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“Is there not an appointed time to man upon earti&?e not
his days also like the days of an hireling?”
Job 7:1.

| WAS settling myself down yesterday to meditatemthe Word of God and to prepare my mind to
preach the gospel to you today, when all of a sadded my subject marked out for me by a mournful
messenger, for the angel of death pointed to i Wi$ finger. There came into my chamber an honored
elder of this church, who in broken accents told f@eir beloved brother, Henry Olney, is dead.” e i
my near neighbor and | was in his house so latedy I could not believe the news. It seems thatrwhe
he left the city at noon he felt a severe rheunadia in his shoulder, and on reaching home hefeent
a doctor, who prescribed a slight remedy and advise to lie down. He did so, and with a gasp or
two, he expired. A man in the prime of life and aggmtly in full vigor of health, he went to his lsss
for the last time that morning and returned to d@iee blow has fallen so suddenly that | am sturaret!
staggered by it, nor do | think that either of thieee brothers, whose familiar faces we miss thosnm
ing, have yet recovered from the amazement caugebebstroke. Many around me were with him so
short a time since that it is hard to believe ommeis eyes and feel sure that there he lies, aamiose,
motionless upon the bed. But, oh, my brethren, brow it is that in the midst of life we are in deat
And those who often die first are they who leagieexted to go. If | had said to you this morningt tha
our brother William Olney was gone, you would haaéd, “We are grieved at our loss, but we do not
wonder, for he has been long sick.” But here, tineng and stalwart brother, who ailed nothing, has
been taken away, while, thank God, the languisimrglid is still spared to us. Thus do they remain
who expected to depart and they depart who expéatezinain. Who among us can reckon upon a sin-
gle hour? We talk of being living men—Ilet us cotrearselves and feel, from this moment on, that we
are dying men, whose every breath brings us néarte grave. We are and are not. We walk in a vain
show and are disquieted in vain. We are unsubsataasi the shadows of the flying clouds which on a
summer’s day flit over the face of the field and gone.

When | look at that seat where our departed frigamidfor years, the Lord seems to have come very
near to us. | could almost take my shoes off inuhwbnsciousness of His terrible presence. We can n
longer think of the Lord as far away in heaven.hids been among us—He who touches the hills and
they smoke has set His eyes upon our brother,@rftelis not! Let me put it in a gentler manner—our
Lord came into His garden to gather lilies and lkiad has been filled to our sorrow. When our heaven
ly Father comes so near to us, and in so solemaraen, let us ask Him wherefore He contends with
us. Let us, in solemn reverence, approach Himvileatnay hear His answer and may be obedient to His
word. The flower of the field stands amid the grassonscious that the mower’s scythe is busy, and
though swath after swath has fallen beneath thlegststroke, the flower smiles gaily. It cares footits
associates in the same field and reckons not @wis speedy fall. Its leaves are wet with dew aad i
colors are bright in the sun. It mourns not forf@dows, but rejoices in unconsciousness of alt thap-
pens around it. In this respect, you are not agitass of the field, but are endowed with undeditay
so that you are able to be instructed, or at lashed by the fall of those around you. The shadpeir
folds remark not that their fellows are taken aw@yhe slaughter. The cattle graze in the meadows i
happy ignorance that death is all around. You, hawneare not “dumb, driven cattle.” To you it izgn
to know your own mortality—and you cannot suffeuy@omrades to be taken away, one after another
so rapidly, without feeling emotion and gatheringdom. You will hear the rod and Him that has ap-
pointed it, and this morning you will ask divineage that the dead may be your schoolmasters and
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yourselves the scholars who cry, “So teach us tolbmr our days that we may apply our hearts unto
wisdom.”

