of Jesus — “Once they were wrestling here below, And wet their couch with tears. They wrestled hard as we do now, With sins, with doubts and fears.” The richest consolation comes from the last verse of the chapter. Paul, having asked how he should be delivered, answers the question “I thank God through Jesus Christ our Lord.” “They shall call His name Jesus, for He shall save His people from their sins” — not only from the guilt of their sins but
from the power of their sins! What a mercy it is that the Lord Jesus has struck a deadly blow at our sin! He has broken the head of it. It is a monster and has immense vitality — but its back is broken! Its legs are broken! It is a broken-headed monster! There it is—it lies hissing and spitting, and writhing, capable of doing us much mischief—but He that has wounded it will strike it again and again, until at last it shall utterly die! 

Thank God it has not vitality enough to get across the river Jordan. No sinful desire shall ever swim on that stream! They are not molested there with tendencies and propensities to sin — and when they shall be restored to their bodies and their bodies shall rise again — they shall have bodies not of flesh! Bodies of flesh shall not inherit the kingdom of Heaven, neither shall their bodies see corruption! But bodies fit for celestial minds, they shall be eternally free from their former sin. Let us rejoice that Jesus Christ can do it all! He can save us from all sin. He who has bought us with His blood, He will not cheaply lose that which He has dearly bought! He will deliver us from all sin and He will bring us into His eternal kingdom and Glory without fail! So we fall back upon this sweet consolation. Though the fight may be long and arduous, the result is not doubtful. Remember the text of last Thursday night. That shall settle the
Point — “I give unto My sheep eternal life, and they shall never perish, neither shall any pluck them out of My hand.” “My Father who gave them to Me is greater than all, and none shall pluck them out of My Father’s hand.” You will have to get to Heaven fighting sin every inch of the way, but you will get there! Some on boards and some on broken pieces of the ship — they all came safe to land in Paul’s shipwreck — so shall it be with the saints. When the sheep shall pass again under the hand of Him that counts them one by one, there shall not be one of them missing! They were all so weak that the wolf could have torn them in pieces. They were all so foolish that if left to themselves they would have wandered on the mountains and in the woods and have been destroyed. But the eternal Shepherd makes this a point of honour — “Of
all them that You have given Me, I have lost none. Here am I, and the children that You have given Me.” 

It ought to make you quite well, now, to know that you are sure of victory! Oh, by the lilies of the love of Christ, and by the strong right arm that once smote Rahab and cut the dragons in two, let every Christian be of good courage! The Omnipotent is with us! The Invincible is for us! Forward to the charge, onward to the conflict, though the fight waxes warmer and sterner! Onward forever! Onward without fear or a moment’s hesitation! “He that has loved us bears us through and makes us more than conquerors, too.” “The breaker is come up before them. They have broken up and have passed through the gate, and are gone out by it, and their King shall pass before them and the LORD on the head of them.” They have put to the route their foes! Thus shall it be spoken of all those that follow under the leadership of Christ! This is the heritage of the saints and their righteousness is of Me, says the Lord. God grant us to be victors in this holy war for Christ’s sake. 

Amen.
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“But I see another law in my members, warring against the law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity to the law of sin, which is in my members.” 
(Romans 7:23)


I QUESTION whether any man understands himself and I am quite certain that no Christian does. “Great is the mystery of godliness” in more senses than one! The Believer is a great riddle to those who observe him — “he is discerned of no man.” He is equally an enigma to himself. The frequency of books like Ralph Venning’s “Orthodox Paradoxes”, and good Ralph Erskine’s “Believer’s Riddle” is not at all amazing, for a thousand riddles may be made about the Christian since he is a paradox from beginning to end. As Plato used to say of each man that he was two men, so may we, with emphasis, say of each Christian that he is two men in one.

Oftentimes to himself the evil man within him appears to be uppermost and yet, by the
Grace of God, he never can be, for the ultimate victory belongs to the new and spiritual life. We see in every Christian what was seen in the Shulamite in the Song, “as it were the company of two armies.” This is not always known by the Believer when he commences the new life. He starts knowing that he is a sinner and that Jesus is his Saviour, but as he proceeds, he finds that he is more a sinner than he thought he was. Many surprises await him and some things which, if he is not prepared for them, will stagger him as though some strange thing had happened to him. Perhaps my discourse on this subject may prevent a new convert from being overwhelmed with unexpected storms and help him to solve the question which will arise in his mind, “If I were a child of God, could it be thus with me?” 

I. Our first head will be, THERE ARE IN ALL BELIEVERS TWO PRINCIPLES.

The Apostle speaks of the law of his mind and then of another law in his members warring against the law of his mind. The converted man is a new man in Christ Jesus, but the old nature remains within him. The first life in a Christian, in order of time, is the old Adam nature. It is there from the first. It is born of and with the flesh and it remains in us after we are born of the Spirit, for the second birth does not destroy in us the products of the first birth. Regeneration brings into us a new and higher principle which is ultimately to destroy the sinful nature, but the old principle still remains and labours to retain its power. Some fancy that the carnal mind is to be improved, gradually tamed and sanctified — but it is enmity against God and is not reconciled to God — neither, indeed, can be. The old nature is of the earth, earthy, and must be crucified with Christ and buried with Him, for it is altogether too bad for mending! This old nature lives in our members, that is to say, its nest is the body and it works through the body.

There are certain appetites of ours which are perfectly allowable, no, even necessary to existence, but they can be very easily pushed to sinful extremes and then that which is lawful and right becomes a nest for that which is unlawful and wrong. It is a commendable thing that a man should seek to provide for his own household, yet how many crimes and how much covetousness come into the world from an inordinate indulgence of that desire? A man may eat and drink, yet it is through those appetites that a thousand sins are engendered. A man, when he is in his right condition, puts a bit into the mouth of his desires and holds them in as with bit and bridle. His higher nature governs his bodily appetites, but not without great effort, for ever since the fall of Adam, the machine works irregularly and is not properly controlled by that which should be the ruling force.

