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‘1‘ Alll()thy works shall praise thee, O Lorp; and thy saints shall bless thee.”—Psalm
cxlv. .

Do not throw yourselves back in your seats, and say, “ This will be a
sermon for saints, and therefore we may be excused from attending to
it.” Do you not see that the first clause gives you a fair word and a
kindly hint? ¢ All thy works shall praise thee, O Jehovah.,” Through
this you may enter, as by an open door, for if you are not Jehovah’s
saints you are his works, and are bound to praise his name. In these
days of harvest and full summer-tide, every created thing appears to
praise God by its very existence. Insect and fern, pebble and rippling
brook, star and cloud, wind and dew,—all reflect the wisdom and
goodness of the Most High. Many a man’s works are no credit to
him, and even in cases wherein men have wrought well, and produced
much which is to their honour, yet certain of their works are not to
their credit, but deserve to be plunged in darkness. It is never so
with a single work of the Eternal; all his works are perfect. He
puts no bad work into them, he uses no base material, he never makes
up with paint and varnish for grievous deficiencies. Set all his works
in the sunlight, ay, put them all under the strongest magnifier, and
they tell no tale against him, but they all publish him as the best of
workers, the grandest of thinkers, the most complete of designers, You
may range high heaven, or descend into the depths of the sea, or dig
into the darkest mines; but you will come upon nothing which can find
fault with him. You may break God’s works in pieces, and examine
them in minute detail; you may pass them through the fire again and
again: bus tested as they may be, they bear but one witness,—

¢ The hand that made us is divine,”

and that divine hand is excellent in knowledge and power.

All God’s works also praise him by a sort of intent, they make praise
his glory asof set purpose. We are speaking of the ihanimate creation
—we say inanimate, but in this matter they seem to be all alive to the

glory of the Lord. The worlds that roll through space, and the motes
No. 1,796.
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that dance in the sunshine, the firebolt that levels the tower, and the
snow-flakes that dance in his wintry courts, the yeast of the foaming sea,
the pollen of the ripening flower, and the cleavage of the crystal, all vie
with one another in proclaiming the greatness of the wisdom and the
goodness of the Lord. Not alone are the heavens telling the glory of
God, and the firmament showing his handiwork, but the earth and the
air, the sea and all deep places, the hill-side and the cottage garden, are
all emulating each other in the blessed work of praising Jehovah. How
often at sunset hath it seemed to us as if God held his court far away in
the west, amid the bright and burning clouds, and there the seraphs
bowed as visibly as before the throne above! Looking across the sea,
when the sun has just beenrising in the morning, we have seen the gates
of heaven opened, and the skirts of the Lord’s robes have been as visible
to us as once they were to Moses. At hush of midnight, when ten
thousand stars are adoring, earth’s stillness proves her to be a profound
worshipper. There are a thousand times when nature keeps her special
Sabbaths, and in God’s temple doth every one speak of his glory.

Arouse thee, then, my friend! Thou art a creature, if nota new creature
in Christ Jesus. Adore thy Benefactor if thou dost not know thy Saviour.
The known may be a step to the unknown. In joining God’s works in
his praise, thou mayest be led to join with himself. Thou hast never
fully and properly attended to this first call; thou canst not, therefore,
complain if thou findest thyself too feeble for the second. Hast thou
nothing for which to praise the Lord ? Is not thy body a specimen of
his handiwork? Are not the organs of nutrition, and the supplies
which are given to them, proofs of his goodness? Thy deliverance
from fever, and a hundred other deaths, is something worthy of a song.
All thy domestic hopes, and joys, and longings, though they reach not
to eternal things, and are but draughts from the nether springs, yet do
they come from the same hand as the higher boons; and they may lead
thee home, for the prodigal, who came back to his father, was sweetly
tempted thither by the remembrance of the bread in his father’s house,
of which there was enough and to spare.

Yet I confess that there is in the text much that is special for a chosen
people; it speaksto those who dwell within the inner circle, who by
position, character, and privilege are elevated to the highest form of
service. Praise is high as heaven, and lasting as eternity, and yet there
is something that is better, for it is written—* thy saints shall bless thee.”

