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How apt we are to forget that this is
only a “tenting-time”, and that rest is
not permanent here, but elsewhere,

further on. We drive our stakes and fasten
our tent-cords, and then settle down as
though we were quite contented and did not
wish to move any further.

“Master, it is good for us to be here.”
And if the Master sees it necessary to disturb
us, and make us march on to something bet-
ter, He sends a gust and overthrows our tent.
Is not this a scriptural view of calamity as
experienced by the Christian? Who, then, is

wise? Is it he who by his persistency in pil-
grimage needs no tribulations? But who
shall say of himself, or of whom shall it be
said by another, that he needs no affliction?
That is true wisdom which while thankful
for and encouraged by Christian sympathy
in extremity, is most of all thankful to God
for the proof which the visitation affords
that He has not forgotten His servant in his
folly, but has graciously stirred up his nest,
and quickened his spiritual perception and
moved his weary feet to pursue the journey
to the Land of Rest.

Tenting Time


