Itletropolitan. Tabernacle Pulpit

IOVE AND JEALOUSY,

A Sermon

PusLisaEp oN THURsDAY JUNE 15TH, 1916.

DELIVERED BY

C. H. SPURGEON,

AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON,

“Love is strong as death; jealousy is cruel as the grave.”—Song of
Solomon viii. 6.

TAKEN in its most natural sense, this is certainly true of creature
love. Itisa mighty, all-constraining, irresistible passion. Even the
love of friendship has proved itself occasionally to be “strong as
death.” “Greater love hath no man than this, that he lay down
his life for his friend.” There have been those who were willing
to sacrifice their lives for their friends. Filial affection has some-
times proved to be more than a match for the terrors of the grave.
Some pleasing instances are on record worthy to be written among
the golden deeds of manhood, in which brothers and sisters have
seemed to contend with each other which should die first, if per-
chance a brother’s precious life might by such a sacrifice be preserved.
What a mighty instinct of love glows in the mother’s heart! You
recollect that famous story of the mother whose child was taken
from her by a Jesuit missionary to be trained separate and apart
from its parents; how she swam through rivers, and passed through
what seemed to be impenetrable forests, guided only by the mid-
night star, till she arrived at the place where her offspring was—
braving death in a thousand shapes, from wild beasts and venomous
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serpents, from floods and jungles, from fierce men and relentless
persecutors, might she but reach her child. Have there not been
instances where, in the stormy blasts of winter, a mother has
wrapped her garments about her infant, and, exposing herself to
the fury of the elements, has sacrificed her own life that the little
one might live? Love has indeed often proved itself to be strong
as death. When merely the common passion, which burns in the
breast of ordinary men and women towards each other, it has
asserted its strength in a fond devotion which recked no conse-
quences, spared itself no pain, and fixed no limit to endurance, not
counting life itself too dear to be parted with on so high a service.
Nor do we lack painful proofs of the converse proposition as it is
stated in the second clause of our text. Jealousy has often proved
itself “cruel as the grave.” You have only to recall the most appal.
ling murders that have been committed within your memory, or,
if you please, those you have read of in the history of nations, and
you will find that jealousy has instigated those that were most
vindictive and relentless. When jealousy begins to turn its sharp
tooth upon a man’s heart, his reason fails him. Madness takes
possession of his faculties. A determined purpose, which he would
not have dared to contemplate under the influence of a well-balanced
judgment, prompts, plans, and performs, almost without premedi-
tation, an atrocious crime, when jealousy rules the cruel hour. We
believe it, and we deplore it; no revenge has ever been found too
bitter, too malicious, too lawless for jealousy to inflict. Relentless
as the grave, it spares not youth nor beauty, respects not fame nor
fortune, but accounts all comers for its prey. Not that these things,
as phenomena of nature, much concern the Christian minister.
He has to handle these themes because they concern you as men.
It is to men he speaks. He has to tell them of the salvation of
Jesus Christ. It is rather the business of the mental philosopher
than the faithful evangelist to take up these phenomena of the
human mind. Our business is to understand these things
gpiritually. This Song of Songs is spiritual, or else it has no claim
on our attention; its very inspiration were incredible. We cannot
imagine the Holy Spirit giving us this song merely for the purpose
of entertaining us with the figures and metaphors of eastern allegory.
There must be a deep and hidden meaning in it. .

Now we believe it will be fair to say that there are two high
spiritual forms of love and jealousy, and that our text is lucid in its
description of both—first, the love and jealousy of the saints with
regard to Christ ; and secondly, the love and jealousy of Christ with
regard to his saints. We will begin with:—

I. THE LOVE AND JEALOUSY OF THE SAINTS WITH REGARD TO
‘CHRIST.

The saints love their Lord and Master, or else they could not be
saints. Love is the fountain of their saintship. They are sancti-
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fied by love. It is the love of Jesus Christ which constrains them
to hate sin, and which leads them forward in the path of holiness.
The Holy Ghost uses the same passion of love to work in us the
purging of ourselves from every unhallowed thing, and to inflame
our desire after everything that is agreeable to the mind of Christ.
The saints have received, by the Holy Spirit, a love to Christ which
is “strong as death.” And how strong is death? Think for a
moment how strong death is! He is so strong that the armies
which lay encamped upon the field just now, and could tread an
empire beneath their feet, yield to his imperial sway, and are them-
selves trodden beneath the feet of death. Xerxes, as he sat on his
golden throne, wept at the thought that death should so soon mow
down the myriads of his Persian hosts. Over all the multitudes
which have been born into the world, with but two exceptions,
death has swayed his sceptre. So strong is he, that he has hitherto
reigned as an Universal Monarch. Nor will he ever resign his
sceptre until he shall come whose kingdom shall have no end—he
who is “death of death, and hell’s destruction.” The monarchy of
death is not only universal, but its behests are imperious, and
instantaneously obeyed. When, at God’s command, death seizes
the body, it has no power to resist. The vital energy at once ceases ;
the tongue of music is dumb, and the hand of skill is motionless for
ever. Then shall the dust return to the earth as it was, and the
spirit shall return to God, who gave it. In vain the physician's
skill ; it cannot avert the stroke of death. No long siege is neces-
sary ; it requires not years, nor months, nor weeks to scale the ram-
parts of man’s citadel of bodily strength. As death knocks at the
door it flies open. The arrest must be made. Willing or unwill-
ing, the prisoner must go with the officer. The demand is per-
emptory, and the obedience passive. Seems it not as if nature had
no parallel for this strong irresistible force of death?

