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The Blessed Awaking.
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In St Parl’s Church Fredericton, July 15 h.
« [ shall be satisfied, when I awake,
with thy likeness.’—Ps. xvir. 15.

he text has been a sort of battle-
around of the critics. The bone of con-

tention among them has been the import
of the words: ¢ when I awake.” The
wost of us easily find the doctrine of the
resarrection taught heve, but not u faw
who have theories of their own to bolst r
up, authorities in Biblical ecriticism, do
not want to find the doctrine of the re.
snrrection in the text, and they look and
grope blindly and vainly for somethin:
cise. They try havd to make oat thac
the doctrine of the resurrection was not
known nor held till much later on in the
history of the church, and if that could
be made out, then of course David could
not refer to the resarrection, whatever
he referred to.

And what was it he referred to? The
words, ‘“ when [ awake,”” ave to be taken
in some sense, and the sense they are to
be taken in must be in keeping with the
scope of the whole passage.  And some
would take them in their baldest literal
sense, They underscand the awaking
here to be simply the awaking from
sleep in the morninz, a view that at once
reduces the passage to the veriest com-
monplaceness, and empties it of ali iis
beauty and grandeur. Others again,
perceiving the utter inadequacy of such
a view, have recourse to the idea that
the awaking here was from the dreary

{ lethargy of a season of sore trial, a long

dark night of trouble and sorrow. Baut
that view is so clearly a makeshift to
get over a felt difficulty " that it carries
no weight. And so the only view that
is worthy of being entertained is that
that regards the awaking here as the
awaking from the sleep of death. *‘1
shall bz satistied, when I awike, with
thy likeness.”

Now, in farther discoursing from the
text, observe first here, as forming a sort
of dark back-ground to it, the psulmist’s
unuttered thought as to the emptiness
and unsatisfactoriness tc him of the
world and the present life. If be had
been satisfied with life as it was, and
with what the world had done for him
and was promising to do, theu, I infer,
be would not have looked forward with
such evident satisfaction to the life to
come. He says in effect: “T am not
satisfied with this life. I am very far
from being satisfied wiih it. I find no-
thiug in it but disappointment, vexation,
chagrin; and with heart-sickness and
soul-loathing T turn away from all there
isin it for me. DBut then I see some-
thing better awaiting me in the lite to
come, and so in view of the good to be I
tolerate as best I can the evil that is. T
shall yet be satisfied. T shall be satis-
fied, when I awake, with thy iikeness.”

There were those, he admitted, who
were, or seemed to be, satisfied wit : the
world. They had nothing in the tuture
to look forward to—uothing as zood as
the world was doing for them, and they
were satisfied to be as they were and
with what they had. Their portion
was in this life, and they had uo interest
in, and cared nothing about, what was
beyond. Their little all wasbounded by
the narrow horizon of an utterly worldly
life. To eatund drink, to ill their belly
with indulgence, to havea good time,
was what they lived for, and as they had
about all they could ask or desire in 4hat
vespect, they were satisfied. They had
plenty, plenty of the world s good, plenty
to eat and drink, plenty money, plenty
society, plenty honors, plenty children
and plenty for them, plenty of life, in a
word, plenty of everything, and so they
were satistfied. = Like stall-fed eattle they
were, being fattened for a day of
slanghter, and they knew it not, nor
cared.

As for the psalmist, however, he envi-
ed them not their ease and plenty.! He
had nothing in common with them, and
they and he were ever in a state of open
hostility. He could not let them alone,
and they could not let him alone,
“ Keep me as the apple of the eye,” he
pravs, “hide mo upder the shadow of
thy wings, from the wiciked that spoil
we, my deadly enemies, that compass
me about.” And then he describes the m
as inclosed in their own fut, as a lion
greedy of prey, as more mouth and belly
than anythmng else, and as so satistied
‘with themselves and the state they are
in. But as for himself, he was not, satis-

fied, and he did not want to be satisfied.
Only sordid souls and obese worldly

Learts could be satisfied, and it was not

e

a comfort, but a calanity, to be satisfied.

