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«1g there not an appointed time to man upon earth ? are not his days also like
the days of an hireling ?”—Job vii. 1.

I was settling myself down yesterday to meditate upon the Word of
God, and to prepare my mind to preach the gospel to you to-day, when,
on a sudden, I had my subject marked out for me by a mournful
messenger, for the angel of death pointed to it with his finger. There
came into my chamber an honoured elder of this church, who in broken
accents told me “our beloved brother, Henry Olney, is dead.” He is
my near neighbour, and I was in his house so lately that I could not
realise the news. It scems that when he left the City at noon he felt a
severe rheumatic pain in his shoulder, and on reaching home he sent
for a doctor, who prescribed a slight remedy and advised him to lie
down. He did so, and with a gasp or two he expired. A man in the
prime of life, and apparently in full vigour of health, he went to his
business for the last time that morning, and returned to die. The blow
has fallen so suddenly that I am stunned and staggered by it, nor do I
think that either of his three brothers, whose familiar faces we miss
this morning, have yet recovered from the amazement caused by the
stroke. Many around me were with him so short a time since that it
is hard to believe one’s own eyes and feel sure that there he lies a cold
corpse, motionless upon the bed. [But, oh, my brethren, how true it
is that in the midst of life we are in death ; and those often die first
who least expected to go. If I had said to you this morning that our
brother William Olney was gone, you would have said, “ Weare grieved
at our loss, but we do not wonder, for he has been long sick ;” but
here the strong and stalwart brother, who ailed nothing, has been
taken away, while, thank God, the languishing invalid is still spared to
us. Thus do they remain who expected to depart, and they depart
who expected to remain. Who among us can reckon upon a single



566 METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE PULPIT.

hour ? We talk of being living men : let us correct ourselves, and fecl
from this moment that we are dying men, whose every breath brings
them nearer to the grave. We are and are not ; we walk in a vain
show, and are disquieted in vain. Weare unsubstantial as the shadows
of the flying clouds which on a summer’s day flit over the face of the
field and are gone.

When I look at that seat where our departed friend sat for years, the
Lord seems to have come very near to us. I could almost put off my
shoes from my feet in awful consciousness of his terrible prescnce. We
can no longer think of the Lord as far away in heaven, he has been
among us, he who toucheth the hills and they smoke has sct his eyes
upon our brother, and lo! he is not. Let me put it in a gentler manner :
our Lord came into his garden to gather lilies, and his hand has been
filled to our sorrow. When our heavenly Father comes so near to us,
and in so solemn a manner, let us ask him wherefore he contendeth with
us. Let us in solemn reverence approach him that we may hear his
answer, and may be obedient to his word. The flower of the field stands
amid the grass unconscious that the mower’s scythe is busy, and though
gwath after swath has fallen beneath the pitiless stroke, the floweret
smiles gaily, it cares not for its associate in the same field, and recks
not of its own speedy fall. Itsleaves are wet with dew, and its colours
are bright in the sun, it mourns not for it fellows, but rejoices in uncon-
sciousness of all that happens around it. In this respect ye are not as
the grass of the field, but are endowed with understanding, so that ye
are able to be instructed, or at least warned, by the fall of those around
you. The sheep in their folds remark not that their fellows are taken
away to the slaughter. The cattle graze in the meadows in happy
ignorance that death is abroad. Ye, however, are not “ dumb, driven
cattle.” o you it is given to know your own mortality, and you cannot
suffer your comrades to be taken away one after another so rapidly,
without feeling emotion, and gathering wisdom. Ye will hear the rod,
and him that hath appointed it, and this morning ye will ask grace that
the dead may be your schoolmasters and yourselves the scholars who
cry “So teach us to number our days that we may apply our hearts unto
wisdom.”

As best T shall be able this morning, I shall try and teach you, by the
help of God’s Spirit, one lesson. It is this—dwine appoiniment rules
human Uife ; and when we have learned that lesson, we shall, in the
second place, draw nferences from this truth.

