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¢“If I wash mysclf with snow water, and make my hands never go clean; yet shalt
thou plunge me in the ditch, and mine own clothes shall abhor me.”’—Job ix. 30, 31.

I FEEL certain that I am sent on a special errand at this time. Before
my mind’s eye I see a soul whose awful reflections are hurrying him to
despair. He refuses counsel, and will not listen to direction, for dread
has made him desperate. I would have a word in the ear of that
worried and wearied one. See ye not the man ? He has battled long
against a dark temptation, but at last he isbeaten. He feels that he can
hold out no longer. He can scarcely take breath; the air grows hot
and stifling around him, as he faces the question—what next ? Accus-
tomed as I am to look down on these crowded aisles and up at these
closely-packed galleries, I feel a strange curiosity as I gaze into the
mass; for I know that there is one man among all of you to whom
I have a private message. I carry despatches from the King of kings
to one who is grievously troubled, and is become as a woman forsaken
and despised. My Lord and Master described himself in parable as
leaving the ninety-and-nine to seek for one lost sheep: I must now
copy his example. You will not grudge me for this service, I am sure.
I quit the throng that I may find the bewildered one, and bring him
safe and sound to the fold.

Turning to my text, let me say, that as one is startled by a shriek,
or saddened by a groan, so these sharp utterances of Job astonish us
at first, and then awake our pity. How much are we troubled with
brotherly compassion as we read the words,—“If I wash myself with
snow water, and make my hands never so clean ; yet shalt thou plunge
me in the ditch, and mine own clothes shall abhor me”! The sense of
misery couched in this passage baffles description. Yet this is but one
of & series, in which sentence after sentence reveals a fresh chamber of
horrors. The similitudes of grief are here piled up in heaps, with what
an old author has spoken of as the “rhetoric of sorrow.” Physical
sufferings had produced a strain on Job’s mind, and he sought relief
by expressing his anguish. Like some solitary prisoner in the gloomy
keep of an old castle, he graves on the walls pictures of the abject
despolgdencies which haunt him. His afflictions are aggravated by
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vain efforts to alleviate them : he wounds his hand with the rough
hammer and nail with which he is engraving his griefs. Of such
tortures many of us have had a taste.

_ From my experience, a8 a patient myself, smitten down with soul-
sickness ; and from my observation as a pastor, into whose ears the
woes of awakened sinners are constantly poured, I have somewhat
learned to understand the imagery of Job. The sufferer is in double
straits. While he is tossed about by Satan, his friends are discharging
their arrows at him, and the Almighty troubleth him. To help such a
sufferer we must be careful to distinguish between the causes of his
sorrow, and divide between his affliction itself and the further sorrows
}vhich he has brought upon himself by his unwise efforts to escape
rom it.

Such, then, is the line of thought we will pursue. I shall make four
divisions ; three of them are to be found in the text, and the fourth
will follow on, as an important consequence. First, we shall notice
that @ quickened soul becomes conscious of guilt ; secondly, the soul that
18 quickened makes ineffectual attempts to rid itself of the stain of guiit;
thirdly, to deter his people from self-righteousness it pleases God to
plunge deeper into the mire those who attempt lo cleanse themselves; the
fourth point is, that only by severe training are men led to look alone fo
God for salvation,—it needs omnipotence to teach us that salvatioz is of
the Lord.

I. At the outset, then, we observe that QUICKENED SOULS ARE CON-
SCIOUS OF GUILT. They see it; they know it ; they feel it; and they
blush to find that they are without excuse for it. All men are sinners:
to most men, however, sin appears to be a fashion of the times, a neces-
sity of nature, a folly of youth, or an infirmity of age, which a slight
apology will suffice to remove. ~ You will scarcely meet with an English-
man who will not acknowledge that he is a sinner. Is it not the
General Confession stereotyped in the book of Common Prayer? But
it is one thing to call yourself a sinner, and quite another thing to feel
it. I have heard of a lady who owned to her minister that she was a
great sinner. He questioned her kindly as to which of the ten com-
mands she had broken. Beginning with the first, he asked her, “ Did
you ever break this?” to which enquiry she indignantly answered,
“No.” In like manner he dealt with the second, and right through
the whole ten. She professed in detail to have observed each one, and
yet pretended to confess that she had broken them all. By such
equivocations multitudes of men and women deceive themselves; and
it, is unhappily the custom of many a preacher to address his congrega-
tion as if they were all good people, and every one of them knew the
Lord, from the least even to the greatest. This is pleasing to the
flesh, and flattering to pride; but it is most pernicious. How many
are being deceived by this want of marking a difference where a vital
difference exists !

