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“The sorrows of death compassed me, and the pains of hell gat hold upon me*
1 found trouble and sorrow. Then called I upon the name of the Lord; O Lord, I
beseech thee, deliver my soul. . . . . Thou hast delivered my soul from death,
mine eyes from tears, and my feet from falling.”—Psalm cxvi. 3, 4, 8.

THE great trouble which is here described very probably happened to
David long after he had been a believer, He had been living the life
of faith, perhaps, for years, in a calm, happy, and quiet manner ; and
by-and-by he met with outward tribulation, and not a little of inward
conflict. At some time or other it generally happens to a believer,
between the setting out at the wicket-gate and the crossing of the
last river, that he endures a great fight of afflictions. My observation
leads me to notice that those who begin with rough times frequently
have a smooth path afterwards, while others, whose first experience was
very sunny and peaceful, meet with fierce conflicts farther on. Those
who have enjoyed a long, calm, and comparatively easy life, may meet
their stormiest hours at the close of their day; for some of the best of
God’s children, to use an old Puritan’s expression, “are put to bed
in the dark.” Their sun sets in clouds, but doubtless it rises again in
the full splendour of the eternal morning. Somewhere or other,
brother, you will learn to acknowledge that—

“The path of torrow, and that path alone,
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown.”

The saints above who sing the new song are, at least many of them,
described by the words, “These are they which eame out of great
tribulation.” That is the general way to heaven, and perhaps few
travellers reach paradise by any other road.

Let believers, therefore, not count upon immunity from trouble, but
let them reckon upon grace sufficient for it. Let them believe that
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We are frightened at the envelope; but inside, if we know how to
break the seal, we shall find riches for our souls. Great trials are the
clouds out of which God showers great mercies. Very frequently,
when the Lord has an extraordinary mercy to send to us, he employs
his rough and grizzled horses to drag it to the door. The smooth
rivers of ease are usually navigated by little vessels filled with common
commodities, but a huge galleon loaded with treasure traverses the
deep seas.

Let the children of God learn from this passage in David’s experience
that their best resort in trouble is prayer. When the sorrows of death
compass you, pray! When the pains of hell get hold upon you, pray!
When you find trouble and sorrow, pray! Everything else which pru-
dence and wisdom suggest is to be done in a time of difficulty, but
none of these things are to be relied upon by themselves. * Salvation
is of the Lord,” whether it be salvation from troubles or from sins.
You do right to provide the horse for the day of battle, but still satety
is of the Lord. Use the means, but never supplant faith by the use of
means. When you have done all, trust in God as though you had done
nothing, for “ Except the Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh bat
in vain.” In all things pray; and be you well assured that if at this
moment you are in the same plight as David was, prayer will bring you
out of it. Prayer is the catholicon, the universal cure ; it subdues every
disease. In spiritual conflicts it has a thousand uses; you may say
of it, “ By this will I break through a troop, by this will I leap over
a wall, by this will I put on shield and buckler, and by this will I
smite the foe.” Prayer can unlock the treasures of God, and shut the
gates of hell; prayer can quench the violence of flames and stop the
lions’ mouths ; prayer can overcome heaven and bend omnipotence to
its will. Only pray, brother, believingly, and in the name of the Well-
Beloved, and answers of peace must be given you.

I intend, this evening, to use the text with another view; I mean
to accommodate it, as I think lawfully, and to use it as a description
of the condition of an awakened sinner. To sinners under conviction
I would address myself, for I know there are such in the congregation.
I was glad to hear their cries the other night, and I have faith that
the Lord means to bless them, and bring them into liberty. We shall
speak, first, of this poor soul's condition; then of his course of action;
and then of the deliverance he oblained.

I. First, here is THE WREILCHED CONDITION into which many a
poor awakened soul has been brought.

But let me, before I proceed further, say, that if any of you are
believers in Christ, and have not felt all that I speak of, you are rot
to condemn yourselves because of it. There are many maladies in the
world, and if I am describing a sickness, and the way in which the
physician cures it, you must not say, “I am surely wrong, for I never
felt that phase of the disease.” That does not matter. No man
suffers all maladies. If you are resting upon Jesus only, do not disturb
yourself; that which I am about to utter is not meant for your dis-
turbance, but for other people’s comfort.

