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¢ My glory was fresh in me, and my bow was renewed in my hand.”’—Job xxix. 20.
I shall be anointed with fresh oil,”’—Psalm xcii. 10.

THE first text tells us of the renown of Job, and of the way in which
the providence of God continued to maintain the glory of his estate,
his bodily health, and his prosperity. He was for many days, months,
years continuously prospered of God. Everything to which he set his
hand succeeded. God had set a hedge about him and all that he had,
so that none broke through to molest him. He grew richer, he grew
more influential, he had more honour in the sight of his fellow-men
each morning that he walked to the gate. Ineveryway he wasadvanced
from day to day, and that throughout a long stretch of years. His
glory was fresh in him. He did not achieve a hasty fame and then
suddenly become forgotten. He did not blaze out like a meteor and
then vanish into darkness; but he seemed to be continually fresh,
vigorous, strong, energetic, and successful. He says that his bow was
renewed in his hand: whereas usually the bow loses its force by use,
and is less able to shoot the arrow after a little while, and needs to lie
still with a slack string, it was by no means so with him. He could
send one arrow, and then another, and then another, and the bow seemed
to gather strength by use. That is to say, he never seemed to be worn
out in mind or body. Whatever he commenced was commenced with as
great a freshness and zest as the last thing which he had accomplished,
and that had been commenced with the same energy as the first enter-
prise of his youth. However, this did not last always, for Job in this
chapter is telling us of something that used to be—something that was
—something the loss of which he very sorrowfully deplored—* my
glory was fresh in me.” He found himself suddenly stripped of riches
and of honour, and pus last in the list instead of first, while his purposes
and aims seemed all to miss their way, and he had mno strength and
no glory left in him. Now had he reached the winter of his discon-
tent,\and those who aforetime did him homage became his assailants. -
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So f(’imr as glory was concerned, he was forgotten as a dead man out of
mind.

Now, brothers and sisters, this reads us a lesson that we put not our
trust in the stability of earthly things. It is said of the world that
God has founded it upon the floods. How, then, can we expect it to
be substantial? Beneath yon moon, continually changing, what can
we discover that abideth the same? Where the very light of heaven is
waxing and waning, what is there but mutability ? Change is written upon
the face of all things. If, then, you have built your nest on high, reckon
not too surely that you shall die in your nest, for the axe may fell the tree,
and bring it down at an untimely date. If your children are round about
you in good health, make not too sure of them, for they may be carried
to an early grave, and the parent may yet be childless. If hitherto
you have been great in the esteem of men, think less than nothing
of that, for the breath of popular applause is more fleeting than a vapour.
It scarcely comes before it goes ; and they who yesterday cried “ Hosanna”
in the streets at your coming may, ere to-morrow’s sun is set, be crying,
“Crucify him! crucify him!” They did that to the Master: marvel
not if they do it to the servants. This is the respect that malkes all
mortal things inconsiderable to a wise man: he scarce will put them
among his treasures, for they melt ere they are fairly counted, like a
coinage of ice. They are but as the counters that a child plays with,
having only an imaginary value. The things which are seen are
shadows: the things invisible are the only substances. Reckon, then,
at their fit price this transient glory of wealth, health, or fame. Lay up
treasure ‘where neither moth nor rust doth corrupt,” and seek for
stability in other things than these. Get the feet of your joy upon the
Rock of Ages, and reckon all else to be but sand at its very best.

David in the second text is talking, I think, about spiritual things,
and he tells us with great joy that he should be anointed with fresh
oil. He did not expect that his glory would depart, but he expected
that it should be renewed. He did not reckon that the bow would
lose its force in his hand, but that God would increase his strength
from day to day. And if any of you here who are God’s people
have any fears about the future as to your soul matters,—if you are
alarmed with the fear that you will share the same lot which Job
shared as to his temporal glory,—I would remind you that Job even
in temporals received at last twice as much as he had in his palmiest
days, and that God can turn his hand one way as well as another, and
brighten your prospects as well as darken them. Prognosticate delight
rather than despair. Even the lower springs. shall continue to flow till
you are beyond the need of them. Just now it is about spiritnal
matters that I want to speak; and if you have a fear that you must
necessarily decline in these, I would remind you of the words of David,
T shall be anointed with fresh oil,” and, yet further on, of his other
words, “They shall still bring forth fruit in old age, to show that the
Lord is upright.” Never fall into the notion that a spiritual falling off
is inevitable,—there need be nothing of the kind ; you may be fresh as
the dew even unto the end.

