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“Then he said unto me, Son of man, these bones are the whole house of Israel:

behold, they say, Our bones are dried, and our hope is lost : we are cut off for our parts.
Therefore prophesy and say unto them, Thus saith the Lord God : Behold, O my people,
1 will open your graves, and cause you to come up out of your graves, and bring you
into the lami' of Israel. And ye shall know that I am the Lord, when I have opened
your graves, O my people, and brought you up out of your graves.”’—Xzekiel
xxxvii. 11, 12, 13.
I HAVE read to you the vision of the resurrection of the dry bones:
keep it in your minds that you may understand the text. The figure is a
very apt, instructive, and impressive one. It is not, however, a mere
figure: it is a parable based upon a remarkable representation of the
resurrection of the dead. Although the children of Israel at that time
knew little enough concerning the resurrection, yet the Lord, the Holy
Spirit, knew all about it, and he used it as a striking picture of the
salvation of Israel from that national death which had come upon them.
We may with equal accuracy see in it a vivid representation of the work
of grace upon the hearts of all those who are quickened into spiritual
life by the power of divine grace. Men by nature are dead in sin till
they hear the voice of God and feel the quickening breath of the Spirit,
and are made to live according to that word, “ He that believeth in me,
though he were dead, yet shall he live: and whosoever liveth and
believeth in me shall never die.”

Such a metaphor as this before us drops with teaching as a honey-
comb with honey, and it will be our own fault if we are not taught by
it. The salvation of men by the grace and power of God is as
great a wonder as the general resurrection. The putting of spiritual
Iife into a natural man is a marvel of marvels, and should excite as
much wonder a8 the raising of Lazarus, or of Jairus’ daughter, or of
the young man at the gates of Nain. Even the uprising of the dead at
the last trump is not a greater prodigy than the bringing of dead hearts
unto the life of God. I shall not, however, detain you by fuller observa-
tions upon spiritual resurrection, for I have work to do of another kind,
upon which we will spend the bulk of our time and the whole of our
energies.
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If you thoughtfully consider the text you will see that it divides itself
thus: first, there is a true word—* Behold, they say, our bones are
dried ;' secondly, there is in it an ¢/l word, which goes beyond the
truth—<¢ Our hope is lost.” God is the sinner’s hope, and he is not
lost, so that the word of despair is not warranted. Thirdly, there is a
gracious word, a word of mighty love—* Thus saith the Lord God;
Behold, O my people, I will open your graves, and cause you to come
up out of your graves, and bring you into the land of Israel. And ye
ghall know that I am the Lord, when I have opened your graves, O my
people, and brought you up out of your graves.”

I. Let us begin with that solemn confession which I have styled 4
TRUE WORD : “They say, our bones are dried.” It matters not how
badly men speak of themselves, for what they say of themselves is never
worse than the truth. I have never heard of any sinner who too much
depreciated his own righteousness. It is not possible to repent too much,
nor to have too lowly an estimate of one’s deservings or of one’s spiritual
power. It is a grievous fault when mourners depreciate the power and
fulness of God’s grace, and when despondency casts & doubt upon the
possibility of their salvation; but while the depreciation is confined to
themselves it is not possible to push it too far, or to exaggerate the evils
of an unregenerate condition. The sinner’s natural estate is as de-
plorable as words can describe : he is, in fact, much worse than he thinks
he is even when he is most bowed down under a sense of his guilt and
danger. I believe that Luther was quite right when he said that if a
man could see his own sin as it really is he would lose his reason. The
condition into which we have fallen by our transgressions is terrible to
the last degree.

Observe, first, that they describe themselves as dead, as dried, and as
divided. 'They speak of themselves as dead ; for aman does not imagine
his bones to be scattered about on the plain while he thinks himself to be
alive. These people spoke of their bones, and therefore conceived of
themselves as dead ; and so the sinner may without exaggeration con-
ceive of himself as devoid of spiritual life.” He knows not the life of
God, for he is dead in trespasses and sins. The apostle speaks of the
unregenerate as ¢ alienated from the life of God through the ignorance
that is in them, because of the blindness of their heart.” And again
we read, *“ They are corrupt, they have done abominable works, there is
none that doeth good.” ~When men are corrapt they have gone a stage
beyond death, and are receiving the full harvest of sin; as it is written,
¢ He that soweth to his flesh shall of the flesh reap corruption.” Alas,
sinner, you are as one that is dead, only your condition is far worse, for
your responsibility and your guilt remain, and your death to righteous-
Dess is blameworthy, and will bring punishment upon you.

