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““ Who is among you that feareth the Lord, that obeyeth the voice of his
servant, that walketh in darkmess, and hath no light? Let him trust im
the name of the Lord, and stay upon his God.”’—Isaieh 1. 10.

““Behold I have given him for . . . . a leader.”’—Isaiah lv. 4.

I DESIRE to speak to you, dear friends, not only of Jesus as our
Leader, but of following him in the dark. Can you see Jesus in
the dark? Yes. We sometimes see him better in the dark than
in the light. If you will go outside in the daytime and look
up, you will not be able to see a single star; but if you will get
into the bucket of a well, and go down into the darkness, very
soon-you will behold the stars. To descend may sometimes be the
shortest way to ascend. Certainly, to suffer is the road to the land
where there is no suffering; and to be in present darkness may
be the nearest way to eternal light.  All light, but that which
comes through Christ himself, hinders rather than helps our sight
of him. He is best seen by his own light. Begone, sun! Begone,
moon! Begone, ye candles! He is the Sun of Righteousness, and
where he is there is light enough. All earth-born light but hinders
the vision of his face. I fear that many, trusting in the greatness
of their mental light, have become blind to the glory of God in
the face of Jesus Christ. Blessed is he who sees Christ by Christ—
the crucified in the light of his five wounds—the risen one by the
brilliance of his own life!

Darkness—can it fall upon a child of God? He is a child of light ;
shall he walk in darkness?! Not in darkness in the semnse of ignor-
ance, and sin, and death, but in the sense of gloom and sorrow.
Saints may have much of it. The heir of heaven sometimes knows
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a midnight. But if he be with Jesus, following him as his leader
(and that is my topic), then he is in a safe condition. The words
of one of our songs are ringing in my ears:—

‘““Anywhere with Jesus;
Anywhere with Jesus.””

Better in the dark with Jesus than in the light, ay, than in
heaven itself, without him.

‘“ Not all the harps above
Can make a heavenly place,
If Christ his residence remove,
Or but conceal his face.”

Give us Christ, and we will make no hard terms about darkness,
or light. Only let us be with him, and it is enough. “For ever
with the Lord ” is only another word for glory everlasting.

Adam, I suppose, was created in the daylight, and he wandered
about in the garden enjoying his God and the fair works which
surrounded him. When night came on, darkness was a new
phenomenon to him. He must have wondered at it; but since
he had no sin, his childlike trust in God would not permit him
to be afraid. He laid himself down to rest without a fear. It
was a memorable night for him. In the dark he lost something,
but the loss was a great gain. In the morning, when he woke up,
he found someone there—the very one he wanted. She was there,
whom the Lord had made for him, since “it was not good thabt
man should be alone.” So have you and I found the darkness
coming on, and we have been distressed for a moment; but when
we have thought of God we have found rest. Then we may have
lost a good deal in the darkness, as we thought, for we were con-
scious of an inward pain taking away what we thought to be a
vital part of ourselves; but when we came out of the gloom into
the morning light, a joy was ours which we had not known before
—a joy that has been our companion and our comfort to this very
day. ~Brethren, I have lost nothing by the darkness. I say “I”
for everyone must bear witness for himself. I believe every child
of God can say the same. Do not the dews fall at eventide? Could
we bear the perpetual shining of the burning sun? TIs not the
morning freshness so great a joy, that it compensates us for the
night by which we reach it?

As I thought over my theme, “Jesus, our Leader in the Dark,”
I began to fall in love with the dark. There are two parts to
my subject; if one seems gloomy, the other is bright enough.
Following Christ is a lightsome theme; the darkness may be very
dark, but I say I have almost fallen in love with it when Jesus
comes to me therein, and makes it his pavilion. Rutherford
declared that the cross which he carried for his Lord at last came
to be so dear to him, that he was half jealous of it, lest he should
begin to love the cross with a love rivalling his love to his Lord.
Darkness of soul in itself is horrible ; but the rich fruitit has brought
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to us, has made us cease to dread it. We now can thank God
that the evening and the morning make up the day, and the
evening is as much a part of the day as the morning. ~The nights
of our lives are as rich as the days. The agony is as useful as

the rapture; the depression as instructive as the exaltation. Let
us think, then, of :—

I. THE DARKNESS THAT CHRISTIANS MAY KNOW.

Well, surely we may say, first, that in some respects we are
always in the dark while here below. We must wait with patience
“until the day break, and the shadows flee away.” Our Lord here
on earth may be said to have been always in the dark, in comparison
with the glories which he left, in contrast with the bliss that he
has re-assumed. To be here at all, was to him to be in the dark.
The ever-blessed Son of the Father was away from she home country
and its splendour; he was among sinners, and his heart was pained
with human sin, his ears were vexed with ungodly speeches, his
eyes were filled with tears because of obstinate rebellions. He
was all tenderness, and yet his soul was among lions. It must have
been a constant trial to this holy, sensitive spirit to have dwelt
in the midst of sinners. So in a certain sense we also are always
in the shade compared with what is.coming. “It doth not yet
appear what we shall be.” He is coming! He is coming! The
axles of his chariot are hot with speed. He cries, “ Behold, I come
quickly.” When he comes, the glory of his presence will make the
greatest joys that we have ever known to seem but twilight as
compared with the full day of his appearing. If his life was so
truly in darkness, we must not wonder if our lives are the same.

