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‘higher good than aught that is temporary and

“MY CANDLE WILL SOON BE OUT.”

The hour was late, and the night was dark,
The blast was severely keen,

While, wrapped in gloom, in a dismal room,
A woman at work was seen ;

And as she plied her needle, she eyed
Her glimmer with anxious doubt ;

And, faint and sick, said, ‘‘ I must be quick,
My candle will soon be out.”

O man of God ! by the burial clod,
Which soon may be turned for thee ;
By life’s brief stay, by the judgment day,

B& time, by eternity. /
With every nerve thy eemer serve,
And spend not a day without
Strivin%t.o win precious souls from sin,
For thy candle will soon be out.

The Master’s course, till he reached the cross,
Was one of incessant toil ;

He bore thy woes, he subdued thy foes,
That thou mightest share the spoil.

To do God’s w'i.lli his law to fulfil,
He constantly went about ;

With every power he improved each hour,
And his candle would soon be out.

Be stirred, my soul, thou art near thy goal,
Time flies on the swiftest wing ;

Work while 'tis day, and in every way,
Thy powers into action bring.

Let my life be bright as a shining light,
Mgnspirit Iikera:rint'o. devout ;

My days are few, there is much to do,

y candle will soon be out.

O sinner ! think of the feeble link
Which holds thee above the grave ;

If that should snap—oh, woeful mishap—
No power thy soul could save.

Hell is the end to which sinners tend,
And short is the longest route ;

Weigh well thy fate, ere it be too late,
Thy candle will soon be out.

Whate'er you be, you will shortly see
The J m{ e of the earth appear,
Now, now%)e wise, for the dread assizo,
The day of the Lord, is near.
To fix your fate in a changeless state,
The Lord will descend with a shout ;
O seek his face in this day of grace,
For your candle will soon be out. i
—Qlive Lea

MAN'S CRY FOR THE LIVING GOD.
A SERMON.

Delivered .1‘ leluide ,\l,-’,‘v‘ 4(‘ Sunda
BY REV GEb. DOUGI;AS, CO-DELEGATE.
TeExT.—My heart :1:1|iTl_v-1il <h crieth out for the

living God.—Psalm 84 : 2,

What a wonderous collection is this Bock of
Psalms! What marvellous men were those, who,
threc thousand years ago, struck the lyre of in-
spired song, the strains of which have echoed
tgrough the ages, thrilling the hearts of those here
to-night, as they have the hearts of generations in
faroff time! It may be safely doubted whether
the wordd ever witnessed a specimen of manhood
so rich and noble as David, the son of Jesse—

| seen,—all go to establish to the thoughtful mind |
[that the human Spirit, in its better moments, |
ISlepremely aspires after the Infinite and the Invisi- |
| ble.

|‘ Now, fpr a few momehgs, let us consider the in- |
terpretation of this univer#M.craving of the spirit
after God. I observe, in the first'place, as an in-
terpretation of this craving, that the universal |
heart of man craves for a personal God. Man's
conceptions of the Deity have resolved themselves
into three historic forms: — 1. The Atheistic;
2. The Pantheistic; 3. The Mono-theistic. In
almost every age a fragment, small it is true, but
still a fragment, of the race have been found, who
have trampled on the deepest instincts of their
nature, and have flung themselves into the very
face of reason,

“ The solemn mountains lift their heads,
The Almighty to proclaim.”

Or the swollen acep, with its waste of waters, has
hurled the fals back as in the pride of their
unbelief they ha% wailed out the dreary cry, “No
God!" Rejectingone of the simplest axioms of
science, that every effect must have a cause, and
everything moved a mover, these men would have
us believe that creation is but a fortuitous com-
bination of atoms, under the guidance of unchang-
ing principles and of eternal law. But was ever
folly greater than that which would deny to
creation a creator? which would bankrupt the
universe . of moral goodness and drive the race
to orphanage, without a Father and without a
God ? Blot out the sun if you will; dry up the
sea; hurl down ‘the pillars of heaven, if you will ;
but leave us not drilging atoms in the infinitude
of space, without a Father and without a God.

