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“But none says, Where is God my Maker, who giveag®in the night?”
Job 35:10.

ELIHU was a wise man, exceedingly wise, though a®twise as the all-wise Jehovah, who sees
light in the clouds, and finds order in confusitvence Elihu, being much puzzled at beholding Job so
afflicted, cast about him to find the cause ofitd he very wisely hit upon one of the most likedg-
sons, although it did not happen to be the rigletionlob’s case. He said within himself, “Surelynen
are sorely tried and troubled, it is because, wihiégy think about their troubles, and distress thedues
about their fears, they do not say, ‘Where is Ggdvlaker, who gives songs in the night?”” Elihu’sire
son is right in the majority of cases. The greaisesof a Christian’s distress, the reason of tipehdeof
sorrow into which many believers are plunged, mpdy this—that while they are looking about, on the
right hand and on the left, to see how they mag@scheir troubles, they forget to look to theshitbm
where all real help comes; they do not say, “Wh&@od my Maker, who gives songs in the night?”

We shall, however, leave that inquiry, and dwelbmighose sweet words, “God my Maker, who
gives songs in the night.” The world has its nighseems necessary that it should have one. Tine su
shines by day, and men go forth to their laborg;thay grow weary, and nightfall comes on, like a
sweet gift from heaven. The darkness draws thaiost and shuts out the light, which might prevent
our eyes from slumber; while the sweet, calm =gk of the night permits us to rest upon the bed of
ease, and there forget awhile our cares, untihtbening sun appears, and an angel puts his hana upo
the curtain, opens it once again, touches our @geind bids us rise, and proceed to the labotiseof
day. Night is one of the greatest blessings meayenye have many reasons to thank God for it. Yet
night is to many a gloomy season. There is “theilpese that walks in darkness;” there is “the delvy
night;” there is the dread of robbers and of fedledse, with all those fears that the timorous kndwen
they have no light wherewith they can discern déif¢ objects. It is then they fancy that spiritosda-
tures walk the earth; though, if they knew righthey would find it to be true that—

“Millions of spiritual creatures walk the earth

Unseen, both when we wake, and when we sleep,”—
and that at all times they are round aboytas more by night than by day. Night is the seasioierror
and alarm to most men; yet even night has its sdfgge you ever stood by the seaside at night, and
heard the pebbles sing, and the waves chant Goaises? Or have you never risen from your bed, and
thrown up the window of your chamber, and listetiegte? Listened to what? Silence—save now and
then a murmuring sound, which seems sweet music #ed have you not fancied that you have heard
the harps of gold playing in heaven? Did you natosive that yon starsthoseeyes of God, looking
down on you, were also mouths of song, trad every star was singing Godj®ry, singing as it shone
its mighty Maker’s well-deserved praise? Night itassongs; we need not much poetry in our spirit to
catch the song of night, and hear the spheresegsctiant praises which are loud to the heart, thoug
they are silent to the ear—the praises of the mgig@dtd, who bears up the unpillared arch of heaven,
and moves the stans their courses.

Man, too, like the great world in which he livesysh have his night. For it is true that man is like
the world around him; he is himself a little worlte resembles the world in almost everything; dnd i
the world has its night, so has man. And many atrdg we have—nights of sorrow, nights of persecu-
tion, nights of doubt, nights of bewilderment, rtighbf affliction, nights of anxiety, nights of igramce,
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nights of all kinds, which press upon our spirésd terrify our souls. But blessed be God, the sTian
man can say, “My God gives me songs in the night.”

It is not necessary, | take it, to prove to you f@hristian men have nights; for if you are Chass,
you will find that you have them, and you will not need any proof, forhtsgwill come quite often
enough. | will, therefore, proceed at once to thijext; and notice, with regard to songs in thenig
first, their sourceGod gives them; seconditheir matter—what dowe sing about in the night? Thirdly,
their excellence-they are hearty songs, and they are sweet onedparttily, their usestheir benefits
to ourselves and others.

|. First, songs in the night—WHO IS THE AUTHOR OF THEMGo0d,” saysthe text, our “Maker,
gives songs in the night.”

