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Readings from the English Bible Metrical Psalms
. Proverbs 11 . Psalm 136:1-6
. Mark 4

. Philippians 3
. Psalm 112

Chequebook of the Bank of Faith—Devotional reflection

Feb. 27
UNSTAGGERING TRUSTFULNESS

"He shall not be afraid of evil tidings: his heart is fixed, trusting in the Lord"
#Ps 112:7

Suspense is dreadful. When we have no news from home, we are apt to
grow anxious, and we cannot be persuaded that "no news is good news."
Faith is the cure for this condition of sadness: the Lord by His Spirit settles
the mind in holy serenity, and all fear is gone as to the future as well as the
present.

The fixedness of heart spoken of by the Psalmist is to be diligently sought
after. It is not believing this or that promise of the Lord, but the general
condition of unstaggering trustfulness in our God, the confidence which we
have in Him that He will neither do us ill Himself, nor suffer anyone else to
harm us. This constant confidence meets the unknown as well as the known
of life. Let the morrow be what it may, our God is the God of tomorrow.
Whatever events may have happened, which to us are unknown, our Jehovah
is God of the unknown as well as of the known. We are determined to trust
the Lord, come what may. If the very worst should happen, our God is still
the greatest and best. Therefore will we not fear though the postman’s knock
should startle us, or a telegram wake us at midnight. The Lord liveth, and
what can His children fear?

Charles Haddon Spurgeon



Classical Believing Hymns — Truth for all time

“"When this passing world is done”
Robert Murray McCheyne
(1813-1843)

“Sometimes a light surprises”
William Cowper
(1731-1800)

Luke.16: 5 So he called every one of
his lord’s debtors unto him, and said
unto the first, How much owest thou

Ps.112:4 Unto the upright there
ariseth light in the darkness: he is
gracious, and full of compassion, and

unto my lord?

When this passing world is done,
When has sunk yon radiant sun,
When I stand with Christ on high,
Looking o’er life’s history,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know,
Not till then, how much I owe.

Chosen, not for good in me,
Wakened up from wrath to flee,
Hidden in the Saviour’s side,

By the Spirit sanctified,

Teach me, Lord, on earth to show
By my love how much I owe.

Oft I walk beneath the cloud,

Dark as midnight’s gloomy shroud;
But when fear is at the height,
Jesus comes, and all is light:
Blessed Jesus! Thus I know
Something of the debt I owe.

When I stand before the throne,
Dressed in beauty not mine own,
When I see Thee as Thou art,
Love Thee with unsinning heart,
Then, Lord, shall I fully know,
Not till then, how much I owe.

When the praise of heaven I hear,
Loud as thunders to the ear,

Loud as many waters’ noise,
Sweet as harps’ melodious voice,
Then, Lord, shall I fully know,

Not till then, how much I owe.

righteous.

Sometimes a light surprises

The Christian while he sings;
It is the Lord who rises

With healing in His wings.
When comforts are declining,

He grants the soul again
A season of clear shining,

To cheer it after rain.

In holy contemplation,
We sweetly then pursue
The theme of God’s salvation,
And find it ever new.
Set free from present sorrow,
We cheerfully can say,
E’en let the unknown morrow
Bring with it what it may.

It can bring with it nothing
But He will bear us through;
Who gives the lilies clothing,

Will clothe His people too:
Beneath the spreading heavens,
No creature but is fed;

And He who feeds the ravens
Will give His children bread.

Though vine or fig-tree, neither
Their wonted fruit should bear,
Though all the fields should wither,
Nor flocks nor herds be there;
Yet God, the same abiding,
His praise shall tune my voice;
For while in Him confiding,
I cannot but rejoice.