If such is the Atheistic idea;, at the opposite
pole of unbelief we find the Pantheistic. (he
Atheists deny the primal truth that God is; the
Pantheists mﬂnit it. The Atheists see God nowhere;
the Panthesists see God everywhere. The one
looks on the world, wondrously sublime and fair,
and ripe with intelligent design, and resolves the
whole into the natural development of material
forces. The other beholds the face of the Divine
in every shape. Pantheism, whether it shades

\the instinctive hunger of the universal soul after a | the probability that they were peopled with un- |

counted millions of intellgences than the apostles | ever been devised by the ingenuit_v of man are so

of sceptism at once started the idea that just as
we trampled and passed over the tiny insect; so
amid the amplitudes of the universe do we stand as
infinitesmal nothings in the sight of the presence
of an infinite God. But how grandly did the pro-
vidence of God rebuke the blasphemy. Simultan-
eous with the discoveries that revealed the heavens
came the discoveries that revealed the earth, If
the one told us of worlds on high, tne other told
us of worlds in atom ins of sand thronged
with crowding millions of beings. It revealed the
fact that the eye of the summer fly or insect evil
dences a mechanism which sn es all the optics
of man, and the very dust bﬂl!th from the insccts
wings discovers a plumage more beautiful than the
colors of the rainbow, attesting and demonstrating
beyond the possibility of doubt that magnitude
and minuteness are alike in the estimation of God.

Oh, my brethren! there are few of us that have
faced these problems, that have not stood and
trempled at the ibility that we were passed
over by the God of the universe. Oh! say, thou
doubter, will God cil the flower that drinks in
the dew? Will He manifest His artistle skill in
the tiniest insect that flutters on the summer
breeze, and pass by, think you, the noble being
formed in His own likeness—in His own simili-
tude? The idea is as incredible as it is monstrous
and false. Now this doctrine of an Omnipresent
God is the burden of inspiration. It tells us that
He is present in heaven with His holy angels, and
present in all space; that He is present where rolls
the thunder and flashes the Yightning—whm
rages the hurricane and whispers the breeze —
where broods the darknesss of an eternal hell, and
where light makes its everlasting pinnacle. Lan-
guage cannot describe, with Il its imperial rich-
ness, what is comprehended in au omnipresent
God. But, it may be asked, Why does the heart
of man here crave for an omnipresent God? I
answer, that he craves for a present God to wor-
ship and adore. We are familiar with the power

Now all the false systems of relizion wnich have

many expedients to secure deliverance from guilt.
All the blood-stained altars of antiquity ; All the

self-inflicted tortures in lands remote—all are an
expression and conviction that there is misery in

requirements of the spiritual constitution of
man. This doctrine of which I am speaking has
| been symbolized in the heathen mythologies, and
the poets of the olden times are represented as
being inspired by their imaginary deities. When
those grand old poets sought for inspiration to

the state and that there is vengeance in the destiny. | pour out those songs that have lived through the

This deep conviction, this voice of the avenging

conscience, has been crying amfd the generations

ages, they began with invocation to their God,
that the true Promethean fire might be given

of men through long ages, and at this very hour | for lofty thought and for mighty endeavor, and
there are untold millions of the race that are|all this you see is closely akin to the teachings
wailing out the cr{ which they do not adequately | of our holy christianity.

ill

understand, *
his mercy clean gone for ever?”
spond to this cry of the anguished heart? Who!