1. First, then, let us consider a truth which, I trust, none of us have
ever denied, but have heartily accepted ever since we have been
believers. THERE IS A DIVINE APPOINTMENT RULING ALL HUMAN
LIFE. Not that I single ont man’s existence as the sole object of
divine forethought, far rather do I believe it to be but one little corner
of illimitable providence. A divine appointment arranges every event,
minute or magnificent. As we look out on the world from our quiet
room it appears to be a mass of confusion.. He who studies history
and forgets God might think that he was looking out en chaos and
5ld night, for events seem flung together in terrible disarray, and the
whole scene is as darkness itself, without any order. Events happen
which we deeply deplore—incidents which appear to bring evil, and
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only evil, and we wonder why they are permitted. The picture before
us, to the glance of reason, looks like a medley of colour, with dark
shades where lights seemed needful, and glowing colour where we
might have looked for masses of black. Human affairs are a maze of
which we cannot discover the clue. The world appears to be a tangled
skein, and we weary ourselves with vain endeavours to disentangle it.

But, brethren, the affairs of this world are neither tangled, nor con-
fused, nor perplexing to Him who sceth the end from the beginning.
To him all things are in due course and order, and before hini all forces
keep rank and file. God is in all, and rules all. In the least as well
as in the greatest, Jehovah’s power is manifested. He guides the grain
of dust in the March wind, and the comet in its immeasurable pathway ;
he steers each drop of spray which is beaten back from the face of the
rock, and he leads forth Arcturus with his sons. God is the dictafor
of destinies, and appoints both means and ends, He is the King of
kings, ruling rulers and guiding counsellors. Alike in the crash of battle
and in the hush of peace, in the desolation of pestilence and famine,
and in the joy of abounding harvests he is Lord. THe doeth according
to his will, not only in the army of heaven, but amongst the inhabitants
of this lower world. ‘Yon fiery steeds, which dash so terribly along the
highway of time, are not carcering madly : there is a charioteer whose
almighty hands have held the reins for ages, and will never let them
go. Things are not in the hurly-burly which we imagine, but driven
onward by a power which is irresistible, they are under law to God, and
speed onward without deviation towards the goal which he designs.
All is well, brethren! It is night, but the watchman never sleepeth,
and Israel may rest in peace. The tempest rages, but it is well, for
our Captain is governor of storms. He who trod 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 he does so, first,
as fo its trm—*Is there not an appointed time to man upon earth? ”’
He rules it, secondly, as fo its warfare, for so the text might most pro-
perly be read—*“Is there not an appointed warfare for man upon
earth ?” And, thirdly, he rules it as fo ifs service, for the second
clause of the text is, “ Are not his days as the days of an hireling?”

First, then, God's determination governs the time of human life. We
shall all acknowledge this as to ifs commencement. Not without infinite
wisdom did any infant’s life commence there and then, for no man is
the offspring of chance. Not without a world of kindness did your
life commence, dear friend, just where and when it did. Our child’s
little hymm, in which he thanks God that he was not “born a little
slave to labour in the sun,” contains a good deal of truth in it. A
man’s whole life is mainly guided by its commencement ; had we becn
born as thousands are where God was never known we might have
been idolators at this hour. Who would wish to have first seen the
light at the era when our naked forefathers sacrificed to idols ? Who
would wish to have stepped upon the stage of life amid the dense
darkness of popery, when our childish hands would have been lifted
up by superstitious parents in adoration of the Virgin Mary, and we
should have been taught to worship some cast clout or rotten rag,
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superstitiously believed to be a relic of a saint ? Tt is no small thing
to have been born in the nineteenth century, when works of grace are
to be seen on every side. Many of us should bless the Lord every day
because in infancy we lay upon a Christian woman’s bosom, and were
lulled to sleep with the sound of holy hymns, of which the name of
Jesus was the theme. Our tiny feet were taught to run in the ways of
rightcousness, as far as parental instruction could effect .he same,
and this was no insignificant advantage. Blessed are the eyes which
see the things which we see, and hear the things which we hear ! All
this is by the appointment of the God and Father of our Lord Jesus
Christ. Our presence on earth in this day of grace was a matter
altogether beyond our control, and yet it involves infinite issues ;
therefore let us with deepest gratitude bless the Lord, who has cast
our lot in such an auspicious season.,

