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DEATH THE BELIEVER’S SLEEP.

'Our friend Lazarus sleepeth.' John xi.11.

H

APPY and highly honoured was the family at Bethany.  Happy, seeing that the brother and the two sisters were united by grace as well as by nature.  Highly honoured, seeing that Jesus had a peculiar regard for each of its members.  'Now Jesus loved Martha, and her sister, and Lazarus.’  He seems to have made their house somewhat of a home, when, in compliance with the requirements of the Mosaic law, He went up three times in the year to observe the sacred festivals in the holy city.  They looked forward to these happy seasons with deepest interest, made every preparation for their illustrious guest, received him with a warm welcome when He came, rejoiced in His fellowship while He sojourned with them wondered what made the hours fly past so rapidly while He was there, bade him farewell with reluctance, and began at once to count the days that should intervene ere His next visit.  It is not too much to suppose that He too anticipated with much gratification His visits to this household.  It must have been soothing to His gentle and sensitive spirit, as with weary footstep He ascended Mount Olivet after a hard day’s work in the temple, to reflect that, although the great body of His countrymen rejected Him, there was at least, a little way beyond the summit of the hill, one household which would be ready to receive Him with open hand and open heart, in the bosom of which He might for a time forget haughty Pharisee, infidel Sadducee, and captious Herodian.  In the peaceful habitation of this amiable family He would find a much-needed season of repose.  Martha, and her sister, and Lazarus, would cordially minister to His necessities, and gladly listen to the gracious words which should proceed out of His mouth.


But this is a world of change.  ‘A little cloud like a man’s hand’ appears in the horizon of this happy and honoured family.  It deepens and widens till it covers the face of the whole heaven; it becomes more and more dense, till at length it seems to blot the very sun out of the firmament; and the dreariness of a dark and tempestuous night envelopes this once happy home.  Sickness breaks in on the little circle.  The counsel of the sacred scroll runs thus ‘Call upon me in the day of trouble; I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me.’ The two sisters resolve to comply with this requirement of the 50th Psalm, in full expectation that, in a day or two at latest, they, with Lazarus, shall be able, an unbroken band, to surround the family altar, and appropriate the 116th, ‘I love the Lord, because He hath heard my voice and my supplications,’ etc.  They despatch to Jesus the simple but touching message, ‘Lord, he whom Thou lovest is sick!' They fully expect that He will hasten to their relief; but their expectations are grievously disappointed.  Day after day passes, but yet He comes not.  The family physician is called in ; he examines the patient, and looks grave and anxious.  ‘O why does lie delay his coming? Were He but here!‘ Many an anxious look is cast towards the north-east, along the highway that leads from Bethabara; each wayfarer on the road to Jerusalem is eagerly scanned as soon as he comes within the range of vision.  Sometimes hope whispers, ‘There comes He at length;' but a few paces more dispel the illusion, and the heart becomes sick.


Matters assume every hour a more serious aspect.  The slight indisposition has become an alarming illness; and now, for the first time, the question presses itself on the hearts of the afflicted relatives, ‘Is he likely to get through?'  O the agony of suspense while the question of life and death vibrates in the balance ! The hopes of yesterday have all been blasted by the unfavourable turn of last night.  Jesus appears not; the fever boils in every vein, and every bone is racked by severe pain.  Poor sufferer!  ‘Pity me, pity me, O my friends! Is there to be no relief? I would not live alway ! Oh, to be away where the weary are at rest!' No! alas, no! in thy condition vain is the help of man.  If God help thee not, thy case is hopeless.


Martha and Mary entreat the physician to give his candid opinion of the case.  ‘Do not fear to tell us the worst; anything is better than this anxious torturing suspense.’ The chilling word ‘sinking’ now falls on their ears, and pierces their very hearts.  It is painfully evident that Lazarus is now ‘in the swellings of Jordan.’ These faithful watchers have gone down with him to the brink; further they cannot go.  They wipe the clammy sweat from the pallid brow, chafe the cold limbs, and moisten the parched lips.  Notwithstanding prayers, and tears, and effort, the dear sufferer sinks fast.  The pulse beats feebly, the eye becomes fixed and glazed, the breathing is shorter and shorter, the death-rattle is in the throat, the lip quivers, and all is still! 'The dust returns to dust as it was; the spirit returns to God who gave it.’


We mourn with Martha and Mary, and yet theirs was but the common lot.  Who has not mourned over his dead? Who has not felt the chill of death's blast as it has crossed his threshold? Who has not been constrained to exclaim over the open grave and the descending coffin, ‘Lover and friend hast Thou put far from me, and mine acquaintance into darkness’?  We sympathize with the bereaved sisters, yet there was much mercy in the dispensation which they now mourned.  Lazarus had not died a bloody death on the battle-field, nor an ignominious death on the scaffold, he had not died among strangers in a strange land; he was not to be buried in a stranger’s sepulchre.  He had died at home.  The kindest hearts, the sweetest voices, and the softest hands had ministered to his necessities during his battle with death.  If ever he had breathed the wish of good old Barzillai, ‘Let thy servant die, I pray thee, in mine own city, and be buried by the grave of my father and my mother,’ it was now to be realized.  The companions of his boyhood, the associates of his manhood, were about to carry all that remained of him to a place of repose in the old family tomb.


'He saith unto them, Our friend Lazarus sleepeth; but I go that I may awake him out of sleep.  Then said His disciples, Lord, if He sleep he shall do well,’ i.e. the worst is past, and lie is in the fair way of recovery.  ‘Howbeit Jesus spake of his death; but they thought that He had spoken of taking of rest in sleep.  Then said Jesus unto them plainly, Lazarus is dead.’  We learn from this portion of the narrative, that death is to the friend of Jesus a falling asleep.  And our text reminds us of several important truths which it may be profitable for us to contemplate in connection with the sore bereavement which has brought us together this day as mourners.