’ |

the Lord be angry for ever; is| I know, as we heard this morning, that this is
{\ho can re-’ﬂ sceptical age. I know that there are fow

thinkers who are earnestly seeking to solve the

can solve this problem of human guilt? The depth fundamental problems of truth, who do not feel

saith It is not in me. The winds and the waters

the mighty movements of these times, move-

carry intelligence, but there is no wind, no water, | ments that are threatening to divorce the super-
to tell the story of human guilt. The wail|natural from our gospel, and resolve it into a

reaches the sky, it enters heaven, God hears it;
there is a voice of sovereign grace, J ‘
“ Oh ye despairing sinners, come, [

And trust upon the Lord.” |

It is not delegated to angels; it is not entrusted |
to men; it is the prerogative of God. “I, even I,
am he that blotteth out thy sins as a cloud, and
thy transgressions as a thick cloud.” Never, my
brethren, must we forget the precious attribute of
our Holy Christianity, that our religion of the
gospel is the only system that the world has ever
seer that stakes the divinity of its claim, not only |
on the bestowment of forgiveness but on the evn-l
dence which it gives to the inner consciousness of
man. Blessed be God that our section of the
Church holds the truth in righteousness, and that |
we can tell men that God forgives and writes par-
don on our hearts. Sor

Now I know that there are giftel men resplend |
ent with genius, mighty in literature, that ave con- |
stantly pouring out their reflections against the re |
deeming policy of the gospel. Only lately we heard
a great authority (but a most blasphemous author.
ity) who spoke of the shambles of odthodoxy, and |
of the sanguinary God that would not give forgive.

of presence. Who has not felt how the very pre-
sence of lisping infancy can restrain the man; and
awake the music of gladness in the mother's |
heart ; how the presence of kindred friends can |
kindle the soul to sublime ecstacy, and fire it for|

ness without blood, and that if men were wise, and
had got a right conception of the Divine, they would |
turn aside from the sanguinary gospel of redemption |
to the grander gospel of nature. We stand here to

|down into the fetish of the aboriginal savage, or | lofty endeavor. Now tell me if such is the effect| 587 that the work of God in redemption transcends

[ looms in the poetical uiterances of a Humboldt, — |
| Pantheisim, I say, denies utterly the doctrine of a
| personal God. The God of the Pantheist, what is
{he? The painted lespard and the snowy swan,
[the summer warbler that sings out his existence
lin the woodbine, that is his God. The glories.
|that awake in the morning, and sing the sun to|
(his ambrosial rest; the awful majesty of night
when all the planets with stately steps march out|
and watch a slumbering world, these are us God.
'Heaven's breath at morn, the music amid the

. pines, the higher soul and spirit in man—these,
«y *ind unnumbered others, are the Pantheist’s God,

Now it is perfectly manifest, and every heart
will respond to what I say, that neither of these
systems meet the necessity of your heart, nor any
heart, If you come to me with your Atheism and
| speak in glowing terms about unchanging principles

tand eternal laws ; if you =ay, these are thy Gods ;
oh! man, my heart repels the idea. Icannot love!
{ principles; I cannot love abstract laws ; study them
{I may, but love them I can never. If you come
{again to me with your Pantheism and speak of
| your emanations, and incarnations, &c., my af-
| fections repel the approach. I cannot accept such
labstract entities. What [ want is aliving, person-
al God, whose heart shall throb to mine, who
(shall reveal HiwseLr to my inner consciousness,

|

of presence as It pertains to the Finite, who can|
tell what must be the inspiration aud power that
comes from the felt presence of the Infinite ¥ Speak |
of a God enthroned in the far-off heaven, sur |
rounded with ranks of shining ones; it may be|
that you awake me to awe, and kindle alarm ; but |
you excite no emotion of love. Speak to me of a
God that is present, and the very crisis of worship |
is upon me. Oh! twice blessed is he that, with|
this doctrine of a present God, meets the craving
of the Spirit of Man. It is this that gives sub-"
limity to worship ; it is this that gives dignity to
the lowliest at God's footstool; it is this that
wields an empire over devout minds. We are not
here to perform a part, or listening tonight to
something amusing ; we are in the presence of the |
invisible God and

“ As flowers their opening Iraves diaploy,
And glad drink in the solar fire;
Ro may we catch Thine every ray -
N0 may Thy Spirit us inspire.”

