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‘“ And it came to pass the day after, that he went into a city called Nain ; and many
of his disciples went with him, and much people. Now when he came nigh to the gate
of the city, behold, there was a dead man carried out, the only son of his mother, and
ghe was a widow : and much people of the city was with her. ~And when the Lord saw
her, he had compassion on her, and said unto {er, ‘Weep not. And he came and touched
the bier : and they that bare him stood still. And he said, Young man, I say unto thee,
Arise. And he that was dead sat up, and began to speak. And he delivered him
to his mother. And there came a fearon all : and they glorified God, saying, That a
great prophet is risen up among us; and, That God hath visited his people. . And this
rumour of him went forth throughout all Judea, and throughout all the region round
about.”’—Luke vii. 11—17.

Benowp, dear brethren, the overflowing, ever-flowing power of our
Lord Jesus Christ. Ho had wrought a great work upon the cen-
turion’s servant, and now, only a day after, he raises the dead. * It
came to pass the day after, that he went into a city called Nain.”
Day unto day uttereth speech concerning his deeds of goodness. Did
he save your friend yesterday? His fulness is the same; if you seek
him, his love and grace will flow to you to-day. He blesses this day,
and ho blesses the day after. Never is our divine Lord compelled to
pause until he has recruited his resources; but virtue goeth out of
him for ever. These thousands of years have not diminished the
aboundings of his power to bless.

Behold, also, the readiness and naturalness of the outgoings of his
life-giving power. Our Saviour was journeying, and he works
miracles while on the road: ¢ He went into a city called Nain.” It
was incidentally, some would say accidentally, that he met the funeral
procession ; but at once he restored to life this dead young man. Our
blessed Lord was not standing still, as one professionally calledin ; he
does not seem to have come to Nain at any one’s request for the dis-
play of his love; but he was passing through the gate into the city,
for some reason which is not recorded. See, my brethren, how the
Lord Jesus is always ready to save! He healed the woman who
touched him in the throng when he was on the road to quite another
person’s house. The mere spillings and droppings of the Lord’s cup
of grace are marvellous. Here he gives life to the dead when he is
en route ; he scatters his mercy by the roadside, and anywhere and
everywhere his paths drop fatness. No time, no place, can find Jesus

No. 2,008.



26 METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE PULPIT.

unwilling or unable. 'When Baal is on a journey, or sleepeth, his
deluded worshippers cannot hope for his help; but when Jesus
journeys or sleeps, a word will find him ready to conquer death, or
quell the tempest.

It was a remarkable incident, this meeting of the two processions at
the gates of Nain. If some one with a fine imagination could picture
it, what an opportunity he would have for developing his poetical
genius! I venture on no such effort. Yonder a procession descends
from the city. OQur spiritual eyes see death upon the pale horse coming
forth from the city gate with great exultation. He has taken another
captive. Upon that bier behold the spoils of the dread conqueror!
Mourners by their tears confess the victory of death. Like a general
riding in triumph to the Roman capitol, death bears his spoils to the
tomb. What shall hinder him? Suddenly the procession is
arrested by another: a company of disciples and much people are
coming up the hill. We need not look at the company, but we may
fix our eyes upon one who stands in the centre, a man in whom low-
liness was always evident, and yet majesty was never wanting. It
is the living Lord, even he who only hath immortality, and in him
death hasnow met his destroyer. The battleis short and decisive; no
blows are struck, for death has already done his utmost. With a
finger the chariot of death is arrested; with a word the spoil is taken
from the mighty, and the lawful captive is delivered. Death flies
defeated from the gates of the city, while Tabor and Hermon, which
both looked down upon the scene, rejoice in the name of the Lord.
This was a rehearsal upon a small scale of that which shall happen
by-and-by, when those who are in their graves shall hear the voice of
the Son of God and live: then shall the last enemy be destroyed. Only
let death come into contact with him who is our life, and it is com-
pelled to relax its hold, whatever may be the spoil which it has cap-
tured. Soon shall our Lord come in his glory, and then before the
gates of the New Jerusalem we shall see the miracle at the gates
of Nain multiplied a myriad times.

Thus, you see, our subject would naturally conduct us to the doc-
trine of the resurrection of the dead, which is one of the foundation
stones of our most holy faith. That grand truth I have often declared
to you, and will doso again and again; but at this time I have selected
ny text for a very practical purpose, which concerns the souls of some
for whom I am greatly anxious. The narrative before us records a
fact, a literal fact, but the record may be used for spiritual instruction.
All our Lord’s miracles were intended to be parables: they were in-
tended to instruct as well as to impress : they are sermons to the eye,
just as his spoken discourses were sermons to the ear. We see hero
how Jesus can deal with spiritual death; and how he can impagt
spiritual life at his pleasure. Oh, that we may see this done this
morning in the midst of this great assembly !

