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¢80 he bringeth them to their desired haven.”’—Psalm ovii. 30.

TAREN stridily, according to its original conmection, the text
plainly and powerfully reminds us, that our providential mercies
ought never to be forgotten ; and more especially those remarkable
mercies, which concern the safety of our life in times of great

peril.

If there are any of you who have been exposed to storms ab
sea, or who have in any other way beem brought near death’s
door, and have then been strikingly rescued, should you not devote
your life to him who has spared and prolonged it? Do you think
1t was without a design that God brought you into the peril, and
is it without a purpose that he has lengthened out your span of
life? Oh! I pray youw, if you have hitherto been ungrateful, let
this tenderness of his in sparing your useless life—(for it has been
useless to him, remember)—excite in you a hundred-fold tenderness ;
a tenderness of repentance for the past, and of holy desire for the
future. In such an assembly as this I have surely some who have
either been restored from a bed of sickness when they were almost
given over, or who have been preserved from accidents om land,
or have had hair-breadth escapes at sea. Oh! praise the Lord
for his goodness, and for his wonderful works toward you, and
ab the foot of the cross of Calvary do you dedicate your few
remaining days to the service of the Preserver of men.

But this evening, whilst remembering these important truths,
we intend to use the text with yet another object. This natural
voyage on the sea may be a very excellent type and picture of the
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spiritual voyage which all men undertake in their soul’s life, and
we should first interpret the text, as it concerns the seeking sinner
on the sea of soul-trouble, brought at length by the gracious Pilot
to his desired haven of peace through believing ; and them we shall
very briefly comstrue the text with referemce to the saint, brought
through all the troubles of life to the desired haven of the New
Jerusalem, where he shall rest for ever free from all future storms
and perils.

First, then, let us look at I. THE SEEKING SINNER AS A BOUL-
VOYAGER. .

Our first thought suggested here is, that with regard to the
sinner, there ¢s a haven. The soul of the man or woman is fi
out at sea, liable to be wrecked, and in such a storm he or she
must be wrecked, for no craft can live it out, unless it makes all
speed for the haven. But there is a haven for storm-tossed, ship-
wrecked souls, there iy a harbour of refuge for tempest-driven
sinners. That haven is Christ Jesus, received by faith into the
soul. I compare him to a haven, because of, the peace which those
enjoy who once shelter in him. It is wild, and black, and fierce
out there sinner! where you are: but there is peace, “the peace’
of God that passeth all understanding,” where the true believer
is. It is not because his ship is different from yours. If he were
where you are, ad once he was, he would still be in the same i
and suffer the same damage av yow. But he is now “in Christ”
and you are not; he has changed the hurricane for the haven,
the danger for the calm comnfidence of safety. Oh! if you only
knew the peace which faith brings, you would not be long before you
cried unto God in your trouble and he also bring you to his dear
Son and Saviour, Jesus Christ.

I call him a haven too, because of the safety that there is t.
every soul that s in him.  Ships are wrecked and broken
to pieces oubt there, om the shoal, on the quicksand, or om
the iron-bound coast, but they escape wreck in the haven.
There let the storm-king rage his worst and angriest abroad;
they are in perfect peace. Sometimes, not a ripple disturbs
the vessel that is in the harbour. My hearer, you are in
great danger to-night; you may soon be in hell, and even now
the wrath of God abideth on you, for you are “without God”
and consequently “ without hope in the world.” But the Christian
is in no such danger. Sim, which is the source of all soul-danger, has
been fully forgivem him. He will not need even to fear death,
for to him death is but the gate of life. He need have no fears
of temporal trouble, for he has left his burdens with the great
Burden-bearer, and may cast all his care on him who careth for
him. He has a peace which is founded upon immutable truth.
Tt is mot a false peace which expects thab there will never come a
storm, bub a true solid peace which knows that though the storm
will come, he needs not to dread it because his vessel 18 safe in the
haven,

T call Christ a haven, again, because when we get tnto hm, we
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do very much what ships do in the haven, we begin unloading.
Oh! what a cargo of black siny had we! Oh! what a store of
griefs, and fears, follies, and doubts! But when we come to
Jesus Christ we unload them all. We cast overboard even what
we omee thought precious, counting it but dross and dung that we
may win Christ and be found in him. What a blessed riddance
to be free of such foul rubbish as once threatened to founder our
souls| Says the hymmn—

“I lay my sins on Jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God ;
Hae bears them all and frees us,
From the accursed load.”

That is what faith is helped to do. It casts all ite sins and doubts
and fears and cares upon Jesus Christ, the great sin-bearer, and
so 18 made free.

I call him a haven, too, because when a ship gets to the haven,
4t begins to load agarn. The haven is as frequemtly the starting-
place for a new voyage, as the goal of the previous ome. And
emphatically is that so in our soul's experience.

What fine store does the trustful soul take om board when it
comes to Jesus Christ! Of joy, of love, privilege, holiness, delight
and fellowship; for we have inexhaustible riches of grace and
blessing in him. When we come to him, these unbounded treasures
are all ours. God all-sufficient is revealed to us in the person of
the man Christ Jesus. Like the havem of Araby, where the
ships take om board their gold and their perfume, so the soul
receives ite most precious and priceless gifts from: the all-bountiful
Redeemer Lord. Oh! you who are still out on the restless, wild
sea of sin and dissatisfaction, of storm and dread, will you not
long to reach the haven that you may be peaceful and safe, happy
and secure because you lose your sing, and in their stead may
receive of his fulness grace for gracet

