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PREFACE

To the citizens of Gloucester
Dearly Beloved,

Allow a few words to premise my purpose in thus
approaching you.

| am constrained by feelings fervent—affectionate—deep-
seated. Let gratitude be first named. | should indeed be
heartless, if | were untouched by kindness: and | should be
worse than heartless, if not moved exceedingly, when
kindness is exceeding. | came a stranger to you, but |
received not a stranger's welcome. Expecting courtesy, |
was met by friendliness. Advancing days have not
diminished this happy brotherhood. Increased communion
augments my weight of thankfulness. Acknowledgment
thenisdue. | giveitasl can. To giveit as| would, baffles
my power.

Next, duty bids me thus speak. | owe you service in the
holiest sense. | hold a spiritual office. | am here to promote
the interests of your immortal souls. All other purposes of
residence among you vanish before this absorbing thought.
| am placed in your midst to help you on a heaven-ward



course. | have indeed no priestly eminence. The Gospel
knows no priest, except Jesus within the veil at God's right
hand. My highest station is to be your servant in the Lord.
My highest work is to minister to you God's Word. My
highest privilege is to deal closely with your souls. My
highest happiness is to win these souls to Christ. Hence the
main efforts of my lip and pen are rightly yours. In partial
payment of this debt, | draw near in these pages. If they,
the Spirit helping, should do Christian work, your claims
will not be wholly undischarged.

Next, intense desire should not be silent. Duty is a cold
term for ardent feeling. A lukewarm ministry is a
withering blight. It is an iceberg in the Church. It freezes
and deadens. But can lips be cold which speak of
heaven—of hell—of never-dying souls—of God's
everlasting love in Christ! With such themes hearts should
glow—words should burn—arguments should put forth
giant-strength—entreaties should agonize. Every faculty
should grapple with individual men, refusing to let them
go until they give themselves to God in Christ. | sincerely
would show such longing towards you. Away with
indifference when such interests are at stake! If you should
not be saved, your life is misery—your death is ruin. Y our
trade may prosper—your headth may flourish—your
friends may smile—outward advantages may abound. But
the end is near. What will that end be! | know this. Can |
then speak with chilly apathy? | would that these pages, as
aflame of strong desire, could reflect the Savior's zeal.



These are the feelings urging me to present a series of
Beacons to you. The subjects are wholly scriptural. The
Bible is the mine supplying every stone of the simple
fabric. On each is inscribed, "Thus says the Lord." Thus |
would call your minds to the study of God's Word. The
Bible is the richest treasure of the world. Without it the
palace is a dark blank. With it the humble cottage sparkles
with celestia light. It is the transcript of God's heart. It
tells, what reason is weak to find, our Heavenly Father's
will. It is pure truth without one shade of error. The Spirit's
pen composes the whole. It gives knowledge on al things
needful for time and for eternity. It is a safe guide through
life's entangled path. It is a compass through shoals and
rocks—amid winds and waves—to heaven's eternal rest.
The sage is ignorant without it. The peasant learns from it
salvation's road. It is a solace for every hour. It is a
companion always ready to converse. It cheers when other
comforts fail. It is arrayed in every charm for intellect. It
never wearies. It is always fresh. Its oldest truths cannot
grow old. Its readers become more wise—more holy.
Other books may puzzle and corrupt. Thisis from heaven,
and leads to heaven. This enters the heart with purifying
grace. The Savior prays, "Sanctify them through your
truth: Your word is truth:" John 17:17. Hence | would win
you to be Bible-students. What, if the study so enchants
and so enchains, that other writers, in comparison, are
paled! You become gainers in understanding and joy. In
the place of earthly things surrendered, you receive a
heavenly substitute. Man's silence is no loss, if God arise
and speak.



Next attention is here caled to Genesis. Where al is
marvelous and all divine, no part can have surpassing
worth. But this book asks primary notice, as the oldest
history in the world. It reveals wonders otherwise forever
hid. The Prince of Reformers deliberately said, "There is
nothing more beautiful, nothing more useful." | pause not
to enumerate its special charms. But | may truly state, the
more you search, the more your minds will wonder, and
your hearts will love. Read it as literally true. Then no
human philosophy will beguile. Ponder its characters. Y ou
will find on them the intrinsic stamp of truth. You will
soon feel, the pen which depicts is not of man. He only
who made the heart can thus anatomize.

Object not, that | select the dark side of each picture. Sin
must be known, before the grace of God can be prized.
The remedy is not for the healthy. My first purpose is to
unmask sin. | would show it, as our direst enemy—the
cause and origin of all our woe—the spring of misery in
earth and hell. Thus | present a mirror exhibiting its
dreadful prevalence. | take this stand to deepen
abomination of this evil. But mistake me not. | urge you
not to flee sin—that by sinlessness you may earn heaven.
This would indeed be to mock man's misery—and to offer
poison in a deluding cup. Would he not be mad, who bade
gravestones to move—or nature to frame wings to soar
above the skies! | would be madder, if | taught, that sin
hated was sin expiated—if | proclamed, that present
doings could undo past guilt. Our best is but deficiency.
Deficiency has no surplus of merit—but rather desert of
wrath. No! | would scare from sin, that you may seek



refuge in Christ. These pages will attain their end, if by the
Spirit's help, they bring you from sin—from self—from
each vain confidence to Him. All perish who are not one
with Him. This oneness in individual souls is only by
faith—the gift of grace—the Spirit's mighty work.

Accept, then, these Beacons as assurance of sincere desire
that you should be the happiest among the happy—the
most joyous among the joyful—the most holy among the
holy—the most godlike among the godly—the most
saintly among the saints—the most heavenly-minded
among the heavenly—the most glorious among the
glorified. This state of grace will be in proportion as you
dwell in Christ, and Christ in you. May your souls be
wholly swallowed up in Him! Then your sins are all
forgiven—and blessed will be life's little speck— glorious
will be heaven's eternal day.

| know you dwell amid grand reminiscences and holy
privileges. You boast that Hooper was yours, who
witnessed in flames for Christ's pure cause—that Miles
Smith was yours, who gave us, rendered in our own
tongue, a large portion of God's Word—that the noble
Whitfield was born your citizen—and aged men still tell of
your Ryder's saintly walk. Your admiring eyes rest on a
splendid church—the county's pride. The frequent bell
calls you to public prayers. Let these things be duly
valued. But they are mere externals, and as such fall short
of grace. Husks are not the fruit, although they may hold
it. Salvation is an inward work. May it be yours! May He
whose love sent Christ to save, smile savingly on you!



Among the redeemed may none outshine you in the crown
of Jesus!

| have the honor to be,
Y our faithful servant,

Henry Law, May, 1868



THE SERPENT

"The serpent was more subtle than any beast of the field."
—Genesis 3:1

Evil is universally present. It lives in every climate—in
every age—in every heart. There is no place exempt.
Every soil is profuse with its luxuriance. Each period is its
era. Other things vary; but, in al varieties this uniformity
prevails. While great diversity marks the intellect, and
powers, and characters of men, each and all breathe this
common atmosphere, and wear this common dress.

The thought naturally arises, "How could this monster first
spring into life? Who is the author of its being? Where is
its cradle?' It is, however, the part of wisdom quickly to
check enquiries, which might exercise forever, but must
forever elude, our search. The mystery of sin's birth is
shrouded in impenetrable clouds. It lies beneath
unfathomable depths. It sits above heights inaccessible.
The dreadful story is buried from our sight. The secret is
not unveiled on earth. It is vain, then, to grope in darkness.
It is folly to speculate, when the utmost gain must be
disappointment. Thought and time are lost, when we
pursue a fleeting phantom. They, who pass from guess to
guess on this subject, find that their progress is from



ignorance to ignorance. How sin gained its first breath
must be unknown, until the day of larger revelations.

