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“The Lord is my strength and my shield; my hearusted in Him, and | am helped,
therefore my heart greatly rejoices; and with myrgpwill | praise Him.”
Psalm 28:7.

THIS passage has, to my mind, a peculiar charm.rat know whether it breaks on your ears with
like pathos and power. To me it seems charged saftness and sweetness, like some gentle strain of
tender music. Let us read it again. “The Lord isstrgngth and my shield; my heart trusted in Hind a
| am helped, therefore my heart greatly rejoices$ with my song will | praise Him.” | think | seelmt-
tle raging furiously, yet he whom it most concerafer having displayed his prowess and fought val-
iantly, steps aside and sitting down in a quiet@ldomb-proof and almost out of sound of the cagano
roar, thus talks with his heart. He forgets thamrggtrife. He is expecting a joyful victory. Hedws his
weaknesses, but he has caught a glimpse of theedstiength which is guaranteed to him. He is trem-
bling, perhaps, from the toil of the fight, and Y&t rests as one insensibly subdued to settled @atm
mild composure, he rests in God. In like mannesaht you, dear friends, to get out of the crowd a
while this evening, and take shelter in a quietg@l&orget just now, the various troubles of bussne
the domestic cares which often harass you andnard conflicts which vex your souls. Whatever
there may be to disturb, distress, or distract yetwit alone. Now, for a while, revel in that sweeace
which God alone can give, the peace of God whidsga all understanding, and say unto your soul,
“The Lord is my strength and my shield; my heausted in Him, and | am helped, therefore my heart
greatly rejoices and with my song will | praise Him

The sentence, you will notice, divides itself ittwee parts. The first tells us ah assured posses-
sion—The Lord is my strength and my shield.” The secepdaks o& definite experienee“My heart
trusted in Him, and | am helped.” There are ncs,*iho, “buts,” no suspense of the soul midway be-
tween hope and fear. He speaks without a traceesitancy, for he tells of his own actual experience
The third part of our text very properly closeshnadin expressed emotipa very deep emotion it is—
“My heart greatly rejoices.” And then, you see, iard emotion is interpreted in a most propehfas
ion by an audible utterance—"With my song will e Him.”

| beg to call your studious attention to the remadi& form of this verse. There is a pair in theecas
of each of my divisions and the pair in each casesists of inward and outward. Notice, “The Lord is
my strength,” that is inward. “My shield,” that autward. “My heart trusted in Him,” that is inward.
“And | am helped,” that is outward. “Therefore mgahnt greatly rejoices,” that is inward. “And withym
song will | praise Him,” that is outward. It is o means trifling to note these arrangements in the
structure of sacred poetry, for there is a lessobet learned from it. It teaches us that truth beauty
are to be linked together, and that to be holy eedmot be uncouth. Full often we may observe a-bea
tiful form and an admirable fashion in the languagech embodied the thoughts of the inspired psalm-
ist. If we look at them long enough and meditaterugnem fondly enough, we shall discern a symmetry
in all his hallowed compositions which charms thste, rivets the attention and helps the memorg. Th
sacred poet served the Lord with his best powexdsaning nothing to be good enough for the Lord
whom he loved so well. Slovenly preaching, doggeeeses and discordant singing ought to be avoided,
if possible, and our devotion should have the sestgiossible expression.

I. Let us begin with the first division of our textdamay the Spirit of God give us full faith to actep
it in all its depth of meaning. We have here A SURBSSESSION—"The Lord is my strength and my
shield.”

With a double grip he takes hold of the divine aov@. “The Lord igny strength anany shield.”