The confinuance of life is equally determined of God. He who fixed
our birth has measured the interval between the cradle and the grave,
and it shall not be a day longer or a day shorter than the divine
decree. How many times your lungs shall heave and your pulses
beat have been fixed by the eternal calculator from of old. What re-
flections ought to arise out of this! How willing we should be to
labour on, even if we be weary, since God appoints our day and will not
over-weary us, for he is no hard taskmaster. How glad we ought to be
even to suffer if the Lord so ordains. It is sweet music that God
draws forth from patient sufferers, and though the strings have to be
painfully tightened ever and anon with many a grief and pang to
us, yet if those dear hands of the chief musician can fetch out richer
melody from those tightened strings, who among us would wish
to have it otherwise, or ask to have the harp withdrawn from that be-
loved harper’s hand before the wondrous strain is o’er? No, let us
wait, for he appoints. If our griefs were the offspring of chance, we
might pine to have them ended, but if the loving Lord appoints, we
would not hurry him in his processes of love. Let the Lord do what
seemeth him good. Here is good cheer for those who have lain so long
upon the bed of pdin, and who are apt to ask—* Will it never end ?
O Lord, will the chariots of salvation never come ? Have the angels
quite forgotten thy servant in his sickness? Must he for ever
remain a prisoner under his infirmity, loncliness, and decay ? Hast
thou placed me as a sentinel to stand upon my watch-tower through a
night which will never end, and shall I never be relieved from my
weary guard ? Shall I never know rest ?  Must I for ever peer into
the dark with these eyes so red with weeping?”” Courage, brother !
Courage, sister, the Lord, the ever merciful, has appointed every
moment of thy sorrow and every pang of thy suffering. If he ordains
the number ten, it can never rise to eleven, neither shouldst thou desire
it to shrink to nine. The Lord’s time is best: to a bair’s breadth thy
gpan of life jis rightly measured: God ordains all: therefore peace,
restless spirit, and let the Lord have his way.

So, too, has he fixed life's fermination. “Is there not an appointed
time for man upon earth ?” a time in which the pulse must cease, the
blood stagnate, and the eyc be closed. Yes, my brethren, it is of no
use for us to indulge any idle dream of living for ever here ; a time of
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departure must come to every one of us, unless the Lord himself should
appear on a sudden, and then we shall not die, but be changed. There
is no man among us that liveth and shall not see death. In this war
there is no discharge. Not only do the Scriptures teach us so, but our
common sense and reason put the matter beyond all question.

What mean the grey hairs which fall like snow flakes upon our
heads ? What mean that stooping gait and failing strength ? What
mean the dimness of the eye and the tottering of the limbs? Do
they not all show that the house is about to come down, for the lath
and plaster of it are beginning to give way ? Yet our earthly house
will not fail us till the time ordained of heaven. There isan appointed
time for death, and God has fixed how we shall die, when we shall die,
and where we shall die.

¢ Plagues and deaths around me fly,
Till he please I cannot die ;
Not a single shaft can hit
Till the God of love sees fit."”

Diseases eager to slay are in ambush all around us, but none of their
swords can come at us till Jehovah gives them leave. Behold the
Lord shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou
trust, nor shall nightly pestilence nor midday destruction make thee
afraid.
¢ What though a thousand at thy side

At thy right hand ten thousand died,

Our God his chosen people saves

Amongst the dead, amidst the graves,”

We are immortal till our work is dong, but that work will not last for
ever, and when it is concluded we shall have fulfilled our day, and shall
receive our summons horme.

All this is true ; none will venture to dispute it, but let us remember
that it is true for ourselves at this moment ; for you, my brethren and
sisters, it is true while here you sit. Realise it, and do not look on
others as dying men while you yourselves are secure of long life. Be
you also prepared. to meet your God suddenly, for so you may be
called to do. This fact is most solemn., We shall not live, but die,
and that death may come in an instant. As I saluted my brethren this
morning in the vestry I could not help expressing my pleasure and
surprise that any of us were alive, for certainly it was quite as much a
wonder that certain of us were alive, as that our friend should be dead.
We might as readily have been taken away as he, and even more
readily. God had ordained %is death, he might have ordained ours.
“ Be ye also ready ; for in such an hour as ye think not the Son of man
cometh,”

Yet this fact, to my mind, is most strengthening. The doctrine of
predestination, when really believed, is like steel medicine, infuses a
deal of iron into the mental system and builds up strong men. I am
not such a predestinarian as Mahomet, who bade his soldiers rush to
the fight, ¢ for,” said he, “ when your time comes to die you will die
at home as well as in the battle, and Paradise is to be found beneath
the shadow of swords.” But still I see that while the doctrine makes
some men slumber, it is to nobler souls a mighty source of energy, and