We are not, however, dependent upon natural light any more
than %e was. If a Christian man can only be happy when his
feelings are right, I should be afraid that he is trusting in his
feelings. If you are only confident when your frames are delight-
ful, 1 should be afraid that you are resting in your frames and
feelings.  Faith is a principle which hath its root deeper than
feeling. We believe, whether we see or not. We believe, whether
we feel or not. We believe in Christ upon the testimony of the
Father concerning him; that testimony is enough for us even if
there be no attendant signs. Our happy experience of salvation is
a pleasant confirmation of the Word of the Lord; but, when it
seems to fail us, we believe still. God is not changed because we
tremble. ~Christ is not altered because we are in fear. The ground
on which we stand for salvation is not our attainments, nor our
experiences, nor our communions. We stand upon the finished
work of Christ, in which we believe, whether it be dark, or whether
it be light. The young Christian will say, “I believe that I am
saved, because I am so happy.” He is no more correct than the
old Christian would be if he should say, “I believe that I am saved,
because I am unhappy.” Let me explain myself. The value of
feeling depends upon its cause. All happiness in the young man
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is not a proof of piety. He might be happy if he had received a
large legacy, or had been invited to a party of pleasure. All
unhappiness in the old Christian is not good evidence of grace—
by no means would such an assertion stand. And yet, if we sigh
and cry because of the abominations of the city, we have therein
a strong evidence of our being on the side of Christ and righteous-
ness. If we mourn our imperfections and want of spotless holiness,
our very sighing and crying are proofs of heavenly life and salva-
tion. The heart is clean, and the course of the soul is heavenward
when the heart can never be satisfied with anything short of perfect’
holiness.

Had we not been quickened, and quickened to a high degree,
too, we should have been content with dim signs of holiness; but
now nothing but perfection will content us; we are unhappy when
even the least mist comes between us and God; and these feelings
prove how much we love him, and how our very element is to
dwell in unbroken communion with him. We are not dependent,
therefore, upon happiness or unhappiness as the ground of our
confidence. Christ loved me, and gave himself for me—this is the
rock upon which I stand. He died effectually for every soul that
trusts him. I trust him, and this is the token, that he has redeemed
me from my sins. I am his. Here is my rock of refuge. I stand
on Christ’s righteousness, be it dark or light. The ground of a
Christian’s faith is not moved in the least degree by the time of
his spiritual day, or the state of wealth in his experience. Could
we sit for ever on the top of Tabor, we should be no safer than
if we were made to dwell always in the Valley of Humiliation,
longing for brighter days. Christ! Christ! Christ! In him we
are safe.

Yet, dear friends, there are glooms which fall to the lot of some
of God’s best people. I would have you beware, my brethren and
sisters, who have made a great advance in grace, and are very
joyful in the Lord, of judging your fellow-Christians. I have
noticed with sorrow on the part of some, whose shoelatchets I
am not worthy to unloose, that, nevertheless, they are hard towards
the lambs and the lame of the flock. Because they have not reached
your own high attainments, do not condemn them. If you have
strong faith, you may condemn unbelief, but do rot condemn weak
believers, who may have beautiful points of character, although
they are as yet mere babes in grace. Have you never heard of the
strong cattle, of whom the Lord said, “ Because ye have thrust with
side and with shoulder, and pushed all the diseased with your horns,
till ye have scattered them abroad ; therefora will I save my flock,
and they shall no more be a prey; and I will judge between cattle
and cattle.” Beware lest thou become proud of thy attainments,
and unkind to those beneath thy level. I believe that there is
such a thing as being so long in the light that you do not believe
that others are in the dark; or, if they are, you judge them to be
weak and foolish, and you are apt to scold them. Brother, you
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cannot scold the darkness into light! A little sympathy will do
far more than what you are pleased to call faithful upbraidings.
That word “faithful ” sometimes means “cruel.”

