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“Though He slay me, yet will | trust in Him.”
Job 13:15.

THIS is one of the supreme sayings of Scripturesés like an alpine summit, clear above all ordi-
nary heights of speech. It pierces the clouds &stegs in the light of God. If | were requireddaote a
selection of the most sublime utterances of thedwumind, | should mention this among the first—
“Though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him.” | thk | might almost say to the man who thus spoketwha
our Lord said to Simon Peter when he had declairedd be the Son of the Highest—"“Flesh and blood
has not revealed this unto you.” Such tenacioudihg] such immovable confidence, such unstaggering
reliance are not products of mere nature, but ftareers of rich divine grace. The text containsra-p
cious jewel of grace, fitly set in the purest gofdchoice speech. Happy is the man upon whose tarm i
can be worn as an ensign in the day of battle.

It is well worthy of observation that in these werdbb answered both the accusations of Satan and
the charges of his friends. Though | do not knoat thob was aware that the devil had said, “Does Job
fear God for nothing? Have You not set a hedge abwoo and all that he has?” yet he answered that
base suggestion in the ablest possible mannehgfalid, in effect, say, “Though God should pull dow
my hedge and lay me bare as the wilderness itgellfwill | cling to Him in firmest faith.” The arch
fiend had also dared to say that Job had held mderuhis first trials because they were not sudfitly
personal. “Skin for skin, yes, all that a man hal lve give for his life. But put forth Your handpw,
and touch his bones and his flesh, and he willec¥isu to Your face.” In the brave words beforela)
most effectually silences that slander by, in d@ffeaying, “Though my trial is no longer the slayiof
my children, but of myself, yet will | trust in HifhHe thus, in one sentence, replies to the twodsdas
of Satan and thus, unconsciously, does truth ox@stiher enemies, defeating the secret malice eéfal
hood by the simplicity of sincerity. Job’s friendso had insinuated that he was a hypocrite. They i
quired of him, “Who ever perished, being innocedtavhere were the righteous cut off?” They thought
themselves quite safe in inferring that Job musehzeen a deceiver, or he would not have beeneso sp
cially punished. To this accusation Job’s grandatation of his unstaggering faith was the bestans
possible, for none but a sincere soul could theslspWill a hypocrite trust in God when He slayshi
Will a deceiver cling to God when He is smiting RilAssuredly not. Thus were the three miserable
comforters answered if they had been wise enougbédat.

Our text exhibits a child of God under the mostese\pressure and shows us the difference between
him and a man of the world. A man of the world unttee same conditions as Job would have been
driven to despair and in that desperation, woukeHaecome morosely sullen, or defiantly rebellious!
Here you see what, in a child of God, takes theeglaf desperation. When others despair, he trasts i
God. When he has nowhere else to look, he turhgstbeavenly Father. And when, for a time, even in
looking to God, he does not meet with consciousfodimhe waits in the patience of hope, calmly ex-
pecting aid and resolving that, even if it does ecunhe, he will cling to God with all the energy o
soul. Here, all the man’s courage comes to thet,froot, as in the case of the ungodly, obstinatiely
rebel, but bravely to confide. The child of God@irageous, for he knows how to trust. His hear$,sa
“My Lord, it is bad with me now, and it is growingorse, but should the worst come to the worst, stil
will I cling to You and never let You go.” In whaketter way can the believer reveal his loyalty i® h
Lord? He evidently follows his Master, not in fareather only, but in the worst and roughest days. H
loves his Lord, not only when He smiles upon himt, Wwhen He frowns. His love is not purchased by
the liberality of his Lord’s golden hands, forstmot destroyed by the smiting of His heavy rododgh
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my Lord puts on His sternest looks, though fromncielooks He should go to cutting words, and though
from terrible words, He should proceed to cruemMi@avhich seem to beat the very life out of my soul,
yes, though He take down the sword and threateme¢oute me, yet is my heart steadfastly set upen on
resolve, namely, to bear witness that He is irdigigood and just. | have not a word to say against,

nor a thought to think against Him. Much less wolldander from Him, and though He slay me, |

would trust in Him.

