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“'l'he garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness.”’—Tsaiab Ixi. 3.

THE list of comforts which the Anointed has here prepared for his
mourners is apparently inexhaustible. He seems as if he delighted
to give “according to the multitude of his tender mercies” a very
cloud of blessings. This is the third of his sacred exchanges—“the
garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness”: grace, like its God,
delights to be a trinity. This is also the broadest of the blessings:
for whereas the first adorned the face with beauty, and the second
anointed the head with joy, this last and widest covers the whole
person with a garment of praise. Man’s first vesture was of his own
making, and it could not cover his shame; but this garment is of
God’s making, and it makes us comfortable in ourselves, and comely
in the sight of God and man. They are better adorned than
Solomon in all his glory, to whom God giveth the garment of praise.
May the blessed Spirit sweetly help us to bring out the rich meaning
of this promise to mourners; for again I must remind you that
these things are only given to them, and not to the thoughtless
world.

We have noticed already the variety of the consolation which
Jesus brings to mourners; the Plant of Renown produces many
lovely flowers with rich perfume, and a multitude of choice fruits
of dainty taste. Now, we would call your attention to their marvel-
lous adaptation to our needs. Man has a spirit, and the gifts of
grace are spiritual ; his chief maladies lie in his soul, and the bless-
ings of the covenant deal with his spiritual wants. Our text men-
tions “the spirit of heaviness.” and gives a promise that it shall be
removed. The boons which Jesus gives to us are not surface bless-
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ings, but they touch the centre of our being. At first we may
not perceive their depth, but only know that beauty is given, instead
of ashes: this might seem to be an external change. Further on,
however, joy is given, instead of mourning, and this is inward ; the
thought has advanced, we are getting nearer the heart: but in the
words before us the very spirit of heaviness, the fountain whence
the mourning flows, the hearth whereon the ashes are burned, is
dealt with and taken away, and instead thereof we receive the
garment of praise. What a mercy it is that the blessings of the
everlasting covenant belong to the realm of the spirit; for, after
all, the outward is transient, the visible soon perishes. We are
grateful for the food and raiment which our bodies require; but
our sterner need is nourishment, consolation, and protection for our
spirits. The covenant of grace blesses the man himself, the soul,
which is the essence of his life. It puts away the sordid sackcloth
of despondency, and robes the spirit in royal garments of praise.
Judge ye your state by your estimation of such favours, for if ye
have learned to prize them, they are yours. The worldling cares
nothing for spiritual blessings; his beauty, and joy, and praise are
found in things which perish in the using; but those who know
their pretiousness have been taught of God, and since they can
appreciate them, they shall have them. Soul-mercy is the very
soul of mercy, and he whom the Lord blesses in his spirit is blessed
indeed.

I want you still further to notice how these blessings grow as we
proceed. At first, out of the triplet of favours here bestowed there
was beauty given, instead of ashes. There is much there: beauty
of personal character before God is no mean thing; yet a man
might have that, and by reason of his anxiety of heart he might
scarcely be aware of it. Doubtless many who are lovely in the sight
of God spend much of their time in bewailing their own uncomeli-
ness. Many a saint sorrows over himself, while others are rejoicing
in him; therefore, the next mercy given to the mourner in Zion
is the oil of joy, which is a personal and conscious delight. The
man rejoices. He perceives that he is made beautiful before God,
and he begins to joy in what the Lord has done for him, and in the
Anointed One from whom the oil of gladness descends. This is an
advance upon the other, but now we come to the highest of all : seeing
that God has made him glad, he perceives his obligations to God, and
he expresses them in thankfulness, and so stands before the Most
High like a white-robed priest, putting on praise as the garment in
which he appears in the courts of the Lord’s house, and is seen by
his brethren. As you advance in the divine life, the blessings you
receive will appear to be greater and greater. Some promising
things become small by degrees and miserably less, but in the
kingdom of heaven we go from strength to strength. The beginning
of the Christian life is like the water in the pots at Cana, but in
due time it blushes into wine. The pathway which we tread is
at the first bright as the dawn; but if we pursue it with sacred



“THE GARMENT OF PRAISE.” 171

perseverance, its refulgence will be as the perfect day. There shall
be no going down of our sun, but it shall shine with increasing
lustre till it shall be as the light of seven days, and the days of
our mourning shall be ended.

