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“ And they said, Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved, and thy house.’—
Acts xvi. 31,

You will remember that when the children of Israel were settled in Canaan, God
ordained that they should set apart certain citics to be called the Cities of Refuge,
that to these the man-slayer might flee for security. If he killed another un-
awares, and had no malice aforethought, he might flee at once to the City ot
Refuge; and it he could enter its gates before the avenger of blood should over-
take himm, he would be secure. We are told by the rabbis that once in the year,
or oftener, the magistrates of the district were accustomed to survey the high roads
which led to these cities: they carefully gathered up all the stones, and took the
greatest possible precautions that there should be no stumbling-blocks in the way
which might cause the poor fugitive to fall, or might by any means impede him in
his hasty course., We hear, moreover, and we believe the tradition to be grounded
in tact, that all along the road there were hand-posts with the word ¢ Refuge ”
written very legibly upon them; so that when the fugitive came to a cross-road, he
might not need to question for a single moment which was the way of escape; but
seeing the well-known word * Refuge,”” he kept on his breathless and headlong
course until he had entered the suburb of the City of Refuge, and he was then at
ouce completely safe,

Now, my brothers and sisters, God has prepared for the sons of men a City or
Refuge, and the way to it is by Fairm 1N CHrisT JEsus. It is needful, however,
that very often the ministers of Christ should survey this road, lest there should
be any stumbling-blocks in the path of the poor sinner. I proposethis morning to go
along it, and, by God’s grace, to remove any impediment which Satan may have laid
upon the path; and may God so help me, that this survey may be of spiritual
benefit to all your souls, that any of you who have been made to stumble in the
path of faith may now pluck up courage, and run joyfully forward, hoping yet to
escape from the fierce avenger of your sins.

Well may the minister be careful to keep the road of faith clear for the secking
sinner; for surely the sinner hath a heavy heart to carry, and we ought to make
the road as clear and as smooth as we can. We should make straight paths for the
feet of these poor benighted souls. It should be our endeavour to cast loads
of promises into every slough that runs across the path, that so it may be a king’s
highway, and may be safe and easy for travelling for those weary feet that have
to carry such a heavy heart. DBesides, we must remember that the sinner will
make stumbling-blocks enough for himself, even with our greatest and most
scrupulous care to remove any others that may naturally lie in his way. For this is
one of the sad follies of the poor desponding soul-—that it spoils its own road. You
have sometimes seen, perhaps, the newly-imvented engine 1n the streets, the loco-
motive that lays down its own pathway and then picks it up again. Now, the
sinner is the very reverse of that; he spoils his own road before himself, and then
carries behind him all the mire and dirt of his own mishaps. Poor soul! he flings

No. 293. Penny Pulpit, No. 3,230.



THE KINGS HIGHWAY OPENLD AND CLEARED.

stones before himsg»lf‘, cuts out valleys, and casts un mountains in his own pathway.
Well may the ministers, then, be careful to keep this road clear. And, let me add,
there is another weighty reason. Behind him comes the furious avenger of blood.
Oh, how swift is he! There is Moses armed with all the wrath of Goa, and Death
following hard after him—a ‘mounted rider upon his pale horse; and after Death
there cometh Hell with all the powers and legions of Satan, all athirst for blood
and swift to slay. Make straight the road, oh ministers of Christ, level the moun-
tains, fill up the valleys; for this is a desperate flight, this flight of the sinner from
%1; .fetrocmus enemies towards the one City of Refuge—the atonement of Jesus
rist.

I have thus given the reasons why I am compelled in spirit to make this survey
this morning. Come, O Spirit, the Comforter, and help us now, that every stone
may be cast out of the high road to heaven.

The road to heaven, my brethren, is BY Faira 1x Carist Jesus. It is not by
well-doing that you can be saved, though it is by ill-doing that you will be
damned if you put not trust in Christ. Nothing that you can do can save you.
Albeit that after you are saved it will be your delightful privilege to walk in the
ways of God and to keep his commandments, yet all your own attempts to keep
the commandments previous to faith, will but sink you deeper into the mire, and
will by no means contribute to your salvation. The one road to heaven is BY
FAITH IN CarIsT. Or to mnake it plainer still, as the countryman said, there are
but two steps to heaven—out of self into Christ; and, then, out of Christ into
heaven, Faithissimply explained as trusting in Christ. 1 find that Christ commands
me to believe in hin, or to trust him. I feel that there isnoreason in myself why I
should be allowed to trust him. But he commands me to do so. Therefore,
altogether apart from my character or from any preparation that I feel in myself,
I obey the command, and sink or swim, I trust Christ. Now, that is faith:—when
with the eye shut as to all evidence of hope in ourselves, we take a leap in the dark
right into the arms of an Omnipotent Redeemer. Faith is sometimes spoken of in
Scripture as being a leaning upon Christ; a casting of one’s self upon him; or, as
the old Puritans used to put it, (using a somewhat hard word) it is recumbency
on Christ—the leaning of the whole weight upon his cross; ceasing tostand by the
strength of one’s own power, and resting wholly upon the rock of ages. The
leaving of the soul in the hands of Jesus is the very essence of faith, Faith is re-
ceiving Christ into our emptiness, There is Christ like the condnit in the market-
place. As the water flows from the pipes, so does grace continually flow from him.
By faith I bring my empty pitcher and hold it where the water flows, and receive of
1ts fulness, grace for grace. It is not the beauty of my pitcher, it is not even its
cleanness that quenches my thirst: it is simply holding ‘that pitcher to the place
where water flows. Even so I am but the vessel, and my faith is the hand which
presents the empty vessel to the flowing stream. It is the grace, and not the
qualification of the receiver, which saves the soul. And though I hold that pitcher
with a trembling hand, and much of that which I seek may be lost through my
weakness, yet if the soul be but held to the fountain, and so much as a single drop
trickle into it, my soul is saved. Faith is receiving Christ with the understar}ﬂlng,
and with the will, submitting everything to him, taking him to be my all in all,
and agreeing to be henceforth nothing at all, Faith is ceasing {rom the creature
and coming to the Creator. It is looking out of self to Christ, turning the eye
entirely from any good thing that is here within me, and looking for every blessing
to those open veins, to that poor bleeding heart, to that thorn-crowned head of him
whom God hath set forth “to be the propitiation for our sins, and not for our sins
only, but for the sins of the whole world.” o

Well, having thus described the way, I now come to my real business of re-

moving these stones. | N
1. A very common impediment in the pathway of the soul that is desiring to be

saved, is the recollection of its past life. “Oh,” saith the sinner, *I dare not trust
Christ, be(ause my past sins have been of an unusually black dye. 1 have been
no common sinner, but I have been one singled out from the herd, a very monster
in sin. I have taken the highest degree in the devil’s college, and have become
a master of Belial. I have learned to sit in the seat of the scornf‘ul,'al}d lla\{e
taught others to rebel against God.” Ah, soul, I know very well what this 1mped1-
ment is, for once it laid in my way, and very sorely did it trouble me. Before 1
thought upon my soul’s salvation, I dreamed that my sins were very few. All én);
sins were dead as I imagined, and buried in the graveyard of forgetfulness, bu
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