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“I| die daily.”
1 Corinthians 15:31.

IN a certain sense we all do this; the very momenbegin to live, we commence to die; we are like
hour-glasses—there are fewer sands left to run ftmenvery moment they begin to trickle down. The
whole of our life is like an ebbing tide; our finstonths and years may look like advancing waves, bu
the whole is retreating, and by-and-by the livilap@l will be replaced by the mire of death—

“Our pulse, like muffled drums, are beating

Funeral marches to the tomb.”
Or, as Watts words-t

“every beating pulse we count,

Leaves but the number less.”
This is no land of the living, but the land of tthging, and this so-called life is but one protrdcaet of
death. This is not our rest, our soul is alwayshenwing; like the swallows, we must depart for thieo
land; life is a long descent to the valley of thadow of death; it shelves gradually to the preepand
no man can prevent his feet from sliding down grgvhour. We fly like arrows to that common target
of mankind, the grave, so that we may all say ewtlords of the text, “I die daily.”

Of some, also, this may be affirmed in a very fudiand unhappy sense. They die daily because
they feel a thousand deaths in fearamg; they are those of whom the apostle writes, “whoubgh fear
of death were all their lifetime subject to bondagkhis nightmare oppresses them, and brebkg
rest; this ghost stalks before them at all hourd, makes life grim with foreboding; this gall-drofakes
all their pleasant things bitter; they are afradlte, and yet are so fascinated by death, thgtdhenot
take their eyes off it. They cannot shake off th@l ©iorror of the grave; their clothes seem tonthi®
smell of the coffin, and their bread tastes of thergue; they are slaves to a fear whose chains are
heavy. These timorous doves ought to rememberd#dsats Christ came into this world on purpose, that
He might deliver such as they are. It was neveritention that any of His people should be subject
the fear of death, nor ought they to be, nor, idde®uldthey be if they walked by faith—for what can
there be in death for a Christian to fear? “Thegbdf death is sin,” but that is pardoned! “Thesgth
of sin is the law,” but Christ has fulfilled it! W is dying but departing to be with Christ, whistfar
better? And why should a man fear that which isbiatter for him; which will rid him of all his ills
admit him into unlimited blessedness, take him awam all fear and all care, and conduct him to the
fullness of the glory which is laid up in Christsdie? | trust you and | may never have to moanrout i
that mournful and gloomy sense, “I die daily,” luith holy joy may we look forward to the hour of our
departure which is so near at hand.

Paul used this expression in an heroic sensehtohw fear you and | are not very likely to attain
He said, “I die daily,” because every day he defbaly put his life in jeopardy for the cause ofuke
Christ. One day he went into the Jewish synagogugying that in all probability they would drag him
out, scourge him with rods, or, perhaps, in fanaéial, stone him to death. Another day he was foand
the street preaching to a multitude of idolaterg] denouncing their gods, irritating them by expgsi
their vices, and by advancing truths of God whidrevnovelties, and so contrary to their prejudices,
that they could not endure them. Behold him oft@ssing the sea in a frail ship, or passing ovggea
mountains among robbers. He was often in peril fibr@ mountain-torrents, and from cold and
nakedness; in all places he lived the life of ot®se neck was always on the block; who stood ready
any minute to offer himself up as a sacrifice fdi6t. In these more silken days we cannot run such
serious risks, and it is to our shame that theeesame who are natilling to run even thdttle risks
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which the times may demand. We know professors @dmmot imperil their business by an admission
of their faith, and others who cannot venture theaking of some fond connection for the sake of the
cross of Christ. Alas, there are many who are asldamh Jesus because a fathea onother or a brother
might, perhaps, ridicule them, or sneer at thery #re ashamed to bear the loss of anything, when o
apostlerejoicedto suffer the loss adll things, and did count them but dung that he mvght Christ!
May the heroic age of Christianity return to usj @wen if it should be necessary that the furnhoals

be heated once again, yet if God’s gold may butvglath that clear, bright luster which it exhibitéd

the former days, we may well be satisfied withfing of the blazing coals! The persecuted were fapp
men despite their sorrows; they were honored mdwitistanding their shame; they were earth’s
princes, heaven’s peers, for they could say thaClurist's sake they every day were delivered unto
death, but did rejoice, and were exceedingly gleat they were privileged to suffer for the cross of
Christ.