They were divided, too. These Israelites were scattered abroad in
every place ; and perhaps you, dear friend, feel that, as Hosea says, your
heart is divided, and you are found wanting. You cannot get your
thoughts together, you cannot concentrate your affections : you are *as
when one cutteth and cleaveth wood upon the earth,” a broken, shlyere_d
thing : you cannot rally your mind to confidence in God; your mind is
dead to that which is good, and your heart is divided by a thousand

delusive devices.
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Perhaps you go further with the fizure, and seem to be dried, sapless,
nseless, hopeless. A bone is dried when every particle of marrow is gone
out of it, when it looks as if it never could have been covered with flesh,
or have been part of a living body. Are you lamenting because you
seem to be devoid of spiritual hunger, desire, or regret? Do you mourn
that you cannot feel, cannot will, cannot repent, cannot love, cannot even
fear ? Do you groan because you cannot find in yourself anything
which is good or looks that way? Do you ever groan out that
mournful miserere—

“Thy saints are comforted, I know,
And love thy house of prayer!
I sometimes go where others go,
But find no comfort there.

‘1 hear, but scem to hear in vain,
Insensible as steel ;
If aught is felt, "tis only pain
To find I cannot feel.

% My best desires are faint and few,
I fain would strive for more!
But, when I cry, ¢ My strength renew,’
Seem weaker than before.”

Truly, you are as a dried bone that has long been bleaching in the sun,
out of which all trace of life and feeling and power has departed. This
is a very sad description of a man’s soul, and yet how many of us have
had to subscribe to it for ourselves. It is just what we felt ourselves to
be while we were without God, and without hope; and yet the Spirit of
God was convincing us of our guilt.

Further, these bones could by no means raise themselves. We never
heard of such a thing as a dead man restoring himself to life, though
he be but newly buried, if he be indeed dead: he cannot lift a hand
towards his own reviving. These bones were without trace of life.
The flesh was gone, devoured of Lites and jackals, or rotted and scat-
tered in impalpable powder to the four winds of heaven. How could
these carcases raise themselves? There was no trace of moisture left
upon them ; they could not give themselves life or motion; it were a
fool's hope to look for such a thing. Is that the dreary fact which
forces itself upon you? Do not try to forget it. You are discovering
the trath. You are in a lost condition already if you have not believed
in Jesus Christ. You are not, as some do vainly talk, in a state of
probation: your probation is over, and you aré condemned already.
because you have not believed on the Son'of God. In you there is no
spiritual power to stir towards God until his Spirit moves towards you.
You will remain _cast out in the open valley, unless God’s grace shall
come to you, and unless his Spirit shall put breath into you. For you
to be saved will be as much out of the common course of nature as any
other miracle; and in it you will have no finger, so as to be able to
boast ; for the Lord alone must save you, or you are lost for ever. It
18 a terrible word for a man to say, but it is the truth, and nothing more
than the truth, that he is ruined by sin and “ without strength” to
repair the damage.
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There scomed to be bofore these bones no prospect but the fire, When
they that cleansed the valley came along and found these bones they
would gather them up as offensive objects and cast them into the fire
of Tophet to be consumed. This is the only lot that remaineth unto
dry bones, and the like awaiteth those who are spiritually like unto
them. Has the Holy Spirit been dealing with any of vou till you
fecel as if there were nothing for you but a certain looking for of
judgment and of fiery indignation? Do you begin to feel in your own
conscience the first burnings of the fire which never shall be quenched ?
Ahb, whatever may be your gloomy apprehensions they are none too
gloomy. It is a fearful thing to have sinned; it is an awful thing to
be called to judgment ; and a more terrible thing still to be under that
judgment now, and only to be waiting until that sentence shall be carried
out, “ Depart, ye cursed, into everlasting fire.” O, if you cannot sleep
at night, and if all enjoyment of earthly comforts seems to be taken
away from you; if you begin to sting yourself and make your own
life wretched, I shall not wonder at it. It is marvellous that a man
can live and be quiet, and yet be under the wrath of God. It is a
strange thing that he can walk this earth with a smile upon his face
while yet his sin is unforgiven, and the sword of the Lord is furbished
to work his destruction. Oh, that the sinner knew the jeopardy under
which he lives, and the frail barrier that divides him from eternal
misery. Does he not know that if his breathing should cease he is gone
to the placc where hope is a stranger? I say if a man mourns and
sichs over his terrible future, so that a dreadful sound is in his ears, he
only acts reasonably, and his fears are based on solemn truth.