From our text I remark that many a troubled conscience feels the
sorrows of death; that is te sav he is the subject of griefs similar to
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those which beset men on their dying beds. I have passed through
this state myself, and I shall therefore describe it the more feelingly,
What are the sorrows of death ?

One of the sorrows of a sinner’s death is the refrospect. The dying
sinuner looks back, and sees nothing in his life that yields him comfort.
He could wish that the day had been darkness in which it was said
that a child was born into the world, for he feels that his existence has
been a blank, and worse than that, an insult to God, and the cause of
misery to himself. He cannot see a bright or hopeful spot in his
whole history. So, too, the man truly awakened weeps over a dreadful
past, and laments because all is evil, and the very things he once gloried
in are tarnished. He sees that to have been sin which before he
thought to have been righteousness, and he bemoans himself, saying
within his beart, “ Would God I had never been born.” Many an
awakened man has said, as John Bunyan did, that he wished he had
been a frog or a toad, or a venomous serpent, sooner than have
been a man to have lived as he had lived. Are you feeling, dear friend,
or have you ever felt, that sorrow of death? Some of us have felt it
keenly.

Another sorrow of death is grief over the presenf. The man lies
tossing to and fro upon his. last bed, and all his glory and beauty are
gone. The bloom of health has departed from him. He is a very
different man from what he was in the days of his agility and vigour,
and he knows it. So is it with the sinner; he feels the pining sickness
of sin consuming him as the moth consumes a garment. His moisture
is turned into the drought of summer; his glory is as a faded flower;
and the excellency of his flesh, wherein he boasted himself, and said
that he was no worse than others, and, perhaps, was even better, is now
passed away. The Spirit, when he blows upon man, finding all flesh to
be grass, withers it all up; and so he destroys the glory of man’s
estate, and makes his excellency decay, till the man is sick to death of
himself. The dying man also sees all his strength departing. Perhaps
he essays, like Samson, to shake himself as at other times, but he
is mistaken. The limbs that bare him to his bed fall under him,
and the hand with which he laboured drops palsied by his side.
The very eyelids scarce can drop to form a curtain from the light,
or lift themselves to admit the blessed beams of the sun. The
golden bowl is breaking, and the silver cord is being snapped. It
18 just so with an awakened sinner, He feels death in his soul. He
used to be able, as he thought, to do anything ; his notion was that he
could repent and believe, amend and reform, and save himgelf when-
ever he liked: but now the cold chill of death has come upon all his
powers, and he hears even Christ in mercy saying, “ Without me ye
can do nothing. No man can come to me except the Father which hath
sent me draw him.” A man experiences a dreadful paralysis in his sowl
when he is really and thoroughly awakened, and the Spirit of God is
making sure work of his conversion. He sees his beauty faded and his
strength departed, and thus the sorrows of death get hold upon him.
Another present sorrow of death is the discovery that friends are no
longer of any service. The dying man must leave wife and children ;
they would fain accompany him, but they cannot. That dear wife would
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be willing to dare death itself if she might still continue the companion
of the man whom she has loved ; but it must not be. The fondest
affection cannot help now. The awakened sinuer discovers precisely
the same thing with regard to spiritual help. He would have looked to
a priest, but he dares not ; he would have looked to his minister, but he
knows that if he did he would be disappointed. He finds emptiness
written upon every creature, so far as his soul’s necessities are concerned.
His sere 18 too terrible for any man to find a plaster, his wound too deep
for any human hand to close it up. The sorrows of death in this respect
compass him.

Perhaps the worst sorrow about the death of an ungodly man is
the prospect. The past is black, but blacker still the future. The
present is gloomy, but, oh, the darkness, which may be felt, which
environs the hereafter! The dying man shudders at the awful future,
and so does the awakened sinner. He dares not go forward; he is
afraid, and a dreadful sound is in his ears. I, my elf, before I obtained
mercy, was afraid lest every tuft of grass I trod on should open beneath
my feet and swallow me up; so did sin press upon me, that I should
not have been astonished if I had met in my daily walks an angel, as
Balaam did, with a drawn sword ; and if he had said to me, “ You are
doomed for ever for your sin,” I could only have been dumb before
him, or confessed the justice of the sentence. Thus does many a sinner
feel the sorrows of death compass him. They are all around him—these
sorrows of the past, and the present, and the future.

