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In a verýy f'ew minutes she awokc, and in wild and piteous accents
cried, Il Whiere arn I ?-wherc ain I ? Is this liell? 0 whiat a
drcain 1 1 thougit, I mas in hecaven. Every. countenance was
bearigi w'ith purest delighit. The sweetcst music filled the air.
Ail hecaven rung witli praise, Wrorthy the Lamnb that was siain,'
was the triuxuîphant, sung thiat fell froin every lip. I tricd to sing;
but no, I could not. My hecart grew fâîint. Again I souglit to
praise, but in vain. With tlîis every lîand wvas raised and poinited
at ie ; and vith one voice thecy cried, Awvay! away 1 shec îever
praised our God on earth-she cannot praise hMi ini heaven!
After the recital of this solemmii dreaii, the now exhausted suf-
forer fell back on lier pillow, and w'ith. lier expiring breath quickly
eehoed, "No, no, I neyer sung his praise on eartli-I cannot sing
it in heaven 1"

Most of dreais are frivolous, but from this one we tliink we
niay draw a inost important hesson. Learn, dear ehidren, that
praise is the chief employaient of tlue inliabitants of hecaven. But
forget not that it niust begia on earth. Gratitude is the wel-spriag
of praise. Whiere there is no gratitude, there ean be no praise. It
is gratitude to God for the gift of bis Son, that stirs up the soul to
nxelody.

None ean praise God who have not aecepted bis -1unspenkabe
gift." It is not tili the hecart lia-, been opened by the reception
of the blessed Jesus, that the tongue is loosed to praise hiirn. It
is out of the abundance of the Éeart, tliat the inouth. spcaketh.
Tlius it wvas with. David. Whex ho knew nild his iniquities, werc
forgiven, hoe called upon bis soul and ail that was within in, to
bless God's lîoiy naie.

Now, beloved children, have you ever blessed God ? If you are
not at peace with, Min throngh faithi in bis Son; if you are stili
afraid of meeting in; if you cannot eall hini IlFathîer-my
Fatluer," you are ignorant of his loving eharaeter. You may have
Sun- înany a swveet hîynin, but you have neyer praised hM. 0,
then, let nie tell you wbat thie God of love lias done for you, tliatyou
niay instantly leara to praise liii. To s:îive your souls froin tlic
power and punishinent of sin hoe gave Jesus to die on Calvary,
Should you not ba grateful, and wviil you not praise Mîinî? There
lay a daik, deep, and frowning gui? between your soul nnd 'gÙlry.
Jesus by tue shîedding of lus blood, filled the ohiasîn. Slhould you
not be grateful, and will yoti not praise hMn? God is well pheased
with what Jesus bas donc, and for bis sake waits to blot out al
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