As best | shall be able, this morning, | shalland teach you, by the help of God’s Spirit, one les
son. It is this—divine appointment rules human lifénd when we have learned that lesson, we shall, in
the second placéraw inferences from this truth

I. First, then, let us consider a truth which, | trusine of us have ever denied, but have heartily ac
cepted ever since we have been believers. THERE [HVINE APPOINTMENT RULING ALL
HUMAN LIFE. Not that | single out man’s existencs the sole object of divine forethought, for | be-
lieve it to be but one little corner of illimitabjgovidence. A divine appointment arranges evesngv
minute or magnificent. As we look out on the wdrioim our quiet room, it appears to be a mass of con
fusion. He who studies history and forgets God rnigimk that he was looking out on chaos, for esent
seem flung together in terrible disarray, and th®le scene is as darkness itself, without any order
Events happen which we deeply deplore—incidentchvhppear to bring evil, and only evi—and we
wonder why they are permitted. The picture bef@geta the glance of reason, looks like a medley of
color with dark shades where lights seemed necgssad glowing color where we might have looked
for masses of black. Human affairs are a maze agtlwive cannot discover the clue. The world appears
to be a tangled skein and we weary ourselves vathh @ndeavors to disentangle it.

But, brethren, the affairs of this world are neitttangled, nor confused, nor perplexing to Him
who sees the end from the beginning. To Him alidgkiare in due course and order, and before Him all
forces keep rank and file. God is in all and rudds In the least as well as in the greatest, Jehisv
power is manifested. He guides the grain of dusheMarch wind and the comet in its immeasurable
pathway. He steers each drop of spray which isebeadck from the face of the rock and He lead$ fort
Arcturus with his sons. God is the dictator of dess and appoints both means and ends. He isitige K
of kings, ruling rulers and guiding counselors.k&liin the crash of battle and in the hush of pegce,
the desolation of pestilence and famine, and indlieof abounding harvests, He is Lord. He does ac-
cording to His will, not only in the army of heaydyut among the inhabitants of this lower world.nYo
fiery steeds, which dash so terribly along the high of time, are not careering madly—there is a-cha
ioteer whose almighty hands have held the reinages—and will never let them go. Things are not in
the hurry-burly which we imagine, but driven onwdryl a power which is irresistible. They are under
law to God, and speed onward without deviation tolwdahe goal which He designs. All is well, breth-
ren! It is night, but the watchman never sleeps, larael may rest in peace. The tempest ragest isut
well, for our Captain is governor of storms. He whad the waves of the Galilean lake is at the helm
and at His bidding winds and waves are quiet.

Our main point is that God rules mortal life and dtees so, firstas to its term—=s there not an ap-
pointed time to man upon earth?” He rules it, sdbgras to its warfarefor so the text might most
properly be read—“Is there not an appointed warfarenan upon earth?” And, thirdly, He rulesg to
its servicefor the second clause of the text is, “Are notdags as the days of an hireling?”

First, thenGod’s determination governs the time of human e shall all acknowledge this as to
its commencemeniot without infinite wisdom did any infant’s lifeommence then and there, for no
man is the offspring of chance. Not without a wasfokindness did your life commence, dear friend,
just where and when it did. Our child’s little hymn which he thanks God that he was not “borritkeli
slave to labor in the sun,” contains a good dediuh in it. A man’s whole life is mainly guided lits
commencement—had we been born as thousands are ®bdrwas never known, we might have been
idolaters at this hour. Who would wish to havetfgsen the light at the era when our naked forefath
sacrificed to idols? Who would wish to have stepppdn the stage of life amid the dense darkness of
popery, when our childish hands would have begadifip by superstitious parents in adoration of the
Virgin Mary, and we should have been taught to Wigrsome bone fragment or rotten rug, supersti-
tiously believed to be a relic of a saint? It issmall thing to have been born in the nineteentiiwy,
when works of grace are to be seen on every si@ayMf us should bless the Lord every day because
in infancy we lay upon a Christian woman’s bosond arere lulled to sleep with the sound of holy
hymns, of which the name of Jesus was the themeti@ufeet were taught to run in the ways of right
eousness, as far as parental instruction couldtetfie same, and this was no insignificant advantag
Blessed are the eyes which see the things whickeeeand hear the things which we hear! All thisyis
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the appointment of the God and Father of our Lasud Christ. Our presence on earth in this day of
grace was a matter altogether beyond our contral,yeet it involves infinite issues—therefore let us
with deepest gratitude, bless the Lord, who hasaaslot in such an auspicious season.