But while we give no heed to speculations, which only
darken knowledge, it becomes us to ponder reverently the
revelations of our Bible. We have a record of sin's descent
upon our world. Its introduction into man's heart is related.
The story indeed is brief. Only a few black lines are
drawn. The full portrait is not filled up. But the dreadful
transaction is disclosed—and it affects us too closely to
permit indifference. Let us, then, draw near, with solemn
minds. And may the one great Spirit of eternal truth guide
our feet into rich pastures of sanctifying wisdom!

Creation, springing from the Creator's hand, was perfect. It
was worthy of the all-good Maker. "God created man in
his own image—in the image of God created he him:"
Genesis 1:27. "God saw everything that he had made, and,
behold, it was very good,” Genesis 1:31. The wisdom,
love, and power of God could not have raised a fairer
fabric.

Thus Eden's garden surpassed improvement. Our first
parents—pure in holiness—rich in every grace—the
unsullied reflection of God's own nature— moved amid
perfect scenes. The glory of their state was this, they were
the image of God. This was the glory of their dwelling,
God pronounced it to be "very good.” Thus earth needed
not accession of delight. Man joyed in all around him—all
within him—all above him. Around was every charm—



within was happy innocence—above was a smiling Father.
God was everywhere—in everything.

Believer, while you marvel at this dazzling brightness,
remember, there is something inconceivably better in store
for you—bless God for your heavenly hope.

Eden's sun is soon eclipsed. This bright day soon darkens.
The flowers of this garden soon fade. Into this Paradise the
Serpent comes. Simple are the words which introduce the
monster. "Now the serpent was more subtle than any beast
of the field which the Lord God had made." He appears—
and his work soon betrays him. The work is subtle evil.
This fact aone establishes that he is more than his
assumed form pretends. In semblance he is one of the
beauteous creatures, sporting in this garden's paths. But
they are irrational, gifted only with the limited powers of
instinct. But here is one, who, seeming to be a serpent,
uses speech, and reasons with consummate skill, and
evidences the depths of evil. He must be more than mere
serpent, who has more than a serpent's powers and wiles.
Thus the conclusion is approached, that the devil, to
accomplish his vile ends, hides himself beneath this
mask—clothes himself in this shape—decks himself with
the unsuspected features of a creature of Paradise.

The Spirit of God attests this fact. Speaking of the devil,
He names him "old serpent.” Unveiling some of the terrific
wonders of the last days, He says, "The great dragon was
cast out, that old serpent, called the Devil, and Satan" Rev.
12:9. And again, "l saw an angel come down from heaven,



having the key of the bottomless pit, and a great chain in
his hand—and he laid hold on the dragon, that old serpent,
which is the Devil, and Satan, and bound him a thousand
years." 20:1, 2. The Spirit, foreshowing Satan's ruin,
names him, as the creature in whose form he here appears.
The old Serpent, which shall be destroyed, is the devil.
The old Serpent, then, which crept into Paradise, is the
devil.

Paul adds his heaven-taught confirmation. Surely the devil
is before his eye, when he warns the Corinthians, "lest, as
the serpent beguiled Eve through his subtlety," so their
minds should be corrupted. 2 Cor. 11:3.

Thus the disguise drops—the mask falls—the vell is
withdrawn—the deception is detected—the plot is
discovered—the deight is discerned—the treachery is
disclosed—the trickery is visible. This is no harmless
creature. This is not one of a beauteous tribe, ignorant of
evil. This agent belongs not to a race of living ones,
declared by God to be "very good."

Here is the devil—that apostate spirit—that accursed
being—that arch-rebel—that daring adversary of God—
that merciless foe of man. Eden's Serpent truly is the devil.
Hiswork declares him. God's word denounces him.

Taking, then, our stand upon this indisputable fact, let us
humbly pray the great Teacher of the Church to press upon
our hearts the obvious warnings.



1. The devil is a rea person. The devil is no myth—no
dream—no vision—no fable—no allegory. It narrates the
real conduct of a real person. It is no fictitious tale. It is
not amusement for imaginative minds. It is no stage, on
which imagination may blow bubbles. All is historic verity
and unvarnished fact. Here are the doings of an actual
living being. As God truly is—and Christ truly is—and the
Holy Spirit truly is—and we truly are—just so the devil
truly is. Works prove a workman. Acts show an agent. So
real performances stamp areal devil.

Reader! these are days in which proud reason sneers at
ancient verities, and regards Bible-statements as materials
for the construction of airy paaces of conceit. Be not
deceived. As the Serpent beguiled Eve, so now he beguiles
unstable minds. As he persuaded her to view him as a
friendly counselor, so he persuades them to regard him as
a shadowy semblance of some vague mystery. Listen not
to such fond dreams. The Bible begins not with enigmas.
It is not constructed to puzzle and perplex. Trifle not with
the faithful statement but be assured, that there is no truth
more tremendously true, than the existence of a persona
devil. Watch then, and pray. He is always personally near;
for he "walks about seeking whom he may devour." 1 Pet.

5:8. Bar the portals of your heart. He seeks to make that
heart his personal home. He is the "spirit that now works
in the children of disobedience.” Eph. 2:2.

2. The devil is a hater of God. Who hates God most?
Surely he who most contravenes His will. Of the devil's



antecedent rebellion, nothing should be said, for nothing
can be proved. But here a patent fact evidences his enmity.
He aims directly to upset God's plans. He arms himself in
the panoply of bold opposition. He sees the divine
arrangement, and he sets himself to disarrange it. He views
creation bright in every beauty, and he plots to soil it. He
marks the birth of an eternity of pure delights, and he
arises to infuse the element of misery. God had made man
in His own likeness. Satan comes forward to destroy the
holy image, and to transform the heavenly work into fuel
for his hell. He seems to reason— 'Man is formed to show
forth God's praise, and to be His delight. But this
benevolence shall fail. Man shall be robbed of innocence;
he shall be debased into arebel, fallen as | am—an object
fit only for abhorrence. Thus he schemes—thus he uplifts
his arm boldly to fight against God. See, then, how he
hates God.

Reader! you professto love God. Where is your evidence?
Do you abhor the fiend, who from the beginning has
strained his every power to subvert God's kingdom? Do
the warm feelings of your heart respond, ‘I hate him who
hates my God—God's foes are my foes—His friends my
friends—I avow myself to be His soldier and His
servant—I| march beneath the banner of the God of heaven
against the legions of the god of thisworld?

3. The devil is a hater of man. Who hates man most?
Surely he who most contrives his misery. In Eden there
was sweet bliss. Every faculty was the inlet of God. Every
thought—full of Him—was only joy. The morning



dawned to bring God near. The day advanced to bring Him
nearer. The closing evening closed not the communion.
Sinless man lived in the raptures of heavenly converse.
His breast was cloudless sunshine. Satan beholds and
writhes- "What! shall man share the peace which | have
lost; and rgjoice in joys, which never can be mine again?"
Such blissistorture to him. He will not rest until he uproot
it. Such happiness stings him, as a gnawing worm. He
must destroy it. He dwells in wretchedness—and he now
comes to drag down others to his level. Earth had never
heard a sigh nor seen a tear, until this enemy of happiness
appeared. Since that day pains and anguish have run a
ceaseless course. His am was to create misery, and
mercilessly he succeeded. See, then, how he hated man.

