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house of God, with the voice of joy
and praise, with 2 multitude that
kept holy day.” 'This gives us but
an index to the many past scenes
that Hooded his »-emory. He wonld
recall those str. _e feelings that
were associated with the guiet of his
shepherd life; fthe immensity of
of Creation, the loveliness of the
hills, the aroma of the meadows,
the black concave of the heavens
studded “with 2 willion constel-
lations.”  le would reeall, too, the
days of sweet. companionship with
Jonathan, the friend of his youth.
For the moment he is entranced
with the voices of the past. Buf
too soon the spell is broken. He is
again amidst the sad realities of the
present.  Goneare his raptures, gone
like the visions of a dream. “When
1 remember these things T pour out
my soul within me.” To some ex-
tent we can appreciate his mood
here. Toallof us there has come
at times that solemn stillness,
when the shapes of the past have
trooped in silent splendor through
the soul. 'T'hie odorof the meadows,
the sighing of the wind, the modu-
lation of a voice, the glance of an
eye, the pressure of a hand—these
for the moment possessed our beings
as of yore. The present, with its
sorrows fled. And what a revulsion
of feeling was ours when we came
to realiby again ! “When 1 remem-
ber these things, I pour out my soul
within me.®

(4) Again, all nature ministered
to his despair. “Deep calleth unto

deep at the noise of thy water-

spouts :  all thy waves and billows
are gohe over me."  Ashe heard the
flood rolling to the sea, wave call-
ing unto wave and deep unto deep,
he felt that he had a strangesym-
pathizer with himself. One wave of
despair calling unte another and
deeper. How truly does nature in-
terpret our souls. When we are
glad, all Creation rejoices with us.
“A  brighter emerald twinkles in
the grass, a purer sapphire mells
into the sea When weare sad, the
winds moan for us, the stars shine
coldly into our jaded spirils, the
aorning  shrouds her glory, the
sunset fills us with the thought of
death. Yes. Nature is in strange
relation with lhumanity.  Bui ob-
serve this: though we project our
moods on nature, though we find
her in sympathy with our sorrows,
Nature is never sad for herself.
She has no sorrows of her own with
which to sadden us. Were we al-
ways glad, we would find her glad.
Her's is 2 continual song of trinmph
tolier God. She sings the minor
strain only ouk of sympathy for ns.
1t is a lesson in life. Tenderly
sympathetic  with  the trinls of
others we should be ; bhut never lek
us sadden others with our frials.

(5) We find another canse of
David’s dejection in the lack of
human  sympathy.  *As with a
sword in my bones mine enemies re-
proach me while they say continual-
ly unto me where is thy God.” lle
found a sympathizer in the exter-
nal world. In wman he found but
cold rebufis. A veritable sword in




