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““ O thou afflicted, tossed with tempest, and not comforted! behold, I will
lay thy stones with fair colours, and lay thy foundatious with sapphires.
And I will make thy windows of agates, and thy gates of carbuncles, and
all thy borders of pleasant stones.”—Isaiah liv, 11, 12.

WHO can doubt that this promise belongs to the Gentile Church,
since it has been so richly fulfilled in her history?! For many an
age the light did not shine upon heathen lands. Onme spot alone
upon all the earth received the genial beams of the Sun of
Righteousness. Vast continents, thickly populated, full of life,
bustle, and enterprise, lay spread out as a moral waste, barren and
neglected. But little revelation of God had found its way among
the teeming multitudes of the population. To them the dispensa-
tion of the grace of God had not been proclaimed. The mystery
of Christ was not as yet made known unto the sons of men. The
Israelites had a monopoly of covenant privileges. But now in
these latter days, how wondrously are the tables turned. The
branches of the wild olive have been grafted in “that the Gentiles
should be fellow-heirs and of the same body, and partakers of his
promise in Christ by the gospel.” Thus the Lord has avouched
unto himself a numerous seed once ignored by Israel, “which in
time past were not a people, but are now the people of God: which
had not obtained mercy, but. now have obtained mercy.” Not after
the lineage of the flesh, but according to the nobler lineage of faith,
the same are the children of Abraham ; and with faithful Abrabam
they do inherit the covenant mercy of God. This day the barren
woman keeps house, and is the joyful mother of many ochildren.
The Gentile Church hath her stones of sapphire; God is in the
midst of her to make her glad.
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Not less fully persuaded am I that this promise belongs to the
Jewish Church. Among the natural descendants of the old Hebrew
Patriarch, the Lord has preserved to himself a spiritual people.
Glory be to his name he has not cast off his people whom he did
foreknow. Even at this present time there is a remnant according
to the election of grace. Of the Jewish race there is a certain
number of disciples, who are witnesses of the truth, rejoicing in
Christ Jesus, and worshipping him as their Messiah. But the day
as yet is dark for Israel; thick clouds encompass her; the veil
is still upon the hearts of her children. The converts gathered
from her tribes are few in number compared with those from
different branches of the Gentiles. Seemeth it not as though her
cup of sorrow were not yet drained? God has put the sons of
Jacob for a while out of their place as a punishment for their great
sin in rejecting him, whom their own inspired prophets had fore-
told. But doubt not, beloved, that their future 1s radiant with
hope.

The day will come, and that day may come speedily, when the
glory shall return to Zion, and the excesllency unto Judah. The
fulness of the Gentiles then shall own the Lord when Jewish eyes
shall behold and recognise him, Messiah, Prince of Peace. Well
may we look and long with eagerness for that happy era. If I
rightly read the Scriptures, the lost tribes are to be converted first,
and gathered afterwards, while the people distinguished among us
as Jews are to be restored to their own land, and then convinced
by seeing the Man whom they pierced, enthroned with honour
and majesty. Here the world’s history reaches a majestic climax.
Once with their day of fearful recompense came our day of grateful
visitation.  Yes, the day-spring from on high hath visited -us.
What next is unrolled in the scroll of dispensations? If the casting
away of them became the reconciling of the world, what shall the
receiving of them again be but life from the dead! So let the
people to whom this great promise was originally spoken have all
the good that was stored up for them in it.

