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- so filled with holy joy that neither of us could do anytlW-Lrg but Iaugh;
we rernained upon our knees and laughed it out.

"It's the oli time rel.gion,
And it's good 'mnough for me."

The blessed Word now sparkles withi a brilliancy I neyer saw
before. It is Father's word, and seerns to be wrîtten on purpose for
me. It is sweeter than honey and the honeycomb.

Glory be to Jesus ! IIAnd the Iight of the wroon shall be as h
light of the sun, and the ligrht of the Sun shall be seven-i-Old, ar, the
light of seven days, in the day when the Lord bir'Atth up the breach
of is people, and healeth the stroke of their wound."

Hallelujah to the Lamb!1 The light of the world is Jesus! "Goid
is Iight, and in Hirn is no dark-ness at ail." No workingr from a mere
sense of duty now, for by our God we cati Ilrun through a troop or
leap over a wall."

Fuit salvation. does not produce inactivity. Our song is not-

"Our willing souls would stay
In such a frame as this,

And 8it and sing theinselves away
To everlasting bliss."

But rather-
"Oh that the world might tîtste and see

The riches of His grace !
Thc arms of love that compass me

Would all mankind embrace."

Our syrnpathy and effort go out after others as neyer before. We
feel the burden of souls, and find our greatest dclight in helping
them into the great liberty of the Gospel.

We neyer feit less like going to heaven than now-earth neyer
was so bright and attractive. Glory to the Lamb!

"The men of grace have found
Glory begun below;

Celestiai fruit en earthly ground
From hope and faith may grow."

"For the Lord thy God bringeth thee into a good land-a land
of brooks of water, of fotintains and depths that spring out of valleys
and hlis; a land of wheat and barley, and vines and fig trees, and
pornegranates; a laad of oil, olive, and honey. A land wherein thou
shait eat bread without scarceness. Thou shait, not lack anything in
it. A land whose stones are iron, and out of whose hlis thou mayest
dig brass."
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