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never strained your ear to hear that 
song, because, in its glory-swelling hal
lelujah, there is u voice that used to 
join with your voice on earth? There 
are just these facts about that song that 
I must bring out to you to-night. In 
the first place, there is an immense 
company of singers. I heard once, in 
the Crystal Palace at London, such 
music as I never expect to hear again 
this side of Jordan. There were thirty- 
live hundred singers and over twelve 
hundred musicians, and I sat and heard 
them sing that oratorio of the Messiah; 
and I hardly knew whether I was here, 
or in heaven. But it is a grander choir 
there: ten thousand times ten thousand, 
ami thousands of thousands form the 
company that are singing that song. 
And then there is this other fact about 
it: it is a new song. I think we can 
begin to sing it here. I think 

“ Rock of Ages, cleft for me,” 
is a part of it. I think

" Jesus, lover of my soul,” 
is another line in it. I think

" AH hail the power cf Jesus’ Name ” 
is two or three lines in the song. But 
it is a new song: it will be new when 
we cross the Hood. Angels cannot sing 
it; only the redeemed.

And, then, it is a tearless song. Did 
you never sing the oi l songs of thanks
giving at Christmas in the early home, 
when, ns you sang, just before the chil
dren were going aXvay and the family 
circle was to be separated, you sang 
some old, familiar hymn, and you saw 
in mother’s eyes the tears beginning to 
well up? And lean remember a time, 
in my old home that is sadly broken up 
now, when we all broke down ; for we 
were to separate, perhaps never to meet 
again. And that is the way, dear 
friends, with most of our singing. We 
hardly welcome dear ones before we say 
good-bye; and our richest memories to
day are the songs that were interrupted 
by the going out. They are tearless 
songs there, and they are eternal songs. 
Not a tear ever glistens in the eye, and 
no one ever goes out.

Would you not like to join that choir ?

Would you not like to stand there and 
sing those songs before the throne? 
Thank God for the songs he re ! Thank 
God for the memories that, with you 
and me to-night, reach back and build 
up again the walls of our early homes ! 
Thank God, that we can sit down and 
recall to mind the voices that once 
joined with ours ! But, thank God, 
above all, for that song before the 
throne ! You and I are going to be 
there, where the congregations never 
break up.

•'Ten thousand times ten thousand,
In sparkling raime it bright.

The armies of the ransomed sainta 
Throng up the steeps of light.

’Tis finished ! all is finished—
Their fight with death and sin ;

Fling open wide the golden gates,
And let the victors in.

“ What rush of hallelujahs 
Fills all the earth and sky !

What ringing of a thousand harps 
Bespeaks the triumph high !

Oh, day for which creation 
And all its trils-s were made !

Oh, joy for all its former woes,
A thousand times repaid !”
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Then he sa hi unto them, do your moy, eut 
the fat and drink• the sweet, and semi 
portions unto them for whom nothing is 
prepared ; for this day is holy unto our 
Lord. Neither he ye sorry; for the pry 
of the Lord is your strength.—Neb. 
viii: 10.
The fuir way to expound the meaning 

of a Scripture text to its fullest bearing, 
is to expound it, first of all, in its imme
diate and contextual reference. There 
is set out here the privilege and duty 
of hilarity and material festivity. A 
hearty meal, a happy treat of entertain
ment, is a fitting emblem of sound en
joyment. If one intends to thank God 
in the body, it is with the body that he 
must thank God. If he is to thank 
God for his physical existence, he must 
keep his physical subsistence in condi •


