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rejoîce. But hie is flot allowed to rest there. They begin to tell bim all aboutGod. Just as hie bas made up bis mind to tbînk of God as the Father of man-kind, invisible, yet greatly felt hy ail His chiidren, as sowing the earth withipleasures, as Ne bas sown the heavens with stars as making provision for thebappiness of every disposition and every burnan taste; as in providence caringfor ail, and in love saving ail ; I say jtist as hie bas made up bis mmid to tbinkof God that way, bie is startled by a peal of tbeologic thunder, and hiinded by aflash of tbeologic lightning. He is tauglit, not by word, neyer by word, blit byimplication, which any bonest man ivili find in what tbey say; he is taugbt by im-plication that God is finite, flot infinite, is not perfect, but irnperfect, imperfect inlove, in power, in wisdom and in justice. He is represented as being attimes fiillofmercy, and at other times bot w'ith a vengeful anger. At one place bie is tauigltthat God is omnipotent, but is always tbwvarted by the devil, bis purposes everbeing broken off: the children of bis mmnd and heart stolen from biîn ne ver tobe restored again, for the roaring lion bas divided the worid with the Maker ofit. Light is eternal, and so is darkness-misery is as immortal as joy-sin asholiness-hell as beaven.
At another place bie lieare most of this ridiculed as ivorse than folly.Tbey use such words as Liberality and Breadtb and Utility. They talkof love at the root of ail tbings, and love as the arch of ail things, butlie finds that this love is but weakness, for mercy to be perfect must have anlattribute of justice. And it occurs to bim to ask, Il Why, if Love is God andGod is Love-if the universe is ruled upon tbe principle of tenderness-why isthere so much oppression-vby so much weeping and wvoe in the eartb-wby s0much sin and consequent sorrow ?" He asks that-that question ivbiclî at sometime or other wilI break from the lips of every serious nman. Ne asks the whyand the 'wherefore of so much. evil-and the moment hie does that lie bias put bisfinger upon the awfol, gaping, bleeding wound of the universe. He goes fromschool to scbool of Theoiogy ; bears beavy professors talk in a heavy wvay, as ifthey had studied the art of duliness ; little parties bere and there imumbling outtheir Sbibboleth after the pattern of the Fathers. Great parties bere and therewith minds discordant and hearts opposed. Contradiction everywhere-asser-tion and contradiction. Each quite sure of himself-his reason and lus judg-ment. But those many theologic palaces made mostly of straw, can give theyoung enquirer no home, or even resting place. It is an awfLul time for him.Ne is beginning to lose himself in this maze. Ne is in a dense, dark forest, ascore of ways seemn leading out, but wberever bie ttîrns the road is lost again iiithe tbick undergrowtb. Ne can bot flounder on, sick at beart because bie basbad to, give UI) much, and the mind which was once s0 calm is now a chaos.But bold !-wbat is the sotind that coules breaking the silence of the forest,for a sound it is now, swellhng-sonorous. Ne goes toward it, eager, liopefull,Perhaps be will find some teachers bere wbo will solve the problems that troublein bis mind. Ah, lie is fortunrate, for bie bas happed upon the sacred cloister ofthe modemn sages where aIl wisdorn is taught. 'I'ey greet him beartily-con.gratulate himi on baving broken witli theology and applaod bimn for luis manifestdesire to seek and find the trutb. Enquiry, tbey say, is good if in tbe rigbtdirection. And this is the right direction. Science and phiiosophy wili tell thesecret of life and the universe. Theology is a science falsely so-called : the factsof theology are at variance witb the facts of science. The Hebrew story of crea-tion is a beautiful myth-nothing more. See bere, this bit of Stone, this bone ofan old worid mammal-teli another sttdry from that of Moses. And the youngenquirer is glad. Ne will find belp) now, for bie is in the place wlbere tbey teaclbwith authority. He pits bis great first question-' See bere, my masters, I arntroubled. I used to think of God as a familiar firiend : to my cbildisb imagina-tion be was near and always similing. But I bave eaten of the fruit of knowiedgeand ail is cbanged. The old belief is gone, and yet, 1 would believe in God-ina King of kings and Lord of lords. I bave liad moments when the visiontook a sweep of meditation, and a great mystic presence seemed to wrap meclose around-or, 1 seemed to grasp as upon some granite pillar and climbuntil my head broke into a brigbt, sulent, spirituial world, and turning tluis wayand that, I saw, or thougbt I saw, a God. Again and ever again, as it semis tome, there fails upon mny ear a voice. I listen, but cannot tell the words. Williyou interpret for nme my tbought and my vision, for I would know tbe truth,wbether 1 aîîd the world have a God or no. I would know myseif, my life anddestiny. ' And they give bim lofty answers with iofty air of wisdoîn. Thbe firstto take the teacher's chair is the immortal Britisb Sphinx. Ne is a well-bredman, no coarse and slovenly scbolar, but a man of culture, of refinied senti-Iments-a mari wbo by natural right bas inherited aIl the wisdom of the past,and borrowed a littie firom, the future. So he is sage and prophet ail] in one. 1mnean-who eIse could 1 mean-Mr. Matthew Arnold. Ne opens bis mouth tand says, Il Hear instruction, my son, and listen to, the voice of the wise nman. 1will teacli you in tire way of 1 sweet reasonrableness.' 