The subject to-night will run in this way—First, the excellency of
Jreshness: My glory was fresh in me.” Secondly, the fear of ils
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departure.  And, thirdly, the hope of ifs conlinuance, which hope is
greatly encouraged by the words of our text: “ I shall be anointed with
fresh oil.”

I. First, then, notice THE EXCELLENCY OF FRESHNESS. “1I shall
be anointed with fresh oil.”

David had been anointed while still a youth to be king over Israel.
He was anointed yet again when he came to the kingdom: that out-
ward anointing with actual oil was the testimony of God’s choice and
the ensign of David's authorization, and oftentimes when his throne
seemed precarious God confirmed him in it, and subdued the people
under him. When his dominion waxed weak, God strengthened him
and strengthened his servants, and gave them great victories ; so that
as aking he was frequently anointed with fresh oil. David’s royal brow
was crowned with fresh laurels again and again, and his throne was
settled and established by the hand of the Lord. Not with the same old
stale anointing, a repetition of that which had lost its force, but with
oil fresh pressed from the green olive, namely, with a new blessing and
a fresh blessing from God’s right hand was David often anointed, as I
trust you and I may be. Treshness is a most delightful thing if you
see it in another. It is a charm in nature. The other day, when the
wind blew cold, someone said to me, *“ Yes, but how fresh the air is,
and how refreshing,—how different from that heavy, muggy atmosphere
in which we were half drowned and almost entirely suffocated but a
few days ago.” Something fresh we want, and when we get it we are
freshened up ourselves. How pleasant to go into the garden and see the
spring flowers just peeping up. How agreeable to mark the rills, with
their fresh water leaping down the hills after showers of rain.” The
young lambs in the meadows and larks in the sky are delightful because
of their freshness. Everything that is fresh seems to have a charm about
it to our minds. But, dear friends, spiritual freshness has a double
charm. Sometimes we know what it s to have a freshness of soul,
which is the dew from the Lord. You recollect when first your flesh
was as that of a new-born child; I mean when you were newly born
again and first knew the Lord. How fresh everything was to you!
The pardon of sin—how it sparkled! The righteousness of Christ—
how brilliant! The idea of being a child of God—how novel and how
delightful! To be joint-heir with Christ—how it almost startled you ;
it was such a new idea to your spirit. And oftentimes since then, when
your soul has been in a lively condition, everything has been bright,
charming, exhilarating—nothing flat, stale, unprofitable. Even though
you heard the same things said again and again, yet, because your soul
was fresh, they came to you with unusual power. Your spiritual food,
if you are healthy, is to you always fresh, like the manna in the
wilderness, which was never stored a single night except for the
Sabbath, but fresh and fresh it fell, and Israel gathered it and fed
upon it there and then. Oh, it is a blessed thing to have your soul in
a fresh state, filled with the ever-flowing living water. It is glorious to
find everything about you fresh and new through the teaching of the
blessed Spirit, so that you go from strength to strength, and like a roe
or a young hart, leap from hill to hill. If we are now in the possession
of it, may we always keep that freshness of soul, and never lose it.
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How that freshness is seen in a man’s devotions. Oh, I have heard
some prayers that are really fusty. I have heard them before so often
that 1 dread the old familiar sounds. Some hackneyed expressions 1
recollect hearing when I was a boy. I even now hear the vain repe-
titions: old, worn-out, good-for-nothing, rubbishing expressions they
were then; but they are brought out still by regular prayer-makers.
Even where the words are new and original you will hear men pray in
such a style as to matter that you say to yourself, « That prayer came
out of Noah’s Ark.” As far as that man is concerned there is nothing
at all in it of life, sap, or savour. It has been dead long ago, and hung
up to dry till not a particle of juice remains init. But, on the other
hand, you hear a man pray who does pray, whose soul is fully in com-
munion with God, and what life and freshness is there! It may be
that his expressions are somewhat rough, but they touch you because
they come from his heart. Some of the confessions and petitions are
strange to you, perhaps, and yet you feel that they are such strangers as
it behoves you to entertain at once. You are glad that such words and
thoughts have passed through your spirit and blessed you. You feel
that you can pray with such persons. Their prayers will go to heaven,
for they came from heaven. God has inspired them, and their originality
is a part of the seal manual of the Spirit. I like to hear a brother
even stop and stammer because he cannot go on; his heart is too full,
and he cannot find words. Oh, but it is hlessed to get a little freshness,
even if it comes through a breakdown. I suppose that those dear
friends who pray by the book of Common Prayer somehow or other
manage to put freshness into the prayers. I am always glad that they
do, for it shows the vigour of their piety. As for me, I am such a
poor, weak thing, that after I have repeated the same words about
half a dozen times they do me no good. I must use words that suit
the time, and suit the state of my heart, and suit my desires, and suit
my depressions or my joys, and suit my thankful or mournful heart.
Something fresh one seems to want in prayer; and when the prayer is
old and worn, and seems to have been brushed and turned, and very
little made of it after all, why, then it does not strike us, or impress
us, or help us. I like to feel freshness even in singing a hymn. It
may be that we know the words, but then we must put fresh heart into
them, and feel them over again as much as if we were the authors of
them ; then they become a grand vehicle for our praises. How sweet
to sing, as it were, a new song! Itis a blessed thing to have a
freshness about our devotions, be they private or public, exultant or
repentant. .

