








PREFACE v

these exhaustless waters of Truth, which flow indeed from under
the throne of the Horvy TarEE, and meanwhile also sing to
JEHOVAR’S praise :—
“ Afresh I praise Thee for Thine ever new
And blessed Word ;
Daily it comes to me, fresh as the dew,—
This blessed Word ;
Oh, be it mine, yet more and more, I pray,
To meditate therein both night and day!

“ What God hath spoken well demands our time !
His blessed Word !
Let patient, loving toil, search His sublime
And blessed Word !
Only to meditation is it given,
To taste the fulness of this Truth from heaven.

“ Qrains of this gold expand to boundless leaf;
This blessed Word
Gives itself out to search, not survey brief.
O blessed Word !
One page of Thee is inexhaustible !
Nought shows eternity’s employ so well!

‘“ Exhaustless is Thy new, and new Thine old,
Most blessed Word !
Such wealth of folded treasure to unfold,
O blessed Word,
Demands eternity ! helps me to see
How endless life may endless learning be!”

One last earnest word must be now added to what the Epitor
has been enabled to pen, which his beloved friends, he is sure, will
prayerfully, to their utmost, act upon in the dear interests of the
old and much loved MacaziNg. Will each reader, for the precious
Truth’s sake, kindly and prayerfully make diligent endeavours to
get fresh subscribers for dear TorLADY’S MAGAZINE, for next year—
either jointly, or, better still, individually. The time on earth is
growing short, and the day for devoted service for the blessed Lorp
will speedily be gone for ever. “ Whatsoever thy hand findeth to
do, do it with thy might; for there is no work, nor device, nor
knowledge, nor wisdom, in the grave, whither thou goest ” (Eccles
ix. 10). FAReEwELL.
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