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A MESSIGE FROM GOD. 
SERMON 

PREACHED BY 

message ? Has he a dagger under his 
cloak wherewith to pierce us to the 
heart ?’ 

Yes, my hearers, I have a dagger here, 
a real Damascus blade, a sharp two- 
edged sword, and with the Lord's help 
Tam going to use it. If I am God's 
servant, then I have a message from God 
to you. Woe to me if I am here with 
a lie in my mouth! My work here is not 
to be word play, a sort of sword-exercise 
that is to amuse, not to hurt. There is 
a tyranny in the land, and the Kglons 
of to-day are before us, and with all the 
terrible might of the God-sent Ehud I 
am to pierce them to the hart. 

And first, T have a message from God 
unto thee, O worldling. 

This Eglon is not so uncommon in 
these days. But perhaps he is not so fat 
and over-grown in New Brunswick as he 
is elsewhere. Still, even here, he is 
sometimes big enough. His proportions 
monstrous, hideous. He oppresses the 
poor, crushes the weak, devours widows 
and orphans, makes havoc of the rights 
of the people, reaches out his great hand 
and tries to get all for himself. It is 
money, money, with him, and more and 
more of it, lands, houses, rights, liberties, 
everything that he can get hold of. Such 
perhaps is the big overgrown worldling, 
the fat Eglon, and there is hardly a 
community of any considerable size with- 
out one or two of them. 

But, my hearer, you may not be as 
fat as Eglon was, and you may not have 
much power, nor much money, nor much 
of anything. and still be a worldling. 
The worldling, as I understand about him 
is one who lives for the world ; gives 
himself up to its desires and hopes ; 
builds his prospects, all the prospects he 
has or cares to have, on such uncertain 
things as crops, rents, dividends, the 
interest of his money, if he has any, the 
success of his enterprises, the prosperity 
of his business, and so on. He has only, 
and cares to have only, what he can 
grasp with his two hands, what he can 
put into his pocket or his mouth, what 
is likely to turn a penny for him or 

RE Vos adessnds ~ MOWATT, 2dvance his interests in any way. Helis 
3 % co- I4 g 9 

At St. Paul’s Church. Fredericton, on 
‘Sabbath Evening, August Ist 1886 

TEXT,—“T have a message 
thee. ) 

from God unto 
Judges 111, 20. 

The text carries us away back to the 
days of the Judges, the iron age, as it 
has been called, of Jewish bistory. It 
was a rude barbarous age, tyrannous 
and cruel, the age when might was con- 
sidered right, and the sword settled ali 
disputes. At the time Israel was groan- 
ink under ‘the tyranny of Eglon, the 
King of Moab, who, some eighteen years 
before, with his allies, had come up and 
conqueved the country. It was because 
the people had turned away from the 
Lord that they were thus humbled. Bug 
in their trouble they cry to Him for 
mercy, and He hears, and sends deliver- 
ance after the stern manner of the times. 

And this is the way. He raises up 
one, Ehud, a man of Benjamin. one 
trained to the use of arms, ambi-Dextronus 
indeed in the handling of weapons. 
This man was sent by the people with 
the usual present to the tyrant. It was 
called a present, bat it was felt by the 
people to be a * cruel exaction. Ehud 
does what he wassent to do he deliverss 
the present with all due ceremony, and 
afterward leaves with his attendants 
But Le feels that his work is not done ; 
so hereturns alone tothe King. He is 
re-admitted into the royal presence. He 
requests a private interview, which is at 
once granted. When alone with the 
bloated tyrant, he stands before him, 
and with great solemnity and terrible 
earnestness he says to him: “TI have a 
message from God unto thee,” The 
tyrant is awed at Ehud's word. The 
way he says it, bis look, the tones of his 

he struggles to his feet to receive the 
message,” and ig instantly struck to the 
heart by the left handed patriot. So 
die tyrants, Ehud escapes, and the 
nation is saved, 