Our text we shall now take inspiritual sense. Neither fixing our minds upon its univesatse,
nor yet upon its mournful, nor even upon its heraganing, but taking it in gpiritual way common to
all the saints, “I die daily.” Our subject this marg is the art and mystery of dying every daystiwe
shall notice some previous necessities for thetm@of this art;secondlywe shall speak upon in which
this art consistsand thirdly,upon the great benefits which will accrue to thede shall learn to die
daily.

|. First, there are CERTAIN THINGS PREVIOUSLY NECESSARefore a man can be a scholar
in this great art of dying everyday.

The first necessity is that he mustwiing to die; if he shall shrink at death, and covet, lé&nd
dread even théhoughtof departure, it will be a miserable necessityhim that he will have to die
someday; but he will not be at all likely to be aut pupil in the art of dying today, and tomorramd
the next day, and every day that he lives. Witlatmal disinclination, with an awful fear, and aritde
shrinking from the very fact of dissolution, he wibt be at all forward to bring his mind to findlaht
and satisfaction in contemplation of the graveoriaher that a man should be willing to die daily,rhest
be a saved man; he must have his sins forgivenhamdust know it by infallible assurance or elsatde
will be to him, of all things, the most terribleeHnust be clad in the righteousness of Jesus Giwist
with armor of proof, and he must know that he hamj or else death will be a dart that will affllam
terribly, and from it he will shrink with all hisosil. He must be a man perfectly at peace with his
Creator, not ashamed to look into his Maker’s fac€hrist Jesus, nafraid to stand before Jehovah's
solemn bar. He must, in fact, have looked by faitlihe blood-stained cross, and he must have seen
Jesus making a full atonement there, for sin; hetrhave accepted that atonement as being made for
him; he must be resting on it with an unstaggerindghfaielieving that all his sin is put away through
that one dread sacrifice; he must know that theteigusness of Christ is wrapped about him, andhibat
is accepted in the Beloved, or else to talk to lindying daily would be somewhat analogous to
inviting the thief to be hanged daily, or askingudprit to be arrested daily. It will be enough,thenks,
to endure once that dread sharp stroke which wpplasate him from his joys; he certainly will not
predict and anticipate the period, but be gladotgédt it while he can, crying, “Let us drown caaed
live while we live.”

Yet more is necessary than this to make a goatestwof the art of daily dying; a man must not only
submissively await his dissolution, but he musebendesirousof departure, andheeredwith the hope
of the better land! A hard thing, you say, yet mapossible; impossible, perhaps, nature for it
shrinks from the hard thought of dissolution, basgible enough to divine grace, for grace overlooks
the temporary separation, anticipating the brigisurrection and the everlasting glory. To an ungodl
man, to die can never be a thing to be desiredyfat remains for him after death? His possessjons
from him; like birds that have rested for a litiidnile upon the field, but take to their wings whibie
traveler claps his hands, so all the worldling&hes must take to themselves wings and fly awag An
what remains for the sinner in the next world? Arfel looking for of judgment, and of fiery
indignation! Ungodly men and women, you know whaitl yrave to expect when you shall be called to
the unknown land to face the Judge upon His throf@l will be condemned, banished, accursed,
executed, and destroyed forever! It is not posdite death should be a welcome thing to drunks and
unclean persons, or even to mergigral men. But the believer; what of him? To him deatlgain!
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What he loses of comfort here, is made up to hitroasand fold by the joys of the hereafter; he kaow
that for him there is the crown of triumph, and gam of victory; for him the harp of ecstatic jdpr

