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for Thee 1, For three heurs did Thy Father hide hi. face front Thee, for our
sine; and if the short embrace of death,, for three heurs w.. go awful that thy
spul cried eut in agony, ' Oh, rny Father, if it b. Pbe lot tbis cup pas. froni
me,' what must it be for eternityl S light not trn the invitation, 1 boeech
you, for 'e that boing ofton roproved h.rdenetfi hi. neek shall suddenly be eut
off, and that without rernedy.' Your Fathor in hoavon bas dorie ail He eau do

te reentyor gi% down to doath. Hle hias made doath vem! liard. He ha.
placod the Cross in te centre of your pathi1 Will you rush past it ? Will yeu
pori.h moral suicides 1 Oh, would that I could, like Eloazar, tako the bracelets of
rny Master, and place theni on your arme-that I could woo, you to Hirn!

I'The foast is about te begin. Don't say 'I amrn ft invitod,' or, 'I have no
dres,' or, ' 1 have been among the guesta, and have gone away frorn it,' or, '1
have sinned too much to, be forgiven.' Thoe i. eue here to-night, who, but a
day or twe ago thought thus hiniseif, but is now rjiigin rostoration te the
faveur ofGod. Oh, poor intemaperate one, corne! Aýnd lyou, peer, self-righteouaj
one, who are fa.hioning a robe fer yourself in the loom of your own endeavours, in
Iwhich teappearat the wedding feat. Don't, I beseeeh you, den't rejeot the robe
God bas provided.' Hoar what ho says by the moifth-ef the prophet Zophianiah,
chap. i, 7 :-' The day of the3 Lord je at baud, for the Lord bath prepared a sacri-
fice,. ho hath bid hie guests. And it shial corne to pase in the day of the Lord's
sacrifice, that 1 wiil punish the princes, and tho kiig's children, and all 8uCh as are
clothed in strangc apparcl. Oh, remember this ! The ivord 1 have read te yoti is
net mine, but Hie!1

Thon, giancing for a moment, at the ref tges of lies, beliind which men attempt
te hido theniselves, and addrossing biniseif te any wlie miglit belong te tho sclîool
of 'advanced thought,' Mr. Varley said, "Ineither Milil, ner Huxley, ner Tynid.il,
hias a word of four letters in ail their writings that touches the future life. On
that thoy can give ne liglit : ail is dark, dark ! "

As te the significanco of the wedding-garment, Mr. Var]ey theught John WVes-
loy liad preeouted it in as olear and concise a mannor as any, wliu hoe dcscribed
it as ' Christ's righltenusncss finputed to us, and implanted in us." I'God lias mnade
ever te yen alît hoe beauty and the graco of Christ," ho eaid-quetîng front the xiv.
IPeaui " the kiuîge daughter ie ail g1orieus withini,"-as descriptive of lier internai
purity. Aîid again, queting II Corinthians, iii, 8, IlWe ail, witli open face, be-
holding as in a glass-a mirror-the glory ef tlie Lord, are changed inte the saine
image, froin giory te glory, even as by the Spirit of tho Lord," hoe renîarkcd, '1111
tiîis Word is hidden tht beauty and the glory of Christ, and wlien 1 look intu thti
mirror, t ho Spirit of God takes of Chriet's beauty and glory, and infuses it into me.
Oh, look into the mirror !I"

" He saw there a man who had net on a woedding-garmeut. " Ho inetantly dotected
him. Ho was net lost ini the multitude. " And hoe saith unto him, friend "-
"fricnd P' Ho vwas an invited gueet, but oeo despising God's drees, destitute of
God's apparel. Oh, sinner, what oarthly boomn eau give theo tho dress thon
needeet for that heavenby company? Go, tako yeur place at tho table of the
Emperler of Russia-what right hast thou there ? And bas God ne riglit te say
who ehail be at hie supper?

"ÂAnd ho wae epeechlees." According te somo, ho ought te have had a long
eration ready, charging the king with gros injustice and partiabity. But ne!
Ho was without excuse. Well, thon, e'take bum away, bind him hand and foot.'
Ho came in freely ; yes, but ho lias abused hi. liberty. Rands and foot have
tranegressed. God's commandae; and having refused bis morey, he must be caet
'junte outer darknese,' for ever excluded, front the glories sud .blessedness of hoa-
von!1 Ameyu wi. to act thue ?

I'le there a liquor-sellor boret lis there a distiller?1 Oh, dear friende, botter

ut off our right hand, or p uck ut your rig t ye, than make or sell the s ul-

1e thero a young man bore, fritting away Iea life in the Iap of 1118t, as Samnson did