The continuanceof life is equally determined by God. He who fixedr birth has measured the in-
terval between the cradle and the grave, and It shibe a day longer or a day shorter than thendi
decree. How many times your lungs shall heave and gulses beat have been fixed by the eternal cal-
culator from of old. What reflections ought to arisut of this! How willing we should be to labor,on
even if we are weary, since God appoints our daiyvah not over-weary us, for He is no hard taskmas
ter. How glad we ought to be even to suffer if toed so ordains it. It is sweet music that God draw
forth from patient sufferers, and though the ssihgve to be painfully tightened every now and then
with many a grief and pang to us, yet if those deards of the chief musician can fetch out richel-m
ody from those tightened strings, who among us deush to have it otherwise, or ask to have thg har
withdrawn from that beloved harper’s hand before wondrous strain is over? No, let us wait, for He
appoints. If our griefs were the offspring of cheanewe might pine to have them ended, but if thénigv
Lord appoints, we would not hurry Him in His proses of love. Let the Lord do what seems good to
Him. Here is good cheer for those who have laitoag upon the bed of pain and who are apt to ask—
“Will it never end? O Lord, will the chariots oflgation never come? Have the angels quite forgotten
Your servant in his sickness? Must he forever ramagprisoner under his infirmity, loneliness, ard d
cay? Have You placed me as a sentinel to stand opyowatchtower through a night which will never
end? And shall | never be relieved from my weargrd@ Shall | never know rest? Must | forever peer
into the dark with these eyes so red with weepir@@lrage, brother! Courage, Sister, the Lord, the e
er merciful, has appointed every moment of youraerand every pang of your suffering. If He ordains
the number 10, it can never rise to 11, neitheukhgou desire it to shrink to nine. The Lord’s &rs
best—to a hair’s breadth your span of life is rigimeasured. God ordains all—therefore peace a®stl
spirit, and let the Lord have His way.

So, too, has He fixed life'®rmination “Is there not an appointed time for man uponteédra time
in which the pulse must cease, the blood stagmatdlee eyes are closed? Yes, my brethren, it roof
use for us to indulge any idle dream of living fa@ehere. A time of departure must come to eves/ on
of us, unless the Lord Himself should appear akh sudden and then we shall not die, but be changed
There is no man among us that lives and shall eetdeath. In this war there is no discharge. Nit on
do the Scriptures teach us so, but our common sersesason put the matter beyond all question.

What do the grey hairs mean which fall like snoak#ls upon our heads? What does that stooping
gait and failing strength mean? What does the danod the eyes and the tottering of the limbs mean?
Do they not all show that the house is about toedmwn, for the frame and plaster of it are begigni
to give way? Yet our earthly house will not fail tilksthe time ordained of heaven. There is an apieal
time for death and God has fixed how we shall @ieen we shall die, and where we shall die—

“Plagues and deaths around me fly,

Till He please | cannot die

Not a single shaft can hit

Till the God of love sees fit.”
Diseases eager to slay are in ambush all aroursutisione of their swords can come at us till Jahov
gives them leave. Behold, the Lord shall cover yoth His feathers and under His wings shall you
trust, nor shall nightly pestilence, nor middaytdestion make you afraid—

“What though a thousand at your side

At your right hand ten thousand died,

Our God His chosen people saves

Amongst the dead, amidst the graves.”
We are immortal till our work is done, but that Wwavill not last forever, and when it is concludee w
shall have fulfilled our day and shall receive summons home.

All this is true. None will venture to dispute It let us remember that it is true for ourselaethis
moment. For you, my brethren and sisters, it ie tulnile you sit here. Realize it, and do not look o
others as dying men while you yourselves are sealugelong life. Be you also prepared to meet your
God suddenly, for so you may be called to do. Tés$ is most solemn. We shall not live, but died an
that death may come in an instant. As | salutedonoyhers this morning in the vestry, | could nolphe
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expressing my pleasure and surprise that any ofems alive, for certainly it was quite as much aawo
der that certain of us were alive, as that ounttishould be dead. We might as readily have bdemta
away as he and even more readily. God had orddiisetkath, but He might have ordained ours. “Be
you also ready; for in such an hour as you thinkthe Son of man comes.”