'Our friend Lazarus sleepeth.’  These words remind us—


I.  That the Friends of Jesus are not exempted from Death.  'It is appointed unto men once to die.’  Here we may adopt the language of one of old: ‘There is one event to the righteous and to the wicked; to the good, and to the clean, and to the unclean; to him that sacrificeth, and to him that sacrificeth not.’ Righteous Abel, faithful Abraham, pious David, lovely Jonathan, noble Nehemiah, seraphic Isaiah, courageous Peter, zealous Paul, and highly favoured John, all yielded to the stroke of death.  ‘There is no man that hath power over the spirit to retain the spirit; neither hath he power in the day of death; and there is no discharge in this war.’  It is an interesting question, ‘Why should good men die?’ Seeing that they are delivered from the curse of the law as respects eternal death, why are they not saved the pain and the humiliation of temporal death too?  Enoch and Elijah reached the celestial city without tasting of death; and it is difficult, perhaps impossible, for us with our limited faculties to conceive why multitudes of others should not have been equally privileged.  If two were thus favoured, why not two hundred, two thousand, yea, the whole family of the redeemed? For wise reasons God hath appointed otherwise.  It is enough for us to know that we must all ere long betake ourselves to ford that dark river over which there is no bridge.  ‘We may rest satisfied that the present arrangement is that by which his glory and the everlasting well-being of his people are best promoted.  They are often enabled to glorify him in a remarkable manner by their dying testimony to his wisdom, faithfulness, and love; and He will glorify himself with exceeding great glory when He shall, on their behalf, accomplish the lofty purpose announced of old: ‘I will ransom them from the power of the grave; I will redeem them from death: O death, I will be thy plagues! O grave, I will be thy destruction! Repentance shall be hid from mine eyes.’


It may be dangerous to speculate on what God might have done and appointed with reference to his people.  It is safe to consider what He has done, and what He will do, in so far as He has been pleased to reveal to us his deeds and his purposes.  One important arrangement of God’s providence which we ought frequently to ponder is brought before our minds by the words of our text—the friends of Jesus are not exempted from death.  But we are reminded—


II.
That Death does not separate Believers from the Friendship of Jesus.  'Lazarus sleepeth,’ but he is still 'our friend Lazarus.’ Death dissolves all merely earthly relationships.  He divorces the fondest pair.  ‘In that world they neither marry nor are given in marriage.’ Death dissolves the relationship between parent and child, minister and people, ruler and subjects.  The relationship between Christ and His people is indissoluble.  He is with them in death, and they are with him immediately after death.


1.
He is with them in Death.  Friends and relatives can accompany the dying saint to the brink of the river, but there they must stop ; they must not venture in.  See by the dying bed of the loved one about to leave us, the power, and at the same time the utter helplessness, of human love.  Its power; what does it not do? what is it not willing to attempt in order to soften the pillow, to ease the pain, to cheer the heart ? Its utter helplessness ; what can it do to check the approach of the last enemy, to aid in overcoming the wicked one, to fill with joy unspeakable, to open the gates of Paradise, to secure admission there?  But—cheering thought—what man cannot do is accomplished by the God-man! He comes ever faithful to His promise ‘When thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee.’ The soul hears him saying,‘ Fear not, for I am with thee; be not dismayed, for I am thy God, I will help thee, I will strengthen thee; yea, I will uphold thee by the right hand of my righteousness.’ The response is, ‘Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, yet will I fear no evil, for Thou art with me and Thy rod and staff, they comfort me.  I am persuaded that neither death nor life shall be able to separate me from the love of Jesus.’


2.
They are with him after death.  ’To depart’ is 'to be with Christ, which is far better’ than to linger here.  To be absent from the body is to be present with the Lord.

'Hark! they whisper! angels say,
Sister spirit, come away!'

The Lord of angels is saying, ‘Verily I say unto thee, Today shalt thou be with me in paradise.’  Death to the believer is the fulfilment of the Saviour’s promise, ‘I go to prepare a place for you; and if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and receive you unto myself, that where I am there ye may be also.’ It is an answer to the Saviour’s prayer, ‘Father, I will that those whom Thou hast given me be with me where I am, that they may behold my glory.’ Death to the saint is but the Saviour’s messenger bearing the delightful invitation, ‘Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away.  For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone; the flowers appear on the earth; the time of the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in our land; the fig-tree putteth forth her green figs, and the vines with the tender grape give a good smell.  Arise, my love, my fair one, and come away.’  The willing spirit hears the call, expands her wings, and soars away to the bright realms of endless day.


Death does not separate believers from the friendship of Christ.  The soul goes to be with him, and to see him as He is, and He will take care of their dust till ‘that day.’


The text reminds us—


III.
That Death does not dissolve the friendship of Believers with one another.—Christ does not here say ‘my friend,’ but ‘our friend,’ that is, your friend and mine.  He is still ‘our' friend though he sleep.  We feel a deep interest in our departed loved ones.  Their very dust to us is dear.  ‘Abraham stood up before his dead, and spake unto the sons of Heth, saying, I am a stranger and a sojourner with you give me a possession of a burying-place with you, that I may bury my dead out of my sight.’ The claim is allowed.  ‘In the choice of our sepulchres bury THY dead; none of us shall withhold from thee his sepulchre, but that thou mayest bury thy dead.’ ‘We still love them, and that with a stronger and purer affection than we exercised toward them while they were yet with us.  Are we to suppose that while we improve, they degenerate? If there be joy among—or, as some contend, only before—the angels of God over every sinner that repenteth, can we imagine that there will be no joy among, or before, the spirits of just men made perfect, on the receipt of cheering intelligence from their own native place? Who can tell whether the pure spirits of our departed loved ones are not at times permitted to hover over us?