Everywhere throughout the word of God you see kept up a very clear
and sharp distinction between those that fear God and those that fear
him not,—between the two seeds, the seed of the serpent and the seed of
the woman,—between those that are living in sin, and those that have
been delivered from it, and so are made saints unto God. Two peoples
there are, and ever will be while the present dispensation lasts, and the
difference between them is great and vital. Kor this reason it must
be difficult, if not impossible, to compose forms of prayer which shall be
suitable for two conditions of men so essentially opposite. There .shopld
be in our public prayers, as there is in the word of God, this distinction
clearly made and manifested. There is a line which divides to-day
between Isracl and Egypt, even as there will be a line of fire, proceeding
from the judgment-seat, which will effectually and finally sever between
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the heirs of God and the heirs of wrath. At the very beginning we
shall have to remind you that the text suggests this. We are all God’s
works. It is he that hath made us, and not we ourselves”; but we
are not all “his people, and the sheep of his pasture.” We have not yet
all been brought within the bonds of the covenant; we have not yet all
been saved in the Lord with an everlasting salvation, and hence we
are not all his saints. Divide yourselves by a scriptural judgment,
“ Examine yourselves, whether ye be in the faith ; prove your own selves.”
Rest in no neutrality. Dream not of communion between Christ and
Belial. “Ye cannot serve God and mammon.” You are either with
God or against him, and the sooner you know your true position the
better. I shall never preach to you as if you were all alike, for I know
you are not. Some of you are in Christ, and others of you are in the
gall of bitterness, and in the bonds of iniquity. I shall not to-night
forget that I have tares as well as wheat before me, and I shall try to
make that distinction appear all through my sermon.

I shall want you carefully to notice three things. The first is, that
God has a people whom he calls his saints : of these we read in the text.
Secondly, these are placed in the first rank ; for while it is said, “ All thy
works shall praise thee, O Lord,” the saints occupy a special position,
and they are spoken of by themselves, and put before all others,—*and
thy saints shall bless thee.” Thirdly, these people render a special homage.
While they join in the praise which comes up from all God’s works, they
stand in an inner circle, and fulfil a peculiar ministry, and therefore
we read “ thy saints shall bless thee.”

L. Come, then, to our work. May the Holy Ghost help us! First,
GOD HAS A PEOPLE WHOM HE CALLS HIS SAINTS. Who are they ? Are
they all dead ? It is supposed so ; for the usage of the Popery around
s 18 to call men saints who have been long in their graves, but living
men are not regarded in that light. I mnotice, even among those who
call themselves Protestants, a great many relics of the old harlot of the
seven hills, and among the rest this nonsense of dead saintship. Some-
body wrote me the other day about his “sainted mother.” What did
he mean ?  Had the Pope canonized her ? Or did she become a saint
by dying? Does death, which came in through sin, bring sainthood
with it? Assuredly not. If men are not saints before death, they
certainly cannot be made saints after death. Do the coffin and the
grave bring you this canonization ? Does corruption in the tomb create
an odour of sanctity? I am sure that it is not so, for it is written,
‘“He that is unjust, let him be unjust still : and he which is filthy, let
him be filthy still : and he that is righteons, let him be righteous still :
and he that is holy, let him be holy still” Where death leaves us
judgment will find us. You cannot make a sinner into a saint by killing
him. He who does not live as a saint here, will never live as a saint
hereafter. When the apostle Paul wrote letters to the churches, he
called the members of them saints. They were living men and women
of whom he thus spake. They were ordinary men and women like our-
selves; poor in rank, greatly deficient in education, and often without
house or home. In some respects they were even inferior to ourselves ;
for their former conversation had been so exceedingly lax that they
1gnorantly tolerated sins which in these days would not be endured for
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a moment. I believe that the church of God at this day, taken as a
whole, is better than the church at Corinth was. For instance, there is
no church that I know of, worthy to be called a church of Christ, that
would tolerate in its membership one who had been guilty of incest.
‘We should be quite sure to deal with such an open and crying crime as
that. We have many faults to-day, and they had a great many faults
then, for the apostle had to write to some churches twice over to warn
them of certain very apparent evils; and yet, for all that, there were
saints in those churches, and Paul was accustomed to address those who
were joined together in any one place as those who were called to be
saints.

Saints, then, are not people who are dead and buried, and are stuck
up in niches for us to admire. There are saints, no doubt, before the
throne of God; and we, too, are saints here below if we are what we
should be, and if we have received that grace which brings with ic de-
liverance from the reigning power of sin, and the indwelling of the
Holy Spirit in the heart.

