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“My beloved vs gome down into 11/5'
garden. .. ... to  gather lilies.”—S NG |
OF SOLOMON VI. 2. |

\
|

The song of Solowon is fittingly cal |

led the song of songs, for it is the |
sweetest love=song that was ever sung. |

It is a beautiful allegory, and if we
1 will read it right, we will find it is ful
of Jesus and His love for His church |
and His people, and theirlove for Him. |
| Jesus is pictured out as a royal bride- 1
| ecroom and the church as His beautiful ]
| bride. Now you find them in the
‘ chambers clasped in each other’s arms ;
{ and fondly doting on each other’s love- !
liness, Now there is a lover’s quarrel |
or something of the sort and a with-
each other, and then the

with

drawing from

penitent bride,
tears, is found going up
streets of the city bewailing her loss and

many sighs and

and down the

: A {'\l 1'- seeking her beloved. Now they are

Uuehec H[B ASSUUlalmn Umpany I veconciled, and walking arm in arm in
| the garden, rejoicing in the singing of |

1818 { birds and the blooming of Howers,

'STABLISHED IN 1818, ST : . i ,
R | admiring the putting forth of the fig-
D08 tree’'s green figs and the vine’s tender
.

A Non'Tarlﬁ C"mpany igln:lxes, Now they are outin the wilder-
8 . [ness, where the lions growl around

& Insurance effected at reasonable rates. "SR g
Pl :[}Iem, and the storm beats upon them,
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FISHER & FISHER, Agen l and the weary frightened bride clings
[“1.:.\“ to the side of her husband as he
|
|

spg- = { gently leads her ouc ot it, and ings
W‘”lam WI|Son’ her to their own bright and happy
SECRETARY-TREASURER, YORK, | palace-home. Now there is a banquet,

- Law | the table loaded with luxuries, the |

Barrister and Attorney -
Conveyancer: etc,

friends of bridegroom and bride welcowm-

{ ed, and joy unspeakable and iull of

Now again night

_3(: mes on, and the sleep of careless in- |
il,}iﬂ.cl‘&‘ll('“ takes the bride, aud her be-

| loved is gone trom her side, and sheis
left so broken-hearted and desolate.

|
| g]l)!'j,‘. the dark
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Remuans,
Remnans.

We have just received another
lot of

ML REMMNIY

Thus, if you will follow it out, you
richest of oriental imagery, the joys and
sorrows, the sunshine
ups and downs, the sweets and bitters,
the loves and hates, of the checkered

christian experience.

to one of the somewhat sad scenes of
this beautiful allegorical song, Jesus in
His garden gathering lilies.

And first, let us take a turn round
His garden, and have a look at it. His
garden is in the midst of a wilderness.
In faet, it was all wilderness once, bat
He has reclaimed this beautiful spot,
and built a high strong wall around it
to keep out the wild beasts that infest
the wilderness. It yon climb up and
look over the wall, you will see that
there is nothing but the wildest waste
faras the eye can carry. The lions
have their den in that dark gnlch down
there. Yonder are the mountains of
the leopards. Anacondas are coiled up
asleep in that jungle. The foxes come
out of this thick brake, and spoil the
vines that run over tha wall. Ruthless
robber-bands rendezvousin yonder fear-
ful mountain-pass, and they sometimes
attack and kill the King’s servants,
and plunder his beautiful garden. But
the time will come, sooner or later,
when the whole of that vast wilderness
will be reclaimed, when the lions and
tigers and serpents will be destroyed,
and when the dangerous freebooters will
be  wou over to the King’s service.
How blessed when that wilderness is all
like this garden!

Grey Cotton, Ginghams and Shirt
ings from the Gibson Mill, also
a lot of other Remnants

| stocked it with
[ and the rarest flowers.

passer-by. Here are wiles of shady
walks ceneath trellised vines, and they
are richly ornamented with splendid
clusters of the finest ¢ Heve are
beds of lilies, lilies of all kinds, lilies of
the valley, lilies outrivalling Solomon's
glory with the ruby splendors of their
blossoms. and speaking to meun of a
glory that is heavenly and eternal. In
a word, everything that is beautitul to
the eye, and sweet to the taste, and
aromatic to the sense of smell, is to be
found in the garden of the King.

The church is Christ’s garden. He
has planted the church in the world’s
wilderness, and has feuced it all around
with the strong high wall of His com- |
mandments and ordinances, and !m\i
the choicest fruit-trees

arapes.

