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That the angels do rejoice over even onc
sinner that repenteth is undoubtedly true. And
‘these swift-winged messengers, as they convey
the tidings, may be pictured casting their crowns
at the foot of the throne of Him who liveth for
ever and ever. But surely there is more im-
plied in the text than this. The writer can
never forget the admirable exegesis of this
passage which he listened to years ago from a
Cangdian pulpit by one unknown to fome but
who has fuw equals as an expositor of the Scrip-
tures. After having suid all that needs to be
said about the ‘“angelic joy,” there still re-
mains to be considered the grandest thought of
all.

The very first word in the text is the key to
its iuterpretation. Lixgwisk. Like as the
dhe Shepherd, in the confext, rejoices over his
lost sheep. Like as the woman rejoices when
she finds her lost coin.  Zale as the father re-
joices over the retwrn of his prodigal son. In
each of these cases there was undoubtedly joy
among the neighbours, and friends, and ser-
vants. DBut was their joy to e compared to
the joy of the Shepherd, the woman, the futher ?
Hark the words of the text :—¢In the presence
of the dAngels.” They witness the joy. They
also rejoice : but it is preeminently Jrmovan
Himself who rejoices in the presence of the
Angels.  Wonderful thought! That God Him-
slf should say :—Rejoice with Me over my stray
sheep, my erring child { In this sublime sense
there i8 joy in the presence of the Angels. But
they ouly share it in & sympathetic sense with

Him, C.

Bhide toith Be.

gHE author of this hymn—one of the finest
in our language, and that has found its
wiy into all lands — was the Rev. H. F.
Lyte, of Brixham, in South Devon, where he
lived an almost unknown life. But these words
<of his, set to his own music, breathing the
spirit of resignation from beneath the cloud,
have afforded comfort and consolation to many
atried and suffering ome. Mr. Lyte was an
“eminently pions and benevolent man. A faith-
fol minister, who toiled on amidst much diffi-
j <ulty and discouragement, and often combating’

with bodily weskness. Several times ha had
tried the climate of Italy with temporary bene-
fit. In the autumn of 1847 he found it neces-
sary once more to go abroad in search of health.
He was then very feeble but, before he went,
he wished to preach once more to his beloved
people. and a very touching sermon he
preached. It was on the communion Sabbath.
This was his last appeal, and for the last time
he dispensed the sacred tokens of Christ’s body
and blood to his sorrowing flock. Then, ex-
hausted with the effort, he retired, with his
soul in swect repose on that Christ whom he
had preached with his dying breath ; and as
the shades of the evening gathered around, he
handed to a near and dear relative these un-
dying verses:—

Abide with me! fust falls the even-tide ;

The darkoess deepens ;. Lord, with me sbide !

When other helpe 8 fail, and comforts floe,
Help of the heipless, O abide with me!

Swift to its closa el bs outlife’s little day ;
Eurth’s joys grow d-m, its gluries prss away :
Char ge and decay in a'l around I see :

O Thou who chargest not, abide with mo!

Not a brief glance T beg & passing word ;
But as Thou d vell’st with Thy disciples, 'Lord,—
Familiar, condescendii.q, patieut, free,

Cone, not to svjourn, but abide, with me.

Come not in terrors, as the King of kings,
But kind and good, with hesling in Thy wings;
Te srs for all woes, & heart for every plea
Come, friend of sinners, thus abide with me.

Thon on my hesd in early youth didst smile ;
And, though rebeliious and perverse meanwhile,
Thou hast not left me, oft 8a I left Thee ;

On to the clozo, O Lord, abide with me 't

I reed Thy presencs every passing hour;

What but Thy grace can fuil the tempter’s power?
W ho like Thygelf my gujde and stay can bu
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me!

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless ;

Iiis have no weirht and tenrs no bittorness :
Wheroe is death’ssting ? where,grave thy viotory?
1 triumph still, if Thou ebide with me.

Hold Thou Thy crass before my cloring oyes,
&hine through the gloom. and point e to the skies
Heuveon’s morning breaks, and earth s vain

. . [shadow’s flee :
In hfe, in death, O Lord, abide with me!

This was his last hymn upon earth: He -
sailed for Nice, and there his spirit entered into
rest, and he fell ¢asleep in Jesus.” As life was
ebbing to its close, he pointed upwards, and
wurmured softly, ¢Peacel’ ¢Joy!' while his
face brightencd as he passed away, to be ¢for-
ever with the Lord.’—From the “Chrisiian
Week.” -



