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¢« And when Gideon was come, behold, there was a man that told a dream unto his
fellow, and said, Behold, I dreamed a dream, and, lo, a cake of barley bread tumbled
into the host of Midian, and came unto a tent, and smote it that it fell, and overturned
it, that the tent lay along. And his fellow answered and said, This is nothing else save
the sword of Gideon the son of Joash, a man of Israél: for into his hand hath God
delivered Midian, and all the host.””—Judges vii. 13, 14.
Tae Midianites were devastating the land of Israel. These wandering
tribes purposely kept away during the times of ploughing and sowing,
and allowed the helpless inhabitants to dream that they would be able
to gather in a harvest ; but no sooner did there come to be anything
eatable by man or beast, than these Bedouin hordes came up like
locusts, and devoured everything. Imagine a country like Israel, which
had at one time been powerful, so greatly reduced as to be unable to
keep off these desert rangers ; brought so low that the cities and villages
were empty, and the inhabitants were hidden in the hill-sides, in the
water-courses, and in the huge caverns of the rocks. God had forsaken
them for their sins, and therefore their own manhood had forsaken
them, and they hid themselves from enemies, whom, in better days, they
had despised.

In her extremity, the guilty nation began to cry to Jehovah her God ;
and the answer was not long delayed. An angel came to Gideon and
announced to him that the Lord had delivered Midian into his hand,
and that he should smite them &8 one man, Gideon was a man of great
faith : his name shines among the heroes of great faith in the eleventh
chapter of the Epistle to the Hebrews; and you and I will do well if
we attain to the same rank in the peerage of faith as he did. But
for all that, the best of men are men at the best; and men of strong
faith are often men of strong conflicts; and so it was with Gideon.
This man’s great faith and great weakness of faith both showed them-
selves in a desire for signs. Once ossure him that God is with him,
and Gideon has no fear, but lastens to the battle, bravest of the
brave. With a handful of men, he is quite prepared to go against
a host of adversaries; but he pines for a sign. Again and again he
asks it. The anxious question seems to be constantly recurring to him,
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“Is the Lord with us? If the Lord is with us, where are all his
miracles which our fathers told us of, saying, Did not the Lord bring us
up from Egypt ?” Hence his frequent prayer is, “ If now I have found
grace in thy sight, shew me a sign.” He began with this, and this ill
beginning coloured his whole after career. I have known many per-
sons like this son of Joash: they say, “ Let me but know that God is
with me, and my fear is gone ”’; but their repeated question is, “ Is the
Lord with me? Is Jesus mine, and am [ his? Let me but know that
T am a true believer, and I am sure that I shall not perish, for God will
not forsake his own ; but then, am I a heliever ? Have I the marks
and evidences of a child of God ?”” Hence the practice of severe self-
examination, and hence also the weakening habit of craving for tokens
and feelings. How many are crying, “ We sce not our signs”; when
they ought to say, “ But we see Jesus!” How many are praying, “ Shew
me a token for good” when the Lord Jesus has given himself for them,
and has thereby given the best token of his grace !

So it happened unto Gideon, that the Lord knowing his hunger for
signs and yet knowing the sincerity of his faith, bade him, on the
night of the great battle which was to rout Midian, go down as a spy
into the camp with his servant, and there he should receive a token for
good, which would effectually quiet all his fears.

I picture Gideon and his attendant creeping down the hill in the
stillness of the night, when the camp was steeped in slumber. It was
about the end of the first watch, when they were soon to change sentinels.
The two brave men, with stealthy footsteps, drew near the pickets, and
even passed them. From long habit they had learned to make no more
sound with their footfalls than if they had been cats. As they move along
they come near to a couple of men who are talking together, and they
listen to their conversation. Whether they were inside the tent, lying
on their beds, or whether they were sitting by the camp-fire whiling away
the last half-hour of their weary watch, we do not know : but there they
were, and Gideon remained breathless to hear their talk. One of them
told his fellow that he had dreamed a dream, and he began the telling
of it. Then the other ventured an interpretation, and Gideon must
have been awe-stricken when he heard his own name mentioned, and
his own success foretold. Do you not see him with streaming eyes and
clasped hands silently worshipping God ? His assurance overflows, and
motioning to his servant, they steal away through the shadows, and quietly
ascend the hill to the place where the little band of three hundred lay in
hiding. They look down upon the sleeping camp, and Gideon cries, “ The
Lord hath delivered into your hands the hosts of Midian.,” Obedient to
their leader they descend with their trumpets, and with torches covered
over with pitchers. At a signal they break the pitchers, display the
lights, sound the trumpets, and shout, *“ The sword of the Lord and of
Gideon.” Imagining that a vast army is upon them, the tribes of the
desert run for their lives, and in the darkmess fall foul of one another.
Midian is scattered : Israel is free.