He gets a two-handed grasp of the God of salvafiotauch of the hem of the Savior's garment will
heal. What divine virtue, then, must stream intman who can hold with both hands—not merely the
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garment’s hem, nor even the garment itself, butlLtbkel Himself. “The Lord is my strength and my
shield.” Perhaps some of you cannot give the doghfe Then give the finger’s touch and it will gav
you. But do not be always content with that tous$k to lay hold upon Jesus and say, “I held Him bnd
would not let Him go.” Ask to grasp Him, like Jacabthe brook Jabbok with the brave resolve—"I will
not let You go except You bless me.” No, get beythrad and pray to have Paul’s hold of Christ, which
was so strong and firm that he said, “Who shalbsa&ge us from the love of God which is in Chriguke
our Lord?” Both hands take hold, for the psalmesssa double blessing. He knows also, that he has a
double need, and so he takes a double grip. “Thé isony strength anany shield.” Were you to leave
out the “my,” repeated again and again in thiseeh®w the sense would be spoiled. Let us try ithe'T
Lord is a strength and a shield.” Well, that isweue, but of what use is that to me? My comfousin
come from the fact that “the Lord my strength andny shield.” Faith matured by experience, faith
strengthened by the promise, faith invigoratedh®yHoly Spirit, who is the nourisher as well as the au-
thor of it—such faith is fired with sacred energiem it dares to lay hold on God and say, “The Lsrd
my strength anany shield.” This is blessed work. God grant that eaichs may know how to perform it
and to this end let us seek the help of the HolyitSwithout whom we can do nothing.

Notice what it is that David lays hold upon witts liandsThe Lord is my strength and my shield.”

It is not the Lord’s promised grace, nor is it timunties of providence which He has bestowed on me
which | regard as my strength and my shield. haseven the Lord’s work in my soul, or the assaean
of my faith, nor the ardor of my love that has beeomy strength and my shield. It is not the Lord’s
book even, though its inspired oracles can enlighite eyes, fortify the heart and refresh the tspiris
not the Lord’s attributes of power and faithfulnes&l watchfulness. But it is JAH JEHOVAH Himself
who is strength and shield to me. Now, he that kylg on God has done a daring deed, at which even,
“the man greatly beloved,” might stand aghast, wenet written, “Let him take hold of My strength.
Oh to say, “MyGod!” There is more eloquence in those two wor@stim all the orations of Demosthe-
nes or Cicero. All the genius, learning and peietneof the heathen world could never teach us tow
claim the deity and take possession of the Goth@fithole earth. What can we discover in the philoso
phy of Pythagoras, Aristotle, or Socrates that walinpare with this? The man who can truly say, “The
Lord is mine,” has an inheritance which death camwither, which space cannot compass, which time
cannot limit, which eternity cannot explore. He nsypoor in pocket-money, as | suppose the owners
of large estates occasionally are, but he is i@ipirich, for he haseal property and an absolutely in-
defeasible title to it. He mafgel distressingly weak, but hs infinitely strong. He may account himself
to be empty, but he has all things and aboundd, hean, who can say, “The Lord is mine.” Come, my
brothers and sisters, be bold enough to look iotar privilege. Think of it! What if you could sayThe
world is mine”? It will be consumed by fire. Whatyou could say, “Heaven is mine”? Yet if the Gdd o
heaven were not there, it would be a wilderness. f@loved! If you can say, “God is mine—Father,
Son and Spirit are mine,” what more do you needyratify your eager quest for unspeakable joy?
Come, can you conceive satisfaction more substahta to be sure that God is your Father, your Re-
deemer, your Sustainer, your All—your All in all’®Dou wish for a better song than this

So | my best

Beloved’s am,

So He is mine.”
Can you imagine any sweeter music than the misstrel a love so tuneful, touching as it does the
strings of that mysterious instrument, the soulfidsthis the climax of all wishes, all passions da-
sires, all delights? We hail you, son of Jess¢hasarmonious music of your sublime psalms breaks
our ears! But oh, You Son of David! We adore Yoattfiou have taught us to take up the strains as our
own. We ourselves have feit fact what the sweet psalmist sometimes spiokégure. We, as Your
willing followers and Your acknowledged discipley now, by right and privilege which You have
given us, appropriate to ourselves the poems, fEwand prophecies which once vibrated in dark say-
ings from David’s harp, as precious utterances eomnieg heavenly favors to which Your sovereign
grace has made us to be fairly and fully entitled.