1. I shall ask you first, dear friends, to reflect that THE SPIRITUALLY
DEAD CAUSE GREAT GRIEF TO THEIR GRACIOUS FRIENDS. 1f an ungodly
man is favoured to have Christian relatives, he causes them much
anxiety. As a natural fact, this dead young man, who was being
carried out to his burial, caused his mother’s heart to burst with
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grief. She showed by her tears that her heart was overflowing with
sorrow. The Saviour said to her, “ Weep not,” because he saw how
deeply she was troubled. Many of my dear young friends may be
deeply thankful that they have friends who are grieving over them.
It is a sad thing that your conduct should grieve them; but it is a
hopeful circumstance for you that you have those around you who do
thus grieve. If all approved of your evil ways, you would, no doubt,
continue in them, and go speedily to destruction; but it is a blessing
that arresting voices do at least a little hinder you. Besides, it may
yet be that our Lord will listen to the silent oratory of your mother’s
tears, and that this morning he may bless you for her sake. See how
the evangelist puts it : * When the Lord saw %er, he had compassion
on ker, and said unto ker, Weep not.” And then he said to the young
man, *“ Arise.”

Many young persons who are in some respects amiable and hopeful,
nevertheless, being spiritually dead, are causing great sorrow to those
who love them best. It would perhaps be honest to say that they do not
intend to inflict all this sorrow ; indeed, they think it quite unnecessary.
Yet they are a daily burden to those whom they love. Their conduct
is such that when it is thought over in the silence of their mother's
chamber, she cannot help but weep. Her son went with her to the
house of God when he was a boy, but now he finds his pleasure in a
very different quarter. Being beyond all control now, the young man
does not choose to go with his mother. She would not wish to deprive
him of his liberty, but she laments that he exercises that liberty so
unwisely ; she mourns that he has not the inclination to hear the Word
of the Lord, and become a servant of his mother’s God. She had
hoped that he would follow in his father’s footsteps, and unite with
the people of God; but he takes quite the opposite course. She has
seen & good deal about him lately which has deepened her anxiety :
he is forming companionships and other connections which are sadly
harmful to him. He has a distaste for the quietude of home, and he
has been exhibiting to his mother & spirit which wounds her. It may
be that what he has said and done is not meant to be unkind; but it
is very grievous to the heart which watches over him so tenderly. She
sees a growing indifference to everything that is good, and an uncon-
cealed intention to see the vicious side of life. She knows a little, and
fears more, as to his present state, and she dreads that he will go
from one sin to another till he ruins himself for this life and the next.
O friends, it is to a gracious heart a very great grief to have an un-
converted child ; and yet more so if that child is a mother’s boy, her
only boy, and she a desolate woman, from whom her husband has been
snatched away. To see spiritual death rampant in one so dear is a
sore sorrow, which causes many a mother to mourn in secret, and pour
out her soul before God. Many & Hannah has become a woman of a
sorrowful spirit through her own child. How sad that he who should
have made her the gladdest among women has filled her life with
bitterness! Many a mother has had so to grieve over her son as almost
to cry, “ Would God he had never been born!” It is so in thousands
of cases. If it be so in your case, dear friend, take home my words
to yourself, and reflect upon them.
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The cause of grief lies here: we mourn that they showld be in such a
case. In the story before us the mother wept because her son was
dead ; and we sorrow because our young friends are spiritually dead.
There is a life infinitely higher than the life which quickens our
material bodies ; and oh that all of you knew it! You, who are un-
renewed, do not know anything about this true life. Oh, how we
wish you did! It seems to us a dreadful thing that you should be
dead to God, dead to Christ, dead to the Holy Spirit. Itis sad,indeed,
that you should be dead to those divine truths which are the delight
and strength of our souls; dead to those holy motives which keep us
back from evil, and spur us on to virtue; dead to those sacred joys
which often bring us very near the gates of heaven. We cannot look
at a dead man, and feel joy in him, whoever he may be: a corpse,
however delicately dressed, is a sad sight. 'We cannot look upon you,
ye poor dead souls, without crying out, ‘¢ O God, shall it always be so ?
Shall not these dry bones live? Wilt thou not quicken them ?”> The
apostle speaks of one who lived in pleasure, and he said of her, ¢ She
is dead while she liveth.” Numbers of persons are dead in reference
to all that is truest, and noblest, and most divine; and yet in other
respects they are full of life and activity. Oh, to think that they
should be dead to God, and yet so full of jollity and energy! Marvel
not that we grieve about them.