Mariner! methinks I hear thee say, “L would fain come to the
port, but what about: it, sir? What are the dues there?’ Sinmer,
1t is a free port; there is nought to pay. Of all the keels thab
ever floated into that haven there was never one that had anything
to bring that was worth receiving. There has been much taken
oub, but nought has been brought in that was worth the acceptance.
Christ will charge thee no custom’s dues; so run for the port, for
it is freely open to every sinner that desires to cast anchor there.
There ts room for thee, too. There are many vessels; there iz a
great fleet, a blessedly peaceful fleeb, within, bubt there is room
for thee. Do you tell me that there was once a bar before the
harbour? Yes, but it has been blasted clean away, and is now
abtogether removed. There is sea-room for the heaviesh craft.
Though thy sins be as scarlet they shall be as wool; though they
be red like crimson they shall be whiter than snow. Thou sayest
that thy heavy-laden bark will draw many a foob of mercy’s water.
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Ah! but there’s many a foot here. There is room even though
thy ship is burdened up to the bulwarks. There is no fear of thy
touching the botbom of God’s bottomless grace, wisdom, and love.
There is always room for you to come. Some ports are only open
at certain states of the tide; and so when the tide is out and
low, the bark that miakes for the haven may run upon the rocks,
or the Black Middens somewhere, but of thie there is no fear

for you.

% The blessed gates of gospel grace
Stand open night and day.”

Some souls have run for the haven at the very last, and by his

they have got in; whilst others have run for it, blessed be
God ! while yet quite young. Oh! may it be your happy lot at the
very commencement of life’s voyage, young men and women!
to run for this blessed haven, and find yourselves strong and
secure and sereme.

At any rate, let me say to you, however despairi ma;
be, if God gives you to will to run for this harbo?lxg );ygruu ma.;
do so and find without doubt that it will be found open to receive
even you. Christ Jesus, then, is a true haven for the soul, and
they who trust in him are made perfectly secure.

We must not stop longer on this point however, fair and
attractive as it is, but note that the text speaks of “a desired
haven.” Now I wonder whether to all of us Christ Jesus is a
desired haven. He 7s a haven, but is he a desired haven to you?
Put your hand now upon your heart, and see if you can find a
deep desire after Christ there. Oh! I should have hope in
preaching to such a congregation, even though none of you knew
Christ, if you did but truly desire him. You would then be like
tinder to my spark, and be like prepared ground. I should omly
have to sow the seed, and you womld be that fruitful soil which
receives it, and yields a harvest a hundred-fold. Christ is not
desifed by some of you, and why not! But I think I can easily
find out those who desire the haven. They are just these. The
gailor desires the haven when he has an unfavourable breeze. Do you
foel as if Providence were blowing in your teeth, and are tempta-
tions setting in very strong, and does the recollectiom of your past
gin come blowing a hard gale against you! Bub a little while
ago you sailed, and were very comfortable; for ‘twas all smooth
waber with you; the sea was like a mill-pond; but now the
waves roll and break mountains high, and the wind is in your
teeth. I hope you will come to desire the Saviour now. Sick of
The world and all its turbulence, may you now be anxious after
him and his peace. The sailor desires to get into harbour, too,
when he finds he is in weather which he is not likely o ride out.
«Would God,” says the boatswain “that we could see the light.”
“Oh ! that we were in the haven now,” says the master, “‘for there
are threateming, angry breakers ahead.” Do you not see the
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breakers ahead, sinner? Are you not afraid of dying, and more
afraid of living? Do not the storms and trials of life drive you
to desire something better than the vain world can give you?
And does not the prospect of the after-life alarm you? Then I
hope that to your belaboured soul Christ is the desired haven. )

But even more the haven is desired, by the sailor whose ship 1s
leaky. ‘‘She will soon go down,” says he; “we have kept the
pumps going, but the water gains upon us.”” Do you feel your
spirit to be such an unseaworthy craft that you are afraid to go out
into, or keep out in, the depths of the sea with her?! Do you begin
to feel, or fear, she is sinking? If so, then my Lord Jesus Christ
will be to you a “desired haven” indeed! Ah! no sinner prizes
salvation like the sinner who knows he is lost. May our God give
you to know that you are!

“The sinner is a sacred thing,
The Holy Ghost hath made him s0.”

That is, a really awakened sinner; for his ship he will not take to
harbour unless he feels that she must sink unless he does. I pray
God that you may get into such a sinking state that you may be
compelled to go to him. And when the sailor himself s sick, it
is then he wants the haven. When he feels as if he must die,
then he says, “I wish I were safe on shore!” Do you feel sick
at heart! Does your very soul turn within you till you reel and
stagger like a drunken man? Then you will desire the haven,
and I bless God you will have it. There is many a sailor who
has desired the haven who has yet never reached it but gone down
into the depths; but there has never been one upon the sea of
life who has desired Christ with a really intense longing and a
loving and anxious heart, but he has found him ere long. Oh!
sinner, I have hope for thee, for if thou desirest Christ, Christ
even more desires thee.

We cannot stop, however, even here, for next we have to talk
about the Pilob. How do they get into the haven? He brings
them there. The text is speaking of God. “So he bringeth them
to their desired haven.” We know mnothing of the navigator of
the sea of salvation. To get into the harbour is never effected
by human skill nor wisdom. “I am a Christian” said a young
woman once. Said the minister, “When did you become a
Christian?” “I am sure I don't know, sir,” was the reply, “but I
suppose it was when I was christened.” A great many people
have the same notiom. Ah! but “so” he does not bring any to
the desired haven, but in quite an altogether different way. Ib
is by the personally coming on board of the soul, of the Greab
Pilot, the Holy Spirit, that the heart is steered into the safe
haven. But she will rot or wreck outside, or founder to the
bottom, unless God himself shall bring her into the quiet harbour
of his glorious redemption. ““So ke bringeth them.” Dear hearer,
dost thou say, “There is a haven, and I desire to make for the