Behold the love of our Lord Jesus Christ! Mark you, it is as
strong as death! It can, and it does, overcome all adversaries;
yea, even death itself! My brethren and sisters, it may, perhaps,
strengthen your courage if I remind you that some of your comrades
have tried their love in competition with death. They have “resisted
unto blood, striving against sin.” They have met with death in
the most cruel forms. They were stoned; they were sawn in
sunder ; they were burned at the stake; they were dragged at the
heels of wild horses. Think of Marcus of Arethusa, stung to death
by wasps, or of holy Mr. Samuel, starved to death in his dungeon.
with but a mouthful of bread and a drop of water given him each
day, only just enough to continue his lingering existence! And
yet these persons who thus met death, with no downy pillow to lean
the head upon, and with no voice of friendship to comfort them,
never wavered in their attachment to their Master. They suffered
persecution, and nakedness, and peril, and the sword, but nothing
could separate them from the love of God, which was in Christ
Jesus their Lord. Some of them met with death in tke most gloomy
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forms, as well as in the most cruel shapes. They were cast into
lonely dungeons, where it was almost literally true that “the moss
grew upon their eyelids.” Think of our brethren in Holland, per-
secuted alike by Protestants and Romanists! They have been
despised of all men, and have suffered death in deep desertion.
They have been thrown into dungeons, and left there till the slimy
snails crawled over them, till the toads gathered about them, tiil
their emaciated frames absolutely rotted and decayed in the nauseous
places of their confinement! Not that they desired to escape, or
sought liberty at the expense of conscience ; rather did they account
it a joy that they had fallen into divers trials for the sake of
Christ. With none to cheer them, with no brother’s voice to help
them to raise a tune, with no hymn to chant them on their way
to public martyrdom, without an eye to look upon them, except the
eye of the Master, their love verily proved itself to have been
“@atrong as death.”

Still worse, methinks, to bear: some of them met death in the
most lingering manner. Many a man could stand upon the burning
faggot, endure with heroism his hour of torture, and then ascend
in the chariot of Elias up to heaven; but to be roasted before a
slow fire, to be starved by a low regimen, to be enervated by a
vicious atmosphere, for the martyrdom to extend over a week, a
month, or a year—how shall this be endured? The supernatural
grace of God has made a bed of spikes to be a bed of roses to some
of the martyrs. Amidst the flames they have even leaped and
sung for very joy. That was a grand saying of one of the martyrs
of Mary's age, who, when he was told by Bonner that his life
would be spared if he would recant, said, “Look you here, Bishop;
i# I had as many lives as I have hairs on my body, I would burn
as many times as that before I would bend myself down before the
superstitions of Rome.” Another of the martyrs, when his finger
was put into the flame of a candle that he might feel what kind of
peril he was about to encounter, told his persecutors if he had as
much agony in all his body as he then had in his finger, he would
not give up the faith which he had received from God, to adopt any
of the traditions of men. Death has thus come piecemeal to a man;
he has had to “die daily,” “in deaths oft ”; like the Apostle Paul,
oontinually having to face the grim fiend. The love which Jesus
Christ has kindled in the souls of his people has been undiminished
in quantity and undimmed in brightness. In fact, I think that
the love which Christians have for Christ seems to flame the more
vehemently the more troubles that they have to endure. Have you
never seen a chemist, when illustrating a lecture, take a small piece
of solid matter, put it on some water, and the moment it touches
the water it has begun to burn? In ordinary cases, contact with
water extinguishes fire; but this substance touches the water and
burns there, as it burns nowhere else. So seems it to be with the
Christian. The best and most brilliant part of the Christian’s love
oomes out under some overwhelming trouble. He triumphed when
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the opportunity arose that put him to the test. *“Love is strong
a9 death.”

