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‘“The king aleo himself passed over the brook Kedron.”’—II. Samuel xv. 23.

Tne brook Kedron was an insignificant, but usually a most foul
and filthy ditch, outside the walls of Jerusalem. If it was not,
as some have called it, the open town-sewer, yet there are reasons
for believing that at least the filth of the temple ran into it. The
scourings of the sacrificial places went by an under-channel into
this brook, and we have one or two instances in Holy Writ where,
when houses were purged and cleansed, the filth was thrown into
the brook Kedron. The passing, therefore, over that foul and
black brook becomes the symbol of a time of deep sorrow and acute
distress. The king himself, then, passed over the brook Kedron.
The royal road lies over the place of sorrow. The way, even for
kings, 1s by the brook of grief and shame. Let us think over that
thought for a while.

I. Tuis was TRUE oF KiNe Davip.

David was one of the best of kings; certainly in the long list
of his successors we meet with, none did such service to his country
as did David, the once shepherd-boy. It was through him, in
his youth, that the country was saved from being enslaved by
Philistia, and oftentimes in after years that stout heart and brave
arm led in the van against the enemies of the Israel of God, He
was the patriot-king. If his country became a happy one, it was
through his valour that it became so. And yet, good as he was,
his subjects disowned him, and turned against him, and, in fear
of them, “the king also himself passed over the brook Kedron.”
It is an ungrateful world we live in. Those who serve it best will
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find that at times it gives no rewards, or only gives them grudgingly,
and afterwards forgets the good the man has done, because for
some one moment the tide of popular feeling may set against him,
“Cursed is he that trusteth in man, and maketh flesh his arm.”
If you live to your fellow-men, even with the largest desires within
you, yet if you forget also to live to your God, your cup will be
full of wormwood, and your teeth will be broken with the gravel-
stones of disappointment.

David was also one of the tenderest of fathers. He was never
exacting with his children. I do not say he was one of the best of
fathers, for correction was much neglected in his house. But he
was a tender father, and he had denied to Absolom nothing. And
yet this renegade, this ungrateful, this unnatural son, was the
very one from whom the sting must come. Marvel not if they
who owe their lives to you should seek your life. Marvel not if
those who nestled once in your bosoms should wound you to the
quick with their unkindness. You must not build upon the love
of even the dearest you know. Your God is faithful, and the
Well-Beloved never changes, but all others can, and may, and
sometimes do. ’'Twas a dark brook Kedron which David passed
over when his favourite son, Absalom, was in hot pursuit of him,
but the great king, the good monarch, the tender father, was not
exempted from this.

Despite the one great stain upon his character in the matter of
Bethsheba, David was one of the best and most devout of men.
I am sure the older one grows the more one loves his Psalms, and
what a history of the man you have there! It is a mercy for us
that he was not a better man than he was, or else he could not
have written Psalms suitable to such poor creatures as we are.
I think I saw the other day in a window, concerning a certain
statesman whom I love to honour, that he would be a better states-
man if he were a worse man. I think not so, but still David, if
he had been a better man, would have been a worse psalmist, for
even the faults of his character, inasmuch as they bring him down
to our poor level, qualify him to write according to the feelings
of our hearts and the emotions of our spirits. But he was a grand
man, that David. He had the soldier’s fault, and he fell into the
soldier’s sin, but he also had the soldier’s generous spirit, the
soldier’s self-sacrificing nobility of heart. ~He was through and
through a man. In him there was no guile; he hated deception,
and he loved his God with all his heart; and yet, for all that, he
must needs pass over the brook Kedron. Hated by his subjects,
despised by his darling child, with all the robes of royalty pub
aside, bare-footed and with sackcloth on his head, Jerusalem’s best
and greatest king makes his way into the wilderness. o

