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THE BURNING BUSH

"He looked, and, behold, the Bush burned with fire, and
the Bush was not consumed."
Exodus 3:3

Wondrous is the sight which here meets our view. It is a
Bush in flames, but not consumed. Destroying fire fails to
destroy. Perishable wood refuses to be fuel. Reader! this
surely is no new object to you. But know that it aboundsin
lessons which your search cannot exhaust. It must be so.
The unsearchable riches of Jesus are in this mine! He,
who is the Wonder of Wonders, is the true Wonder of the
Bush.

Reader! you must see Christ by faith, if ever you would
see God and enter heaven. Y ou must know Christ in heart,
if ever you would know peace in conscience and hope in
death. Ask then the Holy Spirit that He would make the
blazing Bush to be a blaze of saving light within your soul.
The way to the burning Bush lies through an avenue of
instructive thoughts.

Moses is mercifully rescued from an early grave of waters.
Pharaoh's decree dooms to death. But Pharaoh's daughter
is the means of life. When God has purposes to work, He



can make foes histools! The oppressor's court becomes the
refuge of the oppressed. The Hebrew child is caressed as
an Egyptian prince. But the perils of the Nile are scarcely
greater to the body; than the perils of the palace to the
soul. Worldly pomp is very dazzling. Worldly luxury is
very entrancing. Worldly pleasures are very ensnaring. But
there is an ark of safety in the flood of vanities, as in the
flood of waters. Moses is neither dazzled, nor entranced,
nor ensnared. He looks above, and sees a splendor far
more bright. He deliberately chooses scorn and affliction
and loss and poverty, with the people of God. And he finds
such scorn to be the truest honor—such affliction to be the
purest joy—such loss to be the richest gain— such poverty
to be the most enduring wealth.

Reader! it is an important principle, that none can tread the
world beneath their feet until they see afairer world above
their heads. When the Lord is set before you, your eyes are
dim to lower objects. The beauty of the all-beauteous One
makes other loveliness unlovely. Moses proves the mighty
energy of soul-elevating, soul-purifying faith. This stirring
principle turns his whole course from ease and affluence
and self, into one stream of daring activities for God. He
beholds with aching heart Isragl's crushed tribes. He boldly
presents himself to avenge their wrongs, and to erect the
standard of their freedom. But what is the welcome which
awaits him? Alas! he is thrust away with a reecting taunt,
"WWho made you a prince and ajudge over us?

Reader! your eyes are open to such pitiable folly. You sigh
over a serfdom, which is content to do a tyrant's bidding,



rather than defy a tyrant's rage. But such may be your own
case. The Gospel, like Moses, approaches men. It tells
them that they grind in Satan's prison-house. It calls them
to arise from the dust, to lift up the head, to burst the
fetters, to dare to be free. It shows them Jesus, the Captain
of Salvation, inviting them to the banner of His cross. It
assures those who this Leader never lost a battle—and
never lost a man. It beseeches them to cast off the filthy
fetters, and to stride boldly towards the sparkling crown.
What answer is returned? Alas! multitudes hate the voice
which would arouse them. They hug the bonds which bind
them to perdition's cell. They little think how soon each
link in that chain will become a deathless scorpion and a
guenchless flame!

‘Then Moses fled at this saying.' Reader! take heed. The
decree may issue, he 'is joined to idols; let him aone." An
unwelcomed Savior may depart forever. The wings of love
may fly away in judgment.

He was hidden as a stranger in the land of Midian forty
years. But the God who was his shield in the crowd, was
his sun in the desert. It is sad, that the Lord's servant must
be earth's outcast. But it is sweet to see how heavenly
wisdom can make the hardest usage to yield our choicest
blessings. The sweetest honey is from the stony rock.
There was work for Moses which required lamb-like
meekness with lion-like resolve. He must be cam as the
ocean when it slegps—firm as the rock which smiles at
storms. These are the lessons of tribulation's school—
therefore, in tribulation he must be schooled. Metal



becomes pure by long process in the furnace. The wisdom
which is profitable in the busy haunts of busy men, grows
in retirement's still shade. In the seclusion of Arabia, Paul
drinks camly of truth's fount. In the wilds of Midian,
Moses sits at the feet of God.

At last the appointed time of rescue came. God's works are
the reflection of decrees ordained of old. When His
purposes were ripe, amarvel startles the shepherd-prophet.
A Bush blazes before him, each branch, each fiber
reddened in the flame. But neither branch nor fiber
received hurt. The brittle wood waved an uninjured head.
Well might Moses wonder. But wonder deepened into
awe, when from the Bush a voice was heard, even the
voice of God.

Reader! it becomes us now to ask, what is the Gospel of
the burning Bush? Jesus Himself appears in His person,
suffering, and all-resisting might.

His person—He is God, and yet He stoops to be made
man. He is man, and yet He continues to be God forever.
Withdraw the Godhead, and His blood cannot atone.
Withdraw the manhood, and no blood remains. The union
gives a Savior able, and a Savior fit. Look to the Bush! It
shows this very union. The wood denotes the poor and
feeble produce of earth. It exhibits the ‘tender plant—the
'root out of a dry ground.' But it holds God as its
inhabitant. The voice out of its midst proclaims, Y our God
is here.



His sufferings—Fire wraps the Bush. No clearer image
can depict the hot assaults of wrath. The life of Jesus knew
these well. It was one struggle with keen anguish. Earth
was a thorny path. Hell shot its every shaft. Heaven
darkened with the horrors of its frowns. All the fierce
pains which infinite displeasure could inflict, made Him
their prey. He wrung out all, which all the ransomed
would have tasted, if hell-agonies had been their doom
forever!

