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““ The wicked shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that forget God.”—Psalm ix, 17.

Many of God’s ministers have been accused of taking pleasure in preaching upon this
terrible subject of ¢“the wrath to come,” We were, indeed, strange beings 1f so doleful
a subject could afford us any comfort. I should count myself to be infinitely less than
a man, if it did not cause me more pain in delivering myself of the iinpending sentence
of condemnation, than it can possibly cause my hearers in the listening to it.  God'’s
ministers, T can assure you, if they feel it to be often their solemn duty, fecl 1t always
to be a heavy burden to speak of the terrors of the law. To preach Christis our
delicht ; to uplift his Cross is the joy of ourheart; our Master is our witness, we love
to blow tbe silver trumpet, and we have blown it with all our might. But knowing
the terror of the Lord, these solemn things lie upon our conscience, and while it 1s hard
to preach of them, it were harder still to bear the doom which must rest upon the silent
minister ; the unfaithful watchman, who did not warn the sinner, and who must,
therefore, eternally bear the sinner’s blood upon his head, because he warned him not.
Think not this morning that I am about to expatiate upon the terrors of the world to
come. I shall not do so. I shall but open the subject by making one or two remarks
which may, in some measure, shield us from the enmity of those who accuse us of
harshness of spirit when we lay bare these predicted woes. You must confess, my
dear hearers, that Jesus Christ was the most tender-hearted of men ; never was there
one of so sympathetic a disposition ; but not all the prophets put together—though
some of them be stern as Elijah, though many of them seemed commissioned ex-
pressly to dwell upon terrible things in righteousness—not all of them put together
can equal in thunder-shocks the sound of that still voice of him, who albeit he did not
cry nor lift up his voice in the streets, spoke more of hell and the wrath to come than
any that preceded him. The loving lips of Jesus have furnished us with the greatest
revelations of God’s vengeance against iniquity. None ever spake with such terrible
emphasis, no preacher ever used figures of such glaring horror, as did Jesus Christ the
Son of Man, the friend of publicans and sinners. Let me remind you, that the wrath
of God and the judument of the day of the Lord cannot be a trifling matter. How
emphatically are we told in Scripture, that it is ¢ a fearful thing to fall into the hands of
the living God.” Upon such a subject we cannot afford to trifle. Besides, the mystery
of Calvary indicates to us that sin must deserve at God’s hand a terrible penalty. Did
Jesus suffer so bitterly to save men, and will not the unsaved endure bitterness indeed ¢
Must the eternal and holy Son of God, upon whom sin was only an imputed thing—
must he bleed, and die, and offer up his life, with his soul exceedingly heavy even unto
death—and is the world to come a thing about which men can afford to sport or idly
dream ? Foreshadows have fallen on our path, from which we dismally recoil. Ye
know that sin, even in this world, is a tormentor of unequalled cruelty. How
miserable are some men when they are chased by conscience, when the furies of sin
have been let loose upon them even in this world! Some of you may know, if you are
not given up to hardness of heart, what it is to be conscious of guilt, and to be hunted
about in every place, whether you sleep or whether you wake, with a consciousness of
your trangression. Many a man has hurried himself to a premature grave, has sought
to end his misery by the knife or by the halter, not because he was enduring hell, but
only of the present penalty of sin. What, then, must be ‘‘ the wrath to come ! ”
Again, I say, it cannot be a theme at which any but fools would presume to jest,
nor can it be such that we can any of us afford to be regardless of its trumpet-tongued
warning. That drcad sentence in our text ought to ring like a death knell in your ears,
if ye be among the wicked, *The wicked shall be cast into hell”—the drunkard, the
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swearer, the fornicator, and such like, shall receive their well-deserved portion in the
bottomless pit. God will not treat them with leniency ; he will not wink at their
follies ; he will not pass over their sins, as though they were but mistakes, or httle
errors ; he will mete out condign punishment for such serious offences. But observe the
companions of the wicked, those who are to be the sharers with these profane ones in
their eternal punishment. They are such as forget God.. If I mistake not, 1 am address-
ing a very large number of those who forget God. It may be I have a few here of the
outwardly wicked ; let them hear the text in all its fulness ; but, doubtless, I have many
hundreds who come under the second description—they forget God, Oh, let them feel the
full force of such a text as this ; they must be companions hereafter with those whom they
would not associate with now ; they must have the destiny of men, whom, perhaps,
they now look down upon with contempt ; they must be cast into hell with the
wicked, with those who are infidels in the sight of God, and demoralized among men.

