132

GLAD TIDINGS.

ABSENCE OF GOD IN PRAYER.

"? that I knew whoro ! unght Gand bini”’~Job.
xxiit, 3.

«If Gl had not said, * Blessed ave
thoso that hunger,’ I know not what could
keep wenk Chostiats from sinking in dew
pair, Many times, all 1 cando isto com-
dain that J want bim, and wish to recover
l:im.”

Bishop Hull, in utlering this lnment
two centyries and a lalf agzo, only echoed
the wail which had come down, through
liviug bearts, frous the patriarch, whose
story is the oldest known ‘llcmlme in any
Janguage. A\ consciousness of the vbsence
of (Fud is one of the standard fncidents of
religious hife. Even when tho forms of
devotion a1o uberved couscrentiously, the

senso of the presonce of Gud, nsan invisible
friend, whose socicty s a joy, ie by no
means unintermittent.

I'ho truth of this will not be questioned
by ouo who is familiar with those phascs
of religious experionce which are so often
the burden of Cluisticn confession.  lu
no single featuro of “iuner life,” probally,
is the expeienco of many minds less satisfic-
tory to them than in thin  They reem to
themselves, in prayer, to have little, if any,
cftluent emotion,  They can speak of lit-
tle in their devotiona) life that seems to
them Jike life; of little that appears like
the communion of a living soul with a
Jiving God.  Arc there not many * closet
hours,” in which the chicf feeling of
tho worshipper is an oppressed conscious-
ness of the absence of reality fiom his own
exercises? e has tio words which are,
ns George Herbort says, * heart deep”—
Hea not only exparicnuces no cestasy, but
no joy, no peace, ho repose. e ks no
sense of betng at homo with God, The
stillness  of the bour is the stillness of »
dead eal at sen.  The heart rocks mono
tonowly on the surface of the gremt
thoughits of God, of Christ, of eternity, of
heaven,—

“ Anidlo ana painted ship
Upon a painted veean.”

Such experiouces in praver ate often
starthng in the contrast with those of cer-
tain  Christiang, whose commanion with
Gol, ns the hiuts of it are recorded in
their liographies, seema to 1ealize, inaciuat
being, the sparitttal conception of a life
which is hid with Christ in God.

Wo read of Pavson, that hix mind, at
times almost lost s sense of the external
world, in the eflable thouglts of Gol's
glory which 1olled like a sea of light
around bim, at the throne of grace.

Wa reud of Cowper, that in oneof the
fow tucrd hours of his veligious life, such
was the experienceof God's presencs which
he enjoyed in prayer, that, as he tells us, he
thought ho should have died with joy, if
special strength had not been imparted to
him to bear the disclosure,

We read of one of the Tennents, that
on one occasion, when he was engaged in
secret devotion, so overpowering was the
1evalation of God which openad upon his
soul, and with augmenting intensity of

offulgencs as hie prayed, that at length ho !some hymus for the Olney Collection :—

recoiled  from the intolerablo joy ns from
& pain, and besought God to withhold
fiom hun further marifestations of his
glovy,  He said, #Shall thy servant sce
thee and bvel”

Wo rend of the *sweet hours” which
Sdwards enjoyed **on the banks of Hud-
son's River, in sweet comverse with (God 2"
and bear his own deecripiion of the in-
ward senso of Christ which at times came
into hius heart, and wineh he +« knows not
how to express otherwise than by a cnlm,
sweot abstraction of goul from all the con-
concerns of tlns world; and sometimes a
bind of vision . . .. . of bemg alone in
the mountaing, or sowe solitary witdeiness,
fur from all mankind, sweetly conversing
with Chitrst, and 1apt aud swallowed vp
God."”

Woe read of such instances of the fruils
of prayer, 1n the blesedness of the sup-
plinny, and are we not reminded by them
of the trandiguration of our Lord, of
whom we read, * As ho prayed, the fush-
ion of his countenance was aliered, and
hia 1aiment beeame white and glistering 1"
Who of us is not oppresred by the contiast
Letween anch an experience and his own?,
Does not the cry of the patriarch conce
unbidden to our lips, “ Oh that I knew
where £ might find him?”

Much of even tho ordinary langunge of
Christians, 1especting  the joy of com-
munion with  God,—langunge whieh is
storcotyped in ourdinlect of prayer—many
cantiot houestly apply to the history of
their own minds, A culm, fearless self:
exammation finds no counterput to it in
auvihing they have ever known. In the
view of an honest conscience, it is not the
veruacular speech of their experience.  As
compared with the jov which such Jap-
guage indicates, prayer is, in all that the)
know of i, a dull duty.  Perhaps the
chanicteristic of the feelings of many
about it is expressed in the singlo fact,
chat it i3 to them a duty as distinet from
a privilege. It is a duty which they
cannot deny, is often uninviting, even irk-
£Othe, .