I have heard of some professors who dream that sin is utterly destroyed in them and
that they have no more evil tendencies and desires. I shall not controvert their notion. If it is so, I congratulate them and greatly wish it were so with me. I have, however, had some little experience of perfect people and I have generally found them the most disagreeable, touchy and sensitive persons in the world! And some of them have turned out to be such detestable hypocrites that I am rather afraid of a person who has no imperfections. As soon as I learn that a Brother states that he has lived for months
without sin, I wonder whether his secret vice is lewdness, or theft, or drink — and I feel
sure that somewhere or other there is a leak in the ship! The sin which lurks in the flesh will grow weaker in proportion as the holy principle, of which I have to speak, grows stronger. And it is at no time to be tolerated or excused — we are to fight against it, conquer it and ultimately it is to be destroyed in us, root and branch — yet there it is and let not the young Christian be staggered when he finds it there.

When we are born again there is dropped into our soul the living and incorruptible Seed of the Word of God which lives and abides forever. It is akin to the Divine Nature and cannot sin because it is born of God — it has no tendency to sin, but all its appetites are heavenward and Christ-ward. It never stoops from its high position; it is always aspiring towards Heaven. It is at deadly enmity with the old nature which it will, in the end, destroy, but, as I have said before, it has its work to do and it is a work which, assisted even by Divine strength, will not be accomplished all at once. It is a warfare which, when it seems ended, has often to be renewed, since, after long and victorious campaigns, the routed enemy returns to the field.

Now, I would like each Christian to be assured that he has this second principle in him.
It may be weak; it may be struggling for an existence; but it is there, my Brothers and Sisters! If you have believed in Jesus, you have the life which hates sin and makes you repent when you have fallen into it. That is the life which cries, “Abba, Father,” as often as it thinks of God. That is the life which aspires after holiness and delights in the Law of God. This is the new-born principle which will not permit you to be at peace if you should wander into sin. It finds no rest but in the bosom of that God from whom it came and in likeness to that God from whom it sprang.

These are the two principles which make up the dual man — the flesh and the spirit — the law of the mind and the law of sin, the body of death and the spirit of life.
II. We notice, secondly, that THE EXISTENCE OF THESE TWO PRINCIPLES IN A
CHRISTIAN NECESSITATES A CONFLICT

It is  even as the text says, “Another law in my members warring against the law of my mind.” The lion will not lie down with the lamb in us! Fire will not be on good terms with water. Death will not parley with life, nor Christ with Belial. The dual life provokes a daily duel. I am not sure that the conflict between the new nature and the old is felt by all young Christians at first. Frequently Christian life may be divided into three stages — the first period is that of comfort in which the young Christian rejoices in the Lord and his principal business is to sing and tell what God has done for him. The more of this the better! After that, very often comes the stage of conflict — instead of being children at home we have grown into men and therefore we must go to war. Under the old law, when a man was married, or had built a house, he was excused from fighting for a season, but when that was over, he must take his place in the ranks. And so is it with the child of God — he may rest awhile but he is destined for the war. The period of conflict is often succeeded, especially in old age, by a third stage which we may call contemplation, in which the Believer sits down to reflect upon the goodness of the Lord towards him and upon all the good things which are in store for him.

This is the land Beulah which John Bunyan describes as lying on the edge of the river
and so near to the Celestial City that you can hear the heavenly music across the stream and, when the wind blows that way, you can smell the sweet perfumes from the gardens of the blessed! That is a stage which we must not expect to reach just now. My young Friend, inasmuch as you are at first weak and tender, the Lord may be pleased to screen you from a great many temptations and from the uprisings of your flesh. But the probabilities are that before long you will put down your harp and take up your sword — and your joy of spirit will give place to the agony of conflict. Sin is in you, lurking in secret places, though it has not as yet leaped forth upon you as a young lion on its prey. You, perhaps, have thought, “I shall do better than those who have
gone before me. I shall shine as a brilliant saint.” Let not him that puts on his harness boast as though he takes it off. There are fights before you and I warn you of them, so that when you remove from the state of content to the state of conflict you may confess, “Before it came to pass I was warned of this and, therefore, I am prepared for it.”

The reason for the fight is this — the new nature comes into our heart, to rule over it — but the carnal mind is not willing to surrender its power. A new throne is set up in the heart and the old monarch, dethroned, outlawed and made to lurk in holes and corners, says to himself, “I will not have this. Why should it be? Here am I, who was once this man’s king, snubbed and made to hide myself as though I were a stranger! I will get the throne back again.” Master Bunyan, in his, “Holy War” (see file, bunyan, holy war) which is a very wonderful allegory, describes Diabolus, you know, as having his city taken from him. But, after the city had been taken, there lurked in the holes and corners of that city certain subjects of Diabolus and these were always plotting and planning how they could get the city back. They opened the gates at night to let in their old king. They sowed discontent among the inhabitants. This is the reason for the perpetual strife within our souls. The old lusts that are under ban and curse and which we are hunting to crucify, put their heads together and labour to regain dominion! The flesh will wait till you are in a very quiet frame of mind and feel very secure — and then it will come down upon you with its evil fascinations!
At another time, it may be you are in great trouble and you feel ready to sink — and then comes the devil upon you like a roaring lion, hoping to destroy your faith. He knows how to time the temptation and the flesh knows how to rise in insurrection when we are off our guard and when surrounding circumstances are all conducive to sin. We cannot be too watchful, for the flesh will rebel all of a sudden. We may get it down and think we have fettered it securely, but, ah, it finds its hands, it breaks its bonds and lets fly an arrow at our heart! You said, “I shall never be angry again,” and while you were congratulating yourself on the sweetness of your temper, you were, all of a sudden, provoked from quite a new quarter and your wrath boiled over again. “No”, you said, “I never shall be impatient again,” and yet within a few moments you were as full of murmuring as ever you had been in your life! Till the flesh lies in the grave,
sin will not be dead! And let me warn you that the flesh may be doing us more mischief
when it seems to be doing no mischief at all than at any other time! During war, the sappers and miners will work underneath a city and those inside say, “The enemy is very quiet; we hear no roaring of cannon, we see no capturing of Malakoffs. Where can the enemy be?” They know their business well enough and are laying their mines for unexpected strokes. Hence, an old Divine used to say that he was never so much afraid of any devil as he was of no devil. That is to say, when Satan does not tempt, it is often our worst temptation! To be let alone tends to breed a dry rot in the soul. “He has not been emptied from vessel to vessel,” said the Prophet of old, “he is settled upon his lees”—this spoke he of one who was under Divine displeasure. Stagnation is one of the worst things that can happen to us and so it happens that we are never secure. 