His all-resisting might—In vain the fire assailed the bush.
It stood unharmed. So every blow recoiled from Jesus.
Sustained by His indwelling Deity, He trod al foes
beneath His feet. He burst the bands of death. He shivered
the grave's gates. He stood victorious on the ruins of hell's
empire. He mounted in triumph to the heaven of heavens.

We have next an unquestionable type of the whole family
of faith.

Persecutions and trials are the fire, which assails them
with ceaseless fury. But still they thrive and strengthen
and bud and blossom and flourish. How can it be? Deity
indwells them! And where Deity resides there must be
undecaying life.

The Church's story is a mirror of this truth. How often do
we see it as a tiny bark tossed in engulfing waves. The
powers of the mighty, the craft of the subtle, the rage of
the frantic, have seized it with terrific grasp. Evil men
have done their worst—evil spirits have aimed blows—



evil fiends have put forth spite. Surely the fragile Bush
must sink in ruin! But no! It defies all foes. It stands, and
will stand forever, verdant and fragrant and fruitful. But
the power of resistance is not its own. The Lord is in the
midst of it! He has chosen it as His abode forever. They
are precious tidings. 'In the midst of the seven candlesticks
is one like unto the Son of man.’

It is true that Jesus, as God, holds all space within His
hand. 'His center is everywhere, His circumference is
nowhere." But still the Church is the chosen home of His
unbounded love. Here His all-protecting might, His all-
preserving care, His full delights, repose. He received it
from His Father as His spouse— His jewels—His peculiar
treasure—His portion—the fullness of His body— the
completeness of His mediatorial glory. He is engaged to
seat it, as an undiminished family, before the throne. If one
member be injured, Christ is marred; if one be absent,
Christ is maimed. Hence He is ever with it—all heart to
love—all eye to watch—all hand to help—all wisdom to
direct—all power to beat back foes. Let, then, the fire
rage! It must be mightier than Almightiness before the
Bush can droop to nothingness.

Do these lines meet the eye of one who plots and strives
against Zion's (the church's) welfare? Vain man, forbear!
The promise ever lives, 'Lo! | am with you always." Can
you tear the sun from its high seat? Can you beat back
ocean with a feather? Can you bind the lightning with a
straw? Such task would be easier than to pluck Jesus from



the Bush. Because He lives there, His people shal live
also!

Here, too, another mystery is solved. Grace seems but a
tender plant in the believer's heart. It has to contend with
nipping frosts and desolating storms. Satan's rage burns
hot against it. The world brings fuel upon fuel to consume
it. The flesh blows fiercely to fan the flame. But grace still
thrives! Its roots spread. Its branches rise. Its fruit ripens.
Why? Christ walks within His garden—a guardian-God.
His hand sowed each seed. The dew of His favor nourishes
it. The smile of His love matures it. Hence it overtops all
fiery foes, and liftsits head towards heaven.

Believer, think much of the ‘goodwill of Him who dwelt in
the Bush.' Fears then will flee away. If you stood aone, it
would be presumption to hope. Because you are not alone,
it is offence to tremble.

Look back. Many conflicts are behind, and yet you live.
How isit? You reply with Paul, "The Lord stood with me
and strengthened me.' 'The Bush burned with fire, and the
Bush was not consumed." Your present fight is hot. But
you hear a much-loved voice, 'Do not fear, for | am with
you." 'The Bush burns with fire, and the Bush is not
consumed.’

You look forward. The horizon is dark with clouds of
tribulation. But the same voice cheers, 'Do not fear, for |
am with you; when you walk through the fire, you shall
not be burned." The captive youths, a cloud of witnesses,



an army of blessed martyrs, wave you forward. They tell
that persecuting flames may be divested of all their sting.
Rejoice then. The Bush shall burn with fire, but it shall not
be consumed!

Reader! pause here, and search your conscience. Is your
body atemple of Jesus Christ, through the Spirit? Is Christ
dwelling in your heart by faith? Is Christ in you, the hope
of glory? If it is not so, touch not the comfort of the
burning Bush. Remember, there are thorns and briers,
'‘whose end is to be burned." No Savior saves them. Tares
must be bound in bundles for wrath's full-heated furnace.
A terrible voice wails from the region of the lost, 'l am
tormented in this flame.' "'The day comes that shall burn as
an oven and all the proud, yes, and al that do wickedly,
shall be stubble." "'The smoke of their torment ascends up
forever and ever.'

Reader! here are words by which, through grace, you may
be saved. Turn not away to everlasting burnings. If you are
so mad, this warning will lie, as a hot coal, upon your soul
forever!



'TAMTHATI AM!'

"l amthat | am."
Exodus 3:14

The believer is caled to wayfaring and warfaring
struggles. He has to bear a daily cross and to fight a daily
fight. But in every hour of need a sure support is near.
Behold Moses. The ground which he must tread is very
dippery. The hill of his difficulties is very steep. A foe
opposes every step. But a staff and a sword are provided
for him in the name of his guiding and protecting Lord. 'l
AM THAT | AM.' On this he can lean the whole burden of
his cares, and fears, and pains. By this he can scatter kings
as dust. This support is still the same, ever mighty, ever
near. The feeblest pilgrim may grasp it by the hand of
faith. And whoever grasps it is '‘as mount Zion, which
cannot be removed, but abides forever.'

