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buit râthcî' lie will stay an iea *venly purpose, ye sec, eartIi1-klearted men, whien
ee0 wvi1l begiîî te Speaki of liel'lly thingrs, have ne more plensure inii en than
Pjlate lncI ; liegin once te speakz of' heavenly thiina to a, profanle iman, thon lie
caiiiot keelp purpose wvith thiee, but lie ivill bre-ak off purpose, and speak of
irtlyv tlîingS. liu, 1 Cor. ii. 14, sets dowvn te groundl bore: The natural

ina,11 says lie, Ilkncws- net the tligS of the Spirit cf God ;", yea, hie ivi1l won-
(1Cr wlmat that nans, ivlieîî thjot speakest of hieaven, yea, lie liath no power nor
spiritual sense, for they are but foolishines.3 to hlmii ; the xnost-%ise things of God
arc but foolishness te the natural man ; lie deligrlits' net ia them, beenuse lie
bath not tasted liew sweet the Lord ii. Se Pilte interrapteth Christ; christ
.1anse i 1,d Ie sayq, IlThou sayest that I arn a kingç." In the wliieh nswer,
Ulic Lor-d denies net that lie is a, king, but lie takzes the mentit of Pilte te lie
~vituess that lie ivas a kiiig.

1)0E T PtY.

SUNDAY.
0 day meat cahtn, mest briglit,

The fruit cf this, tho noxt world's bud,
The indorsement cf supreine deUiglit,
Writ by a Friend, and with, his bleod;
The eouch cf time, oare's balai and bav:
The week wcre dark, but fer thy light;

Thy torch doth show the wvay.

The Chier days and thcu
)t ake up one mnan; whose face thou art,
Kneeking at heaven witlî thy browv;
The working days are the back part;
The burden cf the week lies there,
blaking the whole te steop and bow,

Till thy relcase appear.

Sundays the pillars are,
On iwhich heaven's palace arched lies 1
The other days fi up thespare
And hollow room with vanities;
They are the fruitful beds and borders
In God's rich gardon!1 that is bare,

Whiclî parts their ranks and orders.

The Suandays cf man's life,
Tlîreaded togetiier on Time's string,
Make bracelets te adora the wife
0f the eternal gicrious Ring. ~
On Stindity, hea'ven's gate stands ope;
l3lessings ire pleatiful and rife-

.More pleatiful tlîau hope.

Thîis day my Saviour rose,
And did enclose tlîis light for bis;
Tlîat as ecdi beat bis manger knows,
Man inighit net cf lus fodder miss.
Christ bath teck ia this piece cf grcuund.
And made a gardon there for those

Whio want hierbs for tlieir ivoind.
Hecrbert.
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