Sad that the sons of men should lend their ears so gladly to
their deadliest foe, and drink so readily this viper's poison!
What madness to court the embrace of such an enemy—to
admit the sure murderer to our abode—to open the door to
the known robber! This is their madness, who fondle this
hater of our race.

4. The devil is most daring. Truly nothing daunts him. His
case is hopeless, therefore he is reckless. Paradise was
divinely pure, but still undaunted he rushes in. When man
was heavenly as heaven, boldly he addresses him. Is he
more timid now? Far otherwise. There is no place so pure,
that his foot fears to tread it. There is no holiness so holy
that he ventures not to touch. His hand will open the
sacred gate—his foot will pass the boundary of every
sacred enclosure. The sanctity of Jesus scared him not. No



heaven-appointed ordinances repel his step. He whispers
to the praying saint. He mounts the pulpit-steps. He joins
the worshipers in hallowed courts. He is by the side at
sacramental feasts. Sacred is the saint's dying chamber; but
he shoots his arrows there. His daring cannot be exceeded.

Believer, labor to grow in grace. Each day put on more of
the Lord Jesus. Agonize for nearer conformity to His
image. Fly with quicker wing to the heights of holiness.
But bear in mind, that as you rise, the tempter will pursue
you still.

5.The devil is consummate in skill. He watches for the
appropriate opportunity; and then applies the suitable
snare. Eve is alone—then he is by her side. In Adam's
presence the bait could not be laid. If Adam's counsels
could be sought, the bait could not succeed. The only
opportunity is adroitly seized.

Next mark the artfully-constructed snare. The object is to
introduce sin. Sin is transgression of God's command. Our
parents had free permission of full enjoyments. In this
permission there is no door for disobedience. But there is
one—only one prohibition. If guilt can enter, it must be by
this path. The trial shall be made. The seducing words are
few; but they comprise all deceitfulness.

A DOUBT isfirst insinuated. "Has God said?' Is it truly
so? There may be some mistake. A spark to kindle
DISCONTENT next falls. "You shall not eat of every
tree." Is this consistent with unbounded kindness? Why



this arbitrary limit?—A bold DENIAL of danger follows.
"You shall not surely die." It is a futile threat. A promise
of abundant gain crowns the lure. "Your eyes shall be
opened." The skill is perfect.

Reader! beware. He, who tempts you this day, has not
declined in subtlety. No, the experience of long ages, if
possible, sharpens his cunning. The school of incessant
practice teaches him to cast the net more craftily. He ever
has been, and ever will be, matchlessin deception.

6. The devil shrinks not from the blackest sin. His first
appearance shows that there is no iniquity so foul, but he
will handle it; no depth of evil so profound, but he will
fathom it. He commences with trampling down all truth.
"You shall not surely die" He rises upon earth the
meridian orb of crime. He blushes not—nor trembles—nor
pauses—nor scruples. His earliest words are the lie of lies.
So now he allures each victim to the extremest extremity
of evil. He never will forbear, while he can plunge them
deeper in sin's abyss. The vilest iniquities are most
congenial to his nature. Reader! go not one step with him.
Thereis no finality in his downward course.

7. The devil has dreadful power. Weak agents fail.
Difficulties baffle them. But Satan is not baffled. His first
victory was hard to win. But he quickly won it. Eve had no
inward proneness to yield. No inborn corruption betrayed
the portals of her heart. Her citadel was firm in walls and
bars of innocence. But still he succeeded. He gained



admission, and set up his throne of conquest. Can there be
clearer proof of histranscendent powers?

Reader! beware. All his mighty arts plot your destruction.
The innocent fell, when attacked only from without. How
can you stand, when a legion of traitorous desires are
ready to surrender? His outward solicitations are aided by
your inward lusts. If you escape, a stronger than this
strong one must befriend you.

Such is the Serpent's appearance in Eden. Here the
description ceases. Other Scriptures unfold a lengthened
roll of his malignant might. As man's history advances, his
cruelty and wiles swell into more frightful form. Our
annals are a vast catalogue of his foul exploits. The first
picture presents only this broad outline. But it is a clear
display of his reality—his hatred to God and man— his
daring—his skill—his deep iniquity, and his tremendous
power. Believer, you may view him and still smile. This
conqueror is conguered. Captivity is led captive. The
gpoiler is spoiled. This strong one is bound. You are
rescued. You are safe. True, he will often assail, affright,
roll you in the mire, and wound your peace—but he cannot
destroy. His might is great—but your Almighty deliverer
isfar greater. His hosts are many—your one Jesus Himself
is infinitely more. He indeed desires to have you, and his
efforts are terrible and incessant; but your Jesus ever lives
to pray for you, and His prayers are ever heard. Therefore,
go forward, strong in the Lord and in the power of His
might. "Take unto you the whole armor of God, that you
may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having done



al to stand." Eph. 6:13. Fear not. Fear not, Christ is with
you. Be not dismayed, He is your God. Resist thisfoe, and
he will flee. James 4:7. Raise the banner of the cross, and
he will tremble. Wash in the blood, and he cannot touch
you. Cry to the Captain of Salvation, and all heaven aids
you. Thus go on your heavenward way rgoicing. "The
God of peace shall bruise Satan under your feet shortly."
Rom. 16:20. In Christ you may victoriously shout, "Oh my
enemy, your destructions are come to a perpetual end. You
have wounded, but Christ has healed. The death brought in
by you, brightens through Christ into eternal life."



EVE

"When the woman saw that the tree was good for food,

and that it was pleasant to the eyes, and a tree to be desired

to make one wise, she took of the fruit thereof, and ate,

and gave also to her husband with her, and he ate."
Genesis 3.6

Eve stands on a dark pinnacle. Sheis the first to sin. Thus
she poisons the spring of all following life—and plants
upon earth the tree upon which humanity hangs, as a
blighted branch. Such is her sad pre-eminence.

Who has not shudderingly pondered the fruits of her
transgression! It slew innocence—banished peace—cut all
the roots of happiness—expelled God from the heart. It
opened wide the floodgates of guilt and fear. It brought in
an accusing mind, and a gnawing conscience, and
foreboding tremblings. It gave being to tears, and sighs,
and groans, and pains, and anguish, and all the tribes of
misery. Death, and the curse, and hell blackened in its
rear.

Believer, never contemplate this ruin without adoring God
for its far more exceeding reparation. Sin came. Jesus
follows to take it all away. Life died within man's soul.



Jesus appears a quickening Spirit, and now your life is
hidden with Christ in God. The torch of creature-
righteousness expired. The Sun of Righteousness arises
with healing in His wings—Mal. 4:2. Do you bewail the
loss? No, rather rgjoice for the infinity of gain.

But still it is our wisdom often to mark the story of Eve's
fall. The cases differ. But in this mirror we should see
ourselves.

Her nature was pure holiness. Each inward impulse was
God-ward. To bask in His smile—to joy in His
fellowship—to taste His goodness was her full delight.
She had no native will to stray. In us the inborn biasis al
downward. The tide of inclination rushes strongly towards
evil. Our nature has no heart for God.

Her temptation was wholly from without. The devil came.
He put forth all his subtlety to beguile. She listened, and
she was beguiled. In us there is a brood of hellish desires.
The Tempter knocks. They traitorously invite him to come
in.

Such is the difference. But still there is sad sameness. The
Tempter is the selfsame person. His quiver holds the self-
same shafts. As he assailed Eve, so he assails each one of
her descendants. It is therefore the path of safety to study
well his arts and ways. Intelligence of an opponent's
warfare is a good shield. Forewarning is a bulwark of
defense. Observers of a beacon escape the peril. The



mariner, acquainted with the chart, steers from the rocks
and shoals.

