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‘“ But the very hairs of your head are all numbered.””—Matthew x. 30.

It is most delightful to see how familiarly our Lord Jesus talked
with his disciples. He was very great, and yet he was among them
as one that serveth; he was very wise, but he was gentle as a nurse
with her children; he was very holy, and far above their sinful
infirmities, but he condescended to men of low estate; he was their
Master and Lord, and yet their friend and servant. He talked with
them, not as a superior who domineers, but as a brother full of ten-
derness and sympathy. You know how sweetly he once said to them,
“If it were not so, I would have told you’; and thus he proved that
he had hidden nothing from them that was profitable to them. He
laid bare his very heart to them: his secret was with them. He
loved them to the uttermost, and caused the full river of his life to
flow for their behoof.

Now, in this chapter, if you read it at home, you will see Aow
wisely the Lord Jesus deals with their fears. He is afraid lest they
should be afraid; anxious that they should not be anxious; so he
talks to them as a very tender friend would talk to some very mner-
vous person—some weak-minded brother or sister—and he speaks in
such a way that if they were not comforted, surely they must have
wilfully resolved to put comfort from them. He says to them,
“ Fear not them which kill the body, but are not able to kill the soul:
but rather fear him which is able to destroy both soul and body in
hell. Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of them
shall not fall on the ground without your Father. But the very
hairs of your head are all numbered. Fear ye not therefore, ye are
of more value than many sparrows.” Brethren, admire the tenderness
of our Lord Jesus, and imitate it. Let us try to be equally kind to our
fellow-Christians: let us never attempt to show off, or to make our-
selves somebody, or to exhibit our strength of faith, for that will grieve
the tender little ones, and make them shrink into self-upbraidings.
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Let us consider their weakness, and the help that we can render
them ; their sorrow, and the comfort that we can afford them. Jesus
was himself a Comforter, or he could not have spoken of * another
Comforter ” ; and so let us be comforters in our measure, treading in
his steps.

This reminds me, also, to say Aow very homely the Saviour’s talk
became with his disciples in consequence of this desire to cheer their
hearts. Why, he talks, I have often thought, just in the way in which
any one of us would have talked to our children when desirous to
encourage them! There is nothing about the Saviour’s language
which makes you say to yourself, ¢ What a grand speech! What
a rhetorician! What an orator he is!” If any man makes you say
that of him, suspect that he is off the lines a little. He is forgetting
the true object of a loving mind, and is seeking to be a fine speaker,
and to impress people with the idea that he is saying something very
wonderful, and saying it very grandly. The Saviour quite ignores all
idea of beautiful expression in just trying to bring forth his meaning in
the plainest possible manner. He sought the shortest way to the
hearts of those whom he addressed, and he cared nothing whether
flowers grew or did not grow by the roadside. Hence there is no
eloquence like the eloquence of Jesus: there is a style of majestic
simplicity about him that is altogether his own, and in this lies
unsurpassed sublimity. I now and then see in books quotations, and
the names of the authors are put at the foot of the extracts. But when-
ever 1 observe that the name of Christ is put below a quotation I
regard it as a superfluity which ought to be struck out; for there is.
never any fear of mistaking the language of the Son of God for that
of any of the sons of men. He has a style all his own. This, how-
ever, is incidental to the design aimed at; for he does not study
style of rhetoric in any degree, but simply aims at conveying his
thought. Hence he speaks in homely words, such as those of our
text—¢ The very hairs of your head are all numbered.” Your great
and learned men will not talk about the hairs of your head ; all their
discourse is upon the nebulm and the stars, geological periods and
organic remains, evolution and the solidarity of the race, and I know
not what besides. They will not stoop to common-place things; they
must say something great, sublime, dazzling, brilliant, full of fire-
works. The Master is as far removed from all this as the heavens are
from the gaudiest canopy that ever bedecked a mortal’s throne. He
talks in homely language because he is at home; he speaks the lan-
guage of the heart because he is all heart, and wants to reach the
hearts of those to whom hespeaks. I commend the text to you for that
reason, though for many others besides. ¢ The very hairs of your
head are all numbered.”