Any man can sing in the day. When the cup is futyn draws inspiration from it; when wealth rolls
in abundance around him, any man can sing to thiseof a God who gives a plenteous harvest, or
sends home a loaded argosy. It is easy enoughférealian harp to whisper music when the winds
blow; the difficulty is for music to come when nang blows. It is easy to sing when we can read the
notes by daylight; but he is the skillful singerovan sing when there is not a ray of light by whic
read—who sings from his heart, and not from a bthak he can see, because he has no means of read-
ing, save from that inward book of his own livingirg, from where notes of gratitude pour forth in
songs of praise. No man can make a song in the higiself; he may attempt it, but he will find how
difficult it is. It is not natural to sing in troldy “Blessthe Lord, O my soul, and all that is within me
bless His holy name,” for that is a daylight soBgt it was a divine song which Habakkuk sang whren i
the night he said, “Although the fig tree shall btdssom,” and so on, “yet | will rejoice in thendp |
will joy in the God of my salvation.” | think, orhé banks of the Red Sea, any man could have made a
song like that of Moses, “The horse and his rices He thrown into the sea;” the difficulty wouldviea
been to compose a song before the Red Sea hadlivéded, and to sing it before Pharaoh’s hosts had
been drowned, while yet the darkness of doubt aadwas resting on Israel’s hosts. Songs in thietnig
come only from God; they are not in the power ohma

But what does the text mean, when it asserts tloat gives songs in the night? We think we find
two answers to the question. The firsttiggt usually in the night of a Christian’s expederGod is his
only songlf it is daylight in my heart, | can sing songs ¢bing my graces, songs touching my sweet
experiences, songs touching my duties, songs togahy labors; but let the night come, my graces ap-
pear to have withered; my evidences, though theythaare, are hidden; now | have nothing left t@sin
of but my God. It is strange that, when God gives thildren mercies, they generally set their leart
more on the mercies than on the Giver of themmhgn the night comes, and He sweeps all the mer-
cies away, then at once they each say, “Now, my, Gldve nothing to sing of but You; | must come to
You, and to You only. | had cisterns once; theyeneitl of water; | drank from them then; but noveth
created streams are dry, sweet Lord, | drink neastrbut Your own selt drink from no fountain but
from You.” Yes child of God, you know what | say; or if you do notderstand it yet, you will do so by
and by! It is in the night we sing of God and ofdzone. Every string is tuned, and every poweritsas
tribute of song, while we praise God, and nothilsg.eWe can sacrifice to ourselves in daylight;,ome
ly sacrifice to God by night. We can sing high peai to ourselves when all is joyful; but we carsiog
praise to any but our God when circumstances amwand, and providences appear adverse. God alone
can furnish us with songs in the night.

And yet again, not only does God give the songhanight, because He is the only subject upon
whom we can sing then, but becailtte is the only One who inspires songs in the niBhihg me a
poor, melancholy, distressethild of God; | seek to tell him precious promisasad whisper to him
sweet words of comfort; he listens not to me, hekis the deaf adder, he heeds not the voice of the
charmer, charm he ever so wisely. Send him rouralltthe comforting divines and all the holy Bar-
nabases who ever preached, and they will do veky With him; they will not be able to squeezeca®
out of him, do what they may. He is drinking gaidavormwood; he say8O Lord, | have eaten ashes
like bread, and mingled my drink with weeping;” atmmfort him as you may, it will be only a woeful
note or two of mournful resignation that you witgrom him; you will evoke no psalms of praise, no
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hallelujahs, no joyful sonnets. But let God coméHts child in the night, let Him whisper in his ezs
he lies on his bed, and now you can see his ey&@emin the night season. Do you not hear him say—
“Tis Paradise, if You are here;
If You depatrt, 'tis hell"?
| could not have cheered him: it is God that hasedtgrfor God “gives songs in the night.” It is naal-
ous, brethren, how one sweet word of God will matany songs for Christians. One word of God is
like a piece of gold, the Christian is the gold#eeaand he can hammer that promise out for whole
weeks. | can say myself | have lived on one prorfusaveeks, and wanted no other. | had just sinply
hammer the promise out into gold leaf, and platewhyple existence with joy from it. The Christian
gets his songs from God; God gives him inspirateorg teaches him how to sing: “God my Maker, who
gives songs in the night.” So, then, poor Christisou need not go pumping up your poor heart toanak
it glad. Go to your Maker, and ask Him to give yoaong in the night, for you are a poor dry webuY
have heard it said that, when a pump is dry, yostrpour water down it first of all, and then youlwi
get some up. So, Christian, when you are dry, gotw God, ask Him to pour some joy down you, and
then you will get more joy up from your own hedb not go to this comforter or that, for you wilhd
them “Job’s comforters.” After all; but go first @foremost to your Maker, for He is the great Cosipo
er of songs and Teacher of music, He it is whoteanoh you how to sing.