Yet this fact, to my mind, is most strengtheningpeTdoctrine of predestination, when really be-
lieved, is like steel medicine. It infuses a defaron into the mental system and builds up stroren. |
am not such a predestinarian as Mohammed, who biadsoldiers rush to the fight, “For,” he said,
“when your time comes to die you will die at honseveell as in the battle, and paradise is to bedoun
beneath the shadow of swords.” But still | see tlaite the doctrine makes some men slumber, tois,
nobler souls, a mighty source of energy and a fardf courage. If duty calls you into danger—ifuyo
have to nurse the sick who are laid low with foisledses—never shrink, but run all risks if loveSiod
or man demand them of you. You will not die by@gtarrow from death’s quiver. The Lord alone can
recall your breath. Your death is not left to chandt is determined by a heavenly Father’s gracious
will—therefore be not afraid. Be not so fearfulpafin, or so anxious to preserve life as to be balk
where Jesus calls you, for in such a case he #élvasshis life shall lose it. You may not be rec&laad
rush on danger without reason—that were madness-ydawtwill, |1 trust, be brave and never fear to
face death when the voice of God calls you intal per

Moreover, how consoling is this truth for, if th@tker of our Lord Jesus arranges all, then our
friends do not die untimely deaths. The belovedhefLord are not cut off before their time. They go
into Jesus’ bosom when they are ready to be redehere. God has appointed the times for the gather
ing in of His fruit. Some of them are sweet everearly spring and He gathers them. Others are as a
basket of summer fruit and He takes these alsoewthié year is young, while yet another company
needs to remain among us till autumn mellows tHeath class shall be gathered in its season. Now of
all this we are, by no means, competent judges.kisv nothing, for we are infants of a day. God
knows best. It were better that our friend shoudd ds die he did, than that he should live, otissvke
had lived. Be sure of that. Yes, God has appoititecommencement, the continuance, and the conclu-
sion of this mortal life.

But we must now consider the other translationwftext. It is generally given in the margin of the
Bibles. “Is there not an appointadrfareto man upon earth?” Which teaches us atl has appoint-
ed life to be a warfareTo all men it will be so, whether bad or goodeBvman will find himself a sol-
dier under some captain or another. Alas, for thmea who are battling against God and His truths—
they will, in the end, be clothed with dishonor atefeat. | shall, however, speak mainly of the tigh
eous and, truly, their experience shows that §ifene long struggle from which we never ceasevill
hear the words, “Your warfare is accomplished.”tBren, life is a warfare and therefore we are ahm
under authority. No Christian is free to follow lm&n devices. We are all under law to Christ. Adg
surrenders his own will to that of his commandes éaptain says to him, “Go,” and he goes, or, “Do
this,” and he does it. Such is the Christian’sHHe life of willing subjection to the will of the lrd Jesus
Christ. In consequence of this, we have our pla@sfand our order arranged for us—and our lifels r
ative positions are all prescribed. A soldier lm&dep rank and step with the rest of the linehHg a
relation to the man on his right, to his comradéeh@mnleft. He bears a relation which he must notate
to each officer and especially to his commandechief. God has appointed for you then, dear brother
to be a father or to be a son, to be a master loe @ servant, to be a teacher or to be taughthaéegou
keep your place. As a bird that wanders from het,rs® is a man that wanders from his place. In our
appointed warfare, happy is the man who, from fodast, keeps in order with the forces of thed.of
hosts and cheerfully fulfils the divine purposes.