But I note again, that the heart craves for a pre-|
sent God, in order %o secure sympathy aad suc-
cour now, The yearning of the heart of man for|
sympathy is universal as the race, inasmuch as
there are ten thousand ills to which we are ex-|
posed for which earth supplies no elixir. The|

Isracl’s sweetest singer and saintly shepherd king, [and upon whom I can shed the orient beam, and weary, stricken heart, instinctively looks up for the,
whose plenitude of generous excellence has never |fill with the summer bloom of my hearts intensest | sympathy that comes from above. Oh! the sym-

yet been recognized in any other man. By m.lt}xral
endowment, as well as by providential training,
David was fitted to hecome the expositor of the

deepest, most sacred, and glowing emotions of the |light this glorious truth shining out resplendent | and shallow fountain, compared with the oceanic|
] ‘ g @ -

soul—to tell the longings of the world's great heart
after the Inrixite.  How vast was the force of his
character ! and the scope of his life, how immense!
His wondrous harp was full strung, and every
angel of joy and sorrow swept the chords: but the
me%ody always breathed of heaven. By a stroke,
he could start sowe doleful cadence, whereon every
heart dissolved ; aud by a touch awoke the rap-
tures of the skies. To exalt him to the dignity of
singer for universal man, God led him into almost
every experience and condition, and carried him to
the sheep-fold or to scenes of pastoral engagement,
forming his character in sympathy with universal
nature. He took him to,the camp, and made him
a conqueror—filling his soul with the ideals of the
heroic and noble in life. He placed him in a pa-
lace, replenished with high conceptions of majesty
and sovereignty. He carried him into the wilder-
ness, that his soul might dwell alone in the temple
of God and His works. To every grade of sorrow,
down'to even the valley of the shadow of death—
through every phase of joy, to the most ecstatic
beatitude, was he led; and, therefore, throne‘d' on
high, in sight of all the ages, David stands visible
as the world's great master of the heart's deepest
longings, embodied in lyric, in immortal, and in
spired song.

This s:ﬁm, from which our text’is selected, we
find re Yete with much that is interesting; but }t
is chiefly remarkable for that uafolding of the soul’s
inner life to which all hearts instinctively respond.
Opening with the touching allusion to the taber-
nacles of God, the soul of the Psalmist rises to a
sublime enthusiasm, and is represented as * long:
ing,” and even “fainting,” for the “ courts of the
Lord,” he then gives utterance to the _lunguuge of
the text, *“ My heart and my flesh crieth out for
the living God.”

The subject, my-dear friends, to which we ask
your attention to night, is, the cry of the heart
after God, and the iuterpretation of that ery.. May
the blessing of the Spirit help the speaker in his

- weakness, and assist each and all of us in gleaning
. Some spiritual advantage from the present service.

e topic to which I would ask your attention to-

. night is,—The cry of the heart after God; and
- then the Interpretation of that cry. As you are

_serfectly aware, the universe is affluent witp evi-
ences of the Divine ; but nowhere is that evidence
ll-commanding as that presented by the Spirit

 of Man  That the constitution of the mind estab-

lishes (. existence of God, is a proposition that is

all but universally accepted. Just as the wondrous
" mechanism of the eye indicates its adaptedness for

the light, and the delicate tympanum of the ear
proves by its artistic arrangement its adaptedness to
the.undulltions of sound,—just as the soul’s ca-
pacity _for thought and for affection tells that there
are objects that are lovely and inviting, so the
universal sense of dependence upon sowme unseen
power—the sentiment which comes over the spirit
—that there is something without bound—the
faculty of worship—the profound instinct that is
deeper than all the shifting phenomena of life;
\

[love, i
Now such is the Monotheistic idea; such, the J
| God of the Bible. Behold in characters of living|

in every part of our spiritual firmament, iIlustmtedi
in the far off time, wnen Adam communed with ]|
God in Eden. Abraham pleaded in behalf of the
doomed cities of the plain and heard His voice. |
Jacob beheld His glory iu Bethel, and wrestled |
with the angd], the Messiah of the covenant. \

Moses saw Hix amid the awful thunders of the
mount, He called Samuel by name. He dwelt
beneath the Cherubim, amid all the brilliancy of|
the Shekiah, and the saints in every age have|
cried to Hiv as with them has ever been present
the abiding conviction of a personal God.

