" ROBERTSON OF BRIGHTON.

The following estnmt  of the cause of
the popular intevest in t. . published ser-
mons of Frederick W, Robertson, is taken
from the Rev. Dr. Dewart's essuy on
¢ Robertson of Brighton,” in his ¢ Essays
for the Times, "recently published. (Meth-
odist Book Rooms, Toronto, Montreal,
ard Halifax. Price, 75c.)

** In following the course of Robertson's
outward history we discover no excep-
tional distincetion that separates him from
his contemporaries. Many, whom ob-
livion enshrouds in her impeuctrable
shades, have passed through their strug-
gles, sucaesses and sorrows. It is the light
cast back upon his life by the blaze of
fame and popularity kindled by the pub-
lication of his sermons, a few years after
his death, that invests the incidents of his
life and mental growth with such uncom.
mon interest. e vindicates his right to
be enrolled with the gifted sons of genius,
by the fact that at the point where com-
mon niames grow dim and pass away from
sight for ever, his only begins to gather
around it a deeper inferest and to shine
with clearer and more enduring light. In
the history of the British pulpit no similar
productions (left by their author without
a thought of publication) have sceured
cqual attention. What is the secret of
this influence ¢ To all thoughtful minds
his deep, though subdusd ciarnestness,
his singular felicity of illustration, hig
glowing imagination, flashing Light on the
obscure and giving life and form to the
abstract, his clear musical vaice, ¢ which
seldom rose, but when it did. yielded a
rich volume of sound toned like 2 great
bell,” and the force and beamy of his
thoughts must have made him, in the
best sense of the terms, popurar and
attractive as a preacher.  But all this
would not fully account for the in.crest
of his sermons as read.  The printea ser-
mons of many distinguished preact-ers
unveil no power to account for their popu-
larlity. Those who ascribe the charn
of these fragmentary remains simply to
beauty of style and the congeniality of
their doctrinal teaching to the wnrencwed
heart, evinee an incapacity to o muprehend
Robertson or grasp the seeret of his in-
tellectual power.  No one cause will se-
count for this popularity, which is the
result of severl distinet elements of in-
terest combined.

He grappled manfully with some of the
perplexing problems of theology which

disturb the minds of men ; hencee to those
who had felt these diflicultios his at-
tempted solutions, whether entirely satis-
factory or not, would pussess o special
attraction.  Much also was due to the fact
that his inquiries led him in the direction
in which 2 good deal of the theological
thought of Britain and America was al-
ready drifting.  He had a rare capicity
of sympathy with the most diverse foel.
ings. It isa great point gained when we
feel that a preacher or writer understands
our doubts and can fully enter into our
perplexities. His natural courage hrought
out in bold relief his independence as a
thinker. He dared to utter whatever he
belicved to be true. He hurled stern
words of rebuke against every form of
oppression, and spoke tender words of
sympathy with humanity in cvery condi-
tion of sorrow.  His denunciations of all
wrong-doing were fierce and blistering,
something in which men of different
creeds could unite and sympathize.  But
above all these is the glowing carnestness
of his soul. His thoughts 2 ¢ on fire.
His mind is a volcano, throwing out in
liquid streams the mental ore that has been
dissolved by its intense heat. Not the
beauty of his style, though his language
is often eminently felicitous and expres-
sive ; not the erandeur of his thoughts,
though frequently truly sublime ; not the
keenness of his intellectual glance, which
often. like sheet-lightning in the darkness,
unveils . hidden world of thought ; not
the logical foree of his arguments, in this
they are often deficient : but above every
other source of attractive interest we are
disposed to place the fact that they are
the utterances of one who has himself felt
deeply, and strugaled anxiously to solve
the perplexing problems of being and
truth.  Bvery thought has heen nmilten
in the furnace of his awn heart hefore it
was coined into those hurning words that
quicken the pulses of the blaod. and con-
vey to the heart of the reader something
of the emotional warmth in which they
originated.  He possessed that indefinable
thing which we call genius 3 whose poteney
we feel but camnot deseribe.  Tn the sug-
gestive fragments he has left hiehind him
st nay be traly said,

¢ Bright-eved Faney, hovering o'er,
Yeatters from her pictured urn
Thoughts that breathe and words that
burn,”



