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¢ Howbeit the hair of his head began to grow again after he was shaven.”’—Judges
xvi. 22.

Ler me introduce the text to yon. Samson was set apart from his
birth to be the champion of Israel, to break the power of the Philistines
who lorded over God's people. Everything in his bringing up had
reference to his pecunliar calling as the hero of Israel, the hammer of
Philistia. He was to be a Nazarite from bis birth. Amongst other
things which concerned the Nazarite he never touched wine, nay, nor
grapes, nor husks of grapes, nor anything that came of the vine: which
goes to show that the greatest physical strength is attainable without
the use of wine or strong drink. Whatever else overcame Samson, he
was never overcome with drunkenness; and yet he greatly sinned, which
goes to show that total abstinence is not of itself enough to form a
‘character. A Nazarite, in addition to sbstinence from wine, also ab-
stained from wearing the common appearance of men. He was not to
have his hair at any time shaven, or cut away: so that when Samson
was grown up to manhood, he was covered with a shaggy mass of hair.
He must have looked like the lion that he was. Those locks of his
were the token of his consecration to God, the outward marks of his
being set apart to be the servant of the God of Israel. Can you not
see him with the terrible glory of his hair upon him?

Poor Samson was as weak morally as he was strong physically, and
he fell a prey first to one evil woman, and then to another. Perhaps
the extraordinary strength of his physical frame placed him under
stronger temptation than is common to man: at any rate, he was pecu-
liarly constituted, and seemed more like a wanton boy than a judge in
Israel. Through this peculiar sin of his, the Philistines found oppor-
tunity to assail him. They tempted Delilah, whom he loved, to extract
from him the secret of his great strength. He was so strong that he
rent a lion as though it had been a kid ; so strong that he carried away
the g%tes of the city in which they had shut him up; so strong that he
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smote an army of Philistines, “ hip and thigh, with a great slaughter.”
The mercenary woman, upon whom he foolishly doted, by degrees
extracted from him the secret of his strength ; and while he lay asleep
upon her lap, the Philistine lords caused a barber to cut away the locks
of his head. He awoke from his sleep shaven. Then he went out, and
thought to fight the Philistines as before: but to his surprise he found
that his strength was gone. The locks of his dedication had been
shorn; he was no longer the acknowledged servant of the Lord, and he
was weak as other men, Then the Philistine lords took him captive,
bored out his eyes—for such is the expression in the margin of our old
Bibles—gouged out his eyes, bound him to the mill, and made him
work like a slave or an ass. In that pitiable plight our text finds him:
but it comes with a key of deliverance to set free the captive.

My text runs thus—it is in the twenty-second verse of the sixteenth
chapter of Judges— Howbeit the hair of his head began to grow again
after he was shaven.”

Poor Samson! I roughly sketched his story as with a crayon just
now. I cannot stay to attempt a more accurate portrait. Poor Samson,
the champion of Israel, now the scoff of his enemies! Poor Samson,
the hero of so many fights, now at last conquered by his own foolish-
ness! They have taken him, they have bound him, they have gouged
out his eyes, and there he stands, sightless, in the midst of his adver-
saries, who bind him to the mill, and lash him as he grinds for them.
To humiliate him they put him to woman’s work, made hard so as to be
the work of beasts. See what sin will do. See how the man who had
fought God’s battles suffers great loss, great pain, great disfigurement,
great dishonour, and comes into a cruel and abhorred bondage through
his sin. That shaven man made a slave is the picture of very many who
once were the avowed servants of God, and were valiant for the trath.
They have given up their secret, they have told the world that which
none should know but themselves, they have lost the locks of their
dedication, and they are led captive by the devil at his will. They
cannot see as they used to see, darkness shuts out all joy : they do not
work for God as they used to work, for they are slaving for men, for
poor, passing, earthborn objects. They have come into an awful bond-
age, and they have, at the same time, brought great dishomour and
weakness upon the church to which they belong. How are the mighty
fallen ! Children of God, whatever God may do for you, take heed that
you always remember that you can never gain anything by sin! It
is loss, and utter loss, in every sense, to yield ourselves servants to sin.
Again I cry : How are the mighty fallen! How is the champion become
a slave at the mill! In the midst of our churches how often are those
who were excellent and useful brought to nought and made to be a
derision! How often do our boldest warriors bring the cross of Christ
into contempt by their sin! The Lord keep us from thus falling! May
we rather die than dishonour our Lord !

I begin thus upon the mournful key, because I want to speak of
God’s great goodness to backsliders, and of how he restores them ; but
I want to warn them, at the very outset, that sin does not pay, that
whatever may come of it through God’s mercy, yet it is an evil thing
and a bitter thing to wander from the Lord. Though Samson’s hair
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grew again, and his strength came back, and he died gloriously fighting
against the Philistines, yet he never recovered his eyes, or his liberty,
or his living power in Israel! Short and effective was his last stroke
against the adversary, but it cost him his life. He could not again rise
to be the man he had been before ; and though God did give him a
great victory over the Philistine people, yet it was but as the flicker of
an expiring candle, he was never again a lamp of hope to Israel. His
usefulnesg was abated, and even brought to an end, through his folly.
Whatever the grace of God may do for us, it cannot make sin a right
thing, or a safe thing, or a permissible thing. It is evil, only evil, and
that continually. O children of God, be not enslaved by fleshly lusts !
O Nazarites unto God, gnard your locks, lest they be cut away by sin
while you are sleeping in the lap of pleasure! O servants of Jehovah,
serve the Lord with heart and soul by his grace even to the end, and
keep yourselves unshorn by the world !