What is my text but an Old Testament version ofNleev Testament, “Quis separabit?”—Who shall
separate? Job does but anticipate Paul's queStm shall separate us from the love of Christ?liSha
tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or famimenakedness, or peril, or sword? No, in all ¢hibéngs
we are more than conquerors through Him that laxeed-or | am persuaded that neither death, naqr life
nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nongjsi present, nor things to come, nor height, npthge
nor any other creature shall be able to separafeous the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our
Lord.” Was not the same Spirit in both Job and PdsiHe also in us? If so, we are men indeed, and o
speech is with power and this declaration to usoisdle boast, no foolish bravado, though it woléd
ridiculous indeed, if there were not a graciousrhkahind it to make it good. It is the conquersigut
of an all-surrendering faith which gives up all l6kd. | wish that we may all have its spirit thiomm-
ing, that whether we suffer Job’s trial or not, may at any rate have Job’s close adherence todid L
his faithful confidence in the Most High.

There are three things in the texaterrible supposition~though He slay me;” aoble resolution
“yet will | trust in Him;” and thirdly,a secret appropriatenes$his last will require a little looking into,
but | hope to make it clear that there is a great@priateness in our trusting while God is slayirsg—
the two things go well together, though it may sotappear at first.

|. First, then, here is A TERRIBLE SUPPOSITION—"Thoulle slay me.” The Lord is here set
forth as a slayer of His trusting servant. An ifigaof terror. It is a supposition which, in some senses,
cannot be tolerated for a minutéFhough He slay me.” Here | am, His dear child, evicom He has
loved from before the foundation of the world. Cloe whom He laid down His life upon the Cross.
One of whom He has said, “I have engraved you upemalms of My hands.” How can He slay me? If
He does so, it can only be in a minor sense. Arydest and truest life, it must be safe, for Hess
author and guardian, and cannot be its destroyar.&Cmother forget her sucking child, that she acoul
not have compassion on the son of her womb? Cdwddsaffer a child of hers to die while she had
power to keep it alive? Would she lay violent hanoden the child of her love and destroy it? God for
bid. Neither will God destroy, or suffer to be deged, any of His own dear children. Jesus hasrsole
ly said—"I give unto My sheep eternal life and trehall never perish, neither shall any pluck therh o
of My hand.” The fairest children of the earth vdlk, for that which is born of the flesh is flesimd all
flesh is as decaying grass. But the feeblest difil@od will live forever, for the life of God in evy de-
gree is immortality. Time will put out the sun. Tlaenp of the moon will grow dim in ages yet to come
but neither time nor age shall quench a solitaarispf heaven-born grace and light. Though faithus
as a grain of mustard seed, it is essentially iagithing, and it is not conceivable that God Hithse
should slay that which is quickened with His lifdnough it is imperceptible sometimes even to the po
sessor of it, and though it should raise many phigfiestions as to whether it is there at all,ifyétis
there, God will preserve it even to the end. Cochédd of God, you must not suppose that the Loridl wi
slay you forever. You must not allow suppositiortsickh would dishonor your God. You may suppose
what you like if it is innocent, but you must neippose that which would blaspheme the divine love,
cast a slur upon God’s fidelity to His promise. iHay cast you aside for awhile, but He cannot cast y
away forever. He may take away your goods, butynat highest good. He may allow a cloud to rest
upon your reputation, a blight to fall upon youefudness, and a storm to sweep away your happiness,
but His mercy is not clean gone forever—He hasim@inger turned away His heart from you. He has
chastened you sorely, but He has not given you ontr death.

No, you must not interpret the supposition of @ fas though it said, “Though He leave me to per-
ish, though He cast me into hell,” for that canerelve. But | make bold to say that even if the ldevi
were to whisper in your ear that the Lord wouldafip destroy you, it would be a glorious thing dwy
could bravely reply, “And if He did | would stilrdast Him.” One old saint once used very daring and
perhaps, unjustifiable language when he said itasgof love, “If God casts me into hell, | will ldoso
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fast by Him that He shall go there, too. | will Het Him go and hell itself will be no hell to mehike

He is there.” Beloved, say in your soul—‘Though tt@rd should condemn me, | will not rebel, but
confess that He is just. Though He should refusleer my prayers, yet He is an infinitely good and
blessed God, and | will still praise Him.” But beéal, it cannot be that God should slay or condemn a
believer, and you need not tolerate the supposiBtessed be His name, He has not cast away the peo
ple whom He did foreknow. Neither has one soul thadted in Him ever been forsaken.