For aught we can tell, they may be deeply interested auditors and spectators in our present assembly.  We have ample Scripture warrant for our belief that the holy angels are at this moment among us, albeit we feel not the flutter of their wings, and are not dazzled by the coruscations of their glory.  May not the spirits of just men made perfect be their frequent companions when ministering unto them who shall be heirs of salvation?


We know full well that they can not again come to us as they were wont to do, as companions in tribulation, and familiar associates.  But in a little while we shall go to them.  We shall see them again; we shall hear them again.  We shall enjoy blissful fellowship with them again.  

‘A few short years of evil past,
We reach the happy shore, 
Where death divided friends at last
Shall meet to part no more.’


The text reminds us—


IV.
That Death is the Believer’s Rest.—’Our friend Lazarus sleepeth.  He has heard the call, ‘Arise, and depart, for this is not your rest.’ While here, he had often exclaimed, ‘O that I had wings like a dove! for then would I fly away and be at rest.  Lo, then would I wander far off, and remain in the wilderness.  I would hasten my escape from the stormy wind and tempest.’ He has now been furnished with better wings than those of a dove, and a better resting-place than the weary wilderness.  


The body is now in a state of repose.  Surviving, friends have often felt thankful as they have gazed at the pallid yet placid countenance, and reflected that the last pang has been endured—the last sigh heaved.

‘Two hands upon the breast, and labour’s done;
Two pale feet cross’d in rest—the race is run;
Two eyes by friendship shut, and tears now cease
Two lips, but they are mute; and all is peace.’

How still and peaceful is the grave! How sound the sleep of that lowly and lonely bed! I was greatly touched some months ago when traversing the English cemetery at Funchal, in the island of Madeira.  It is a lovely resting-place.  The well-kept shrubs and trees, and flowers and walks, render it a most enchanting spot.  Many a handsome monument bears testimony to the ravages of death among our invalid countrymen who go thither to seek a sanitarium, but find a grave.  The monument that arrested and riveted my attention was a very neat plain marble slab, bearing the name and age and date of death of the person who rests below, together with these words of the Psalmist, ‘So He giveth His beloved sleep.’  Sleep sound, dreamless, unbroken!


‘Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord; they rest from their labours.’ Yes! Toil and fatigue are all over now.  They rest—


1.
From their Labours.—While here, impelled by love to Christ and compassion for lost men, some of them toiled beyond their strength, and might have said with Jacob, ‘Thus I was; in the day the drought consumed me, and the frost by night.’ But the shadow lengthened, and the evening of repose arrived.  Right nobly and manfully they bore up and held out till the frail body could stand it no longer.  Worn out, they at length fell asleep, and entered into the enjoyment of that rest which has been prepared for the people of God.  They rest—


2.
From Pilgrimage.—The perils of the wilderness are all left behind.  No apprehension of danger now from any Slough of Despond, any Hill of Difficulty, any fierce Apollyon, any Vanity Fair, or any Enchanted Ground.  They have safely reached the promised land; their feet stand firm on the everlasting hills; they enjoy all the privileges and immunities of the inhabitants of the heavenly Canaan.  They are enrolled as citizens of the New Jerusalem.  They rest—


3.
From War.—They were good soldiers of Jesus Christ while here.  They took unto themselves the whole armour of God, and were valiant for the truth upon the earth.  They were volunteers in that army which followeth the Lamb whithersoever He goeth.  They loved not their lives unto the death.  Some of them took their lives in their hands, and jeoparded them in the high places of the field.  Such a youthful warrior we this day mourn.  He threw himself into the thickest of the fight.  He shrank not from the perils of the contest, till, utterly exhausted, he was ordered to the rear, and received an honourable discharge.  He and his fellow-victors have laid aside the sword, the spear, the battle-bow, the habergeon, and the shield; they have received the palm of victory, the harp of praise, the crown of glory.  They have overcome by the blood of the Lamb and the word of their testimony, and to the glory of His name they celebrate the paean of victory.  They rest—

4.
From Tribulation.—'These are they who have come out of great tribulation,’ etc.  No burning fever now; no pestilential miasma there; no trembling ague; no insidious consumption; no aching head: the former things have passed away; and no habitant of that happy, happy country shall ever say, I am sick.’


Those who sleep in Jesus are for ever at rest in regard to molestation, opposition, and persecution.  We cannot but sympathize with the hoary veteran in Christ’s cause, good old Peden, when, standing by the grave of Cameron, with upstretched arms and streaming eyes, he exclaims, ‘O to be wi’ Ritchie!'  All is well with each of them now.  They complain no more of ‘stripes above measure, prisons more frequent, deaths oft, beating with rods, stoning, shipwreck, journeyings often, perils of waters, perils of robbers, perils by fellow-countrymen, perils by heathen, perils in the city, perils in the wilderness, perils in the sea, perils among false brethren, weariness and painfulness, watchings often, hunger and thirst, fastings often, cold and nakedness.’ Such things are remembered by them now only to make their present enjoyment the more exquisite.  They have entered into rest.


