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“Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani? That is to say, My God, my God, why hast
thou forsaken me? ”—Matthew xxvii. 46.

Ir any one of us, lovers of the Lord Jesus Christ, had been anywhere
near the cross when he uttered those words, I am sure our hearts
would have burst with anguish, and one thing is certain—we should
have heard the tones of that dying cry as long as ever we lived.
There is no doubt that at certain times they would come to us again,
ringing shrill and clear through the thick darkness. We should
remember just how they were uttered, and the emphasis where it
was placed, and I have no doubt we should turn that text over, and
over, and over in our minds. But there is one thing, I think, we
should never have done if we had heard it—therefore, I am not
going to do it—we should never preach from it. It would have
been too painful a recollection for us ever to have used it as a text.
No; we should have said, “It is enough to hear it.” Fully under-
stand it, who can? And to expound it, since some measure of
understanding might be necessary to the exposition—that surely
were a futile attempt. We should have laid that by; we should
have put those words away as too sacred, too solemn, except for
silent reflection and quiet, Teverent adoration. I felt when I read
these words again, as I have often read them, that they seemed to
say to me, “You cannot preach from us,” and, on the other hand,
felt as Moses did when he put off his shoe from off his foot in the
presence of the burning bush, because the place whereon he stood
was holy ground. Beloved, there is another reason why we should
not venture to preach from this text, namely, that it is probably
an expression out of the lowest depths of our Saviour’s sufferings.
With him into the seas of grief we can descend some part of the
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way ; but when he comes where all God’s waves and billows go over
him, we cannot go there. We may, indeed, drink of his cup, and
be baptized with his baptism, but never to the full extent; and,
therefore, where our fellowship with Christ cannot conduct us to
the full, though it may in a measure—we shall not venture; not
beyond where our fellowship with him would lead us aright, lest we
blunder by speculation, and “darken counsel by words without
knowledge.” Moreover, it comes forcibly upon my mind that though
every word here is emphatic, we should be pretty sure to put the
emphasis somewhere or other too little. I do not suppose we should
be likely to put it anywhere too much. It has been well said that
every word in this memorable cry deserves to have an emphasis
laid upon it. If you read it, “My God, my God, why hast 7/ou
forsaken me? I marvel not that my disciples should, but why hast
thou gone, my Father, God? Why couldst tkor leave me?” there
is a wondrous meaning there. Then take it thus, “My God, my
God, why hast thou forsaken me? 1 know why thou hast smitten
me; I can understand why thou dost chasten me: but why hast
thou forsaken me? Wilt thou allow me no rav of love from the
brightness of thine eyes—no sense of thy presence whatsoever?”
This was the wormwood and the gall of all the Saviour’s bitter cup.
Then God forsook him in his direst need. Or if you take it thus,
“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” there comes
another meaning. “Me, thy well beloved, thine eternal well
beloved, thine innocent, thy harmless, thine afflicted Son—why
hast thou forsaken me?” Then, indeed, it i3 a marvel of marvels
not that God should forsake his saints, or appear to do so, or that
he should forsake sinners utterly, but that he should forsake his
only Son. Then, again, we might with great propriety throw the
whole force of the verse upon the particle of interrogation, “ Why.”
“My God, my God, wky, ah! why hast thou forsaken me? What
is thy reason? What thy motive? What compels thee to this,
thou Lord of love? The sun is eclipsed, but why is the Son of
thy love eclipsed? Thou hast taken away the lives of men for sin,
but why takest thou away thy love, which is my life, from me who
have no sin? Why and wherefore actest thou thus?”

Now, as I have said, every word requires more emphasis than T
can throw into it, and some part of the text would be quite sure to
be left and not dealt with as it should be; therefore, we will not
think of preaching upon it, but instead thereof we will sit down and
commune with it.

You must know that the words of our text are not only the
language of Christ, but they are the language of David. You who
are acquainted with the Psalms know that the 22nd Psalm begins
with just these words, so that David said what Jesus said ; a)}d I
gather from this that many a child of God has had to say precisely
what the Lord Jesus, the first-born of the family, uttered upon
the cross. Now as God’s children are brought into the same circum
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stances ag Christ, and Christ is considered the exemplar, my object
to-night will be simply this—not to expound the words, but to say to
believers who come into a similar plight, Do as Jesus did. If you
come into his condition, lift up your hearts to God, that you may
act as he did in that condition. So we shall make the Saviour now
rot a study for our learning, but an example for reproduction.
The first out of these points in which, I think, we should imitate
him is thig:—