Ave you tossed about, my hearer, and
fiud no place of rest for vour weary
troubled lite? 1s your lot havd, full of
disappointments, not at all such as you
had hoped when you se: ous tolive your
lite ?
some, deep enlling untodeep, waterspouts
and waves ewptyiog their fury upon
vou, dark valleys aond deenry life-wastes |
around you, sorvow aud suffering preying |
upon you? Ave you asking in a fretful
mood whas you have doue that you ave
so tempted and tormented, and are you
almost ready in your despair and the
madness of your grief to curse Gord and
die ? You look around you and see how
it is with others, how well it is, their life
full of ease, their days gladsome with !
sunshine, the world’s good flowing in up
on them. their 5S prospering,
health and pienty theirs, their children
spared to them, the lap of luxury their
couch, und you cannot understand why
it is so well with them and so il with |
vou, and the dark thought comes to you l
that God is not dealing faivly with you.

Ah'! my hearer, there are questions
here that the wise and good in all ages
have been perplexed about, and have not
been able to but. one thing
know, it is not all of life, nor the best of
have it sweet and easy ail our
It may be the worst of calamities

busin

ANSWEr ;

lite,

days.
to be satistied with life, and-the highest
| to be put to it hard. The richest |

1 ()

wine of iife is that wbhich the feet of |
many trials have radely trampled ont of |
our experience. God in mercy to

us ~
sends us the disappointments of life, and |
he Josses and crosses that keep us from
liking the world too much, and so with
David we find less und less satisfaction
in this life, and more and morve in the
contemplation of the life to come. ‘I
shall be satistied, when 1 awake, with
thy likeness.”

|
|

There wasa tiwe when David thought,
and there 18 a time when we all think,
that the world is not at all a bad place
to live in, and life well worth the living.
Life opened up to him full of hope and
promise, exceptionally so. A crown
dazzled his eyes. Wealth and honor
and power gleamed before him, and
backoned him to come on to their pos
session and enjoyment. And he came
on, and was crowned, and wealth #nd
power were his to the full. Buat what a
crown of thorns he found his crown te
be, and what an emptiness the brilliant
life was he was culled upon to live.
And so it ever is, and ever must be, in
the experience of every one who is truly
in earnest. We take hold of life, of
what it offers and promises, and we think
we can find so much of good in it, and
we are sure we can make so much out of
it for ourselves. We are in earunest,
We want to do good, and crown life with
a real success. And so -we live. Bnt
alas ! what a tailure we make of it. The
voyage of life so often ends in shipwreck.
The good we want to do we fail to do,
and the evil we do not want to do we
somehow do. We make mistakes with
our eyes wide open. We meet with
mishaps where we should not have met
with them. And even our so-calied
success is so weighted with responsibili-
ties, and sach a poor success is it, and
we are so used up in attaining to it, that
we have no satistaction in it. ¢ Vanity
of vanities,” our plaint is, ¢ all is vanity.”
Disappointment, emptiness, vexation,
sorrow—such is the warp and woof of
human experience, the background of
the most useful and even wost brilliant
life, and men are glad therc is an end to
it ;

Secondly, the blessed awaking. ©1
shall be satisfied, when I awake, with
thy likeness.”

We have sometimes gane to sleep with
the tears standing in bead drops on our
cheeks, the tasks we worried and work-
ed over all the evening undone, the
questions we were perplexed about un-
answered, and not ounly unanswered but
in a worse tangle perhaps than if we had
not tonched them, and the outlook for
us about as dark and uninviting as it
could well be ; and then we have awak-
ed so often to find streaming in through
our casement upon us the glad rosy sun-
light, and we.could not tell how it was
nor why perhaps, but still we found it
so, that the tears of the night were all
gone and joy had come with the morn.
ing, the tasks we had worked with and
worried over the night before to no
purpose not hard at all to do now, the
questions that had puzzled us and come
to be tangled up in our hands in the
dim lamplight so easy to unravel and
answer in the clear daylight, and the
outlook that seemed so uninviting and
threatening when we went to sleep so
full of promise and so radiant with hope
when we awoke.

opening thelr jaws to sw

| lett far behind and

{ ravelled; duties that should

. for the future!?

we have lain down 1o sleep where the

scenery was wild and bare, mountains of

rack ‘pile(l high overhead, yawning gulfs
dlow us dowun,
roaring torvents, catavacts of foam, rag-
ing and dangers
growling around and threatening us with

tempests, darkness

s your expevience bitter and triul- | dire disaster ; and still we have slept,

for God giveth His beloved sleep, and
in the morning we have awakeld perbaps
and tound carselves in a new world, the
storms and darkness of the nizht goue
and the sun shiving gloriously, the
deserts and mouutains with their dangers
around us a land of
lovely meadows and waving wheatfields,
gardens and orchards abloom with beauty
and rich with fruitfuiness, men at work
and children at play, and all so peaceful
and prosperous.