‘ Our friend Lazarus sleepeth.’ These words remind us—


V.  That a Glorious Awaking awaits the Friends of Jesus who have fallen asleep.—Is our friend Lazarus only asleep? What more natural for us to expect, than that he will awake in due time—in good time? ‘Life and immortality have been brought to light by the gospel.’ Some indeed say that the immortality of the soul is not a doctrine peculiar to revelation, seeing that, some of the ancient heathens had clearly apprehended it without the aid of our sacred books.  It seems difficult to determine how far the views of heathens—whether ancient or modern—in regard to many important matters, are founded on the traditions of their progenitors, and equally difficult to decide the extent to which some of these traditions have owed their origin to revelation.  There can be no doubt that the immortality of the man is exclusively a doctrine of the Bible.  The resurrection of the body is one of those marvellous doctrines which never could have entered into the heart of man unless by express revelation.  In this country, the wondrous doctrines of the Bible are so familiar to us all from our very childhood, that we cease to wonder at them.  But let the Apostle Paul go to ancient Athens, and let one of your missionaries go to Old Calabar; let each proclaim for the first time in the audience of an adult assembly the glorious doctrine of the resurrection, and you will find the result in both cases to be remarkably similar.  Glance at the journal of the apostle—though not penned by his hand—and you find the record to run thus: ‘Some said, What will this babbler say? other some, He seemeth to be a setter forth of strange gods, because he preached unto them Jesus and the resurrection.’ Follow the apostle now to Mars Hill.  There he announces the judgment-day, ‘and informs his hearers that the world shall be judged in righteousness ‘by that man whom He hath ordained; whereof He hath given assurance unto all men in that He hath raised Him from the dead.’ What follows? ‘When they heard of the resurrection of the dead, some mocked; and others’—more polite, but equally desirous to give the theme the go-by—'said, We will hear thee again of this matter.’ Look now at the note-book of one of your missionaries, and you may find this entry: ‘Sabbath.—Spoke to-day of the resurrection of the dead.  The doctrine being new, seemed interesting and amusing.  Was heard with patience, till it was announced that on that great day every murdered slave and every butchered twin should also arise and stand before the judgment-seat, face to face with their murderers.  The auditors would listen no longer.  The king snatched his hat from the table, and growling out, "We go now," made his way for the door.  Another chief exclaimed, "That is plenty for this day;" while another, more polite than his companions, Said, "Mr. ____ , that is a very big word, and a very good word; but I think you had better go home to your house to-day, and you can come back next Sunday, and tell us all about it."'  Yes, the doctrine of the resurrection is a blessed and a glorious doctrine.  How cheering to survivors in reference to others—in reference to themselves!

It has gladdened the heart of the believer in every age.  How grand the utterance of the saint of Uz: ‘I know that my Redeemer liveth, and that He shall stand at the latter day upon the earth; and though after my skin worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God!’ We find the sweet singer of Israel expressing himself thus: ‘As for me, I will behold Thy face in righteousness; I shall be satisfied with Thy likeness when I awake.’ Isaiah thus cheers the souls of his fellow-believers: ‘Thy dead men shall live; together with my dead body shall they arise.  Awake and sing, ye that dwell in dust; for thy dew is as the dew of herbs, and the earth shall cast out her dead.’

‘Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my brother had not died.’ ‘Thy brother shall rise again.’ ‘I know that he shall rise again in the resurrection at the last day.' ‘Jesus saith unto her, I am the resurrection and the life; he that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live.’


‘There is one glory of the sun, and another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars; for one star differeth from another star in glory.  So also is the resurrection of the dead.  It is sown in corruption, it is raised in incorruption; it is sown in dishonour, it is raised in glory; it is sown in weakness, it is raised in power; it is sown a natural body, it is raised a spiritual body.  We shall not all sleep, but we shall all be changed, in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trump.  For the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed.  For this corruptible must put on incorruption, and this mortal shall put on immortality.  So when this corruptible shall have put on incorruption, and this mortal shall have put on immortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying that is written, Death is swallowed up in victory.  O death! where is thy sting? O grave! where is thy victory? The sting of death is sin, and the strength of sin is the law; but thanks be to God who giveth us the victory, through our Lord Jesus Christ.’


'Our friend Lazarus sleepeth.’ ‘But I would not have you to be ignorant, brethren, concerning them which are asleep, that ye sorrow not even as others which have no hope.   For if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so them that believe in Jesus will God bring with him.  For this we say unto you by the word of the Lord, that we which are, alive and remain unto the coming of the Lord, shall not prevent them which are asleep.  For the Lord himself shall descend from heaven with a shout, with the voice of the archangel, and with the trump of God: and the dead in Christ shall rise first.  Then we which are alive and remain shall be caught up together with them in the clouds, to meet the Lord in the air; and so we shall be ever with the Lord.  Wherefore comfort one another with these words.’


We have seen, then, that Christ’s friends are not exempt from death—that death does not separate believers from the friendship of Jesus—that death does not dissolve the friendship of believers with one another—that death is the believer’s rest—and that a glorious awaking awaits all the friends of Jesus who have fallen asleep.


I might now draw to a conclusion by—


1.  Solemnly calling on each individual now hearing me to inquire seriously whether he be among the friends of Jesus.  This is a matter of infinite moment to every one of us.  If not among the friends of Jesus, death is the most awful event that can befall you.  In such a case, the bed of death is but the ante-chamber of hell.


I might also—


2.  Call on those who are indeed friends of Jesus, to look forward with composure to their own change.  Dying grace will be granted in the dying day.  Jesus himself has died; He knows what is needed for the trying hour of death, and no requisite support will He withhold.  Fear not; He will be with you.  He will

'Stretch out His everlasting arms,

And shield you in the last alarms.’


I might further—


3.
Call on those who have met with severe bereavements in their hallowed circle of Christian friendship, to dry up their tears, seeing that their loved ones are not lost, but only gone before.  Yea, they are not dead, they are only sleeping.  They shall awake in the morning.


But I know that it is expected of me now that say a few words in reference to one whose early death you as a congregation are called on this day to mourn; namely, my late brother, friend, and fellow-labourer, the Rev. ZERUB BAILLIE.


Mr Baillie was ordained, and designated as your missionary to Old Calabar, in this place of worship, on the 14th of April 1856.  In the following month he left this country for the scene of his labours, and arrived at Duke Town on the 22d of June.  He was the first ordained missionary who left this country direct for Old Calabar.  All of us who preceded him had been drafted from Jamaica.  During the first year of his sojourn in Calabar he acted as my colleague in ministerial work, and also in school work.  He was also during that period a member of my household, so that we had much familiar and profitable inter-communion.  The sunshine of that twelvemonth still lingers in our recollections.  In the middle of 1857 I was compelled to return to this country in search of health, and for a year more he acted as my substitute.


