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statement; while the treatrnent of
the whole subject culminates in the
clear and victorious identification of
the teaching and life of Christ with
the idea of immortality, not as a
mere continuance of i ndividual
existence, but as the. present and
only life, the kiioxçledge of and
feliowship with the only truc God. -
Summing up the ideas of life l:eeid
by the Hebrow prophets, Dr. Gordon
introduces this striking illustration:

"'As one studing among the Scotch
hlIs in the early autumu, at sundown,
and when the heather is in full bloom,
perceives flrst the glory of the wvhoIc
as it fashions itself into one seamless
and superb, robe, fiung like royal
purpie round thc shoulders of the
kingly clevation, then observes the
riel clusters and groups of beauty in
the separate bushes, and, last of ail,

notices the single flower, the individuai
blossom, and its delicate and exquisite
tint and tone, se the Mebroiv prophets
regarded life. The general outline
%vas the first to inipresa them, the
gathered grcatness and collective
dignity o f men, the multitudes of
people as tbey mnelted into ene mas
of royal possibility, with the beauty
of the Lord their God rezting upon
them'; then carne the recognitien of
the smaller groups and whoes, the
sense of the loveliness and lofty import
of home; and finally the prophet's
eyes feIl upon the individual heart and
discerned its wonderful structure, its
aacred office, its priceless wortb. The
moral government of God, firet dis-
covered as concerned with the nation,
is next beheld as extendingr te the
fanily, and lastly is seen searching the
hcart of the individual human being,
and clothing his lîfe with a dignity
altogether unspeakable.-The Outook.
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1 KNOW flot the day thiat the Lord camne down,
Witli an einptied glory and a vanished crown,
As a babe in a inanger in Bethlehem'stoin,

But I knowv in my hearb that the Lord came down.

1 saw net the star gleaming far in the wcst,
Guiding Persian magi in wandering quest,
Till they found in is wvorship tiirsoul's truest rest,

But 1 see in my hcart that the star shineth on.

1 saiw not the blaze in the dark midnight sky,
Nor the white-winged messengers earthward hie,
Nor heard I their glory-song echo and die,

But I licar in my heart their sweet Gloria now.

1 know not how man inay the great God embrace,
Hlow% the* Infinite finds in the finite a space,
How the attrihutes, hurnan, diviile, interlace,

But 1L feel ini my heart that the Christ findeth room.

I know net, how men from their sins are beguiled,
How the past is forgiven, and the savage grows mild,
How the world is redeerned by the t.ouch of a Cliild,

But 1 know in my heart that the Child saveth me.

I ask net how rulers sore troubled may be,
low scribes may interpret the sure prophecy,
How the worldl's blinded oyes nought of bcauty may sec,

'Tis enoughi for mny heart He is Jesus te me.
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