May not, however, this rich consolation be applied to any church
that is passing through a time of depression? All the promises
of God are like minted gold, of sterling value and intended for
circulation. The general principles of the promise may be appro-
priated by those to whom they are appropriate. Let any faithful
church of Jesus Christ be passing through severe trial of persecution
and declension, if there be a true likeness to Christ in it, the
tempest and storm will eventually exhaust their fury and accom-
plish their end ; afterwards a time of establishing and building up
shall follow. It is said of some persons that they cannot fight
losing battles. No such fatality need haunt us. We ought always
to stand our ground, for when we have been worsted in the conflict,
we have always before us the prospect that we shall at lergth be
conquerors, because our defeats are permitted for our discipline
without peril to our destiny. “A troop shall overcome Gad, but
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he shall overcome at the last.” Where would be the honour of a
victory which was gained without a struggle? Is not the prize
more welcome when it has been competed for with fag and strain?
Do we not account any kind of success the sweeter for the toil
expended and the difficulties mastered in reaching it? Are we
to expect honour without labour? Take heart, then, thou afflicted
Church, and faint not in the day of adversity, for God hath set
over against it the day of prosperity, when thou shalt be built up
with all the riches and treasures of his grace, and when thy mouth
shall be filled with laughter, and thy tongue with singing; and
then shalt thou say, “The Lord hath done great things for us,
whereof we are glad.”

1f, now, my text thus stands good to the Gentile Church, and
to the remnant of Israel, and if it may serve to cheer and encourage
the little Christian Churches, not in cur own land only, but in
all the regions of the earth where Christ is preached, may it not
in like manner be applied to the experience of individual believers,
and may we not find in it a rich draught of consolation for ourselves!?
Depend upon it, brethren, our period of trial and suffering will
come to a close, and it will be overruled in the gracious Providence
of God to the promotion of our best prosperity and our highest
interests.  We may be afllicted and tossed with tempest, but for
this very cause ultimately we shall have our foundations laid in
sapphire, and our stones with fair colours I will endeavour to
work out this one thought in respect to three kinds of distress
which are wont to raise a tempest in the believer’s soul.

The first is the great life storm in which we arc turned from
darkness to light, and from the power of Satan to God; the second,
the common life storms wn which dwes afflictions befall us, and
manifold temptations try our faith; and the third is zke last storm,
whicl brings with it the wreck of our frail bark after all its tossings
on the troubled sea of life, the dcath of the body: then no more
fatigue, no more distress, for we shall enter the haven of rest, and
enjoy an endless peace. Now, with regard to:—

I, Tur PAWN OF OUR SPIRITUAL LIFE. Is it not true that well
nigh every Christian is born of a stcrm? We are driven to Christ
through stress of weather. We look to him because we have
nowhere else to look for shelter. We drift to Christ, all of us, as
mariners that are hard on rocks, with all our righteousness wrecked,
and all our other hopes gone to the fore. That first storm with
some of you may have lasted long. For months or years, it may
have threatened your destruction.  You remember it, and you
think of it now that the tempest has spent itself, that the sky is
clear, and you have come to rest calmly in Jesus Christ. Do you
think that you lost anything by that storm? Do you not know
that you gained much? You lost what it was good for you to
lose. You gained the very blessings which you were most in need of.
Do I speak to one who is at this hour in the very midst of such
a trial?  He that sitteth in the heavens looks down upon you
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through this storm, and says to you, “O thou afflicted, tossed with
tempest, and not comforted, behold I will lay thy stones with fair
colours.” You are afflicted with a sense of sin, the direst and
sharpest of all afflictions. The arrows of adversity are blurt in
comparison with those of guilt. Afflictions without sin to aggravate
them are as a knife without an edge; they do not cut deep. But
when there is sin to whet the blade, then the knife cuts to the
very bone. What are those sins which now wring your hearts with
anguish but the very same sins that once fascinated your hearts
with delight. Feeling that God is angry with you, every incident
or accident of Providence seems to you a token of judgment. Terrors
haunt you in every gust of wind that blows; and you seek in
vain to extricate yourself from your present forlorn condition.
Hold on, man; do not despair. Better to be stricken with pain
and suffer the smart pangs of a wounded conscience than go on
with giddy step, frothy song, and frivolous talk to enjoy the
pleasures of sin for a season, and then find out your mistake when
it is too late, because you are swept away like the chaff from the
threshing floor. ~ Your afflictions, if they lead you to God, will
prove the healthiest discipline and the happiest circumstances that
ever happened to you. “O thou afflicted one,” saith God, “I will
lay thy stones with fair colours,” as if, in the bitterness of repent-
ance, thou didst meet with the blessedness of remission, and the
brightest sunbeams shone upon thee just when the darkest shadows
crossed thy path, and the heaviest clouds loomed over thy head.
Fly to your God, O sinner! Haste to Jesus. Look to his atoning
sacrifice. For such an afflicted conscience as thine Jesus bled, he
came to bind up the broken in heart, and to proclaim liberty to
captives such as thou art.