The terrible supposition before us is inclusivealbfpossible ils. “Though He slay me.” He means
that if every form of evil up to actual death sltbubme upon him, yet would he trust in God. Though
he should lose all that he had in flock or fieldpurse or portion, yet would he trust. In Job’'sezaway
went the oxen and the asses, away went the sheap véent the camels and away went all the servants.
And each time, as the messenger came breathlesstyng in, he said, “I, only, am left alone to tell
you.” At last the worst news of all came, for ak kehildren were taken away at a stroke. All wasejo
for his wife was as good as lost, too, since shetweer to the enemy, and said, “Curse God and die.
Well, says Job, “Though my troubles have left meekud all but life, though nothing remains to me bu
this dunghill and the broken potsherd with whictctape my sores, yet will | trust in the Lord.” G,
was bravely said!

In this resolve, as we have seen, he includes migtadl losses of property, but all bereavements of
friends. And | should like you Christian peopleldok this in the face. Perhaps the Lord may suddenl
take away from you the dearest object of your Feaffection—your husband or your wife—can you
trust Him then? The almost idolized children mayrbmoved, one by one, and leave sad vacancies
within your heart. O fond wife, the beloved of yaoul may pass away in the prime of his manhood.
The brother may be cut down as the green herblendister fade as a flower. Parents, childrenhbret
ren—any and all of these may be put far from youd-gou may find yourselves as lone trees, whereas
now you are surrounded by a kindred forest. You bathe last of the roses, left alone, scarcelgrnlo
ing, but bowing your head amid the heavy showersoofow which drench you to the soul. Now, be-
liever, if you are in such a deplorable case ag tiaan you still say, “If the Lord should go evemther
than this, should His next arrows penetrate my tagerated heart, even then, as | bleed to deaH, |
kiss His hand"?

Job included in his supposition all kinds of paie can hardly imagine the bodily agony of Job
when he was covered with boils from the soles sffeet unto his head. None could approach him, the
disease was so foul, neither could he endure toushed. He says, “Though | have all these boits an
even should they grow worse, so that the painsid @odure should become unendurable, and should |
suffer the very anguish of death itself, yet stibuld | put my trust in my God. Neither povertynéi-
ness, nor fierce torment shall make me forsakelLtrd, nor shall all put together cause me to doubt
Him.” What a victory of faith is this!

Job, at that time, also suffered from dishonor timse who once looked up to him with respect, now
despised him in their hearts. He says that thosese/fathers he would have disdained to have sht wit
the dogs of his flock, opened their mouths agdiimst and whereas, when he stood in the streetcgsin
were silent in his presence to listen to his wisdamw among the most base of mankind, he had be-
come a song and a byword. As for his mistaken disehe had grown so weary of them that he said, “O
that you would altogether hold your peace and itikde your wisdom.” Poor Job was sorely galled
with the scorn poured on him at a time when he rdegeboth sympathy and honor, but yet his faith
cries, “If I am still more despised and forgottenaadead man out of mind, yet will | trust in Yony
God.”

Connected with all this, the afflicted patriarchshbave felt much depression of spirit. Did he not
say, “Even today is my complaint bitter: my strakeheavier than my groaning. For God makes my
heart soft and the Almighty troubles me™? Those®fvho are subject to depression of spirit find imuc
that is congenial in the Book of Job. His musiénigune with our own. How bitterly does he wail at
times! What wondrous insight has he into the mystérsorrow! Though his grief has never been thor-
oughly weighed, nor his calamities laid in the baks together, yet have his woes been considered by
thousands of mourners. They have ministered a Wweéltonsolation to them. Job does not exclude his
own despondencies from his resolves. No, he maménds them, for these are, in a special sense, a
man’s own personal slaying and he says, “Thougisiedeme”—though my heart should break with an-
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guish, pierced through with despondency, yet wdut my trust in God. | began by calling the suppos
tion of our text a terrible one, and now | clainatth have shown it to be so, since it includesatming
upon us of all sorts of ills.