Eve was vanquished by three crafty thrusts. Three
poisoned arrows gave the deadly wounds. The flesh was
seduced to lust—the eyes to long—and pride to covet. The
forbidden fruit was exhibited first, as good for food—next,
as pleasant to the eyes—then, as desirable to make one
wise.

Now, just as in the acorn, the monarch of the forest lives,
as a small seed contains the planks for mansions, ships,
and mighty works—so, in the earliest temptation there lies
the embryo of sin's whole progeny. All Satan's efforts,
which have been or shall be, are varied aspects of his first
art. The plan of all his after-schemes is wrapped in Eden's
plot. He always triumphs by the development of a
stratagem here shadowed out. As then, so now, his victims
fall through the flesh, the eye, or pride.

1. The FLESH is mighty to corrupt the inner man. Its
doors are countless. Its casements are seldom closed.
Through these there is quick access to the heart. It also is
our encompassing mantle. We cannot escape its close
embrace. We never move but in its company. There is no
time, when it is absent. Hence its prodigious power.

Eve shows how easily it yields. In the happy garden there
was all abundance to gratify the palate. Countless trees
presented all deliciousness. A rich banquet of delights was
spread. One only fruit was banned. Eve was slyly led to



gaze upon it. Then carnal longings arose. In appearance it
was "good for food." The appetite desired. She extended
her hand. She touched. She plucked. She tasted. She ate.
God had forbidden—»but the flesh broke down the barrier.
The peril of transgression was terrific; but fear vanished
before this craving. The lust burst al restraints. The devil
moved the flesh, and so enchained his captive.

He thus discovered the weakness of the fleshy tenement.
He saw an opening so ready to admit his wily steps. He
found a latchet yielding to his touch. Thus experienced, he
has ever wrought soul-havoc through the flesh. Whoever
lived too high—too low—for these sad baits! Consult the
annals of the world. In amost every page foul fals
proclaim the deathful work of sensua allurements. On all
sides there are plains strewn with the dain. If we ask,
"Who slew all these?' the reply is at hand. The devil
spread some carnal indulgence. The fruit seemed good to
give a momentary delight. The victims took the cup, and
drank the draught of death.

When years of conquest had rolled on, plumed with large
triumphs, he meets the God-man, Jesus. Here was the first
in human nature, unsoiled by his touch. Amazed—
perplexed—>but hopeful still, he gathers all his might for a
vast effort. He finds the object of his hate weak through
long fasting—alone— disconsolate—in cheerless gloom.
The opportunity is most favorable. All things around
concur to promise victory. He takes the shaft, by which
Eve, innocent, and full of every enjoyment, fell. Surely
Jesus, worn out—weary— sad—will not withstand. The



enticing suggestion is whispered, "If you are the Son of
God, command that these stones be made bread.” Matt.
4.3. The flesh craves—to satisfy it how easy!—One word
brings full supply—food comes a your bidding, and
fainting nature will revive. The arrow wings its harmless
way. Jesus opposes the sword of the Spirit. "It is written,"
shatters the attack.

There is then no necessity in flesh to yield. Proneness to
totter is not inability to stand. Slippery ground cannot
compel a fal. There is one, whom the lust of the flesh
could not seduce.

Believer, adore this vanquisher of that foul destroyer.
Clinging to His side, take courage. This lust is not
insuperable. He can enable you by His grace. He can put
within you the power of His Spirit. He call bear you in His
arms, above each snare. Be not dismayed by fast-falling
showers of vile suggestions. Doubtless he, who subdued
Eve, hopes to subdue you. He, who dared to solicit Jesus,
fears not to tempt you. But the temptation is not sin—the
whizzing of the arrow is not a wound. A conqueror is
ready to make you more than conqueror.

But you must be skilled to use the sword, so mighty in the
hands of Jesus. By the breath of His omnipotence He
could have swept the Tempter to perdition. But He resists
as man, with a weapon aways within each man's reach.
Learn well, then, the contents of your Bible. Apply them
well, and then the foe will quickly fly.



But perhaps accusing memory tells of many falls. The
flesh has often sold you unto sin. You tremblingly inquire,
'‘Can these deep wounds be healed? Can pardon pass by
such offences? Jesus again presents Himself. He is the
fountain opened for sin and for uncleanness. Here is the
only cure. But it is all-sufficient. Pile all the sins, which
flesh has ever sinned, they vanish in this stream! Wash and
be whiter than the whitest snow.

2. The EYE is aso an inlet of solicitations. Eve warns
again. She fixed her eyes upon the fruit, and soon its
beauty put forth fearful fascination. The attraction
strengthened. Resistance melted, as snow before the sun.
The enchanting appearance bewitched. The outward show
injected sparks of longing. The fire kindled. The bait was
taken. The eye betrayed. Sinlessness perished.

The devil thus found another crevice in our battlements
and cruelly he has used the entrance. He discovered his
advantages through the eye. And no opportunity has he
ever |ost.

From that day he has been diligent to exhibit fascinating
scenes, to gild externals with bewitching beauty, and to
lead through them into sin's vilest paths.

The baits of this class are indeed countless. The catalogue
contains each object of our sight. Here shine the pomp and
splendor and parade of life—the gold— the silver—the
sparkling jewel, and the brilliant gem. Here glitter all the
decorations of elaborate skill—all the possessions, which



money can procure—all costly foods—luscious feasts—
splendid banquets, and intoxicating bowls. Here dazzle the
showy equipage, and the gay attire. But while the roll is
too vast to unfold, Satan knows all, and knows well how to
use. He fans the desire to possess. He silences the timid
scruple, and lulls the warning conscience. He suggests
many means to snatch the dazzling prize. None of our race
escape this trial. The monarch and the noble covet more
exated splendor. The poor man in his lowly hut looks
enviously on some better lot. To every eye something
pleasant is attractively presented. And then the seed of
craving ripens into crime. Quickly the hand seizes what
the eye loves. Where is the child of man uninjured through
this organ! It seldom opens, but temptations press through
to our hurt.

Behold again the second Adam. The devil, failing to allure
the flesh turns to the eye. He "takes him up into an
exceeding high mountain and shows him all the kingdoms
of the world and the glory of them." Matt. 4:8. What mind
can picture such a scene! In panoramic circle all beauties
and splendors pass in review. All in earth, brilliant to
attract, strong to alure, glitter in loveliest garb. All
magnificence is expanded, as in a map, lit up in the
sweetest charms. All attractions are accumulated in one
mass. If the eye of Jesus can lust, the flame will kindle
now. When the whole lies at his feet, the Tempter thus
solicits. "All these things will | give You, if You will fall
down and worship me." Matt. 4:9. A little act of fleeting
homage makes you full possessor of this treasury of
delights. The dreadful blasphemy recoils. Jesus again



displays the sword of the Spirit. Again the Word of God
prevails. The devil shrinks back startled—affrighted—
foiled—baffled—defeated.

Believer, rgoice, agan | say, rgoice, in your al-
conquering Lord. Grasp Him tightly with the hand of faith.
Then you rise above your foe. Then the lust of the eyes
will cease to lust. Indeed His glories will so eclipse all
other view, that earth's best beauty will appear a blank.

But you have often yielded. Like Achan, you have touched
the accursed spoils. Desire has entered through the lattice
of your eye. It has found lodgment in your heart, and
slimed the inner man. You are defiled. How can peace be
regained? Rejoice again. For every sinner's every need
there is a full supply in Jesus. He has a remedy for every
wound. There is bam in our Gilead. There is a physician
there. His blood sprinkled on the conscience calms all
aching. Plead it in faith, and all the sinful offspring of eye-
lust lose their condemning power.