Now, Msinnion. ever hus bso 8 clumsy | Tid the world of tyrants. | It was s0 then ; it isso still. But itis 
one way, and I think it not at all unlikely 
that ther are rare cases when it is the 
Lord’s way. I feelag if Ehud meant 
every word, and was terribly in earnest, 
when he said to the King of Moab 1” “1 
have a message from God to thee,” and 

er deep into his 
heart. It wasa terrible message, and terribly brought home to him "poor wretch ; but I have no doubt it was his 
message from God, the only message there was for him, the best perhaps looking at all the circumstances, : 

O my hearers, you look at me tonight as I stand here before you, and you say 
“what does the preacher 

usually mean and selfish, hard and 
hoarding, grasping and greedy. If he 
ever helps a man in need, it is at the 
rate of about twelve per cent. Ifa 
beggar comes, to his door too weak to get 
away without relief at his hands, he will 
never get away. Like Lazarus he will lie 
there till he dies till the angels come and 
carry him away, 

“ Ah ! you say,” the coat does not fit 
yet ; it is too big for me. I am not that 
bad, no beggar ever sturved at my door. 
I never charge a poor man move than I 
ought to charge him. I am not mean, 
selfish, grasping, cruel. I fling the 
charge from me asa base insinuation, 
a vicious calumny.” 

Ana yet, youare a worlding, and you 
know it. Across everything you have, 
the lite you live, the deeds you do and 
delight to do. the thoughts you think, 
the dreams you dream, the hopes you 
cherish with regard to your future, your 
very worship here at the feet of God, 
your all; is written in great letters that 
men can read : A Worldling !| Eglon! 

Now, O Worldling, I have a message 
from God unto thee. Thou canst not 
serve God and Mammon. Thou canst 
not be both a worldling and a christian. 
There is rust om thy gold. The moth is 
at thy garments. The burglar is after 
thy treasures, and no safe can keep him 
from them. The worm of decay is at 
the roots of thy prosperity. Thy kopes 
shall disappoint thee. It is written in 
the decree of Heaven that thou shalt 
perish, and there is no reversing it. O 
Eglon of the world, there is no hope for: 
thee as thou art. God’s message to thee 
is Ehud’s dagger, tbe two-edged word- 
sword piercing to .the heart, flashing 
swift, destruction to thee and thine. 

Again! [ have a message from God 
unto thee, O formalist. 

The old prophet tells us in his way of 
it of people who came to Ged's house 
and sat before Him as His people sat and 
worshipped as his people but there was 
no sincerity in it. It was put on. It was 
all a piece of form And we havethat sortof 
‘thing to-day, O'so much ofit! And God 
hates it as much as ever, Tt is as smoke 
in His nose—that is the way He puts it 
Himself ; something that nauseates. 
~~ When Ehud, the spare athlete from 
the mountains of Benjamin, came into 
yon paalor where Eglon lay rolling in 
his fat, he was disgusted with the sight 
of him. He felt that such a great use- 
less hulk of a man was no man, and that 
he was better out of the world than in it. 
He was no good anywhere ; he was only 
in his own way and every one else’s. 

And this splendid ease before God, 
this heaping up of finery and forms, this 
show and sham, God hates with all the 
hate of His mighty earnestness. Eglon 
stood up when a message from God was 
being delivered to him ; but there are       
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  among us those who love their ease too | 
much to stand up to do anything. They 

nt, or too ease-loving, to 
bow their head il prayer, or open their 
mouths to sing, Or to do anything else 
that disturbs their composure. And so 
there they sit, ‘taking’ it easy, while 
angels weep to seéftheir utter indifference, 
and the Christ i88lying on the cross to 
save them. O why this heartlessness, 
this want of earpestness, this hateful 
formalism ! Itumust not be here. It 
caunot be tolerated. 

I come to you t@night, whose religion is 
only the name ‘of the thing, whose 
worship is only the form of the thing, 
whose heart is n tin it, who have the 
lamp but no oil, ‘who make yourselves 
believe that becguse you have a pew in 
God’s House yoy have God, and I dash 
my dagger, in the name of Him who is 
the Truth, through all this miserable 
formalism, and make it a cerecloth, for a 
cerecloth it is,edswathing rigid spiritual 
energies and deall hearts. 