I gather from this that there is no extent of sorrow which is
not possible to an heir of heaven, and more yet, that there is no
degree of shame, of calumny, and of reproach, which may not
gather around the best, of men. The king also himself passed over
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Kedron, and you know what happened when he passed over. The
faithful soldiery wept as they saw that royal head dishonoured,
and those bright eyes that had flashed death upon his foes in the
day of battle, now red with weeping. But what did Shimei do}
He cursed him, and threw dust upon him, and said, “ Go up, thou
bloody man!” And what did Ahithophel do? He forsook him;
seceded to the winning side, and plotted the death of his former
friend, even King David himself, with whom he had so often eaten
bread and walked to the house of God in company. And what
said they all over the nation concerning David, but that God had
forsaken him, and therefore they might forsake and attack him,
for the David of former days was not the same David now; his
God had left him, and the crown was given to his son. Ah! my
brethren, we know not what we may come to. We do not know
what depths of grief we may yet have to fathom, nor into what
deep mire we may yet sink. There is no saying. The best of men
may have the worst of characters; the brightest stars may be
swallowed up of night; the moon in her brightness may be hidden
by the clouds; and the sun himself, beneath the wings of tempest,
may be concealed. Shall we, when we see our Christian brethren
assailed, forsake them? Shall we join in the common clamour
against them? We shall if we are not good men and true, but if
we be such as God would have us be, we shall stand up for God’s
David as Ittai and his bodyguard did in the day of battle. We
shall say, “ These are the servants of the Most High God; persacute
them as you may; cast the dust of slander upon them; call tiem
fanatics, enthusiasts, disturbers of the peace, and turners of the
world upside down ; we cast in our lot with them ; for better and
for worse we take their Master and themselves, and across their
Kedron will we go with them, believing that the day shall come
when it shall be thought worth men’s while to come back with
them after another sort.”

For, brethren, David came again up to Jerusalem. The Lord
smote his enemies in their hinder parts, and put them to the rout.
He came back again with sound of song and rejoicing. And so
shall the righteous do; so shall the best of men, in the day when
God lighteth their candle, and putteth every tongue that riseth
against them in judgment to eternal condemnation. Stand ye
to the right; stand to the true; stand faithful; be willing to
suffer ; be willing to be rebuked ; be willing to be slandered. King
David went this way before you, and the day shall come when
you, like him, shall come up from the slander and the scorn the
better for it all, rejoicing in God, who is the God of your salvation.

Thus much on David. I think there is much of interesting truth
to be gathered from David’s history in passing over Kedron, if
wo had time to bring it out; but I rather suggest a vein of thought
than attempt to enlarge upon it. But now, secondly:—

II. A GREATER KING THAN DAVID PABSED OVER THE BROOK KEDRON,
and if, as David passed, all the people wept, let the people weep
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to-night as they remember how Zion’s greater king passed over
that black brook.

There never was such a king as he—so glorious and fair to look
upon. His eyes were the suns of heaven, and his presence was
the glory thereof. But he came down amongst his creatures, who
were fallen, seeking nothing but their good. He raised their dead ;
he healed their sick; when they were hungry he fed them, and
when they were fainting he refreshed them. His words were those
of love, and his teachings full of wisdom and of grace. But now
they seek his blood; ay, they seek his blood, and in the night
they are pursuing him. They will come upon him; they will hail
him off to the judgment-seat; they will put him to death. Oh!
cruel world, not to know its best benefactor! One of our poets
has called Christ “the great philanthropist,” and so he was, only
the word falls far short of what he really was, for he loved his
people with all his heart. He came unto his own, and his own
received him not; yea, his own, the Jews, were fiercest in his
destruction.

As the king passed over Kedron on that gloomy night he had
with him a band of friends, but what was their friendship worth?
They were true in heart, but they were weak and feeble, and when
the conflict came they all forsook him and fled. Peter, where art
thou? I know thee; I hear thee say, “I know not the man,” as
with oaths and cursing thou dost deny him. And John, where art
thou? Was not that John, the young man upon whom they laid
hands, and he fled and left his garments behind him? Where
are any of them? “Then all the disciples forsook him and fled.”
In that bitter hour when he passed over Kedron, to make his cup
as bitter as it could be, the kiss that betrayed him came from the
lip of Judas, the treasurer of his little band. “Friend!” he said,
and betrayed him with a friendly word upon his traitorous tongue.