3. Thereis another broad road open for temptation's feet. It
iIs the desire to be great—the ambition to be
distinguished—the lust of admiration. The Spirit names it,
"The pride of life" 1 John 2:16. This net too was first
spread in Eden. The devil showed the fruit—and
whispered, that the taste would enlarge the faculties—give
nobler wings to intellect—communicate new stores of
knowledge. While she beheld, the poisonous thought took
root, thetreeis "to be desired to make one wise."



But was not her intelligence enough? She knew God. In
that knowledge is the joy of joys, and life for evermore.
Can more be gained?—But she heard of enlightened
eyes—of being "as gods'—of growth in mental power.
Ambition kindled. She coveted the deceptive boon. She
lusted and plucked. What is her new discovery! She went
down into the school of evil to learn experimental lessons
of disgrace and shame. From being tempted she became a
tempter. She found that she was naked and was afraid.
Such is the wisdom which disobedience earns.

Satan triumphs—and the triumph teaches him again,
where the heart's citadel is very weak. He clearly sees
what an ally he has in the PRIDE of life. Through all time
he has used this power—alas! with what success! Eternity
will terribly exhibit the millions upon millions slain
through this lust.

This net is very wide. Its meshes are the countless modes
by which conceit is gratified and vanity excited. Ah! how
he casts it now! How he flatters reason! How he persuades
the puny intellect that it can soar above our Bible-heights!
How he encourages our childish fancies to sit in judgment
on the truths of God! His honeyed bait now is, Be wise—
be wiser yet—break from the trammels of poor Scripture-
thoughts. Mount into brighter light. Leave to superstition's
babes the teaching of that antiquated Book. Cast away the
twilight candle of by-gone times. Kindle your torch at
reason's sun. He shows a tree laden with poisonous berries,
and whispers, that it is desirable "to make one wise." His



silly victims eat—and deeper darkness fits them for the
blackness of perdition's cells.

It cannot be, that holding such aweapon, he will fail to use
it against Jesus. The flesh refused lust—the eye was blind
to godless desires—will not the pride of life beguile? This
only hope remains. The trial shall be made. Out of the
multitudinous temptations thronging this class, vain-glory
Is selected. Jesus is borne to the pinnacle of the Temple.
The thought is presented, what admiration will applaud, if
you descend, as on expanded wings, unhurt! Fruitless also
IS this last attempt. The second Adam again wields the
sword of the Spirit. Again the Tempter quails. One in
human form mightily escapes— gloriously subdues.

Thus in Eden we see the devil's triple art and full
success—and in the wilderness his full defeat. In the one
we learn his master-wiles—how strong! almost invincible!
In the other we behold them as flimsy threads and
crumbling reeds.

Believer, shaped in iniquity, concelved in sin, you have
daily cause to mourn Eve's fall. One with Jesus, you have
more cause to glory in His victory. Let then your life be
lively praise. Redlize your gospel-state. As child of
corruption you always totter on temptation's ground. As
child of God in Christ your feet are on arock of triumphs.
The threefold implements of hell will surely all assail you.
But Jesus leads you to a conqueror's crown. He gives you
the sword of the Spirit, and the shield of faith, and the
helmet of salvation. In Him boldly go forward. In Him you



shall beat back the lust of the flesh—the lust of the eyes—
and the pride of life. And yet alittle while, reigning on the
heights of glory, you shall see the legions of evil cast into
their own pit.



CAIN

"Cain rose up against Abel his brother, and slew him."
Genesis 4:8

When evil fills the heart, evil effects will soon appear.
From tainted sources tainted waters flow. The bramble
must be clothed with thorns. The tree proclaims the
gualities of its root. When poison permeates the veins, the
whole frame sickens. The plague begun spreads an
infecting course.

When Adam fell, the inner man became entirely corrupt.
Now, corruption cannot but propagate corruption. The
parent reproduces his own likeness. Hence every child is
born in sin. No cradle holds an innocent one. Each
offspring of the human family steps upon earth dead
towards God—corrupt in inward bias—prone to iniquity.
He brings no eye to see God's will—no ear to hear His
voice—no feet to climb the heavenly hill. He is an dien
from righteousness—a willing slave of Satan—blinded in
intellect—a pilgrim towards a lost land—a vessd fitted for
destruction—a current strongly rushing downwards. His
heart has many tenants, but God is no longer there. The
palace once so fair is now overrun with weeds. Like



Babylon in ruins, wild beasts of the desert lie there, and
the houses are full of doleful creatures—Isaiah 13:21.

Reader! such surely is your birth-state. Has your soul
realized the dreadful truth? Do you abhor natural self? Has
the life-giving Spirit quickened you with renovating
might? Are you a new creation in Christ Jesus? If so,
while in these pages you contemplate Cain, surely you will
bless the rescuing grace. If otherwise, may his dark picture
scare you from delusion's dream! Would you be saved!
You must be born again. Would you see heaven? You
must be translated into the second Adam's kingdom.

Let now man's first-born be surveyed. Ponder his course.
His deeds will show the disposition of his mind. The story
will endorse this view of human fall, and prove that no
abyss can be more deep. The early annas of the world
feed not mere curiosity. Superfluous statement finds no
place. Thus as to the first family we briefly read, that it
commenced in Cain and was increased by Abel. The birth
of the elder seemingly was hailed with rapturous delight.
The mother in her joy exclaimed, "l have gotten a man
from the Lord." Genesis 4:1. The younger received the
name of Abel, which means vanity. Is not this token, that
he was comparatively disesteemed? If so, the lesson meets
us, how man miscalculates and human expectations err.
Blessings reflect a sovereign will. True good descends in
channels long since marked by wise decrees. The
arrangements of heaven are deeper than earth's hopes or
wishes. Not man's desire, but God's own purpose, rules
events.



Of the childhood of these brothers we have no mention—a
veil conceals their early training. The history only states,
that their professions were the peaceful work of pastoral
life. They lived in nature's field. They labored under
heaven's own canopy. Abel kept sheep. Cain tilled the
ground. One watched the flock. The other sowed the seed
and reaped the grain.

But surely it is not a vain surmise, that alike they shared
the same instructions from their parents lips. Thought may
go back and listen to the converse of the primal household.
Doubtless these sons would often be riveted by rapturous
recitals of the garden-home—the lovely beauty of each
scene—the blessedness of God at all times near—heard in
each sound—seen in each object—adored in every
movement of the mind. Would they not hear, also, of the
tempter's dy approach—his daring lie—the ear too easily
beguiled—the lingering look— the rising doubt—the new-
born lust—the fatal touch—the dreadful taste—the instant
midnight of the soul—the wreck of godliness and peace—
the downcast shame—the trembling fear—the inward
horror—and all the terrible realities of asinful state?

Would they not then be told, how grace illumined this
dismal gloom—how mercy winged her way to promise
recoverty—and the woman's seed—and coming
redemption—and purposed salvation—and One, whose
death would utterly annihilate the devil's triumph, and
whose life would bring in everlasting righteousness? Next
they would see the right of sacrifice. Every bleeding



victim would proclam sin's dreadful pendty. This
ordinance would portray atonement through another's
blood. The skins, also, of these slaughtered beasts,
supplying clothing for the body, would fitly show the
obedience of the dying Savior as the soul's justifying robe.

These lessons are the full Gospel in microscopic form. All
saving truth is here embodied. And who can doubt, that
Cain and Abe were thus taught alike the outlines of
salvation's scheme? They had their Bible in their parents
teaching. Human malady and heavenly cure—the peril and
the refuge—the ruin and the rescue—their state, as Adam's
sons—their hope through grace would be their earliest
instruction.