Not till men are quickened by divine grace do they truly.know that
they are sinners. How is this? Some diseases are so insidious that
the sufferers fancy that they are getting better, while in very trath they
are hastening to the grave. After such manner does sin deceive the
gons of men: they thiok they are saved when they are still unrenewed.
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ITow often have I seen a poor girl, whose pale face, sunken eyes,
shadowy hand, and languid step have clearly betokened that she was
on the brink of death, yet she mistook the flush of consumption for the
ruddiness of health. Slowly she waned; but within a day of her de-
parture she planned cheerful projects which proved that she looked for
life. Consumption is not, however, so deceitful as sin. Where it has
full power over the soul, *the heart is deceitful above all things, 'and
desperately wicked ; who can know it ?” If sin were not so deceitful
it would not be half so destructive as it is.

How is this, you ask again? Few give themselves the trouble
to think about these matters at all. Ours is an age in which men’s
thoughts are keen upon politics and merchandize, practical science
and economic inventions, financial schemes, and Home Rule, and
I know not what beside; but sound doctrine and sincere piety ave
out of vogue. Few people trouble themselves to think about their souls’
everlasting welfare. Men die at the same rate as of yore, but the mor-
tality is reckoned by a percentage ; and as for the life hereafter it is
ignored. TFriend, have you ever dedicated ten minutes of your time
to a consideration of your destiny? Days to your ledger; hours to
your amusements ; years to your commercial engagements; would it
not be wise to reserve some moments for your soul’s outlook beyond
the grave? You have made your last will and testament for the world
that is fading away, but you have laid up no treasure for the world to
come. Isthis consistent with your usual prudence ? I should have
good hope for some of you if I could make you sit for one hour alone,
and think of nothing but your souls, your God, and the final judgment.
Alas! alas!asthe horse rusheth to the battle, so men rush to the heated
competition of the hour. They cannot be persuaded to consider. Poor
mortals! They concern themselves about everything that does not
concern them, but they persistently neglect everything that is needful to
their eternal well-being,

How is this? we enquire once more. To natural ignorance we may
attribute much of the ordinary indifference of men to their own sinful-
ness.. They live in a benighted age. In vain you boast the en-
lightenment of this ninetcenth century: the nineteenth century is not
one whit more enlightened as to the depravity of human nature than
the first century. Men are as ignorant of the plague of their own
hearts to-day as they were when Paul addressed them. I know that
almost every man you meet with talks as if he were qualified to set up
for a doctor of divinity; but is mot this the confidence of ignorance ?
* Vain man would be wise”—or read it, if you please, *vain man is
void of understanding—though man be born like a wild ass’s colt.”
Until God the Holy Ghost takes him in hand no spiritual light enters
the man’s soul. Preaching is an effective means of instructing the
mind, arousing the conscience, and impressing the hearts of the people;
aud faithful preachers are scattered up and down the country within
measurable reach of most of your homes. Why, then, is the doctrine
of human sinfulness so little understood, and so seldom accepted as an
undeniable fact? Many persons seem startled, and try to think that
they misunderstand us ‘when we say plainly that in the very best man
in the world there is no virtue or grace that can be pleasing to God,
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unless he has been made a new creature in Christ Jesus. Tet me put
the truth before you as plainly as I can by speaking of your body in
order to describe your soul. You probably imagine that your physical
constitution is sound and healthy. I grant you all you ask on that
score ; yet you are but flesh and blood, like the rest of our mortal race,
and therefore you are exposed to every disease which waylays your
fellow creatures. Even so, your deceitful heart is capable of as desperate
crimes as the vilest of sinners ever committed. The evil propensity
lurks within, it needs only the contagion of society, or the temptation
of Satan to bring it out. Does not this alarm you? It ought to do
80.
Hardly a glimmer of the humbling truth of our natural depravity
dawns on the dull apprehension of the worldly-wise, though souls taught
from above know it and are appalled byit. In divers ways the discovery
comes to those whom the Lord ordains to save. Sometimes a preacher
sent of God lets in the dreadful light. Many men, like the false
prophet Mokanna, hide their deformity. You may remember the story.
Mokanna wore a silver veil upon his forehead: should he ever remove
it the brightness of his countenance would blind the astonished world.
In truth a foul disease had cankered his brow. God’s faithful servants
are sent to tear off these veils, and expose men to themselves. This
duty demands courage. Men veil black villany with self-frattery ! Like
Jezebel, they paint their eyebrows, and tire their heads, till they think
themselves beautiful. It is ours, like Jehu, to cry, “ Throw her down.”
What have they to do with peace who are the servants of sin? How
dare they pretend to comeliness whose hearts are not right with God?
How comes it to pass, then, that the best of saints on earth are prone
to account themselves the chief of sinners? Their sincerity is un-
questionable. This discovery is due to the Holy Spirit. He 1t is who
convinces men of sin. By his mysterious but most blessed agency on
the hearts of men, a sense of utter ruin is wrought in the chosen, and
this prepares them to accept the full redemption provided by the sacri-
fice of the Redeemer. We cannot explain to you the mystery of the
Spirit’s operation. *The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest
the sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, and whither it
goeth : so is every one that is born of the Spirit.” But this we do
know—the Holy Spirit withers all merely human hope and righteons-
ness, and thus makes room for trust in the work of our Lord Jesus.
Man by nature is blindly proud, and proudly blind. The moment the
Spirit of God comes into a man, the scales fall from his eyes, and he
sees himself in quite a different light. To each saved soul it seems a
strange miracle. I have heard the story from simple lips full many a
time. The new self talks of the old self with a kind of vacant wonder-
ment. Yesterday our friend was on good terms with himself as a vir-
tuous citizen, an honest trader, a sound churchman ; in moral worth all
tiat his neighbours could wish. To-day he is vile in his own sight :
his hands are filthy, his heart is foul, his thoughts are loathsome. He
perceives that he has been walking in a vain show, and therefore he
writes himself down a hypocrite. No name too base by which to sur-