' AM THAT | AM." Such is the voice from the burning
bush. The Speaker, then, is hidden in no mask of mystery.
It is the Angdl of the everlasting Covenant. It is the great
Redeemer. He would establish His people on the firm rock
of comfort. Therefore with trumpet-tongue He thus assures
them that all the majesty, all the supremacy, all the glory
of absolute and essential Deity, are His inherent right. O



my soul, into what a speck must poor man dwindle before
such greatness! The limits of the mind cannot scan it. The
arms of the heart cannot embrace it. Words are mere
skeletons before it. Intellect would desire to fly on eagle's
wing around the ever-widening circle. But vain is the
effort. Its height is on heaven's summit. What mortal arm
can reach it? It is as space which has no bounds. What
human line can measure it? Our mortal eyes cannot pierce
unlimited expanse. Our scales cannot weigh the
mountains. Our vessels cannot measure the ocean's depths.
So our faculties are too short to probe the immensities of
God. To grasp divine essence requires divine largeness. 'l
AM THAT | AM' aone can read the volume of that title.

Shall we then repine? What! repine because our God is so
great? Where is the subject who frets because he cannot
count his prince's treasures? L et us rather bow our headsin
pious adoration. Let us rather give thanks that a mine is
open in which the very dust is gold! Let us rather humble
ourselves, that we are so slow and careless to gather up the
manna of rich truth which falls at the tent-door. Let us
rather pray the Spirit to illumine more clearly the written
page. Let us rather long for the day when every cloud
which veils our God shall brighten into perfect light; and
when His people 'shall be like Him, for they shall see Him
as He is." Come then, and with such loving teachableness
let us take our seat beside this sea of truth, and strive with
reverence to touch the spray which sparkles on the shore.

' AM THAT | AM."' Here the first sound is eternity. Jesus,
as God, here puts on eternity as His robe. He knows no



past. He knows no future. He lives unmoved in one
unmoving present. He stretches through all the ages which
are gone and which are yet to come. His only bounds are
immeasurable boundlessness. Before time was born, He is
' AM THAT | AM." When time shall have expired, He
gtill is'l AM THAT | AM." If there had been the moment
when His being dawned, His name would be, 'l am what |
was not." If there could be a moment when His being must
have end, His name would be, 'l am what | shall not be.'
But Heis, 'l AM THAT | AM."' Thus He treads first and
last beneath His feet. He sits on the unbroken
circumference of existence, as He who ever was, and ever
is, and ever shall be. Let thought fly back, until in
weariness it faint; let it look onward until al vision fail; it
ever finds Him the same'l AM.'

Reader! look down now from this astounding glory and fix
your eye on Bethlehem's manger. A lowly Babe liesin the
lowly cradle of a lowly town, the offspring of a lowly
mother. Look again. That child is the eterna 'l AM.' He
whose Deity never had birth, is born 'the woman's Seed.’
He, whom no infinitudes can hold, is contained within
Infant's age, and Infant's form. He, who never began to be,
as God, here begins to be, as man. And can it be, that the
great 'I AM THAT | AM' shrinks into our flesh, and is
little upon our earth, as one newborn of yesterday? It is so!
The Lord promised it. Prophets foretold it. Types
prefigured it. An angel announces it. Heaven rings with
rapture at it. Faith seesit. The redeemed rejoicein it.



But why is this wonder of wonders? Why is eternity's Lord
a Child of time? He thus stoops, that He may save poor
wretched sinners such as we are. Could He not do so by
His will or by Hisword? Ah! no. He willed, and all things
were. He speaks, and all obey. But he must die, as man,
that a lost soul may live. To rescue from one stain of sin,
the Eternal must take the sinner's place, and bear sin's
curse and pay sin's debt, and suffer sin's penalty, and wash
out sin's filth, and atone for sin's malignity. 'l AM THAT |
AM' aone could do this. 'I AM THAT | AM' aone has
doneit.

What self-denial, what self-abasement, what self-emptying
Is here! Surely, royaty in rags, angels in cells, is no
descent compared to Deity in flesh! But mighty love
moves Jesus to despise al shame, and to lie low in
misery's lowest mire. Through ages past His 'delights were
with the sons of men." Eternity to come is but a void,
unless his people share His glory. Therefore He humbles
Himself to earth, that specks of earth may rise to heaven's
immortality. Believer, you regjoice in prospect of thus
living with Him forever. But why is there full rapture in
the thought? Do not you feel that the crowning ecstasy is
in this? Eternity will afford you time to gaze with steady
look on a Savior's glories, to sing with unwearied hymn a
Savior's praise, to bless with perpetual blessing a Savior's
name, and to learn with ever-expanding knowledge a
Savior's worth!

There is another note in this loud chorus of truth, which is
especial sweetness to the believer's ear. It tells



melodioudly that Jesus cannot change. He is as constant as
He is great. As surely as He ever lives, so surely He ever
lives the same. He is an infinity of never-varying oneness.
He sits on the calm throne of eternal serenity. Change is
the defect of things below—for things below are all
defective. Immutability reigns above—for immutability is
perfection's essence. Our brightest morn often ends in
storm. Summer's radiance gives place to winter's gloom.
The smiling flower soon lies withered. The babbling brook
Is soon a parched-up channel. The friend who smiled,
smiles no more friendly welcomes. Bereavement weeps
where once the family beamed with domestic joy. Gardens
wither into deserts. Babylons crumble into unsightly ruins.
On all things a sad inscription writes 'fleeting—transient—
vanishing." Time flaps a ceaseless wing, and from the
wings decay and death drop down. 'l AM THAT | AM' sits
high above al this. He is 'the same yesterday, and today,
and forever.'