Thus, dear Friends, I have showed you that there is a conflict within. And let me congratulate you if it is a conflict. The ungodly know no such inward warfare! They sin and they love it — but where there is spiritual conflict the Grace of God is present! We do sin, but we hate sin! We fall into it, but we loathe it and fight against it. And every true child of God can say honestly that there is nothing in this world he dreads so much as to grieve his God. If you were dead in sin you would have no trouble about it, but
those inward pangs, those deep emotions, those bitter sighs and cries, that exclamation of, “Oh, wretched man that I am! Who shall deliver me from the body of this death?” all indicate spiritual life! While I sympathise with your sorrow I congratulate you that you feel it, for this is one of the marks of a child of God! Forget not that in renewed men there are two opposing forces and that these necessitate a life-long war.

III. Thirdly, we must now note that this warfare SOMETIMES LEADS US INTO CAPTIVITY.

Observe: “I see another law in my members warring against the law of my mind and bringing me into captivity to the law of sin which is in my members.” “What does that mean?” asks one. It means that when you sin it will be captivity to you if you are a child of God. The sinner may find pleasure in sin, but you will not if you are God’s child. You will be like a slave in chains, locked up in a horrible dungeon when you fall into sin.
But does the old nature make Christians captives? Yes, in this way. First, many a Christian feels himself in captivity for the very fact that the old nature has risen within him. Let me explain myself. Suppose that the old nature suggests to you some sin —you hate the sin and loathe it and you despise yourself for lying open to be tempted in such a way. The very fact that such a thought has crossed your mind is bondage to your pure spirit. You do not fall into the sin — you shake off the serpent — but you feel its slime upon your soul. Do you not know what it is to have a very violent tendency towards an evil, the very thought of which is detestable to you? Your renewed mind exclaims, “How can I do this great wickedness and sin against God?” But yet the flesh says, “Do it, do it, do it!” and pictures the sweetness and the pleasure of it. With your whole soul you set yourself against the temptation. The cold sweat stands upon your brow at the very thought of your falling into so foul a transgression and you cry to God in prayer! But yet the captivity of your soul is great while the trial lasts and even in the remembrance of it. You say to yourself, “I am afraid I dallied with the temptation. The bait would not have been so alluring to me if there had not been some consent of my soul to it.”

You also charge your heart with folly, saying, “Though I did not commit that sin, yet
there was a hankering after it in me.” Though others could not condemn you, but must even honour your self-denial, yet you condemn yourself for any degree of inclination in the wrong direction and you feel that the temptation has brought you, at once, into captivity. What a difference there is between a spot on one thing and a spot on another! A man makes a spot with ink on my coat and nobody perceives it — but if he were to cast a drop upon this white handkerchief, how soon everybody would see it! The old nature is like a black coat, too dark to show a blot — but one spot of temptation falling on the pure white linen of the new nature troubles us exceedingly — we see it and we
loathe it and we cry out to God that we may get rid of it. The very passing of temptation
across a renewed soul brings it into captivity. I stood one day in Rome looking at a very large and well executed photograph of a street and an ancient temple. I had never seen so fine a photograph, but I noticed that right across the middle of it was the trace of a mule and a cart. The artist had done his best to prevent it, but there was the Spirit of that cart and mule all along the way, right across the picture. I do not say it spoiled it, but it certainly did not improve it.

Even so, often, when our heart is most cleansed and bears best the image of God,
right across the fair picture comes the trace of a temptation and we are grieved. An observer unskilled in art might not notice the mark on the photograph, but a careful artist, with a high ideal, is vexed to see his work thus marred. And so with moral stains — that which the common man thinks a trifle is a great sorrow to the pure-hearted child of God and he is brought into captivity by it.

Sometimes, too, a Christian’s captivity consists in his losing his joy through the uprising of the flesh. I speak what I am sure many of the children of God here know. You are rejoicing in the Lord and triumphant in His name and, by-and-by, some corruption struggles for the mastery. “It shall not rise,” you say. You put it down but it strives and you strive, too — and in the struggle, the joy of the Lord, which was your strength, seems to be taken away from you. A sense of the dreadful fact that the leprosy is in the house of clay in which you live terrifies you and you are so anxious to get the leprosy out of the walls that you would sooner see the old house decay into dust than live where evil so readily approaches you! This sight of inbred sin may cast a chill upon your joy. You want to sing the praises of God, but the temptation comes just at that very minute and you have to battle with it and the song gives place to a battle cry.

It is time for prayer and you are in the attitude of devotion, but somehow you cannot
control your thoughts — they will roam here and there under the force of the flesh. My
thoughts frequently seem like a lot of colts let loose, tearing over the fields of my soul without restraint. In holy contemplation you try to concentrate your thoughts upon the subject in hand and you cannot — very likely somebody knocks at the door at the same time, or a child begins to cry, or a man begins to grind an organ under your window — how can you meditate? All things seem to be against you. Little outside matters which are trifling to others will often prove terrible disturbers of your spirit and what others smile at, you are made to weep over, for the flesh will lay hold of the most paltry concerns to prevent your coming into communion with the Lord your God. Thus by taking away our joy, and marring our fellowship, the old corruption within us leads us into captivity. But, my Brothers and Sisters, this is not all, for we do not always escape from actual sin. We do, in moments of forgetfulness, that which we would willingly undo and say that which we would willingly unsay. The spirit was willing to be perfect, but the flesh was weak — and then the consequence is, to a child of God —that he feels himself a captive. He has yielded to treacherous blandishments and now, like Samson, his locks are shorn. He goes out to shake himself as he did before, but the Philistines are upon him! His God is not with him and it will be a happy thing for him if he does not lose his eyes and come to grind at the mill like a slave. Oh, what need we have to be on our guard and to look to the Strong for strength, for this old nature within us will bring us into captivity if it can and will hold us there!

IV. But I must close with this reflection: that THIS WARFARE AND THIS OCCASIONAL TRIUMPH OF THE FLESH MAKE US LOOK TO CHRIST FOR VICTORY. 

The Apostle asks, “Who shall deliver me from the body of this death?” And his reply is, “I thank God through Jesus Christ our Lord.” Brothers and Sisters, I am persuaded that there is no place so safe and none so proper and fitting for any of us as a sinner’s place at the foot of the Cross. I have read a great deal about perfection in the flesh and I have tried to get it. I have also tried to pray after the fashion which I suppose a perfect man would pray — but the theory will not hold water as far as I am concerned.
When I went up to the temple in that way and tried to pray, I found a Pharisee at my
elbow. A good way off I saw a poor sinner, striking his breast and saying, “God, be merciful to me, a sinner,” and I perceived that he went away justified, while I stood there and envied him. I could not stand it! I went back to my old place at the sinner’s side and smote my breast, uttering the old cry, “God, be merciful to me, a sinner.” Then I, too, felt at ease and I went home justified and rejoicing in the Lord! Beloved, whenever there is a question between me and the devil as to whether I am a child of God, I have given up seeking evidence in my own favour, or turning to my experience to prove that I am in a state of Grace, for that cunning old lawyer knows more about my infirmities than I do and can very soon bring two to one against me!

