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MY God, My God, why hast Thou forsaken Me? Why 
art Thou so far from helping Me, and from the 

words of My roaring? 
0 My God, I cry in the daytime, but Thou nearest not; 

and in the night season, and am not silent. 
But Thou art holy, O Thou that inhabitest the praises 

of Israel. 
Our fathers trusted in Thee: they trusted, and Thou 

didst deliver them. 
They cried unto Thee, and were delivered: they trusted 

in Thee, and were not confounded. 
But I am a worm, and no man; a reproach of men, and 

despised of the people. 
All they that see Me laugh Me to scorn: they shoot out 

the lip, they shake the head, saying, 
He trusted on the Lord that He would deliver Him: 

let Him deliver Him, seeing He delighted in Him. 
But Thou art He that took Me out of the womb: thou 

didst make Me hope when I was upon My mother's 
breasts. 

1 was cast upon Thee from the womb: Thou art My 
God from My mother's belly. 

Be not far from Me; for trouble is near; for there is 
none to help. 

Many bulls have compassed Me: strong bulls of Bashan 
have beset Me round. 

They gaped upon Me with their mouths, as a ravening 
and a roaring lion. 

I am poured out like water, and all My bones are out 
of joint: My heart is like wax; it is melted in the midst 
of My bowels. 

My strength is dried up like a potsherd; and My tongue 
cleaveth to My jaws; and Thou hast brought Me into the 
dust of death. 

For dogs have compassed Me: the assembly of the 
wicked have inclosed Me: they pierced My hands and My 
feet. 

I may tell all My bones: they look and stare upon Me. 
They part My garments among them, and cast lots 

upon My vesture. 
But be not Thou far from Me, O Lord: O My strength, 

haste Thee to help Me. 
Deliver My soul from the sword; My darling from the 

power of the dog. 
Save Me from the lion's mouth: for Thou hast heard 

Me from the horns of the unicorns. 
—Psalm 22. 1-21. 
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GETHSEMANE. 
CITTING down at the Lord's Table I sought 
^ to engage my soul with the object of our 
coming together. Thoughts of Gethsemane 
were in my mind and, being a few minutes 
early, I felt strongly impelled to turn to the 
Psalms that some word there might speak to 
my soul. As I opened my Bible Psalm 22 lay 
before me, and at once I felt that God had 
spoken to me in the cry of the Saviour, "Why 
art Thou so far from helping Me, and from 
the words of My ROARING?" "The words 
of My Roaring" gripped me like a spell. That 
word ROARING leapt out at me and the 
Roaring penetrated my soul. What an 
expression—Roaring! You know what it 
means to Roar. And who was Roaring? 

It was the Blessed Lord in the days of 
His flesh—in His self humiliation—who was 
speaking. It was He who was Roaring. His 
were not the quiet modulated tones of ordnary 
speech but the loud outcries of a being in 
distress—of one under so terrible a pressure 
that all the force of voice and soul was raised 
to the utmost. He could only Roar—for 
anguish had come upon Him driving from Him 
this extreme expression of dreadful trouble* 
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GETHSEMANE. 

This was the strong crying and tears that 
accompanied and accentuated His prayers and 
supplications unto Him that was able to save 
Him out of death, and was heard in that He 
feared, as Hebrews 5. 7 tells us. The words 
of His Roaring are thus described. The 
pressure is unbearable, His loud outcries 
mingled with His tears, His sobs, His heaving 
chest and shoulders as His cries pierce the 
night air tell of an agony that earth has never 
known, nor Heaven ever looked down upon, 
till then. Let us draw near, but holily, for 
this is Holy ground, and hear from one who 
was there something of this scene. 

Matt. 26. 36, 44 tells us of this Gethsemane, 
where He began to be sorrowful and very 
heavy. Then saith He unto them, "My 
Soul is exceeding sorrowful even unto death." 
Hear Him, **0 My Father, if it be possible, 
let this cup pass from Me. Nevertheless, not 
as I will, but as Thou wilt." He had left the 
three disciples to watch and pray while He 
went a little further and there fell on His face. 
Three times He comes to His disciples, and 
three times He finds them asleep. There is 
no help for Him in man. Three times He 
prays the same words. Note the increasing 
strength of the words employed. They rise in a 
crescendo of agony. He began to be sorrowful 
and very heavy. His Soul is exceeding 
sorrowful—beyond all limits—even unto 
death—as if that human body would be 
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unable to survive the awful strain of His 
unmeasured sorrow. 