The unchangeableness of Jesus is the unchangeabl eness of
His attributes. Each shines brightly in this bright mirror.
But arapid glance at His love and power must suffice. His
love is in perpetual bloom. It is always in summertime.
The roots are deeply buried in Himself; therefore the
branches cannot fade. Believer, drink hourly of this cup of
joy. Do not allow Satan to infuse a poisonous doubt.
Christ loved you fully when, in the councils of eternity, He
received you into His heart. He loved you truly when, in
the fullness of time, He took upon Himself your curse, and
drained your hell-deep dues. He loved you tenderly when
He showed you, by the Spirit, His hands and His feet, and



whispered to you that you were His. He loves you
faithfully while He ceases not to intercede in your behalf,
and to scatter blessings on your person and your soul. He
will love you intensely in heaven when you are manifested
as His precious purchase and crowned as His bride!

To each enquiry—has He loved? does He love? and will
He love?—the one reply is, 'I| AM THAT | AM.' Do not
raise the objection, if He thus loves, why am | thus? why
is my path so rugged, and my heart like flint? You will
soon know that your bitterest trials and your sorest pains
are sure tokens of Hislove. The father corrects because he
loves. In attentive care the physician deeply probes the
wounds. Thus Jesus makes earth hard, that you may long
for heaven's holy rest. He shows you your self-vileness
that you may prize His cleansing blood. He allows you to
stumble that you may cleave more closely to His side. He
makes the world a blank that you may seek all comfort in
Himself. If He seems to change, it is that you may change.
He hides His face, that you may look for Him. He is silent,
that you may cry more loudly. His desertion prevents your
desertion. He saves fromreal hell, by casting into seeming
hell. But love fals not. All His dealings are its
everflowing, overflowing tide. On each the eye of faith
canread, 'l AM THAT | AM.

Power goes hand in hand with love. They co-exist and co-
endure. It was a mighty voice which said, 'Be—and all
things were. It was a mighty hand which framed this so
wondrous universe. It is a mighty arm which turns the
wheel of providence. This power still is, and ever will be,



what it always has been. No age enfeebles, and no use
exhausts it. This is the Church's rock. The Bible, blazing
with its exploits, encourages the ‘worm Jacob' to 'be strong
in the Lord, and in the power of His might." He can still
bid the seas of difficulty to recede. He can cause hurricanes
and tempests to cease. He can make straight, the crooked
paths of evil. He can level the mountains of high-towering
corruption. He can stop the lion-mouth of persecution. He
can quench the scorching flames of every lust. In the face
of all Goliaths, He cheers His followers to victory, under
the banner of 'l AM THAT | AM.'

Reader! these thoughts scarcely touch the boundary line of
the shadow of this glorious name. But surely they show
the blessedness of those who, guided by the Spirit, repose
beneath the wings of Jesus. 'The eternal God is your refuge
and underneath are the everlasting arms.' 'I AM THAT |
AM' must perish or must change, before their names can
be cast from His heart. Some greater power must arise,
before they can be plucked from His tight-grasping hand.
The bare ideais folly. Happy flock! 'I AM THAT | AM’
loves them, and they are loved—calls them, and they
follow Him—sanctifies them, and they are sanctified—
blesses them, and they are blessed—qgives them life, and
they live—gives them glory, and they are glorified.

But perhapsit is your wretched case to live unsprinkled by
His saving blood. Will you die thus? What! thus appear
before His great white throne? His truth condemns you—
and it cannot change. His wrath burns hotly against you—
and it cannot relent. His power has commission to destroy



you—and it cannot be withstood. I AM THAT | AM’
becomes an idle fable, if truth and wrath and power war
not eternally with sin. And can they war and not prevail ?

Believer, the eternity and unchangeableness of 'I AM
THAT | AM' makes heaven to be heaven forever. Sinner,
the eternity and unchangeableness of 'I| AM THAT | AM’
makes hell to be hell forever.



THE PASSOVER

"It isthe Lord's Passover."
Exodus 12:11

These words send us back to the last night of Israel's
bondage in the land of Egypt. The captives had suffered
much and long. The iron furnace had been heated by
unpitying hate and by unsparing hands. But God, in His
high council, had decreed that a morn of deliverance
should dawn. The appointed hour came. No power can
now detain. Mad opposition becomes weak. The chosen
people must go free.

Believer, stay your soul on the rock of the promises. They
are as immovable as He who speaks them. At the set
moment you shall march in triumph to your Canaan.

Let us, in thought, intermingle in the solemn scene. It was
a night black in dismays, terrible in judgments, wild in
affrights, keen in anguish. Throughout the whole of
Egypt's empire every house was woe, every face was
horror, every heart was misery. Death forced all doors.
Each eldest child was a lifeless corpse. There was no
exception. The monarch and the slave alike bewailed, in
bitter cry, their first-born's sudden and untimely slaughter.



It was a night memorable, also, in sweet displays of tender
love. Isragl's favored sons were all assembled. But neither
death nor fear was in their dwellings. They were equipped
for departure from all cruelties and pains. They were
feasting a a heaven-appointed table. They were rgoicing
in a Gospel ordinance. They were partaking of a slain
lamb. This exhibited, in loudly-speaking rites, all the
certainties and al the mercies of spiritual redemption.
They redlized present escape. They looked forward to
future safety. They had much in hand. They had more in
view.

Reader! let us with joy join these joyous companies. And
may the Christ-revealing Spirit show Christ to us, as the
substance and truth and glory of the spread feast! God
Himself selects the offering. His voice says, 'They shall
take to them every man A LAMB.' Thus Jesus is appointed
by heavenly wisdom to be the one redeeming sacrifice. An
elected Savior is the strong foundation of salvation's
pyramid. Blessed provision of our blessing God! Where
could we turn, if bidden to find a guilt-removing victim?
But grace meets every need. Hearken to the sure tidings,
'‘Behold my servant, whom | uphold—my elect, in whom
my soul delights.’

