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grew ; they unfolded a fiew feeble blossanms, and fâen they
died. In vain for them a ricli soul, a warm. corner, solici-
tous attention. They pinied for their home amid the
tumbled rocks, for the tenuous breath of the mountain air,
for the multitudinonls stars of the frosty night, for the roar
of the tempest sweeping free from the Rocky to the White
Mountains. So they drooped and died. The daffodil loves
the oozy meadows. The mountain saxifrage and the
Alpine grentian. cannot endure the aheltered air of the
valleys. cSoine of us are born for confliet, some for unre-
lazinge toil, somne for anxiety and disappointment; but each
of us to fill and adorn a special place, and each of us, il we
will, te attain the highest culture which, however, is iîot
the culture of any ene else. No two flowers in their full
bloom, ne two stars in their complete development, no0
two seuls in their perléected beauty are alike.

4th. The fourth formn of expression of divine thougrht
is in the world of' human achievement iii art and iii
literature. Whatsoever noble ideal has 1'een embodied in
sculp)ture, in painting, or iii architecture, or im~s been voiced
ini the richest music or the finest prose or the inost exaltcd
poetry, lias been iii ne alterinated sense inspired. God lias
spokien iii the Laocoon, in the Lord's Supper, iu the Par-
thenoni. The JE neid of Virgeil, Uhe De Senectute of Cicero,
Miltoni's Areopagritica, Dante's immortal poem, J>aradise
Lest, Buiiyain's Pilg>rim's Progrress, reveal a deity imminent
iii the thoughts of Men. That which ini the literaturcu oet
anyv age lias ranged widest, waved hig«,hest or plungred
deepest into the intricate problems of existence and destmny
is divine iii a sense more profound than that iii which the
wayside flower or the sciutillating star is divine. IDo net
for one moment sup;îose that in thus exalting aIl worthy
literature and art 1 arn underrating the value of that
Semitic literature -which, standingr grandly apart, we cail
by w'ay of preêmineuce the Book, the Bible. German
thouglit, her higrhest and best thougrht, owes more te
Luther's Bible than te lier Goethes, lier Schillers and lier
Kants, inestimable as is its indebtedniess to them. And
EngIland could fair better spare ail that CJhaucer or Spenser
or Shakespeare or Milton or Wordsworth bas written, than
suifer Kinig James' Bible te, lie unread on her library
slielves. If there be a note of inferiority in Frenchi literature,
if it lack ought of the virile streugth and uncomproinising