After he had been a few weeks with us, I wrote respecting him to Rev. Dr Somerville in these terms (see Record for October 1856, p. 169): ‘Mr Baillie is getting on exceedingly well.  He is just the man for Old Calabar—strong-bodied, sober-minded, energetic, contented, and cheerful.  He is quite a favourite with the Duke Town people, both old and young, bond and free.  Hundreds of the people, ladies as well as gentlemen, have visited him, to see his chemical apparatus and operations, many of which have filled them with astonishment.  His medical knowledge, experience, and skill, recommend him powerfully to the people.  He promises fair to be a great blessing both to the mission and to the country.’ Such was my opinion of our departed brother nine years ago, and I have never had any reason to alter it.


When I returned to Old Calabar, in the middle of 1858, I found that the business of the station had been exceedingly well conducted during my absence.


I was with Mr Baillie on his first visit to Ikorofiong, which took place on March 3, 1857.  We found the people very anxious for a missionary, and I believe that from that day Mr Baillie looked upon that locality as the sphere of his future labours.  My return released him from the charge of Duke Town, and shortly after he commenced operations at Ikorofiong.  For about a year, if I mistake not, he lodged with one of the native gentlemen at Ikorofiong.  The privations and discomforts of such a place of sojourn cannot be appreciated by those who never experienced them.  It was a happy day for him when he got into his own humble mud-walled cottage.  That edifice was destined to be the scene of much joy, and also of much sorrow.

Having got matters into working order at Ikorofiong;—but how much toil, vexation, self-denial, disappointment, require to be endured before that can be accomplished, can hardly be understood by friends in this country: connected with the difficulties of breaking in a portion of the fallow ground of heathenism, ‘the heart knoweth its own bitterness;’ but when the wilderness begins to blossom as the garden of the Lord, ‘a stranger may not intermeddle with the joy’ of the labourer who has been honoured to effect the change;—having got matters into working order at Ikorofiong, and his health requiring a change, Mr Baillie came to this country in the end of 1859.  When next I saw him, he was accompanied by one who, like himself, promised fair to be a blessing to the mission and to the country.  On August 6, 1860, we had the pleasure of welcoming Mr and Mrs Baillie to the land of their adoption.  And here I might tell of two years’ bright sunshine in that lowly dwelling—two years during which the voice of joy and gladness was to be heard therein—two years, moreover, during which both husband and wife toiled unremittingly, and successfully too, in the grand work to which they had devoted themselves.  They succoured the helpless, relieved the distressed, instructed the ignorant, healed the sick, in so far as medical aid could accomplish this; and, above all, they laboured to save precious souls from endless death.


But I cannot enter on anything like a detailed account of the procedure of your departed missionary.  Nor is it needful.  The Missionary Record of our denomination is accessible to all, and all the members of this congregation must be somewhat familiar with your own Annual Reports.  Glimpses of his labours and of his trials will appear as I go on to attempt a brief sketch of his character.  He was able, amiable, honourable, self-sacrificing, pious, useful.

1.  Able.—He was a man of talent in the usual acceptation of the word, as well as of mechanical genius.  His natural abilities and his acquired attainments, might have conducted him to very high position had he chosen to spend his days at home.  He could add to his name ‘F.R.S.E.’ when he chose, though I never knew of him displaying the honour save when I constrained him.  The Royal Society honoured itself in electing such a member.  He was an able physician, and as a medical man had the full confidence of both Europeans and natives.  He was an able minister of the New Testament; in his preaching sound, solid, simple.  The handsome and commodious dwelling-house, and the neat little church at Ikorofiong, testify his ability as an architect and a builder.

2.  Amiable.—He was always charitable, generally cheerful, frequently playful.  I have often said, that if there was a ‘good man’ in existence now-a-days ‘for whom one would even dare to die,’ that man was Zerub Baillie.  He had a happy way of engaging all hearts.  Our warm-hearted native friends held him in high estimation.  There will be deep mourning and great lamentation among many of them when they hear that they shall see his face no more on earth.  And no wonder.  There is no secret in the matter.  Dr Doddridge’s little daughter could explain it.  If everybody loved him, it was simply because he loved everybody.

3.  Honourable.—He was utterly removed from everything mean, underhand, dishonourable.  In all my intercourse with him I do not remember that he ever indulged in anything like backbiting, or even in the way of depreciating others.  If he had any fault to find with a brother, or with any man, he would say so to his face.  He was always very tender in regard to the reputation of the absent.  In all his dealings he was open, honest, upright.

4.  Self-sacrificing.—and here I do not mean his consecration to the Saviour—his self-denial in matters purely religious.  I refer to his willingness—not merely willingness, but anxiety—to serve and gratify others.  With a vivid recollection of his ready response to calls for medical aid at every hour of day and night, and the wearisome journeys he took in order to render such aid, I have no hesitation in declaring my belief that Mr Baillie simply toiled himself to death.  I believe that all who knew him on the African coast will be ready to acknowledge that he was one of the most unselfish of men.  Were any one to ask me, Had Mr Baillie no faults? do you mean to represent him as perfect? my reply would be, Doubtless he had faults, as, though a good man, he was only a man; but I could honestly add, that the worst fault I ever saw about him, was his exposing himself to inconvenience and danger in order to please and benefit others.  The fault, I admit, is not a very common one.