As we have a warfare to accomplish, we must expaaodships. A soldier must not reckon upon
ease. During a campaign he has neither house nue.Héerhaps last night he pitched his tent in @yhap
valley, but he must be up and away, and his terst tamorrow be exposed on the bleak mountain side.
He has renounced the luxuries of life and the miyepose. Forced marches, light slumbers, scaet fa
and hard blows are his portion—he would be fodishook for ease and enjoyment during a campaign.
O you sons of men, the Lord has appointed life écabwvarfare. Why, then, do you wrap yourselves
about with silken garments and sew pillows for yaunholes, and say to yourselves, “Soul, you have
much goods laid up for many years. Eat, drink amanierry”? You must not do so. And if the Lord, by
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trial, prevents your doing so, you must not quanigh Him, but must feel that such treatment muest b
expected in this war.

If life is a warfare, we must look for contests atidiggles. The Christian man must not expect to go
to heaven without opposition. A soldier who nevesets an enemy at all is not renowned. We count his
valor light and reckon him to be as some vain dakpight, “whose best delight is but to wear a traii
his fair lady’s hair.” The man who is scarred ardlged, maimed and wounded—he is the hero to whom
men pay homage. You must fight if you would reiyfour predecessors swam through seas of blood to
win the crown and though the form of battle maychanged, yet the spirit of the enemy is unaltered.
You must still contend against sin and bear up utrdeble, for only through much tribulation wilby
inherit the kingdom of God.

It is a warfare, brethren, for all these reasort y@t more so because we must always be upon the
watch against danger. In a battle, no man is §dfere bullets fly, who can reckon upon life for a-m
ment? Brethren, the age is peculiarly dangerouhdpes every preacher before me has said as much and
every preacher after me will say the same forimgs—yet still, | say—in this peculiar age, there a
thousand perils for the soul, from superstitiontlo® one hand and skepticism on the other, from rude
self-reliance and indolent trust in others, frorwiaked world and an apostate church. You must not
marvel that it is so, for war is raging. The enemag not laid down his weapons. The war drum ik stil
beaten, therefore do not lay down your arms, tgittfmanfully for your King and country—for Christ
and for His church.

Blessed be God that the text says, “Is there napgointedwarfare?” Then, brethren, it is not our
warfare, but one that God has appointed for ughich He does not expect us to wear out our aroror,
bear our own charges, or find our own rations,umpéy our own ammunition. The armor that we weatr,
we have not to construct. The sword we wield, weehzot to fabricate. All things are ready for usirO
great Captain manages the commissariat with unignest skill and unbounded liberality. Yes, the war-
fare is so much His warfare that He is with ustiThe Greek soldiers, when they marched agairmst th
Persians, traversed many a weary league, but th@hvweomforted them and made every man a hero
was that Alexander marched when they marched. ldte been carried luxuriously, like the Persian
monarch, while they were toiling over the hills at@es, they might have murmured. If he had been
seen to drink of costly wines while they were pacthvith thirst, they might have complained. But Al-
exander, like the great commander he was, marchdteiranks with his soldiers, so that they saw him
faint and weary as they were. They saw him wiphgdweat from his brow as they did. And when, as
was his due, they brought him the first crystalugfa they could obtain, he put it to the side aaid,s
“Give it to the sick soldiers, | will not drink tievery man can take a draught.” O glorious JeSugely
You have done the same and more. You have borrsta®se even unto blood. You have known tolil
and agony even to a sweat of gore. Suffering, weskand self-denial You have drank of, for You
saved others, but You could not save Yourself. Ggeir brethren, then! Our warfare is of the Lord. Le
us go forth to it, conquering and to conquer.

Thirdly. The Lord has also determined the service of oarAfl men are servants to some master or
another, neither can any of us avoid the servitlitle.greatest men are only so much the more the ser
ants of others. The prime minister is only thetfaed most laborious of servants. The yoke upon the
neck of the emperor is heavier than that whichsgdlé shoulders of the serf. Despots are the most i
bondage of all men. Happy will it be for us if thgh divine grace we have chosen Jesus for our Maste
and have become His servants for life—then indeecre free, for His yoke is easy and His burden is
light—and in learning of Him we shall find rest anbur souls. If we are now the servants of the Lord
Jesus, this life is a set time of a labor and aptjpreship to be worked out. | am bound by solendeim
tures to my Lord and Master till my term of lifeadhrun out, and | am right glad to have it so.alac
when he had served seven years, was glad to serea more for the love of Rachel and we, for lofre o
Jesus, would serve seventy times seven if He dkgir8ut even then, the longest term of life would
have an end, even as ours also will. Here beloweyur is fixed, even as the days of an hireling.

