
A HELP FOR THE COMMON DAYS.

I.

THE SWEET ODOUR OF PRAYER.

"When I look from my window at night,

And the welkin above i« all whiter

All throbbing and panting with ilars,

Among the majestic is standing

Sandolphon, the angel, expanding

Hia pinions in nebolous ban."

LoHOntLLOW.

mBUE prayer is fragrant to God. This was* taught in the Old Testament in one of those

emblem-lessons which, when read in the light of
the gospel, mean so much. The golden inoenae-

altar was the altar of prayer, just as the altar of
burnt-offering was the altar of atonement and con.

seoration. So every believing, loving heart is now
a golden altar from which rise up to Gfod sweet
odora, bathing his very throne in fragrance.

In Saint John's Apooalyplio visions we find again
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