My constant way is to tell the accuser,” Well, if I am not a saint, I am a sinner, and Jesus came into the world to save sinners, therefore I will go to Christ and look to Him again.” The devil cannot answer that! You that are oldest in the Divine Life — and I speak to some who have known the Lord these 50 years — I am sure that you find times in which no mark, evidence, or experience is worth a penny to you by way of comfort and you are led to adopt the simple expedient which I have recommended to all the tempted ones. It will be wise to always live upon Jesus! Begin, again, at the foot of the Cross where you began at first, with the old cry —

“Nothing in my hand I bring! 
Simply to Your Cross I cling.”

(Augustus Toplady)

That is the way to conquer sin, as well as to overcome despair for, when faith in Jesus
comes back to your soul, you will be strong to fight with your corruptions and you will win the victory, which you will never gain if you allow your struggles with your sins to drive you away from your Saviour. Let us resort, then, to Christ who gives us the victory and let us, the longer we live, praise Christ the more!

You young Christians, you do not yet know what a dear Saviour you have found! You
know you have found Him, but He is a dearer Christ than you think He is! You were naked and He has clothed you — yes, He has put the armour upon you which will ward off the darts of the arch-enemy. You were hungry and He has fed you — yes, but He has fed you with immortal bread — He is nourishing a Divine Life within your soul! He has given you peace and you are grateful for it — yes, but He has given you a peace which passes all understanding — that shall keep your heart and mind! You say it is sweet to find Him with you. So it is, but oh, how sweet it will be to have Him with you when you pass through the fires and are not burned; when you go through the floods and are not drowned; when you enter upon the final struggle and are not afraid!

Oh, Beloved, we may find out and shall find out, more of our own needs, but we shall
also discover more of Christ’s all-sufficient fullness! The storm will become more terrible, but the Pilot’s power to rule that storm will only be the more displayed! The ship may rock to and fro till all her timbers are strained and her keel may threaten to snap in two, but — “He will preserve it, He does steer Even when the boat seems most to reel, Storms are the triumph of His art.” He will bring His people safely through the howling wilderness and the land of great drought. Be not afraid, you that have begun the Divine pilgrimage, for His fiery cloudy pillar will attend you! Dragons there are, but by the sword of the Spirit you shall wound the dragon as of old he was wounded at the Red Sea. There will be death to fight with, but Christ has died and you shall be victorious over the grave. Expect conflict! Be not astonished when it comes, but as confidently expect victory and shout in prospect of it! As surely as the Lord has called you to this celestial warfare, He will bear you through it! You shall sing on the other side of Jordan unto Him that loved you and washed you from your sins in His blood! In the haven of the blessed, in the land of the hereafter, in the home of the holy where the weary are at rest, you shall sing the high praises of God and the Lamb! I would to God this sermon had a relation to all those who hear or read it, but I fear it has not. I can only hope that those who have no conflict within may begin to feel one. May God
grant that you may not rest quiet in sin, for to be at peace with sin is to be sleeping yourself into hell!

May God awaken you, that you may flee to Christ for mercy at this very hour, and there
shall be joy in His Presence! 
Amen.

6. THE FAINTING WARRIOR

A SERMON

(NO. 235)

DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, JANUARY 23RD, 1859,

BY C. H. SPURGEON

AT THE MUSIC HALL, ROYAL SURREY GARDENS.

“O wretched man that I am I who shall deliver me from the body of this death? I thank God, through Jesus Christ our Lord.” (Romans 7:24-25)


IF I chose to occupy your time with controversial matter, I might prove to a demonstration that the apostle Paul is here describing his own experience as a Christian. Some have affirmed that he is merely declaring what he was before conversion, and not what he was when he became the recipient of the grace of God. But such persons are evidently mistaken, and I believe wilfully mistaken; for any ample-hearted, candid mind, reading through this chapter, could not fall into such an error. It is Paul the apostle, who was not less than the very greatest of the apostles —it is Paul, the mighty servant of God, a very prince in Israel, one of the King’s mighty men — it is Paul, the saint and the apostle, who here exclaims, “O wretched man that I am!”

Now, humble Christians are often the dupes of a very foolish error. They look up to
certain advanced saints and able ministers, and they say, “Surely, such men as these do not suffer as I do; they do not contend with the same evil passions as those which vex and trouble me.” Ah! if they knew the heard of those men, if they could read their inward conflicts, they would soon discover that the nearer a man lives to God, the more intensely has he to mourn over his own evil heart, and the more his Master honors him in his service, the more also doth the evil of the flesh vex and tease him day by day. Perhaps, this error is more natural, as it is certainly more common, with regard to apostolic saints. We have been in the habit of saying, Saint Paul, and Saint John, as if they were more saints than any other of the children of God. They are all saints whom God has called by his grace, and sanctified by his Spirit; but somehow we very foolishly put the apostles and the early saints into another list, and do not venture to look on them as common mortals. We look upon them as some extraordinary beings, who could not be men of like passions with ourselves. We are told in Scripture that our Saviour was “tempted in all points like as we are;” and yet we fall into the egregious error of imagining that the apostles, who were far inferior to the Lord Jesus, escaped these temptations, and were ignorant of these conflicts. The fact is, if you had seen the apostle Paul, you would have thought he was remarkably like the rest of the chosen family: and if you had talked with him, you would have said, “Why, Paul, I find that your experience and mine exactly agree. You are more faithful, more holy, and more deeply taught than I, but you have the self same trials to endure. No, in some respects you are more sorely tried than I.” 