Reader! God's only begotten Son is God's only appointed
Redeemer. He only is called to bear His peopl€e's sins. For
He alone can sustain such load. He alone is sent to make
atonement. For He alone has worthy blood to shed. He
alone is commissioned to bring in reconciliation. For He



alone can covenant with God. Obey God—present Jesus in
the arms of faith. Then your crimson stain is whiter than
snow. Your soul is saved. Reject Him, and there remains
no more sacrifice for sins.

The lamb must be a male of the earliest age—"Y our lamb
shall be a male of the first year.' These are signs of vigor
in unbroken perfection. Truly He who is to save must be
mighty in strength. For think what mighty hindrances
oppose. Whose arm can hold back the descending arm of
divine wrath? Whose shoulder can sustain the weight of
countless sins? Whose force can close hell? Whose power
can open heaven? Whose prowess can trample down
satanic rage, satanic spirits, and satanic men? In none but
Jesus can such sufficiency be found. In Him it abounds to
the overflowing of amightiness. The Father's voice
proclams, 'l have laid help upon one that is mighty.' The
pledge is given, 'He shall send them a Savior, and a great
one." The fulfillment is in Jesus, 'The great God and our
Savior.! He is the Lamb in al the energy of perfect
strength.

The Lamb must be without blemish—"Your lamb shall be
without blemish, a male of the first year.' Jesus, while man
below, was pure as God in heaven's brightness. Sin strove
in vain to soil Him. Foul temptations thickly fell, but left
Him spotless as the light of day. The Father's eye, which
cannot look upon uncleanness, delighted in Him as the
clear mirror of His own glory. In Him, human nature
shone in the luster of divine holiness. In Him was



sinlessness which could atone for sin. In Him was
righteousness which satisfied the law.

The lamb must be 'set apart for four days.' Thus in heaven,
through eternal days, Jehovah's eye inspected Jesus, as the
fore-ordained expiation for the foreseen evil. Thus on
earth, through the days preceding the cross, He was tested
by every judge—and thus, universal consent crowned Him
with the crown of untarnished blamelessness. Even Satan,
speaking by blood-guilty lips, proclaimed that there was
no fault in Him.

The lamb must be 'slain by the whole assembly of the
congregation.' Not one voice was silent, when the dreadful
cry went forth, 'Crucify Him, crucify Him." Believer, not
one sin of al your life was absent, when Jesus was
dragged to the cross. All your transgressions strained the
cords. They concurred to drive in the nails, and to make
deep the wounds. Y our iniquities brought in His death. His
death bringsin your life.

The 'blood must be sprinkled on the lintel, and on the
doorposts of each dwelling.' The shed blood must be used.
It must be openly exhibited as a distinguishing sign. If the
destroyer finds the preserving mark, the foot of vengeance
must pass over. If there be no shield of blood, the arrows
of death must do their work.

Reader! the Gospel moves poor sinners to appropriating
efforts. Christ is uplifted, that eyes may look to Him. Heis
an open refuge, that feet may fly to Him. His blood



flowed, that it may be taken by the hand of faith. Do you
live a blood-besprinkled life? Is your soul at all times fresh
dripping from this stream? If so, you safely dwell beneath
salvation's wings. Justice cannot drag you to execution.
The curse cannot blight you. The law cannot condemn
you. Vengeance cannot slay you. The blood upon you
cries—Away! stand back! no foe can touch, where |
protect. But are you thus marked as Christ's? If not, arise
speedily and flee unto the wounded Lamb. The day is far
spent: the night of ruin is at hand. The destroyer is at your
heels. Each house unmarked was a house unspared. Each
soul unwashed will be a soul undone. An applied remedy
alone can heal.

Not one drop stained the floor. The blood of Jesus is the
most precious thing in heaven and in earth. The Father
honors it with all heaven's honors. The saints in light
praise it with all heaven's praises. The saints on earth
rgjoice in it with al heart's rapture. Satan flees before it.
Shall godless men treat it with regjecting scorn? Let them
beware—on the heart it is a seal of life—beneath the feet it
is the stamp of hell.

The flesh must be roasted with fire. We have here the
keenest image of the keenest torture. The pain of painsis
to be slowly devoured by the scorching flames. But thisis
a faint image of what Jesus verily endured. O my soul,
dea closely with the sufferings of your suffering Lamb.
Let the amazing facts be the very fibers of your constant
thought. Daily visit the garden. Hourly study the cross.
What is the sight, what are the sounds, which there



confront you? The God-man Jesus lies crushed to the
earth. He bends beneath a weight of woe. The saddest
groans proclaim the writhings of atortured soul. Each pore
weeps blood. Agony could not more agonize. A piteous
cry confesses that the black horrors of desertion blackened
around Him. These marks of extremest anguish have clear
meaning. The Passover Lamb is roasted with fire.

Believer, Jesus was tormented in your stead. All the wrath
which all your sins deserved was outpoured on Him. The
vengeance of God descended in al its fury on Him. The
curse of the law exacted its utmost on Him. The flames of
hell tightly grasped Him. He endured the very miseries
which all His people must have endured if they had wailed
forever in the lake of fire. Faith sees it and exclaims—I
live, for Jesus died. | cannot suffer. Jesus has exhausted
al. Wrath cannot touch me, because it has touched Him!
Each inhabitant of the house must feed upon the lamb. So
every one who would be saved must verily partake of
Christ. To hear of Him, to touch the emblems of His dying
love, to know His merits, to commend His worth, will
profit little. Faith takes Christ, Christ Himself, as its own.
It makes Him the very juice and substance of the inner
man. Jesus is the believer's never-ending banquet. He
feasts on Christ now. He will feast with Christ forever.