Listen, yet againThis supposition goes to the extreme of possipifityot beyond it, for it will be
hard to find a case in which God has really slaip af His servants. The martyrs were slain for Him,
but not by Him. To none of His children, save dm&s the Lord been as Abraham was to Isaac when he
unsheathed the knife to slay him. If it had beencsold we have been as the lamb beneath theisacrif
cial knife? The stones which slew Stephen and W d which slew James were in the hands of cruel
men and not in the hands of God. But God Himsetieiee supposed to slay us. Now, though He has not
actually done so, we may inquire whether we coafdgn ourselves to Him, even if He should take life
and all with His own hands. Could we lie on thewalind not struggle? Do we hate, even, our own life
for love of Him? What do we say? Is our love strenthan death? God grant it may be found so.

But this supposition goes further than matters evet gal Why then does the patriarch suppose
such a case? | answer because only by such suppesiin he express his faith to the fullest. Remem
ber that psalm, “Therefore we will not fear, thoubk earth is removed, and though the mountains are
carried into the midst of the sea”? We are not etipg the earth to move nor the mountains to plunge
into the ocean—but in order to express our confidemwe declare that even such a quaking would not
affect the foundation of our faith. God Himself rteeélis people in the same manner, by saying, “The
mountains shall depart, and the hills be removed;My kindness shall not depart from you, neither
shall the covenant of My peace be removed.” Chil&od, you may suppose what never will occur, if
you like, and project your soul by that suppositimto depths of woe and grief into which you wiéw
er actually come, and yet, through divine grace walresolve, “If it came even to that, | wouldilkt
trust in Him.”

Though the text supposes what will not actuallyuncgetit is a just description of what often does
occur as far as our conceptiog®. Have you ever known what it is to be, in youwnoconceptions,
slain by God? My heart has known it often. It idlaath itself to feel all your religion melt awakd the
hoar frost of the morning when the sun has risdhydur joys in which you delighted fly away like
birds when a man claps his hands. Have you evetdhadgin all over again, at the very alphabetesf r
pentance and childlike faith—and find even thatasy work? Did you never know what it was to get
your cup right full of what you thought was holyjand sweet experience and then for the Lord to tur
it, bottom upward, and let you see that it was atumne of self-conceit and sentimentalism, with khic
dregs at the bottom of pride and falsehood? Cansgguwith David, “I have seen an end of all perfec-
tion”? Have you ever been brought down from imagirr&ches to bitter but honest poverty? Have you
ever thought you were becoming so wonderfully s@edtthat you could scarcely lay a split sheet of
tissue paper between you and perfection—and tHeof @ sudden the Lord has laid you naked and
made you loathe the sight of your inborn corrupiiYou have been as a cup which bubbled at the top
and frothed over, and the Lord has blown off tleghfrand made you see the black draught of your in-
ward vileness. God has many ways of thus slaymgdis children, all that ought to die. Thus Heill
the spiritual hypocrisy which is so common in us @ur life seems, at times, to run all into puffba
and bloated fungi of self-glorying. We think thaé etre something when we are nothing. And then the
Lord prunes us back to our real condition. Do yoow what it is to be thus slain? Ah, my brethren, a
times our life is a long experience of the powedeath. Do you know what it is to say, “Is this y@e?
Why, while | prayed, my thoughts were perplexedirdicted and wandering. Is this faith? Why, even on
the most vital points my soul dares scarcely spa#tk confidence! Is this love?—love to Christ, wiic
even while | exercise it accuses me on accounisdikewarmness and lack of self-denying ardor. Can
this be spiritual life? Life at which | blush andey which | mourn! Life which scarcely reaches apds
feeling and when it does, soon subsides into inisiibg” Beloved brethren, | speak from experience
All this is a kind of slaying by which the Lord tad pride from men and keeps them from the snares of
vain confidence. Has He not written, “I kill andriake alive, | wound and | heal™? In these times of
wounding and killing, which are very common to theerience of some of the children of God, the on-
ly thing we can do is still to trust—*“Though He glae, | will trust in Him.” Trust Him though He &&f
out nine-tenths of your hopes, burns up all yoyregiences, grinds your evidences to powder, crushes
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all your realized sanctities and sweeps away all yests and refuges. Then, indeed, is the best dim
all to exercise true faith.