nume himself. . .
Have I found you out, my friend? Wandering among the motley
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throng, I am in quest of a soul that seeks the mercy of the Lord, Am
I not upon your track ? )

Mayhap I am at this moment addressing a person who has been the
subject of a mysterious gloom for which he sees no reason whatever. I
am right happy to have found him, for I trust I have met with a recruit
for the army of truth. But why, you may enquire, do I make such a
remark? I will tell you in a moment. There is a vital connection
between soul-distress and sound doctrine. Sovereign grace is dear
to those who have groaned deeply because they see what grievous
sinners they are. Witness Joseph Hart and John {Newton, whose
hymns you have often sung, or David Brainerd and Jonathan Edwards,
whose biographies many of you have read. You seldom hear much
of God's everlasting covenant in these modern times, for few men feel
that thorough conviction of sin which comes directly from the teach-
ing of the Holy Spirit. In the economy of redemption the effectual
operation of the Spirit in enlightening the heart concerning its own sin-
fulness is sure evidence of the Father’s personal love to his chosen
people, and of the special atonement that the Son of God made for
their transgressions.

“Ne'er had ye felt the guilt of sin,
Or sweets of pardoning love,
Unless your worthless names had been
Enrolled to life above.”

You may walk through a dark cellar without discerning by the cye
that anything noisome is there concealed. Let the shutters be
thrown open ! Bid the light of day stream in! You soon perceive frogs
upon the cold clammy pavement, filthy cobwebs hanging on the walls
in long festoons, foul vermin creeping about everywhere. Startled,
alarmed, horrified, who would not wish to flee away, and find a
liealthier atmosphere ? The rays of the sun are, however, but a faint
image of that light divine shed by the Holy Spirit, which penetrates the
thickest shades of human folly and infatuation, and exposes the treachery
of the inmost heart. Then the soul cries out in agony, 0 wretched
man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this death?”
When brought to feel this, we think our doom is sealed, and everlasting
destruction is close upon us. But it is not so. This 45 the way of
hope.  Through death to life every saved soul must pass. Ask us
not to paint the semsations; nor blame us if we usually describe
that experience which is most distinct. Sharp conviction, fainting
heart, struggling hope, fear that haunts, terror that appals,—an awful
fight of fiercely strange emotions ! This is the extreme measure of the
life-change. In milder form, with one decisive pang the true heart is
born again. The Slough of Despond lies across every pilgrim’s pathway.
The years or hours it takes to wade through it must be left an open
question. Sudden death is an occasional fact, but more frequently the
saints are peacefully welcomed to the realms above; so in the church
o earth, sudden conversions happen, but as a rule men pass gradually
into the kingdom of God. Between the sensual and the spiritual there
is a great gulf, and it must be passed. Of the wind or weather in which
you make the passage it is not for me to speak: the voyage may be