Although you and I are not born in an age in which we are
likely to attain to the distinguished honour of wearing the ruby
crown of martyrdom, their example may excite our emulation.
Ifast thou, dear young friend, been subjected to a little jeering and
sneering in the workshop, or to a little harsh treatment at home?
Maybe thou beginnest to falter and flag. Bethink thyself then.
What part hast thou in that love which is strong as death if it
cannot bear this? If any of you have been sorely tempted to do an
unholy thing to get you out of your pecuniary embarrassments, ask
yourselves, where is the love which is strong in death, and will you
dare to stoop? If you do not maintain your integrity, you have
not a drop of martyr’s blood in you, and if you have not the Spirit
of Christ, you are none of his. When I see professors turn pale at
a laugh of the thoughtless, or look terrified when some article in
a newspaper or a magazine thrusts hard at their principles, I wonder
how they would have behaved themselves in the grand old times of
Luther; or had they belonged to the school of which Calvin was
the great exponent, or might it have been their hap to encounter
the struggles, political and social, with which such bold reformers
as Wickliffe and Hugh Latimer were mixed up. Let not worthy
sons of valiant sires pander to craven fears. Rather let that love
which is as strong as death brace your nerves and replenish you
with a divine inspiration. Doubtless, brethren, we shall have an
opportunity of testing this love, though not at the ignominious stake
perhaps, nor yet in the desolate prison. The average trials and
troubles of life; the peculiar contingencies of each individual’s
career ; the special besetments and temptations that pertain to a
child of God—all these make it momentous to live; to live as
becometh godliness. And what think you? Can it be child’s play
to die? To finish one’s course; to know that alterations and emen-
dations cannot be made. Our flesh creeps at the prospect of the
grave; but our soul trembles at the outlook and the judgment.

Our faith must be firm and our fellowship unwavering ; then our
love will be temacious; yea, as strong as death. You should not
lose your confidence when you lose your health. The animal spirits
may sink, but you are not dependent upon aught so contingent as
they are on the atmosphere. The spirit that sustains you is divine.
With decay comes depression ; they are both the fruit of disease or
of infirmity. Faith can survive—love can triumph over both.

“Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are;

While on his breast you lean your head,
And breathe your life out softly there.”

This is what Christ can do. Do you ask what he will do? If you
live to his praise, and rest in his love, you shall find that that love
Is strong as death. Instead of its growing cooler and weaker when
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the outward man decays, that love of yours shall get to the land
of Beulah, and you shall sit upon the banks of Jordan, expecting
the coming of the Master, and singing happy canticles and blessed
love-songs, even in the prospect of your departure. Love is strong
as death.

I wish every Christian would think it over in his own mind,
whether his love to Christ is not very poor and flat, compared with
what 1t should be? It seems to me that there is a notion abroad

hat @ Christian man may be expected to betray weakness on other
points. Is it not a fact that evangelical or orthodox books are for
the most part written in a feeble style? How many devout ministers
preach sound gospel like simple twaddle! If you want strong
common-sense, you often get more of it in secular than in religious
periodicals. The ready pen and the forcible tongue are frequently
employed on the wrong side. I think the idea prevails among pious
people that everything we do for Christ ought to be done in a quiet,
gentle, soft, milk-sop fashion—that we must pray in a very smooth
tone of voice, speak in a whisper, and sing so as not to shock
anybody’s nerves! This seems to me to be totally inconsistent and
utterly alien to the spirit of genuine Christianity. When you
espouse godliness you need not remounce manliness. If anything
be fitted to develop all the energies of a man’s nature, and call forth
all the powers and faculties of his being, it should be his enlisting
on the side of King Jesus. My Master calls you to serve him, not
with a timid, vacillating, fitful service, but he demands that you
be bold and brave, valiant and venturesome, in his service. He
provides you with strength, he may well require your diligence.
'Tis meet that ye serve him with all your powers of body, soul, and
spirit. The love we bear to Christ should not be a mere com-
placency, bland and gentle, a matter for well-bred reticence, rather
than for blind avowal. No; let it be a mighty, all-constraining
passion, that gets hold of a man like a whirlwind, and carries him
along. Al! methinks this love of Jesus should be dearer to the
heart than light to the eyes; it should throb with every pulse of
life; it should warm one’s blood as it circulates through the veins;
it should inflame the heart with zeal and mould the constitution of
one’s soul. The cold, phlegmatic man, or the supine, lukewarm
man, are alike unfit to engage in our Master’s service. Should not
the love of disciples to their Lord be stronger than the love of the
husband to the wife, of the mother to her child, or of friend to
friend ; a love compared with which there is no love on earth to be
found ; a love that is strong as death? Conuected with this love,
and as a result of it, jealousy is brought under our notice.

« Jealousy is cruel as the grave.” Wlenever love absorbs the heart,
jealousy will guard the object of affection. Only let a provocation
occur, something of jealousy is sure to appear. Your loveto Christ
especially lacks the genuine stamp if it is never roused to jealousy
by the malice of foes and the faithlessness of professed friends of
our Lord. Many Christians nowadays have a kind of love which