Do not look upon the ancient saints as being exempt either from infirmities or sins, and do not regard them with that mystic reverence which almost makes you an idolater. Their holiness is attainable even by you, and their faults are to be censured as much as your own. I believe it is a Christian’s duty to force his way into the inner circle of saintship; and if these saints were superior to us in their attainments, as they certainly were, let us follow them; let us press forward up to, yea, and beyond them, for I do not see that this is impossible. We have the same light that they had, the same grace is accessible to us, and why should we rest satisfied until we have distanced them in the heavenly race? Let us bring them down to the sphere of common mortals. If Jesus was the Son of man, and very man, “bone of our bone, and flesh of our flesh”; so were the apostles; and it is an egregious error to suppose that they were not the subjects of the same emotions, and the same inward trials, as the very meanest of the people of God. So far, this may tend to our comfort and to our encouragement, when we find that we are engaged in a battle in which apostles themselves have had to fight.

And now we shall notice this morning, first, the two natures, secondly their constant
battle; thirdly, we shall step aside and look at the weary warrior, and hear him cry, “O
wretched man that I am;” and then we shall turn our eye in another direction, and see that fainting warrior girding up his loins to the conflict, and becoming an expectant victor, while he shouts, “I thank God through Jesus Christ our Lord.”

I. First, then, THE TWO NATURES. 

Carnal men, unrenewed men, have one nature — a nature which they inherited from their parents, and which, through the ancient transgression of Adam, is evil, only evil, and that continually. Mere human nature, such as is common to every man, has in it many excellent traits, judging of it between man and man. A merely natural man may be honest, upright, kind, and generous, he may have noble and generous thoughts, and may attain unto a true and manly speech; but when we come to matters of true religion, spiritual matters that concern God and eternity, the natural man can do nothing. The carnal mind, whose ever mind it may be, is fallen, and is at enmity to God, does not know the things of God, nor can it ever know them. Now, when a man becomes a Christian, he becomes so through the infusion of a new nature. He is naturally “dead in trespasses and sins”, “without God and without hope.” The Holy Spirit enters into him, and implants in him a new principle, a new nature, a new life. That life is a high, holy and supernatural principle, it is, in fact the divine nature, a ray from the great “Father of Lights”; it is the Spirit of God dwelling in man. Thus, you see, the Christian becomes a double man — two men in one. Some have imagined that the old nature is turned out of the Christian: not so, for the Word of God and experience teach the contrary, the old nature is in the Christian unchanged, unaltered, just the same, as bad as ever it was; while the new nature in him is holy, pure and heavenly; and hence, as we shall have to notice in me next place — hence there arises a conflict between the two.

Now, I want you to notice what the apostle says about these two natures that are in the Christian, for I am about to contrast them. First, in our text the apostle calls the old nature “the body of this death.” Why does he call it “the body of this death?” Some suppose he means these dying bodies; but I do not think so. If it were not for sin, we should have no fault to find with our poor bodies. They are noble works of God, and are not in themselves the cause of sin. Adam in the garden of perfection, felt the body to be no encumbrance, nor if sin were absent should we have any fault to find with our flesh and blood. What, then, is it? I think the apostle calls the evil nature within him a body, first, in opposition to those who talk of the relics of corruption in a Christian. I have heard people say that there are relics, remainders and remnants of sin in a believer. Such men do not know much about themselves yet. Oh! it is not a bone, or a rag which is left; it is the whole body of sin that is there — the whole of it, “from the crown of the head to the sole of the foot.” Grace does not maim this body and cut away its members; it leaves it entire, although blessed be God, it crucifies it, nailing it to the cross of Christ. And again, I think he calls it a body because it is something tangible. We all know that we have a body; it is a thing we can feel, we know it is there. The new nature is a spirit subtle, and not easy to detect, I sometimes have to question myself as to whether it is there at all. But as for my old nature, that is a body, I can never find it difficult to recognise its existence, it is as apparent as flesh and bones. As I never doubt that I am in flesh and blood, so I never doubt but what I have sin within me.

It is a body — a thing which I can see and feel, and which, to my pain, is ever present with me.” Understand, then, that the old nature of the Christian is a body; it has in it a substance or, as John Calvin puts it, it is a mass of corruption. It is not simply a shred, a remnant —the cloth of the old garment, but the whole of it is there still. True, it is crushed beneath the foot of grace; it is cast out of its throne; but it is there, there in all its entireness, and in all its sad tangibility, a body of death. But why does he call it a body of death? Simply to express what an awful thing this sin is that remains in the heart. It is a body of death. I must use a figure, which is always appended to this text, and very properly so. It was the custom of ancient tyrants, when they wished to put men to the most fearful punishments, to tie a dead body to them, placing the two back to back; and there was the living man, with a dead body closely strapped to him, rotting, putrid, corrupting, and this he must drag with him wherever he went. Now, this is just what the Christian has to do. He has within him the new life; he has a living and undying principle, which the Holy Spirit has put within him, but he feels that every day he has to drag about with him this dead body, this body of death, a thing as loathsome, as hideous, as abominable to his new life, as a dead stinking carcase would be to a living man. Francis Quarles gives a picture at the beginning of one of his emblems, of
a great skeleton in which a living man is encased. However quaint the fancy, it is not more singular than true. There is the old skeleton man, filthy, corrupt and abominable. He is a cage for the new principle which God has put in the heart. 

Consider a moment the striking language of our text, “The body of this death,” it is death incarnate, death concentrated, death dwelling in the very temple of life. Did you ever think what an awful thing death is? The thought is the most abhorrent to human nature. You say you do not fear death, and very properly; but the reason why you do not fear death is because you look to a glorious immortality. Death in itself is a most frightful thing. Now, inbred sin has about it all the unknown terror, all the destructive force, and all the stupendous gloom of death. A poet would be needed to depict the conflict of life with death — to describe a living soul condemned to walk through the black shades of confusion, and to bear incarnate death in its very bowels. But such is the condition of the Christian. As a regenerate man he is a firing, bright, immortal spirit; but he has to tread the shades of death. He has to do daily battle with all the tremendous powers of sin, which are as awful, as sublimely terrific, as even the power’s of death and hell.
Upon referring to the preceding chapter, we find the evil principle styled “the old man.”
There is much meaning in that word “old.” But let it suffice us to remark, that in age the new nature is not upon an equal footing with the corrupt nature. There are some here who are sixty years old in their humanity, who can scarce number two years in the life of grace. Now pause and meditate on the warfare in the heart. It is the contest of an infant with a full-grown man, the wrestling of a babe with a giant. Old Adam, like some ancient oak, has thrust his roots into the depths of manhood; can the divine infant uproot him and cast him from his place? This is the work, this is the labour. From its birth the new nature begins the struggle, and it cannot cease from it until the victory be perfectly achieved. Nevertheless, it is the moving of a mountain, the drying up of an ocean the threshing of the hills, and who is sufficient for these things? The heaven-born nature needs, and will receive, the abundant help of its Author, or it would yield in the struggle, subdued beneath the superior strength of its adversary and crushed beneath his enormous weight. Again, observe, that the old nature of man, which remains in the Christian is evil, and it cannot ever be anything else but evil, for we are told in this chapter that “in me” — that is, in my flesh — “there dwelleth no good thing.” The old Adam-nature cannot be improved; it cannot be made better; it is hopeless to attempt it. You may do what you please with it, you may educate it, you may instruct it, and thus you may give it more instruments for rebellion, but you cannot make the rebel into the friend, you cannot turn the darkness into light; it is an enemy to God, and an enemy to God it ever must be. On the contrary, the new life which God has given us cannot sin. That is the meaning of a passage in John, where it is said, “The child of God sinneth not; he cannot sin, because he is born of God.” The old nature is evil only evil, and that continually, the new nature is wholly good; it knows nothing of sin, except to hate it. Its contact with sin brings it pain and misery, and it cries out, “Woe is me that I dwell in Meshech, that I tabernacle in the tents of Kedar.”

