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^t him, and, as he wept, would gather his tears

and put them in a bottle, preserving them as sacred

memorials of the event Something like this ap-

pears to have been in David's thought when, in sore

distress, he made the prayer, "Put thou my tears

into thy botUe." The words surest the precious

truth that God does indeed take notice of all our

sorrows, and that he treasures up the remembrance

of our griefe. Our very tears he gathers, and as it

were puts them in bottles, that they may not be lost

or forgotten. This is one of those mddental allu-

sions which diow us how deeply God loves us and

how tender is his care.

The picture of the golden bowls in heaven con-

taining earth's prayers shows us like predous re-

gard in the divine heart for the desires and suppli-

cations which believing ones put up to God. As

they rise in holy breathings or in earnest cries he re-

ceivesthem—every sigh,every yearning, every plead-

ing, every intercession of love, every heart-hunger

—and puts them all into golden bowls, that none of

them may be lost. Often our prayers may seem

to reman long unanswered, for some blessings ar«

BO rich that they cannot be prepared for us in a day,

but we may be sure that they are not lost nor for-

gotten. They are sacredly treasured and are always