Thinking over these words, they seem to have in them four things
at least, and we may take four views of their meaning: and the first
is, fore-ordination—*The very hairs of your head kave been all num-
bered.” You will find that to be a more accurate version of the text
than that which is beforeus. The verb is not in the present, but in the
pluperfect tense. The very hairs of your head have been all numbered
before worlds were made. Secondly, I see in the text Anowledge.
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This is very clear: Godso knows his people that the very hairs of
their head are all numbered by him. Thirdly, there is here valua-
tion : he sets such a high estimate upon his own servants, that of
them it is said, “The very hairs of your head are all numbered.”
You are so precious that the least portion of you is precious;
the King keeps a register of every part of you, ¢ The very hairs of your
head are all numbered.” And, lastly, here is most evidently preserva-
tion. The Saviour has been telling them not to fear those that can
kill the body, and are not able to kill the soul. He speaks of God’s
preserving them. In another place he told his disciples, ¢ There shall
not a hair of your head perish,’”” and he intends the same sense in this
case ; there shall be a perfect preservation of his people. ¢ The very
hairs of your head are all numbered.”

I. Come, then, to the first thought. Here is FORE-ORDINATION.
¢“The very hairs of your head are all numbered.” Most Christian
people believe in the providence of God, but all Christian people are
not prepared to follow out the truth which that involves. They appear
to believe that there is a providence overruling, but they seem to
have forgotten that there always was such a providence, and that
providence must be, after all, a matter of divine foresight. God must
have foreseen, or he could not have provided, for ¢ providence” is,
after all, but the Latin for foresight; and the provision which God
makes is but the result of his vision beforehand of such and such a
thing as needful to us. Foresight must essentially belong to any true
and real providence.

How far does God’s foresight extend? It extends, we believe, to
the entire man and all about him. God ordained of old when we should
be born, and where, and who our parents should be, and what our
lot in infancy, and what our path in youth, and what our position in
manhood. From the first to the last it has all happened according
to the divine purpose, even as it was ordained by the divine will.
Not only the man, but all that concerns the man, is fore-ordained of
the Lord : “the very hairs of your head,” thatis to say, all that which
has anything to do with you, which comes into any kind of contact with
you, and is in any sense part and parcel of yourself, is under the
divine foresight and predestination. ~Everything is in the divine pur-
pose, and has been ordered by the divine wisdom : all the events of your
life—the greater certainly, the smaller with equal certainty. It is im-
possible to draw a line in providence, and say this is arranged by
providence, and that is not. It must take everything in its sweep, all
that happens; it determines not only the movement of a star, but
the blowing of a grain of dust along the public road. All this, from
the very nature of the thing, is clear.” God’s providence knows
nothing of things so little as to be beneath its notice, nothing of things
8o great as to be beyond its control. Nothing is too little or too great
for God to rule and overrule.

Al that & man undergoes is also ordained of heaven; the hairs of
your head, should they turn white in asingle night by grief, will not
do so without divine permission. Should you be spared till every hair
constitutes a part of the crown of glory of your old age, you shall not
be older than God wills. You shall neither die before your time, nor
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live beyond it. All that concerns you, I say, from first to last, all
that is of you, and in you, and around you—

¢ All shall come, and last, and end,
As shall please your heavenly Friend.”

«The very hairs of your head are all numbered.”

And this is what I call your attention to: what is the source of this
numbering ? It is not that they are all numbered by some recording
angel who is set to do the work. It may be so, but that is not the
thing we have to consider to-night. Zhis numbering ds done by your
Father, who 18 in heaven. The ordinances that rule your life are in
his hand : unto him belong the issues from death ; and this makes it
to be such a happy fact. Fate is hard and cruel; but predestination
is fatherly, and wise, and kind. The wheelsof providence are always
high and terrible; but they are full of eyes, and those eyes look with
the clear sight of wisdom, and righteousness, and love, and they look
towards the good of them that love God, and are the called according
to his purpose. Terrible, indeed, it is to think of things as fixed
by an eternal plan; but the terror is taken from it when we feel that
we are children of this great Father, and that he wills nothing but what
shall, in the end, work out our conformity to the image of his Son,
and display the glory of his own righteousness, and grace, and truth.