1 wiil lead you tlirough rflowery fields of knowiedge until you shall feel restful in possession of tire sweet-ness and the light. I wi show you how to look in literature for truc andbeautiful dogma. But put away your foolisb not ion as to God-you, bave iearnt iit from the Bible-it is coarse, it is flot poetic, it is flot philosopic-it is simpiy I-anthropomorpbisrn." Il W/iti is that-I beg your pardon, 1 scarceîy caughit athe word." I said it is simply anthropomorphism-tuat is to say, In general,vas God is said to have fornîed man in bis image-the image of God-man bas ireturned the compliment, inwardly or outwardly, and bas made God in the iimage of man. So you have constructed a non-natural man by dropping out ail 1that in man seems a source of weakness and inserting the contrary. Tbat isyour God. Put the notion away. I will tell you wbat God is-it is the Eternal sPower, flot ourselves that makes for righteousness." And the youing man wbo cbas caught something of tbe teacber's sweetness and is dazzled by the teacber's Ciight, repeats the mighty phrase, "An Eternal Power, flot ourselves that makes Sfor rigFteousness,"-and meekiy to bis own soul says, I wonder wbat it is ?"1 nAnd tbe great man says, IlYotî do flot understand, dullard that you are, then let isme pyt it in a plainer form, 'God is but the unconscious deification by man of enatural law." ' Ah, bere is puzzledomi commenced. God a non-natural man. eGod the unconscious deification of natural law. But others corne to, make it i*asy--and he puts again bis question, Il Masters of knowledge, tell me bave I a sIGod-what is be? wbo is be ?" "lOh yes," makes answer one weil known, jclié You have a God, for there is somewbere in the universe a maximum finite trbrain-a finite intelligence bigber than ail others. Oh no, do flot talk of an n

Infinite Mind and Wili, there is no such thing, there can be no such thing. Godis sinmplythebiggestdeBiologist-the most prodigious Protoplastoligist."1 Confu-sionwore cofouded What can it be, what will the young man do ? Hewants bread, and they feed him with wind. He asks for simple answers whicha plain man might understand, and thev mock his desire with show of wisdomand high sounding words. And what is worse, lie finds infinite confusion andendless contradiction in their schools. TaIk of the strife of theolo gy andchurches-it is a heaven of sweet harmony compared ii the clash and jangleand discordant noise in the camps of philosophy and science. What and who,is God? is his eager question-is He here-is He father and brother to me-ailwise, ail powerful, ail loving--does goodness go forth from Hirn to bless andbeautify the ail of things ? Oh no, says Matthew Arnold, speaking for philoso-phy"' God is only the deification of natural law by ancient Hebrews, only theEternal Power, flot ourseives that mnakes for righteouisness." 1, Oh, no," saysHuxley, speaking for science, IlDon't speak of a conscious being, God issimpiy the greatest scientist of life, which we cali Biology. He is sirnply thegreat Originator, which we cali protoplasm." I t is nonsense to talk of it at ail,"says S. Miii, IlThere is no God of any kind, don't use the word except forpublic purposes to compel decency and order." "lOh yes," says Tyndall, thegreatest charlatan of the age, who has just brains enough. to appropriate tohimseif the wvork of other men. il Oh yes, there is some being you must cailGod, for in miy heaitby moments of contemplation, when 1 see the buds atSpring time brïsting into leaf or flower, I feel that there is a mmnd somewheregreater than my mind, a vast, informing and energizing power working at theroots of ail things." So atheim lias mû~re theories than tbeoiogy. Sciencespeaks ivitb the confused tongries of Babel. 