I beg you also to mark that when we reach the greatest mercy,
and stand on the summit of blessing, we have reached a condition
of praise: praise to God invests our whole nature. To be wrapt
in praise to God is the highest state of the soul. To receive the
mercy for which we praise God is something; but to be wholly
clothed with praise to God for the mercy received is far more.
Why, praise is heaven, and heaven is praise! To pray is heaven
below, but praise is the essence of heaven above. When you bow
lowest in adoration, you are at your very highest. The soul full
of joy takes a still higher step when it clothes itself with praise.
Such a heart takes to itself no glory, for it is dressed in gratitude,
and so hides itself. Nothing is seen of the flesh and its self-exalta-
tion, since the garment, of praise hides the pride of man. May you
all who are heavy in spirit be so clothed upon with delight in the
Lord, who hath covered you with the robe of righteousness, that
you may be as wedding guests adorned for the palace of the King
with glittering garments of adoring love. ‘

Looking carefully into the words before us, we will dwell, first,
upon the spirit of heaviness; secondly, upon the promise implied
sn the text—that this shall be removed ; and then, thirdly, upon
the garment of praise which is to be bestowed. First, let us muse
upon :—

I. THE SPIRIT OF HEAVINESS.

We would not make this meditation doleful; and yet it may be
as well to set forth the night side of the soul; for thus we may the
better show a sympathetic spirit, and come more truly home to
those who are in heaviness through manifold temptations. Some
of us know by experience what the spirit of heaviness means. It
comes upon us at times even now. There are many things in the
body, there are many things in the family, there are many things
in daily life which make us sad. Facts connected with the past,
and with the future, cause us at times to hang our heads. We shall
just now dwell upon those former times when we were under the
=pirit of heaviness on account of unpardoned sin. We cannot forget
that we were in bondage in a spiritual Egypt. We would awaken
our memories to remember the wormwood and the gall, the place of
dragons and of owls.

Observe that this heaviness is an inward matter, and it is usually
a grief which a man tries to keep to himself. It is mot that he is
sick in body, though his unbelieving friends fancy that he must
surely be ailing, or he would not seem so melancholy. “He sitteth
alone, and keepeth silence,” and they say that he has a low fit upon
him, and they invite him out into company, and try if they can jest
him out of his distress. The fact is, that sin is pressing upon him,
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and well may the spirit be heavy when it has that awful load to
carry. Day and night God’s hand also is heavy upon him, and well
may his spirit be loaded down. Conviction of sin makes us as a
cart that 1s loaded with sheaves; but it is intensely inward, and
therefore not to be understood of careless minds.  “The heart
knoweth its own bitterness, and a stranger intermeddleth not there-
with.” I have known persons who have been the subject of this
heaviness most sedulously endeavour to conceal from others even
the slightest appearance of it; and I cannot say that there has not
been some wisdom in so doing, for ungodly men despise those who
tremble at the Word of God. What do they care about sin? They
can sin and rejoice in it as the swine can roll in the mire and feel
itself at home. Those who weep in secret places because the arrows
of the Lord have wounded them, are shunned by those who forget
God, and they need not be sorry for it, since such company can fur-
nish no balm for their wounds. Mourner, you are wise to keep your
sorrow to yourself so far as the wicked are concerned ; but remem-
ber, though perhaps you think not so, there are hundreds of God’s
children who know all about your condition, and if you could be
bold enough to open your mind to them and tell them of your
heaviness of spirit, you would be surprised to find how thoroughly
they would sympathise with you, and how accurately some of them
could describe the maze through which you are wandering. All are
not tender of heart, but there are believers who would enter into
your experience, and who might by God’s blessing give you the
clue to the labyrinth of your grief. The Lord comforted Paul by
Ananias, and you may be sure that there is an Ananias for you.
If you feel, as many do, that you could not unburden your soul to
your parents or relatives, go to some other experienced believers,
and tell them as far as you can your painful condition. I know,
for I have felt the same, that all hope that you shall be saved is
taken away, and that you are utterly prostrate; but yet there is
hope.

}\)?Vhilo this heaviness is inward, notice in the next place that
it is real. Heaviness of spirit is one of the most terribly true of all
our griefs. He who is cheerful and light-hearted too often con-
temns and even ridicules him who is sad of soul. He says that he
is “nervous,” calls him “fanciful,” “almost out of his mind,” “very
excitable,” * quite a monomaniac,” and so on. The current idea
being, that there is really no need for alarm, and that sorrow for
sin is mere fanaticism. 1f some persons had suffered half an hour
of conviction of sin themselves, they would look with different eyes
upon those who feel the spirit of heaviness; for I say it, and know
what I am saying, that next to the torment of hell itself, there is
but one sorrow which is more severe than that of a broken and a
contrite spirit that trembles at God’s word, but does not dare to
suck comfort out of it. The bitterness of remorse and despair is
worse; but yet it is unspeakably heart-breaking to bow at the
mercy-seat, and to fear that no answer will ever come; to lie at the
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feet of Jesus, but to be afraid to look up to him for salvation. To
be conscious of nothing but abounding sin and raging unbelief, and
to expect nothing but sudden destruction—this is an earthly Tophet.
There are worse wounds than those which torture the flesh, and
more cruel pangs arise from the broken bones of the soul than from
those of the body. Sharp is that cut which gces to the very heart
and yet does not kill, but makes men wish that they could die or
cease to be. There is a prison such as no iron bars can make, and
a fetter such as no smith can forge. Sickness is a trifle compared
to it—1it 1s to some men less endurable than the rack or the stake
To be impaled upon your own sins, pilloried by your own conscience.
shot at by your own judgment as with barbed arrows—this is
anguish and torment.