Il. Thus we have dwelt upon the first point; now twritte second. WHAT IS GENERALLY THE
MATTER CONTAINED IN A SONG IN THE NIGHT? What do waing about?

Why, | think, when we sing by night, there are ¢htkings we sing about. Either we sing about the
day that is over, or about the night itself, oreeddout the morrow that is to come. Those arevades
themes, when God our Maker gives us songs in tife.nn the midst of the night, the most usual meth
od is for Christians to sing aboilte day that is oveiThe man says, “It is night now, but | can remem-
ber when it was daylight. Neither moon nor stanseap at present, but | recollect when | saw the kun
have no evidences just now, but there was a timenwitould say, ‘| know that my Redeemer lives.’ |
have my doubts and fears at this present momenitt isunot long since | could say with full assoca,

‘I know that He shed His blood for me.’ It may barkhess now, but | know the promisesresweet; |
know | had blessed seasons in His house. | am quit of this, | used to enjoy myself in the waf/s o
the Lord; and though now my path is strewn withrtisp | know it is the King's highway. It was a way
of pleasantness once; it will be a way of pleasssgragain. ‘I will remember the years of the rigénd

of the Most High.”” Christian, perhaps the bestggou can sing, to cheer you in the night, is thiegs

of yesterday. Remember, it was not always night wdu; night is a new thing to you. Once you had a
glad heart and a buoyant spirit; once your eye fwh®f fire; once your foot was light; once youud
sing for very joy and ecstasy of heart. Well, themember that God who made you sing yesterday has
not left you in the night. He is not a daylight Gatio cannot know His children in darkness, but He
loves you now as much as ever; though He has ¢eftfgr a little while, it is to prove you, to makeu
trust Him better, and love and serve Him more. rbet tell you some of the sweet things of which a
Christian may make a song when it is night with him

If we are going to sing of the things of yesterdayus begin with what God did for us in timestpas
My beloved brethren, you will find it a sweet sulijéor song at times to begin to sing of electioge
and covenant mercies. When you yourself are lowg well to sing of the Fountainhead of mercy, of
that blessed decree wherein you were ordainedatatoal life, and of that glorious Man who undektoo
your redemption; of that solemn covenant signed, sealed, and ratified, in all things ordered well;
that everlasting love which, before the hoary maunst were begotten, or before the aged hills were
children, chose you, loved you securely, loved fast, loved you well, loved you eternally. | tethy,
believer, if you can go back to the years of etgsaif you can in your mind run back to that periog-
fore the everlasting hills were fashioned, or thentains of the great deep were scooped out, ayalif
can see your God inscribing your name in His etdBoak—if you can read in His loving heart eternal
thoughts of love to you, you will find this a chang means of giving you songs in the night. Theee a
no songs like those which come from electing laxesonnets like those that are dictated by meditati
on discriminating mercy.
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Think, Christian, of the eternal covenant, and yolliget a song in the night. But if you have not a
voice tuned to so high a key as that, let me suggmse other mercies you may sing of; they are the
mercies you have experienced. What, man! Can ybsing a little of that blessed hour when Jesus met
you when a blind slave you were sporting with deathd He saw you, and said, “Come, poor slave,
come with Me”? Can you not sing of that rapturoummant when He snapped your fetters, dashed your
chains to the earth, and said, “| am the Breakemm come to break your chains, and set you free"?
Though you are ever so gloomy now, can you forgat happy mornlng when, in the house of God,
your voice was loud, almost as a seraph’s voiceraise, for you could smg, “I am forgiven! | awr{
given; a monument of grace, a sinner saved by bfo@b back, man; sing of that moment, and then
you will have a song in the night. Or, if you haalenost forgotten that, then surely you have sonee pr
cious milestone along the road of life that is gaite overgrown with moss, on which you can read
some happy inscription of God’s mercy towards yéthat! Did you ever have a sickness like that
which you are suffering now, and did He not raiee yp from it? Were you never poor before, and did
He not supply your needs? Were you never in stbatsre, and did He not deliver you? Come, man! |
beseech you, go to the river of your experiencd, @l up a few bulrushes, and weave them into an
ark, wherein your infant faith may float safely the stream. | bid you not forget what God has done
you. What! Have you buried your diary? | beseech, yoan; turn over the book of your remembrance.
Can you not see some sweet hill Mizar? Can youmiok of some blessed hour when the Lord met with
you at Hermon? Have you never been on the Delectdbuntains? Have you never been fetched from
the den of lions? Have you never escaped the jateofion, and the claws of the bear? No, O man, |
know you have! Go back, then, a little way, to thercies of the past; and though it is dark nowhtlig
up the lamps of yesterday, and they shall glitteough the darkness, and you shall find that Gad ha
given you a song in the night.

