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the world. May the dlay speedily corne wlien ail, iii overy
land, wvhetlir lu thie cold north, thie burning plains of lndit,
or beniglited Africa, shial knowv the Lord Reader, let the
petition corne froin the hoeart, "I'rhy kingdloni corne,") and do
wvhat yout can to spread thie knowlcdge of the Truth as it is i
in Josus.

Il0Fr SUCH IS TIIE KIN-'GDOMý 0F IIEAVEN."

IT le swcet to read the words that Jesns somotirnes spake of
hocaven. Hee had no home hiere. WVlie, the fox hid in its liole,
and the bird 1kwi to its mtest, and richi Simon went to his
guosts, and every iman %vent to hie own house-Jesus wvent
to the Moeint of Olives.

Nad yotu seen Lijut thiere, you would have known liow poor
hoe was for our sakcs-a weary man gome to spend a night in
prayer while thae City slcpt, IJus coat rnoist wvith dew.

But had youi sceu into 1lus lhuart, and hiow it wvent bacek,
past Galilco, and Nazareth. and Bethiicn, to the glory Hc
had before the wvorld was-hid you hieard the toue in wvhich
Ne Satid "' FÂvmmPi" tO 1-inM -,V]I) tilled the skZv îithl îorlds-
you îvould have said îvith Paiul, IlIf livne rîc/i -" yoii would
have eried, Who is this King of glory ! And if your cecs had
been opened. as Elisha's servant's îvas, tho Mount of' Olives
would sometirnes have been sen full of horses and chariots
of fire.

And Jesus was on His way to a throne again. A few rnontlis
more, and Ho was to go up ln % brighit cloud, and two unen
la white wore to tell that IeC was gone to heaven. IlLift uip
your heads, 0 hoe gates; and bo lift ul,, ye everlasting doors;
and the King of glory shall corne in."

Ail bail the powver of Jesus' naine,
Lot augels prostrate faîl;

Bring forth the royal diadom,
And erown in Lord of ail."1

Songs like theso wero soon to bo sung for Hum who now
'wopt, and bore the seoriu of men.

.Poor and sad lie scers; Hie îvaits to feed the crowd tili a
lad briugs birn a fow loaves and fishes; Hie waits to pay the
penny tili Peter fctch it froin the sea; He w'ill flot quech
His own tbirst till a w'oran picase to draw Hlm mater. And
yet words about an. unseen kingdom fall on the cars of them
who hocar Him.


