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the dripping blood. The man îvho professes universal love without somo
central affection, lias a selfishi heart within huai. The large charities of
our land-tho tireless compassions whiehi are sw'ift in the relief of suf-
fering-tlîe bencficcnce, whiche in its abandonînent to genierosity, would
alnîiost "lcoin its bicart and di-op its blood for drachinas,"-whcence do thcy
spring ? Who are the mnen wlio sustain them ? Not tlie loungers at thé
cafô or the club, to whomn ife is an endless migration, an ceceentric orbit,
a perpetuial quarantine,-tlieir affections are too diffuse and frittered for
sucli practical action. No; but the mcn of local tics, and central
attractions, and happy homes, wbo have lcarned, fromn the preciousness of
their own familý- treasures the worth of sucli blessings to the world; and,
fromn their own agonising anxicty in smle crisis of trouble, to synipathize
'vith the honieless and desolate around thein. Adsi siitedvl
w.nnts of tlue religious lîfe. It is dangerous to, loose off fromi quiet anebor-
ago in miatters of belief, and froni the communion of saints in niatters of
Christian fellowýsbip. We have seen mien in our own day whlo have
ibned theomselves with the sentiment of' Pope's hackneyed and hieretical
couplet-

etFior modes of faitl et graceless zealots fight,
Hie can't be, ivrong îvhose life is in the right.11

And, in their new privileg,,e of fancicd intelleetual freedomn, they have cast
fromi theun the restraints of ereed ; and they have outgroiçn the stature of
the seets ; and they haztve have gatheredl rounid thoîni a coînpany of conge-
nial spirite, as motley and equivocal ns thuat ofDavid in the cave of Adullam;
and for a wivhle they have leaped and shouted in the intoxication of their
liberty. But we bave lbilowed those mcn in their mlelaneholy progrcss;
and, one by one, they have shifted frouî the foundation-truths of Chbristian
faith and hope; and tbey have rushîed, irreverent, into the bioîy place; and
licence of thought lias induced laxity of li-fe, until, honueless and wila as
any Bedouini of tlue desert, tlîey bave prowled about amongr the Ohurches-
8piritnal Ishmiials,-"thieir bands against cvery nian-and veyma' bu
against them.' It is no light tluing to err fromn the truth; for in the heart
of orror there is sin. In this wondrous age-this age of enormious pub.
licity, and of bold thinkig, and of unitnnDided rovclry of speculation-
tbis dangý,er assails ail. Somie, it may be, fromn ail old-fasbioned bionesty
of iCrnorance, which is unable to comprebiend, (boere and there one, perbaps,
but very, very few,) solue f1tom intolleetual pi-ide, soine ftoml stuibbornness
of sou, 'but nost 1rin shcer love of cývii, a.nd hiatred of> the restraints of
godiincss, thus orr from the trnth. The ebief source of infidelity is not in
the hiead, bat in tbe heart-not that the understanding is bewildered by
the feebleiness or lack of ovidence, but that the heurt "lloves darkness rather
than light beas t ed r v I." cader, ait thon in danger ? Is
there one whose oye is upon tbis page, on whomn a cloud of donbt has
,darkencd, or who, by thc bland and jesuitical sugg,,ýestions of sonie infidel

cqantance, bias bad bis flaith in gospel verities unsettled and shaken ?
My. rother, baste thee to cast ont the dunon fromn thy sou]. Crusb it,
like a serpent, for there is dcath. in its gripe and in its iang. It behioveth
us al, in the iu)pending struggle of the times-a strugge, if we mnistako
not, liercer than the world bas known-to take care that, Ilrooted in the
4hiitb,'" wei Il bold fast thic formn of sound words-." WVe do not ask-the
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