Once morethe grim supposition of the text, if ever it weealized by anybody, was realized by our
Lord JesusOur great covenant Head knows to the full what tdembers suffer. God did slay Him and
glory be to His blessed name, He trusted God wdevas being slain. “It pleased the Father to leruis
Him. He has put Him to grief.” Yet from the lips otir dear Lord we hear no expressions of unbelief.
Read the 2¥ psalm, where He says, “Our fathers trusted in Yioey trusted in You and You did deliv-
er them, but | am a worm, and no man.” Hear howpleads with God and specially listen to His dying
words, where, though He says, “My God, My God, wiaye You forsaken Me?” yet a few minutes lat-
er He cries, “Into Your hands | commit My spiritéWhat! Into the hands of a God who had forsaken
Him and smitten Him? Did He commit Himself into #sohands? Yes, into those very hands. And here-
in we must follow in His steps. Though the Lords;utews, hacks, tears, and grinds us to powder, yet
out of the dust, the tears and the blood of thdlichnwe must look up to Him and say, “I still su
You.” Here is the patience of the saints! Herehes glory of faith! Blessed is the man who thus Inees
more than a conqueror. | say it calmly, | wouldrs&robe able to do as Job did, than to be one alegon
seraphim who have never suffered and consequdraiye never clung to a slaying God. | count it the
grandest possibility of a created being that &bke to completely yield itself up into the Cre&drands
and unwaveringly believing in the Creator’s love,hope believing against hope. O, royal word of a
right royal soul, “Though He slay me, yet will ust in Him.”

Il. Secondly, we have before us A NOBLE RESOLUTION—*“Yall | trust in Him.” Job meant
that he was confident that the Lord was just. Amaligh he did not feel that the suffering he wa® the
enduring was sent upon him for his sins, yet heendwoubted the righteousness of God in so afflictin
him. His friends said, “You see, Job, you sufferenthan anybody else. Therefore you must have been
a hypocrite, for God will not lay upon any man mtran is just.” “No,” said Job, “I have been uptigh
before the Lord. And yet, on the other hand, | db accuse the Lord of injustice, | am sure He does
what is right. And I trust Him as much as ever.efdwere two things to which Job stuck very firmly—
“Though He slay me, yet will | trust in Him, buwlill maintain my own ways before Him"—that is, |
will not admit that | have been a hypocrite, fondve been sincerely obedient to Him. Nor will | be
driven to the other conclusion, that God is unjasfflicting me. Job did not understand the Lon®s-
sons, but he continued to confide in His goodnkEgsset no terms or limits to the Lord’s actionst bu
left all to His absolute will and was sure that wéwveer He might do, it must be right. Should deat p
vent all apparent possibility of making up to hithhas losses and woes, his faith leaped over épeils
cher and saw justice and mercy alive in the reddey®nd, making all things right in the end. O, @sw
grand, thus, to champion almighty goodness indgkéhtof death itself.

Now, dear brethren, you and I, if we are restingru@od, may say, “Whatever happens, though |
may not be able to understand God'’s dispensatmnsetany more than Job understood God'’s dispensa-
tions towards him, yet | am quite sure of this—tHatwill help me in my trouble and | will, there&gr
cast myself upon Him—~believing that as my days tngrgyth shall be. Or if He does not aid me in my
trouble with manifest help, I will still trust th&te will bring me out of it, that if He seems tagake me
for a while, yet it shall be said of me as of Gadtroop shall overcome him, but he shall overcome
the last.”