Unhappy you, who cannot call this God your God, teher else you may have to glory in. But hap-
py you who know that God is yours, however littfettus world’s store may fall to your portion. Thus
have we considered the double grip, and what & fetd upon. Let us not pass on till we have iradat
the grasp of faith and appropriated the infiniemture. May the Holy Spirit enable us.
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Notice under what aspects God is thus laid holdImfvardly, first, as we have said, as our
strength—"The Lord is my strength.” Brothers and sisters, yobu know how strong you are? If you
have said, “The Lord is my strength,” | challengmiyfo say how strong you are. “Ah, sir,” you saly, “
know how weak | am.” That | will also take libertty question, for albeit that you know yourself ® b
as weak as water, you are weaker yet—weaker, tem yur despondency has dreamed. “I know | am
nothing,” you say. Yes, but you would not even haad grace enough to know you were nothing if
God had not given it to you. To be nothing is duyshature, but to know that we are nothing andoto-c
fess that we are nothing is a gift of His gracestBrren, we are emptier than emptiness and vaiaer th
vanity. We may tax language and use extravagargrbgtes, but we shall never be able fitly, to esti-
mate our own utter insignificance. We are weakites#, hampered with the conceit of power. And, yet
if we can say in truth, “The Lord is my strengtiu& cannot estimate how strong we are, for thermis
measuring omnipotence. Come, let us consider thtemand let each believer speak personally. He
who made the heavens and the earth is my streHgthwho fixes the mountains firm so that they start
not from their places in the day of tempest, wHendedars are breaking, is my strength. Although He
will one day rock heaven and earth and before lHesgnce all creation shall flee away, yet He is my
strength. These are but the hidings of power, toulty, all the force reserved and lying latent le tAl-
mighty bosom is engaged for His saints and is nitiggm Whatever omnipotence can do—(and that is a
wrong expression to use, for omnipotence knowsroatier or confines to its sphere of possible amtio
is ours. All that God has done is but little in quarison with what He can effect when His arm shall
bared to complete His mighty purposes. Yet allgbssibilities that pertain to God belong to His peo
“The Lord is my strength.”

With Jehovah for our strength, we obtain a matchtegpacity for endurance! It is marvelous how
much a believer can bear when the Lord sustains ‘tdut of weakness we are made strong.” See that
bruised reed over yonder? It is a fit emblem arfdiapicture of a man alone. You cannot trust the
weight of an ounce to it. It bends under its owvender weight even though there is no pressurerte fo
it down. That is you, dear brother. That is youardaster. But see that strong and potent columistwh
bears upon it a huge roof or an iron road acrogshwhill thunder thousands of tons? That is yoursel
when God is with you. Yes, you are stronger that, tfor nothing shall be able to break the man to
whom God is His strength. “I could not bear thgQu say, “I know | should be crushed.” What are you
thinking about—the loss of that favorite child? fiking about the death of your dear husband? God
grant that you may not have to suffer it. The dedtla wife? The loss of all your goods, the cruel
wounds of slander, or the desertion of friends? #re¢hose trials likely to befall you, and do ysay,
“Alas, | could not live if such afflictions shoulovertake me”? My dear friend, if you can say, “The
Lord is my strength,” you can bear anything andgbéng. You could bear a martyr’'s death if the dlor
should be your strength. He could make a stalk lodat to bear up the whole world if He strengthened
it. And the faintest and most trembling child ofsHhat ever whispered a prayer, He can make to bear
the greatest griefs and the heaviest trials withloaitslightest moaning, for His Spirit can infuseon-
guerable patience into the believing heart. Of seuthe power to endure depends upon the stremgth i
parted and not upon the inherent fortitude of tidividual. It does not make much difference what th
struggle or what the sorrow if we have sufficiemésgth. A little child with a small basket may ¢eer-
loaded, while His father with ten times the loaccawry will walk briskly and whistle as he carrieis
burden along the street, thinking lightly of hisrdben. The increase of the burden is not the thing t
groan about if there is a proportionate increasstr@ingth. Emigrants have told us that they coaitait
with less fatigue in Australia than they could éoitn England. Whether that is so or not, assurgdby
easier to toil with divine aid than to rest withaut‘As your days your strength shall be.” Marlathlf
the Lord shall heap the load upon your poor shos|dge will impart courage to your mind and vigor t
your spirit so that you shall suffer all His rightes will and find your soul thrice blessed in theler-
ance. “The Lord is my strength.” Then we can, Hamnson, slay the lion and find honey in it, or smit
the Philistines and divide their spoil—