him the robe of immaculate purity; for him a platethe right hand of God, even the Father, in @lern
security and ineffable delight! Therefore the Cimis not only regards death as a necessity through
which he hopes to be supported as a patient thrayginful operation, but Heoksfor his departureas

an heir looks forward to the day of mmejority; as the bride anticipates her wedding diais the time
when his manhood shall burst its shell, when higrisoned soul shall snap its fetters, when thatiwhi
was long like a shriveled corn, shall bud and agsand bear sweet fruit in the garden of God. When
he is in his right mind, and his faith is in actiexeercise, he longs to depart and to be with Ghsikich

is far better! Endowed with such a longing, he lbees an apt pupil in the art of dying daily.

Once more, if a man would learn to die daily, st necessary that he should hawegood
understanding and a clear knowledge as to whatldeaally is,and what are the matters that follow
upon it. Nothing is more becoming our study thandeparture of our souls from this mortal staginéo
immortal glory. What is it to die? Is it to ceasehte? If it were so, then indeed, we should beticlio
speak of dyinglaily. To die—is it to part with every comfort, and loseery joy? If it were so, and we
had to be driven forth from the body as naked &pihiouseless, restless, drifted about with eviangs
winds, we might indeed be excused if we shut oesdy the dreary prospect. To die is nothing but fo
the soul to be separated from the body. The boohaires to rest in the grave, and mold back to mother
earth while the soul ascennismediatelyto God who gave it—to be at once with Jesomsnediatelyin
paradise,without the body; a disembodied spirit, nakedddime, but yet most sweetly blessed! To die
is, in its after consequences, to wait a little@istate of bliss, and then at the trump of theaarghl, to
return to put on the body again—the same body wivas buried, the same in identity but marvelously
changed, as changed as the flower from the sedbearocus with its golden cup from the bulb which
was put into the soil. | say our souls shall coraekito their bodies to a new marriage. The spiit #he
body shall be knit together once again, so thatroanhood shall be again whole—body, soul, and
spirit, all being in glory even as we are here arite but far more gloriously developed. Believiers
Christ know that the first resurrection deliversithfrom all fear of second death; we shall reigthwi
Christ upon the earth; a thousand years of glogjl &fe given unto the saints—on this same globe in
which they suffered with their Master, they shallimph with Him! Then in the last time when Jesus
shall have delivered up the kingdom unto God, etvenFather, then the people of God shall reign
forever and ever in unsurpassed and unimaginabightleThis it is, then, to die. There is nothing
dreadful at all about it; it is altogether the veignplest of operations, although it involves aftards
the most wonderful results. | suppose that to slieuit a pin’s prick, or less than that; the paihscv we
call dying pains are really pains causedlifig’'s struggles to hold its owrDeath gives us no pain
whatever;it is the relaxing that lulls us into a blessedhsber; it is the obstinate grasp of life within us
which causes all the agony of separation, but as 88 life relaxes its stern grip, grief is endésl.for
death, his hand is gentle and tender, and to tbseknow him, his voice is music, and his counteean
a delight!

Now, Christian, if you can get an intelligent vief what dying is, and a clear view of what will
follow dying, you will then be able to learn to diaily; and by the grace of God you may yet be &ble
achieve it, and every day before you have minglgld thie din of this world’s turmoil, you may bathe
Jordan'’s river, and be refreshed!

Il. Secondly, WHEREIN DOES DYING DAILY CONSIST? Manyinigs go to make up this high
achievement.