None can doubt that some excellent children of God are often
in gloom through bodily sickness and weakness. There are forms of
sickness which bring no depression with them. You might suffer
from them through life, and never be saddened. But there are
certain forms of disease which touch not only the bone and the
flesh, but the mind also. The pain of the mind impinges upon
the spirit, and the spirit is darkened with trouble. “Oh, but they
ought not to be troubled.” Granted; but they are troubled, and
I have noticed this—that your very strong men, ay, and your very
strong ministers, too, who can say rather sharp things about the
weak, and may be justified in saying them, yet, nevertheless, are
not themselves beyond incurring the same rebukes. Great teachers
may not make good sufferers. When the hot iron touches them
it is another thing from what it seemed to be. It sounds fine for
them to say that we ought not to be cast down; but ask their
wives what these strong men are like when their head aches, or
their heart is out of order. When nights grow long and weary
with sleeplessness, do they show all the faith of which they now
speak? Ah, brethren, the flesh is weak!

But our Lord knows all about sickness: “He himself took our
infirmities, and bare our sicknesses.” No form of sickness is beyond
the sympathy of Jesus. Nothing is sweeter or more reviving than
his fellow-feeling. Omne does not know how sympathy works so
effectively ; but it does operate marvellously. A little girl said to
her mother, “ Mother, poor Widow Brown has asked me to come
in every day and see her. She says that I comfort her so. Mother,
I don’t know anything that I do to comfort her. I would wipe all
her tears away if I could; but when she sits and cries, I go and
put my cheek against hers, and I cry, too, and she kisses me, and
says that I comfort her.” Just so. One poor human being can
cheer another by fellow-feeling, and how much more can Jesus do
it! Oh, to feel your Master’s tears drop on your cheek! When
you are weeping, then you read that “Jesus wept.”

“In every pang that rends the heart
The man of sorrows had a part.”

Another cause of great gloom is frequent with us: it is bereavement.
I will not say much about it, lest I needlessly draw up the sluices
for many a widow, or wifeless husband, or fatherless child. How
often does the mourner judge that he has laid the best part of
himself in the grave! However dear they were, they could not
stay with us—perhaps, because they were so good that it was needful
that Christ should have them away from earth. He prayed for
them, “Father, I will that they be with me where I am™; and
we kept on praying the other way: “Father, we will that they
be with us where we are.” Our Lord’s prayer conquered ours. It
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should do so; for they were more his than ours, sin

bought them with his }l,)lood‘. We should never pray a?aiﬁst l;aug
Lord, and when we do, may his prayer always have the preference
asit will. Yet bereavement has brought many a Mary and Martha
very low.

“Jesus wept ” at the grave of Lazarus. Here, too, we see that
the Master is near akin unto us. I believe that if we want to know
the weeping Saviour, we must weep ourselves. We always see our
Lord, to a great extent, like ourselves. If we are pilgrims, he
comes to us as a wayfarer, as he did to Abraham; if we are in
conflict, like Jacob, he comes to wrestle with us. If we are in
trouble, he meets us, like Moses, at the burning bush. If we are
soldiers, like Joshua, he meets us as Captain of the Lord’s host. If
Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego are in the furnace, the Son
of God makes the fourth in the fire. As we are, so does he become,
that as he is, so may we become. Our bereavements are a part of
the way in which we see and follow our Lord.

And poverty, too. Many of you have never known poverty. I
do not wish that you should, for poverty is a very heavy cross to
many of the children of God. It hinders them when they would
give to the Lord’s cause, and hampers them in their work for him.
This, perhaps, is not so lamentably true as they think. When
poverty involves crushing toil,. long hours of labour, and scarce
enough of bread to keep body and soul together, then it is a burden
indeed. Dire poverty has hung like a cloud over many a child
of God. There is a poverty which the poets love; it dwells in a
thatched cottage, whose porch is overgrown with woodbine. Perhaps
if the poets had rheumatism through the wind blowing through
the decaying walls, they might not sing of it quite so sweetly. But
in London we have a poverty that has neither porch nor woodbine;
poverty that has no cottage, but a single room, where scarcely the
decencies of life can be preserved. Beloved, if you have to suffer
from this gloom, remember that the Son of man had not where to
lay his head.

Another gloom has shadowed many here present in their measure,
and upon some in special it has loomed tempestuously. It is the
cloud of slander and reproach. If you have preserved your garments
unspotted, if you have sought nothing but the glory of God, and
yet you find everything that you do misrepresented, your words
misconstrued, and yourself abused, this is a trial. Slander is no
bed of roses, nor a test to be desired; but, oh, how easy it is then
to see Jesus, and how sweet it is to follow him! “He was despised
and rejected of men.” If they have called the master of the house
Beelzebub, they have not left another name that is bad enough
for us. We might in very modesty wish to have a name a little
lower than our Lord’s, guided by the same motive which made a
great saint consider ordinary crucifixion too great an honour, and
therefore entreated to be nailed to the cross with his head down-
wards. Would you not be content to be called something worse