Now, this morning, I shall first endeavour, as God’s servant, to charge this sin upon
the consciences of men ; secondly, to unmask the real reasons for this forgetfulness of
God ; thirdly, to refute such excuses as any heart may make ; and then, come lovingly

-and, earnestly to persuade you to repentance of thes sin. *

I. First, let me CHARGE TIIS SIN UPON YOU. |

T wish not now to preach to you in the mass, but to each man as an individual.
You can each judge in your own conscience how far what I say is applicable to you.
If the fear of God and the love ‘of Jesus be in your hearts, these accusations belong
not to you ; occupy yourself with earnestly praying that the Word may go where
the reproof is needed ; that the arrow may reach its mark. Ye who have faith in
Christ, lift up your souls and pray, “O Lord, send home thy arrow in the heart
that is forgetful of thee.”

Sinner! I charge thee with forgetting God, for sure I am, thou forgettest his
infinite majesty. Dost thou know what it is to be overawed with a sense of the
glory of God? Hast thou ever thought of him, before whom the angels veil
their faces with their wings, and solemnly cry, ‘Holy, holy, Lord God of hosts.’
Why, you know very well, that the glory of God is to you as much a mere matter of
speculation, as the glory of some great eastern prince. As you are never affected with
the splendour of the Persian Court, so are you just as little subdued and overawed by
the splendour of the King of heaven. Do you not walk about this world as though
God had no throne, or as if the throne of the universe were entirely vacant. To Him
you give no songs ; before Him you offer no prayers ; to Him you have made no confession
of your littleness, and unto Him you have ascribed no songs of praise for his greatness.
You are unconscious of his majesty ; the thought never strikes you ; it never humbles
you, never casts you down. If now and then, when you behold the starry heavens,
you are a little subdued by the power which the mighty works of God will certainly
have upon your intelléct—if sometimes in the midst of thunder and lightning your
spirit bows before the awful majesty of God ; these are but as fits and starts in the
slumber of your habitual forgetfulness ; this is not your abiding condition of soul, 'tis
but & spasm ; the spirit of your heart is not adoration of his majesty, but forgetfulness

of his glory. . _
Remember, too, oh sinner, that thou hast forgotten God in his mercies. Day after day

thou hast fed at the table of his bounty ; he has supplied thy means of livelihood, and
thou hast lacked nothing; but how seldom hast thou ever thought of thanking him.,
Thou hast ascribed thy wealth to thine own prudence; thy competence to thine own
industry. If thou bast a god at all, that god is thy strong self. Thou thankest thy-
gelf for the clothes that are upon thy back, and for the meat which cheers thy spirit ;
and all this while thou knowest not that the breath in thy nostrils cometh from him ;
‘that without him there were no marrow in thy bones—no power in thy nerves—without
him thou wouldst fall back to thy mother dust, and crumble to the earth which brought
thee forth. Why, thou dost not praise him! Thou hast songs for thy lusts, but none
for thy God. Thou hast praise for thine earthly friends, and thanks for those who help
thee here ; but he is as much forgotten by thee as he is by the beasts that perish.
Thou callest not thy family about thee ; thou sayest not unto thy little ones, ‘‘ Come,
bless thy father’s God.” Thou liftest not holy hands over thy table, thanking God for
every mercy that is thereon ; but thou livest as though these things came to thee

by chance. God is not in all thy thoughts ; and though he draws thy curtain every
night, and sheds light upon thee every day : though it is his earth upon .whlch thou
ich thou must drink-—=yet he