To so many the church is withont any
beauty whatever. Her ovdinances are
uninstructive. Her |

tragrance of |
|

uninteristing and
services bave none of the
Heaven about them. You mnever hear|

look at some lowly bloomer, and now
bending low down to scent the sweetness
of some fragrant blossom.

But it is to gather lilies He has come
down into His garden to-day, and He
bends His steps towards the lily-beds.
How sweetly and modestly they bow
their heads at His approach, and look
their loveliest! Sime of them are white
and purs like the Heaven they are
destined for; others of them are golden
and glorious like the crown on the
King’s head, Someare tall and stately;
others lowly aund lovely. All aronnd
about the air is fragrant with their deli-
cate perfume. He stands and admires
their beaunties, and wonders what flowers
He will gather for & garland for Him-
selt today. Here perhaps is a very
delicate flower, too delicate to bloom in
so wintry a clime; so He puts forth His
jeweiled hand and gently plucks that
one. Over on the other side of the bed
he sees n group of liiies all blooming to-

them singing with David: “How ami- | gether so sweetly; so He goes away

will find beautifully pictured out in the

and shade, the |

Now to-night I want to introduce you |

able are Thy tabernacles, O Lod of|

hosts!” The vines of the Lord’s vines |
yard are no better to them than the |
| vines of the wilderness, The L ml‘s’
fistrees ure no more fruitful, and the |

palms are no |
The Lebanon ;»
no 'lyiu‘
4]

lilies ave |
irer. They wonld as soon the|

fizs no better figs. The
loftier and no straighter.
cedars are grander.
B 1) {
grapes and

the wilderness, as those of the

figs. the lilies and roses, of
i\'il.‘_‘"ﬁ
garden. {

own
But to the King himself there is no |

place in all the world so sweet as His |
own garden; no trees so fine as the|
trees of His own planting; and no
flowers so fairas His own lilies. Hn |

|
loves to walk up and down the flowery

waulks, feasting His eyves on the beauties |

of flowers and fruits, or stand in the |
spice-groves, listening with rapture to |
the birds of song as they sing among ‘
the branches, or sit in the arbor of |
trellised vines, eating with p! asare |
the great clusters of ripe grapes that
bang temptingly before Him. If you :
want to find Jesns, go to His garvden, |

and you will find Him there.

The spouse tells us that she lost her
beloved, lost the sense of His
| presence and love, and she set out to
She went into the city

sweet

| seek for Him.
to seek for Him, and she walked up and
| crowded streets looking for
| Him. She asked the watcbmen who
go about the city if they had scen Him,
but they only mocked her anxizty and
abused her confidence. He was not in
the great, noisy, wicked city. Where,
then, could He be! Ah! He was in
His garden. He bhad ‘“gone down into
His garden, to the beds of spices, to
feed in the garden, and to guther lilies.
When she went there she found Him.

O seeking, anxious soul, if yon want
to find Jesus; if you want to find that
which will bring your soul comfort,
peace, light, joy, hope, salvation, go not
to the cities of the world, the noise of
the streets, to seek for it; go not to the
marts of business to seek for it; go not
to the broaxdways of pleasure to seek for
it; gonot to the men of the world to
seek for it. They will disappoint and
deceive, They will tell you they can
make you happy, minister to your re-
lief, heal your soul’s troubles, do you
good. But give no heed to them, for
they cannot. Jesusis not in the city,
and it is Jesus you want. You must
go into the retirement ot the garden if
you would find Him. You must seek
Him in His word, in the ordinances of
His church; you must shat yourself up
in the privacy of your chamber, and on
your knees seek Him there, and you will
not seek in vain.

But this leads me to speak, in the
next place, of Jesus in His garden
The garden is His

| down the

over and plucks the fairest and sweet-
Sometimes you find Him looking
tor lilies where you would not expect
Him to look for them, in out-of the-way
and secluded corners of the garden. and
and coming back with |

choice flowers He has gathered. |

est.

finding them too,

But His chaplet of flowers 1s not yet !

ing the flowery profusion to get a better | garden to gather lilies, it is not the fruit-

tulness of the vine, nor the grandeur of
the Lebanon cedar. nor the szlblimity of
the palm-tree. He looks for, but the
beauty and sweetness of the lily. Do
not let the vine with its great cluster of
grapes say : “1 am of more use to the
King than the lily that does nothing but
bloom and die.” Do not let the Lebanon
cedar boast over the sweet-scented thyne-
wood. The King wants to have them
all in His gavden, and He has a use for
them all, and loves them all. S,metimes
He goes down into His garden, and He
passes by the grapes of Eshcol with their
tempting clusters, and goes away past
the oichards of pomegranates with their
pleasant fruits, and hastens throngh the
groves of cinnamon and calamus as it He
did not want to smell their sweetness,
and He stops at the beds of lilies to
gather them. He is as proud of the
liliesin His garden, as He is of His
grapes and His cedars. He has a place
in Heaven for the flowers as well as the
fruits, and a bright place it is too, the
brightest place there.