Now, a servant who has let himself out for a tefrgears has not a moment that he can call his own,
nor have any of us, if we are God’s people. We lhmtea moment, no, not a breath, nor a faculty,anor
farthing that we may honestly reserve. We havesteared ourselves to Jesus Christ forever and we be
long wholly to Him. A servant does nothing of hiwromind, he does what his master tells him—this
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also is our condition. We have an appointed seraick we receive orders from our Lord, which orders
are our law. A servant has his occupations presdrible may have to work indoors or outdoors. He
may have to be near the house or far off in thel.flde may be sent on errands, or bid to stay atejo
but he does not choose his labor or the place-ehé accepts what is chosen for him by his superior.
Are we not glad to have it so? Does not our hesyrt ‘Anything, everything for Jesus”? That shoué b
our spirit. The servant, moreover, expects to beetmes weary and spent, is it not natural? Tona se
ant who applies for your situation and says, “lnd expect to work hard. | want large wages arik lit
work,” you would say, “Yes, there are many of yonind, but | shall not employ one of the sort if |
know it.” Your Lord and Master thinks the same. Yiowst expect to toil in His service till you are
ready to faint, and then His grace will renew ysuength.

A servant knows that his time is limited. If itugeekly service, he knows that his engagement may
be closed on Saturday. If he is hired by the mdmehknows how many days there are in a month and he
expects it to end. If he is engaged the year, losvkrthe day of the year when his service shallowin
As for us, we do not know when our term will be qgdete, but we do know that it will conclude, there-
fore we would live in view of that conclusion. & as well that the Lord has not told us when the ap
pointed end will be or we might have loitered ti#ar the close. But He has left that period uniedea
that we may be always laboring and waiting for ebsning. None the less, it is sure that there ig@n
pointed time and our work will come to an end.

The hireling expects his wages—that is one reasoris industry. We, too, expect ours—not of
debt, truly, but of grace—still a gracious rewa@bd does not employ servants without paying them
wages, as many of our merchants now do. They ase@Wn children and therefore they would be glad
enough to serve without a hope of wage, but thadisGod’s way. He prefers that they also shoulkteha
“respect unto the recompense of reward.” Whileditd's relationship shall be carried out with Ided
liberality, so shall the servant’s relation toodamages shall be liberally given. Let us look fordja
brethren, let us look forward to the great day wtienMaster shall call His servants together ané gi
them their wages. The reward, if it were of debbuild be a very scanty one, and in fact, it would be
none at all, for we are unprofitable servants. B, wages being of grace, there is room for giang-
ry man his penny—room for giving to us exceedingratantly above what we ask or even think. There
| leave the subject of service—it is all appointedus, let us fulfill it.

Il. Secondly, and briefly, THE INFERENCES TO BE DRAWIRGM THIS FACT. First, there is
Job’s inferenceJob’s inference was that as there was only aniafga time and he was like a servant
employed by the year, he might be allowed to waghlife’s speedy close and therefore he says—"As a
servant earnestly desires the shadow, and aselmgitooks for the reward of his work.” Job waght,
in a measure, but not altogether so. There is sesenwhich every Christian may look forward to the
end of life with joy and expectancy and may prayifol wish that some believers were in a state of
mind which would fairly admit of their doing so. My of us can heartily sympathize with the songster
who penned the verses beginning—

“I would not live always, | ask not to stay

Where storm after storm rises dark o’er the way.
The few fleeting mornings that dawn on us here
Are enough for life’s sorrows, enough for its cheer
Who, who would live always away from his God—
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,
Where rivers of pleasure flow o’er the bright plasn
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns?”