Yea, more than this, what is the cry of the
human heart, but “ Oh that I knew where I might
find Hiv, then.would I come even unto his seat,”
| Be astonished O heavens, and give ear O earth
at the condescension of God. ‘ No man hath
seen God at any time,”’ the only begotten of the
[ Father, he hath declared Hnw.”
| When Jesus spoke to his disciples of the absent
| Father throned in the royalties of heaven. Philip,
the representative of our manhood, bold, inquisi-
tive Philip said * Lord show ug the Father, and it
sufficeth us,” but says Jesus t& Philip * He that
hath seen me, (or,as one has well expressed it,
“ weeping with the living, weeping for the dead,
clasping innocent infancy in his embrace, siding
with the minorities of the weak when resnstm%]the
majorities of the wrong") Philip, he that hath
seen me has seen the Father.” Right regal did
our Immanuel walk the carth in guise of a man,
but he left the foot-prints of a God, and therefore
throned in the royalties of heaven we hail Hix as
our manifested God, and ascribe to Hiu Divine
hcnors, the consummated evidence to the worn and
weary hearts of men that there is a personal God,
an individual Deity that is closer to us than a
brother. o )

But again, secondly, we notice in the interpreta-
tion of this cry that the heart craves a personal
God. An Omnipresent God, as far as we can learn
was that which never flashed across those intellects
of heathendom, and hence feeling their need of a

ersonal God they 'multiplied those deities which
End existed in their imagination. In city and sohi-
tude, in mountain fastnesses, and smiling valley,
in every cave and by every stream, wherever were
found the foot-prints of man, there was planted the
shrine of a Deity. It was this want of ubiguity
on the part of these ancient deities that gave rise
to the sublime irony of the prophet Elijah, when
he directed the shafts of his ridicule against the
prophets of Baal. You remember well that he
oured out that innimitable irony * cry aloud for
Ee is a God, either he is talking, or he is pursuing
or he is on a journey, or peradventure he sleepeth
and must be awakened ? With the comming of
Revelation there came the sublime announcement
that the heaven of heavens _cannot contain Hv for
His presence fills immensity, but behold the de-
vice of scepticism! No sooner hu! science turned
her elass to heaven to read out its signs—no sooner
had it discovered that the universe was filled w"nth
countless worlds, and flung round that revelation !

pathy of God, who can describe it? What is the |
sympathy of the noblest nature that ever walked |

) . Ayl
the earth, but as a trickling stream from a faint |

sympathy of a God! The sympathy of man is
constantly . changing: the sympathy of God is
“without variableness or shadow of turning.” It|
marches forth with equal strides to all its attri-
butes, and works hand in hand with His Omnipo-
tence ronnd the circpits of Infinity; *for as the
heavens are higher fhan the earth, so great is His
mercy towards them)that fear Him.” The ampli-
tude of this sympathy ! it is wide as the cope of
heaven—it is catHolic as the air. 'Whereunto shall
we liken it, but unto the glorious sunlight that
has, during this sweet and holy Sabbath, fallen;
with blessings on our heads — that flashes from |
every sequestered wave its refulgent rays, and |

bathes with beams resplendent the tracts of Ent-‘
ern lands, or with sweet humility touches the low-,
liest things —filling evory flower, tipping every |
blade of grass, and shooting its kindly beams
athwart the golden fields of plenty. My brethren!
this sympathy comes to each of us; it comes to-|
night—it is found here