This heaviness of spirit puts a weight upon the man’s actwity
and clogs him in all things. He 1s weighted heavily who bears the
weight of sin. You put before him the precious promises, but he
does not understand them, for the heaviness presses upon his mental
faculties.  You assure him that these promises are meant for him.
but he cannot believe you, for heaviness of spirit palsies the grasp-
ing hand by which he might appropriate the blessing. “Their soul
abhorreth all manner of meat, and they draw near to the gates of
death.” Troubled minds at times lose all their appetite.  They
need spiritual food, and yet turn from i1t. The most wholesome
meat of the gospel they are afraid to feed upon, for their sadness
makes them fearful of presumption. Heaviness brings on amaze-
ment, and this is but another word for saying that the mind 1is in
a maze, and cannot find its way out.

They are weighted as to their understanding and their faith, for
“the spirit of heaviness ” presses there also. Their memory, too, is
quick enough at recollecting sin, but to anything that might minis-
ter comfort, it is strangely weak; even as Jeremiah said, “Thou
hast removed my soul far off from peace: I forget prosperity.”
Indeed, David was more oblivious still, for he says, “My heart is
smitten and withered like grass, so that I forget to eat my bread.”
All the faculties become dull and inert, and the man is like one in
a deadly swoon. I have heard persons, under conviction of sin,
say, “1 seem absolutely stupid about divine things.” Like one
that is stunned by a severe blow, they fall down, and scarcely know
what they feel or do not feel. Were they in their clear senses, we
could set the gospel before them, and point out the way of salvation,
and they would soon lay hold of it; but, alas! they seem to have
no capacity to understand the promise, or to grasp its consolation.

Now, this heaviness of spirit also renders everything around the
man heavy. The external is generally painted from within. A
merry heart maketh mirth in the dull November fog under a leaden
sky. but. a dull heart finds sorrow amidst May blossoms and June
flowers. A man colours the world he lives in, to the tint of his
own soul. *“Things are not what they seem ”; yet what they seem
has often more influence upon us than what they are. Given =
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man, then, with heaviness of spirit, and you will find that his sor-
rows appear to be greater than he can bear. The common-place
worries of life which cheerfulness sports with, are a load to a sad
heart ; yea, the grasshopper is a burden. The ordinary duties of
life become a weariness, and slight domestic cares a torture. He
trembles lest he should commit sin even in going in and out of his
house. A man who bears the weight of sin has small strength for
any other load. Even the joys of life become sombre. It matters
not how much God has blest a man in his family, in his basket, or
in his store ; for as long as his heart is oppressed and his soul bowed
down with sin, what are the bursting barns, and what are the over-
flowing wine vats to him? He pines for a peace and rest which
these things cannot yield. If the eye be dark, the sun itself affords
no light.

There is one thing, however, which we would say to mourners
pressed down with guilt: whatever heaviness you feel, it is no
greater heaviness than sin ought to bring upon a man, for it is an
awful thing to have sinned against God. If the sense of sin should
drive you to distraction—and cavillers often say that religion does
this—it might reasonably do so if there were no other matters to
think upon; no forgiving love and atoning blood. That which is
the result of sin ought not to be charged upon religion; but true
religion should be praised, because it brings relief to all this woe.
Sin is the most horrible thing in the universe, and when a man
sees how foully he has transgressed, it is no wonder that he is greatly
troubled. To think that I, a creature that God has made, which
he could crush as easily as a moth, have dared to live in enmity to
him for many years, and have even become so hardened as to forget
him, and perhaps defy him. This is terrible. When I have been
told of his great love, 1 have turned on my heel and rejected it.
Yes, and when I have even seen that love in the bleeding body of
his dear Son, I have been unbelieving, and have done despite even
to boundless grace, and gone from bad to worse, greedy after sin.
Is it marvellous that, when they have seen the guilt of all this,
men have felt their moisture turned into the drought of summer,
and cried in desperation, “ My soul chooseth strangling rather than
life” ? However low you are, beloved mourner, you are not
exaggerating your guilt. Apart from the grace of God, your case
is indeed as hopeless as you suppose. Though you lie in the very
dust and dare not look up, the position is not lower than you ought
to take. You richly deserve the anger of God; and when you have
some sense of what that wrath must be, you are not more fearful of
it than there is just need to be; for it is a fearful thing to fall into
the hands of the living God.  “He toucheth the hills and they
smoke.”

“The pillars of heaven’s starry roof
Tremble and start at his reproof.”

What will his wrath be when he puts on his Tobes of justice and
comes forth to mete out justice to the rebellious? O God, how