treadest ; his air of which thou breathest ; his water of wh
is as much forgotten by thee as though he were dead, and had ceased to be. _
Consider how constantly thou dost forget his laws. When there is an action
roposed to thee, how seldom dost thou pause and say, «¢Jg this right in the
sight of God ?” Thou art careful of the laws of men, but the laws of God are waste
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paper to thee. Thou wouldst not cheat thy neizhbour ; thou wouldst not rob thy
companion ; but how often will men rob God! Men who are scrupulously honest in
giving to-man his due, and in ‘“‘rendering unto Cwsar the things which are Casar’s,”
give not, “unto God that which is God's. Man is proud and self-willed ; he
loves to be his own master and to have his own way, and he cries, ¢ Liet me break his
bands asunder, and cast away his cords from me.” He finds that the easiest way
to do this, is to ignore the fact that God ever made laws—or that he is the world’a
moral governor-—or that he will reward and punish. So the sinner goeth on in his
iniquity ; God is not in all his thoughts. I charge this home upon many, many of
you now present, Look to your own heart, and see if the accusation be not just.
Surely many of you must plead guilty toit. You forget his majesty, as though he were
not ““ King of kings, and Lord of lords.” You forget his mercies, as though he were
not the giver of every good and perfect gift ; and you forget his laws, as though he had
not a right to your service—as though his service were not freedom, and obedience to
his laws a delight, The wicked forget God.

And oh how often do you forget his presence too! In the midst of a crowd, you
are conscious gveryone of you, of the presence of man, but perhaps this very moment
you are ignoring the fact that God is here. In your shop on the morrow how carefully
you will take heed that your conduct is circumspect if the eye of your fellow-man be
observant of you. But before the presence of God, with the Kternal eye upon you,
you can presume to practice the paltry tricks of trade, or to do that which you would
not have revealed to mortals for all the world ; careful to shut-to the door, and
draw the curtain, and hide yourselves in secret from men ; strangely forgetting that
when the curtain is drawn and the door is shut, God is there still. No walls can
shut him out,; no darkness can conceal the deed from his eye; he is everywhere and
secth us in all things. Why, my hearers, we are all guilty in this respect in a measure ;
we forget the actual presence and the overlooking eye of God. We talk as we dare
not talk if we were thinking that he heard us. We act as we would not act if we were
conscious that God was there. We indulge in thoughts which we should cast out if
we could but bear in perpetual remembrance the abiding presence of God, the Judge
of the whole earth. Forgetting God is so common a sin, that the believer himself needs
to repent of it, and ask to have it forgiven, while the unbeliever may solemnly confess
this to be his crying sin, a piece of guilt in respect to which he dare not profess
innocence—God is not in all, peradventnre not in any of your thoughts.

And, O sinner ! how forgetful thou hast been of God's justice/ How seldom dost
thou set before thine eyes—

‘““ The pomp of that tremendous day, when he with clouds shall come.”

Thou sinnest as though sin were a thing of to-day, and would not be thought of to-
morrow. Thou goest to thy follies and thy pleasures as though God had no book of
remembrance in which to write down thy sins, and no tabletsof brass on which to
engrave, as with an iron pen, all thy iniquities, Why, if sin were but a mistake ; if
iniquity never could be punished ; if hell had resolved itself into a few dying embers,
if the throne of God were shaken ; if the balances were dashed from his hand ; if his
sword had grown blunt, men could not be more callous, or more careless than they
now are. What is it but forgetfulness of God who has sworn that he will by no
means clear the guilty ; what is it but obliviousness of the fact that God avengeth and
that he will surely give to every transgression its just recompense of reward—what is
it but this that leads men to sin with both hands greedily, and to go on in their
iniquities as quietly and as’peaceably as though they were serving God with all their
hearts, and hoping to stand before him accepted in their own righteousness?! If a
heathen were to come and walk among us would he ever suspect us of having a God
et all? In the old days of the Spaniards, when the Spaniards had invaded Mexico, a
large number of Indians had fled to Cuba for shelter. One of them, the chief of the
tribe, gathering together his companions, assured them that the Spaniards’ god was gold,
and having a chest of it, he thought that it would be best for them to propitiate the
Spaniards’ god that they might be no more subject to the Spaniards’ cruelty ; they
accordingly offered sacrifice before this box of gold, and danced around it till they had
wearied themselves, and then fearing the presence of so great a god in their midst, they
cast 1t into the depths of the sea, that it might not in future disturb them even if they
had made a mistake in their prayers. Sensible heathens those! very sensible heathens
indeed ! for surely, if they should walk through London among many men, they might
make the same mistake, and it would be very Little of a mistake either, it were as near
the truth as possible. Their wealth, their substance, their worldly business, as
1t were painted on their retina—always before their eyes, but the God to whom
they build their temples, being behind their backs, utterly and entirely forgotten !
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