I have thus given you some little picture of the two natures. Let me again remind you
that these two natures are essentially unchangeable. You cannot make the new nature which God has given you less divine; the old nature you cannot make less impure and earthly. Old Adam is a condemned thing. You may sweep the house, and the evil spirit may seem to go out of it, but he will come back again and bring with him seven other devils more wicked than himself. It is a leper’s house, and the leprosy is in every stone from the foundation to the roof; there is no part sound. It is a garment spotted by the flesh; you may wash, and wash, and wash, but you shall never wash it clean; it were foolish to attempt it. While on the other hand, the new nature can never be tainted —spotless, holy and pure, it dwells in our hearts; it rules and reigns there expecting the day when it shall cast out its enemy, and without a rival it shall be monarch in the heart of man forever.


II. I have thus described the two combatants; we shall now come in the next place to
THEIR BATTLE. 

There was never deadlier feud in all the world between nations than there is between the two principles, right and wrong. But right and wrong are often divided from one another by distance, and therefore they have a less intense hatred. Suppose an instance: right holds for liberty, therefore right hates the evil of slavery. But we do not so intensely hate slavery as we should do if we saw it before our eyes: then would the blood boil, when we saw our black brother, smitten by the cow-hide whip. Imagine a slaveholder standing here and smiting his poor slave until the red blood gushed forth in a river; can you conceive your indignation? Now it is distance which makes you feel this less acutely. The right forgets the wrong, because it is far away. But suppose now that right and wrong lived in the same house; suppose two such desperate enemies, cribbed, cabined, and confined within this narrow house, man; suppose the two compelled to dwell together, can you imagine to what a desperate pitch of fury these two would get with one another. The evil thing says, “I will turn thee out, thou intruder; I cannot be peaceful as I would, I cannot riot as I would, I cannot indulge just as I would; out with thee, I will never be content until I slay thee.” “No”, says the new born nature, “I will kill thee, and drive thee out. I will not suffer stick or stone of thee to remain. I have sworn war to the knife with thee; I have taken out the sword and cast away the scabbard, and will never rest till I can sing complete victory over thee, and
totally eject thee from this house of mine.” They are always at enmity wherever they are; they were never friends, and never can be. The evil must hate the good, and the good must hate the evil.

And mark, although we might compare the enmity to the wolf and lamb, yet the newborn nature is not the lamb in all respects. It may be in its innocence and meekness, but it is not in its strength; for the new-born nature has all the omnipotence of God about it, while the old nature has all the strength of the evil one in it, which is a strength not easily to be exaggerated, but which we very frequently underestimate. These two things are ever desperately at enmity with one another. And even when they are both quiet they hate each other none the less. When my evil nature does not rise, still it hates the newborn nature, and when the new-born nature is inactive, it has nevertheless a thorough abhorrence of all iniquity. The one cannot endure the other, it must endeavour to thrust it out. Nor do these at any time allow an opportunity to pass from being revenged upon one another. There are times when the old nature is very active, and then how will it ply all the weapons of its deadly armoury against the Christian. You will find yourselves at one time suddenly attacked with anger, and when you guard yourself against the hot temptation, on a sudden you will find pride rising, and you will begin to say in yourself; “Am I not a good man to have kept my temper down?” And the moment you thrust down your pride there will come another temptation, and lust will look out of the window of your eyes, and you desire a thing on
which you ought not to look, and ere you can shut your eyes upon the vanity, sloth in its deadly torpor surrounds you, and you give yourself up to its influence and cease to labour for God. And then when you bestir yourselves once more, you fled that in the very attempt to rouse yourself you have awakened your pride. Evil haunts you go where you may, or stand in what posture you choose. On the other hand the new nature will never lose an opportunity of putting down the old. As for the means of grace, the newborn nature will never rest satisfied unless it enjoys them. As for prayer, it will seek by prayer to wrestle with the enemy. It will employ faith, and hope, and love, the threatenings, the promises, providence, grace, and everything else to cast out the evil. Well,” says one, “I don’t find it so.” Then I am afraid of you. If you do not hate sin so much that you do everything to drive it out, I am afraid you are not a living child of God. Antinomians like to hear you preach about the evil of the heart, but here is the fault with them, they do not like to be told that unless they hate that evil, unless they seek to drive it out and unless it is the constant disposition of their new-born nature to root it up, they are yet in their sins. Men who only believe their depravity, but do not hate it, are no further than the devil on the road to heaven. It is not my being corrupt that proves me a Christian, nor knowing I am corrupt, but that I hate my corruption. 
It is my agonising death struggle with my corruptions that proves me to be a living child of God. These two natures will never cease to struggle so long as we are in this world. The old nature will never give up; it will never cry truce, it will never ask for a treaty to be made between the two. It will always strike as often as it can. When it lies still it will only be preparing for some future battle. The battle of Christian with Apollyon lasted three hours; but the battle of Christian with himself lasted all the way from the Wicket-gate to the River Jordan. The enemy within can never be driven out while we are here. Satan may sometimes be absent from us, and get such a defeat that he is glad to go howling back to his den, but old Adam abides with us from the first even to the last. He was with us when we first believed in Jesus, and long ere that, and he will be with us till that moment when we shall leave our bones in the grave, our fears in the Jordan, and our sins in oblivion.

