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glory, to provide glôry for us. Even as paradise was provided for Adam before
lie ivas made, Bo wYO have a heaivenly paradise prvded for us; we had a place
in heaven before we were born. What a C'orfort E! this at the hour of death,
and nt the death of oiir fiiends, that they- are gone to. Christ and to. gloryl1 We
,were shut out of the first paradise by the first Adam ; our cornfort -is, that no.w
the heavenly paraclise in Chriist is open. 1 This day shait thou, be ivith me ini
paradise,' saith Christ té the penitent thief. Thera %vas an angel to kee*p.para-
dise when Adam was shut out; but thcre ià none to keep us out of heaven;
nay, tho«augels are ready to eouvey our souls to heaven, as tliey did Lazarus;
and as they accornpanied Christ in lis ascension to heavoui,,so they do the souls
ofilis childreua." 4

1POETRY.
THE SUPPLIANT.

.AII night the lonely suppliant praycd,.
Ail niglit bis earnest crying miade,
Till standing lýy his side, at morn,
The Terupter said, in bitter seoru,
"Oh, peace 1 what profit do you gairt
Frûrn ernpty words and babblings vain?
IlOorne. lord-Oh corne 11 you cry alway;
You pour your heart out night and day;
Yet stili no murmur of reply,
No voice tbat answers, 'Bocre arn 1.'

Then sanîr the strieken heart in dust,
That word had withered ail its trust;
No strength retained it now to, pray,
Whilb Faith and Hlope had fied away;
And iii' that mourner now had fared,
Thus by the Ternpter's art ensnared,
But that at length beside his bed
Blis sorrowing angel stood, and said,
' Doth it repent thee of thy love,
That never nov is, heard aboya
Tby prayer, that noiv flot any more
It knocks at heaveh's gate as before?

'I1 amn cast out, 1 find no place,.
No heaiing at the throne of grace.
IlCorne, Lord-Oh comret" 1 cry alway,.
I pour my heart outnight and day,
Yct neyer, until now, have won
The answer,," Blore arn I, zy son."

' Oh, duil of hcart 1 eneiosed doth lie
Ina cd Il Corne Lord 1"I an l Iera arn 1!-r
Thy love, thy longing are flot thine-
It.eflections of a love divine;
Thy yery prayer to thee vas gÏven,
Itself a messenger frorn heaven.

-Whorn God rejeets, they are not so;
Strong bands are round. thern in their woe;
Their hearts are bound vwith bands of brass
That sigh or crying cannot pass.
Ail treasuras did the Lord irnpart
To Pharaoh, save a contrite heart:
All-other gifts unto bis focs
Ble freiy givas, nor grudging knows,
But love's sveet part and eostly pain
A treasure to bis friends rarnain."1 -»itzxNOH.