“Yes!” says one, “but you know that, when we areha dark, we cannot see the mercies that God
has given us. It is all very well for you to tatkus thus, but we cannot get hold of them.” | refnenan
old experiential Christian speaking about the gpai¢gdrs of our faith; he was a sailor, and we wene
board ship, and there were sundry huge posts oshibre, to which the vessels were usually fastéyed
throwing a cable over them. After | had told hirgraat many promises, he said, “I know they are good
promises, but | cannot get near enough to shoteréav my cable around them; that is the difficulty.
Now, it often happens that God’s past mercies amthg) kindnesses would be good sure posts to hold
on to, but we have not faith enough to throw ourlearound them, so we go slipping down the stream
of unbelief, because we cannot stop ourselves bjoomer mercies.

| will, however, give you something over which frtk you can throw your cable. If God has never
been kind to you, one thing you surely know, arat th, He has been kind to others. Come, now; uf yo
are in ever so great straits, surely there have bé®ers in greater straits. What! Are you lowewdo
than poor Jonah was when he went to the bottorheofrtountains? Are you worse off than your Master
when He had nowhere to lay His head? What! Do ymmceive yourself to be the worst of the worst?
Look at Job there, scraping himself with a potshamdl sitting on a dunghill. Are you as low as Ne?

Job rose up, and was richer than before; and otiteoflepths Jonah came, and preached the Word; and
our Savior Jesus has mounted to His throne. O @mjnly think of what God has done for othefs! |
you cannot recollect that He has done anythingyéar, yet remember, | beseech you, what His usual
rule is, and do not judge hard of my God. You rememvhen Benhadad was overcome and fled, his
servants said to him, “Behold now, we have heaad the kings of the house of Israel are merciful
kings; let us, | pray you, put on sackcloth on lmims, and ropes upon our heads, and go out t&itige

of Israel: perhaps he will save your life. So tiggyled sackcloth on their loins, put ropes on theiads,
and said, Your servant Benhadad says, | pray ybumeé live.” What said the king? “Is he yet alié@

is my brother.” And truly, poor soul, if you hadvweg had a merciful God, yet others have had; thegKi
of kings is merciful; go and try Him. If you areesvso low in your troubles, look to the hills, from
where comes your help. Others have had help fraretland so may you. Up might start hundreds of
God’s children, and show us their hands full of émms and mercies; and they could say, “The Lord
gave us these without money and without price;vang should He not give to you also, seeing that you
too are the King's son?” Thus, Christian, you may g song in the night out of other people, if you
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cannot get a song from yourself. Never be ashand¢dkong a leaf out of another man’s experience
book. If you can find no good leaf in your own,rteae out of someone else’s; if you have no caose t
be grateful to God in darkness, or cannot find eansyour own experience, go to someone else,iind,
you can, harp God’s praise in the dark, and likeerilghtingale, sing His praises sweetly when al th
world has gone to rest; sing in the night of theaies of yesterday.