As a son of sorrow I speak to you to-night, the
sons and daughters ofsorrow. There are times when |
we are ready to doubt, as if God cared not for us.
We see the wicked like a green bay tree, flourish,
and the rigmeouﬂs/ﬁorely afflicted ; the lambs of
your flock fatten ag'sacrifices, the silver tongued joy
of the household is suddenly stopped like the Eolian
Harp that responds to the soft breath of summer the
strings suddenly snapped and never played out the
mejody. In your woe you are ready to exclaim
“My God, why hast Thou forsaken me.” Oh,
blessed 1s the inspiration of the thought that God's
silence is not indifference. When the Saviour stood
by the sepulchre the silence of His tears more strong-
ly indicated His tenderness andsympathy than when
with the voice of authority, he commanded the
sheeted and sepulchred dead to come forth to the
ranks of the living. Oh, we proclaim to you to-
night, ye suffering snd afflicted ones, hidden away
heart-broken, wearing the dead leaves of the long
summer time that is gone, we proclaim the sympathy
of God, ‘“My heart and my flesh cretih out for a
present and sympathizing God."”

In the interpretation of this cry we observe that

the heart craves a pardoning God. It is a familiar |

statement that this world is full of ¢ . But we
must not forget to draw the distinction that sin is
not in the material but in the spiritual —that it is in
man not in the world. This world God has made
an Andalusian vale of beauty—a creation, notwith-
standing the curse, brighter far than Tennyson's
land of the Lotus Eaters, brilliant tLough that
oet s conception be. We must constantly remem-
ger that there is no depravity in the material—no
passion in the things that are earthl¥. When the
granite rock fell from the heights of Quebec, and

and must evermore that of creation. Creation! that |
is the work of His fingers, for “ He stretched out
the heavens with His fingers.” Redemption! that
is the work of His own urm. ¢ te spake and it was |
done, He commanded and it stood fast.” Redemp

tion, that caused him the untold agonies of Calva-
vy, and the life of the Son of God.  Creation ! that
caused the sons of God to shout for jov; but Re-
demption called forth the angel's song. “ Glory to
Gm{ in ﬂlt’ bl.yh(‘&‘f, 1)("!-'(’ on Il“'f,'f H/l'[ L/ul:rl' will
toward men."

What is the interpretation gf the word but that
vast and mighty divine i oy which, in the sight
of an intelligent nnivez;;e, He was legalized to be.
stow the benediction ©f His love to man?  We
speak to yon to-night, then, of a God ready to

' pardon. But, my brethren, prodigals are we all—

we have all wandered from the Father's louse.

| There are, thanks be to God, many that have come

“home;"" but some are prodigals still, yet afar off,

| and the ery of the heart is often in the silent mo-
| ments of life, when the eye is biinded to tha Lril.

liancy of light; when the proud brow is un-
dimmed by the excitements of life—(You know [
am speaking to your heart of hearts)—*“Oh! if I
were a forgiven man!” Oh! cometo night; come
as you are, without one plea, We preach a pre- |
sent God and a present salvation—pardon for all
to-night with blood—a pardon that waits your ac
ceptance now.

