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“For ever, O Lord, thy word is settled in heaven. Thy faithfulness is unto all
generations: thou hast established the earth, and it abideth. They continue this day
according to thine ordinances: for all are thy servants. Unless thy law had been my
delights, I should then have perished in mine affliction.””—Psalm cxix. 89—92.

EvEN in those psalms which are not associated with any particular chapter
of history we can often trace out the trail of the writer's experience,
and track his soul through its wanderings. His reflections then become
vivid with intense reality. The wmeditation now before us is evidently
prompted by some event deeply carved on the writer's memory. “Unless
thy law had been my delights, I should then have perished in mine
affliction.” We know nothing of the time or circumstance when the
heart was terrified, when the nerves were shaken, when the weakness of
nature asserted itself: the veil is wisely drawn over the sharp pains or
sullen griefs that bowed the sufferer down, and we are simply solaced
with a song celebrating his deliverance out of all his troubles and
fears. Possibly his affliction was long ; but certainly it reached a crisis
so perilous that his life then trembled in the balance. He was then
ripe for destruction, ready to have perished. Moreover, it is mnote-
worthy that whatever his trial may have been, whether it was a sickness
or a disaster, or any other manner of adversity, he refers to it as Ass
own, and he calls it “mine affliction.” Tt would ill become us, therefore,
to pry into the cause or fashion of his grief, or to ask any further
question. Quite likely T may be addressing some dear child of God
who is vexed with an affliction so personal and so peculiar that he feels
it to be ‘“his own,” and would deem it an intrusion for another to
intermeddle : let us not intrude, for we should only increase the grief by
our enquiries. “ Mine affliclion” is an expression that bears a marked
emphasis, and has a tone entirely its own. I do not know whether I am
more struck with its pathos or its reticence. At the sound of such words
a stranger might well be touched with pity; but a friend, hewever
sympathizing, would shrink from prying into the secrets of a heart that
50 delicately conceals its own bitterness.

The one and only thing that the Psalmist was eager to tell us was
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the prescription that soothed his pains and sustained his spirits, On
mature reflection he is confident that he would have perished under that
affliction if it had not been for certain comfortable and delightful
reflections concerning God’s word. You and I may at any time be
exposed to a like mental or spiritual depression, through one or other of
those manifold sorrows which enter so largely into Christian life. There
are plenty of miry places on the way to heaven ; and so it will be our
wisdom diligently to enquire how this good man passed through them.
I like to hear how any godly man has been comforted, for it comforts
me. I take a deep interest in the simple tale of any humble prisoner
whose bonds the Lord has loosed; and I feel it a choice pleasure to
chime in with songs of thanksgiving which warble from the lips of
grateful suppliants whose cries the Lord has heard.

Observe that the Psalmist appeals to cerfain facts which he remembered.
“ For ever, O Lord, thy word is settled in heaven. Thy faithfulness is
unto all generations. Thou hast established the earth and it abideth,” ete..
And then he refers to certain delights which he experienced in reviewing
these facts: “ Unless thy law had been my delights, I should have
perished in mine affliction.”

I. Here, then, we have strong consolation IN CERTAIN FACTS WHICH
HE REMEMBERED. Fly ye to the mountains when the enemy invades
the land. Hide in the strongholds of your God.

1. Our first comfort is the efernal existence of God, which is implied
in the continuance of his faithfulness and power. The Lord liveth”
is the plea of souls harassed and haunted by foes without and fears
within. Observe, I pray you, that there is nothing casual or acci-
dental in the tone of the Psalmist’s meditation, as if some stray thought
had darted a ray of light into the mind of one who was dreary and
downcast. His joy is not like a flower that blooms in the desert, or
a bird that chirps merrily amidst the frost of winter ; but he hes
abundant and even overflowing cause for joy. His confidence runs on
the grand old classic lines which inspiration has hallowed. When Moses
was appalled by the frailty of man he uttered his majestic ode to
the eternity of God. ¢ Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place in
all generations.” So here, the eternal existence of God is the first fact to
which the afflicted saint clings. According to the most eminent scholars
the opening sentence should be read—* For ever thou art, O Lord ; thy
word is settled in heaven.” The second verse, as you may notice, is
divided into two sentences, and the poetic parallelism requires a like
arrangement in this verse, if the poetic rule is carried out. But this
would not form two strophes unless we read the first four words as a
distinet sentence—< For ever, O Lord, thou art.” Whether this revision
be warranted or not does not matter ; for, as I have already said, the
fact is implied in the wording of the authorized version. God is. He
is for ever the same; and his years are throughout all generations.
This is a very simple truth ; who but a madman or a fool ever doubted
it? If there be a God he must be self-existent and eternal ; bus it
is from simplest things that sweetest consequences flow. Bread is
simple enough ; you do not require some eminent chief of the kitchen
to teach you the art of making bread ; but see what multitudes of
people are fed upon that simple article of food. And so the simplest
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truth is the most precious, for it sustains many more than that daintier
form of truth which may be only suitable for men of strong minds or
of great experience in the things of God. )