'Fhey ail bear eager testimiony fornegation, but as when Christ stood before lus accusers, " neither s0 doth theirwitness agree together." Il And what about mari," asks Our youing enquirer, nowmade desperate by bewildermient, " what about mari, bis origin, his life of intel-lect and eniotion, and bis future destiny ?" "lOli , says Mr. Herbert Spencer,Iit is simple enouigh; man lias evoived bimself out of the primiary inert uncon-scious puip. He is the first-the protoplastological evolution of ail conscious-ness." Il Nothing of the kind," says Prof. TIyndall, " Man bas been developedby the operation of anl insoluble rnystery." IlYou are flot correct," speaks outour Darwin, Il I have traced nian] back step) by step), process by process, and Ifind that maîi lias been evolved from a monkey. The multitude of ages havebeen silently but sureiy 'vorking liard to flatten his face a bit and take bis tailaway." Il Bah," says Carlyle, the great worshipper of force, thouigh it lie in theboots of Peter the Great, Il 1 am aweary of that, what a poor, mniserable, stinkingthing it is, Darwin's phiiosophy of dirt." 'l See here, I will show you ail aboutit"says Auguste Compte, the science and philosophy of human life, "Rathese My books, tbey are only 94, and you wvill find that man bas three stages ;first, the theologic, in 'vbicb you probabiy are-a time of chiidhood, when liemust have a (;od and forni of w'orsbip ; then, the nietal)hysic stage, to vxhicbthese gentlemen, the men of science and pbilosophy have realched - and then:the third stage, whîcli is the p)ositive stage, and which I have reached, in whicbknowiedge is perfect and God is needless. Reach after that and in 'visdorn findpeace." And so they jangle and 'jar, and use great Ivords to biind the unsus-pecting-and build iii pretentious looking phrases whicb, whien exarnined, havenothing in them-and the end of it ail is tbîs-that our young enqturer, insteadof one God, wlbo in Kinghood rules ail-and in Providec asfoalanin love is the Father and brother of ail, whose ne aresin forc alladbeits the eartb around and touches ail witih powver and wvill to biess-he bas twogods imposed upon him, I natter " and Ilmust be." Matter is bis biard, cold,beartless, pulseless and passionless brother, and "e Mist be " bis grim and crueland ruthiess father. Wliere -shaîl he go? Who will show him any good oftruth ? I)iscord everywhere. Do you wonder that hie begins todoubt it ail ?the teachers and their teacbing ? And that is the rnost awfitil moment in aman's life-when the soul begins to find that manlY of the props it bas blindlyrested on are not oniy old, but rotten, and ail of them to be suspected: whenthe soul begins to féel tliat horrible insecurity which springs from tbe fact thatthe hand bas ioosed its hoîd uipon.things once dear, and now the band is empty,and so is the aching beart. It is an awful hour ;let him Who bas passedtbrough it say how awful, when life begins to iose its meaning and shrivel to, aspan : wben the sad miysterious Here seems to point to no Hereafter-wben thegrave appears the end of all-God dead and aIl men orphans hman life but as afoating bubble on the wave, to clash against somne rock and break and pass:îuickly out of sight; when the sky above is but a dead expan se, black with thevoid from wbich'hope, and even God himself have disappeared Fro the edge ofbat dread abyss some recoil back to a narroWer formn of faith. and îfan fn*est in unquestionuîîg assent to somne creed that is called infallible. With New-man they walk to the edge, look down witb horror and dismay upon the drear, sadlepths, and then in fear. arud tenlderness recoil back and back, to rest in theLrms of a ty« rant Romanisin. TIhey will give up the intellect lior ventuîre furthern the way of searcb. But others like this youing prodigal will take the plunge.t looks like liberty beyond. No sbadowed gloorny ]and at ail, but smiling fields,.îîd waving forests, and running rivers and smnging birds, and feasting men andvomen. No hewildering tbeology, no puzziing theories of scientific trutb, butiberty and joy, and Joy and libertY So they go crsigover the barer'andnto the land of the alien. That *stenxtSae crasbng b arosanrooivers.
ht is flot difficuit to know what is meant by that. Somne Of Yy can recali pas-ages in youir past life tîlat wiîî answer to it. The~ casting off of ail restraint, theomnplete abandonment of mmnd to ail that can intoxicate and bewitcb. Nood, whose love shall grieve or anger wax hot, no heaven to seek, no bell tohun, no cords Of moral iaw to bind to duty; no Outcrying of the Conscience,.o violence*done to reason, but liberty, fiall and Perfect liberty Then if ever it

that the passion' are let loose, for why should they he restraine ie i siver hat onor is. made less than gain, and pleasure is the only duty. Fl/e, ifver the profligate in mmid becornes profligate in life, the inward evil hursts out1sinful deed : the Poîîuted founitain gives forth a dark and bitter and deadlYtream. Oh a grand time bas corne to the wanderer, a tinie of freedom and of)y: hîow be lauglis at the old scarecrows and bugbears that used to make himemble ! Ne Nyonders that bis brother can be such a fool and stay in such aarrow homne. Wbat a farce ail the forms of worship are. What hypocrites theý