I. UNDER DESERTION OF SOUL, THE LORD JESUS STILL TURNS TO
Gonp.

At that time when he uttered these words, God had left him to
his enemies. No angel appeared to interpose and destroy the power
of Roman or Jew. He seemed utterly given up. The people
might mock at him, and they might put him to what pain they
pleased ; at the same time a sense of God’s love to him as man was
taken from him. The comfortable presence of God, which had all
his life long sustained him, began to withdraw from him in the
garden, and appeared to be quite gone when he was just in the
article of death upon the cross; and meanwhile the waves of God’s
wrath on account of sin began to break over his spirit, and he was
in the condition of a soul deserted by God. Now sometimes
believers come into the same condition, not to the same extent, but
in a measure. Yesterday they were full of joy, for the love of God
was shed abroad in their hearts, but to-day that sense of love is
gone; they droop; they feel heavy. Now the temptation will be
at such times for them to sit down and look into their own hearts;
and if they do, they will grow more wretched every moment, until
they will come well nigh to despair; for there is no comfort to be
found within, when there is no light from above. Our signs and
tokens within are like sundials. We can tell what is o’clock by
the sundial when the sun shines, but if it does not. what is the use
of the sundial?! And so marks of evidence may help us when God’s
love is shed abroad in the soul, but when that is gone, marks of
evidence stand us in very little stead. Now observe our Lord. He
is deserted of God, but instead of looking in, and saying, “ My soul,
why art thou this? Why art thou that? Why art thou cast down?
‘Why dost: thou mourn? ” he looks straight away from that dried-up
well that is within, to those eternal waters that never can be stayed,
and which are always full of refreshment. He cries, “My God.”
He knows which way to look, and I say to every Christian here, it
i3 a temptation of the devil, when you are desponding, and when
you are not enjoying your religion as you did, to begin peering and
searching about in the dunghill of your own corruptions, and stir-
ring over all that you are feeling, and all you ought to feel, and
all you do not feel, and all that. Instead of that. look from within,
look above, look to your God again, for the light will come there.

And you will notice that our Lord did not at this time lovk to any
of kis friemds. In the beginning of his sufferings he appeared to
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seek consolation from his disciples, but he found them sleeping for
sorrow ; therefore, on this occasion he did not look to them in any
measure. He had lost the light of God’s countenance, but he does
not look down in the darkness and say, “John, dear faithful John,
art thou there? Hast thou not a word for him whose bosom was
a pillow for thy head? Mother Mary, art thou there? Canst thou
not say one soft word to thy dying son to let him know there is still
a heart that does not forget him?” No, beloved; our Lord did
not look to the creature. Man as he was, and we must regard
him as such in uttering this cry, yet he does not look to friend or
brother, helper or human arm. But though God be angry, as it
were, yet he ciieth, “My God.” Oh'! it is the only cry that befits a
believer’s lips. Even if God seems to forsake thee, keep on crying
to him. Do not begin to look in a pet and a jealous humour to
creatures, but still look to thy God. Depend upon it, he will come
to thee sooner or later. He cannot fail thee. He must help thee.
Like a child if its mother strike it, still if it be in pain it
cries for its mother; it knows her love; it knows its deep need of
ker, and that she alone can supply its need. Oh! beloved, do the
same. Isthere one in this house who has lately lost his comforts,
and Satan has said, “Don’t pray ” ? Beloved, pray more than ever
you did. If the devil says, “ Why, God is angry; what is the use
of praying to him?” he might have said the same to Christ— Why
dost thou pray to one who forsaketh thee?” But Christ did pray
“My God ” still, though he says, “Why dost thou forsake me?
Perhaps Satan tells you not to read the Bible again. It has not
comforted you of late; the promises have not come to your soul.
Dear brother, read and read more; read double as much as ever
you did. Do not think that, because there is no light coming to
you, the wisest way is to get away from the light. No; stay where
the light is. And perhaps he even says to you, “Don’t attend the
house of God again; don’t go to the communion table. Why,
surely you won’t wish to commune with God when he hides his face
from you.” I say the words of wisdom, for I speak according to
the example of Christ; come still to your God in private and in
public worship, and come still, dear brother, to the table of fellow-
ship with Jesus, saying, “Thouzh he slay me, yet will I trust in
tim, for I have nowhere else to trust; and though he hide his face
from me, yet will I cry after him, and my cry shall not be “My
friends,” but “My God ”; and my eye shall not look to my soul, my
friends, or my feelings, but I will look to my God. and even to him
alone. That is the first lesson, not an easy one to learn, mark you—
easier to hear than you will find it to practice, but “the Spirit
helpeth our infirmities.” The second lesson is this—observe that:—

II. THOUGH UNDER A SENSE OF DESERTION, OUR MASTER DOES NOT
RELAX HIS HOLD OF HIS Gob.

Observe it, “My God "—it is one hand he grips him with; “My
God "—it is the other hand he grasps him with. Both united in the
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cry, “My God.” He believes that God is still his God. He uses
the possessive particle twice, “My God, my God.”

