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"1Unto the great Twin Brethren
Let ail the peoplo throng,

Witli chaplets and with offorings,
With music and 'with song,

And pass, ia soloma ordor,
Before tle sacred domo,

'Where dweil the great Twin ]3rethron
Who flought so weil for ltorno."

Wbile in substance our momories of Goodncss and Mercy are a contrast with
those of the old pagan world,-for they were false, but ours are true,-in offeet,
they afford a noble coniparison ; and not so exciting to the spirit of chivalry in
the breast of a Roman warrior could ho the thouglht of Castor and Poilux, as
have often been te the spirit of faith and hope in tho breast of the Christian
pilgrimi the remombrance of Goodness and Mercy.

lhupe rests aiso on divine pi-omises. IlA lhough," as Calvin says, Ilesporionce
encouraged David to hope, yet bis principal stay was 1the promise wbicli lie
embrc'ced, and which. confirmed divine blessing,,s to the last> Promises wouid
rofllce, even without experience. Were the Nvholo past as dreary as a wot
wiuter's day, stili one word fromn God might suffice to throw sunshine over the
future. IIuw stcadiiy does David, in the Il9thi Psalm, :ook to, the divine word as
a source of cornfort! It is flot the past which hoe therc' dwolls upon, but the
word. "«Let Thy mercies corne aiso unto me, O Lord, ovon Thy saivation,
nccording to Thy word.» "lRemomnber the word unto Thy servant, upon wvhicla
Thou hast caused mie to hope. This is zny comfort ia nay affliction, for Thy
word bathi quickened me." There are times when ail comfurt is eut off frora the
believer, save that whicbi cornes from the divine promise, ;vhen past and present
are as black as a stormy niglit at sea; but at suchi tumes tho sight of a promrise
îs as the rising of the moon. lIow much more, thon, when promises corne la
nid of experience, ivbcn memiory and faith testify together to the love of God,
ýho)uid the joy o? hope fill the heart of the believer, and cause hlm, with an
unfiatering hand, to steer the h.elm of bis vessel for the port of heaven !

What are the inspirations of this hope? Tt sbouid inspire praise. Tlîat sucli
consolations as wo have noticed should awaken praise, is plain enough. But are
we not defective bore? We sing-

"Whea ail Thy morcies, O my God!
My rising seul surveys,

Transported ivith the vieiv, inm iost
In wondor, love, and praiso."

But are we transported ? I3 this subjeet ].ike an cagle coming down froni its
nest to fctch and carry our thoughts and our affections np to heaiven ? Dos
meditation on the divine goodness and niercy bear us away as on wings ? Are
ave by this view transported, as we bave been sornetiînes by grand and beautiful
prospects? Doos the spiritual and divine excite xaoTe intenEeiy, as it does mnore
purely, than the natural and the sensible, the grand in lform, and the magaificent
in colour ? Are wçe lest la wvonder ? Dues surprise at God's mercy and goodness,
to us sinners realiy drown and swallow up our spirits ? Are we lost in îove-mn
gr.ateful emotion-in admiration of tho infinite excellence o? the Giver of al
flood ? Are we lost ia praise-mn the devout and joyful celebration o? the Lord's
ways, the Lurd's character, the Lord's glory ? Oh, how defective we are ia this
divine admiration, and in the feeling eut o? wbicb iL springs!1 What poor harps
are the heurts o? some of us! IIow vretcbedly out o? tunel. how rusty the
wires! how ill-strung at the best! What imperfeet and feebie, and oftea harsh
and discordant, music iL is which we send up to heavea!1 Wo find fault ;vith one
-inother's sineing at church. What cause bas Ged te find fauit with the praise
-of us aIl! leiserable as we are semetimes la prayer, we are worse la praise.