The first is to consider with much care, every tlagy certainty of death to all those who shall not
remain at the coming of Chrisand to let the certainty of our own death or clegagg with us as an
undivided companion. We ought always to feel thatase mortal; it should be to us a garment that we
never shake off; the fact that we are here butopsumers and wayfarers should be painted on our
eyeballs. We are never right-hearted when we ingatiat we are abiding inhabitants of this land; we
are but strangers and sojourners in it; we are nght when we act as such. The Lord, knowing et
should try to shake off the remembrance of deaib,do helped us as almostfdoce us to it; we have
before us the frequent departures of others; thie tpathe cemetery is well trod. It is well for Ut we
live not always in the house of feasting—the grav®ink is a healthier resort than the table ofihyx
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Just think how often you have seen strong men wplpeared to be as likely to live as yourselves,rtake
away in their strength! How often have we markeldetd sickening gradually before our eyes like
slowly fading lilies! God rings the funeral knetl our ears, and bids us remember that the bellmazaly
toll for us. Our dying friends cast their shadowermus, and cool our worldly heats and madnestien
presence of the corpse we gather up our skirtsgaddup the loins of our mind, because as sursly a
the soul is gone from yonder lifeless body, we toost follow. We have no lease on life; we have no
earthly immortality guaranteed to us. Let us themember thenyriads who have marched before us;
let us keep their track before our eyes, feelirsg te are wending our way to the same goal.

The whole of nature around us also helps us tendper that we are mortal. Look at the year, it is
born amid the songs of birds, and the beauty o¥dls; it comes to its ripeness, and luscious fraitsl
shouts of harvest home, but soon the old age ahautomes, and a lamentation is heard, “The harvest
is passed, and the summer is ended.” Amidst theofalecaying leaves, and the howling of the cold
winds of winter, the year finds its end, and so, teith each day. Well does Herbert siag

“Sweet day, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the earth and sky,

The dew must weep your fall tonight,
For you must die.”

Every flower we see lavishing its fragrance on liheeze trembles because it hears the footsteps of
death! It blooms that it may wither; “Its root ige in its grave, and it must die.” Where do yoe se
immortal things beneath the moon? Lift up your eyesk where you may; don’'t you see everywhere
change and mutability, and departure written upatone’s brow? And God hangs all this up, as it were
as a notice upon the wall—like the mystic charactenich amazed Belshazzar, that we may not dare to
forget that it is appointed unto all men once te. &No, as if this were not all, not only is natéué of
helps to make us familiar with the grave, but owndodiesalso tell us of our appointed change. What
is that gray hair but the beginning, the first signd the token of the coming winter which shadefze
the life current within the veins, and chill theahitself? What is that loosened tooth but a pathe
fabric crumbling to let us know that the whole ter@mt must soon come down? What are those aches
and pains, and what that decay of the eyesight,tlaadduliness of hearing; what are those tottering
knees, and why that cane, but that we may recédas warnings that the whole tabernacle is shaking
the rude winds of time, and must soon totter tdat® The Lord will not allow us to win a freehold
here; He puts affliction into our family and diseasto our flesh in order that we may seek aftbetter
country, even a heavenly one. Let me exhort yon,theloved brothers and sisters in Christ, seetng y
have all these mementoes to keep the lamp of fhddeer always burning in your chambers, to be well
acquainted with the shroud and the winding sheegrftime you take off your clothes at night, think
how you must be unrobed for your last narrow bead &vhen you put on your garmentglie morning,
familiarize yourself with the time of the resurriect, when you shall put on your glittering garmeints
which you are to rejoice forever. Do not, | prayyput aside these reflections because at firkt sigy
may seem somber; familiarize yourself a little wiitle gray tints of death, and they will brighteridse
your eyes; and before long you will see a transeenhtleauty in such meditations to which you would
not be a stranger if you could! Thus the first pdrtlying daily is to think constantly of death.

