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THE NEW YRAR.

spob and tore the traveller to picces. One sin will
call up all the sins of your life, till they can make the
night of death horrible with the assaults of their
bloody muzzles. A. man met o maniae with o torch
and a pail of water. “What are you doing?” «1
am going to burn down heaven and quench the fire
of hell.” e could do one ag well as the other ; that
fire will never be put out. Tf you do not eseape
speedily you never can escape. Christ is ready to
save anybody that wants to be saved. Ie has waited
with blood on His brow, tears in Iis cyes, year after
year; o has waited with thoso outspread, mangled
hands of love, for you! Suppese you go home and
find a neighbour has put out a fire in your own house.
You say, “I ean't express my thanks to you,” Yt
the Lord Jesus has come to pub out the fire of sin in
vour soul, and you have no thanks for Him. You go
home and find traces of muddy fect at your door;
yowr child has fallen jnto the pond; a boy pulled
him out.  You say to him, “T never can forgel you,
if you ever want anything, come to me.”  Yet, when
the Tord Jesus plunges into our iniquity to save us
we say, “Drop that soul; if we want it saved, we'll
save it omrselves!” What o work He undertook !
Ile was spit upon, insulied, murdered; =« crimson
_stream of biood is flowing from His side as e
plunges wmer to pick up your soul. For you that
hunger, the thorns, suffvcation, sweat and thirst,
death.
1t was the time of a plague.  There was no remedy
except what might be found by examining the hudy
of one who had died of the disease. It was death to
doit. Dr. Guyon said, “T will attempt it.  In the
name of humanity and religion, I will examine {his
body.” He did so, took the plague, and died. He
put on paper his observations, put them in a vase of
vinegar to prevent contagion, and in twelve howrs he
was gone. A grand sucrifice! Yot the Tord Jesus
looked on w plague-smitten. world, made a will giving
all {o His people, came to this plague-hospital, the
pure for the impure—behold love, sacrifice, 10sene 1!
Says some one, “I would like that Chyist, but how am
I to get Him?”  Get Him as a free gift, or not at all.
A poor woman, passing the king's conservatory, saw in
it flewers, fruits, and grapes. “Oh, if T could only
get that bunch of grapes for my sick child” She
went home, and by ler spinning  earned halfa-crown;
then went to the gavdener and said, * Can I have that
bunch of grapes? Ileve's o halferown for them.”
“Noj; that won't buy them,” said the gardener.  She
thought, “I mmust get 6"  She sold a blanket she
could spare, and went again, saying, “Here's all this
money ; will not this buy that bunch of grapes?”
“ No—they are the king’s ; we don't sell them.”  Tle
took her youghly Ly the arm to put her out. The
king’s daughter went to sce what was the matter.
She heard the poor woman’s story. She said, “My
father is not n merchaiit.  We don't sell grapes;
we give™; and she dropped the grapes in the poor
woman’s apron. My Lord Jesus is not a merchant to
sell this pardon. ITe is o King—*©gives without
money and without price.”
Whom does my text mean? Tt may mean me.
Though now in peifect health, we are taught how

casy it is for death to take down the strongest con-
stitution. I don’t want to dic this yew, when we
have projects on foot we want to see completed ; yet
the Lord has a thousand men to take my place. It
it is for me, it shall be well with these institutions
and well with me, through the mercy of Christ to
my soul. Two things I know—my own helplessness
and the allabounding grace of the Lovd Jesus, If
never before, I now say, ©“Take me, O Saviour,
to Thy love soul, I and power —in body, mind, and
would be thine.” It may be the text means sonie of you,
my readers, and if 50, 1 would like to have you ready.

Last words arc not always significant to me.  Lord
Chesterfield said on his last night, ¢ Give Dayrolles
a chair.”  Dr. Adam (the schoolmaster) said, ““The
night is gathering; dismiss the boys.” Lord Tenterden
seemed to think he was on a judge’s bench in the
court-room ; his last words were, “Gentlemen of the
Jjury, now consider the verdict.” A celebrated play-
actor, in his last moments, said, “ Drop the curtain ;
the picce is played out.” A friend of mine in Phila-
delphin said (thinking himself in a prayer-meeting),
“And now I exhort you to flee to Christ.” Bub better
than these are the words of the man who said, “ I am
now ready to be ofiered, and the time of my departure
is ab hand. T have fought a goud fight, I lave
finished my course, 1 have kept the faith, Iience-
forth there is laid up for me a crown of rightconsness,
which the Lord shall give me at that day.”

Some of you ave spending yowr last January,  You
have entered the year, but you will not end it.  Some-
where you will shut youreyes in the sleep that knows
no waking. Other hands shall plant the Christinas-
tree and shake the New Year's greeting. It will be
Jjoy 1o some, sorrow to others. 1 would leate in your
ear five short words of one syllable cach—* This year
thou shalt die.”—Zrom «“ Lhe Christian dge” Vol. I.

Oh, man and womah of many broken resolutions,
when you were on the sea iu that storm you vowed ;
when you had that great sickness you vowed; when
that last child was born you vowed ; when you stood
in that wreck of o rail-tiain you vowed ; when you
were bending over the grave of some loved one you
vowed ; when, in some great revival; there was a
stampede for heaven, you vowed. These vows have
beuir broken.  Iere you ave, getting older.  You have
marched many a miks on toward the end of your
earthly journey, and the opening of your élernal des-
tiny. No pardon, no peace, no prosjicet of heaven.
O Loid, God, Iny held of that man! Tf this be his
Tast chanee, tell him so.  Let him nob plunge ol where
there are no sounndings. I have ro sympathy with
thai cowardice that dare not speak of future puunish-
went without apology, aud tliat thiiks the Woiid
“hell” too vulgar to be used in polite asseblics.

Through Christ, we may comé off more than con-
querors. A soldier dying in the hoxpital roge up in
bed the Jast moment and cvied, “ Here ! Ieve !” iy,
attendants put him back on his pillow, and asked him
why i eshouted, * Here !” « Q! I heard’the voll-ch Il
aof heaven, and T was only answering to my nuing!”
I wonder whether, after this batule of life.is over, omr

names will be called in the muster-roli of the parduncd

and glorified, aud, with the joy of heaven lgre_iﬂ:ing,
upon onr souls, we shall ery « Zere ! pet™ * 7~
Dr. Talmage, 7« Life Lhowilits”