Once more, observe that neither of these two natures will be content in the fight without
bringing in allies to assist. The evil nature has old relations, and in its endeavour to drive out the grace that is within, it sends off messengers to all its helpers. Like Cherdorlaomer, the King of Elam, it brings other kings with it, when it goes out to battle. “Ah!” says old Adam, “I have friends in the pit.” He sends a missive down to the depths, and willing allies come up from it — spirits from the vasty deep of hell; devils without number come up to the help of their brother. And then, not content with that, the flesh says — “Ah! I have friends in this world”; and then the world sends its fierce cohorts of temptation, such as the lust of the eyes and the pride of life. What a battle, when sin, Satan, and the world, make a dead-set for the Christian at once. “Oh”, says one, “it is a terrible thing to be a Christian.” I assure you it is. It is one of the hardest things in the world to be a child of God; in fact, it is impossible, unless the Lord makes us his children, and keeps us so.

Well, what does the new nature do? When it sees all these enemies, it cries unto the
Lord, and then the Lord sends it friends. First comes in to its help, Jehovah, in the everlasting counsel, and reveals to the heart its own interest in the secrets of eternity. Then comes Jesus with his blood. “Thou shalt conquer,” says he; “I will make thee more than a conqueror through my death.” And then appears the Holy Spirit, the Comforter. With such assistance, this new-born nature is more than a match for its enemies. God will sometimes leave that new nature alone, to let it know its own weakness; but it shall not be for long, lest it should sink in despair. Are you fighting with the enemy to-day, my dear Christian brethren? Are Satan, the flesh, and the world — that hellish trinity — all against you? Remember, there is a divine trinity for you. Fight on, though like Valiant-for-Truth, your blood runs from your hand, and glues your sword to your arm. Fight on! for with you are the legions of heaven; God himself is with you; Jehovah Nissi is your banner, and Jehovah Rophi is the healer of your wounds. You shall overcome; for who can defeat Omnipotence, or trample divinity beneath his foot?

I have thus endeavoured to describe the conflict; but understand me, it cannot be described. We must say, as Joseph Hart does in his hymn, when, after singing the emotions of his soul, he says —

“But, brethren, you can surely guess,
For you perhaps have felt the same.”

If you could see a plain upon which a battle is fought, you would see how the ground
is torn up by the wheels of the cannon, by the horse hoofs, and by the trampling of men. What desolation is where once the golden crops of harvest grew. How is the ground sodden with the blood of the slain. How frightful the result of this terrible struggle. But if you could see the believers’ heart after a spiritual battle, you would find it just a counterpart of the battle-field — as much cut up as the ground of the battle-field after the direst conflict that men or fiends have ever waged. For, think: we are combating man with himself; nay, more, man with the whole world; nay, more, man with hell; God with man, against man, the world and hell. What a fight is that! It were worth an angel’s while to come from the remotest fields of ether to behold such a conflict.

III. We come now to notice THE WEARY COMBATANT. 

He lifts up his voice, and weeping he cries, “O wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this death?” It is the cry of a panting warrior. He has fought so long that he has lost his breath, and he draws it in again; he takes breath by prayer. “O wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this death?” He will not give up the conflict; he knows he cannot, and he dare not. That thought does not enter into his mind; but the conflict is so sore, the battle so furious, that he is almost defeated; he sits down to refresh himself, and thus he sighs out his soul; like the panting hart, longing for the water brook, he says, “O wretched man that I am.” No, it is more than that. It is the cry of one who is fainting. He has fought till all his strength is spent, and he falls back into the arms of his Redeemer with this fainting gasp, “O wretched man that I am!” His strength has failed him; he is sorely beaten in the battle, he feels that without the help of God he is so totally defeated that he commences his
own wail of defeat, “O wretched man that I am.” And then he asks this question, “Who shall deliver me?” And there comes a voice from the Law, “I cannot and I will not.” There comes a voice from Conscience, “I can make you see the battle, but I cannot help you in it.” And then there comes a cry from old Human Nature, and that says, “Ah! none can deliver you, I shall yet destroy you; you shall fall by the hand of your enemy; the house of David shall be destroyed, and Saul shall live and reign forever.” And the poor fainting soldier cries again, “Who shall deliver me?” It seems a hopeless case, and I believe that sometimes the true Christian may think himself hopelessly given over to the power of sin. 

The wretchedness of Paul, I think, lay in two things, which are enough to make any man wretched. Paul believed the doctrine of human responsibility, and yet he felt the doctrine of human inability. I have heard people say sometimes — “You tell the sinner that he cannot believe and repent without the help of the Holy Spirit, and yet you tell him that it is his duty to believe and repent. How are these two to be reconciled? We reply that they do not want any reconciliation; they are two truths of Holy Scripture, and we leave them to reconcile themselves, they are friends, and friends do not need any reconciliation. But what seems a difficulty as a matter of doctrine is clear as daylight as a matter of experience. I know it is my duty to be perfect, but I am conscious I cannot be. I know that every time I commit sin I am guilty, and yet I am quite certain that I must sin — that my nature is such that I cannot help it. I feel that I am unable to get rid of this body of sin and death, and yet I know I ought to get rid of it. These two things are enough to make any man miserable — to know that he is responsible for his sinful nature, and yet to know that he cannot get rid of it — to know that he ought to keep it down, and yet to feel he cannot — to know that it is his business to keep God’s law perfectly, and walk in the commandments of the law blameless, and yet to know by sad experience that he is as unable to do so as he is to reverse the motion of the globe, or dash the sun from the centre of the spheres. How will not these two things drive any man to desperation? The way in which some men avoid the dilemma, is by a denial of one of these truths. They say, “Well, it is true I am unable to cease from sin;” and then they deny their obligation to do so; they do not cry, “O wretched man that I am;” they live as they like, and say they cannot help it. On the other hand, there are some men who know they are responsible; but then they say, “Yes, but I can cast off my sin,” and these are tolerably happy. 

The Arminian and the hyper-Calvinist both of them get on very comfortably; but the man who believes these two doctrines, as taught in God’s Word, that he is responsible
for sin, and yet he is unable to get rid of it, I do not wonder that when he looks into himself he finds enough to make him sigh and cry, ever, to faintness and despair, “O wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this death.” And now says one, “Ah, I would be a Christian, if that is the way in which he faints — it be is always to be fighting with himself; and even until he despairs of victory.” Stop a moment.