The next part of dying daily ® put your soul, by faith, through the whole prssef deathlt is a
wise thing to sit down quietly, and to picture yal@parture; you need not stretch your fancy muoh; y
have seen the same with others, you can pictdme yourselves. There you lie, upon that bed grown
hard with weeks of weariness, and loving watchdmsper in the silent chamber; they are anxious that
you should not catch the sound, but your quickhesrs it, and you wistfully inquire, “What does the
physician say?” You gather, though they tell yot, tloat you must soon depart; as a believer inslesu
you are glad to hear it! You have had enough o world; you are like a child tired out with itsyda
play, and you are glad to fall asleep upon youndds breast. The solemn article comes nearer and
nearer, the pulse is fainter; you have enough ¢ouscess left to perceive that the eye is beingegla
and outward objects are lost; perhaps you haveeadsagh strength to sing your last song, for heaven
has met you while you are yet here, and your sofibbded with a joy you never knew before! You
have evidently arrived at the border land, for ¢hare flowers beneath your feet, the like of wmekrer
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bloomed in the wilderness, and you hear songs asgfou never before heard in the desert. Then you,
yourself, begin to sing. Perhaps it is some sudly s@ this—

“And when you hear my eye-strings break,

How sweet the minutes roll;

A mortal paleness on my cheeks,

But glory in my soul,”
or perhaps you burst out with a song concerninghtee Jerusalem, “your happy home,” name ever
dear to you; and you rejoice that you are aboentbyour labors in the joy and peace which remfains
the people of God.

The solemn instant has come, but will you be girecisely, to distinguish it? May there not be so
sweet a gradation from the earnest of the Spirithé bliss itself, that at no exact moment shedte be
a wrench from time to eternity? All may be so deljnordered that pilgrims may advance degrees
from the tabernacle of earth to the temple of heatieere will be a matchless change, but it wilt no
necessarily be a shock to the spirit—the foldintpga@f paradise may be opened by degrees, souhat o
eyes may be gradually prepared to endure the axeegkry. But while we linger, the spirit has
mounted. Now, oh, joy of joys, you are in His bosavho loved you with an everlasting love! The hand
that embraces you still wears the nail print, aag@u bow to kiss those sacred feet, and castrdvenc
which has been placed upon your head before that that God, you see that the feet are the feet of
Him who was nailed to the tree for you. What joyh&¥ blessedness to see that your Father smiles upon
you! The Spirit of God fills you, and you know Hirand you grieve Him no more! The Son of God
gives you to partake in all His glory, for you avéh Him where He is! Now be sure that you rehears
such thoughts as these as though they were a sd@sth in which you are soon to take your part;
traverse the azure way; plume your wings for tise $alemn flight; let faith, like a courier, marokfore
to track the way. Every semblance of affectationrudying beds is shocking. | have never been able t
admire the oft-quoted deathbed of Addison. “Confe&”said, “and see how a Christian can die.” It
seems to me too likel@oastto be a fitting utterance for a soul humbly regtat the feet of the cross,
and looking out over the black waters which frittige eternal shore. The true idea of a Christiapisgl
speech is a humble and gracious witness to thoselodk around, that though a sinner, he has found
peace with God through the precious blood of Jemng,would have others trust in the same Savior.
Prepare to deliver such a testimor@ften picture yourself as bidding adieu to eveayttgorn thing;
anticipate the final stroke, the upward mountirigg soaring through tracts unknown, the sight of the
Judgment throne, the eternal beatific vision, amd/i you die daily.
But we have not come into the soul of the matétr Yhe way to die daily, practically, is to hohdst

world with a very loose hand. When a man winstéelgain in this world, it sticks to him like biidie;
it holds him; it prevents his aspiring to heavethijngs, and it holds him bound to earth. Our dear
friends and our beloved children are all strongrhabinding our eagle-souls to the rock of edin!”
said one, as he was shown a rich man’s ample rengduxuriant gardens, “these are the things that
make it hard to die”; and | suppose they are, wthey are misused, and wrongly applied, they birdlim
us—they hold us to the soil when we would wish toumt. But, brothers and sisters, you must not be
the servants of the present. Look your lands as a dying man would look on theroklon your
children, and the comforts of your fireside, andiytittle savings, as so much hoar-frost to vaisthe
sun; look on your hourly cares, and daily joys aghlings which perish with use—mere visions of the
night, things that flit at the rising of the sunolywill never enjoy earth rightly unless you kndawa be
a poor mutable thing; earthliness eats as doeaslkegaand if you become so great a fool as to thuak
mortal things areeternal or that you, yourself, will long endure, you witserve for yourself many
sorrows. See you not how the glittering dew drogsa&e as the day grows old—such and as fleeting are
human joys! Mark how the meteor marks the brow ight and soon is seen no more—such and as
hasty is mortal bliss! Hold not earth’s treasurethwoo firm a grasp; give them all up to your Fath
and use them as temporary comforts borrowed fonieewo be returned soon. Our bereavements would
not be half as sharp if we always viewed our freead being lent to us; a man does not cry wherake h
to return a tool which he has borrowed; no, buamdonest man, he knew he borrowed it; he never
called it his own, and he hands it back, thankfat the has had it so long. When you weep, who have
lost your friends, you do well, but if you carryathweeping to murmuring, you ought to remember the
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mercy of God in letting you retain these dear oaesll, and in sparing them to you so long; and you

