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alive. fle invites you to corne to lii, that; you may partako of ail that is witbin
Ilim, that Ile inay inake Sou now and for evor safe, poaceful, and happy mon.
You are as welcome to enter this hiding-place as you were this morning to enter
this churcli. ihere is nothing to keep you out ofit, oxcept; it be your own unwil-
lingness to go in. But enter it you mnust, or destruction wil] overtakoc Sou. It
is not hcaring of it, or looking at it, or admiring it, that can save you ; Sou rnust
got within it. In othor words, you miust fiee to Christ as a Saviour for Sour own
guilty souls. With a lively faith in lis willingness and power to savo Sou, you must
commit your souis to hlmi- to bc sa-ved. ihink of a man in a wido desert discov-
cring a fiéarfui storm rising, and flying to Lhe ùuiy s'i-elter hoi can soc fbr safcty;
and wlien hoe geLs up to it, findiug an open door, and joyfully, though porhaps
fearfully, vonturing in. Thoere is a picture of a sinner who bas rcally corne to
Christ for salvation. Aànd think of another man in tho same desert. lHe is told
of tho coming storm, and hoe professes to believe that it is corning, but hoe jr amusing
hiniself with bis fellow-travellers,' or lie is picking up tho pebbles at bis feet, and
you cannot move him; Sou cannot get him even to look at the refuge you tol it hl
of; or, if ho does look ar iL, and you evon prevail on bim to inove towards it, hie
stops, sits down in the way, and talks about it, an saiys, "I arn resolved to enter
it by and by.> There is a picturo of thousands wblo hoar of Ohirist and lus sal-
vation, and sink down in the grave without an intcrest la them. They perish
within sighri of a refuge ; almost saved, but altogethor lost.

TIIE KINGLIESTl& RINGS.

Ho!1 ye wlio in noble work
Win scorn, ns fiamos draw air,

And ln the ivay whore lions lurk
God's image bravely bear ;

Thoughi trouble -tried or torture-torn,
The kingliest kings are erowned with thoru.

Life's glory, liko the bow in boaven,
Still ispring(,ethi from the clond;

And soul ne'er soared the starry sevon,
But pain's lire-chiariot rode.

Tlieyve battlod best who'vc boldost borne,
The kingliost kings are crowned with thorn.

Th2 martyr's lire-crown on the brow,
Doth into glory burn ;

And tears that from love's tomn hoart floiv
To pearls of spirit turn.

-Our doarest hiopes in panas are born.
Tho kingliest kings are crowned with thorn.

As boauty i Death's eremnt shrouds,
And stars beýjewel night;

God-splendors live in dini heart-clouds,
And sufforing worketh. miglit.

The murkiest hour is niother o' moru
The kingliost kings are crowned with thorn. GRL àSY


