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Sermon,

ythe Rev. J. Sinclatr, Missionary, Pictou.
JouN x1v. 1.~*Let not your hearts be trou-
ed; ye believe in God, believe also in me.”
“A bruised reed shall hie not break, and the
oking flax shall he not quench;” so pro-
esied Isaiah of Christ mauny centuries be-
re his advent, and our text is one proof of
wcomplishment of the prophecy. The
ign, and the execution otl the scheme of
lration, proceeded on principles of unutter-
letenderness and compassion. Unbounded
the Jove of Jesus: himself a man of sor-
ws, he always felt for the sorrows of uthers.
eis “touched with the feeling of our in-
ities.” Never had sufferings met his eye
ithout commiseration : nor was the fuct that
mkind were themselves the cause of their
sery, sufficient to avert his compassionate

d. Misfortunes brought on by them-
ves, as well as those over which they had
direct control, evoked his syrupathy. ‘The
igal’s tears of penitence, aud the widow’s
s of bereavement, he wiped away. He
uaged all zhe griefs, and alleviated all the
ls of lite. This is the character under
ich he is presented to us in our text,
n familiar converse with his little band of
owers, he speaks to them of his departure,
ulls them that this was as expedient as
vas necessary,  ‘Lhey heard the mtimation

ain, not only because they saw their

tdly prospects biasted, their fond hopes of
' Testoration of the kingdom unto Israel
nguished, and all their vain fancies re-
ug a temporal reign of Jesus vanish
3¥; but also Lecause their loving friend
to l:ave them. 'Thev thought not, in
grief, that Christ must suffer. and enter
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into his glory. They understood not that he
would rise again from the dead on the third
day. One thought only filled their minds,
and left no room for another. Ic was to be
torn from them for ever, and this heartrend-
ing thought filled their hearts with auguish
so overwhelmingly, that cvery ground of
comfort seemed to be swept away. It was
the bitterness of unl woked-for disuppointment
that fell on their dismayed hearts, a calamity
that can be appreciated only by these whose
expectations were this moment high, and the
next withered and crushed.  Tuis a sore trial
to witness the inroads of dis *use, sapping by
slow but steady approaches the life of a dear
and valued friem!; and-the heart is wrung
with affiiction when the dreaded exent occurs;
but to part with our friend iu the mnidst of his
usefulness, or in the dawn of his promisin
career, and that unexpectedly. Oh! it is this
that adds untold poignancy to our sorrows.
1t was the suddenness of the stroke that so
crushed the Patriarch Jucob, when tidings of
the untimely end of his beloved Joseph were
brought him, that he said, < I will go down
into the grave unto my son mourning.”

The sorrow of the disciples of Jesus was
so intense as to spread a haze of uncertainty
and unbelief over their whole minds. In this
dejected state they stood much in need of a
counsellor who should divect them to the hest
antidote against all trouble. Their counsellor
was their master, and the antidote faith. In
further discoursing from this passage we
shall endeavor to explain how faith is the
best remedy for an aching heart, and contrast
it with other remedies that are sometimes
prescribed.

“Ye believe in God, believe also in me;”



