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for moral muscle to shatier the brazen
serpent of effede orthodoxy ! O ror hero-
ism to discard the wnreal conventionali-
ties of religion. the lifeless ritualism, the
chilling formalism ! O for reformers {o
smite the shams and falselioods of veli-
gion—to sirip off the artificial trappings
which only conceal its natural form—and
to eall men back to the “eternal veri-
ties ! Ploedge yourselves to undying
warfare agtinst religious  affectation,
sentimentalism, makebelief ; and take
your stand like men upon conviction,
naturaliess. the realities of the spiritual
life.

And let it be clearly seen that your re-
ligion is not merely  a restraint—:
straight-waisteoat—a catalogue of prohi-
bitions—but an inspirntion—a producer
of ripe manhood—scending the currents
of manly lifc coursing throuzh your
whole being,  This is what youth craves.
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*Tis life of which our nerves are seant.:
“Iis life, not death. forr which we pant;
Aore life, and fuller, that we want.”

Tresent o Christianity that does neot
devitalize. but which brings with it 2
fuller life—atiractive to liberty-loving
youth. And {o this cend throw open the
doors of your whole nature to the Jife-
giving Spirit of God. Conscerate your
complete manhoad to Christ—your bodies
to bLe the temple of Christ—your intel-
leets to be devoted to the serviee of Him
and His needy brethren—your mord
powers to be used in extending His king-
dom of righteousness—your spiritual na-
tures 10 be made partakers of 1is like-
ness. Fling yourselves unreservedly up-
on Iis aitar, all you have, and are, and
ever hope to be, sayimr: “ Lord Jesus,
receive me: I am thine pow, wholly
thine and thine forever, Amen”

We olider children grope our way.
TFrom dark behind to dark betore :

And only when our hands we Iay,

Dear Lord, in Thing, thie night is day.
And there is darkness nevermore.

Reach downward to the sunless deep,
Wherein our guides are blind as we

And faith is small and hope delays ;

Take Thou the hands of prayer we raise.
And let us feel the light of Thec.

—John Grecaleaf Whitticr.