A bone of the lamb may not be broken. Jesus indeed was
harshly treated. But no wounds marred His bones. They
weakened not the pillars of His strength. He lives all-
vigorous in salvation's might. He stands the unbroken, the
unblemished column of His people's hopes. The marvelous



fulfillment, also, of this command, proves Jesus of
Nazareth to be the true Passover of God. When the
soldiers ‘came to Jesus and saw that He was dead already,
they broke not His legs' The unwitting heathen
unwittingly accomplished the Jewish type. Infidelity, what
can you reply? Know, that as no ignorance is like yours, so
no ruin will be like yours.

The lamb must be eaten with bitter herbs and unleavened
bread. These requirements shadow out the combined
graces of penitence and sincerity. Reader, do you boast of
hope in Christ? It only dwells in a heart ground to powder
under a sense of sin. Tears are the magnifying medium
through which the cross attracts. Faith has no root in
rocky soil. It only blossoms in the moist garden of a
weeping spirit. They come in sorrow's sackcloth who
receive Christ's justifying robe.

Do you boast that Christ is your feast? Where is your
unleavened bread? Sin loved, sin cherished, sin retained,
turns heaven's food into hell's poison. A searching eye
comes in to see the guests. Leaven in their hands, leaven in
their mouths, leaven in their hearts, is a fatal mark. They
must go away to the cell of hypocrites.

The lamb must be eaten 'in the attitude of haste, and with
equipment for departure.’ The loins must be girded. The
feet must be shod. The hands must hold the staff. Here is
the believer waiting for his summons, with wings
expanded towards his far-off home. Earth's ties are al
severed. Anchors are weighed. The eye is strained for the



signal, ‘Come up here!l’ Reader, are you thus ready? It is
miserable to have ought to do, when doing-time is past. He
is afoolish servant who has to seek the key when his Lord
knocks. He is a poor advocate, who has to find a plea
when he is called to plead. When death comes, have
nothing to do, but just to die.

Believer, may you hear, in these poor lines, the Spirit
calling you to this Gospel feast. It is His voice, 'Christ, our
Passover lamb, has been sacrificed. Therefore let us keep
the Festival, not with the old yeast, the yeast of malice and
wickedness, but with bread without yeast, the bread of
sincerity and truth.' | deeply feel that without His light, His
grace, His power, we cannot see or know or love or serve
or glorify our Lord. But may He be pleased to open our
eyes, that we may behold the rich plenteousness of our
paschal-feast! May He show us the glories of Jesus, as the
Lamb slain! May He enable us to receive Him as our All!
May He fill our hearts with the longing prayer, '‘Come,
Lord Jesus, come quickly.'



REDEMPTION

"Y ou must redeem every firstborn son."”
Exodus 13:13

If there is a theme which claims incessant thought, it is
Redemption. Job's sweetest word is, 'l know that my
Redeemer lives.' Heaven is a pyramid of redeemed souls.
The melody of eternal harpsis, 'You were slain, and have
redeemed us to God by Y our blood.'

Reader! study, then, | beg you, Redemption more and
more. Explore its need, its plan, its worth, its end. Without
this knowledge your soul is dark, your heart is cold, faith
has no sure resting-place, hope has no anchor, love has no
kindling flame, service has no constraining motive. Except
this stream flow in a deep channel, the Bible is the
mocking course of a summer brook.

It is the Spirit's will that we should clearly see and tightly
grasp this subject. He announces it in plainest terms. He
embodies it in distinct images. He paints it in vivid types.
He predicts it in prophetic song. He exhibits it in holy
rites. Thus in the earliest pages of Israel's story an
ordinance stands forward, which surely is designed to cast



a flood of revealing rays on the main features of
redeeming work.

The first-born of every family throughout Egypt's empire
are cut down by one fell swoop. But in the blood-marked
dwellings no parent weeps, no offspring bleeds. A child is
gpared. But He who spares it clams it as His own. The
Lord speaks unto Moses, saying, '‘Sanctify unto me all the
firstborn.' They are doubly His. He created; He preserved.

But tender mercy here finds an opening to show a smiling
face. Ransom is decreed. If a fit sum, according to the
balance of the sanctuary, be paid, the clam shall be
remitted, the forfeited progeny shall be free—'collect five
pieces of silver for each person, each piece weighing the
same as the standard sanctuary shekel.'

Such is the rite. It has especial value, because it gives a
clue to the grand lesson of the Gospel-school. We here are
taught the meaning of Redemption. It is recovery on
account of payment made. A Redeemer receives again,
only because He fills the scales with satisfying sums.

Reader! now lift aloft thistorch. It helps you to discern the
realities and immensities of the Redemption which is
effected by the Lord. Sinners are the lost property. Souls
are the captive heritage. Christ regains them at the price of
His most precious blood. Ponder the breadth and length of
this great fact. Mark the vile thraldom into which sin
brought our race. It spoiled us all of spiritual liberty. It
dragged us into the lowest cell of a dark prison-house. It



placed Satan as the stern jailer of a guilt-enfettered world.
From the day in which Adam touched the forbidden fruit,
each child is born a captive, because he is born in sin.
External circumstance may differ. But it changes not
internal state. The high, the low, the rich, the poor, lie in
one base level of sin-grasped, sin-sold misery. The whole
family breathe their first breath, as common slaves in
common slavery. Not only spiritua liberty is lost, but
gpiritual life is slain. No slave of sin is conscious of his
abject state. There is no loathing of the loathsome jail.
Thereis no longing to reach holier ground.