And are we reluctant to have the
lilies taken ? Shall Jesus bave nothing,
that is young and sweet and beaatiful ?
nothing but what has served out its day
and ripened into decay ? Is it only the
sere and yellow leaf of age that we want
Jesus to have? Isit only the fruit that

complete, He wants a blossom and |the worlo’s wintry blasts have shaken
bud. But where will He find just what | down into the grave that the King of
He wants? He soes from lilyJbed to |glory shali gather? Will we place our-
l:l)'—‘!;l- l as if looking for what }I wants, | selves at the gzll(hﬂk':{'a[e, and protest
and as if hard to satisfv. By and by | with all our little might against His com-
He comes to a group where "He has |Ing to gatber the lilies? No. Jesus
been before, and so pleased was He then | shall have the brightest and best. ~ The

aczain., He has found |

His eye rests upon it, |

that He comes
what He wants. |
and He says sofily to Himself: “I must |
have that lovely lily.” What a e‘r:u-\
sle the chosen Jll\ had to be what Il:
has come to be, but the struggle it has 1
had, helped its loveliness, puﬁllgi(_‘al its |

at it be- }

beauty! Often had He looked

Avain and again had He stretched forth |
His band as if to plack it, but again
and again had He withdrawn it, and it
was left to bloom on until it had come
to be so lovely. At last came the day,
not looked for, when the lily that was,
was uot, for the Kipg had taken it.
Then it was said: “Now will the
KKing be satisied with gathering lilies
from that lily-bed.” But He comes
again, and His coming was not at first
observed. But a choice bud just open-
ing into beauty and fragrance is there,
and that bud the King seeks for Him-
self. By and by when His purpose
comes to be better understood, it was
said : ““No; we cannot spare the bud
just yet ; let it stay with us, and grow
and bloom out more fully. The lily-bed
will be so bare without the bud.” But
the King lingered on; He did not go
away. And at last it was said, though
not without tears, “ The King shall have
the bud as well as the blossem.” For it
was remembered that the blossom and
b.d were strangely, lovingly linked to
one another. So, blossom and bud are
gathered, and with the King, where their
beauty can never fade, and their sweet-
ness can never be other than sweetness.
Some christians are like the vine and
full of clusters of grapes like the grapes
of Eshcol. Some are like the figtree
laden to the ground with ripe and juicy
figs. Some are like the lofty palns, and
some ave like the Lebanon cedars.
Some ave fragraut like the spikenard,
and some are fair like the lily. They are
all different, and they are all beautiful.
In the Lord’s garden there are an
Abraham and a Moses, a Joseph and a
Danisl, a Samson and a Samuel. a Peter
and a Paul, a Mary and a Phebe, a
Dorcas and a Lydia, a gray-haired
Methuselah with the weight of centuries
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The Kingis proud of His garden.
He has planted it with the choicest
fruit-treesand the loveliest flowers. Here
are orchards of pomegranates, with their
splendid blossoms and pleasant fruits,
and birds of every hue, darting about,
and building their nests, and caroling
their huppy lays among the branches,
Here are shrabberies of the camphor-
plant, with its clusters of delicate lilac-
colored flowers, and its odors of par-
adise, scenting all the air. Here are
the beds of spikenard and saffron all
abloom, the dark flowers of the spiken-
ard contrasting beautifully with the
bright of the saffron, and perfuming
all the garden with their delightful
fragrance. Here are groves of the cin-
namon-tree and the calamus, the lign-
aloe and the myrzh, and all the trees of
frankinsence, and all the spices. Here
are great orchards of figtrees, and every
tree loaded with fruitfulness. Here are
torests of palms, their feathery tops lift-
ed heavenwards, and rich bunches of
dates ready to be gathered hanging

temptingly within reach of the hungry

gathering lilies.

lilies are His as well as the
He shall have them.

