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SICKNESS.

I SAID in the cutting off of my days, T shall

go. to the gates of the grave: I am deprived
of the residue of my years. I said, I shall not
see the Lord, even the Lord in the land of the
living : I shall behold man no more with the
inhabjtants of the world. My age is departed,
and is removed from me as a shepherd’s tent : 1
have cut off like a weaver my life: he will cut
me off with pining sickness : from day even till
night wilt thou make an end of me.

I reckoned till morning, that, as a lion, so will
he break all my bones: from day even to night
wilt thou make an end of me. Like a crane or
a swallow, so did I chatter: I did mourn as a
dove: my eyes fail with looking upward: O
Lord, I am oppressed; undertake for me.
‘What shall Isay ? He hath both spoken unto
me, and himself hath done it: I shall go softly
all my years in the bitterness of my soul.

~ O Lord, by these things men live, and in all
these things is the life of my spirit: so wilt
thou recover me and make me to live. Behold,
for peace T had great bitterness: but thou hast
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in love to my sowul delivered it from the pit of
corruption ; for thou hast cast all my sins be-
hind thy back. For the grave cannot praise
thee, death cannot celebrate thee: they that
go down into the pit cannot hope for thy truth.

I cried by reason of my affliction unto the
Lord, and he heard me; out of the belly of hell
eried I, and thou heardest my voice. For thou
hadst cast me into the deep, in the midst of the
seas; and the floods compassed me about: all
thy billows and thy waves passed over me.
Then I said, I am cast out of thy sight; yet I
will look again toward thy holy temple. The
waters compassed me about, even to the soul:
the depth closed me round about, the weeds
were wrapped about my head.

Iwent down to the bottoms of the mountains ;
the earth with her bars was about me for ever:
yet hast thou brought up my life from corrup-
tion, O Lord my God. When my soul fainted
within me I remembered the Lord: and my
prayer came in unto thee, into thy holy temple.
They that observe lying vanities forsake their
own mercy: but I will sacrifice unto thee with
the voice of thanksgiving; I will pay that that
I have vowed. Salvation is of the Lord.—
Jonah ii. 2-9.
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DEATH.

L

IS THERE not an appointed time to man up-

on earth ? are not his days also like the days

of a hireling? As a servant earnestly desireth

the shadow, and as a hireling looketh for the

reward of his work: so am I made to possess

" months of vanity, and wearisome nights are

appointed to me. When I lie down, I say,

‘When shall I arise, and the night be gone ? and

I am full of tossings to and fro unto the dawn-
ing of the day.

My flesh is clothed with worms, and clods of
dust ; my skin is broken, and become loathsome.
My days are swifter than a weaver’s shuttle,
and are spent without hope. Oh remember
that my life is wind: my eye shall no more see
good. The eye of him that hath seen me shall
see me no more: thy eyes are upon me, and 1
am not.

As the cloud is consumed and vanisheth
away ; so he that goeth down to the grave shall
come up no more. He shall return no more to

Y
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his house, neither shall his plaee know him
any more. Therefore I will not refrain my
mouth; I will speak in the anguish of my
spirit; I will complain in the bitterness of my
soul.—Job vii. 1-11.

One dieth in his full strength, being wholly
at ease and quiet. His breasts are full of milk,
and his bones are moistened with marrow. And
another dieth in the bitferness of his soul, and
never eateth with pleasure. They shall lie
down alike in the dust, and the worms shall
cover them.—Job xxi. 23-26.

Lord, thou hast been our dwelling place in
all generations. Before the mountains were
brought forth, or ever thou hadst formed the
earth, and the world, even from everlasting: to
evetlasting, thou art God. Thou turnest man’
to destruction ; and sayest, Return, yo children
of men.

Fora thousand years in thy sight are but as
yesterday - when it is passed, and as a watch in
the night. Thou carriest them away as with
a flood; they are as a sleep: in the morning
they are like grass which groweth up. In the
morning it flourisheth, and groweth up, in the
evening it is cut down and withered. For we
are consumed by thy anger, and by thy wrath
are we troubled. Thou hast set our iniquities
before thee, our secret sins in the light of thy
countenance.
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For all our (rys are passed :Lway in thy
wrath: we spend our years as a tale thatis
told. The days of our years are threescore
years and ten; and if by reason of strength
they be fourscore years, yet is their strength
Iabor and sorrow ; for it is soon cut off and we
fly away.—Psalm xc. 1-10.

H.

O Lord God of my salvation, I have cried
day and night before thee: let my prayer come
before thee: incline thy ear unto my cry; for
my soul is full of troubles: and my life draweth
nigh unto the grave. I am counted with them
that go down into the pit: I am as a man that
hath no strength : free among the dead, hke the
slain that lie in the grave, whom thou remem-
berest no more : and they are cut off from thy
hand.

Thou hast laid mé in thelowest pit, in dark-
ness, in the deeps. Thy wrath lieth hard upon
me, and thou hast afflicted me with all thy
waves. Thou hast put away my acquaintance
far from me; thou hast made me an abomina-
tion unto them: I am shut up, and I cannot
come forth.

My eye mourneth by reason of affliction:
Lord, I have called daily upon thee, I have
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stretched out my hands unto thee. Wilt thon
show wonders to the dead ? shall the dead arise
and praise thee? Shall thy lovingkindness be
declared in the grave? or thy faithfulness in
destruction ? Shall thy wonders be known in
the dark ? and the righteousness in the land of
forgetfulness ?

. But unto thee have I cried, O Lord; and in
the morning shall my prayer prevent thee.
Lord, why castest thou off my soul? why hidest
thou thy face from me? I am afflicted and
ready to die from my youth up: while I suffer
thy terrors I am distracted. Thy fierce wrath
goeth over me: thy terrors have cut me off.
They came round about me daily like water;
they compassed me about together. Lover
and friend hast thou put far from me, and my
acquaintance into darkness.—Psalm lxxx. iii-
1-18. .
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