Ifsomo of us should attempt to define
tie allvaniage we derive from a perform-
=unce of the duty, we night be surprised,
verhaps shocked, as one afwer another of
shie folds of a deceived heart shonld be
wken off, at the ducovery of the littleness
of the tesidunm, in an honest judgment
of omselves. Wiy did we pmy this
worning? Do we often derive any other
profit from praver, than that of satisfving
conviciions of conscience, of which we
could not rid ourselves of we wished to do
so, and which will not permit us to to at
case with ourselves, if all forms of prayer
are abaudoned 7 Perbaps even so slight
a thing as the pain of 1esistance to the
momentum of a babit will be found to be
the most distinet reason we can honestly
zive for having prayed yesterday or to-
day.

There may bo periods, alse, when the
expwriences of the closet enuble some of us
o understand that maniacal ery of Cowper,

when his friends requested him to prepare

«How can you ask of me such a servico?
[ a'cm to myself 10 bo Lanished to o ro-
mot neas from God's presence, in compar-
i on with which the distanco from east to
west i« vicinity, i+ cohesion.”

If such language s 100 strong to be
truthful to the common experience of the
class of professing Chiistinns to which those
whom it represents belong, wmany will
~dll discern in it, as an cxpression of
joylessuess in prayer, a auilicient approx-
unation to their own expericnee, to awaken
mierest i soma  thoughts upon the
CAUSKS OF A WANT OF ENJOYMENT IN
PIRAYER.

"The evil of such an experience in meer
is 100 oviousto need illustration,  If any
bt can be thrown upon the eruses of it,
dhere is po man living, whatever may be
Iirs religions etate, who has not an interest
in_waking it the theme of inquiry.—
« Never any more wonder,” says an old.
writer, * that men pray so seldom. For
thete ate very few that feel the relish, and
mo enticed with tho deliciousness, and.
rofreshed with the comforts, acquainted
With the scerets, of a holy prayer.” Yet,
who is it that has said, ¢ I will make them
Joyfulinmy house of prayer” 2— Still Howr.

PREACIH CBRIST CRUCIFIED.

Preach Christ crucifiedl ‘Turn not aside
from this, under the temptation of meeling
some question of the day, or fome bearing ofi,
the public mind, There is much mystic
verbiage, which some csteem to be of trans-
condental depth,  There is much pantheism
which some regard as original and sublime.
Your versatility will often be urged to follow
after these conceits. You will bo told ot
their amazing influence, They really ave:
nothing. They are the bubbles of the hour.
‘They cannot boast even a novelty. I con-
jure you, care little forthem. Yours is not
n diseretionary theme., It is unchanging.
Keep o it.  Abide by it, Itisone, butitis
an infinite one! Itis the word of Christ,
divinely true!  Itsrigidness cannever ham-
per your thonghit,  ltsiciteration can never
weary vourinquiry., Atno point canit re-
strict yon, It is alarge pluce, It is &
boundless range. Itis amine of \wealth,
1t is o firmament of power.  Whitherwould
ye go from it? It is the unwinding of all
the great principles. It is the expansion
of all glorious thoughts, It is the cae
pacity of all blessed emotions.

O Calvary, we turn to theet! Our natureg
a wreck, achnos, only canst thou adjustl
We have an aching void which thou canst
only fill!  We have pantings aund longings,
which only thou canst ratisfy ! Be thou the;
strength and the charm of our inward lifet
-Be thou the earnestness of our decpestinter-
cst!  Bethoninspiration, impulsion, divins
ity, andallt Qur tears neverrelicved us untxl.
thou tanghtestusto weep! Oursmiles onij'
mocked us until thou badest usrejoice! We
knew no way of peace until we found our
way to thee! Hope was banished from:ue.
until its dovo flcw downwards from. thes
upononr heart!  All wasdormantuntil thou
didst stir; all was dull until thou didat-ex-
citeus' Our cyesare still lifted tothec as
to the hill from which cometh our help)
Our feot shadl stand upon thee, O high-mouds
tain! and thou shalt make them cant)if‘
while we publishuthe glad tidings of 4 Christ

crucificd’—Rer, W, R. Hamilton, D.1.



