
m BWEMT ODOUR OF PRATES. IT

Hut, crowW witk mgdi mmnmbwd,

AloM la tlM d«Mt at night."

Then the poet goes on to teU how wrene in the
nipturons throng, unmoved among the other angela,

"th^daohl..
BUdoIphon itaiidf liitening bivathlea
To loand* that tMend from below—

; "From the ipirito on earth that adore^ i

From the wulf that entreat and implore
& the fervor and paarion of pnyer-

From the hearts that are broken with'loeMt
And weary with dragging the croaM
Too heavy for mortala to bear.

"Anl he gathen the prayers n he standi^
And they change into flowen in hi* hande-

Into garland* of purple and red
;

And beneath the great arch of the portal,
Through the itreeli of the (Sty Immortal'

I» wafted the fragrance they ehed."

This old Mbbimcal legend, though but a l«^d,
rarely does not exaggerate lie truth about the
aoceptableness of prayer. Earth's sighs of iaith
and love and heart-hunger, though without beauty
or sweetness or worthiness in themselves, float
upward and ar« eaught by the listening Intooessor,