At the same time, there are necessary modificatiotisis desire to depart and a great many of them,
for, first, it would be a very lazy thing for a sant to be always looking for Saturday night, andé¢
always sighing and groaning because the days a@ngo The man who wants to be off to heaven be-
fore his life’'s work is done does not seem to médajuite the man that is likely to go there atld#
that is fit to go there and serve God is one whwilkng to stop here and do the same. Besideslewhi
our days are like those of a hireling, we serveitel Master than other servants do. There areampl
ers of such a kind that servants might be very glacer to see their faces any more. They are sp,sha
so acid, so domineering. But our Master is lovelit8lessed be His name, His service is perfes-fr
dom. We are never so happy and never so truly fgelpurselves as when we are altogether serving
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Him. For my part, | can say of Him that | love myaMter, | love His service, | love His house, | love
His children and | love everything about Him. AridHie were going to discharge me at the end of this
life, 1 would beg Him to let me live here forevéoy | could not bear to be dismissed. It is onemyf
dearest hopes, in going to heaven, that He willleynme still. Moreover, we are not like other serg
for this reason—we are one with our Master—His lmeat, His spouse, His body—and we are under
such deep obligation to Him that it is unspeak@yeto work for Him. If He gave us no wages it woul
be wage enough to be allowed to wait upon Him—

“For why, O blessed Jesus Christ,

Should I not love You well?

Not for the sake of winning heaven,

Or of escaping hell.”
But because of Your own sweetness, goodness, ardale to me, ought | not to be Yours forever?
Yes, yes. Under some aspects you might feel thab# better to depart and be with Christ, but from
other points of view you see differently and chdek wish, so that, like Paul, you are in a stratixt
the two and you don’t know which to choose. It igraat mercy that the choice does not lie with you.
All things are settled for us. Thus you see theeefacts which modify Job’s inference and forbid ou
excessive longing to close life’s weary day.

I will tell you the devil's inferenceThe devil’s inference is that if our time, wadaand service are
appointed, there is no need to care and we mayocastlves down from the pinnacle of the temple, or
do any other rash thing, for we shall only work out destiny. So argues the arch-enemy, though he
knows better. How many men have drawn most damrnaiselusions from most blessed truths. And
these men know when they are doing it, that thenctusions are absurd. “Oh,” they say, “we need not
turn to Christ, for if we are ordained to eterntd ve shall be saved.” Yes, sirs, but why will yeat at
mealtime today? Why do you eat at all? For if yoa @ live you will live. Why go to bed tonight? If
you are ordained to sleep, you will sleep. Why wdl take down your shop shutters tomorrow and ex-
hibit your goods and try to sell them? If you aredestinated to be rich you will be rich. Ah, | sgeu
will not act the thing out. You are not such foatsyou look. You are more knaves than fools, and yo
excuse is a piece of deceit. If it is not so, why act upon it in daily life? He has a false hearb dares
to suck out of the blessed truth of predestination detestable inference that he may sit still dod
nothing. Why, sirs, nothing in the world more nerwee for work than the belief that God’s purposes
have appointed me to this service. Being conviribatithe eternal forces of immutable wisdom and un-
failing power are at my back, | put forth all myesigth as becomes a “worker together with God.” The
bravest men that ever lived, like Cromwell and Inimsides, believed in God’s decrees, but they also
kept their powder dry. They relied upon everlasfigposes, but also believed in human responsipilit
and so must you and I. Your years are appointedddunot commit lewdness or drink with the drunk,
or you will shorten your days. Your warfare is apped, O man, but do not go and play the fool, or
your troubles will be multiplied. Your service ificdted you, O believer, but do not loiter, or yuuill
grieve the Spirit of God and mar your work.

I will now give youthe sick man’s inferencée4s there not an appointed time to men upon earth?
Are not his days also like the days of an hirelinfffe sick man, therefore, concludes that his puittis
not last forever and that every suffering is meagduut by divine love. Truly, disease is a bittexugyht,
but Jehovah Rophi often prescribes it as a medicinspiritual disease. When the Lord knows that th
appointed affliction has worked out all His purpobke will either raise up the patient to walk among
the sons of men again, or else He will take hirilibosom in glory. Let him be patient, therefaed
in confidence and quietness shall be his strength.