Thereis no panting for a purer climate.

But try to suppose a case which cannot be. Let the heart
wish against the heart's desire. Let corruption sigh to burst
corruption's bond. Where can one gleam of hope be
found? Will tears or cries induce the jailer to relent? Can
his hatred cease to hate? Can his malice melt to love? Can
rocks dissolve to softness? Such things might be. But
Satan must be Satan still. His being is to revel in our woe.
But can no striving strength beat down the subjugating?
Alas! Feeblenessis afeeble word to paint our power when
compared with his. Self cannot rescue self; nor man
deliver man. But cannot angels render aid? We may
conceive that they look down in tender pity. But pity is not
power. A yearning heart is not an arm of might. Let al the
hosts of heaven fly forward to your help. How can they
force open the prison walls which sin has raised? Captivity
must remain, except Omnipotence arise to help!



Reader! now look to Jesus. All hope centers in Him. His
gracious eye surveys a captive world. Within sin's walls
He sees the bride, from all eternity beloved—the portion
which the Heavenly Father gave Him—the jewels which
are to be His crown forever—the sheep whom He is
pledged to tend—the children whose names are written on
His heart—the heritage which was His delight before the
worlds were made. He beholds them vile, in iniquity's vile
rags—wretched to the last length of wretchedness—dark
in the blackest night of hopelessness—trembling on the
brink of uttermost perdition. He beholds them in this mire.
He beholds them such, and yet He loves them. Can He
love and not seek their rescue? Can He live if they die?
Can He regjoice if they wail? Can He reign if they perish?
Can He shine in glory if they burn in hell? It cannot be.
They are His property by His Father's gift. They are the
fullness of His mystic body.

He must redeem them. But how? Suppose Him suppliant
at the dungeon-gate. Can He by word of strong entreaty
gain their freedom? No! the Holy attributes of God forbid.
A book appears against them, written throughout with
countless charges, and exhibiting countless debts. Each
debt is a catalogue of infinite extent. Can He pay al? He
knows that in the boundlessness of His Deity He has
strength to endure the penalty, and resources to wipe out
the debt. Will He hesitate? Oh no! love constrains Him,
pity moves Him; mercy urges Him; the eternal covenant
compels Him. To the extent of infinity He will suffer, if
only by the infinity of His sufferings His people can be
free. So He takes Redemption into His hands.



And will He verily accomplish it? O my soul, draw near
and see. In the fullness of time, He comes flying on the
wings of redeeming grace, striding in the might of
redeeming power, clad in the armor of redeeming prowess,
wearing on His brow Redemption's helmet, bearing in His
hands Redemption's price. Proceed with Him to the work
of redemption. Enter with Him into the garden. Take your
station beside His cross. He presents Himself to redeem.
He draws near to endure His peopl€'s pains, to pay their
wretched owings. The penalty of each sin is everlasting
curse. Must this descend upon the sinless Surety? It must!
It does. Holy wrath cannot spare. Holy Truth cannot unsay
its word. The sinner's soul must die. All the agonies of
never-ending dying must be borne. Jesus sustains all, until
justice can inflict no more. So, aso, each debt is fully
cancelled. The scales of heaven are brought forth. In the
one there is the weight of iniquities, which would weigh
worlds upon worlds into the lowest dust. Into the other
Jesus casts His blood as counter-payment. The vaue
infinitely exceeds. Justice exclaims, Release those souls,
the debt has been paid to the last mite! Jehovah issues His
mighty mandate concerning each, 'Deliver him from going
down to the pit; | have found aransom!’

What now can Satan do? His rage, his malice, and his
hate, are impotent to harm. The blood of Jesus has
satisfied all clams. That death has slain al foes. That
cross has silenced each accusing voice. The portals of
heaven can no more be barred. The chains of bondage are
shattered. The prisoners are free. The captives are



redeemed. Who now presents a charge? Who now can
urge a clam? Christ's death is super-abounding
Redemption-price.

O my soul, live reading those letters of love, which
brightly shine around the cross. It is written, 'In whom we
have Redemption through His blood, the forgiveness of
sins, according to the riches of His grace.' Believer, you
are purchased by this inestimable price. Know, then, what
blessedness is yours. You are forever free from all hell-
misery. Multitudes must reap the harvest which sin sows,
in anguish never-ending. But avenging wrath cannot touch
you. The gnawing worm cannot prey on you. The
Redeemer has ransomed you. Reoice, and give Him
praise.

The wicked will soon be bound, body and soul, in bundles
for the endless burning! Oh! the woe to be forever linked
with foul fiends—to be forever hearing from their parched
lips the execrating wail of hatred and despair! But you are
safe. The Redeemer has ransomed you. Rejoice, and give
Him praisel

How many pass their pilgrim-days in the vile service of
this world's princel He drives them at his will to every
godless word and work. They drink the gall of
disappointment, vexation, discontent, and terrible
foreboding. But He who redeemed your life from
destruction crowns you with loving-kindness and tender
mercies. You have peace which passes all
understanding—joys which are the pledge of Paradise—



and hope which enters now within the vell of heaven.
Rejoice, and give Him praise!