It has pleased God to give us a further 
description of that unparalleled scene through 
one who was not present but who received 
the details from those who were. So Mark 
14. 32-40 tells his story, "And when they 
had sung an hymn, they went out into the 
Mount of Olives/' "And they came to a place 
which was called Gethsemane"—the place # of 
olive presses—where He, who could say, "I 
am like a green olive tree in the House of 
God/* would shortly feel the crushing power 
of God's presses—the prelude to the hour of 
climax on Calvary where the pure oil olive 
would be beaten out of that green olive tree— 
for the light—the light giver—to cause the 
lamps to burn continually upon the pure 
candlestick before Jehovah (Lev. 24. 2, 4 ) . 

There outside the vail of the testimony, in 
the tabernacle of the congregation, that Light 
will shed its beams in that Holy Place—the 
only Light that comes from God to men. And 
in that great city, the Holy Jerusalem, where 
the Glory of God will lighten it—it is the 
Lamb that is the light thereof. But this is 
Gethsemane and the pressure has begun. , 

He takes with Him Peter and James and 
John and begins to be sore amazed and very 
heavy. I want you to have the vision of that 
scene. Can you see Him? I know it is dark 
but there is Divine light on Him for you and 
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GETHSEMANE; 

me. Never before had His disciples seen that 
look on His Face. He had ever been 
unruffled, calm, in the face of all opposition 
and in every circumstance. But, see the 
change! Something dreadful is about to happen. 
He is sore amazed. This must be a new 
experience. There is such a bewilderment 
in His very appearance. Surely He is 
approaching some climax. His features are 
tense as from some internal conflict, the issue 
of which has not yet been decided. Consider 
who He was—God manifest in the flesh—and 
think, if you can, how awful that moment 
must be that makes Him to be sore amazed— 
to be very heavy—and sorrowful even unto 
death* In that distress and pressure He falls 
on the ground and prays that if it were 
possible the cup might pass from Him. What 
a cup this must be that wrings from His 
Soul such an impassioned plea! What terror 
is this that He would fain escape from? What 
is this that causes such a revulsion in His 
innermost being. Is this a new enemy or a 
new and awful experience beyond all He has 
hitherto met? They had seen Him in a ship 
filled with water and they were terrified—but 
He slept calmly; and when they awoke Him 
they beheld the quietness of His spirit as He 
rebuked the wind and the waves, and there 
was a great calm. They had seen Him 
surrounded by His enemies who assailed Him 
vehemently with their questionings and 
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GETHSEMANE. 

debates hoping to get Him to speak one word 
wrongly that they might have whereof to 
accuse Him. But nothing could mar that quiet 
composure and self possession, and in His 
inscrutable wisdom every word was perfect 
and every statement truth. They saw Him 
rushed by maddened men to the brow of the 
hill that they might cast Him down and break 
Him in pieces on the rocks below, but He 
passed through the crowd of His would-be 
murderers unscathed and unmoved. But 
to-day, in Gethsemane, all is different. He never 
looked like this before. He never prayed like 
this before. Never before had they heard such 
agonising cries as His oppressed soul roared 
in distress and sorrow. He shed tears' at 
Lazarus' grave—quiet, sorrowful, sympathetic 
tears—but to-day He wails aloud with strong 
crying and tears. His soul is overwhelmed, 
yet, if the cup may not pass, His own will 
is in abeyance—"Not My will, but Thine, be 
done/' 

Yet a further picture from that scene 
penned by another who was not present but 
who received these details from those who 
were eyewitnesses and who had perfect 
understanding of all things from the very first. 
So Luke pens his description, Luke 22. 40-45, 
"And He was withdrawn from them about a 
stone's cast, and kneeled down and prayed, 
saying, Father, if Thou be willing, remove this 
cup from Me: nevertheless, not My will, but 



GETHSEMANE. 