“Let me but hear my Savior say,
‘Strength shall be equal to your day!
Then | rejoice in deep distress,
Leaning on all-sufficient grace.”
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If the Lord is our strength, our inward strengtle @ando anything. At times we faintly reckon that
we cannot get through our task, for the tale ofksriappears to be doubled and straw is hard to find
Look up, for the Great Taskmaster always bestoves ws special ability when He demands of us pecu-
liar service. Perhaps we are called to a high atehsn engagement of more than common responsibil-
ity. We shrink with timidity and put our mouthstime dust at the thought of it, and say, “Who aw@nkl
what are my qualifications, that | should be sumatbto speak for God, to act as His ambassadoo, or t
fill a post of such vast importance? | am but dcchilow shall | undertake an enterprise at whichere
able sires might well be daunted?” But the Lordiswvaer is, “I will be with your mouth. I will be you
strength.” Well then, we may cry with David, “I W8peak of Your statutes before kings and will bet
ashamed.” If the Lord makes us strong, there isffioe upon which we may not venture, there is no
duty we cannot perform, there is no sacrifice whwahcannot cheerfully offer, and there is no battle
which we cannot prevail.

Very likely | may be addressing someone who dog¢know or appreciate the faith which thus for-
tifies the feeble followers of Christ. Are you aryestrong man and do you boast of your strength?
Friend, the strength of Samson served him a sarrywhen he was without his God. Let his blindness
warn you. Another friend, conscious that he is an mmBeducation and culture, doubts not that he can
make his way in the world. Oh, sir, Solomon’s wisdwas of poor account when he forgot the statutes
of the Lord, pursued the fashions of his times anffiered altars to be built to the strange godhisf
wives, whose sensual fascinations took away higt.hEaere is no strength of muscle or of mind lout i
God. “God has spoken once. Twice have | heard thé, power belongs unto God.” Blessed are they
who look for strength to the strong, for wisdomthie wise, for safety to the Savior. They shall say,
the words of our text, “The Lord is my strength.”

David, in two grips, laid hold upon God asthe outward manifestatioriHe is my strength anohy
shield.” Looking back upon the past, | trust that manyaf gan say that God has been your shield. It is
He who protects us from known adversaries, fromtéingptations of the world, the flesh and the devil,
from all the arrows that fly by day and from aletterrors that haunt us by night. From adversaries
whom we know and against who we would be ever angoard if we could, God is our shield. “No
weapon that is formed against you shall prospee™who has made the Lord his refuge and the Most
High his habitation shall be safe. No real evillshappen unto the just. “The Lord is my shield.6iNs
He only our shelter from open enemies, He is o@rgjian against those dangers which we know not.
How many perils may have menaced your personatysafeur domestic happiness, or your fair reputa-
tion of which you never knew! Thank God for unknomwrercies, as well as for hair-breadth escapes.
Often in traveling you may be within an inch of tteand never be aware of it. Our gratitude to God
may be stirred when we perceive a danger and estdpgt are we not even more beholden to Him
when we do not even perceive the peril and reachoauney’s end, or awake in the morning, or live
through a year without sickness, without calamitythout alarm? Without violently imagining mis-
chiefs or nervously inventing perils, we may sopgubge that dangers have frequently hovered around
us even in the calmest hours, and from all theshave been preserved because the Lord is our shield

It is the greatest comfort to feel God’s Spirit it you making you strong. But it is no small jay t
know that God is round about you, making you s&fe.is my shield.” Knowing, as we do, that our ad-
versary, the devil, as a roaring lion walks abaéking whom he may devour, and that he may be, per-
haps, trying to seize upon one of us at this veoynent, our security from his hostile attacks is-thi
“The Lord is our shield.” Satan wastes his arrowaimst the eternal buckler. There may be a plot
formed against you by a cruel adversary whose thadranknown to you, but fret not yourself with fea
of hidden dangers. Let them lie where God perrmigsit to conceal themselves. Do not unearth the fox-
es nor stir up the young lions, for you are safgaar simplicity. Is it not written that “the sueig child
shall play on the hole of the asp, and the weahéd shall put his hand on the cockatrice den”?r&by
there is no enchantment against Jacob, neithéere any divination against Israel.” Though earit a
hell should blend their malice, they are safe whead protects. The close designs and crooked coun-
sels of those who conspire against the saints ahdie foiled, for there is One who frustratesrgwevil
device and takes the wise in their own craftin8agere would you hide yourself,” said one to Luther
“if the elector of Saxony should withdraw his prdien?” He smiled, and said, “I put no trust in the
prince of Saxony. Beneath the broad shield of hedwtand secure against Pope and Turk and devil.”
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So he did and so do we. If we have but faith in Geel can sing, in the language of the text, “ThedLo
is my strength and my shield. He strengthens mbinviind He protects me without. What more do |
need?”

