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fiot know'ng wluthor ho wont. l?ut boforo his course was doHod, he ffouid that all hin

fctops had bu(Mi ordered- that all bin way waw of tho Lord. So with .FoHcph; arid to

ibis ho rotors when ho Rooks to comfort bis coiincienco-smitti'n Itrotliors, at tlio tinio of

|hoir father's death. Thoy wore afraid that now tliat lie was gone, JoHoiili would visit

llicm with duo retribution for all their cruelty. Ibitwlmt did bo say! "
/'Vkc not:

for I will iionrish ijoiitind iiuur little ones, for it was wd i/oft thxl sent m" hither, but

tfod, that Imiyht prescne inneh people (dive." So with St. i'aul; and bo folt that bo \vm

bnmortal till bis work was done. It was tlio coiisidoration that bis tinio.s wt;ro in

Crod's hands—that the wf)rk which ho was dtiing was tho ^vork of CJod—that choerod

l^im in all bis perils on land and sea; that made hiiii happy in tho Maniortijio prison

in Rome, and the happiest man in that littlo wator-loggod craft, bufFotcd l)y tho wintry

irinds upon the Adriatic, which was to bo wrecked upon tho shore of Malta; the hap-

Jiedt man jvmong all the two hundred and seventy-six soldiers and sailors that walked

10 dock : for his was a faith which grow brighter amid tho wano of yoara and tho

gathering storms of persecution, and led him to say in view of tho martyr death that

iraa befin'o him: "I ant now ready to bo oflored, and tho time of my tleparturo is at

>and."

All this is very plain from tho teaching of tho \Vi>rd; but it is no less plain from

iho teaching of Providence. How true is it that God is in history ! Wo can seo this

^oth in tho history of nationa and individuals. Think of the life of Joseph—of David

^r Daniel! You can see tho band of God in the dreams of Joseph,—in the rIocoIos.".

I^igbt of Abasueruii,—in tho shipwreck of the Apostlo,—in tho early lifo of Martin

Irtithor. But consider your own lifo: how you have been led; what influences havo

been brought to bear on you; how your lifo baa been shaped and your character

moulded into its presont fashion ! Ob, how truly wo aro tho clay and Ho tho potter!

Look back upon the i^ast years through which you havo so silently and thoughtlessly

glided, and see what God hath wrought! Yoiir birth—marriage—present employment

—your state in lifo—your opinions; religious experience—your friendships, prefer-

ences and prejudices—losses and gains—joys and sorrows—successes and reverses:

these wero not loose contingencies for which no ptjvisicm was made, and which no

J^oresight could anticipate, but tho Aviso appointment of Him who doeth His will among
iihc armies of heaven and tho inhabitants of earth. These, for the most part, wero not

of your own seeking, but of God's ordaining. It was the reading of a certain book, or

<he hearing of a certain preacher, that made such a deep and abiding impression upon
your mind. It was an accidental meeting, one night, that led you to bo this man's

Wife, or that wife's husband. Like two rivers that rise far apart on tho hills, some-

times diverging and sometimes converging, but which ultimately moot at a given point,

And flow on in one united stream—like these you met at a given point, and thus linkeil

together in feeling and in destiny, you move on together, acting and reacting upon
each other, in the most important interests of your being, till you reach that blessed

ftate where they neither marry nor are given in marriage, but aro as tho angels t>f God

!

God is in history; and God is in biography. Ho has been in your lifo. Ita

Jattom, 80 to speak, is in the loom, and tho shuttle is flying: now casting a dark, and
Aow a golden thread; and thus tho work goes on from day to day, amid crosses and
losses, and joya and sorrov/s, till'tho pattern is completed—till the worlc is done. So
with life, in all its details,—its sorrows and joys; dark days and bright day.s. And
jfust as every thread is necessary, whether white or black, to the weaver, in order to