These saints are to be raet with in our own country. Many persons
have a high esteem for ministers whom they have never seen, who labour
in exceedingly remote districts. Of course these good men and their
churches must be absolutely perfect: a race of saints. Distance lends
enchantment to the view. Ifor my part, I love to believe in the holiness
of those who are round about me, in the sanctity of my fellow-labourers,
and in the fervent devotion of those who hold up my hands, from day to
day, in my work of faith and labour of love. There are as many saints
in England as there are in America. I am not inclined to look to the
Plymouth church, or the Romish church, or the Greek church, or any
other church, for my saints : I find them in the Tabernacle.

“ There my best friends, my kindred dwell,
There God my Saviour reigns.”

It is all very fine to believe in the saintship of the brethren in the Sunder-
bunds, or in Cathay, wherever .those regions may be, but it argues a
great lack of faith in the power of the Holy Ghost if we do not believe
in his sanctifying influence upon the fellowship at home. I look for my
saints among the Christian men and women who are busy all around me
in Sunday-school teaching, sireet-preaching, and other soul-winning
work. It is the pure in heart who see God, and I believe it is the pure
in heart who see the saints of CGtod. If we were more saintly ourselves,
saints would not be half as scarce as they are.

What is it to be a saint? Some people do not want to know, for with
them it is a term of contempt. They say, “ Ob, he is one of your
saints!” They lay the emphasis on the word “ saints,” as if it were
something very disgraceful; or, at least, despicable and hypocritical.
Whenever I have that said to me—and it has happened more than once
—1I take my hat off out of respect to the title. I had rather be a saint
than a Knight of the Garter. Sometimes I have said, “ I wish you
could prove your words”; for surely nobody need be ashamed of being
called a saint unless he is afraid that he cannot maintain the name;
but if you really are saintly, and men apply the title to you in
scorn, wear it upon your sleeve as your honour, and make no attempt
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whatever to conceal the soft impeachment. I suppose that nobody
would, as a general thing, be ashamed to be called a peer of the realm ;
but certainly to be a saint isa far more honourable thing than to be a Duke.
The peerage the Queen can give ; but saintship only God himself can give ;
and if you have that you need never be ashamed of it. I have some-
times heard of the “ Latter Day Saints.” I do not know much about
them, but I greatly prefer the “ Every Day Saints.” Those people who are
saints anywhere and everywhere are truly saints; and he that is not a
saint everywhere is not a saint anywhere, for this is a thing that cannot
be put off and on like our Sunday dress. Holiness must be a part of
ourselves; it must be our nature to be saintly.

Who, then, are saints? Some will tell us that they are persons who
are totally free from sin in thought, and word, and deed; but where
will you find these marvellous beings? I have never met with such.
I have scen a few hare-brained enthusiasts who said that they were
perfect, but you had only to watch them for a single day to discover
their defects; but a man absolutely free from all tendency to sin I have
Dever seen on earth, nor have you: I thought we were all sinners, and
I have not altered the opinion. I should not think he was much of a
saint who did not confess that he was somewhat of a sinner stil. I
should be afraid that he did not know himself, and that his standard of
saintship was not as high as it ought to be. When a man is so good
that he cannot be better, I perceive that in some respects he is so bad
that he could hardly be worse ; for instance, in the matter of pride, he
has gone some few degrees beyond Lucifer himself. When a soul is
thoroughly saturated with the belief that it can be no better, it will be
no better. That holy restlessness which makes a man lament his im-
perfections, and pine after something more Christlike, is part of the
force by which we move upward towards higher degrees of spirituality
and grace. Self-satisfaction is the death of progress, and at the same
time the discovery of falsehood. The very power to become sanctified has
departed from the man who boasts that he is so. A certain great painter
had been accustomed to perform great feats with his brash, but one day,
having finished a picture, he laid down his palette, and said to his
wife, “ My power to paint is gone!” ¢ Oh,” said she, * how is that?
“Well,” he answered, “up to this day I have always been dissatisfied
with my productions ; but the last picture I have painted perfectly satis-
fies me, and therefore I am certain that I shall never be able to paint
anything worth looking at again.” As long asever a man is dissatisfied
with himself, he will be capable of great things; but when he feels that
he has attained, and is perfectly satisfied, depend upon it nothing will come
of him during the rest of his life. He haslost the very faculty of progress.

Oh, brothers, if we know ourselves and our God, every idea of our
being absolutely perfect will make us sick to the death; we know
we are nothing of the sort. Still, we also know that sin has not do-
minjon over us, and that we are holiness unto the Lord ; and in this
we do and will rejoice, and bless the Lord our God.

Taking all that into consideration, we again ask the question, who are
saints ?

Saints, in the first place, are those whom God has set apart for
himself. He chose them to be his own portion from before the founda-