Again; I have a message from God 
crite. 

The hypocrite is one who wants 
to be thought goed, who likes to have 
the name of it, aud he is not good, 
Religion with him is a mask. and under 
cover of this mask he plays a christian’s 
part, sometimes prays at the prayer- 
meeting, sometimes preaches at the 
street-conners, sometimes acts his part so 
well that everybady believes in him, but 
he caps the climax perhaps by robbing 
the church and etraying the Lord" 

This Elgon is very nice to meet him 
in the parlor, in the church aisle ; very 
nice when you have a large present to 
give him ; very nice in appearance and 
all that. His words are smoother than 
oil ; his smiles are bewitching ; his ways 
most taking. But when he is off duty, 
he is a monster, a cruel oppressor, the 
bane of churches, the destroyer of the 
peace of homes, 

Here thou art; © wolf in sheep's cloth- 
ing, thy outward appearance so fair and 
thy heart so foul ! © Thou art a whited 
sepulcher full-of‘'dead men’s bones and 
all uncleanness. Ah! the keen dagger 
that Ehud used will find thee out, and 
make havoc of all thy pretended virtues. 
In those pews there thou art not known; 
thou art loved and respected, and all 
the more so because thou art there. 
But there shall yet come to thee a search- 
ing that will search thee out, tear off thy 
mask, and let all the world see what a 
wicked and worthless thing thou art, 

We see how it is with the titled great 
ones of the world sometimes, For years 
they go on growing ‘in their hollow 
greatness. towering higher and higher in 
the year state and the church, known and 
loved and honored for their wisdom and 
power, but all the time they are harbor- 
ing lust and living an ‘unholy life. They 
feel as if they areso great they cannot 
be touched, so high they cannot be 
reached. They shut themselves up in 
their own parlors, and they dream the 
dream of a false security, a dangerous 
peace. But the searching truths, the 
slow but wighty right, comes at last, and 
stabs to the heart their false greatness, 
and the world wonders at their crashing 
fall. O Elgon, beware ! one left-handed 
stands before thee, armed with a dagger, 
and thy doom is come, terrible, wide- 
sweeping, remorseless, utter. 

~ The wills of God grind slowly, but 
they grind exceeding small. 

Again! T have a message from God 
unto thee, O scofter. 

The scoffer is one who sneers at 
religion, makes a mock of ‘those who 
hold the faith of christians, calls them 
fools and fanatics, «thinks them weak, 
simple, silly. He, himself perhaps was 
brought up in that faith, and owes all 
he is and ever slfall be to. what it has 
done for him, But he got turned against 
it for some reason or other, because he 
hated the light, found ‘the darkness 
wore to his taste, ‘and so now he is 
never done having a fling “at the grand 
old faith of his fathers. He is usually 
a man who makes some pretensions at 
learning, who has read a goed deal of 
the magazine literature, and has a 
smattering of scientific love, knows 
something of the Tyndall school of 
philosophy, prates of Darwinism, and 
Agnosticism, and so on. He is bold. 
He is not afraid ‘to speak evil of 
dignities, to meddle with things beyond 
bis ceach, to say what he thinks, even 
though what we thinks is of no account 
to any one but himself. He calls the 
church narrow, prejudiced, afraid of the 
whole truth, and so he swings outside of 
everything to see how things look from 
the airy view-point ef mno-faith, the 
untrammelled freedom of nothingarian- 
ism. And he likes it. 

And so he sneers. He tells us what 
we are, and we are not much. If there 
are holes in our coats, he is not slow in 
telling us about it. 

   

If he can find 

from God unto thee. 

flaw anywhere in a Christian, anything 
wrong about a minister or a church- 
member, any weakness of character, any 
want of principle, what a time he makes 
aboat it. All the scoffers have had such 
side-splitting jokes, such a feast of soul— 
for them, over Noahs drunkenness, 
Abraham’s lying, Davids adultery, 
Peter's denial, and all the other scandals 
and wickednesses they can find in the 
good, or those who are called good, or 
profess to be good. 