The description becomes yet more graphic in the next sentence.
Awakened sinners sometimes feel what they describe as the pains of hell :
not that any living man does endure the pains of hell to the extent which
they are suffercd in hell, but still a dreadful foretaste of those pairs may
be “experienced, and sometimes is experienced, by an awakened
conscience. What are these pains of hell ?

First, there is the pain of remorse. Before the soul believes in Christ
it has no repentance, but it suffers remorse, a sorrow for sin because of
its penalty, a dreadful horror of having lived such a life, because it sees
that it must be punished for that life, and that God, the infinitely just,
must take vengeance upon its transgressions. Remorse! Is not its
tooth as sharp as that of the undying worm ? Is not its burning
as the fives of Tophet ? When we felt it we cried, “ My soul chooseth
strangling rather than life.” If God in mercy did not stay the soul
with some little wavering hope, even before it comes to faith in Jesus,
surely the spirit of man would utterly fail under a remorseful sense of sin.

One of the paius of hell is a scnse of condemnation. The lost souls
are called the “ damned "—in other words, the condemned. Assuredly,
before we believed in Jesus, some of us felt that we were condemned.
“ Cursed is every one that continueth not in all things that are written
in the book of the law to do them ”’: I recollect how that curse howled
through my soul like the tempest shricking among the shrouds of a
sinking ship. “Cursed is everyene that continueth not in all things
that are written in the book of the law to do them "—I knew that I
had not continued in all things required by the law, and I knew that
{ was cursed. And then came this other text : it was the gospel side
of the same terrible blast—“ He that believeth not is condemned
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already "—condemned already—*because he hath not believed on the
Son of God.” When two such winds as those two texts meet each
other it is enough to sweep the poor frail tenement of manhood to a
ruin like that which overthrew the house wherein the sons of Job
were met to feast. O, brethren, it is no little thing—Ilet those who
know it assure you—to have felt the pains of hell.

Perhaps one of the acutest pangs of an awakened conscience isa sense
of hopelessness, a terrible despair, unalleviated by any prospect of
improvement in the future. We were driven to that, too, some of us:
all hope of our being saved was lost. There was sometimes a little
twinkling ray of light which seemed to say, “ Jesus came to seek and
to save sinners ;”’ but we could not even see that lone star at all times,
for we thought that he did not come to seek and to save such sinners
as we were, and, moreover, since we had rejected him aforetime, we
feared that his mercy was clean gone for ever. How despairingly was
I wont to harp upon that thought. I now wish I had not done so, but
I know that some others do it, and I would speak to their experience.
May God deliver their frail barks from the maélstrom of despair, that
awiul whirlpool which has sucked down so many.

There is another pang of hell which the awakened feel, and that is,
a crushing sense of misery. . Though not in hell yet—and blessed be God
you will not be—yet some of you feel almost as wretched as if you
were there; for remorse, intensified by a sense of condemmnation, and
lashed by despair, creates a dreadful storm within your soul, till your
Leart cries out,

“ At noise of thy dread waterspouts
Deep unto deep doth call;
Thy breaking waves go over me,
Yea, and thy billows all.”

«T am cast out from thy sight : I seek thee, but I cannot find thee: I
cry after thee, but thou hearest me not.” Then is the soul indeed
smitten. Read the books of Job and Jeremiah, and you will see
what broken hearts can suffer. Those books were not written for
people in olden time only, but they declare the present experience of
many a seeker after Christ, and thus they oftentimes render comfort
to poor souls when no other portion of God's Word seems to have a
single syllable to say to them.

Thus I have taken two great sentences of the text—* The sorrows of
death compassed me,” and, “ The pains of hell gat hold upon me.” But
the case was a worse than this, for the poor soul feit no alleviation and
knew of no escape. These things were by themselves, unsoftened, left
in all their terror, the gall was unmixed, the vinegar undiluted.
Notice the language. “ The sorrows of death compassed me.” It is
a very strong word. When the hunters seek their prey they form a
cordon around the poor animal that is to be destroyed. The poor
panting creature looks to the right, but a man with a spear is there,
lie looks to the left and there are the dogs. Before and behind him
are more spearmen, more hounds, more hunters; there is no way
of escape. _So does an awakened soul discern no rescue, no loophole
by which it may be delivered. The text says, “The pangs of hell
gat hold wpon me,” “Gat hel?” ag if the jaws of the lion bad really