Let us complete the picture. This man is fainting; but he will be restored by-and-bye. Do not think that he is hopelessly defeated, he falls to rise, he faints but to be revived afresh. I know a magic, which can awaken his sleeping hopes and shoot a thrill along the freezing current of his blood. Let us sound the promise in his ear, see how soon he revives. Let us put the cordial to his lips; see how he starts up and plays the man again. “I have been almost defeated” says he, “almost driven to despair. Do not rejoice over me, O mine enemy; though I fall, yet shall I rise again. And he lets fly against him once more, shouting, “I thank God through Jesus Christ our Lord.” So on he goes again, more than a conqueror, through him that has loved him.

IV. This brings me to this last point, that THE CHRISTIAN IS TO BE A CONQUEROR
AT LAST. 

Do you think that we are for ever to be the drudges and the slaves of sin? Am I for ever to be the galley-slave of my own nature, to tug for freedom and never to escape? Am I always to have this dead man chained to my back, and sniff the pestiferous exhalations [smells] of his putrid body? No, no, no, that which is within my heart, is like a caged eagle; and I know that soon the bars which confine me shall be broken; the door of my cage shall be opened, and I shall mount with my eye upon the sun of glory, soaring upward, true to the line, moving neither to the right hand nor to the left, flying till I reach my eyrie in the everlasting rocks of God’s eternal love. No, we that love the Lord are not for ever to dwell in Mesech. The dust may besmear our robes and filth may be upon our brow, and beggared may be our garment, but we shall not be so for ever. The day is coming when we shall rise and shake ourselves from the dust, and put on our beautiful garments. 

It is true we are now like Israel in Canaan. Canaan is full of enemies; but the Canaanites shall and must be driven out. Amalek shall be slain, Agag shall be hewn in pieces; our enemies shall, every one of them, be dispersed, and the whole land from Dan to Beersheba shall be the Lords. Christians, rejoice! You are soon to be perfect, you are soon to be free from sin, totally free from it, without one wrong inclination, one evil desire. You are soon to be as pure as the angels in light; no, more, with your Master’s garments on you are to be “holy as the holy one.” Can you think of that? Is not that the very sum of heaven, the rapture of bliss, the sonnet of the hill-tops of glory — that you are to be perfect? No temptation can reach you from eye, or ear,
or hand; nor if the temptation could reach you would you be hurt by it; for there will be
nothing in you that could in any way foster sin. It would be as when a spark falls upon an ocean, your holiness would quench it in a moment. Yes, washed in the blood of Jesus, afresh baptised with the Holy Spirit, you are soon to walk the golden streets, white-robed and white-hearted too, and perfect as your Maker, you are to stand before his throne, and sing his praises to eternity.

Now, soldiers of Christ, to arms again! Once more rush into the fight, you cannot be
defeated; you must overcome. Though you faint a little, yet take courage; you shall conquer through the blood of the Lamb.

And now, turning aside for a minute, I shall conclude by making an observation or two
to many now present. There are some here who say, “I am never disturbed in that fashion.” Then I am sorry for you. I will tell you the reason of your false peace. You have not the grace of God in your hearts. If you had you would surely find this conflict within you. Do not despise the Christian because he is in the conflict, despise yourself because you are out of it. The reason why the devil lets you alone is, that he knows you are his. He does not need to trouble you much now; he will have time enough to give you your wages as the last. He troubles the Christian because he is afraid of losing him; he thinks that if he does not tease him here, he shall never have the chance to do it in eternity, so he will bite him, and bark at him while he may. That is why the Christian is vexed more then you are. As for you, you may well be without any pain, for dead men feel no blows. You may well be without prickings of conscience; for men that are corrupt are not likely to feel wounds, though you stab them from head to foot. I pity your condition, for the worm that does not  die not is preparing to feed on you; the eternal vulture of remorse shall soon wet his horrid beak with the blood of your soul. Tremble; for the fires of hell are hot and unquenchable, and the place of perdition
is hideous beyond a madman’s dream. Oh that you would think of your last end. The
Christian may have an evil present, but he has a glorious future; but your future is the
blackness of darkness for ever. I adjure you by the living God, you that fear not Christ,
consider your ways. You and I must give an account for this morning’s service. You are warned, men; you are warned. Take heed to yourselves, that you do not think this life to be everything. There is a world to come; there is “after death the judgement.” If you do not fear the Lord, there is, after judgement, eternal wrath and everlasting misery.

And now a word to those who are seeking Christ. “Ah!” says one, “sir, I have sought
Christ, but I feel worse than I ever was in my life. Before I had any thoughts about Christ, I felt myself to be good, but now I feel myself to be evil.” It is all right, my friend; I am glad to hear you say so. When surgeons heal a patient’s wound, they always take care to cut away the proud flesh, because the cure can never be radical while the proud flesh remains. The Lord is getting rid of your self-confidence and self-righteousness. He is just now revealing to your soul the deadly cancer which is festering within you. You are on the sure road to healing, if you are on the way to wounding. God wounds before he heals; he strikes a man dead in his own esteem before he makes him alive. “Ah,” cries one, “but can I hope that I ever shall be delivered?” Yes, my brother, if you now look to Christ. I care not what your sin nor what your despair of heart; if you will only turn your eye to him who bled upon the tree, there is not only hope for you, but there is a certainty of salvation. 

I myself, while thinking over this subject, felt a horror of great darkness rush over my spirit, as I thought what danger I was in lest I should be defeated, and I could not get a glimpse of light into my burdened spirit, until I turned my eye, and saw my Master hanging on the tree. I saw the blood still flowing; faith laid hold upon the sacrifice, and I said, “This cross is the instrument of Jesu’s victory, and shall be the means of mine.” I looked to his blood; I remembered that I was triumphant in that blood, and I rose from my meditations, humbled, but yet rejoicing; cast down, but not in despair; looking for the victory. Do likewise. “Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners: believe that. You are an awakened, conscious and penitent sinner; therefore, he came to save you. Believe his word; trust him. Do nothing for your own salvation of yourself, but trust him to do it. Cast yourself simply and only on him; and, as this Bible is true, you shall not find the promise fail you — “He that seeketh findeth; to him that knocketh it shall be opened.”

May God help you, by giving you this new life within! May he help you to look to Jesus, and though long and hard be the conflict, sweet shall be the victory! 
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