But, stop! scoffer; what has your 
scofting ever done for the world, or 
what is it ever likely to do? You sneer | 
at religion; you scoff ut christianity. 
But what the world is to-day, it owes to 
religion such as itis. Ii you can scoff 
with impunity, it is because religion has 
taught men tolerance. Bob Ingersoll 
could neither get his lectures printed 
nor readers to read them, were it not 
for the religion he scoffs at, and the 
Christ he dishonors. But a day is 
coming when scofting will be found to be 
a hard pillow for a racked brain to s'e3p 
on. When the grim reality stands 
before you, when the naked sword of 
the destroyer flashes at your heart, ah ! 
then, it will be, a drop frum the old well 
where your sainted mother drank and 
was refreshed—just a drop te cool your 
burning tongue. But there will be none 
for you. You sneered all the good away 
from you, and so when you want it you 
cannot have it. 

Again, I havea message from God 
unto thee, O sinner. 

I have been singling out hitherto 
special sinners that we might not 
inappropriately call the Eglons in our 
churches because of certain prominent 
features of character about them, such as 
the worldling, the formalist, the hypo- 
crite, the scoffer. And there are certain 
advantages in this. You sometimes hit 
the nail on the head. You sometimes 
get at the very man you want, get at his 
heart with the naked sworl of the truth. 
But then, there are certain disadvantages 
as well, for you may miss everybody. 
You hit hard at “the worldling, bus 
perhaps he is net he#®. You make a 
tremendous swipe at the formalist, but 
unhappily for you or for him he has 
gone visiting—gone to some other church. 
You think: you see the hypocrite before 
you, and you make a Junge at him with 
your dagger, but like Jehoshaphat in the 
battle where Ahab was to fall, he cries 
out: “I am not the man! I am not 
the man you want!” Aud so lest I may 
miss everybody after all, I make at the 
sinner. I can hardly miss him, for hes 
in almost every occupied pew in the 
church. Yes, the sinner is here. 

The sinner is one who tins, and where 
is the man who sinneth not? “Sin 
is any want of conformity unto, or 
transgression of, the law ot God.” Here 
is the perpendicular of trath, the 
straight line of rectitude, and sin is any- 
thing that is not in line with that. 
You go down to the store to make a 
purchase, and you had better not be too 
particular, for right befor: vour eyes you 
may find, if you want to fin |, more or less 
of crookedness. You g» to the door to- 
morrow morning, and there are people in 
trom the country so ewly with berries, 
aad you know they were picked on the 
Sabbath. A beggar comes to beg, and 
tells you a story that yon know not to 
be true. You are here to worship God, 
the God of truth, the God who hates all 
lying and deception and wrong, and all 
last week you were doing wrong. Sin, 
sin, the world is full of it, and the church 
is full of it. Sinners 1 our fields, 
sinners in our stores; sinners in the 
kitchen sinners in the parlor; sinners 
in the pews there, and the greatest 
sinner of all in the pulpit. 
Now, O sinner, I have a message 

Here it is, It is 
what ‘God says, and it is true. Let me 
read it to you. “The soul that sinneth, 
it shall die.” Prepare, then, O sinner, 
for thou shalt die. Here are thy lies, the 
crooked things thou hast done, the 
wrongs, thou hast committed, thy decep- 
tions, thy drunkenness, thy lust, evil 
thoughts, impure desires, neglected 
duties, want of faith, profanity, insin- 
cerity, hypocrisy. But why go on? 
Thy iniquities are innumerable; they 
are legion. How then art thou to stand 
before thy God? Thou hast not a word 
to say why justice should not be executed 
auninst thee, why the sword of righteous 
i. tiion ion should not be sheathed, and 

leit tncre, in thy wicked heart. If Eglon 
had to die because he was a sinner, a 
cruel oppressor, the enemy of God and 
his people, the invader of their homes, 1s 
there not the same reason why you 
should die? And so the sword may be 
lingering in your case, but it is coming 
in some hand or other, some shape or 
form, and when it comes, it will sweep 
you from your place, your church pew, 
your privileges, your honors, and there   
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One of the interesting and instructive books 

of the times. Received the highest commenda- 

tion from the Press of Canada and the United 
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