Note the next word : “ O thou aflicted, tossed with tempest.” Does
this describe the heaving and flurry of your agitated breast! Are
you tossed to and fro? Once you were at ease, becalmed, aground,
and you thought yourself as safe as you were quiet. You had a
hope of your own, and you said in your heart, “I shall never be
moved.”  But that hope of thine was no sure anchorage. It served
thee not in any stead when the clouds began to gather and the
fierce winds began to blow. Then wer> you tossed hither and
thither. You have tried to find some stay, some grapnel ; but alas!
you have sought it in vain. You are like a ship which has become
the sport of the winds and waves; and now your spirit sinks within
you. You reel to and fro and stagger like a drunken man, and
you are at, your wits’ end. All your wisdom is swallowed up. You
cannot lay hold of a promise; you cannot take comfort from any
providence; you see not your signs; and yet all this tossing and
all this tumult, with the peril in which it places you, are meant
for your good. So, indeed, it shall prove when you cry unto the
Lord in your trouble, and he bringeth you out of your distresses:
for notice the prophecy which is spoken by the mouth of the Lord,
and say if it should not inspire thee with confidence, “I will lay
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thy foundations in sapphires.” When you shall have a {oundation
of God’s laying, it will be, verily, a safe foundation, and, being
of sapphire, this foundation is very precious. There will be no
more sorrow and sadness for you then, but a sacred satisfaction
which it were beyond the power of any circumstance to mar. No
more shall the buffeting of rough billows and rude breakers toss
you to and fro; but throbbings of deep joy, like waves, of the
mighty sea, shall swell their ceaseless anthem in your ears. Oh!
how you will bless the Lord then that he ever drove you from your
refuge of lies, and drew you to a sure foundation upon which you
might build, and be built up for eternity. You may be just now
the sport of the tempest ; high winds may rage within your breast;
stormy passions may convulse your soul. Well do I remember when
that same tempest howled through my spirit, sweeping away every.
fond hope and every fine conceit I had cherished. Ere that I would
fain have contented myself with the world and the little ambitions
it held out to my view. Ah! I would, but I could not. God’s
tempest howled through my soul; and as for me, I was as a tiny
leaf in a strong breeze, or as a ball before the whirlwind. Are
you passing through such an ordeal? Yield not to the misery and
madness of despair.

“ Though plunged in ills, and harassed, too, with care,
"Twere treason to your soul did you despair;
When pressed by dangers and beset by foes,
God will his timely succour interpose.’”

When your present emergencies shall be gathered up into past
experience, you will look back upon them as a meet preparation
for your better destiny. Every vestige of your own righteousness
must be taken away, in order that he may “lay your stones with
fair colours, and build up your windows with agate, and your gates
with carbuncles.” Are not both in the promise—both the agitation
and the salvation The Lord hath promised both. Mark that
word promised, how it is used by Paul. “Now he hath promised,
saying, Yet once more I shake not the earth only, but also heaven.”
Then observe the consequence. The removing of those things that
are shaken makes way for another thing; namely, that those things
which cannot be shaken may remain. Therefore it is that we,
who feel that everything earthly is drifting from under our feet,
are favoured to receive a kingdom which cannot be moved. Ought
not, this to reconcile our hearts to trial Will it not make us
Tejoice in it, if we have only faith to believe that it will certainly
turn out for our good?

The other part of the description—after being tossed with tempest
—is this: “not comforted.” Ts there nothing you can do to get out
of this strait? TIs there no solace to relieve the stress of your
trial? Ah! poor soul! no doubt you have been looking for light,
and behold there was darkness; while you have been seeking after
relief, your sorrows have been aggravated. Did you go to the