should mourn that a rebellions spirit should sgnmen you as to make you complain because your God
takes back His own. Gracious souls rejoice to Sadle Lord gave, and the Lord has taken away;

blessed be the name of the Lord.”

To die daily, then, is to hold this world with @oke hand, and to look upon earthly possessions as
fickle joys. To die daily, again, is to test ourplecand our experience very solemnly everyday. Atas,
that evil habit of taking our religion for granteaf, looking back to some period a few years aga, an
believing that we were then converted; and reclkgiinat it must be all right now because of somethin
that happened then. brothers and sisters, it i$ migghievous to live in the past, and to be afratcany
moment, to try our faith bypresenttests; we may live on experience if we will usgexence in its
proper place, but any man who is afraid to searelsgmt evidences, and to try the foundation of his
faith before God, today, is treating his soul masttchedly. How would you like to die today, dear
friend? Would you like to die with a hope too weakd tender to endure to be questioned? Can you
enter into eternity with a hope that you dare nattipto the crucible? Oh, no, ydeel you need sure
work when it comes to the last; you need a safesaable foundation to build your soul upon in the
trying moment! Well, then, beloved, see that yoopd is stablenow. Each day examine yourself
whether you are in the faith; whether you havelyeapented of sin; whether you have actually and
truly laid hold of Jesus Christ. Search! See whethe root of the matter is in you, and the frafghe
Spirit proceeding from you—whether God dwells iruyyewhether you walk after the flesh, or walk
after the Spirit. | would not foment doubts andréedut | would, above all things, press professors
avoid presumption; the man who is in a sound bgsirgoes not object to overhaul his stock, and
examine his books, but the man to whom bankrug@minent, generally seeks to shut his eyes to his
actual position. O sirs, if you are right with Ggeu will desire to be quite sure; you will notritih at
heart-searching preaching; you will be anxiousdht into the sieve, and to be tried even astey fi
your prayer will be, “Cleanse me, O God, from sedarlts; search me and try me, and know my
ways!” You will not be among those who hunt afteoghets with smooth tongues who prophesy in
gentle strains; you will not desire to have yowadie rocked, that you may be lulled into presumptio
but you will labor to make sure work for eternigst you suffer irreparable loss. Beloved, do thisrg
day! Look into the mirror of the Word, and see whetnner of men you are; purge yourselves from all
filthiness of the flesh, and of your spirit; putwself under the lash of the severest texts ofpBaoe,
and by all means labor that you are not deceivedGibd will not be mocked, but will deal with you
according tdacts

To die daily, it will be necessary that you comvergday, just as you did at conversion, to thexros
of Christ, as a poor guilty sinner, and rest in Hirdo not know anything that is more delightfulpra
necessary, or more profitable than a renewal ofdble of faith | have always found, when | have been
in fear as to my safety, or have had hard thoughtieath pressing heavily upon me, that my onlgntes
has been a humble resort to the atonement. Cadleyeat that they should write on his tombstene

“A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,

On Christ’s kind arms | fall.