Is the effect the same? Are their minds brought to the like
holy faith? Far otherwise. The sun, which melts the snow,
hardens the clay. While outward lessons are the same to
both, only one heart is savingly impressed—the other
becomes harder. Great difference would hence pervade
their total character. But it comes most vividly to view in
their approach to God.

Behold the worshipers. First mark Cain. He feels that
homage is the great Creator's due. Therefore he makes an
offering. But he consults with 'blinded human reason’. He
listens to his wayward will, and so infers, that the produce
of his own toil is sacrifice most fit. He brings "of the fruit
of the ground." In this a once the working of self-
righteous pride appears. He worships as a vain free-
thinker. Here is no confession of his guilty need. Here is



no faith in the revealed atonement. Here is no acceptance
of the way of grace. Here is no delight in reconciling
blood. God's mode of access is reected. Sef-will
rebelliously concludes, "I stand bold in uprightness—free
to commune with God! Why should | humbly plead
another's death? Why should | trust another's power to
save? | pay the fruit of my own labor. Sufficient is this
obligation to my Maker. This only | present." Such is the
constant voice of nature. Such is the vanity of
unregenerate man. Inflated by high thoughts of SELF, he
tramples GRA CE beneath contemning feet.

Now turn to Abel. He likewise comes to worship. But the
contrast is great, as light from darkness. The firstlings of
his flock are in his hand. He raises an atar. Thereon he
lays a dying victim. The Spirit testifies of the principle,
which moves this act. "By faith Abel offered unto God a
more excellent sacrifice than Cain." Heb. 11:4. Expand
this conduct. It sweetly shows soulhumbleness—
consciousness of nature's ruin—confession of extremest
need— acknowledgment of life's forfeiture—reliance only
on the atoning Lamb. A voice from Abel's dtar cries, "My
eyes are to the coming Savior. | rgoice in Him, as all my
hope—desire—pardon—Iife."

Reader! you see the amazing difference. How isit so? The
answer is near and sure. Grace visited one—the other was
passed by. To Cain al pious precepts were as water cast
upon a rock. To Abel they came as good seed falling on
good ground. It was so because some mighty power
touched the younger— while the elder remained in



nature's hardness—ignorance—conceit. This power was
heavenly and from heaven.

Thus Adam's children show that grace alone can convert a
soul. Parents— guardians—teachers—pastors—friends
must use each effort and must strain each nerve. But vain
Is every zealous toil, except the Spirit fly to help. Without
light from the Holy Spirit, sin never can be felt and Jesus
never can be seen— sought—Iloved. Souls quickened from
on high, and they alone, hasten to salvation's ark.

You, who, Abel-like, present a stricken Savior in your
arms, be conscious, that you are monuments of mercy—
own your vast debt—give thanks—adore. "By grace are
you saved through faith; and that not of yourselves—it is
the gift of God." Eph. 2:8. You are followers of "righteous
Abel." "Their righteousness is of Me, says the Lord." Isa
54:17. Can faith thus worship and receive no smile? This
story replies, that heaven rgoices, when gracious souls
plead dying merit. God looks with favor upon Abel and
testifies approval. "The Lord had respect unto Abel and to
his offering."

Believer, take al the joy of this grand truth. If you glory in
the cross, if your whole trust is in the God-man's work,
your prayers are heard—your worship gladdens the bright
courts above—God hearkens to your imploring soul, and
tokens will descend to prove acceptance. It was so to Abel.
It is so now. All who walk in the same faith find like
approval.



How different is the case of unbelief! Formalists may
present long trains of man-made observances. The service
is self-will, not faith. It is a skeleton with no warm breath.
It is but 'splendid sin'. There is no note to reach the ears of
God. It is abomination in His sight. "Unto Cain and to his
offering He had not respect.”

Cain quickly felt, that Abel basked beneath approving
smiles, while darkness was his doom. Abel's happiness,
reflecting heavenly rays, pierces him to the quick. The
scum of hisiniquities soon rises to the surface. The fiend's
internal broodings rush into action. "He was very angry,
and his countenance fell." Envy—malice—rage fret as a
swelling tide. They sweep all barriers away. God in
forbearance checks and remonstrates. But divine patience
only irritates him more. Sinful passion takes the helm. The
presence of his righteous brother becomes a maddening
goad. Earth is misery to him, while Abel treads it. Thus a
murderous thought enters his breast—a murderous scheme
iIs formed. For a while pretense hides it. The usual
communion is maintained; and as in other days, they walk
together to the fields.

But now what scene occurs! Surely the very earth will
guake—the universe will groan—each leaf will hang its
head in sorrow, and the sun hide its startled rays. Cain
looks upon his mother's son. But no softenings stir. No

pity spares.

Hisarmisraised. The blow is aimed. The wound is given.
Abel falls a murdered corpse. There is nothing too vicious



for sin to do. There are no depths of crime, from which it
shrinks. It trembles not to break a parent's heart, or take a
brother's life. It scoffs at fear of man. It braves the
vengeance of the Lord. If itsimpious hands could scale the
heaven of heavens, it would do violence to al within those
blest abodes. All this is sounded in those fearful words,
"Cain rose up against Abel his brother and slew him."

The annals of ensuing crime show not iniquity more vile.
There have been dreadful deeds, enough to startle hell, but
where a deed like this! Thus Adam's firstborn exhibits evil
in its largest stature. Let us not dream, that sin came upon
earth a little seed, and rose by gradual growth into its full
enormities. Here it stands at once gigantic in every
proportion. It needs not a long course of time to ripen or
mature it. Behold again that bleeding one. It is the
"righteous Abel." The first who lived by faith first dies a
martyr's death.

Let then none fondly dream, that piety wins love, or faith
conciliates the world's favor. If now there be no open
outrage, it Is because restraint confine the arm. Earth
would be drunk with gore, if hatred to Christ could work
its will. Brother, aso, is slain by brother. Earth's closest
bonds are weak to hold back unbelieving enmity.

Behold once more. The deed is done. Blood stains Cain's
hands. Ocean, now, with al its waves, cannot wash out
that die. Rolling ages cannot sweep it away. Agonies of
remorse cannot recall it. No angel's efforts can remove the
weight of guilt. The sin is sinned. Account must now be



given. The murderer hears the searching question—for
God will speak—"Where is Abel, your brother?' "What
have you done?' But the hardened heart breaks not. The
sullen lips pour forth no cry for pardon. No contrition asks
for mercy. He stands an icy pillar of despair. Hope tenders
no support. No prospect brings a ray to cheer. He knows
not how to bear his being. But forth he must go to reap the
harvest sown by sin.

Here the curtain falls. But Cain still lives, and must
forever live. But where? What is his present state? What
will be his everlasting doom? He was of the "wicked one,"
and with the wicked one must pass to his own place. The
race of Cain, aso, still pollutes our earth. It is a faithful
admonition—"Woe unto them, they have gone in the way
of Cain." Jude 11. That way is still a common by-path.
The sons of nature crowd it. Grace only can call fromit.

In this history some of its downward stages are depicted.
Pride takes the first step. The sinner, satisfied with self,
sneers at the thought of being fallen— vile—lost. His
blinded solace is, "I am rich, and increased with goods,
and have need of nothing." Rev. 3:17. Sdlf-righteous, he
perceives no beauty in the glorious cross. Unconscious of
filth, he seeks no cleansing. Ignorant of guilt, he laughs at
pardon. Christ is despised. The Gospel is regected, as an
old wives tale. No grace bars the heart's door. Therefore
the whole legion of hell's passions find admission. They
enter and fix their foul abode. Outward warnings are not
heard. Frightful lusts are wantonly indulged. A mad career
is madly run. Human laws may check overt acts. Cain's



enormity may not in very deed be perpetrated—but Cain's
depravity dwells within. Then comes the end, which has
no end—no peace to soothe a dying bed—the dread
account before the great white throne—the sure
rejection—the dreadful "Depart from Me"'—and lastly, the
never-ending prison of anguish and despair.

