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BETTER FARTHER ON  

 
   "Though I have afflicted thee, I will afflict thee no more" Nah.1:12  

 
   There is a limit to affliction. God sends it and God removes it. Do you sigh, 

and say "When will the end be?" Remember that our griefs will surely and  
finally end when this poor earthly life is over. Let us quietly wait, and  

patiently endure the will of the Lord till He cometh.  
 

   Meanwhile, our Father in Heaven takes away the rod when His design in  
using it is fully served. When He has whipped away our folly, there will be no 

more strokes. Or, if the affliction is sent for testing us, that our graces may 

glorify God, it will end when the Lord has made us bear witness to His praise. 
We would not wish the affliction to depart till God has gotten out of us all the 

honour which we can possibly yield Him.  
 

   There may today be "a great calm." Who knows how soon those raging  
billows will give place to a sea of glass, and the sea birds sit on the gentle 

waves? After long tribulation the flail is hung up, and the wheat rests in the 
garner. We may, before many hours are past, be just as happy as now we are 

sorrowful. It is not hard for the Lord to turn night into day. He that sends the 
clouds can as easily clear the skies. Let us be of good cheer. It is better on 

before. Let us sing Hallelujah by anticipation. 
 

   Charles Haddon Spurgeon 

 

Chequebook of the Bank of Faith—Devotional reflection 

Readings from the English Bible Metrical Psalms 

 Psalm 66:16-20 

 
 

 Psalm 66 

 Genesis 23 
 John 7 

 Hebrews 7 
 Psalm 50 



Classical Believing Hymns — Truth for all time 

 “Jehovah-Shammah” 

William Cowper 
(1731-1800)   

 
Ezekiel 48:35 ... and the name of  

the city from that day shall be,  
The LORD is there. 

 
 

 
As birds their infant brood protect,  

And spread their wings to shelter them,  
Thus saith the Lord to His elect,  

"So will I guard Jerusalem." 
 

And what then is Jerusalem,  

This darling object of His cares?  
Where is its worth in God's esteem?  

Who built it? who inhabits there? 
 

Jehovah founded it in blood,  
The blood of His incarnate Son;  

There dwell the saints, once foes to God  
The sinners whom He calls His own. 

 
There, though besieged on every side,  

Yet much beloved and guarded well,  
From age to age they have defied  

The utmost force of earth and hell. 
 

Let earth repent, and hell despair,  

This city has a sure defence;  
Her name is call'd, "The Lord is there,"  

And who has power to drive him hence? 

“Jehovah-Shammah” 

William Cowper 
(1731-1800)   

 
Zechariah 13:1  In that day there  

shall be a fountain opened to the  
house of David and to the inhabitants  

of Jerusalem for sin and for uncleanness.  
 

 
There is a fountain fill'd with blood,  

Drawn from Emmanuel's veins;  
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,  

Lose all their guilty stains. 
 

The dying thief rejoiced to see  

That fountain in his day;  
And there have I, as vile as he,  

Wash'd all my sins away. 
 

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood  
Shall never lose its power,  

Till all the ransom'd church of God  
Be saved, to sin no more. 

 
E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream  

Thy flowing wounds supply,  
Redeeming love has been my theme,  

And shall be till I die. 
 

Then in a nobler, sweeter song,  

I'll sing Thy power to save;  
When this poor lisping stammering 

 tongue  
Lies silent in the grave. 

 
Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared  

(Unworthy though I be)  
For me a blood-bought free reward,  

A golden harp for me! 
 

'Tis strung and tuned for endless years,  
And form'd by power divine,  

To sound in God the Father's ears  
No other name but Thine. 


