But now it is come unto thee,

F.B. Meyer:
But now it is come unto thee,
and thou faintest. Job iv. 5 (R.V.).

IT is much easier to counsel others in their trouble than to bear it ourselves. Full often the soul, which has
poured floods of consolation on others, feels sadly in need of a touch, a voice, a sympathising companion, as
the chill waters begin to rise towards the knees, and the shadow of the great eclipse falls around. The fact of
our having consoled so many others seems at such a moment to leave us the more solitary and lonesome.
People have been so wont to be helped by as that they hardly dare approach us; besides, they suppose that all
the fund of comfort from which we have succoured others must be now available for us. What can they say that
we have not said a hundred times? and if we have said it, of course we must know all about it; but they do not
know how wistful the heart is to hear it said to us with the accent of a sympathetic voice and the touch of a
ministering hand.
Ah, it will come unto thee at last. The pain and sorrow of life will find thee out. The arrow will at last fix itself
quivering in thy heart. How wilt thou do then? Thou wilt faint unless thy words have sprung from a living
experience of the love and presence of Jesus. Thou must have a better hope than "the integrity of thy ways," as
suggested by Eliphaz. But there awaits thee the personal fellowship of Jesus, a brother born for the hour of
trial. He is the never&#8209;failing Friend, who sticketh closer than a brother. Put Him and his will and his
choice between thee and thy sorrow, whatever it may be. Hide thee in his secret place, and under the shadow of
his wings thou shalt enjoy sweet peace.

"Only heaven Is better than a walk
With Christ at midnight over moonlit seas."
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