If 1 should neither receive present help nor immageldeliverance, yet | am persuaded that my good
is designed by my long trial and that God is makimg worst things work out my everlasting benefit
and His own glory—therefore | will subunit to HislMand expect, in the end, to see the lovingkireine
of the Lord. Yes, and if | should have neither preshelp nor deliverance, nor see any immediat& goo
come of my affliction, yet will | repose myself upd&od, for in some mysterious way or other | shall
yet know that His providence was right and goodHe cannot err. His dealings must be wise, He can-
not be unkind. His actions must be tender. Thohghsharp edge of death itself invades me, | wildlho
to this belief, that You, O Lord, do all things g If down to the sepulcher my steps must go and
through the gloomy valley’'s darkest shade my pihgrge must wind, yet will | fear no evil, for Yowd
and staff shall be my confidence. And | will beestinat He who bids me die will bid me live again—up
from the grave my body shall yet rise—and in mglilé see shall God. As for my spirit, though itpas
through the death shade, it shall come forth intwighter light and in the eternity of glory it $hee-
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ceive abundant recompense for the sorrows of thsept time. This is the faith for us to hold at all
times—"“Though He slay me, yet will | trust in Him.”

Why, do you think, Job was able to speak so paditiabout his trusting God? Was it not because
he knew God? “They that know Your name will putitheust in You.” If you would believe God, you
must know Him. Those who are strangers to Him catmst Him. O, beloved, only think what God is.
Sometimes, when | am contemplating His being ardader, | feel as if | could leap for joy. And whe
| touch upon the theme in the pulpit, | feel akdbuld talk on forever in His praise and use thengest,
sweetest, richest words in human language to tedtva blessed God my God is. What! The Lord do
wrong to any of us? Impossible! The Lord be unkiodus? The supposition cannot be endured for a
single moment. After once knowing Him, we feel thktthe goodness and kindness of fathers, mothers,
brethren, children, husbands, wives—all put togetkis only like one single drop of sweetnhess com-
pared with that ocean full of honey which is tofbend in His infinite love. Besides, we have notyon
His attributes to trust, but His past actions tolisl my Lord forgive me all my sin? And after thail
He ever be unkind to me? Did He lay down His lie fine upon the accursed tree and can | dream that
He will desert me? Have | looked into the woundsmyf dying Savior and shall | ever murmur if He
should multiply pains and sufferings and losses@ndses to me? God forbid. Such love as His ferbid
all fear. Did you ever lean on the Bridegroom’s ariave you ever sung like the bride in the canticle
“His left hand is under my head, and His right atoes embrace me”? Did He ever stay you with drag-
ons and comfort you with apples while your soul wig& with too much delight? And after all that]lwi
you indulge harsh thoughts of Him? O, no, till they breaks and the shadows flee away, we cannot
think harshly of Him who has dealt so kindly witk. (His ways must be right. Such wondrous acts of
love as His have proved to us beyond all questian e is love, essential love and cannot, theeefor
do us an ill turn.

Besides this, we know the relationship in which dt@nds to us. It has been said that you cannot
trust an enemy and it has been equally well ad@edcannot trust a reconciled enemy—suspicion lin-
gers long. But our God is no reconciled enemy, ghode is sometimes represented as if He were so.
He has loved us with an everlasting love. His idmendship of yesterday, no passion which began to
burn a month or two ago. Long before the hilltliftup their heads, He loved us. The bands of His Fa
therhood are upon us and we can well commit ouesalvto His hands.

Are any of us in great trouble, this morning? Thedrus trust in the Lord, now, for what else can we
do? Suppose we give up trusting in Him—to whom bere should we go? If this anchor drags, what
other holdfast can there be? Let us continue &t tur Lord, for He deserves it. He has never done
thing that could justify our doubting Him. Has Heee been false to us? Ah, Judas, you sold your Mas-
ter, but your Master never sold you. Ah, unbeligvreart, you have wandered from Jesus, but He never
wandered from you. If you do not doubt Him till ybave cause for doubting Him, it will not be soon.
Let us trust our God, for this is the sweetest aytrd man can have. This side of heaven, nothing ca
yield the afflicted man such support under trialden he can fall back upon the strong love of God
believe that the wisdom of God is overruling albthing tends to sanctify our trials and producedyoo
results from them, as faith in God. This is the Samwhich finds honey in the lion. For a thousazet r
sons | would say, “Trust in the Lord at all timgsu people, pour out your hearts before Him. Gaal is
refuge for us.” Say, each one of you, “Though He she, yet will | trust in Him!”

lIl. And, now, the last point is this—A SECRET APPROPRENESS about it all.