He is my strength, and righteousness,

My Jesus, and my all.”
Here is an epitaph for each one of us! Just contle mathing of your own—no good feelings, and no
good works; fall before the cross of Jesus, andthese; take Jesus to be everything that God’s ¢l
your conscience can require. | think, dear friends, is the way to die daily, and if you can alwdiye
as an empty sinner filled with the fullness of Ghras a lost sinner saved wholly by a preciousoav
you are then fit to live, and fit to die!

But | have not quite concluded. To die daily, @leristian should take care to be always in such a
place and situation that he should not be ashamdettherein; therefore, the possessor of faithesus
Christ has no license to be found in places of dhgand unclean amusement. How would he like to die
there? The old story has it that the devil onceiearoff a very hopeful young man, hurrying him an
sudden to hell; a monk of great saintliness calliter the devil, “You have taken one of mine; yavé
no business with him!” “Well,” said Satan, “I fourtdm in the theater; he was on my premises, and |
took him.” | should not wonder if many a professorcarried off in that style! If professors of ggbn
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go astray into the neighborhoods of iniquity, nander if they are shot at by that old hunter afters!
Where your treasure is, there your heart is. Tellwhere you go to find your amusement, and | will t
you what you are—for where a man finds his higl@gtthere his heart most truly abides. It may serv
you as a guide when you have to question your&elight | to do this, or to go to this or that plate
Then ask yourself, “Should | be prepared to disuoh company, and in such an occupation?” If you
could not, leave it alone; if you would, you maylago.

The Christian, also, should never be in a statemfper in which he would be ashamed to die. Who
would like to die bearing malice against any manfRoWvould wish to die with hard thoughts of a
neighbor? Who would like to die in a passion? Yaweéno business to get into a passion at any time,
but to die daily; the aim and strife of a Christelmould be to keep himself in that delightfully able
frame of mind in which he should be prepared, gtraoment, to stand before his God with his present
emotions and feelings upon him. You say that isl masrk? So it is, but you have a glorious helpere-th
Holy Spirit shall enable you, and by His power yoay accomplish miracles of holiness! To die daily a
Christian should have all his affairs in such aditon that he is ready to die. | admire that habit
Whitefield, who was a man sery orderly, that he would not go to bed at nightil everything was in
order, for he said, “I should not like to die wighpair of gloves out of place.” And yet | know some
believers who have not made their wills! And if yheere to die today, and they may, their property
would go far otherwise than it ought to do, andife whom they love so well might be put to serious
suffering. A Christian has no right to leave hifaaé in a tangle; if he cares not for the affaifshis
own household, he is worse than a heathen andleg@uioMany traders keep their business transastion
in such a mess, that if they were taken away ey character might be impugned—nbut such should
not be! We must set our house in order, for we ndisst and not live; we should watch because the
Master comes as a thief, and a good servant woigl t@ have all things in good order at his Lord’'s
appearing.

So should it be with all our acts towards God. 8aooh you have not yet fulfilled the Master’s
command with regard to baptism. Now, if you diedayptized, you would be saved, but still, | am sure
you would not wish to be taken away till you hatfifled your Master’s bidding. Make haste, thendan
delay not to keep His commandments.

Some of you have dear children who are unconveaed you have not spoken to them about their
souls. Now, if you were called this afternoon teef upon the bed of death, | am sure you would wish
that you had delivered your soul fully to theserdw@es. This afternoon, then, call them into yamom,
and plead with them. A thousand other things mas$mupon your conscience, but you have been
putting them off—attend to them, | pray you, at @res a dying man should do! Who would wish to
die with a duty left undone? | would like to depatten the day’s work is quite finished. It is stdt
that venerable divine, Watts Wilkinson, asked ofiGuat he might never know consciously what it was
to die, and he died, as many of you will remembenhis sleep, so that his admission into heavent mus
have been almost without any recognition of de#thhis case death was swallowed up in victory.
Perhaps such an end may be given to us; | wouldsghso to die, that | should have nothing to distur
my mind of matters left undone, but be found wajitemd ready. If we are thus prepared, we have
acquired the art of dying daily.