Before | leave those first two sentences, | wani tgonotice that this is a matter of fact, a fabich
many here present can attest. “The Lord is my gtreand my shield.” It is not a pretty speech that
have selected as an appropriate slogan for a pettgsnor is it a piece of sentimental religiougtpp
which counterfeits a Christian’s experience. Bus i positive fact, to which full many of us whave
been tried and tutored in the pilgrimage of life desear our personal testimony. “The Lord has lbagn
strength.” At this moment | set my hand and sedh#t statement before you all. | should have pdove
myself to be weakness itself in many an emergerady ot Eternal power upheld me. | should have
been far from calm resolution and drifted near @dness, not firm and steady, but frail and faltgrin
had He not interposed on my behalf and kept thasthe the hour of trouble. Is not the same conéess
due from each of you? You have waded through ymuble, dear sister. You have escaped from that
dilemma, my brother. And do you not ascribe youlivéeance to the Lord who strengthened you?
Come, now, from where else did you get your stighgtou cannot trace it to any other than a divine
source. Has not the Lord been your shield? Havesomwie of you been in positions in which no one else
could have guarded you? Perhaps your own faulplza®d you in predicaments out of which you could
never have extricated yourself had He not stretahédis hand and plucked your feet out of the net.
Then you said to your soul, “This is no fiction.i§ls the finger of God.” It is right-hearted sinitg
and not wrong-headed enthusiasm which prompts isepally to avow—"The Lord is our strength and
our shield.” We can say it as deliberately as tligenmight say, “The bank is my confidence, my mon-
ey is my trust,” or as the merchant might say, ‘Wialth is on the sea, my ships bring me in my yearl
income,” or as the mother might say, “My childree ay joy.” We can boldly publish it and challenge
all gainsayers, for it is really so, “The Lord iarcstrength and our shield.” Beyond doubt or questi
this is an assured possession.

Il. Now, have patience with me while | endeavor, indkeond place, to expound to you A DEFI-
NITE EXPERIENCE. It is related in these words, “Mgart trusted in Him, and | am helped.” Here,
too, we have both inward and outward, as | told petore—“My heart trusted in Him,” that is work
done indoors, within the soul. “I am helped,” tisamercy received outdoors, openly and actually.

Notice the scrupulous loyalty of the believer whesére confidence is centered in God. “My heart
trusted.” | did not say] trusted,” as one who makes a profession with pis, Ibut rather with strong
conviction and profound emotion, “nhearttrusted.” It is truly shocking to see people stapdand re-
cite a creed to the truth of which they attach mpartance. They say or sing, “I believe this arb{
lieve that,” and as they repeat the words presdribethem, they superstitiously turn in a certdirec-
tion. But happy is that man who, turning east, westth, or south, dods his hearttrust—does in his
secret soul believe. There is no believing worthyhe name except heart-believing. If your head be-
lieves a thing, it is of small consequence. Butonl-saving faith the heart is so believing asusttand
the mind is so assured as to be at peace. “My brestedin Him. My poor heart fluttered in the time of
trouble, it was agitated, it was distressed, foitalvisible refuge had fled away. But at lastaids ‘I
must hang upon my God and to Him | must cling.vémy despair of all other things, | cast myselfiet
foot of His throne. My heart trusted Him.” Has it been so with you of late? Has your heaghlteust-
ing in God? That is a very strong expression ofpfephet when he speaks of the heart going a wdporin
from God. The language is vehement even to coassebet it is none too forcible, for it involveseth
commission of a spiritual uncleanness when thethrsts any other helper than God. “My heart trust
edin Him.” Oh, it is so easy for the heart to get to trustingself! And he that trusts his own heart is a
fool. It is frightfully easy for the heart to relypon man, as we know right well! Did you ever netihe
middle verse of the whole Bible? It is the eighétse of the 118Psalm, “It is better to trust in the Lord
than to put confidence in man.” The comparison wit bear a thought, the preference is infinite, fo
confidence in man will betray your hopes, but faithGod will enrich you beyond your expectations.
May our heart always keep to that—trusting Godsttng in God alone. “My heart trusted in Him.”