And so, dear friends, it is well to have a freshness about our feelings.
I know that we do not hope to be saved by our feelings; neither do we
put feeling side by side with faith; yet I should be very sorry to be
trusting and yet never feeling. Surely it would be a dead faith. It
would be a strange thing to be a living child of God and to have no
feelings. I will tell you about feelings as they strike me. Sometimes
I have deplored the condition of my heart before God, and thought my
feelings to be the worst that could be; but what a foolish judge I have
been, for in a week’s time I have wanted to have those desplsed feelings
over again, and thought that now at last I had fallen into a worse
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state than before. I am persnaded that we are very poor judges of the
value of our own inward feelings, and, mayhap, when we are lowest in
our own csteem we are really highest in the sight of God; and when
we feel as if we did not pray we are praying, and the heart may be
wrestling with God more when it fears that it does not pray than when
you come down complacently out of your closet and say, ““ I know that
I have had a good time, for I feel perfectly self-satisfied.” I long for
truth in the inward parts, and wisdom in the secret places of the soul.
Anything is good which rids us of pretence. Oh to be broken to
shivers by the hand of God, and for every grain of dust to cry out to
him! I believe this mode of praying often prospers beyond any other.
At any rate, give me not stereotyped pretension to feeling, but fresh
feeling. Whether it be joy or sorrow, let it be living feeling, fresh
from the deep fountains of the heart. Whether it be exultation or
depression, let it be true, and not superficial or simulated. I hate the
excitement which needs to be pumped up. There is a something de-
lightful to my mind in coming to the throne of grace weeping,—a
something delightful in coming to the Lord’s Supper full of joy and
gladness: to come to either place cold and dead is horrible. There is
something delicious in knowing that what you do feel is true, and comes
up from the very bottom of your soul, and has a point and edge about
it which proves how sincere it is. God keep us from stale feelings, and
give us freshness of emotion.

I believe, dear friends, that there is a very great beauty and excel-
Yence in freshness of wiferance. 1o mnot hinder yourself from that.
How I long for it as a preacher. When one has day after day to stand
before the same assembly and to talk of the things of God, one dreads
lest he should be so monotonous and full of repetition that even the
things of God should come to be a weariness to God’s own people. I
have often thought that if some brethren, who are very careful to say
exceedingly well what they do say, would be a little more careless and
speak as it comes, letting their heart flow over at their lips spon-
taneously, there would be a far greater freshness about their utterance
than there is when every sentence smells of the lamp and reeks of midnight
oil. God forbid that we should say a word against the deepest study
and the profoundest research of God’s word, but still we may get to be so
much students that we scarcely speak like practical men who live
among the people. By aiming at a very superior style we may fall into
a thoroughly inferior one, and all our freshness may be gone. I like, for
wy part, the wild bird’s note. Men get the bullfinch and teach it to
sing a few notes, and then the piping bullfinch is greatly prized. But I
have finches outside my window any one of which will beat any finch
in the world that only pipes a note or two, for they pipe much more
melodiously, though they were never taught except of God and nature.
There is a range of sweetness about their wild notes that a tutored bird
cannot reach. Nature, pure and unsophisticated, is the best instrument
for grace. I like to hear men speak of God as they have known
him, every man in his own order, and with his own voice. Coming
fresh, perhaps, from the very Launts of sin, out of which free grace has
{etched them, let them speak like Israelites fresh from the brick-kilns,—
voming from the plough-tail or from the forge with all the appurtenances