Now, so with the christian. S5 often
has be a hard lite-day of it toil toil, work
and much of it and little for it through
the Iong weary years, tears and trouble,
disappointment and sorrow, suffering
and loss, forsakenness and neglect,
darkness and doubt. He wants to do
right, to live nobly, but he makes mis-
takes, and wmistakes too that the repent-
ance ot years cannot correct, and the
vears of years cannot wash out. He is
misunderstood and wisjudged, and by
those who should know Lim best, and so
the good he would do and could do, and

with so much of

whole heartedness and
wiilinghandedness, he has not the op-
portunity of doing, for men have no
faith in  bim. Thus, sometimes from
one canse, and sometimes from another,
one’s lite is made so wmuch harder than
it need have been, so much less
done and enjoyed of good than should
have been.

and

Bv and bv the nicht comes on. It
grows dark with him, and the tasks of
life are not half done; the questions of
life aud destiny still unanswered, and
not only unanswered, but unanswerable,
so tangled up by his unskilful meddling
that secemingly they can never be un-
bave been
done neglected, so much to regret over,
and repent of, and be humbied and sad
about. Oh the gropings in the dark!
the battles with doubt! the fears and
misgivings! Notalways in the evening-
time is it light. Good men go to sleep
sometimes anything but satisfied with
their life-day. They feel they have
made little of it considering their op-
portunities. They see as they look back
over it where they made mistakes and
were s0 blind to their own best interests.
With bitter sighing perbaps, and with
a multitude of vain regrets, they have
to ccntess, that notwithstanding all that
the love of God in Christ has done for
them, they have made 'ut a poor un-
worthy use of life. At last, disappoint-
ed, worn and torn, wasted with disease,
the wreck of the years, and yet not with-
out hope, trusting in Jesus for salvation,
erying to God for mercy, and reacking
out with a groping faith to take hold of
eternal life, they fall asleep.

They are asleep sometimes before they
know it, so suddenly and sweetly it
comes. Over their senses it steals, and
they are asleep. God giveth His be-
loved sleep. And what a sleep it is He
gives them, so sweet, so resttul, so un-
troubled and dreamless! You come and
look into the face for the last time, and
you see that the struggle of years is
over, the tears all wept—you wipe the
last ones from the faded cheeks—the
pain gone, the burden boine, the work
done, und you say, looking up through
your tears to God with trust and thank-
fulness: “God giveth His beloved
sleep!” A

Oh the unutterable preciousness of
the gospel that gives us to hope, and not
only hope, but triumph, in the darkest
hour that can come to us! Poor and
unsatisfactory as his life has been, and
none realizbs it more than the christian
himself; full as it has been of human
frailey and failure; yet, in Jesus, and
because of His blood and agony on the
cross, he can lay down his head on the
death-pillow, not without regrets in-
deed, not without tears, feelingthat the
life he haslived might have been better,
fuller of good, but for all that, in con.
filence and hope, and sleep. Bt how
could he sleep, it there was no Jesus to
take the sting out of death, ne Jesus to
atone for the past and inspire with hope
It would nctbe sleep;
it would be the unquenchable fire, the
undying worm, the horror of eternal
death.
~ And then for the christian there is
not only the blessedness of sleep, but
the better blessedness of the awaking.
“] shall be satisfied, when I awake,
with thy likeness.” He closes his eyes
on the sad scenes of life, the sin and
sorrow of the years, the mistakes and
mishaps of the past, the deserts crossed,

Or again, we have been travelling, and

forded, the weeping faces of beloved

friends, to open them upon a new world,

a deathless life, and unfading glovy,

scenes of sweetness and blessedness

transcendinganything that we can have

any conceptious of, and. above all, the

ineffable presence of Jesus himself.

