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Now, Iast, this would not ho passed by, thiat the Lord bids Peter feed his, flot
siotber mans's shecep, but bis sheep, that, is, tbemn whoin He bath redeemed and
lansomaed with bis own blood. This word contains an argument, wherefore the
shEep sbould bo fed, to wvit, becauso tlucy are the Lord's, ransomcd iwitl bis own
blod. And, more thian that, this word admonisbes the pastor, that lio count flot
the flock to be hie own, but th e Lord's, and that hoe feed IL not to himqelf, to use the
flook fer Iiisown oeain an advantage. Seeing, thoen, thiat tho Lord bath committed
to pastors the eïiurch, which is his owii spouse and bis floek, which lie bath
redeemned with no less price tlian bis own blood, the Lord givo pastors graco tW
ho careful in feeding of themn witli tbat food of life, furnishied, unto them by tbe.
Lord Jesus!1 To wbhom, with the Father, and thie ioly Spirit, ho ail praise and
honour for oeor. Amer).

POETRY.

HINDER ME. NO'P.
(RINDEa Me flot t" I'm pressing on,

WVit1u carnest heart, te reacli the shore
0f my eternal home.
Across Mxy way,

Place not the tlorns of earthly cares
To wound my foot: or, inawares,

Turu me astray.

"lHinder me floti'" Too long I'vc been
9ecking the fading flowers. that grow

In the broad way of sin.
Thougx when l've sought

To pluck the fairest, ever found,
They grew on Death's onchanted ground,

With poison fraught.
"H1finder me flot t" The syren song

0f ploasures voice, with music sweet,
I've listened te, feul long;
But now, mine ear

Rath caught the strains lhe ransomed ing,
As round the great white throne they bring

The crowns they wear.

"H1inder me noti'" The storm cloude lower,,
The night is dark-I fear te ineet

With fierce temptation's power.
But look 1 afar

Above the clouds, a elear, calm light
Shines on tby way-faint heart-a bright

And merning star.
UHlindcr me net t' That glorious ray

With heavenly beams, is chasing cloudse
And night itself, away.
And now, as near

1 come to Jordan's stream, it throws
A golden light the waves across,

My soul to cheer.
"HEinder me net1t" I fear ne iii;

"Since Christ is mine and 1 amn is,"
l'Il bravely do His will.
The smile, the frown

0f man, mustÏ new he nought te me,
But this henceforth, xny 'watchword be,

"No cross, ne crewn." A. S. M.
.From the Christian Trea.sury.