Once more we notice as the interpretation of this
cry, that the Spirit craves for an indwelling God.
Impressibly magnificent beyond compare are the
attributes that give dignity to man. Gifted with
an understanding that can soar among the heavens, |
and with a genius that can solve the secrets of
nature; gifted with an imagination that can sum-
mon from the vasty deep of his own creative
power, pictures mare beautiful than artists have|
ever sketched, and scenes more resplendent than |
seer ever predicted ; gifted with the authority of
a kingly will—with an executive power that has |
built up the mighty movements of civilization ;
thus gifted, my fellow men, are we not always |
ready to bow and say, in the language of Serip
ture, **I say surely yeare Gods.’ But, after all,
the highest evidence of human greatness is, as you
will at once anticipate, found in the possibility of |
the sou.’s alliance with God. If you look beneath
the surface of your being, and into the spiritual
depths beneath, you find a strange yearning after
the spiritual and the invisible. g:ennore there is
a consciousnessh that we have lost some peerless |
boon, though everywhere we are not conscious of
its nature. Oh! the deep vacuum of the soul!
—the aching void, the restiess hunger of the spiriti
after a higher good than aught that is temporal, |
all tell that it must be God that has been lost. |
Impelled by this restless hunger of the heart, men
gather and surround themselves with property and
with power, climb the steep and slippery ascent
of fame in the wide field of intellectual research,
and seek to surround themselves with all that ar-
tistic genius can design in the forms of beauty—
all that friendship can win in the forms of tender-
ness and love., But does it avail? Go ask the
most illustrious experimentalist that the world
has ever witnessed, who trod the weary round of
every earthly pleasure,—go look at him in advanced
years, in a state of weariness, as he sits-enthroned
in solitary misery, and cries out * Vanity of
vanities, all is vanity and vexation of spirit.”
But I venture to say, that there is not a man
or woman that has come to the xespunsibili-|
ties of life, that is not ready to corrohorate the|
statement.  “ Vanity of vanities ; all vexation|
of the soul.” Thus must it ever be if you con.|
sider the nature of man, made for the eternal, and |
grasping the temporal; made for the real, and
grasping the visionary : made for the Divine, and

the honour of an endless life, which, as Bushnell
has beautifully developed, must go on like a
mighty engine of expansion for ever. It is at once
a proof of the vanity of all, save Christ; that if
you can gather up the whole material universe it
could not meet the deep and growing immortal
necessities of this vast and spiritual constitation

crushed out the life of the parent, and gave orphans
to the cold charity of the world, the fragment was
not filled with malice or murder. No, I repeat,
that sin is not in the world, it is in man. No reve-
lation is requisite to proclaim the guiltiness of man,
for that revelation you and I carry within us, in the
secret consciousness of our heart.

that is given to you. You caunot “minister to a

mind diseased "’ with matter. You cannot meet the |

| necessities of the aching cry with that which is
werely dust and dross. _
| Now from this we are come to the incontrover-

‘ tible position that there is nothing but the In
| finite that can meet the grand and far-reaching

| shall sing the glor

worthless nothing, u{xere form without power,
[ know this ; but, ohMbrethren, if this word be
the word of God; than must we believe in this
culminating doctrine of God dwelling in man.
What says the apostle ““ Know ye not that ye
are the bemrlu of the Holy Ghost. Alas! this spi-
ritual temple of our humanity is a temple in
ruins ; its altar fires are extinguished, nox-
ious serpents, and unclean birds possess it ; but
when God comes to the temple, he kindles agai

| the altar fires, and cleanses the holy place, and
| sets up the Shekfinah,—the indwelling, the com-

forting, the sustaining presence of God.

Do you know anything of this? Have you felt
the indwelling power of the Spirit? Can you pro-
nounce that Eureka, I have found the’ attesta-
tion of the Spirit; found the inner witness; com-
munion with God's Spirit. This is the soul's bless-
edness, its enrapturing beatitude. This it is that
releases the wondering of the Pantheist, in which we
come into the form of the secret and mystic commu-
;-ni‘onindemribnble, but, blessed be God, that can be
eit, )

And now, in conclusion, let me close with one
word. Is this God, this personal, present, sympa-
thizing, forgiving, this indwelling God, your ‘God?
[ suppose that this congregation is no exception to
the ordinary gudiences that we address. There are
friends and foes. The voice of wisdom is asserted
beyond doubt that there is no neutrality here, He
that is not for and with God is against God. Ah!
most appuling attitude to be against a personal, for-
giving, long-suffering, indwelling God.  He holds in
his hands the seven thunders of a terrible destiny.
He can break with a rod of iron and dash in pieces
the nations, like a potter's vessel. Though hand
Join in hand yet the wicked shall not go unpunished,
But I will not dwell here. He is waiting to-night
to be gracious. The watchword of cur christianity
is Come, and God manifest utters the invitation,
Come.  Weary hearts, longzing hearts, hearts that
are at urrest to-nizht, come. From this time let
your cry be My Father, Thou art the guide of my
youth.”