Thine, be done." Then an amazing incident 
occurs. "And there appeared an angel unto 
Him, strengthening Him; and becoming in an 
agony He prayed more earnestly: and His 
sweat became as it were great drops of blood 
falling down to the ground." 

The intensity of the agony evidently caused 
the sweat to break, but as that agony increased 
the pressure became such that the fine blood 
vessels near the skin were ruptured and 
exuded like a sweat of great drops of blood 
falling down to the ground. 

Before our Blessed Lord went to 
Gethsemane, He had said to His disciples: 
"Hereafter I will not talk much with you, for 
the. prince of this world cometh and hath 
nothing in Me" (John 14. 30 ) . He had already 
met the prince of this world, the devil, in the 
wilderness, where He was tempted forty days, 
and where in the power of the Spirit and by 
the Word of God He gained the victory over 
the enemy. "And when the devil had ended 
all the temptation, he departed from Him for 
a season" (Luke 4. 13). The Lord knew 
the enemy was not finished with Him. He 
knew he was coming soon to assail Him from 
another angle, but the Lord, secure in the 
knowledge that there was nothing in Him that 
belonged to Satan or that could respond to 
him, moved on quietly in the path His Father 
had ordered for Him. 

In Gethsemane that hour has come. Death 



GETHSKMANK. 

was before Him and the devil had the powet 
of death. Death was the penalty of sin, and 
the two were thus associated. The Holy One 
of God could not but recoil instinctively from 
such a dreaded association, as His strong 
cryings and tears reveal. The enemy makes 
full use of his power so that death appearing 
before his victim in all its appalling horror 
might make the Son of God hesitate in this 
dreadful path and reconsider His decision to do 
His Father's will to the uttermost. 

There are certain serpent poisons that cause 
the blood of their victims to exude through 
the pores of their skin—and without doubt 
the serpent was here in Gethsemane but found 
nothing in the Holy One of God that could 
respond to his overtures—nothing in Him to 
which Satan could lay a claim, for He knew 
no sin—in Him was no sin, and He did no sin 
—but the strain of that conflict is revealed in 
that sweat of great drops of blood falling 
down to the ground. 

His stress must have been great that 
necessitated an angel from heaven being sent 
to strengthen Him—not strengthening Him in 
the resolution of His Soul—in His set purpose 
to fulfil all the Word and the Will of God the 
Father. He needed not that; but His human 
body, made of perishable material, might be 
unable to bear so fearful a strain and break 
and die ere He reached the Cross. He ever 
refused to deliver Himself—that He left to the 
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GETHSEMANE. 

Father. On a former occasion He had fasted 
forty days, and in His weakness faced 
resolutely the temptations of the devil, and the 
Father sent His angels to minister unto Him. 
He was ever the dependent One—never doing 
His own will. He would take nothing but 
what came from the Father, and He took 
everything as coming from the Father. Even 
when rejected by the Cities of the Plain, He 
said, "Even so, Father, for so it seemed good 
in Thy sight." 

Here, as His strength weakens, the angelic 
messenger imparts the essential energy, but 
this is used, not for rest, but "becoming in an 
agony He prayed more earnestly." His 
renewal of strength enabled Him to continue 
the conflict and to more fully express the 
agony of His Soul and increase the 
earnestness of His appeal. 

Will you look at this scene again, and may 
God give our souls the vision of it? See Him 
in His weakness. That human Body, exposed 
to the most terrific strain humanity ever 
knew, the soul within almost bursting through 
its bonds with the pressing agony of coming 
woe, was like to collapse, for His was a 
sorrow exceeding all, even unto death. As 
the dependent Man and the obedient Servant, 
He, who had emptied Himself of the 
expression of His Deity, refused to resort to 
His Divine power and supply His humanity 
with the needed strength. His Father had 
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GETHSEMANE. 

