
4 GLORY BE TO IHE MOST 1>RECIOUS 13LOOD!

she is weeping, and there cati be smiles through lier tears,
whichi, like rainibows, are signs of God's covenant Nvith
his people; shie lias volumes of sweet things to think,brighrit
visions, the sounids of ange lic mîusic ; and these thîngs
are tiot fancies, but infallible assurances.

Sorrow without Christ is not to, be endured. The
saine is truec f sickiîess and of pain. Wlho, could endure
it for v'ears, if there 'vere no future for it. TPle long,
pi ring, latiguisling sick-bed,-with itS interminable nights
and days, its keen susceptibilities, iùs burdensome epochs
of monotony, -wliat would this be, if w~e knewv rot the
Son of God, if Jesus neyer liad been man, if his grace of
endurance lîad rot actually gone out of his Heart into
ours.

In poverty an d hardslîip, in the accesses of tempta-
tion, ih the aidors of youth or the fatigue of age, in the
successive failures of our plans, in the disappoiîîtments of
our affection.s, iii everv crisis and revolution of life, Jesus
is necessary to, us and a'rowvs more necessary every year,
and more wvanted to-day than vesterdav.

Trius indispensable iii life, howv much more indispen-
sable in deatlî! WVho could dare to die witlîout lîim ?
Wlîat would deatlî be, if lie liad rot so, îîercifullv died
hinîself ?

A N-1!11ONY.

THOUGHTS ON HEAVEN.

'Tis well we wvon't liere always live,
But take our fliglit to wvorlds above,

W~lîere God a home to us will give,
Aîîd show to us eternial love.

Millions of souls tiiere daily nmeet,
.Ail clad iii raimient wlhe as snow,

Eaclî with a look sercine and sweet,
Ail praisiîîg God, nor wearied grow.

'Tis wvell we have such friends above,
WVlo tliere wvith Christ wyul intercede,