Reader! let not Cain thus warn in vain. May good to you
spring from this dreadful life! Let his example search your
inmost soul. Is there one particle of self-justifying pride
within? If so, spare it not. Drag it to the cross and dlay it
there. Open your eyes to solemn truth. In you, that isin
your flesh, there dwells no good thing—Rom. 7:18. Y our
best deserves hell's depths. There is no moment of your
life unstained by sin. No thought of your mind could reach
the Law's high standard. Away then with all self-
confidence. You have no penitence—no tears—no
prayers—no services, which need not Christ's atoning
blood. Flee then from self to Christ. No pardon—
cleansing— righteousness are found apart from Him.
Listen to Cain's wail—escape the wrath to come. Rush not
to a place of torment. You yet live. Christ is near with
open arms. Hasten as the neediest of sinners to Him the
sinners friend. You will find Him willing—able to give
uttermost salvation. None perish with their face towards
Jesus.

"Spirit of the living God! Y ou who visited Abel, in mercy
visit al who read these pages! Call many from Cain's
graceless course to Abel's faith and heaven's eternal

glory!"






LAMECH

One day Lamech said to Adah and Zillah, "Listen to me,
my wives. | have killed a youth who attacked and
wounded me. If anyone who kills Cain is to be punished
seven times, anyone who takes revenge against me will be
punished seventy-seven times!”

Genesis4:23-24

Here a mysterious personage appears. Dark veils envelop
him. He moves with shrouded features rapidly across the
sacred page. His few words startle rather than inform.
While the eye watches him, he vanishes. Before the ear
can fully catch hisvoice, silence stills the scene.

But still he occupies a place on hallowed ground. He is a
Bible-character. The Spirit forbids him to be buried in
oblivion, and gives him a station in the ever-living word.
Thus he stands, as a warning Beacon. Each pupil in the
school of truth is bid to learn from Lamech.

Let us then now draw near with prayerful hearts. "Holy
Spirit! this is Your record. Pour down explanatory rays.
Shine on this dial, which Y our wisdom raises. Bring light
out of this obscurity. Unfold your gracious purpose. Give



the right key, that the casket may fly open. May every
reader be wiser by the survey of these dread features!"

But let idle curiosity retire. Marvels, indeed, are here, but
no details. No lengthened statements gratify a prying
mind. No ingenuity can expand the brevity. No research
can gain more than the words—One day Lamech said to
Adah and Zillah, "Listen to me, my wives. | have killed a
youth who attacked and wounded me. If anyone who kills
Cain is to be punished seven times, anyone who takes
revenge against me will be punished seventy-seven times!"

But the brief words are very sad. They plant usin aregion
enlivened by no sun—in a field without one flower—in a
parched desert with no cooling stream—in a deep valley of
dreadful shadows. Each sound falls mournfully as the
knell of death. The key note of this dirge is sin. Vice
bubbles up as from a fountain of iniquity. The whole scene
appalls. There is not one bright spot. Hope cannot hope,
where al is hopeless. Pity may pity, but with much
trembling. None can leave Lamech and not sigh.

The wretched speaker is of the family of Cain. Lamechisa
vile descendant of a vile progenitor. When five
generations had passed away, in him Can seems to
reappear. It may be well to approach him by marking the
complexion of his TIMES. They show the piteous state of
men devoid of grace—in whom self is the worshiped idol,
and selfishness the master-passion.



The house of Cain grew rapidly. They sparkled in nature's
lively gifts. Their energy was great. Their intellect was
keen. Their contrivances were shrewd. But we look in vain
for love of God, or laborsin His service. They planned and
toiled indeed. But it was adl for tempora
aggrandizement—for worldly interest—for comforts, for
pleasures. Extensive buildings spread. Inventions in the
use of metals advanced. Distinction in melodious arts was
reached. Cities arose. Works in brass and iron acquired
fame. The harp and organ sounded in their feasts. They
became a multitude great in earth's greatness— rich in
earth's wealth—skillful in earth's skill—polished in earth's
polish— luxurious in earth's luxuries. They were many,
and they were not crude. They ascended high steps of
cultivation. But al their industry was the intensity of
worldly-mindedness. God was not the moving principle.
They were emphatically "of the world." This was their
character, "hethat is of the earth is earthly." John 3:31.

Can we advance without a sigh! how pitifully foolish are
the votaries of the world! They may have gifts, which
glitter splendidly—~buit it is only for a speck of time. Their
brightest sun soon sets in blackest night. Their joys are no
true joys. Their continuance is a fleeting dream. Their
flowers have many athorn, and in the plucking fade. Their
fruitless blossoms soon decay.

Children of men, give ear. Why islife yours? Why are you
called to tread this earth? Why are immortal spirits planted
in your breasts? Why do grand faculties raise you as
creation's lords? It has been nobly said, "Man's chief end is



to glorify God, and to enjoy Him forever." Shall then all
your time, and means, and powers, and energies be
frittered in the sordid work of serving time and gratifying
self? Awake, arise, renounce such folly. Grovel not in
such mire! Study the glorious truths of God's most
glorious word. Be one with Christ. Live as citizens of the
bright world. Walk with God. Join the high company of
His sons. Shine as lights below. Work for eternity. In
every employ seek first the heavenly kingdom—the good
of men—the glory of the Lord. Take as your chart the
faithful saying—"Love not the world, neither the things
that are in the world. If any man loves the world, the love
of the Father isnot in him." 1 John 2:15.

When we contemplate man's most brilliant and successful
efforts—the books, in which high genius shines—the
stately edifices—the amost living statue— the speaking
picture—and other monuments of splendid minds;
admiration is turned to mourning by the reflection, 'Was
this designed to magnify the Lord? "Whose is this image
and superscription?' It avails nothing to have loud praise,
where we are not, if we have torment where we are. Many
who are crowned as great and glorious here, may awake to
"shame and everlasting contempt." Dan. 12:2. The old
world, with all its ingenuities, ripened for ruin. "And they
knew nothing about what would happen until the flood
came and took them all away." Matthew 24:39

Such were the times of Lamech. Now hear his VOICE. He
speaks unto his "wives." But why are there two? Is God's
ordinance thus wide? Is double matrimony permitted by



the sacred rite? Far otherwise. Consider its intent. God in
His tender mercy plans sweetest solace. Therefore He
places one of man's nature by his side—to be a second
self—a sharer of happiness—a partner of distress—
another heart, to which each care may be unbosomed—
whose love may make life's journey smooth—whose
sympathy may render burdens light—who may diminish
loads, and double joys—who may meet tear with tear and
smile with smile—who may be intertwined in every
fellowship, until death break the bond. Intent and gracious
thus to multiply delights, God brought to man "an help-
meet for him"—or, as the original declares, "an help as
before him"—always near to minister and aid. Genesis
2:18.

Thus the design excludes plurality—and therefore the
ordinance grants but one wife. God gives not Eves, but
Eve.

Jesus adds His authoritative comment. "For this reason a
man will leave his father and mother and be united to his
wife, and the two will become one flesh'? So they are no
longer two, but one." Matthew 19:5-6. No sentence can be
more explicit. Two—not many—shall be one. Adherence
shall be to the wife, not wives. But the design is frustrated,
when husband joins himself to more than one. Oneness is
then broken into diverse parts. Affections which should
have one channel, diverge into distracting streams.
Marriage is no more godly union but confusion. It is not
love, but jealousy. The sweetest type of Christ and His one
spouse, the Church, is debased into dissoluteness.