Moreover, these people felt that they were cuf off from healing agencies.
They say, “ We are cut off for our parts;” that is, each bone is cut off
from its fellow, and the whole thing is cut off as to its parts from every
hope and comfort, These banished Israelites were cut off from the land of
Canaan, cut off from the Temple, cut off from the priesthood, cut off
from the sacrifices, cut off from all hope of approaching to God. Many
poor souls have been made to feel as it they, too, were cut off. 'Their
Sabbaths are no rest to them ; the house of prayer brings no delight;
the preaching of the gospel yields no consolation. They turn to their
Bibles, and every page seems to flash a threatening, while no gentle
shower of mercy drops from above. They fall on their knees, but even
prayer seems to be a hollow mockery ; they cannot pray as they would.
They associate with godly friends, but they gain nothing by their
converse. Go where they mmay, they think themselves like a dry bone
which meets its fellow dry bone, and is none the nearer to eternal life
for such dreary communion. The man is a nuisance to himself, and his
very existence is a weariness, Ah, you think, perhaps, I am describing
an cxtreme case, but I know that 1 am picturing some whose eyes are
looking upon me at this moment. Happy they who have been delivered
from this wretched state ; but I had almost said, happy they who are
experiencing it, for those who feel their sinfulness are on th(’a road to
better things. DBrother, I hope your extremity will be God’s oppor-
tunity. When your bones are dried then will God come in as the
resmirection and the life and make these dry bones live. When you
appear to be beyond the possibility of mercy, then God, with whom all
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things are possible, will deal with you in a way of extraordinary grace,
and cause you to rejoice in his salvation.

It seemed to these poor people as if they were quite given over, for
when bones are cast out in the field and left to be bleached by the wind
and the sun, when nobody gives them burial, but there they lie, the
refuse of the charnel house, then they are according to all likelihood left
for destruction. I have heard of persons who have felt in their spirit as
if they were for ever banished from the light ; so that they have cried,
“ Hath God forgotten to be gracious? Hath he in anger shut up his
tender mercies ? Is the throne of grace closed against the mourner?
Will nothing avail ? Wil not cries and tears bring an answer ?” By
such downcast ones a whisper has been heard inwardly saying, ¢ There
is no mercy for you: you are cast out as reprobate silver.” It is the
whisper of Satan in the spirit, and it comes with piercing power. The
devil often uses the conscience to be the hack on which he rides in his
errands of torment.  Yet there is a measure of truth in the insinnation.
Apart from Christ, we are cast off : apart from Christ, God cannot look upon
us except in anger : apart from the atoning blood our sins protest against
the entrance of mercy, and there we lie self-condemned and helpless,
abandoned in our own judgment to condemnation swift and sure. Here,
then, is language full of misery, and yet sadly true. 'We are sold under
gin by nature, and led captive by the devil, driven by our iniquities to
endless misery, from which ignorance and wickedness will not permit us
to escape.

II. Now, I turn to that point upon which I desire to struggle with
some of you this morning, that you may be fetched up by the Spirit's
power from the depths of despondency. Here is AN ILL WORD in the
text: ““Our hope is lost.” It is a good thing if our false hopes are lost;
bus true hope is still to be had. Hope is not denied to any man: if he
will believe in Jesus he may yet be saved. They said of old in the
Latin, Dum spiro spero, while 1 breathe I hope; and I turn the pro-
verb over, and say, Dum spero spiro—vwhile I hope I breathe. To render
the sentences rather freely will suit me well: “ While I live I hope, and
while I hope Ilive.” Sinner, your life lies in hope, and while you have
hope you have life. To despair is an unwarrantable thing, a thing
full of sin, and fraught with mischief, besides being false and un-
reasonable,

Despair, which is the mind’s declaration that there is no hope, is not
s0 much a sickness of the understanding as a sin of the soul. Itis a
crime against the truth, a high offence against the Lord of love. God
is “the God of hope,” and those who are without hope are also without
God. No mortal has a just pretence to perish in despair, and if he does
50, despair is a form of suicide, a form of wilful self-destruction. No
man has a right to despair; no man can be right while he is despairing.
Let me just speak about this, and keep to the point

Despair 48 @ high insult to God; it casts dishonour upon his chief
attributes. In the first place it is most derogatory to the Zrutk of God.
If a man says, “I cannot be saved,” he contradicts the divine voice,
* Look unto me, and be ye saved.” God has sent the gospel to men,
and it is no other than good news to them; but despair virtually
says it is no gospel, it is no good news. God has set up a throne of