We hold that imwmediately the disem-

bodied spirit of the believer passes into

the blessed presence of God. *“This day

thon shalt be with me in paradise ”
And paradise is no midway state, no

limbus bordering on the confines of dark.
ness, but where Jesus is, and Jesus is
on the right hand of God, in the Heaven
of heavens. *‘With me”—whata tran.
sition, a translation, from the world’s
poor friendships and companionships to
being with Jesus! Let us not mourn
for them as if a great calamity has bes
tallen them, for they are so much better
off than they were when here with us,
That itself is an awaking, a glorious
awaking, but the falness of its glory and
blessedness will not be enjoyed till the
happy reunion of body and spirit in the
resurrection of the saints. ‘[ shall be
satisfied, when T awake, with thy likec
ness.”

But tbis brings us, in the third place,

to the consideration of what the satis-
taction will be that the Psalmist looks
forward to in the resurrection-state.
And He profoundly and expressively
describes it in  three words: ‘‘with thy
likeness.” I shall be satisfied, when I
awuke, with thy likeness.”

We have all onr ideals,as to what we
would like to be and up to which we try
with more ov less of effort to rise. A
boy’s ideal of what he wants to be when
he is bigis to be like his father—big
like his f-ther, strong to do like hig
father, wise and good like his father,
and somuch else that be sees or thinks
he sees in his father worthy of bis ad-
wiration. And well for the boy who
hius in his father an ideal in some meas-
are worthy cf him. As we grow old-
er, 4nd our experience of men and
things widens oat, our ideals of man-
hood grow too. There are men we know
and love and admire, or have read of in
books or heard of, who seem to us the
ideal of what we would like to be, and
we let their influence and example in.
fluence us, their wisdom teach us, their
virtues or supposed virtues inspire us,
But so often, as w2 come to know them
better, we find so much that disappoints,
that we look elsewhere, or perhaps lcse
faith in men—ourselves as well as others
—and let things go. And that is a
calamity.

To the christian the ideal wman is
Jesas and the ideal life the lite to come.
He fol.ows up the ideal through the
years, follows it up closely, hoping per-
haps to come up with it,  and making
bimself believe indeed, that he is get=
ting nearer and nearer to it. B.y.and
by there comes a time in his spiritual
experience when he wakes up to know
and realize that he cannot be in life
what he has been living for and aiming
to be, and in so far as he has E?een
dreaming and working with that in view,

he has been making a mistake. But
l now it is a good to be, a glory to come,
he is hoping for. The ideal has passed
over into the hereafter. You j¢ ltves
is a fool. Buthe is not. NoOW p¢; usW
as he did not and could not befo ; (v as
he grows fast in grace; now he ca jpg us
he could not once; now he can  sup-
he toils, rejoice in failare and ) crs
pointment, and ttiumph where 8 hik
find defeat. He is no fool, for, see .
his ideal is doing for him, how .

aki i isfaction
making him, what a satisfaction . o

even now yielding him. And he e
ons wisely, that if the ideal do.e1 the
much for him, how much more wil

reality when it is his, do; if his hop™, 1
so blessed as a hope simply, what w'
it be to him when it is fraition! ¢
shall be satisfied, when I awake, wit
thy likeness.”

The christian’s ideal is to be like
Jesus and with him where He is. And
that ideal is to be realized. Man was
made at the first in the Divine image,
and although he soon lost it, there
could never die out of him wholly the
memory of what he has been, and the
longing to be again what he had been,
It is the cry not only of the christian
man, but of men: “Oh that I knew
where I might find him!” Itis t!]e
memory of the past in him uttering it§
voice from the ruins of his God-likeness,
And the gospel gives him 1ot only to
remember it, and dream of it, but te
grandly realize it. He knowsand feels,
he is sure, he will be like God and with
God. ¢I shall be satistied, when I
awalke, with thy likeness.” And the
beloved apostle puts it into still plainer
words when he says: “We know not
what we shall be, but we know that
when he shail appear, we shall be lika

the mountains climbed, the deep waters

Concluded on  fourth page.