But | think, beloved, there is never so dark a nigit there is something to sing about, egen-
cerning that nightfor there is one thing | am sure we can sing aldetithe night be ever so dark, and
that is, “It is of the Lord’s mercies that we am@ consumed, and because His compassions fail iot.”
we cannot sing very loudly, yet we can sing aditdw tune, something like this, “He has not death
us after our sins, nor rewarded us according tormquities.” “Oh!” says one, “I do not know whefte
shall get my dinner tomorrow; | am a poor wretcBd you may be, my dear friend; but you are not as
poor as you deserve to be. Do not be mightily afézhabout that; if you are, you are no child of God
for the child of God acknowledges that he has gbtrio the least of God’s mercies, but that theypeo
through the channel of grace alone. As long as batof hell, | have no right to grumble; and ivére
in hell, I should have no right to complain, fdelt, when convinced of sin, that never creatursedesd
to go there more than | did. We have no cause tormg we can lift up our hands, and say, “Night!
You are dark, but you might have been darker. Ipmor, but if | could not have been poorer, | might
have been sick. | am poor and sick, yet | have sfrimeds left; my lot cannot be so bad but it might
have been worse.” Therefore, Christian, you wials have one thing to sing about, “Lord, | thank
You it is not all darkness!” Besides, however ddr& night is, there is always a star or moon. There
scarcely a night that we have, but there are jnstar two little lamps burning in the sky, and hoeswe
dark it may be, I think you may find some littlenefort, some little joy, some little mercy left, andme
little promise to cheer your spirit. The stars aoé put out, are they? No, if you cannot see thibey
are there; but | think one or two must be shiningyou, therefore give God a song in the night.afi y
have only one star, bless God for that one, andapsrHe will make it two; and if you have only two
stars, bless God twice for the two stars, and perltirde will make them four. Try, then, if you cannot
find a song in the night.

But, beloved, there is another thing of which wa sang yet more sweetly; and that is, we can sing
of the day that is to com®ften do | cheer myself with the thought of the awgnof the Lord. We
preach now, perhaps, with little success; “The #orgs of this world” have not yet “become the king-
doms of our God and of His Christ.” We are laboribgt we do not see the fruit of our labor. Well,
what then? We shall not always labor in vain, e@ngpour strength for nothing. A day is coming when
every minister of Christ shall speak with unctiarinen all the servants of God shall preach with powe
and when colossal systems of heathenism shall ifindiin their pedestals, and mighty, gigantic delu-
sions shall be scattered to the winds. The shalt bh heard, “Alleluia! Alleluia! The Lord God Om-
nipotent reigns.” For that day do | look; it isttee bright horizon of Christ's second coming thaarh
my eyes. My anxious expectation is that the ble§&edof righteousness will soon arise with heaimg
His wings, that the oppressed shall be righted,dkrapotism shall be cut down, that liberty shalles-
tablished, that peace shall be made lasting, aadtile glorious liberty of the children of God $hze
extended throughout the known world. Christianit lis night with you, think of tomorrow; cheer up
your heart with the thought of the coming of yowrd. Be patient, for you know who has said, “Be-
hold, | come quickly; and My reward is with Me,dive every man according as his work shall be.”

