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THE GOOD NEWS.:

to heaven as well as .anybody else” I|There shall be a shesp shearing, and yo

know that those men are living in the com-
mission of. glaring acts of sin, und I am sure
they could not prove their innocence even
before the bar of man; yet will these men
look you in thefaceand tell you that they are
not at all disturbed at the prospect of dyfng.
They laugh at death as thotigh it were but
a scene in a comedy, and joke at the grave
as if they could leap in and out of it at
pleasure,  Well, gentlemen, Iwill take you
at your word, though I don’t believe you.
I will suppose you have this peace, and I
will endeavour to account for it on cer-
tain grounds which may render it some-
what more difficult for you to remain in
it. I do pray that God the Holy Spirit
may destroy these foundations, and pull up
thess bulwarks of yours, and make you feel
uneasy in your consciences and troubled in
your minds; for un-ease is theroad to ease,
and disquiet in the soul is the road to the
true quiet. To be tormented on aecount
of sin is the path to peuce, and happy shall
Ibeif I can burl a fire-brand into your
hearts this morning; if I shall be able, like
Samson, to turn at least some little foxes
loose into the standing corn of your cor.eeit
and set your heart in 2 blaze.

1. The first person I shuall have to deal
with this morning, is the man who has
Fe-uce because he spends his Jife in & ceave-
ess round of gaiety and frivolity. You have
scarcely come from one place of amusement
before you enter another.  You uiewnlways
planning soine excursion, and dividivg the
day between one entertainment and un-
other. Yetknow that you are never bappy
except you are in what you call gay society,
where the frivolous conversation will pre-
vent you from hearing the voice of your
conscience. In the morning you will be
aslcep while God's sun is shining, but at
night you will be spencing precious timein
scme piace of foolish, if not lascivious mirth.
Like Saul, the deserted king, you have an
unquiet spirit and therefore you call for
music, and it hath its charms, doubtless,
charms not, only to soothe the stubborn
breast, but to still a stubtorn conscience for
-awhile, but whileits notes are carrying you
upwaras towards heaven, in some grand
composition of a master author, I beseech
you never to forget that your sins are carry-

you down to hell. If the harp should
fail you, then you call for N: sb;i)’s feast,

shall be drunken with wine, until yoF
souls become as stolid as a stone:

then you wonder that you have peﬂcz
What wonder! Surely any man woul
have peace when his beart has becom®®

| hard as a stone. What weathers shail !

feel? What tempests shall move ihe stV
born bowels of a granite rock? You$
your consciences, and then marvel that b€,
feel not.  Perhaps too, when both wine at
the viol fail you, you will eall for the dap
and the daughter of Herodias shall pleﬁ
Herod, 2ven though Jobu the Baptist’sh rf
should pay its deadly price. Well, well "
you go from one of thesescenes to anothe”
I am at no loss to solve the riddle thatt
should be with you, *Peace, peace, ¥
there is no peace.”
And now &it for your portraits, an

paiut you to life. A company of id{)]”te“a
are gathered together around an h_ld"‘:
image. Thero sits the blood-delight
Moloch. Heis heated hot. The fire bl#
in Lis brazen centre, and a child is abo¥®

be put iuto his arms to be burnt to #° o

a1sil

“The mother aud father are present W

the offspring of their own loins isto 2¢ L.
molated.  The Iittle oneshrieks with fﬂrr‘_’%i,
its little body begins to consume 3.0
desperate heat. Wil not the parents i
the cry of their own flesh, and listen w@ID’
wailings of the fruit of their own bO* o
Al, no, the priests of Moloch \j"] pair
vent the appeal of nature!  Sounding’ g
drums and blewing their trumpets wit b
their might they drown the cries © 15"
peor immolated vietim.  1tis whatJ7 o
doing! Your soul is the victim to b’_’ould
It is being destroyed now ;and if you™ ea
but listen to its cries, if you would ‘,g‘,a(
yourself a little quiet, you might heﬁ“‘
poor soul shrieking: “ O/ do ™ o
stroy me: put not away from me the "Lk
of mercy; damn me not; send ™ g
down to kell” These are shnekﬂle ¢
might penetrate your spirit, and start oo
into wisdom. But no, you beat your "y qv
and sound your trumpets, and yo}l:at the
your dance and your merriment, t ush"d'
noise of your poor soul may be houqill
Ab, sirs! there will bea day when ¥ e,
have to hear your spirit “spesk: .59
your cups are empty, and not 8 m,g; ,
water can be given to your burning 4
—when your music has ceased, v