lIl. What would be THE PRACTICAL BENEFIT of such dailyidg? It will help us to live well,
and this is no small matter; we would not be cowgtand grasping if we knew that the heap would soon
melt, or we should be taken from it; we would netdm impetuous, and attach so much importance to
trifles if we felt that there were grander thindgsse at our heels; we would not be so obstinate take
so long to be persuaded to Christian duty if we tfeht the time was short, and it behooved us to ge
much done in a little time; if we saw our candiekéring in its socket, we would be far more dihgie
we should not be so groveling, and so earthly ifsaes that the world is founded on the floods, and
therefore is utterly unstable. Next to living claseChrist, | do not know of any better prescriptir
overcoming worldly-mindedness than this dying edasy He whose mind anticipates a departure to be
with Jesus is armed with weapons for fighting adyoarfare.

But mark, brothers and sisters, the best pracgiffatt is thait would help us to dieNo man would
find it difficult to die who died everyday! He walihave practiced it so often, that he would onlyeha
to die but once more—like the singer who has blesugh his rehearsals, and is perfect in his fert;
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has but to pour forth the notes once and for alll lsave done. Happy are they who every morning go
down to Jordan’s brink, and wade into the strearfelilowship with Christ, dying in the Lord’s death,
being crucified on His cross, and raised in Hisuresction! They, when they shall climb their Pisgah
shall behold nothing but what has been long famibahem—as they have studied the map of death.

| do not know how wide the benefits of dying daiyay be, but they seem to me to be
commensurate with the whole period of human extgeMouyoung people, you would not be likely to
plunge into youthful gaieties to your own damaggoi felt that you might die while yet you are ygun
that wild oat sowing would never cause you a hdrgésegrets if you felt that you might perish imet
midst of sin! Graves are often short trenchesifte Iprattlers. Beware you boys and girls! You nuén
middle age, how it would check you in that eagerspit after gold, that hastening to be rich which
never leaves a man innocent, if you felt that itttke matter, after all, to gain wealth since smon you
must be parted from it. And you who totter on dfstacannot conceive of anything which would keep
you in a holier frame of mind, or in a happier aradmer state, than to be always dying the death of
Jesus, that you might live His life!

Put the Christian in any position and this artlgihg daily will he useful to him. Is he rich? Hellw
not be purse proud because he knows that he moistsremoved from all his treasures. Is he poor?
He will not murmur, for he recollects the streetgold which are so speedily to be his portion! sTts
useful to a Christian in all pursuits; if he is lseg after knowledge, as he may, he will minglehwiit
the knowledge of Christ crucified, for he knowstthl else will not serve him; if he is toiling fa
livelihood, as he may, and as sleould he will seek first the kingdom of God and Hishtigousness,
because these things last when all else shalllpkkisfaded leaves.

Make a believer a king or a pauper, and the adyofg daily will help him in either position! And
whether he shall rule as a potentate, or suffer slave, dying daily will be an equal benefit te boul.
Put him under every temptation, and this will hklm, for he will not be tempted by the offers of so
brief a happiness—his soul has a grip ugternal realities, and vain shows it utterly despises.e“Se
here, tempter,” he says, “I have a kingdom whiahncd pass away; vain is your offer of the kingdoms
of this world. See here, foul fiend, | have thedigaand the joy which never can fade—why tempt me
with these vanities, these painted nothings?” Alteweptation’s billows the believer lifts his headtw
calm joy, because he breathes the atmosphere wéeRaily dying is as useful to the saint in logg
as in his griefs, in his exaltations as in his @spions; it is a blessed thing for him in the walEnd on
the mountain, in strength, and in sickness, orbttdefield of activity, or in the hospital of safing; he
shall be tutored for immortality, trained for bliggted for heaven by learning to die dai{ybd teach us
this art, and He shall have the glory of it. Amen.
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