One thought more upon that point. There is anatheret tomorrow of which we hope to sing in the
night. Soon, beloved, you and | shall lie on oungybed, and we shall not lack a song in the nilyén;
and | do not know where we shall get that songiefdo not get it from the tomorrow. Kneeling by the
bed of an apparently dying saint recently | s&dell, sister, the Lord has been very precious da;y
you can rejoice in His covenant mercies, and Hist |I1W|ng kindnesses.” She put out her hand, and
said, “Ah, sir! Do not talk about them now; | wathe sinner’'s Savior as much now as ever; it isanot
saint’s Savior | want, it is still a sinner's Sawvibat | need, for | am a sinner still.” | foundathl could
not comfort her with the past; so | reminded hethef golden streets, of the gates of pearl, ofxthlis
of jasper, of the harps of gold, of the songs @&fshland then her eyes glistened; she said, “Ysisall
be there soon; | shall see them by and by;” and #ie seemed so glad. Ah, believer, you may always
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cheer yourself with that thought! Your head mayhmvned with thorny troubles now, but it shall wear
a starry crown presently; your hand may be fillathweares, it shall grasp a harp soon, a harpdull
music. Your garments may be soiled with dust ndwytshall be white by and by. Wait a little longer.
Ah, beloved! How despicable our troubles and trvals seem when we look back upon them! Looking
at them here in the prospect, they seem immengeyloen we get to heaven, they will seem to us just
nothing at all; we shall talk to one another abth@m in heaven, and find all the more to converse
about, according as we have suffered more herevbélet us go on, therefore; and if the night isreve
so dark, remember there is not a night that stelhave a morning; and that morning is to comeny a
by. When sinners are lost in darkness,shall lift up our eyes in everlasting light. Syrélneed not
dwell longer on this thought. There is matter erotay songs in the night in the past, the presamd,

the future.

lll. And now | want to tell you, very briefly, WHAT AREHE EXCELLENCES OF SONGS IN
THE NIGHT ABOVE ALL OTHER SONGS.

In the first place, when you hear a man singingraysn the night—I mean in the night of trouble—
you may be quite sure it Bhearty oneMany of you sing very heartily now; | wonder wheth®u
would sing as loudly if there were a stake or twémithfield for all of you who dared to do it.yibu
sang under pain and penalty, that would show yeartito be in your song. We can all sing very ryicel
indeed when everybody else sings; it is the easisy in the world to open our mouth, and let the
words come out; but when the devil puts his haner @ur mouth, can we sing then? Can you say,
“Though He slay me, yet will | trust in Him"? Thast hearty singing; that is real song that springsnu
the night.

Again, the song we sing in the night will kzesting. Many songs we hear our fellow creatures sing-
ing will not do to sing by and by. They can singmmllicking drinking songs; but they will not sing
them when they come to die. No; but the Christidno wan sing in the night, will not have to leavé of
his song; he may keep on singing it forever. He matyhis foot in Jordan’s stream, and continue his
melody; he may wade through it, and keep on singiiiguntil he is landed safe in heaven; and when
is there, there need not be a pause in his strainin a nobler, sweeter song he may still contising-
ing the Savior’s power to save.

Again, the songs we warble in the night are thbs¢ $how we haveeal faith in God.Many men
have just enough faith to trust God as far as piewte goes as they think right; but true faith siaigy
when its possessors cannot see; it can take h@ddfwhen they cannot discern Him.

Songs in the night, too, prove that we hawe courageMany sing by day, who are silent by night,
they are afraid of thieves and robbers; but thasthn who sings in the night proves himself tode
courageous character. It is the bold Christian wdnosing God’s sonnets in the darkness.

He, who can sing songs in the night, proves alab lie hadrue love to Christlt is not love to
Christ merely to praise Him while everybody elsaiges Him; to walk arm in arm with Him when He
has the crown on His head is no great thing toTa@owalk with Christ in rags, is something more. To
believe in Christ when He is shrouded in darknésstick hard and fast by the Savior when all men
speak ill of Him, and forsake Him—that proves tfagh and love. He, who sings a song to Chrishim t
night, sings the best song in all the world, foishregs from the heart.

I\VV. I will not dwell further on the excellences of niggongs, but just, in the last place, SHOW YOU
THEIR USE.