5.  Pious.—Mr Baillie ‘feared God above many.’  As an evidence of his piety, I need only call your attention to a letter of his which appears in our Missionary Record for last month [July 1, 1865, p. 134].  I shall read a brief but beautiful extract:—‘After they (that is, some visitors) left, we called at several other places on the bank of the river, and in the evening anchored close to one of the Mbiabo villages.  Having addressed the people there, we went on board for the night.  After tea, our little sable crew of two boys were called in to worship.  I read with them the twenty-third Psalm, and never did I feel more comfort from its blessed words than on that occasion.

I was, I may say, alone on that African river; but truly felt that the Lord was my Shepherd, and that goodness and mercy He had been making to pass before me.  The lights from numerous villages were seen along the banks of the river, and I could not but earnestly pray for the time when the inhabitants of these scattered villages shall be brought to the feet of the Saviour, and when the glad news of salvation shall spread from tribe to tribe, until it fills the whole of this benighted land of Africa.  Early next morning we left the steamer, and went away right inland.

After passing two villages in the forest we came to a large swamp, crossing which with considerable difficulty, we began to ascend the rising ground on the other side, and after a long walk came to a cluster of plantation villages on the borders of the Ekoi country.  Here I found a number of old patients, who had been to see me at Ikorofiong.  By them, as well as by the head men of the place, I was very kindly received.  Breakfast was cooked for me in the best native style, after partaking of which I asked the head men to call the people together.  They at once did this and we soon had a large congregation, who listened very attentively while I told them of our state before God, and of the way of salvation through a Redeemer.


The devoted piety of our departed friend will also appear when we come to consider the latter end.

6.  Useful.—He was greatly honoured in relieving the bodily pains of many.  He was also instrumental in winning souls to the Saviour.  The last Sabbath of December 1863 was one of his happiest days in the Church below, when he was honoured to receive three persons into the fellowship of the Church.  The first Sabbath of January 1864 was the first communion Sabbath at Ikorofiong, when a little band of seven commemorated the Saviour’s dying love.  But our departed friend was made useful not only by direct instruction, but also by his holy walk and conversation; and not only to the natives of Calabar, but also to others.  I can give a case in point.


Something less than a twelvemonth ago I was visited by a fellow-countryman, who was desirous of seeing all the stations connected with the mission.  We went to Ikorofiong, and spent about two days there.  I was greatly delighted a few months afterwards, on receiving a letter from that young man, in which he said, ‘I shall remember the visit we paid to Mr Baillie as long as I live.  I hope it has been the turning-point of my life.  There I saw the blessedness of true religion, and there I trust I found the Saviour.’ Now, in so far as I have been able to recall the circumstance of that visit, and in so far as Mr Baillie himself recollected,—for I showed him the letter and talked over the matter with him,—there was no attempt at lecturing the young man about religion.  Common things were done in a religious way.  I have no doubt that it was Mr Baillie’s example which told so powerfully on our young friend.  Why, here was a man of talent and education, fitted to occupy a first place in the best society at home, who had bid adieu to all dreams of earthly wealth and earthly fame, living alone among savages, no country-man near him, following the humble calling of a missionary, and yet contented and happy! How can such things be? But, further, in the corner of that lovely park in which the mission-house stands, and beneath yon waving Jamaica bamboo, there are three graves, two of them very little ones.  I spoke some time ago of the holy happiness of that cottage.  Alas, all its merry voices are silent now! The month of September 1862 brings with it sore bereavements.  We stand by these graves.  Two of them contain the remains of the wife and child of our beloved brother; and yet, standing there, his countenance is radiant with joy, as he looks up and reflects that mother and little lamb are safely housed there, and that in a short time he shall rejoin them.  I do not wonder that the heart of our young friend was impressed by what he saw at Ikorofiong; my own was deeply moved.

I said that there were three graves there; but I have accounted for only two.  That reminds me that on one of the last occasions in which Mrs Baillie was at Duke Town, she presented an appearance which might have been photographed as a representation of the angel of mercy.  She was nursing, on the one hand, her own little rosy-cheeked, white-haired, blue-eyed, Scottish-faced boy, and on the other a poor little black castaway.  Now she sleeps sweetly beneath the bamboo, her two little ones, the black and the white, beside her.

But I must now approach the end.


The last Sabbath I spent at Duke Town was our communion Sabbath.  Our departed friend preached an excellent sermon from Ps. lxxxvii. 3, ‘Glorious  things are spoken of thee, O city of God.’  On the Monday evening we had a prayer-meeting, at which lie delivered an excellent and lively address.  On Tuesday, May 2, he and I bade each other good-by, expecting to meet again in Edinburgh about the middle of July.  Our expectations were not to be realized.

Mr Baillie left Africa early in June, in the mail steamer ‘Ethiope.’ During the first part of the voyage he felt pretty well.  After being a fortnight at sea he became very ill.  It was well for him that the Rev. Mr Hinderer, Church missionary from Ibadan, was on board.  Mr Baillie was greatly indebted to his kindness during the remainder of the voyage.  As the steamer approached Madeira, it was feared that it would be needful to leave him there.  Mr Hinderer I kindly took him on shore, and attended on him at Madeira.  His last gleam of health seems to have been enjoyed on that lovely island.  He was pretty well while there, but when he came out to sea he became ill again, and continued ill all the way home.


He reached Liverpool on 15th July, very sick indeed.  Intimation of this was immediately telegraphed to his relative, James Marshall, Esq.  The telegram of the following morning indicated a shade of improvement.  On that evening, 16th July, two of his female friends went off to Liverpool to minister to him while his sickness should continue.  From that time up to the last we had daily bulletins from the chamber of affliction.  These two ladies were, a week afterwards, joined by another; and all the three can cordially attest that they felt it to be no ordinary privilege to wait on their afflicted dying friend.  They experienced yonder apartment to be ‘none other than the house of God and the gate of heaven.'


