
" Thb thing btftrt men was a human lift, entirely native, and
unflinchingly ttmpltte. hi ctnditions were those of human
simpRcity, unadtrned and undisguised. Andyet it was undeniable

that in the texture of human history a new thing had appeared.

Perfect stainlessness, perfect sureness of spiritual intuition, and as

it seemed cf communion with the Unseen, a tone of unique and
unfaltering authority, centrihuted elements in an impression which

Included, and was g 'ter than, thtr "11.
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" We who look back fr. m such . distance, who have seen so

much crumble and alter, fvhc ^elong to a generation which has

changed everything, and wH-n feels itself on the brink offurther

change, who ha > 'en the ou . r form andfabric of the religion in

which this ttvin^ ' nth found iiody cracked, and shaking, and dis-

figured, and as it may seem to many awaiting by destruction the

end ofits decay—we still find that one Name is honouted above

every name.******
" Do we ask what explains this wi iderful thing, what secret is

at the heart of all this f Ah ! there we are upon the very threshold

of the inner Sanctuary, and it is notfor me to-day to enter there.

Only we may put to ourselves the question whether it may not be

that that old kinship between man and the Being, high and holy,

who in Nature is part revealea and part concealed, that kinship

which is the secret ofman's i>ower to interpret Nature, which makes
all his best moral effort seem to him to be but a response and an
imitation—whether it may not be that that kinship hasfound at length

some new and full completion, a unity final, and yet infinitely

germinal."—"The Fulness of Christ," E. S. Ts^lbot, Bishop cf
Winchester.