Well, beloved, it is very useful to sing in the migof our troubles, firsthbecause it will cheer our-
selvesWhen some of you were boys, living in the counsnyd had some distance to go alone at night,
do you not remember how you whistled and sang ép k®ur courage up? Well, what we do in the nat-
ural world, we ought to do in the spiritual. Th&eothing like singing to keep up our spirits. Whee
have been in trouble, we have often thought ouesete be well near overwhelmed with difficulty; so
we have said, “Let us have a song.” We have begwmnt; and we have proved the truth of what Mar-
tin Luther says, “The devil cannot stand singing,does not like music.” It was so in King Saul’'yyda
an evil spirit rested on him, but when David playesl harp, the evil spirit left him. This is usyathe
case; and if we can begin to sing, we shall renoawefears. | like to hear servants sometimes hurgmin
a tune at their work; | love to hear a plowmanhia tountry singing as he goes along with his horses
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Why not? You say he has no time to praise Godjfthé can sing a song, surely he can sing a psalm,
will take no more time. Singing is the best thingpurge ourselves of evil thoughts. Keep your mouth
full of songs, and you will often keep your headl bf praises; keep on singing as long as you gan,
will find it a good method of driving away your fsa

Sing in trouble, agaimecause God loves to hear His people sing in thetnit no time does God
love His children’s singing so well as when He haklen His face from them, and they are all in dark
ness. “Ah!” says God, “that is true faith that caake them sing praises when | do not appear to;them
know there is faith in them, that makes them lift their hearts, even when | seem to withhold from
them all My tender mercies and all My compassio&srig then, Christian, for singing pleases God. In
heaven we read that the angels are employed imginige you employed in the same way; for by no
better means can you gratify the Almighty One o&ds$, who stoops from His high throne to observe us
poor, feeble creatures of a day.

Sing, again, for another reasdmecause it will cheer your companioifsany of them are in the val-
ley and in the darkness with you, it will be a grikalp to comfort them. John Bunyan tells us that,
Christian was going through the valley, he found dreadful place; horrible demons and hobgoblins
were all about him, and poor Christian thought hesihperish for certain; but just when his doubtsewve
the strongest, he heard a sweet voice; he listengdand he heard a man in front of him singifga,
though | walk through the valley of the shadow ehth, | will fear no evil.” Now, that man did not
know who was near him, but he was unwittingly chreer pilgrim behind. Christian, when you are in
trouble, sing; you do not know who is near you.gsiRerhaps you will get a good companion by it.
Sing! Perhaps there will be another heart cheeyegbhr song. There is some broken spirit, it may be
that will be bound up by your sonnets. Sing! Thersome poor distressed brother, perhaps, shut up i
the Castle of Despair, who, like King Richard, wikar your song inside the walls, and sing to you
again, and you may be the means of getting himoraed and released. Sing, Christian, wherever you
go; try, if you can, to wash your face every mognin a bath of praise. When you go down from your
chamber, never look on man till you have first ledlon your God; and when you have looked on Him,
seek to come down with a face beaming with joy—carsmile, for you will cheer up many a poor,
wayworn pilgrim by it. And when you fast, Christiamhen you have an aching heart, do not appear to
men to fast, appear cheerful and happy; anoint fiead, and wash your face; be happy for your broth-
er's sake; it will tend to cheer him up, and h&lerh through the valley.

One more reason and | know it will be a good orreyu. Try and sing in the night, Christidioy
that is one of the best arguments in all the warléavor of your religionOur divines nowadays spend
a great deal of time in trying to prove the trutfCtristianity to those who disbelieve it; | woulke to
have seen Paul trying that plan. Elymas the saregthstood him; how did Paul treat him? He sai@, “
full of all subtlety and all mischief, you child ¢iie devil, you enemy of all righteousness, wiluywot
cease to pervert the right ways of the Lord?” Tieabout all the politeness such men ought to have
when they deny God’s truth; we start with this asgtion, that the Bible is God’s Word, but we aré no
going to prove God’s Word. If you do not believewite will bid you “Good-bye;” we will not argue
with you. Religion is not a thing merely for yountellect to prove the greatness of your own taligms;

a thing that demands your faith. As a messengéeaten, | demand that faith; if you do not choase t
give it, on your own head be your doom. O Christiastead of disputing, let me tell you how to prov
your religion! Live it out! Live it out! Give thex@ernal as well as the internal evidence; givedkier-

nal evidence of your own life. You are sick; thexgour neighbor, who laughs at religion, let hione