In the song of Moses—that song which is linked with the song of
the Lamb—we have an apostrophe that language could hardly surpass:
“Who is like unto thee, O Lord, among the gods (or mighty ones)?
‘Who is like thee, glorious in holiness, feurful in praises, doing wonders ?”
To what lofty heights of expression did the holy prophets often rise in
proclaiming the grandeur of the Lord’s being, the magnitude of his works,
the sovereignty of his will, and the faithfulness of his promises to his
people! And yet the wealth of imagery that Isaiah or Ezekiel could
call up, or the melting tones that Jeremiah could utter, can but faintly
display the excellence of him that filleth all in all. They rehearse
his praise to whom alone all worship is due, in words that swell
and sound forth like the music of the spheres; or they assail the
heathenish idolatry which offered its incense to graven images, or they
expose the heartless treachery that withheld homage from the true God,
or they denounce the unbelief which limited the Holy One of Israel,
by distrusting his words. In any of these cases, if we lend them
our ears, they succeed in elevating our hearts from the grovelling
thoughts of our fleeting life to the infinite perfection of Jehovah’s
essential deity, of whom (to accommodate the idea of his everlasting
existence to our tiny computations) we are told “that ome day is
as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day.” My brethren,
we are compassed about with God on every side. In him we live,
and move, and have our being. His self-existent might is our never-
failing mercy. Observe, I pray you, that this simple truth is the most
sublime fact which the mind of a rational creature can aspire to lay
hold of God lives—lives as God. Get a grip of this vital reality, and
it will send a glow of health through every faculty of your soul. « Believe
in the Lord your God ; so shall ye be established : believe his prophets;
so shall ye prosper.” But unless God is in all your thoughts you cannot
be a godly man.

Nothing happens to the Lord at haphazard. What can threaten
his existence, thwart his purpose, weaken his power, dim the clear-
ness of his eye, diminish the tenderness of his heart, or distract the
wisdom of his judgment? “ Thou art the same, and of thy years there
is no end.” Then recollect, child of God, you are a sheep that can never
lose its shepherd. You are a child that can never lose its father. “I
will not leave you orphans,” said Jesus; and therein he did but reveal
the Eternal Father’s heart. In direst straits we have still a Father in
heaven. When a widow who had long been inconsolable sat moaning
for the loss of her husband, her little child plucked her by her gown, and
said, “ Mother, is God dead ?”” That question served to rebuke the mother’s
fretfulness, and to remind her that she was not without a Guardian and
Friend. “Thy Maker is thine husband ; the Lord of hosts is his name.”
It opened up to her a well of refreshment, which, like Hagar in the
wilderness, she had not before been able to see. Listen, child of God :
thou canst lose thy goods, but thou canst not lose thy God. Like
Jonah, thou canst see thy gourd withered; but thy God remains.
Thou mayest lose thy land, but not thy Lord; thy savings, but not
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thy Saviour. Even if it came to the worst, and thou wert left awhile
ag one forsaken of God himself, yet still thou wouldest not lose him;
for, like the Lord Jesus on the cross, thou wouldst still call him, “ My
God, my God.” “The Lord is my portion,” saith my soul—a portion
that never can be alienated, upon which there is the entail of an
irreversible decree—that by two immutable things, in which it is
impossible for God to lie, we who have fled for refuge to lay hold upon
the hope set before us, might have strong consolation. He lives; he
geigrﬁs. This God is our God, and he shall be our guide even unto
eath.

Yes: it is a simple fact that God 4s: but it is a fact that may often
recur to us with singular freshness. I met an eminent servant of God
one day in the street, a man whose name, were I to mention it, you
would all honour. He was in rather a gloomy and desponding mood
that morning, and in the course of our conversation he told me that he
believed the powers of evil in this country would get the upper hand,
that Christianity would be almost stamped out, he feared, partly by
Romanism, and partly by infidelity, and that in all probability I should
live to see the streets of London run with blood, while anarchy would
riob as it did in the first French Revolution. He went on at such a rate
that I felt bound to remonstrate with him. So I told him that I was not
easily scared by such evil prognostications, for I was persuaded that
God was not dead. This is our firm rock of hope: the reins of govern-
ment are in the hands of the living God, and the devil cannot frustrate
his decrees, nor can events baffle his will. When Herod and Pontius
Pilate, and the Gentiles and the people of Israel, were gathered together
against the holy child Jesus whom the Lord had anointed, how little
could they effect! They had it all their own way; or, at least, they
thought they had. How much did they really accomplish with their
wilful counsels and their wicked hands? Hear it distinctly. They (these
emissaries of Satan) did whatsoever God’s hand and God’s counsel de-
termined before to be done. And thus it always will be. The adver-
saries of the Lord are exceedingly fierce ; but you and I who believe in
God can afford to smile at their folly. If it must be so, let the powers
of darkness have all the vantage ground they seek, and they will reap
all the greater defeat., “He that sitteth in the heavens shall laugh.
The Lord shall have them in derision. Yet have I set my king upon
my holy hill of Zion.” The church, they tell us, is in danger. That
depends upon whose church it is; but if it is the church of our Lord
Jesus Christ, the gates of hell shall not prevail against her. Let us in
this, then, be joyous and confident. If Luther could sing when the battle
had but just begun—while yet the demon of the seven hills had tem-
poral sway; why should you and I be hanging our harps on the
willows now that the fight has made the dragon bleed ? Come, let us
sing unto the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously. The horse and
his rider hath he thrown into the sea. And as for these Amalekites that
meet us on the road, and would arrest our progress, let us, like Je-
hoshaphat, appoint singers unto the Lord to go before our army and
meet them with hallelujahs. Let us sing,—Arise, O God, and make
thine enemies to flee before thee like chaff before the wind : yea, let
them be as the fat of rams burnt upon the altar; for thow, Lord, art