brought Him to that extremity, and His Fathe* 
only may meet His need. On a former occasion 
angels ministered to Him. Here, on a more 
awful occasion, one angel only appears 
strengthening Him. He will receive only bare 
necessities, for He, by Himself, must finish 
His work. His help comes just in time. Then 
the tension increases. The storm rises higher 
and higher as the dread truth of the coming 
woe is increasingly felt. And wherein lies the 
cause of this agony and the heart-rending 
appeal that this cup may pass from Him? 
Surely in this that shortly He should be 
associated with sin—that He who knew no sin 
God would make to be sin for us—He, the 
Holy One, to whom sin was the abominable 
and hateful thing; whp was of purer eyes 
than to behold iniquity—whom even demons 
owned to be the Holy One of God—that He 
should be treated as if He were Sin itself— 
on whose Holy Soul a world's guilt should fall 
—and He made a curse for sinful men and 
forsaken of God whose wrath against sin 
would soon fall upon Him as He hangs on the 
accursed tree. Herein lies the reason for His 
agony. His instinctive withdrawal, in His 
Holy hatred of sin, from association with it— 
from its touch—yea, its very presence—His 
dread of it—is thus understood. We, sin born, 
sin indwelt, sin marred, with every human 
sense blunted by millenniums of sin, know 
nothing of this. His disciples behold Hi3 
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GETHSEMANE. 

agony. They see Him falling on the ground 
-—on His face—sometimes kneeling—His 
body writhing in agony as the words of His 
Roaring cleave the sky, as His strong crying 
and tears commingle in His appeal to His 
Father, to let this cup pass from Him, and 
sorrow fills their hearts and brings them solace 
in sleep as He finds them "sleeping for 
sorrow/* 

BUT THERE IS NO SLEEP FOR 
HIM. THERE IS NO DELIVERANCE. THE 
CUP CANNOT BE REMOVED. THE 
HOUR CANNOT PASS. THERE IS NO 
OTHER WAY. GOD'S WILL MUST BE 
DONE. 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 
'T 'HE Lord Jesus was a real Man—the Man 

Christ Jesus—albeit God manifest in 
flesh. His was a true humanity, and in every 
department of His life, in the days of His 
flesh, was this abundantly manifested. Isaiah's 
description of Him as "A Man of sorrows and 
acquainted with grief" was true of Him in a 
degree unapproached by any sorrowing one 
of the human race. The brief (and yet how 
full) records of His earthly path as given in 
the Gospels contain passages from His life 
selected by the Holy Spirit to give the 
Fathers word pictures of His Son. The 
fulness of that Life—the many radiances, like 
the numerous facets of a great and brilliant 
diamond, each telling out its own tale of 
perfection and beauty—would require, as John 
tells us, so many books that the world could 
not contain them. It will take all the ages of 
the world to come to unfold the grace, the 
blessedness, the worthiness of His Person, and 
the unfathomable depths of sorrow to which 
His Soul descended. 

For some more details of His earthly 
experiences we must search through all the 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

Scriptures, for they testify of Him. All 
Scripture speaks of Him, while Psalms specially 
are full of His most inward experiences. The 
secrets of His heart come out there. His deepest 
thoughts, His most sorrowful experiences, 
the turbulent storms that racked His Soul, 
can be read and pondered in those pages. 
There He admits His own into the secret place 
to hear His groans, to see His tears, to behold 
His wasted form, to learn of His agony, His 
oppression, His mourning, when His Soul was 
among lions and there was none to help. 

The vail is drawn aside and His heart laid 
bare and love unfolded. He would bring us 
in, that the vision of such love and sorrow 
might stir in our souls our love to Him and 
cause such a sense of His deep, deep sorrow 
as will bring a hitherto unknown appreciation 
of Him and, if our hearts were not so hard, 
the tears to our eyes. 

Ah! How often the tears came to His! for 
He was a real Man with human feelings that 
could enter into sorrow in a way unknown 
to our fallen sinful natures. 

What an expression of sorrow lies in the 
words of Psalm 6. 6. He is weary with His 
groaning. "All night make I My bed to swim: 
I water My couch with My tears." It is a dark 
night, and unrelieved sorrow finds vent in 
tears. His distress is keen, and the tears do 
not trickle but flood from His eyes with a 
volume that requires the strongest simile to 



THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

describe it. They were real tears, the genuine 
expression of untold sorrow. They were not 
assumed. He was a real Man. "Day and night," 
He elsewhere tells us in Psa. 42. 3, "My tears 
have been My meat—while they continually 
say, Where is thy God?" 