We also mourn because we lose the help and comfort which they ought to
bring us. 'This widowed mother no doubt mourned her boy, not only
because he was dead, but because in him she had lost her earthly
stay. She must have regarded him as the staff of her age, and the
comfort of her loneliness. ¢ She was a widow ”: I question if any-
body but a widow understands the full sorrow of that word. We may
put ourselves by sympathy into the position of one who has lost her
other self, the partner of her life; but the tenderest sympathy cannot
fully realize the actual cleavage of bereavement, and the desolation of
love’s loss. ‘‘She was a widow ’—the sentence sounds like a knell.
8till, if the sun of her life was gone, there was a star shining; she
had a boy, a dear boy, who promised her great comfort. He would,
no doubt, supply her necessities, and cheer her loneliness, and in him
her husband would live again, and his name would remain among the
living in Isracl. She could lean on him as she went to the synagogue ;
she would have him to come home from his work at evening, and
keep the little home together, and cheer her hearth. Alas! that star
is swallowed up in the darkness. He is dead, and to-day he is borne
to the cemetery. It is the same spiritually with us in reference to our
unconverted friends. With regard to you that are dead in &in, we feel
that we miss the aid and comfort which we ought to receive from you
in our service of the living God. We want fresh labourers in all sorts
of places—in our Sunday-school work, our mission among the masses,
and in all manner of service for the Lord we love! Oursis a gigantic
burden, and we long for our sons to put their shoulders toit. We did
look forward to see you grow up in the fear of God, and stand side by
side with us in the great warfare against evil, and in holy labour for
the Lord Jesus; but you cannot help us, for you are yourselves on
the wrong side. Alas, alas! you hinder us by causing the world to
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say, “See how those young men are acting!” We have to spend
thought, and prayer, and effort over you which miglit usefully have
gone forth for others. Our care for yonder great dark world which
lies all around us is very pressing, but you do not share it with us:
men are perishing from lack of knowledge, and you do not help us
in endeavouring to enlighten them.

A further grief is that we can have no fellowship with them. The mother
at Nain could have np communion with her dear son now that he was
dead, for the dead know not anything. He can never speak to her,
nor she to him, for he is on the bier, *‘a dead man carried out.” Omy
friends, certain of you have dear ones whom you love, and they love
you; but they cannot hold any spiritual communion with you, nor you
with them. You never bow the knee together in private prayer, nor
mingle heart with heart in the appeal of faith to God as to the cares
which prowl around your home. O young man, when your mother’s
heart leaps for joy because of the love of Christ shed abroad in her
soul, you cannot understand her joy. Her feelings are a mystery to
you. If youare a dutiful son, you do not say anything disrespectful
about her religion; but yet you cannot sympathize in its sorrows or
its joys. Between your mother and you there is upon the best things
a gulf as wide as if you were actually dead on the bier, and she stood
weeping over your corpse. I remember, in the hour of overwhelmin
anguish when I feared that my beloved wife was about to be taken
from me, how I was comforted by the loving prayers of my two dear
sons: we had communion not only in our grief, but in our confidence
in the living God. 'We knelt together and poured out our hearts unto
God, and we were comforted. How I blessed God that I had in my
children such sweet support! But suppose they had been ungodly
young men! I should have looked in vain for holy fellowship, and
for aid at the throne of grace. Alas! inmany a household the mother
cannot have communion with her own son or daughter on that point
which is most vital and enduring, because they are spiritually dead,
while she has been quickened into newness of life by the Holy Spirit.

Moreover, spiritual death soon produces manifest causes for sorrow. In
the narrative before us the time had come when her son’s body must
be buried. 8he could not wish to have that dead form longer in the
home with her. It is a token to us of the terrible power of death,
that it conquers love with regard to the body. Abraham loved his
Barah; but after a while he had to say to the sons of Heth, ¢ Give
me a possession of a burying-place with you, that I may bury my
dead out of my sight.” It happens in some mournful cases that
character becomes so bad that no comfort in life can be enjoyed while
the erring one is within the home circle. 'We have known parents
who have felt that they could not have their son at home, so drunken,
8o debauched had he become. Not always wisely, yet sometimes
almost of necessity, the plan has been tried of sending the incorrigible
youth to a distant colony, in the hope that when removed from per-
nicious influences he might do better. How seldom so deplorable an
experiment succeeds! 1 have known mothers who eould not think of
their sons without feeling pangs far more bitter than those they
endured at their birth. Woe, woe to him who causes such heart-break !