To enter into the griefs of our Lord in Gethsemane is not our
business to-night, though we feel as if we must linger amongst
those beds of bitter herbs, and stand and look into Kedron’s
gloomy stream. But you remember how he suffered even unto the
death for us, and what were the agonies by which he purchased
our redemption! There is this concerning our Lord, which is not
matched by David—he did actually die; he was absolutely slain.
The foes who pursued him overtook him; they pierced his hands
and his feet; they lifted him up a spectacle of scorn, and there
he died. But his cross was his triumph. Calvary was a battle-
field, on which he won the victory, and, like David, he came back
again into Jerusalem, rising from the grave, no more to suffer or
to die; and he returned again to the heaven whence he came, with
sound of clarion, and with noise of them that make music and
melody for joy of heart—“Lift up your heads, O ye gates, and
be ye lift up ye everlasting doors, that the King of glory may
come in!”

See then, dear brethren, in the person of our Lord, that this
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is a prophecy and an assurance that the cause of right and of truth,
that those who espouse that cause and are pure and perfect them-
selves, may, nevertheless, be brought very low, even to the dust
it may be; slandered, and despised, and rejected; and yet for all
that, their triumph is not in jeopardy, and neither their cause nor
themselves imperilled. Oh! it makes one strong to feel this. There
cannot be anything happen to us so severe as has already happened
to our King; there cannot be any slander more fierce than the
slander poured on him. They have called the Master of the house
Beelzebub; what now can they call the men of his household?
They must find some lighter name for us. Be encouraged then,
ye feeble bands of trembling Christians, encouraged in all your
sufferings and griefs for Christ’s sake, for as he yet rose from the
dead and led captivity captive, even so shall the feeblest of his
followers. And so I shall close by just speaking:—

ITI. A WORD OR TWO TO OURSELVES CONCERNING OUR PASSING THE
BROOK KEDRON.

Ah'! we do not like going over Kedron. "When it comes to the
pinch, how we struggle against suffering, and especially against
dishonour and slander! MHow many there were who would have
gone on pilgrimage, but that Mr. Shame proved too much for them ;
they could not bear to go over the black brook Kedron, could not
endure to be made nothing of for the sake of the Lord of glory,
but they even turned back.

Now I have these two words to say. First, dear brethren,
with regard to the great cause of God throughout the world,
we must expect, in following truth, to meet with many brunts, many
hardships, and many defeats. I do not think that the Lord’s cause
was ever meant to be consecutively triumphant, without intervals
of defeat. The sea advances to the flood tide wave by wave; first
one wave advances, and then it recedes; then another comes up
and recedes again, and sometimes when the tide is coming to tke
very highest, there will be one of those waves which seems to go
back and leave a wider space bare of sea-water than before. And
so it is with the cause of Christianity. A great wave rolled up
at Pentecost, but it seemed to pause a while under Herod’s persecu-
tion. Then came other waves, until the world beheld in some
degree the light of Christ in all its corners. But again there was
a pausing for a while in those ages, which we call the dark ages.
Then came a mighty wave again, which we couple with the name
of Luther and of Calvin. Again there seemed to be a drawback,
and then again in the days of Whitfield, and Wesley, and Jonathan
Edwards, and others, there was another revival, and so it will be,
T suppose, right on to the end of the chapter—progress, and then
a staying of the work ; great success, then temporary defeat. Now
are any of you living in districts where, notwithstanding much
earnest work, the name of Christ does not seem to win the day?
Do not be downcast; do not be disspirited. ~ Rather go to the
throne of grace more earnestly, and ask for grace to gird yourselves