With that as a preface we come again to the text: “Howbeit the hair
of his head began to grow again after he was shaven.”

First, let us see what this growing of the hair pictures,; secondly,
what it specifically symbolizes ; and thirdly, what it prophesies.

1. First, WHAT THIS GROWING OF THE HAIR PICTURES. I think
that this pictures the gradual restoration of certain among us who have
backslidden from God. The hair was there upon Samson’s head, though
it had been cut short. Though the hair was shaved off, yet the adver-
sary could not take the roots away. It was a living thing, and it would
grow again. So is it with those who are the people of God. The devil
can shave them very closely, and clip off their beauty, their strength,
and their consecration ; but a living something is still there that will
grow again. If there has been a real regenerating work of God the
Holy Ghost upon their hearts, it will show itself again. Though the
fruit and holy outcome of this living principle may for a while be
removed—sadly removed to their bitter loss and damage—yet I say the
living roots of grace are still in the soul, and ere long we shall have to
gay, ‘ Howbeit the hair of his head began to grow again.” Wells may
for a while be stopped, but the living water will break out, and come
to the surface again, The tree may lose every leaf which once adorned
it, but its substance is in it; and when the spring smiles again, it will
once more begin to bud. Eternal life may sleep, may faint ; but it
cannot utterly die; else how were it eternal life ? The hair, though
closely shaved, will grow again.

I will show you this hair in the process of growing. A man was once
a member of a Christian church, godly and gracious. Satan has shaved
him of all that was distinctive and religious. He has gone into the
world ; he has been put away by his brethren. His conduct was too
Inconsistent to allow of a continuance of his profession. But there
had really been a change of heart, there had been a radical work of
grace in his soul; and, therefore, after a while, he begins to be very
miserable and uneasy. It is impossible for him to be happy among the
Philistines, who have captured him. His gay comrades, who flattered
themselves that they had got him fast this time, cannot make him out.
He has fits of melancholy. Occasionally he falls into a deep despond-
ency, and he utters strange words which they do not like to hear, partly
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denunciations of himself, and partly prophecies of evil to those around
him. He is evidently terribly uneasy in the ways of sin. Now he gets
alone, and sighs—
“ Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord ?

There is a something in his heart which troubles him both by night
and by day. His soul is saying, “I will go and return to my first
husband ; for then was it better with me than now.”” Howbeit his hair
begins to grow again. It has been shaved very cleverly, but the roots
have not been extracted, and you can see that he will soon be a hairy
man again. He cannot rest in his sin : no true-born child of God
ever can. (iant Slay-good may pick up a pilgrim on the road when he
is faint and weary, but he can never pick the bones of a true believer.
He will come out of the den of the giant somehow or other. What a
pity that he should ever go into it !

Well, now notice that the man begins to drop in to hear a sermon.
It is a long time since he was familiar with the house of prayer; but he
finds himself here to-night after a long absence. He remembers when
he used to be always here, and he almost waters the floor with his tears
as he thinks of the happy days which he used to enjoy in the midst of
God’s people, when he welcomed the light of the S8abbath morning, and
the way was never too long for him to come up to the place of his love.
In those days the word of the Lord was sweet to him. He has not
been for some time, but somehow he felt to-day that he must come again.
How welcome he is! How glad I am to see him, though he looks so
rough and grisly, and half-shaved!

I have heard—I am not sure of it, but I think that it is very likely
—that he has been reading his Bible again. That poor Book has been
left to be covered with dust, but he has had it down, and he has looked
at a psalm that once used to charm his heart, and he has wept over
the passage which once revealed Christ to him. He even groaned to
think that he should have forgotten the voice of the living God which
used to speak to him through that holy Book. He read a sermon to-day,
too. He has not often done fhaf. He took a tract from some one in
the street, and he looked at it with eagerness : this also was a hopeful
sign.

A little while ago, when he first forsook his Lord, he could blas-
pheme : he could say hard things against Christ and his word ; but he
does not do so now. It would be impossible for him now to ridicule
religion ; he is too tender for that. He has a strong desire to hear again
the message of free grace and dying love; he longs to listen once more
to the ringing of those silver bells that once were music to his ears.
I think it must be true that the Lord is bringing him back. Surely
my text is being fulfilled —* Howbeit the hair of his head began to
grow again,” The devil could shave away those lowing locks which once
adorned him, but he could not cut out the roots, which are deeper than
he can reach. Do you not think that our shorn Samson may yet be
himself again? Surely his hair has begun to grow anew, and to-night
I trust that it will grow very quickly while he is in this house of
prayer hearing the glad tidings of free forgiveness.

T am most of all encouraged with the fact that he begins to feel in his