On one occasion, weary and sitting on a 
well, He reveals Himself to a poor sinful 
woman. His disciples had gone into the city 
to buy food, and returning, set it before Him, 
saying, "Master, eat." But He said, "I have 
meat to eat that ye know not of. My meat is 
to do the will of Him that sent Me and to 
finish His work." The satisfaction of His Soul 
was the satisfaction of His Body. Here, in this 
Psalm, He is in sorrow. He has nothing but 
tears. The sneering reproach, "Where is Thy 
God?" breaks His heart, for they know neither 
Him nor His God, and on all sides He finds 
nothing for God His Father, whose interests 
alone form His one interest. Sorrow fills His 
heart—His daily food has no attraction for 
Him. The hunger of His Soul surpasses the 
hunger of His Body. His tears were His meat 
day and night. Canst thou, my soul, enter 
into that? "Draw off thy shoes from off thy 
feet, for the place whereon thou standest is 
Holy grQund." 

What an appeal there is in Psa. 56. 8. 
"Thou tellest My wanderings. Put Thou My 
Tears into Thy Bottle. Are they not in Thy 
Book?" He was in the enemy's land and 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

feeling the bitterness of all the opposition 
around him- Yet not a step did he take but his 
God viewed it and noted all its perfectness. 

There never was a moment when God's Eye 
was not upon Him. In the days when the 
multitudes thronged around Him, praising and 
blessing God and saying in their joy, "He hath 
done all things well"; or when the children 
sang, "Hosanna to the Son of David: 
Blessed is He that cometh in the name of 
the Lord." Nor in those dark days when He 
could no more walk openly in Judea because 
of the hatred of His enemies—not for the 
briefest moment was the gaze of His God 
diverted from Him. Whether in the highways 
or byeways, on the mountain top, by the sea 
or on the sea, His Father's Eye beheld with 
Divine delight the wanderings of His Beloved 
Son as every step unveiled His moral glory 
here as a Son fulfilling the Father's will. 

But He was away from home, and He begs 
that God should put His Tears into His Bottle. 
"My Tears—Thy Bottle." These were precious 
Tears. They were worth preserving, so that 
God would have the tokens of His true 
sorrow ever before His eyes. And God 
has placed them in His Bottle for eternal 
preservation and for an everlasting display of 
the love and sorrow of His Beloved Son; and 
through eternal ages will God bring out from 
His Storehouse the things of His Son there 
laid up for the delectation of His own— 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

bringing still more wonderful worship to the 
Adored One. 

He, who, as the Word that was with God 
and was God, knew no sorrow and no tears: 
but now as the Word become flesh—doing the 
will of God—is brought into new experiences 
—so new to Him that He had to learn 
them by the things He was suffering. Are 
they not in Thy Book? He asks. Surely they 
are, for the Father loveth the Son, and all 
that marks Him gives the most intense 
pleasure to Him. How beautifully is it put— 
My Wanderings—My Tears—Thy Bottle— 
Thy Book. Yes, they are in His Bottle and 
written in His Book. 

That Blessed One who so pleased the 
Father nevertheless displeased many. Whatever 
He did only brought Him reproach. "When 
1 wept and chastened My soul with fasting, 
that was to My reproach" (Psa. 69. 10). 
The word used means "wept abundantly.'* 
Not the dropping of a tear but the "rivers 
of water run down Mine eyes, because 
they keep not Thy law" (Psa. 119. 136). 
"For John the Baptist came neither eating 
bread nor drinking wine, and ye say, 
He hath a demon. The Son of man is come 
eating and drinking, and ye say, Behold a 
gluttonous man and a winebibber, a friend of 
taxgatherers and sinners." Nothing He did 
could please them. 

He became a stranger unto His brethren 
17 



THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

and an alien unto His mother's children. The 
zeal of God's House had eaten Him up. His 
first and last concern was for God's House— 
it fully possessed Him. It was His Life, His 
Breath, His Soul, and the despite shown to 
God broke His heart, and sorrows fountain 
of tears welled from His eyes. Even that did 
not appease His enemies, and their rejection 
increased His sorrow. Well might He cry to 
Jehovah, "Hold not Thy peace at My tears: 
for I am a stranger with Thee" (Psa. 39. 12). 
He seeks some response. There is no hope 
for Him in man, but His resource is in 
Jehovah. A word from Him will be enough 
—although He is still a stranger, it is "with 
Thee." There is no wavering in His faith, 
even although His God has brought Him into 
deepest suffering—His strength weakened, His 
days shortened, His heart smitten so that He 
forgets to eat His bread. He is compelled to 
say, "For I have eaten ashes like bread, and 
mingled My drink with weeping, because of 
Thy indignation and Thy wrath, for Thou hast 
lifted Me up and cast Me down" (Psa. 102. 
9, 10). 