The poet Longtellow beautifully para-
phrases this thought thus:

grapes, and

There 1s a reaper whose name is death,
And, with his sickle keen,

He reaps the bearded grainat a breath,
And the fluwers that grow between,

fore, and it was felt that the lily was| . - i om
Lo ' y I ‘1 fo bl : o o @ | “‘Shall I have nought that is fair?” saith he;
jrub (0. 5B, Gt G0L00MUNPS ORG LINTE | It Have nenghitibut the hesitedsiin

Though the breath of these flowers is
sweet to me
I will give them all back again.”

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes,
He kissed their drooping leaves ;

It was for the Lord of Paradise
He bound them in his sheaves.

»

¢‘My Lord bas need of these flowerets gay,
The Reaper said, and smiled ;

¢t Dear tokens of the earth are they,
Where He was once a child.”

*“ They shall all bloom in fields of light,
Iransplanted by my care;

And saints, upon their garments white
These sacred blossoms wear.”

And the mother gave, in tears and pain,
The flowers she most did love ;

She knew she would find them all again
Ip the fields of light above.

Oh, not in cruelty, not in wrath,
The Reaper came that day ;

'Twas an angel visited the green earth
And took the flowers away.

There is a sweet comforting thought
in the text. It isthis. The christian’s
Beloved gathers the lilies. He is no
[enemy who has broken over the garden-
wall and despoiled the beautiful flower-
beds. We look with blinding tears in
our eyes at the vacant spot where some
dear flower once bloomed so sweetly, and
we say : ‘It was the cruel north-wind
that did it. 1t was the terrible death-
worm that devoured it. 1t was some
cruel cruel hand that plucked it.”” But
no; it was a beloved that did it. Tt
was a dear dear friend that plucked the
lily. It wasOne wheo loved the lily and
loved you that gathered it, and it was
because He loved and vras loved that He
did it.

And moreover, it seems to me, He is
all the more a beloved, because He has
gathered the lilies. We do not know
how dear Jesus is till He has brought us

wealth of figs are His. Those beautiful
lilies are His lilies. He planted them.
His rain watered them. His sunshine
warmed them. His glory beautified
them. He has a right to come into
His garden. He has a right to pluck
those ripe clusters of grapes. lle has
a right to shake down a shower of juicy
figs from His own figtrees, He has a
right to gather the lilies. .

I see the King coming down intu His
garden. He is gloriously attired. His
robes are white as the light, A crown
of the finest gold is on His head, and a
jewelled ring on His finger. There is a
smile of ineffuble sweetness lighting up
His face as He contemplates the beauties
around Him. He walks slowly and
softly along the garden-walks, and in and
out among the lovely flower beds, now
stopping to admire the regal splendors
of some rare species, now stooping to
prop up some fallen spray whose beauty
is trailing in the dust; now gently part-

garden. Those splendid grapes are His [ bowing down his back, and a young
grapes. Those figtrees with their | Timothy with his lithe form and laugh-

ing face.

We do not want a garden that is all
flower, nor all fruit.
all vines and yielded nothing but the
grapes of Eshcol, or that was all beauti-
ful lilies of the valley, would be very
commonplace after a while.

I would not like a congregation to
preach to that was made up of great-
faithed Abrahams, or mighty-principled
Pauls, or sweet-faced Marys of Bethany.
I would want to sit down in the pews
and let them preach. We want to have
in our churches the fruitful vines, the
stately palms, the wide-spreading cedars,
the fragrant lign-aloes, and the beautiful
lilies, all fruit bearing, and fragrance-
making, and flowering together.

Jesus looks tor grapes from the vines
in His garden. Ile expects stateliness
in His palms and strength in His cedurs.
He wants oil from the olive, figs from
the figtree, and fragrance from the
cinnamon. But wh n He goes into His

A garden that was

some great sorrcw ; and we do not know
how near He is to us till He has come
and asserted His right to the lilies we
thought were ours  They are ours, and
they are His too ; but they are more His
than ours. When He comes to gather
them, we stand by with weeping eyes
and breaking hearts, and we ask: “ Will
you go with Jesus, or gtay with us?
and they say, *“ We will go with Jesus,”

Here is a beautiful lily that the Lord
gave you to grow for Him. He said,
¢ Keep it till I come for T : .You loved
the lily ; everybody loves lilies. You
watched its growth. You saw with joy
its opening beauties. But when it had
bloomed out, or hardly, the King came
for His lily. You met Him at the
garden-gate, and with a 'trembling at the
heart, you said, ‘“ O King Jesus, come
in Buat when He said to you, ‘“ I have
come for that lily of mine,” your heart
sank within you, and your tears dropped

Continued on fourth pageq

”