into your house. When he was sick, he said, “OlidSer the doctor;” and there he was fretting, and
fuming, and making all manner of noises. When ymusack, send for him; tell him that you are re-
signed to the Lord’s will, that you will kiss thédastening rod, that you will take the cup, and ldrtn
because your Father gives it. You need not makaaatkof this, or it will lose all its power; but dde-
cause you cannot help doing it. Your neighbor gal{,“ Thereis something in such a religion as that.”
And when you come to the borders of the grave (&g tvere once, and you heard how he shrieked, and
how frightened he was), give him your hand, andtedyim,” Ah! | have a Christ who is with me now;

| have a religion that will make me sing in thehti§ Let him hear how you can sing, “Victory, vico
victory,” through Him that loved you. | tell you,enmay preach fifty thousand sermons to prove the
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gospel, but we shall not prove it half as well as will through singing in the night. Keep a cheérf
face, keep a happy heart, keep a contented @8 your eye bright, and your heart aloft, and wal
prove Christianity better than all the Butlers afidhe wise men who ever lived. Give them the tana
gy’ of a holy life, and then you will prove religido them; give them the “evidences” of internatpj
developed externally, and you will give the bestgible proof of Christianity. Try and sing songshe
night, for they are so rare that, if you can simgn, you will honor your God, and bless your friend

| have been all this while addressing the childse@od, and now there is a sad turn that this stibje
must take; just a word or so, and then | have ddhere is a night coming, in which there will be no
songs of joy—a night when a song shall be sungylo€h misery shall be the subject, set to the music
of wailing and gnashing of teeth; there is a nighning when woe, unutterable woe, shall be the ghem
of an awful, terrificmiserere.There is a night coming for the poor soul, and ssmlee repents, it will be
a night wherein he will have to sigh, and cry, amohn, and groan forever. | hope | shall never pgreac
sermon without speaking to the ungodly, for oh, Hadave them! Swearer, your mouth is black with
oaths now; and if you die, you must go on blasphgnthroughout eternity, and be punished for it
throughout eternity! But listen to me, blaspheni2o! you repent? Do you feel yourself to have sinned
against God? Do you feel a desire to be saved@rLigtu! You may be saved; you may be saved. There
is another; she has sinned against God enormaustiyshe blushes even now while | mention her case;
do you repent of your sin? Then there is pardonyfar, remember Him who said, “Go, and sin no
more.” Drunkard! But a little while ago you weresliag down the street, and now you repent. Drunk-
ard, there is hope for you. “Well,” you say, “wisdtall | do to be saved?” Let me again tell youdlte
way of salvation; it is, “Believe on the Lord Je<Tisrist, and you shall be saved.” We can get nihéur
than that, do what we will; this is the sum andstabce of the gospel. “He that believes and isibagbt
shall be saved.” So says the Savior Himself. Doaskj “What is it to believe?” Am I to tell you aga
| cannot tell you except that it is to look to GhriDo you see the Savior there? He is hangindhen t
cross; there are His dear hands, pierced with ,naissened to a tree, as if they were waiting foury
tardy footsteps, because you would not come.ybw see His dear head there? It is hanging on His
breast, as if He would lean over, and Kissir poor soul. Do you see His blood, gushing fitdis head,
His hands, His feet, His side? It is running afteu, because He well knew that you would never run
after Him. Sinner, to be saved, all you have tasdm look at that Man! Can you not do it now? “No,
you say, “I do not believe that will save me.” Ahy poor friend, try it, | beseech you, try it; algou
do not succeed, when you have tried it, | will lmmdbsman for my Lord—here, take me, bind me, and |
will suffer your doom for you. This | will ventur® say; if you cast yourself on Christ, and He dsse
you, | will be willing to go halves with you in ajlour misery and woe; for He will never do it; ngve
never, NEVER!—

“No sinner was ever empty sent back,
Who came seeking mercy for Jesus’ sake.”

| beseech you, therefore, try Him, and you shatltnoHim in vain; but you shall find Him “able &ave
them to the uttermost that come unto God by Himgd gou shall be saved now, and saved forever.

Adapted froniThe C. H. Spurgeon CollectipWersion 1.0, Ages Software.
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