There is a something about our Lord’s slaying ugctvishould help us to trust Hinhwould sooner
the Lord should slay me with troubles and triasntihet me alone in my sin. What says the Scrip®ures
“If you are without chastisement, whereof all aegtpkers, then are you bastards and not sons,Hatr w
son is he whom the father chastens not?” | do aehsch pity the children of God who have a cross to
carry—I reserve my fears for those worldlings whe ot in trouble as other men, neither plagueel lik
other men. It would be very foolish for the affedtone to say, “I am no child of God because Heesmi
me”"—there would be more reason in the sinner’srggyil am no child of God, for | have my portion in
this life.” Surely there is something in you whiGwod loves, or else He would not be killing that g¥hi
He hates. If He hates the sin in you, it is a gsiga, for where do we hate sin most? Why, in these
love most. If you see a fault in a stranger, youkwour eye and say but little. But in your own dea
child you are deeply grieved to observe it. Whaerd is true love there is a measure of jealoudytiam
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more burning the love, the more fierce the jealp@specially on the part of Jesus Christ. Where He
sees sin in those who are very dear to Him, Hig fwrns not against them, but against their sin—and
He will not stop until He has slain it. His rebulae severe, not because of lack of love, but ke
loves so much. An ungodly man met me some yearsvagen | was suffering, and said to me in a jeer-
ing way, “Ah, whom the Lord loves, He chastensgé.5 | said, “Yes, it is His custom.” “Ah,” he said
“so long as | am without the chastisement | am \aemytent to be without the love.” Oh, it broughe th
red into my cheeks and the tears into my eyes,lamtkd, “I would not change places with you for
10,000 worlds. If my God were to afflict me fromadgeto foot | would bear it joyfully sooner thandia
moment without His love.” When the Lord flogs usg Wve Him, and we would not leave Him though
the devil should bribe us with all the kingdomstloé earth and the glory of them. Our Father puts us
sometimes, into the black hole, and we are thgnagibitterly under a sense of His wrath, but weelo
Him still, and if anybody were to find fault withiid, we would be up at once and say, “He is a good
God and blessed be His name.”

Note, again, thathe slaying of the creature is the very conditionwhich faith was borrand in
which she delights to display her power. We areeddwy passing from death unto life. As Noah was
like a dead man, out of mind, shut up in the arki ly this burial, passed into the new world. Asdra
the ordinance of baptism, we are in like figureiddirwith Christ that we may rise with Him. So faith
took her birth in the death of the creature atttime when the new life was breathed into us. Whed G
is slaying all that is capable of death and our mamortal life alone survives, faith feels as ifr ogrth-
day had come over again and brought with it heveatr.

Notice againjt is at times when God is slaying us that ourlfag being testedhether it is true or
not. When all the winds are fair, how can you veftlether your boat would bear a storm? How much
faith some of us have at times! Have you everdslif you could fight seven devils with one hand?
There was not a devil within seven miles when yarenso bold—but when the smallest fiend has
drawn near—your courage has oozed out. We areahkeld man whom | once knew, who said to me,
“Here am 1, 80 years old, and through the winteftén think 1 wish | had a bit of mowing or reapittg
do, for | feel quite young again. But as soon avdst comes on, and | get down my old sickle, lehav
not done much before | feel the old man is a védynman and had better leave that work alone.” 8lgyi
times let us know whether our strength is realngfite and whether our confidence is true confidence.
And this is good, for it would be a great pity fas to be stocked with heaps of vain faith, fictiso
grace, and ready-made holiness. Some of my fritailsas if they had boldness enough for a dozen
people, but | am afraid if they were tried, as sahes are, they would find they had not half erfoug
for one. This is the benefit of trial—it lets usesghat is gold and what is tinsel—what is fact archt
is fiction. Alas, how much religious fiction is aad at this time!

Note further, thaslaying times are the most favorable for trustingdGl have been putting a little
riddle to myself. Here it is. Is it easier to tr@&bd when you have nothing, or when you have algg?