In quiet contemplation let us now play the part of spies. With all
our wits about us let us thread our way among the sleepers, and listen
to this dream and the interpretation thereof.

I. The first thing that I shall bring under your observation is THE
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STRIKING PROVIDENCE which must have greatly refreshed Gideon. Just
as he and Phurah stealthily stole up to the tent, the Midianite was
telling a dream, bearing an interpretation so appropriate to Gideon.
1t may appear to be a little thing; but an occurrence is none the less
wonderful because it appears to be insignificant. The microscope reveals
a world of marvels quite as surprising as that which is brought before
us by the telescope. God is as divine in the small as in the stupen-
dous, as glorious in the dream of a soldier as in the flight of a seraph.

Now observe, first, the providence of God fkat this man should
have dreamed just then, and that he should have dreamed that particular
dream. Dreamland is chaos, but the hand of the God of order is here.
‘What strange romantic things our dreams are !—fragments of this, and
broken pieces of the other, strangely joined together in absnrd fashion.

“ How many monstrous forms in sleep we see,
That neither were, nor are, nor e’er can be!”

Yet observe that God holds the brain of this sleeping Arab in his
hand, and impresses it as he pleases. Dreams often come of previous
thoughts ; see then the providence which had taken this man’s mind
to the hearth and the cake-baking. The Lord prepares him when
he is awake to dream aright when he is asleep. God is omnipotent in
the world of mind as well as in that of matter : he rules it when men
are awake, and does not lose his power when men fall asleep. The
heathen ascribed dreams to their gods ; we read of one, that
¢ Pallas poured sweet slumbers on his soul,
And balmy dreams, the gift of soft repose.”

Thin as the air, inconstant as the wind, the stuff that dreams are made
of is vanity of vanities ; and yet the Lord fashions it according to his
own good pleasure. The man must dream, must dream then and there, and
dream that dream which should convey confidence and courage to
Gideon. Oh, believe it, God is not asleep when we are asleep: God is
not dreaming when we are. I admire the providence of God in this :
do not you? Is it not specially well ordered that this man shall
dream, and therein declare @ truth as deep as any in the compass
of philosophy ?

Further, I cannot but admire that this man should be moved to lell
his dream fo his fellow. It is not everybody that tells his dream at
night ; he usually waits till the morning. We are grossly foolish
sometimes, but we are not always so : and hence we do not hurry to tell
such disjointed visions as that which this Arab had just seen. What
was there init? Many a time, no doubt, this son of the desert would
have cried, “I have had a dream—past the wit of man to say what
dream it was.” But this time he canuot shake it off. It burdens him,
and he must tell it to his comrade by the camp-fire. Look you into the
face of Gideon as he catches every syllable. Now, if this dream-telling
had been arranged by military authority, and if it had been part of a
programme that Gideon should be present at the nick of time to hear it,
there would have been a failure somehow or other. If the man had
known that he had a listener, he might not have been punctual with his
narrative ; but he did no¢ know a word about being overheard, and yet
he was punctual to the tick of a clock. God ruleth men’s idle tongues
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as well as their dreaming brains, and he can make a talkative soldier
in the camp say just as much and just as little as will subserve the
purposes of wisdom,

It is remarkable that the man should tell his dream just when Gideon
and Phurah had come near. Just think a minute of the many chances
against such a thing. We are on the side of the hill, and we glide
down among the trees and the great rocks till we are nearly in the
grass lands in the valley. Here lie the Midianites in their long lines
of black tents, and the hush of deep slumber is over all, save where a
few maintain a sleepy watch. Why does Gideon go to that particular
part of the camp ? Going there, why does he happen to drop on this
particular spot where two men are talking ? If he was spying out the
camp, he would naturally wander along where there was most quiet, in
order that he might not be discovered ; for if the warriors had suddenly
started up and snatched their spears these two men would have had
small chance of life. It was singular that out of tents so countless
Gideon should alight upon the very one in which were the two wakeful
sentinels, and that he should come just as they were talking to one
another about Gideon the son of Joash, a man of Israel. Considering
that there were fifty thousand other things that they might have talked
of, and considering that there were fifty thousand other persons upon
whom Gideon might have lighted, there were so many chances against
Gideon’s hearing that singular talk, that I do not hesitate to say,
this is the finger oif God. If this were but one instance of the
accuracy of providence it might not so much surprise us; but, history
bristles with these instances: I mean not only public history, but our
own private lives. Men sometimes make delicate machines where
everything depends upon the touching of a certain pin at a certain
instant, and their machinery is so arranged that nothing fails. Now,
our God has so arranged the whole history of men, and angels, and
the regions of the dead, that each event occurs at the right moment so
as to effect another event, and that other event brings forth a third,
and all things work together for good.

