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voice will be hushed. The gaieties of the ball-room 
and the theatre will put out that voice that warns 
thee now, and perhaps thou wilt never hear it again. 
Men all have their warnings, and all men who perish 
have had a last warning. Perhaps this is your last 
warning. You are told to-day that except ye repent, 
ye must perish, except ye put your trust in Christ, ye 
must be cast away for ever. Perhaps no honest lip 
will again warn you ; perhaps no tearful eye will 
ever look on you affectionately again ; <lod to-day is 
pulling the reins tight to check you from your lust : 
perhaps, if to-day you spurn the bit, and rush madly 
on, He will throw the reins upon your back, saying, 
“ I-et him alone and then it is a dark steeplechase 
between e-rth and hell, and you will run it in mad 
confusion, never thinking of a hell till you find your
self past warning, repentance, and hope.

How do you know that you will live till conven
ience comes ? A little too much heat or too much 
cold within the brain—a little too fast flowing of the 
blood, or a little too slow circulation thereof--some 
little turning of the fluids of the body in a wrong 
direction, and you are dead !

Oh 1 why will you then dare to procrastinate, and 
say, “ Time enough yet ?” Will your soul ever be 
saved by your saying “ Time enough yet ?”

Archbishop Tillotson well says, “ A man might say 
I resolve to eat, but the resolve to eat would never 
feed his body. A man might say, I am resolved to 
drink, but the resolve to drink would never slake his 
thirst.” And you may say, “lam resolved hy-and- 
bye to seek God,” but your resolve will not save you.


