i

i

i

H
T

g i

THE GOOD NEWS.

R Bis own intearity. Everything is
3" their side : the temptations of the
b?:ll; the suggestions of his own fears;
8 wish to be rid of their tormenting in-
w“ﬂtions. Why does he not yield a little ¢
Y not say, “It may be so! Perhaps
i:!l are right”? That would satisfy them:
Might reckon atonce on their sympathy
s prayers. How many of us would
haye yielded all, rather than be troubled to
FUe with them. Not so; Job. No
Teed shaken of the wind” is he; but a
L o —a sirong, grand tree—scathed by the
lghtning’s, it is true, and quivering like the
¥peu, to the nttermost leaf of the furthest
Pray s but still as deeply rooted as ever,
'"' -as delermined in his resistance to all
I Pritwal astacks. He tells them oponly
‘1t he recognizes in them the malice of
hutan, Ly whom he is “ wounded in the
Ouse of bLis friends;” that he knows his
‘" rnal adversary is let loose upon him,
U that all they say is but further proof
. And still, amidst the din of contro-
"y—in which he contends,—alone, as
elieves, against earth and hell—amid
fel? onslaught of pain, doubt, and frenzy,
enemies urged on by the Devil himself
Under the canopy of a darkened heaven,
ih( 4 sky that is as brass to his complain-
at.g”'\forsaken, confused, and wounded;
h;,lf' he stands at bay—Ilike the standard-
b Ter of a defeated host, bgset‘ alone by
bl:‘:ﬂemies‘, mangled by their thrusts and
8,

. .
) Sore toiled, his riven arms to havoc hewn,”—

“‘-_unable as ever to yield—and, amid the
b;’“‘"g darkuess, still upholding above the
l!“tlllg breath of that hostile array, the
e ensigrn of his innocence, upon which,
“-';l'l“g he will fall,—that he‘nm‘_y be buried
they SYWPIng it on the loncly field. — And
N, see his firm trust in God. Every-
,e"{g is against this.  He has been stricken,
Tribly “stricken, when lLe had no con.
M:)“She&i that he deserved it.  And [e
O permitted this,—instead of appearing,
.Ql?_plain the mystery,—hus hidden 1iw-
.darkh'om His servant. Al around in Fhe
by - 288 does the Patriarch grope after Him,
ut isin vain. “Behold, I go forward,
He is not there ; and backward, but I
ot perceive Him; on the left hand He
N h Work, but I eannot behold Him ; on the
€0t hand He hideth Himself, but 1 cannot
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sec Him: but”—and oh, how glorious,
how heroic it is|~—“but He knoweth the
way I take: when He hath tried me, I
shall come forth as gol1.” He cries again
and again to the Leavens, but there is no
voice, nor any (apparently) that regardeth.
The clouds are black and thick above him.
The lightnings play around his head. Al-
ready they have struck off Lis branchee;
already left him a scarred and blackened.
trunk, mounumental of misfortune. The
next blow may cleave him to the ground.
But he fears it not. He sits upon a dung-
hill indeed; but, with him upon it, that
dunghill is a throne.  He looks calmly to
the threatening cloud. His bald, bare
head is ready. Let it come, It wil
make wo difference in his confidence—
“ Though He slay me, yct will T trust in
Him: Lot I will maintain mine own ways
before TIim.” This is, in real life, Just
what the poet Campbell has put into the
lips of an imaginary character, whom be
calls ¢ the last man.” He supposes the one
survivor of the human race, following the
sun, in the hour of his last setting, with
words like these:—

“(@o, Sun, while mercy holds me up
On: Nature's awful waste

To drink this last and bitter cup
Of wrath that man shall taste.

Go, tell the night that hides thy face

Thou heards’t the last of Adam’s race
On earth’s sepulchral clod

The carkening universe defy,

To quench his immortality,
Or shake his trust in God!"

Such a declaration, under such circum-
stances, would be heroie; but not one whit
more go than the conduct of Job. For
him the universe was darkened. Not a
gleam of light remnained. But his trost
in God was as strong asever.  Was he not
a hero?  Did imagination ever picture a
character <o tender, yet so strong !

And yet this was no more than a man;
aman of like passions with us; a man as
weank ana full of infinnity as we: a man
who, before he was tried, had no more of
the hero apparent about him than your-
selves; who, when tried, had no other sup
port than is promiised to you, and promised
to you in a higher degree than to him.—
All the strength and teaderness that form-
ed the original character of Job are slum-
bering in the calm depths of your owm




