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TfHE PALACE O' THE KINGx.

flY WILLIAM MITCHELL.

It's a bonnie, h onnie warl' that we're livin' in the noo,
An' sunny is the ]an' we aften travel throo;
But in vain we look to sornetbiug to Nvhicbi oor herts can clin-,
For its beauty is naethiug to the palace o' the King.

We like the gilded simmer, wi' its merry, merry tread,
An' we sigb when hoary Nvinter lays it beauties wi' the dead;
For thcugh honnie are the suaw-fiakes, aud the down on Wiuter's wing,
Its fine tue aken it daurna toucli the palace o' the Kiug.

Then, again, I*ve just been thinkin' that îvhcn a'thiug herc's sae bricht,
The Sun iu a' its grandeur, an' the muue wi' quiverin' liclit,
The oceau i' the simmer, or the woodland i' the 8pring
Whaý-tiaun it be up yonuer i' the palace o' thc King?
It's here we bac oor trials, an' its boere that lio prepares,
A' bis cloý,eu for the rainient whiclh the ransonied sinuer wcars:
Au' it's lîcre that lie wad hear us' niid oor tribulation8 sing,
"W'll trust oor God wlîa reignetb i' tho palace o' the King,."

Tbough his palace is up 3 onuer, lie bias kcingdorns here below,
Au' ive are bis ambassudors, îvervr e ny o
Wo've a message to deliver, an' we've lost nues barne to bring,
rf'o ho bcal aud loyal lioartot i' the palace o' the Kinug.

Oh!1 it's bonour heaped on honour that bis courtiers should he ta'en
Frac tho 'waud'riu' nes bie died for i' this warl o' sin an' pain.
An' its fu'est love an' service tbat the Christian aye should brin«,
To the feet of birn wba reigueth i' the palace o' the Kin-.

The tinie for sowin' scedy it is wearin' wearin' dune;
An' the tinie for winnin' souls will be ower verra sune.
Then ]et us a' be active, if a fruitfu' sheaf we'd bring.
To adorn tbe royal table i' the palace o' the King.

An' beL us trust him better than we've ever dune af'ore,
For the Kiug wibl feed bis servants frae his ever-bouuteous store:
Let us keep a dloser grip o' bum, for time is on the wing,
An' sune he'll corne an' tak' us tae the palace o' the Kiug.I

ILs iv'ry'halls are honnie upon which, tbe raiu.bows shine,
And its Eden bow'rs are trellised iwi' a never-fadin' Vine;
An' the pearly gates o' heaven do a glorions radiance fiiug,
On the starry floor that shimmers, i' the palace o' the King.
Nae nieht shaîl be in heaven, and ane desolatin' sea,
And nae tyran t hoofs sball tramiple i' the city o' the free;
There's an everînstin' dayligbt, an' a neyer ladin' spring,
Wbere the Lamb is a' the glory i' the palace o' the Kiug.
We sec oor frieu s await us ower youner at lis gaLe;
Thon let us a' be ready, for ye kon it's gettin' lato:
Let oor larnps be brichtly burnin' ; let's raise oor voice anid singy
Sune we'll meet, tae pairt nue mair, i' the palace o' the King