In the next clause of the sentence, whicthés outward manifestatioof the inward experience, we
have the result, “I am helped.” If | had been wgtithis psalm of my own head, | think | should have
written it thus, “My heart trusted in Him, andMas helped,” for it is a rule in composition that by
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bracket two sentences together you should writetimethe same tense. But, as old Master Trapp says,
faith has no tenses, because faith deals with av@mdhas no tenses except the present, for His mgme
“I AM.” Faith does not say, “I trusted in Him andMas helped.” No, she has all former mercy present
before her eyes and she sings, “I am helped.” Mesdaith say, “My heart trusted in Him, andhiall
be helped.” Perhaps the needed help has not yeedsrbut she is so sure that it will come that siesc
“I am helped. Am | as poor as | was before | pr&éb, | am not, for | have obtained the blessing |
asked for. | appear to be as weak as | was befousted Him, but | am not, for the Lord is my sigéh
and having trusted in Him,dm helped.” | wish we lived more in that blessed prggense in which
God dwells—

“He fills His own eternal ‘now,’

And sees our ages pass.”

Now, brethren, let all the past of God’s mercy cameto your memory and let that be a part of the
“now.” And then just take, as it were, a spring, and beulorward into the future—yes, leap right
across life, as though it were a narrow rivuletpiheaven, and put the eternal future into thegmes
“now,” and sing as our sweet poet dees

“Lo! A 'new song’ is in my mouth,

To long-loved music set:

Glory to You for all the grace

I have not tasted yet.”
“I am helped.” | have now the good | crave. By lfiditrealize it as a present possession. | am helped
am helped. The past lives in my gratitude, the futives in my confidence and both alike meet in the
present and my soul is glad. “My heart trusted imtdnd | am helped.”

You must notice, reverting again to the words @f it that this confidence was, from first to last
confidence in God and therefore, was it honoreth wigracious resultMy heart trusted in Himand |
am helped.” Many and many a time we have been etlig say, “My heart trusted in So-and-so, and |
amdeceived.”But here it is, “and | arhelped.” Sometimes it happens, “My heart trusted in suocha
and | am disappointed, though not deceived. He evbalve helped me, but he could not.” But hereg it is
“My heart trusted in Him, and | am helped.” All hagppened according to promise, there has been no
failure of faithfulness, no breach of covenantfogetfulness, no delay. | am helped sufficientlync-
tually, continually and so | always shall be helgédtoiling and traveling days are over. Glory e
God for this.

Dear friends, have all of you who are Christiartaiaéd to a Christian experience? Doctrine, you
know, is very important. It is well that you shoudérn it, understand it and adhere to it. But doetis
only the truth in which you are instructed, andiseless for growth in grace until you experience th
power of it in your own soul®o you know why so many people run away from théhtas it is in Je-
sus, and take up with strange conceits and newddmptions? It is because they have no inward-expe
rience of the old truths. Let a man once have @ @aperience of the evil of sin and | will guarante
you he will feel his need of a Savior and the nsitg®f the atonement made by blood. Let him have a
experience of the power of the blood upon his cense, the peace that comes out of substitutioth, an
he will cling to the cross, he will be ready to &e the cross. He has such joy rising out of ihasever
found elsewhere. | am obliged to cling to the gadjpe if it is not true | am a lost man. | mustltidast
to it, for all my hope is fixed there and if it taken away, my sun is quenched, the well of myigoy
dried up and life becomes a lingering death. Batowed, an experience of those blessed truths which
God has revealed to us by His Spirit writes thenenehthey cannot be erased. Not upon the tabléieof t
brain, from which they may be erased, for men fgriget upon the tablet of the heart from which they
cannot be obliterated. For men do not disclaim wiath has become a part of their inward conscious-
ness and which God has made as dear to them a$ivbsi May you all have such a definite experenc
as the text sets before us. The Holy Spirit wilkkvid in all the saints.