G o d s indignation and wrath was expressed 
against Him as His suretyship for others who 
had failed brought Him under the claims of a 
broken law and rendered Him liable to all 
that indignation and wrath against sin and the 
sinner. 

The striking phrase, "For Thou hast lifted 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

Me up and cast Me down,*' is a dreadful 
expression of wrath and judgment. The lifting 
up that the casting down may be all the more 
violent is wrath indeed. There seems to be no 
end to His suffering, no end to His sorrow, 
and no end to His tears. 

One has seen a child in sorrow and weeping 
convulsively, the frail form shaken with 
sobs that catch the breath, and even when 
trying to drink, the tears ran down his cheeks 
into his cup while the fond parent tried to 
wipe away the tears ere they did so and 
sought to comfort the little sufferer. But no 
comforter was there for Jesus. With a greater 
sorrow and deeper grief the weeping Saviour's 
tears roll down His face and mingle in the 
cup He drinks. The sorrow is all His— 
unshared by any. He may look for comforters 
but He finds none. His eyes fail while He 
scans the horizon for a Deliverer who fails to 
come. Alone He must suffer. Alone He must 
weep. Alone He must endure. What "strong 
crying and tears" were His! Well might He 
cry out, "Behold and see if there be any 
sorrow like unto My sorrow, wherewith the 
Lord hath afflicted Me in the day of His fierce 
anger." 

Who can visualise that unforgetable scene 
at the grave of Lazarus? The weeping sister, 
the weeping Jews around with their loud 
wailing cries. Mary is at His feet weeping. 
The sorrow of all around Him touches His 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

heart. He groaned in the spirit and troubled 
Himself. Jesus wept. Not the wailing weep
ing of those others. Theirs was the weeping 
of despair. A different word describes His 
weeping. In deepest sorrow and infinite 
sympathy and love He can contain Himself 
no longer. Jesus shed tears. 

Then said the Jews, "Behold how He fondly 
loved h im/ ' They saw His sorrow, His form 
strained in His grief, as He groaned in the 
spirit, and the quiet tears unveiled His heart 
of love. 

Still, they were tears for others—touched 
with their woes and helplessness; where words 
would fail—His tears are eloquent. 

The Lord had just spoken the parable of 
the pounds. "And when He had thus spoken, 
He went before, ascending up to Jerusalem" 
(Luke 19. 28) . Mark supplies more intimate 
details. "And they were in the way going up 
to Jerusalem; and Jesus went before them: 
and they were amazed; and as they followed, 
they were afraid" (Mark 10. 32) . 

He is ascending up into Jerusalem. His 
fateful hour is approaching: the fateful hour 
for man, for Time, and for Eternity—for all 
the purposes of God. He steps out ahead of 
His disciples. There must be no lingering, not 
even the semblance of it. They look upon 
Him. There is an apparent sternness in His 
Face-—a look of set purpose they had not 
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seen before. He is on the way to a fearful 
conflict. Hear Him speaking of this in Isaiah: 
' T h e Lord God hath opened Mine ear, and 
I was not rebellious, neither turned away 
back. I gave My back to the smiters, and My 
cheeks to them that plucked off the hair: and 
I hid not my face from shame and spitting. 
For the Lord God will help Me; therefore 
shall I not be confounded: therefore have I 
set my face like a flint, and I know I shall not 
be ashamed" (Isa. 50. 5-7). He has set His 
face like a flint that cannot be bent or turned. 
The disciples are amazed. What does it all 
mean? Still they followed, and as they 
followed they were afraid. How He feels for 
them! He stops and unfolds the reason for 
His serious demeanour. He tells them the 
things that are about to happen unto Him— 
His betrayal and condemnation to death, His 
being handed over to the Gentile authorities 
for execution of the death decree, the 
mockery, the scourging and spitting and 
death and His rising the third day. But they 
understood not. 