It was on Wednesday the 19th that he first realized his danger.  He was not afraid to die, but he clung fondly to life, though his desire to live was only for the sake of his work in Old Calabar, and for the good of precious souls there.


Under date of July 23, one of his kind attendants thus wrote ‘Soon after I sat down by him, he asked me to read 'Jesus, lover of my soul.' I read the first two verses, when he said, "Begin it again." I again began, and read to the close, when he said, ‘O what wondrous love! He might have come to our sinful world to crush it; but no! He came to save it.  The love of Jesus is a lesson to men and angels!  What love! what condescension!’


The writer goes on to say, ‘About twelve o’clock he wished to see me.  When I went to his bedside he said, “I know I am in a very critical state, and I wish just to tell you my feelings.  I left Calabar pretty well, and expected to recruit on the voyage.  I expected to have some months of sweet intercourse between your family and my own; but after being at sea for a short time, I took ill.  I hoped, however, to be all right when I should get to England; but now I have been a week here, and I am getting weaker.  It was my expectation to go back to Calabar, and work for the Lord there; but if he wills it otherwise, what am I, that I should think His way wrong? God does not need me to do His work.  He can carry it on in His own way.  I am in my loving Father’s hand; I wish Him to do with me as he sees best, either to live and labour here, or to go to himself.  As for myself, if I had only my righteousness to rest on, I could not stand for one moment; but I cast myself entirely on Jesus.  ‘I the chief of sinners am, but Jesus died for me.’ I know he has bidden me come to Him.  I DO come to Him.  I rest on Him, and on Him alone and I feel safe in Him; and if I am taken away now, it is but a few years, and you will follow; and if He take me to glory, what a monument of mercy!”’


These precious lines may be looked on as his dying testimony.


Monday, 24th, was a trying day for his kind nurses.  On that day, he with great composure made a division of a number of little presents which he had brought home with him for various friends,—now, alas, to be mementoes of him when he should be away.


Thursday, 27th.  His brother Andrew, who had been anxiously looked for and prayed for, arrived to-day.  He spoke a good deal this day about his bereavements in Calabar, and the abundant consolations which he had enjoyed under them.  He told his friends,—what he told me in substance long before,—that after he was left alone, he had enjoyed many a season of holy calm, and even rapture,—had enjoyed more sweet communion with the Saviour than he had ever enjoyed before,—how, when worn out with the toils of the day, he would cast himself down on his humble couch, and his heart would soar away to his loved ones in heaven, and he longed to be with them.  This was just John Bunyan over again.  When he saw the gates of the Celestial City open to let in the men, and heard and witnessed something of the glory, no marvel that he says, ‘Which when I had seen, I wished myself among them.’ Our friend would frequently associate ‘those whom he loved most and best,’ with Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob,—with prophets, apostles, and martyrs,—with such characters as Williams, the Judsons, and other worthies; and while he thought on all of them as united in fellowship and in the service of Jesus, his heart would burn within him, and he felt that in such seasons he was enjoying sweet glimpses of heaven.


The impressions produced on the mind of one of his attendants by his whole aspect and demeanour during his sickness are thus given: ‘The first thing,’ says the writer, ‘that struck me when I saw him, was his placid countenance.  It seemed as if the calm of heaven sat on his face.  It reminded one of the sealing of the servants of the Lord on their foreheads, and frequently suggested the lines,

"Even while this earth was thine abode,

His seal was on thy brow."

His appearance also suggested the presence of the Saviour, as if, like John, his head was pillowed on Jesus’ bosom.’ The same friend also mentions particularly the intense delight produced on our dying friend by the mention of Jesus in any connection.  Everything with him was Jesus! Jesus! his anxiety about his little flock in Calabar was very great.  Often was he heard praying for their welfare.  Not less conspicuous was his patience under his deep tribulation.  No one ever heard a murmur escape from his lips.  Another thing worthy of notice, was his deep gratitude to all who in any way rendered him any little service.


From this time (July 27) he looked on himself as a dying man; but he continued in the enjoyment of perfect peace.  No cloud intervened between his soul and the beams of the Sun of Righteousness.  To him the gloomy valley was illumined by the dawning of eternal day.  For a time his work and the interests of his congregation hay heavy on his mind; but he was enabled to cast this care also on the Master.  He said, ‘I have given my wife to Christ—I have given my child to Christ—I have given myself to Christ; and now I just give back my work to Him too.’


He was now ready for his departure; but as he himself beautifully observed in reference to his approaching change, ‘When we are about to take a journey, we attend to the big things first; but when they are all in order, we always find a number of little things claiming our attention.’


Among the 'little things’ now to be attended to, was the bequeathing of a portion of his valuable library to each of his brethren, as a token of his dying love to each.  He also sent a message to them collectively, in which, I am informed, he states to them what had been his own views and feelings and purposes in reference to the work; exhorts them to increased devotedness to their work, and to the exercise of mutual affection; and expresses his hope of meeting them all in heaven, and his wish that they may have many souls as their crown.


Sabbath, July 30.  When reminded that this was Sabbath morning, he repeated a portion of the hymn beginning ‘Blest morning! whose first dawning rays,’ etc.


I may mention here that there were four hymns which were great favourites with him on the bed of death: ‘Rock of ages, cleft for me;' 'Jesus, lover of my soul;’ ‘Just as I am, without one plea;' and 'Sun of my soul! my Saviour dear.’


The end was now approaching.  One night, when he was very low, friends standing around in expectation of the change, he expressed himself thus: ‘I am Christ’s! I am consecrated to Thee! If it be Thy will, let me return to Old Calabar.  I am Thine.  If it be Thy will to call me away, I am Thine.  In life and in death—it is all the same—I am Thine!’