1 think if I had been Gideon I should have said to myself, “I do
not so much rejoice in what this dreamer saith as I do in the fact
that he has told his dream at the moment when I was lurking near him:
I see the hand of the Lord in this, and I am strengthened by the sight.
Verily, I perceive that the Lord worketh all things with unfailing wis-
dom, and faileth not in his designs. He that has ordered this matter
can order all things else.” O child of God, when you are troubled it is
because you fancy that you are alone ; but you are not alone; the
Eternal Worker is with you. Listen, and you will hear the revolution
of those matchless wheels which are for ever turning according to the
will of the Lord. These wheels are high and dreadful, but they move
with fixed and steady motion, and they are all “full of eyes roundabout.”
Their course is no blind track of a car of Juggernaut, but the eyes
gee, the eyes look towards their end, the eyes look upon all that comes
within the circuit of the wheels. Oh for a little heavenly eyesalve to
touch our eyes that we may perceive the presence of the Lord in all
things! Then shall we see the mountain to be full of horses of
fire and chariots of fire round about the prophets of the Lord. The
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stars in their courses are fighting for the cause of God. Our allies
are everywhere. God will summon them at the right moment.

II. But now, secondly, I want to say something to you about THE
COMFORTABLE TRIFLE which Gideon had thus met with. It was a
dream, and therefore a trifle, or a nothing, and yet he took comfort from
it. He was solaced by a dream, a gipsy’s dream, and a poor dream at that.
He took heart from an odd story of a barley bannock which overturned
a tent. It is a very curious thing that some of God’s servants do draw
a very great deal of consolation from comparatively trivial things.
‘We are all the creatures of sentiment as well as of reason, and hence we
are often strongly affected by little things. Gideon is cheered by a
dream of a barley cake. When Robert Bruce had been frequently
beaten in battle, he despaired of winning the crown of Scotland ; but
when he lay hidden in the loft among the hay and straw, he saw a
spider trying to complete her web after he had broken the thread many
times. As he saw the insect begin again, and yet again, until she had
completed her net for the taking of her prey, he said to himself, ¢ If
this spider perseveres and conquers, so will I persevere, and succeed.”
There might not be any real connection between a spider and an aspi-
rant to a throne ; but the brave heart made a connection, and thereby
the man was cheered. If you and I will but look about us, although
the adversaries of God are as many as grasshoppers, yet we shall find
consolation. T hear the birds sing, ¢ Be of good cheer,” and the leaf-
less trees bid us trust in God and live on, though all visible signs of
life be withered. If a dream was sufficient to encourage Gideon, an
every-day fact in nature may equally well serve the same purpose to us.

But what a pity it is that we should need such little bits of things
to cheer us up, when we have matters of far surer import to make us
glad! Gideon had already received, by God’s own angel, the word,
“ Surely I will be with thee, and thou shalt smite the Midianites as one
man.”  Was not this enough for him ? Whence is it that a boy’s
dream comforts him more than God’s own word. O child of God,
how you degrade yourself and your Master’s word, when you set so
much store by a small token! Thy Lord’s promise—is that little in
thine eyes ?  'What surer pledge of love dost thou desire than the blood
of Jesus spilt for thee? When Jesus saith,  Verily, verily, I say unto
you,” what more can you require ? Is not the word of the Lord abso-
lute truth? What seal dost thou want to the handwriting of God ?
The Lord may grant us further tokens for good, but we ought not to
require them.

I have said that our gracious God does condescendingly grant us
even trifles, when he sees that they will cheer us, and this, I think, calls
for adoring gratitude, and also for practical use of this comfort. God
grant us grace to do great things, as the result of that which to others
may seem a trifle. Let us not make a sluggard’s bed out of our
tokens ; but let us hasten to the fight as Gideon did. If thou hast
received a gleam of comfort, hasten to the conflict before the clouds
return ; go to thy consecrated labour before thou hast lost the fervour
of thy spirit. May the Holy Ghost lead thee so to do.

IIL. I have been brief upon that point, because I want you to notice,
thirdly, THE CHEERING DISCOVERY. Gideon had noticed a striking