Lamech disregards God's will. His reckless passions burst
the wise restraint. Greedily he wallows in licentiousness—
and by his lusts degrades the hallowed oneness into
community of beasts. Thus he scorns the primal law. It is
not said, that he was the first to perpetrate this sin. But the
first record of it claims his name. No polygamist in history
precedes him. In sacred annals he stands at the head of a
new crime.

But did it end in him? Evil, once introduced, spreads as a
flame amid dry stubble. The weed, once rooted, can hardly
be eradicated. Through latest ages the fruit may still spring
up. Hence this domestic misery pollutes not only wilds of
savage life, but families of grace. Even David strayed in
this miry path. Reader! in pity of others, if not of self,
mortify each rising sin. By yielding you may found a
mountain of misery—and earn the ignoble fame of
"Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, who made Isragl to sin."
Future generations may trace their wretchedness to your
example. Many may wish, that you had never lived. Lost
souls may loathe you as paving their road of ruin.

Lamech sinks into blacker guilt. He next appears
confessedly a murderer. He openly proclaims, "l have
slain aman." True it may be, that no immediate link joins
his offences. But true it is, that sin is always a spreading
plague. One fault indulged soon swells into a deepening
torrent, and widens into a boundless sea. One little leak
may sink the noblest ship. One little spark may carry fiery
fury to immense expanse. Sin's property is to blind and



harden. It soon obscures the light, and then hideousness
affrights not, and a monster seems not monstrous. Its
contact blunts the edge of conscience; and he, who
previoudly said, "Is your servant a dog, that he should do
this great thing?' now quickly perpetrates the very deed
and blushes not.

See this in Lamech. He tramples down the marriage-law.
Then human blood pollutes his hands. He goes literally in
the very "way of Can." Let it be granted, that no
perceptible attraction unites these branches of
transgression. But let it be maintained, that sin will not
live single. It quickly propagates, and fearfully extends.

Of the provoking cause, and of the sad details, history
gpeaks not. Until the great day shall revea all secret
things, we can only know that he slew a man. Until all
deeds are published to an assembled world, the bare fact
only can be seen, that, like Cain, he was a murderer.

Reader! perhaps horror thrills through your heart at this
terrific sound. You sigh, "How could this bel Where was
his conscience! Was human feeling utterly extinct! How
could the thought arise! How could it be cherished! How
could the hand be raised! How could the victim be looked
on and not spared!"

It is well to shudder at such sinfulness of sin. But in your
great loathing turn your eye inward. Mark what passions
lurk in your own breast. See what monsters nestle in the
chambers of your imagination. There are dormant vipers



there. Temptation and opportunity would quicken them
into activity. Your heart holds seeds of al iniquity. True,
you turn pale at thought of murder. Once David felt the
like abhorrence. True, the ripe crime pollutes you not. But
what is the ember, from which this flame bursts forth? Is it
not anger? Our Lord's illustrious teaching traces these
floods of evil to their secret source. Anger conceived,
retained, fostered, fanned, soon becomes rage. Rage flares
into fury. Fury maddens into recklessness. Recklessness is
blind to consequence. Thus, then, you may possess the
moving cause, without advancing to the terrific deed.
God's eye may see al full-blown evil in your embryo-
thoughts. Therefore in al hatred of another's crime, the
gracious man will hate himself the most. He will confess
that nature always tends to sin. He will ascribe his guiltless
walk to screening grace and to his guardian God. Lamech
cries, Kill every sinful motion when it first stirs. It will
soon lead to nether-millstone hardness. It may provoke the
hopeless doom, "Let him alone." It may bring down the
bitterest curse of a"reprobate mind."

He seems to have rolled quickly down into this slough. He
speaks of this murder—but with no distress, or pain, or
penitence, or shame. Unblushingly he trumpets forth his
deed. Unfedlingly he shows his blood-stained hands, as if
they were some trophy of illustrious deed.

Ah! when conscience is thus seared, where is the fiend
more vile than man! Earth still may be his home, but hell
is within! Lamech is a proof. His heart next shows
abandoned desperation. He abuses God's long-suffering.



He takes it as a weapon to fight the more against Him.
Because God is patient, he becomes more sinful. Divine
goodness, as the sun shining on a putrid mass, draws out
its vileness. Cain for a while had found a respite. He was
not cast down instantly into the pit. Avenging lightnings
drove him not headlong to his bed of fire. Life was
prolonged. No, an especia shield was for a season spread
around. This patience on the part of God foments the
basest thoughts in Lamech. He pleads this case. His
distorting mind concludes that he was less in crime than
his progenitor. He dreams the beguiling dream—if Cain
were spared, surely | shall be so much more—if he
received protection, surely greater impunity is my due. "If
Cain shall be avenged seven-fold surely Lamech seventy
and seven-fold."

All this is very black. This conduct touches the last
confines of wickedness. How different are hearts broken
by the Spirit! Grace always hangs a lowly head, and wails
in dust and ashes, and sees the inward blackness, and in its
holiest actings still laments, "Sinners! of whom | am
chief."

But it is nature's base propensity to view self in a blinding
mirror. Keen to see others fault, it has no eye for home
iniquities. Sightless as to self, it misreads, also, the mind
of God. From the sweet flower of God's forbearance, it
extracts the direst poison. God spares in mercy. This
tender goodness is abused, as if He neither saw nor cared.
The wrath withheld is counted as indifference. The hand,
which smites not, is despised as powerless. Reprieve is



construed to be acquittal. Execution delayed is presumed
on as impunity. Patience, the gentle guide to penitence,
misleads to hard indifference. The lengthened space is
filled not with amendments, but more vile transgressions.
Reluctance to take vengeance is insulted, as license to
prolong iniquity. The Spirit'swarning is verified, "Because
sentence against an evil work is not executed speedily,
therefore the heart of the sons of men is fully set in them
to do evil." Eccles. 8:11.

Thus Lamech heaped up wrath against the day of wrath.
Thus, also, the men of his dark days sinned with
presumptuous hand. Eliphaz depicts their conduct and
their end-Y et you say, 'What does God know?

Does he judge through such darkness? Thick clouds veil
him, so he does not see us as he goes about in the vaulted
heavens.' Will you keep to the old path that evil men have
trod? They were carried off before their time, their
foundations washed away by a flood. They said to God,
'‘Leave us aone! What can the Almighty do to us? Job
22:13-17

Reader! where is baseness like the baseness of thus
trampling on mercy? Its language is, 'Because God is
good, | will be viler yet—because He grants me longer
space, | will the more defy Him." Where is folly like unto
this folly? It misinterprets God's loveliest attribute. It
draws aggravated guilt out of these wells of grace. Where
IS madness like unto this madness? It rushes on the thick



bosses of Almighty wrath. It adds fury to the penal flames.
It sharpens

the gnawing of the deathless worm. For though avenging
feet may tardily advance, avenging hands will strike at last
more heavily.

O you despisers! tremble and turn. Fall low on knees of
penitence. Marvel that you yet live. Bless God, that yet
you may repent and pray. Give thanks, that Christ yet
offers pardon. But delay not another moment. Remember
Lamech, and perish not.



ENOCH UNHEEDED

"Enoch walked with God."
Genesis 5:22

Enoch, the seventh from Adam, prophesied about these
men—"See, the Lord is coming with thousands upon
thousands of his holy ones to judge eve