He was ready to go; but there was one of the ‘little things’ which still caused him some concern.  He had seen his two brothers, but he ardently wished to see his only sister.  About 6 A.M., August 3, she arrived.  His last earthly wish was thus gratified.  After his interview with her he felt that his work on earth was done.  He then engaged in prayer for the cause of Christ in Old Calabar, again laid himself on the altar as consecrated to Christ, and wound up his prayer thus: 'And now, Lord Jesus, come quickly.’


In the delirium of a former day he had said to his Calabar nurse, in the somewhat playful tones with which she was familiar in Africa, 'I have been working hard—I think I have wrought plenty to-day—don’t you think so, mammy?' The reply, in order to soothe him, was, ‘Oh yes, I think you have wrought plenty to-day; it is time you were going to rest now.’ On hearing this, he turned his face to the wall, and said in the old hearty manner, 'Good night.’


Yes! the work was accomplished—the rest was near—the last ‘good night’ was at hand.


About 3 o’clock A.M. of Friday, August 4, the messenger came.  He made an attempt to fold his hands over his breast in the attitude of prayer, but they dropped helplessly down.  A few words were heard, but indistinctly.  The change is there.  One ear is bent down towards the lips to catch the last utterances that shall ever proceed from them on earth.  In so far as the listener can apprehend the broken syllables, he is saying, ‘I know that my Redeemer liveth ! Bless and magnify the Lord, O my soul!’


The latest sigh is now heaved, the spirit wings its way with the companions sent to conduct it to the abode of the blessed, and all that lies before the weeping friends is the empty decaying tabernacle that for thirty-four years had been the wilderness tent of the greatly beloved Zerub Baillie.


We made intercession for his restoration to us, but the great Intercessor above had also been praying; and his prayer had been in these terms, ‘Father I will that he whom Thou hast given me be with me where I am,’ etc., and His prayer prevailed.


On Saturday the 5th inst. the remains were brought through to Edinburgh, and on Tuesday last were laid down in his last resting-place, ‘in the sure and blessed hope of a glorious resurrection.’


In conclusion, the solemn dispensation which we this day mourn speaks loudly to us all.  May it be given us to apprehend what it says to us in the various spheres in which we move.


1.  It calls on all who preach the unsearchable riches of Christ, whether at home or abroad, to be instant in season and out of season—to labour while it is called day, seeing that the night is fast hastening on.


2.  It calls upon gospel hearers to value their instructors, and to make the best use of their instructions, while they continue to be favoured with them.  Those voices you love so well to hear Sabbath after Sabbath may soon be silent; those forms which you like so well to see in your pulpits week after week may soon be lying how, and the turf laid smoothly over them.


3.  It calls upon all of us to be ready for the great change—to stand hike men; to have our loins girt and our lamps burning, so that when the messenger comes we may have nothing to do but to die—nothing to do save to breathe our spirits with calm confidence into the Redeemer’s hands.


4.  It calls on you, as a congregation, to be thankful to the King and Head of the Church for providing you with such an agent as Zerub Baillie; for all that he was enabled by divine grace to do and to endure; for his useful life and his triumphant death.  It also calls on you to look to Him who has received gifts for men, even for the rebellious, and with whom is the residue of the Spirit, to provide for you another agent who will carry on the work which he who has been called away has so nobly begun.


Finally, To the young men of the Church, especially those who are looking forward to the office of the holy ministry, the dispensation which we this day mourn has a trumpet call.  A standard-bearer in Messiah’s camp has fallen; who is ready to snatch up the standard and bear it aloft for Jesus’ sake? Who is willing to consecrate himself this day unto the Lord, it, and to be baptized for the dead? To borrow an idea from a greatly beloved brother in the mission field, 'Crowns, immortal crowns, are to be gained’ in dark Africa; where are the candidates? Is it not your duty, young soldier of Christ, to be saying now to your Lord and mine, ‘Here am I, send me’?


In reference to the field at Old Calabar I claim the prayers and sympathies of the Church at large.  There truly ‘the harvest is plenteous, but the labourers are few; pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that He may send forth more labourers into His harvest.’


We have been contemplating some scenes rather sad; but another vision opens to the view.  I find my feelings in regard to it beautifully expressed in a few simple stanzas entitled

HARVEST HOME.

‘ From the far-off fields of earthly toil
   A goodly host they come,
And sounds of music are on the air,—
   ‘Tis the song of the harvest-home.

The weariness and the weeping—
   The darkness has all pass’d by;
And a glorious sun has risen—
   The Sun of Eternity!

We’ve seen those faces in days of yore,
   When the dust was on their brow,
And the scalding tear upon their cheek:
   Let us look at the labourers now!

We think of the life-long sorrow,
   And the wilderness days of care;
We try to trace the tear-drops,
   But no scars of grief are there.

The long waiting days are over;
   They’ve received their wages now;
For they’ve gazed upon their Master,
   And his name is on their brow.

They’ve seen the safely garner’d sheaves,
   And the song has been passing sweet,
Which welcomed the last in-coming one
   Laid down at their Saviour’s feet.

And well does he know each chequer’d tale,
   As he looks on the joyous band—
All the lights and shadows that cross’d their path,
   In the distant pilgrim land.

One had climb’d the rugged mountain-side;
   ‘Twas a bleak and wintry day;
The tempest had scatter’d his precious seed,
   And he wept as he turn’d away.

But a stranger hand had water’d
   That seed on a distant shore,
And the labourers now are meeting,
   Who never had met before.

And one—he had toil’d amid burning sands,
   When the scorching sun was high:
He had grasp’d the plough with a fever’d hand,
   And then laid him down to die:

But another, and yet another,
   Had fill’d that deserted field;
Nor vainly the seed they scatter’d,
   Where a brother’s care had till’d.

Now sowers and reapers are meeting;
   A rejoicing host they come!
Will you join the echoing chorus ?—
   ‘Tis the song of the Harvest-home! ’
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