They pursue their way. They have topped 
the hill and now on the descent to Jerusalem. 
"And when He was come near, He beheld 
the city and wept over it, saying, If thou hadst 
known, even thou at least in this thy day, the 
things which belong unto thy peace! but now 
they are hid from thine eyes" (Luke 19. 41 ) . 

O what sorrow! O what tears! It is a loud 
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outcry. He cannot contain Himself. His grief 
as He thinks of the awful judgment awaiting 
the doomed city breaks all bounds. It is a 
wail, a lament from a breaking heart, " O ! 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem! How often would I 
have gathered thee, but thou wouldest not.'* 

But His tears bear fruit. They are not lost. 
They are not misspent energy for "they that 
sow in Tears shall reap in Joy. He that goeth 
forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed shall 
doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing 
his sheaves with him** (Psa. 126. 5, 6 ) . Who 
goeth forth like Him? Who weepeth like 
Him? Who ever bore such precious seed as 
He? Did He not come forth from the Father? 
Did He not weep with strong crying and 
tears and sweat like great drops of blood 
falling down to the ground? Did He not sow 
Himself into the ground—the corn of wheat 
that died? And who shall come with such 
rejoicing? And who will have such sheaves 
to bring as He who was the weeping Saviour? 

He is on the other side of that path of 
sorrow now. He has been into death, and that 
for others. He has overcome and destroyed 
him that had the power of death. He said, 
"The sorrows of death compassed Me, and 
the pains of Sheol gat hold of Me. I found 
trouble and sorrow. Then called I upon the 
name of the Lord. Return unto thy rest, O 
My soul; for Jehovah hath dealt bountifully 
with thee; for Thou hast delivered My soul 
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THE TEARS OF JESUS. 

from death, Mine eyes from tears and My 
feet from falling. I will walk before Jehovah 
in the land of the living" (Psa. 1 16. 3-9). 

He is in the Land of the Living. He who 
became dead is alive for evermore. He now 
holds the keys of Death and Hades. No more 
tears, no more sorrow, no more death. 
Around Him in that bright Glory will be the 
unnumbered hosts of the redeemed, the 
countless millions of souls redeemed by His 
blood—a new Heaven and a new Earth wherein 
dwelleth righteousness. Sin and all that was 
opposed to God will have gone for ever. He 
who wept and groaned and suffered and died 
has restored the Glory to God that sin and 
Satan had dishonoured. The Son in His Death 
has conquered all, and in Resurrection has 
brought all into subjection to Himself. 

"Then cometh the end, when He shall have 
delivered up the kingdom to God, even the 
Father; when He shall have put down all rule 
and all authority and power. And when all 
things shall be subdued unto Him, then shall 
the Son also Himself be subject unto Him that 
put all things under Him, that God may be 
all in all" (I Cor. 15. 24-28). 

THUS ENDETH THE TEARS OF JESUS. 
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I WILL declare Thy name unto My brethren: in the 
midst of the congregation will I praise Thee. 

Ye that fear the Lord, praise Him; all ye the seed of 
Jacob, glorify Him; and fear Him, all ye the seed of 
Israel. 

For He hath not despised nor abhorred the affliction 
of the afflicted; neither hath He hid His face from Him; 
but when He cried unto Him, He heard. 

My praise shall be of Thee in the great congregation: 
I will pay My vows before them that fear Him. 

The meek shall eat and be satisfied: they shall praise 
the Lord that seek Him: your heart shall live for ever. 

All the ends of the world shall remember and turn 
unto the Lord: and all the kindreds of the nations shall 
worship before Thee. 

For the kingdom is the Lord's: and He is the governor 
among the nations. 

All they that be fat upon earth shall eat and worship: 
all they that go down to the dust shall bow before Him: 
and none can keep alive his own soul. 

A seed shall serve Him; it shall be accounted to the 
Lord for a generation. 

They shall come, and shall declare His righteousness 
unto a people that shall be born, that He hath done this. 

—Psalm 22. 22-31. 