Now it is easy to believe that God is ours when he smiles upon
us, and when we have the sweet fellowship of his love in our hearts;
but the point for faith to attend to, is to hold to God when he gives
the hard words, when his providence frowns upon thee, and when
even his Spirit seems to be withdrawn from thee. Oh! let go every-
thing, but let not go thy God. If the ship be tossed and ready to
sink, and the tempest rages exceedingly, cast out the ingots, let
the gold go, throw out the wheat, as Paul’s companions did. Let
even necessaries go, but oh! still hold to thy God; give not up thy
God ; say still, notwithstanding all, “In the teeth of all my feelings,
doubts, and suspicions, I hold him yet; he is my God; I will not

let him go.”
You know that in the text our Lord calls God in the original
his “strong one ”—“Eli, Eli”"—“my strong one, my mighty one.”

So let the Christian, when God turns away the brightness of his
presence, still believe that all his strength lies in God, and that,
moreover, God’s power is on his side. Though it seemed to crush
him, yet faith says, “It is a power that will not crush me. If he
smite me, what will I do? I will lay hold upon his arm, and he
will put strength in me. I will deal with God as Jacob did with
the angel. If he wrestle with me, I will borrow strength from him,
and I will wrestle still with him until I get the blessing from him.”
Beloved, we must neither let go God, nor let go our sense of his
power to save us. We must hold to our possession of him, and
hold to the belief that he is worth possessing, that he is God all-
sufficient, and that he is our God still.

Now I would like to put this personally to any tried child of
God here. Are you going to let go your God because you have
lost his smile? Then I ask you, Did you base your faith upon
his smile? for if you did, you mistook the true ground of faith.
The ground of a believer’s confidence is not God’s smile, but God’s
promise. It is not his temporary sunshine of his love, but his deep
eternal love itself, as it reveals itself in the covenant and in the
promises. Now the present smile of God may go, but God’s promise
does not go; and if you believe upon God’s promise, that is just as
true when God frowns as when he smiles. If you are resting upon
the covenant, that covenant is as true in the dark as in the light.
It stands as good when your soul is without a single gleam of
consolation as when your heart is flooded with sacred bliss. Oh!
Come then to this. The promise is as good as ever. Christ is the
same as ever; his blood is as great a plea as ever ; and the oath of
God is as immutable as ever. We must get away from all building
upon our apprehensions of God’s love. It is the love itself we must
build on—not on our enjoyment of his presence, but on his faithful-
ness and on his truth. Therefore, be not cast down, but still call
him, “My God.”
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Moreover, I may put it to you, if, because God frowns, you give
him up, what else do you mean to do? Why, is not it better to
trust n an angry God than not to trust in God at all? Suppose
thou leavest off the walk of faith, what wilt thou do? The carnal
man never knew what faith was, and, therefore, gets on pretty
fairly in his own blind, dead way; but you have been quickened
and made alive, enlightened, and if you give up your faith, what
is to become of you? Oh! hold to him then.

“For if thine eye of faith be dim,
Still hold on Jesus, sink or ewim;
Still at his footstool how the knee,
And Israel’s God thy strength shall be.”

Don't give him up.

Moreover, if faith give up her God because he frowns, what sort
of a faith was it? Canst thou not believe in a frowning God!?
‘What, hast thou a friend who did the other day but give thee a
rough word, and thou saidst, “ At one time I could die for that
man,” and because he gives you one rough word, are you going to
give him up? 1s this thy kindness to thy friend? Is this thy
confidence 1n thy God? But how Job played the man! Did he
turn against his God when he took away his comforts from him?
No; he said, “The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away, and
blessed be the name of the Lord.” And do you not know how he
put it best of all when he said, “Though he slay me, yet will I
trust in him ” ? Yes, if thy faith be only a fair-weather faith, if
thou canst only walk with God when he sandals thee in silver, and
smooths the path beneath thy fest, what faith is this? Where didst
thou get it from? But the faith that can foot it with the Lord
through Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace of fire, and that can go walking
with him through the valley of the shadow of death—this is the
faith to be had and sought after, and God grant it to us, for that
wag the faith that was in the heart of Christ when forsaken of God.
He yet says, “My God.”

We have learnt two lessons. Now we have learnt them—(we
have gone over them, but have we learnt them?)—may we practise
them, and turn to God in ill times, and not relinquish our hold.
The third lesson is this:—

III. ALTHOUGH OUR LORD UTTERED THIS DEEP AND BITTER CRY
OF PAIN, YET LEARN FROM HIS SILENCE.

He never uttered a single syllable of murmuring, or brought any
accusation against his God. “My God, why hast thou forsaken
me?” There! look at those words. Can you see any blots in
them? I cannot. They are crystallised sorrow, but there is no
defilement of sin. It was just (I was about to say) what an angel
could have said, if he could have suffered; it is what the Son of
God did say, who was purer than angels, when he was suffering.






