
SERMON.

" I heard a voice from Heaven saying nnto me, Write, Blessed
are the dead which die in tlie Lord from lionceforth : Yea,
saith the Spirit, tliat they may rest from their labors ; and their

works do follow them."—/iVw., xiv. 1.3.

There must have been something very remark-
able in the fortitude and constancy with which
the first Christians met various and dreadful

deaths
: their conduct often exacted from theu*

bitterest enemies,—their most cruel persecu-
tors,—both admiration and respect. In the

Heathen world death was no strange siffht,

splendid self-devotion no uncommon thing;

yet such was the lofty and noble bearing of
the Christian martyrs, that men maddened
with the thirst for blood looked on with won-
der. Apparently there was nothing to inspirit

or support the sufferers ; nothing to work up
the passions to stern endurance; no proud
feeling of defiance ; no fierce spirit of rage and
hatred

;
no crowds of admiring and encourag-

ing friends; no superstitious belief that the
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