Many tremble at the approach of death. They know that it
will snap the thread of earthly being, and plunge them into
agony's abyss. They hate life, because it ends in dying.
They hate dying, because it ends their hopel ess hopes. But
death's features have no frown for the Redeemed. It comes
as a welcome friend to open the cage-door of the flesh,
that the rejoicing spirit may fly swift to the Redeemer's
breast. The slaves of Satan dread the grave. They are
conscious that it cannot detain the body long. Their dust
must live again. The tabernacle in which they sinned must
be the tabernacle in which they receive sin's wages. But
your ears of faith have heard the Conqueror's shout, 'l will
ransom them from the power of the grave. | will redeem
them from death." The archangel's voice will soon awake
the slumbering clay, and then it will put on the glorious
robes of immortality, and shine forth in beauty, bright as
His beauty, and in perfections fitted for the Eternd's
throne.

Believer, hell only can draw up the murky veil, and fully
show the miseries from which you are snatched by Christ.
The resurrection morn, the nightless day aone can
manifest your blood-bought blessing.

But listen! the Spirit speaks a word of wholesome
warning. Redeemed ones are no more their own. 'You are
bought with a price—therefore glorify God in your body,
and in your spirit, which are God's.! Your time is



redeemed; use it as a consecrated talent in His cause. Y our
minds are redeemed; employ them to learn His truth and,
to meditate on His ways. Thus make them armories of
holy weapons. Your eyes are redeemed; let them not |ook
on vanity; close them on all sights and books of folly.
Your feet are redeemed; let them trample on the world,
and climb the upward hill of Zion, and bear you onward in
the march of Christian zeal. Your tongues are redeemed;
let them only sound His praise, and testify to His love, and
call sinners to His cross. Your hearts are redeemed; let
them love Him wholly, and have no seat for rivals.

A redeemed flock should live in Redemption's pastures.
The Redeemer's freedmen should evidence that they are
called to holy liberty, and that their holy liberty is holy
service. The chain of sin is broken. The chain of love now
holds them!



THE PILLAR

"The Lord went before them by day in a pillar of a cloud
to lead them the way; and by night in a pillar of fire, to
give them light; to go by day and night."

Exodus 13:21

The children of Israel are about to tread an unknown path.
A desert is before them, wide and desolate and trackless.
They have no chart to show the way. There are no friendly
lips to counsel or to warn. They must proceed, and yet
they fear to stir. Thisis a common need. Perhaps you, who
read, discern your very case. You have left Egypt. The
hated bonds are burst. But Canaan's rest is far away. An
intervening wilderness extends. Hence the sigh rises in
your breast, Oh! that some guide were near! How can the
distant end be safely reached?

Israel's story gives the glad reply. Were they alowed to
wander without beckoning support? Oh, no! Whose hand,
then, waved them forward? Did the Lord send some
natives of the wilderness to teach where the paths were
safe? No! Did He inspire their ruler's mind with instinct of
the untrodden land? No! He comes Himself. He stoops to
take the office of their guide. But by what method is His
directing aid made clear? A visible form, which every eye



might see, reveals the wondrous guide. A pillar descends,
and rests upon the camp. When the day shines, it is a
cloudy column. When darkness comes, its mass is fire. Its
presence never is withdrawn. It moves, a signa for
advance. It rests, to bid them pause. Such is the protection
and guidance of the desert-march.

Do you now ask, what is the Gospel significance of this
type? The type distinctly shows that no believer ever
moves unled. The prophet proves this, when he selects this
emblem to portray Christ's care—Then the Lord will
create over al of Mount Zion and over those who
assemble there a cloud of smoke by day and a glow of
flaming fire by night; over all the glory will be a canopy.'
The conclusion, then, is sound. The Pillar preaches Christ,
the preceding Shepherd of His flock. Faith gazes on it, and
drinks in the comfort of an ever-leading, never-leaving
God.

Reader! come now, and seek some comfort for your
pilgrim-days, from Isragl's Pillar. Especial circumstances
marked it. It was but one. In midday brightness, and in
night's deep gloom, the substance was the same. Thus
Christ is ever one. He who was shadowed out in Eden; He
to whom Abel looked; He who was Abraham's seed and
David's offspring and the sweet theme of every prophet's
harp; He who was pierced on Calvary and laid in the
grave; isthe same Jesus who shall shortly come again.

No sinner escapes death, but through one victim, one
righteousness, one faith, one hope, one clinging to one



cross, one cleaving to one Lord, one journeying in one
blood-stained path. There is one only Savior of all the
saved, one only door of heaven, one only plea before the
judgment-seat, one only ransom of a guilty soul. If Israel
had turned to other guidance, they would have rushed to
sure destruction.

Reader! deluded men, with Cain-like pride, frame other
saviors, and find no Savior. Take heed. Look only to the
one Christ, and to the one Bible, and to the true church. He
isnot divided. Do not be divided from Him.

The Pillar ever rose in firm solidity. Cloudy masses bend
quickly before a driving breath of wind. The storm beats
on them, and they vanish. But this Pillar mocked the lash
of hurricanes and watery floods. Amid the roar of
elements, it smiled unmoved, immovable. It was quiet, as
a rock among unquiet waves. Thus no assaults can shake
salvation's Pillar. Satan has done his worst. Each weapon
which hell can point has been hurled at Him. The might
and craft of man have marshaled all their forces. But every
shaft of shrewdness, ridicule, and wit; the strong man's
strength, the great man's greatness, the prince's power, and
al plotting wiles; have fallen baffled at His feet. Reader!
you can have confidence in your Guide's strength. The
heavens may crumble into dust. But He cannot be shaken.

But the Pillar, though firm and solid, yet changed its
appearance. In day its look was dark. In night it shone in
brilliant blaze. It put on the fittest garb to gain observance.
Here is the tender grace of Jesus! Mark His unwearied



efforts to draw minds towards Himself. It is with this
design that every Bible-page proclaims some feature of
His saving truth. For this, heaven-born, heaven-taught,
heaven-se