Dear friend, perhaps you are blind! You will feel sweet content in
the dark when you can say, “This blindness was determined of my
tender and loving Father; I know it was so, since the very hairs of
my head are all numbered.” Or it may be that you have from child-
hood been the subject of another physical infirmity, which has caused
you great loss and pain, and even now it is threatening to bring you
suddenly to the grave. Had this cross been laid upon you by an enemy,
you might have complained, but it has been ordained for you by him
who cannot be unkind or unjust; therefore say, It is the Lord, let
him do what seemeth him good.” We are taught to pray, « Thy will
be done.” Dare we contradict our own prayers by kicking against
that will? Job glorified God, and yet he spake mo more than he
should have done when he said, ¢ The Lord gave, and the Lord hath
taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.” I always admire
in Job his ascribing all his afflictions to the Lord ; because apparently
it was the Sabeans that took away his oxen and asses; it was the Chal-
deans that tooke away his camels; it was the wind from the wilder-
ness, raised by the devil, that took away his children. Job does
not care so much for Sabeans, and Chaldeans, and devils, as to
mention them; but he cries, looking to the First Cause of all events,
«The Lord gave, and the Lord hat!: taken away; blessed be
the name of the Lord.” When we can get at the back of visible
things, and see, not merely the puppets, but the strings that move
them, then we come near to wisdom. Wicked beings act according to
their own free will, and therefore the whole of the moral evil of their
doings rests wholly and solely with themselves; but the great God,
gomehow, mysteriously, quite clear of all complicity with human sin,
effects his own purposes, which are always good and right. Hoe it is
who from evil, either real or seeming, still produceth good, and better
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still, and better still, in infinite progression. When, I say, we get to
this First Force, and real source of power, then we get where we learn
wisdom, and we are helped in the struggle of life. "When we see that
all things are arranged by him who ordereth all things according to
the counsel of his own will, then we bow our heads and worship.

The practical outcome of all this, to every Christian, should be just
this, ¢“If it be so, that all things in my life are ordered of God, even
to the hairs of my head, then let me learn submission; let me bow
before the Supreme Will which ought to have its way. Though it
cost me many a tear, and many a pang, yet will I never be content until
I can say, ‘Father, thy will be done.”’”> Human nature prompts us to
ask that, if it be possible, the bitter cup may pass away from us; but
the divine nature, which God has put into his true children, helps them
still to struggle after full submission, till at last they are conquerors
over themselves, and God is glorified in the temple of their being.
I am sure, my brothers, our happiness lies very much in our complete
submission to the Lord our God. If you cannot bring your estate to
your mind, bring your mind to your estate. The old proverb bids us
cut our coat according to our cloth, and he that can clothe his mind
with the garments which providence allots him needs not to envy my
Lord Mayor in his robes. Joy lies more in the mind than in the place
or the possession. He that hath enough, though he hath but a few
shillings a week, hath more than the possessor of millions. He that
is content is the truly rich man; your mongy-grubber is always poor,
how can he be otherwise—poor in the worst sense of the word? Oh,
it is a blessed thing when one can think of all the events of provi-
dence that God is ordering them all: then we dissolve our own will
into the sweetness of God’s will, and our sorrow is at an end!

This, I think, should, in addition to teaching us submission, always
give us such a degree of consolation in the time of trouble that we
even rise into something like joy. I was reading to-day of old Mr.
Dodd, who is a person the Puritans are always quoting—a man who
did not write books, but he seems to have said things with which
other people made their books attractive. This old Mr. Dodd, it is
said, had a great trouble, a bodily complaint I will not mention, but
it is one of the most painful a man can suffer from; and when he was
told that this had come upon him, and that it was incurable, the old
man shed a few natural tears at the great and excruciating pain; but
at last he said, ¢ This is evidently from God, and God never sent me
anything but it was for my good, therefore let us kneel down together,
and thank God for this.” It was well said of the old man, and it
was well done of him that he thanked God most heartily. Oh yes, let
us kneel down together, and thank God for our trouble! Is it con-
sumption, a dying child, a farm that does not pay, a business that is
gradually leaking away ?—let us firmly believe that our God has never
sent us anything but what he meant good by it; therefore, let us kneel
down, and thank God with all our hearts. If your child should come to
you, and say, ‘Father, I thank you for the rod; I know it has been
for my good,” you would feel it was time to have done correcting
him. Evidently he is not so dull and foolish as to need a sharp
awakening by chastisement. He sees the evil of his disobedience,






