
I N THE WORLD
alone of all one's life abide.

Everything else in all our lives

is transitory. Every other good
is visionary. But the adts of love
which no man knows about, or
can ever know about—they never
fail.

In th'e Book of Matthew, where
the Judgment Day is depicted for
us in the imagery of One seated
upon a throne and dividing the
sheep from the goats, the te^ of
a man then is not, "How have I

believed?" but "How have I

loved?" The te^ of religion,

the final te^ of religion, is not
religiousness, but Love. I say
the final te^ of religion at that

great Day is not religiousness,

but Love; not what I have done,
not what I have believed, not
what I have achieved, but how
I "have discharged the common
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