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But let him that hoareih roniember
thiit, as has already heoii hinted, the

spt'clal blc's^'ins of roili'iiiptioii wuh fur

from beiiiK inl* ..ded to nirrow dowa
tlio minds of men, as si'diis nftmi vir-

tually to bo tausrlit, niiil imiko tlicm

blind to tin; blcssinps and bountiis of

Creation ; but that tiio wliolo (Jrcntion,

as replaced now iijion the l)().^om of God
by Ihn grand art of rt'domplion, wn^i

destined to be regarded by those who
bavo the eye to see, ns agtiiri very pood

;

as the germ and bud of the new Crea-
tion, of the new heavens, and of the

new earth, iu the midst of which re-

generate buniau spirits ore to live and
move.

If we are really the ofTspring of God,
habitual recognition of (xod in all nat-

ural phenomena is without doubt a
thing due to him, and by withholding
it we rob him. We defraud also our-
selves.

" I have often been asked,'' wrote a
distinguished artist, lately deceased,
" the secret of the life which has been,

it is said, noticed in my landscapes.
It is very simple. The Creator is to

me a Living One, and as all is inti-

mately connected in our natures, my
work participates in the worship ren-

dered by my soul to the author of all

beauty and truth.'* Thus, in a great
degree, it might be with ourselves.

More full of grace do the fruit of the

lips and the operation of the hands
become, as we more habitually discern

and unfeignedly enjoy, wherever we
look

—

"The light that never was, on sea or land,
The consecration and the poet's dream,"

That man loses much of the zest of
life who has not learned to gaze upon
the common objects and products a-

lound him, as the work of his heavenly

Fatlu'r's hand. JIo th kt is wi«o and
duly injtriicled in the iliin;»3 of God'i
kingdom, discerns there divitio laws

written, wliieli, like the code more tor-

mally revi'ale(l, hu de.-iires to apineeiiito

and obey ; aivd more liiau tiiis, to h:ivo

them taui^ht, and himself ililiiif'ntly to

teach them, to hU childreti, and literal-

ly to talk of tliem when lie sitteth in

the house, when ho walkelli by the

way, when ho lieth down, and when
ho riselh up |

How completely in harmony with

the lino of thought suggested, is tlie

JJknkdicite, or hyuin, "(J all yo works
of the Lord,'' which for so many hun-
dreds of years has been i»art of our

iMorning Service. During the lirst

ipuirter or half of the present century,

this hymn was seldom said or sun;--,

probably from some narrow notion of

the time that it was unspiritual, inas-

much as it busied itself only with tho

visible phenomena of earth and sea

and sky, and sought motives there for

blessing and praise to the name of the

^lost High. Biuce the beginning of

the cen'ury, however, the phenomena
of earth and sea and sky have been
studied with very great minuteness
and accuracy, with very great intelli-

gence, and that by large numbers of

persons. More vividly and truly, than

perhaps in any previous age, has it

consequently been seen, that in all

these things there is nothing common
or unclean, but rather a series of man-
ifestations of the glory, the wisdom,
the love, the marvellous power, the

almighiiness of God. It is (ittiug

therefore, and in harmony with the age
in which we live, that this hymn
should again be sung. Its freiiuent

use derogates nothing from the spirit-

uality of our worship ; it, on the con-

• The same artist. Calame, late of Menlon, ni France, ugain writes: •' I should he happy if I

thought my portraits of the Giiaxd Alps could cause the public to Ray that * tlie hcasons declare
the glory of God.' In painting the Harvest, I sung in my sduI tho words of my old psalm

—

Et cette riehesse chanipetre,

Par de inuets accords,
Celehrer I'auteur de sou etre
Qui repand ses trcsors."

$ The following characteristic sentences are from a recont letter of Thomas Cnrlyle's : " For
many years it has heeii one of my constant ref,'rl;ls that no schoolmaster of mine had a knowiiidfje

of natural history, so far at least, as to have taught me the grasses that grow hy the wayside, and the

little winged or wingless neighbours that are continually meeting mc with a salutation which I

cannot answer, as things are. Why didn't someboily loach me the constellations, too. and make
me at home in the starry heaveus whidi are always overhead, and which I don't half.knuw to thi-i

day ! I love to prdphesy thai thero wdl come a time when, not in Kdinburgh only, hut iii all Scot-

tish and I'iuropeaa town.s aud villages, the schoolmasttr will licBtriutly reipiircd to pos.-rss these

two capalv.liiies ( neither Gretk nor Latin mjre strict! ) and that no ingenuous di-nizen of this uni-

veraa be thenceforward debarred from his right of liberty in these two departments, and doomed to

look oa them as if across grated fences all his Ufa."