lll. Lastly, here we have A DECLARED EMOTION. “Therefargy heart greatly rejoices and with
my song will | praise Him.” Here, again, is the ing phase, you see—"My heart greatly rejoices,” and
then there is the outward embodiment of the intdeeding—"“and with my song will | praise Him.”

Behold a heart rejoicing with a sacred and intetedght! Some people’s rejoicing is but skin deep.
They laugh, their face is surfaced over with smdesd their mouth bubbles up with silly glee. To my
mind there is hardly anything sadder than the feelaughter which exposes a vacant mind. The mo-
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ment company has gone, this volatile mirthfulnegssgles and the jolly companions resolve into soli-
tary individuals, each one dull and dreary, farwggiofrom any of them being happy. You may, perhaps,
have heard of Carlini, one of the most celebratedrts of the beginning of this century. He was aama
whose wit and humor kept all Paris in a roar ofjlaer. But he himself had little share, of the chde
ness he simulated so well and stimulated so muchcdéinedies brought him no comfort. Though a pro-
fessor of mirth, he was a victim of melancholy. ¢tesulted a physician and asked him for a prescrip-
tion to relieve his lowness of spirits and habitdespondency. His physician gave him some medicine,
but advised him by way of recreation to go to theater and hear Carlini, whose fun and frolic wadre
such repute. “If he does not fetch the blues owtoof, nobody will.” “Alas! sir,” said he, “I am Clani.”

And so, doubtless, it has often happened that makernglee for others when they are full of gloom
themselves. The face smiles like summer, but tlzet he freezing with the cold of winter. Not so the
man who has laid hold on GotMy heart rejoices,” he says, “my heart rejoices.” No, héspa the
word, “greatly.” “My heartgreatly rejoices,” as if it were as full of joy as evercduld be. As though it
throbbed and danced joyously with a fullness oigthe! “My heart greatly rejoices.” And Christianarc
say this whenever they lay hold on God, even thdbgly are surrounded with a world of trouble. We
know sometimes what it is to wear a sad face wigjhad heart, just as some others are wearing a glad
face with a sad heart. Blessed is the man whom lasdaught greatly to rejoice. Let him indulge the
holy humor to the best of his ability.