My Christiun fiiends, evers thing is passing away ;
the fashion of this world is perishing ; the lrriliiuu.cy
ot life is fading out: * friend after friend departs,”

The snows that T see scattered liberally on the
head of age, and the flashing even in the eye of
manhood. tell t] we are fast hastcning away.
What portion shall be ours? Thanks be to God !
the wodd will pass_away;. health and possessions
wiil also pass away: but God is my God for ever
and ever, and He shall be my Guide eveu unto death.
“Though my keart and flesh fail, God shall he the
strenzth of my heart and my portion for ever.”

Oh! let us cling to God, amid the circlings and
changzes of life's history: cling to the sense of par-
don : cling to the indwelling ol good. Then, when

ife's hi.—'t'n"-'_'§~ consummated, and the shadows of

| the sepulchre ome fast around us, like the sainted

David, stanTz in the maturlty of his vears, we
us paean,— ¢ Surely gooduess and
nerey hath followed me all the days of my life, and

I shall dwell 1 tho house of the Lord for ever.”
Amen,

Avoruzr  Witnprawan.—Rev. Marshall B
Smith, a respected presbyter of the Diocese of
New Jersey, has followed the example of the Rev,
Mr. Cracraft, and withdrawn from the Protestant
Episcopal Church. Mr. Smith was, for a number
of years, rector of St. John's Church, Passaic,
New Jersey, and for two years he was one of the
editors of the Protestant Churchman. The rea.
sons given by Mr. Smith are, that the Book of
Common Prayer contains “ germs o6f Romanism,
and as such he canno longer give it a hearty en-
dorsement, “‘ or honestly use certain expressions
which it contiins.” Nor can he conscientiously
obey ‘ certain canons which were passed by the
last General Convention.” Further, the teach-
ings of the *“Third Triennial Charge” of Bishop
Odenheimer, ‘ inculcating unconditional submis-
sion to ecclesiustical authority,” he cannot * en-
dorse or submit to,” and he adheres to the
truth taught in the Gospel, and its epitome,
' those noble Protestant formularies, the Thirty-
nine Articles, which savor neither of Arminian
nor Romish error, and which shine in the midst
of the Book of Common Prayer as a light in a
dark place. With these views Mr. Smith finds
himself in a position where he is forced to with-
draw, “not from the ministry of Christ, but
from the ministry of the particular Church known
as the Protestant Episcopal in the United States
of America,” and requests the Bishop to deal
with him according to the canon in such cases
made and provided. The editor of the Episco-
palian acknowledges that the letter of Mr. Smith
has caused sadness and regret. He says, “ We
cannot gainsay or take exception to any of his
positions, and we feel the pressure of the same
things which burdened his conscience. We have
borne them for a longer time than he has, and
have felt their accumulation increasing in weight
for more years than he has.” At the same time,
The Episcopalian usserts the purpose to remain

{in the Church, and ‘fight the evils" which

abound there as best they can,

grasping the human. We cannot but be otherwise | Wuaar 15 Mooerare Diixkize. —It is the doctor’'s
than miserable when we think of the clastic ea- | easy chair, lined with yellow, white and brown, in
pacity of the wondrous soul. When we think of the | which all the patients feel quiet happy. It is 'thc
deathless desire of the spirit that is zifted with  jight fingered gentleman who intends to feel eve

-corner of drawer and the very bottom of the urse,
[t is a beautiful serpent, whose fangs and feudly
venom are concealed in the dazzling of its coils,
It is a ship on a troubled sea, without an anchor.
or rudder, or compass. It is the landlord’'s bird-
I'm2, by which he secures his victims and shuts
them up in his cage. It is a delightful avenue,
lined with beautiful flowers filied with melodious
sounds, but leading to the caverons of the dead,—

“N. T AL"
| lI'.lVB the e wmrage to get out of bad im'np-iimtel]
| when you ask yourse!f the q1estion as to whethep
you shall do so or not.
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