Next comesthe mourner’s inferenceene which we do not always draw quite so readilywvas
should. It is this—"My child has died, but not tsoon. My husband is gone, ah, God, what shall | do?
Where shall my widowed heart find sympathy? StllHas been taken away at the right time. The Lord
has done as it pleased Him and He has done widélydu have not yet come to mourning over the
dead, but have everyday to sympathize with a ligafjerer who is gradually melting away amidst wea-
risome pain and constant anguish, ask grace tdeegah to feel, “It is well.” It is a grand triumpbf
grace when the heart is neither stoic, unsympathedr rebellious—when you can grieve but not rebel
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in the grieving, mourn without murmuring—and sorrasthout sinning. Pray for some who have this
trial. Pray for them that grace may be perfecheirtweakness.

Furthermore, let us drathe healthy man’s inferenc®o you know what inference | have drawn
from the sudden death of my friend? | thought—ma@ment it struck me—"Ah, if | had died last Satur-
day afternoon instead of Mr. Henry Olney, shouéVe left all the concerns that | have in handegimt
order?” | have no end of business—a great deahtoch—and | resolved, “I will get all square and in
order as if | were going off, for perhaps | am.”dédrethren, | want you to feel the same. You are
healthy, but be prepared to die. Have your will madd your accounts squared and fit for your succes
sor to take up. What you do, do quickly! Have yaili made and if you are wealthy, do not forget the
Lord’s work. Mr. Whitefield used to say, “I couldnsleep at night if | had left my gloves out oéith
place, for,” he said, “I would leave everythingdrder.” Trim the ship, brethren, for you know ndtat
weather is coming. Clear the decks for action,norone knows when the last enemy will be in sight.
Your best friend is coming, make ready for His emiement. Be as a bride adorned for her husband,
and not as a slovenly woman ashamed to be seen.

Lastly, there ighe sinner’'anference. “My time, my warfare, and my service appointed, but what
have | done in them? | have waged a warfare ag&aodtand have served in the pay of the devil, what
will the end be?” Sinner, you will run your lengtfiou will fulfill your day to your black master. Yo
will fight his battle and earn your pay, but whaill the wages be? The end comes and the wage-
paying—are you ready to reap what you have sowexd/ing taken sides with the devil against yourself
and against your God, are you prepared for theltfetiook to it, | pray you, and beseech the Lord,
through Jesus Christ, to give you grace to escape your present position and enlist on the side of
Christ.

| ask you, sirs, who are sitting in this gallerydamho have not believed in Jesus—and you men and
women all over this building who are unregeneratie-#stead of the decease of the brother who has
fallen | had to speak of your death, where mustlyaxe been? If you had died in sin, we are not gmon
those who would have read a hypocritical servicergoou and thanked God that you were taken. We
would not have insulted the Most High by saying tha ourselves hoped to die in that fashion. We dar
not so have blasphemed the Majesty of heaven. Yiowkve should have laid you into the grave very
silently with many a tear more salty than usuatduse deep down in our spirit there would have been
that dreary thought, “He died impenitent. He diedegenerate. He is lost! He is lost!” Weep notdar
brother, dead in his prime, whose children moum!HiVeep not for him, though his sorrowing wife
bends over his corpse and cannot persuade hdraeliis spirit is gone! Weep not for him, but wéep
those who have died and are lost forever, drivemfthe presence of God! In their eternal warfdrete
will be no discharge. And in their dreadful slavettyere will be no end, for there is no appointeakt
for man when once he leaves this earth. Time is and the angel who puts one foot upon the sea, and
another upon the land, swears by the Eternal itinat $hall be no more and the condition of the $mst-
it is finally settled, settled forever. Beware, rigffere, and be wise, for Christ’'s sake and your .own
Amen.
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