What, now, is the outcome of this sacred, soukBatig joy? He says, “With my song will | praise
Him.” Whenever you feel exceedingly glad in the d,obe sure to let people know. This is one of the
emotions which ought never to be concealed. Wheavé been preaching among the Primitive Method-
ists, at the very mention of joy in the Lord, | lkakeard them call out, “Hallelujah.” In Wales | eav
heard the, “Gogoniant”—glory be to God. We do noieit such improprieties here, do we? We are
too quiet and proper to transgress the rules afreafl decorum. And yet, sometimes it might be the
most natural thing in the world for a Christianféal that he could not hold his strong emotionstif
restraint, but must shout aloud, “Bless the Lordm soul, and all that is within me, bless His holy
name.” Do you think, dear friends, we sing enougk® not think we do. The world is very pleased
with singing of a certain sort. Tuneful airs arekiad on to trashy words. What foolishness we hear i
the popular songs of the day. | have been quitélarta understand the sense when the sound has jin-
gled in my ears. When | have asked, “What does&mf?” nobody has been able to interpret, or at leas
to make me comprehend it. To them it may have apgdée a clever ballad, but to me it seemed mere
empty doggerel. Well, if they are not ashamed g $heir bacchanalian songs and sometimes to make
night hideous with their choruses, surely we neetdbe ashamed to sing the songs of Zion, and tp sin
them with spirit too. Good woman, why don’'t yougMhYou would handle that box-iron just as well if
you sang a psalm. You could mend those childrelothes quite as cleverly if you would sing a hymn.
Good friend there, you could crack your whip as ymalked along by the side of your pair of horses
pulling the cart and yet hum the while, a favotitee. To get alone and sing some sacred melody by
yourselves is very refreshing. My father had, yeays, a servant who was always singing. And when he
asked her why, she said that it helped to keephmaahhts away. | knew a boy who was so fond of-sing
ing the praises of the Lord that his employers wdat him go out on the Common sometimes, to give
vent to his vocal powers, for he sang rather toghmand too loud for a quiet house. | love to seengo
Christians full of joy. It is good, sometimes, tet@way and have a time to yourself, as much gsuf
said, “I am not singing for any of you, but | amging to God.” | listened one night and heard tighta
ingale with its delicious, “joog, joog, joog,” pang forth such sweet music that it seemed to mhke t
moon stand still, charmed with the strain. | kndwattthe nightingale did not sintg me He did not
know that | was listening, nor would he have cafde had known. Perhaps if he had noticed thad h
been so close, he might have flown away. He wagirggnwithout regard to human ears. It is a sweet
thing just to sing unto the Lord. Classical musi@ll very well, but heart music is the essencewsdfet-
ness. “My heart trusted in Him, and | am helpeér¢fore my heart greatly rejoices and with my song
will I praise Him.” When you walk through the wootsspringtime, you come upon a stretch of blue
hyacinth. You fancy that a piece has been torn dway the azure mantle of the sky and thrown down
among the trees. Why are those hyacinths clothestich cerulean splendor? For what purpose is their
sweet perfume poured forth in such lavish profugi®o you say, “They waste their sweetness on the
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desert air"? No, O man! Know rather, that God iarn&hose flowers are His and this is His gardes. H
delights to gaze on their living sapphires. Did yauer light upon a clump of lovely flowers in a éon
spot of forest, moor, or common where the foot @nnmas seldom profaned the soil? Have you not
paused to admire? There they stand with their gotags, like chamberlains of a king! Why are they
here in such gorgeous livery? Who is all this biéalutariety of form and color intended to gree®al-
omon in all his glory was not arrayed like onelwége.” What king has come to dine here and sip from
those jeweled chalices? It is the eternal God whderthem and who takes delight in the work of His
hands. It is He who walks among these solitary tiesin the cool of the day. Did you not see tlosvil

ers bow their heads in worship as they felt Hi@tireamong their foliage?

Down deep at the bottom of the sea the coral giawsxuriant abundance and many-tinted shells
that seem like unfinished rainbows are lying themseen, never to be seized by human hands, or bar-
tered in the market for gain. The Lord visits thaesel grottoes and takes pleasure in His own delica
handiwork. All things are not for greedy man. Thard. has His reserved gardens, His springs shut up,
His fountains sealed. So let it be with us. Dolebus wait to praise the Lord till we can get adiance
of our fellow creatures, though we may sometimeshwihat our songs would charm their ears and win
their love for Jesus. But let us, oftentimes, eeiitto holy solitude and then all alone, breakdithence
of our loneliness, saying, “My heart greatly reggcand with my song will | praise the Lord. Asdaas
| live and when | die, and when | rise again, @mdugh eternity, with my song will | praise Him."—

“In blessing You with grateful songs,
My happy life shall glide away.

The praise that to Your name belongs,
Hourly with lifted hands I'd pray.
Abundant sweetness! While | sing

Your love, my ravished heart overflows;
Secure in You, my God and King,

Of glory that no period knows.”

How | wish that some would begin at this momerniteadf praise—begin by taking God to be their
strength—nbegin by trusting in Christ to be theileklii—begin by an experience of the power of prayer
to bring them help. If you do so, you shall risenfr height to height in your flights of praise. Yshall
first join with us below to sing as best you camd afterwards you shall mount into the upper ortches
where all the chosen singers meet, and sit andt efittmthem the endless anthem which ascends unto
Jehovah, our strength and our song.

God bless you, beloved, and give you to know amayerthe sweetness of this blessed text, and
make you to sing David’s divine song to the strohgestruments of your renewed hearts all the ddys o
your lives. Amen.

PORTIONS OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON—PSALMS 27,28.
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