Is it easier to say, “Though He slay me, | willdrin Him,” or to say, “Though He make me alivayill
trust in Him”? Will you think it over? Shall | helpou? Here is a man without a farthing in the world
His cupboard is bare, his flocks are cut off frdma field, and his herds from the stall. Is it htodthat
man to trust in God? If you say so, | will not digp with you. But here is another man who has & ban
full of gold. His meadows are covered with flockeleherds, his barns are ready to burst with cord, a
his trade prospers on all hands. Now, sirs, iaslydor that man to trust God? Do you say, “Yessay,
“No.” | say that he has a very hard task, indeedivie by faith, and the probabilities are that whe
says, “I trust God,” he is trusting his barn or hank. All things considered, it occurs to me tihas
easier to trust God in adversity than in prospetigcause whatever trust there is in adversityga r
trust. But a good deal of the faith we have in pesiy is a kind of trust which you will have td&aup-

on trust—and whether it is faith or not is a matieserious question. Sirs, where is the room &ithf
when you can see already all that you need? Abaurth has no room for faith if she is any biggentha
mouse. But in an empty barn, faith has scope dmdtli. When the brook Cherith is dried up, when the
poor widow has nothing left but a handful of meadi a little oil, then there is room for the prophet
exercise faithO, brethren, it is well to go into action with dledecks. In the name of God, with double-
barreled guns full of strong faith, you can let therld and the flesh and the devil know what fagh
But while your deck is all hampered with comfontslavisible resources, faith can scarcely stir adham
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move a gun. “Though He slay me"—well, that meansrghing is gone—only breath enough left for
me just to exist. And now, my Lord, You are allalhto me. Now can | say, “Whom have | in heaven
but You? There is none upon the earth that | désiterou.”

Once morethese slaying timeare very desirable occasions, because #fley the child of God to
show that he is not a mercenary professwld to Christ by a cupboard love. If God wereaals to
prosper us, the world would say, “These Christiaisw their God as stray dogs follow those whoggiv
them bones, but they have no sincere love.” WherLtrd falls a whipping us, and we love Him all the
more, then they cannot say but what we are faitiNol can they deny the work of grace in our souls.
Oh, you that are Christians as long as it is pleaabe Christians. You who make your love to €fri
depend upon your feeling happy—what despicablegseyou are. Our Lord wants not such base disci-
ples, but such as can say, “If | lose all | hav#, ISove You, O my Savior. Your sweet love is poe-
cious that if death were threatened me | wouldl ctibose You to be my all in all.” Love desires opp
tunities for proving her unselfish sacrifice andlsis the opportunity of the text.

There are seeking souls here, this morning, ararésdy they have said, “Mr. Spurgeon has been
describing great faith—we shall never get to thhhave been thinking, dear souls, what kind ofaam
is most like a little child. Is it not a very oldam? What kind of faith is most like new-born faithy,
the ripest and most advanced faith. My text is w@dyfaith—*Though He slay me, yet will | trust in
Him.” But the very first faith | had in Christ—I neember it well—was just like it. | thought He would
destroy me. | could not see how He could do othexwaind be a just God. | thought He must strike me
down if I went to Him. He seemed to stand with avan sword in His hand. But | felt, “Well, if He dee
slay me, | had better die by His hand than remamddemy.” And | went to Him. | was like the boy
who ran away from his home and dared not returaudme he feared his father would flog him. He was
out all night, shivering, cold and wet. He had maghto eat all day. By the time he got to the nexn-
ing, such was his dread of being alone all throagbther night, that he said to himself, “I wouleser
feel my father’s rod than lie here.” And so he wikaine and was received with tenderness. So with me.
| thought if | went to the Lord, | should have toat for it, but | concluded | would rather smdran be
as | was. And so | went to Him and found | was s@fgoor souls, come to Jesus Christ in that fashio
Say—

“l can but perish if | go,

| am resolved to try,

For, if | stay away, | know

I must forever die.

But if | die with mercy sought,

When | the king have tried,;

That were to die, delightful thought,

As sinner never died.”
Say, “If I go to hell, I will trust Christ. If | ancast away forever, | will trust Christ—and thahoat be,
for, “He that believes in Him is not condemned.”d3grant you true faith, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.

PORTION OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON—Psalm 73.
HYMNS FROM “OUR OWN HYMN BOOK"—73 (PART 2), 689, 46 (VERSE 3).
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