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gevulsion of feeling, unless something can he found to bridge the chasm which
yawns between theory and fact, theactual and the ideal. Utopia, as its name
implies, is nowhere upon this earth. The spirit of reflective meditation alone,
when it is carried into ordinary intercourse, will not be sufficient to raise usto
the lofty standard of the heathen poet when he said : “I am a man ; and no-
thing that pertains to man do I think foreign to me.” To the element of
thought must be added the element of true emotion, as we go fortb
from the study into the school of life. “ Knowledge puffeth up; but
charity buildeth up.” The one alone inflates like a bubble, which is always
in danger of bursting; the other produces a true and even develop-
ment, and rests the whole character upon a firm foundation. We are
in unhappy case if we think more highly of ideas than we do of men. For
men are moved most by an intelligence which is loving, and by a love which
is intelligent, They may feel, for a time, the influence of great mental powers
which have no warmth about them, and seem to evince little concern for the
welfare of the race. So, too, they may feel, for a time, the influence of
genuine, impulsive affection, even though it is not sustained by sound judg-
ment, and may forgive many stupid follies, because the unconscious blunder
is wellmeant. But neither the cold philosopher nor the shallow reformer
<an long maintain a hold upon the throbbing life of men. He who would
realize the highest possibilities for himself and for others must possess what
Mrs. Browning calls ““a brain-lighted heart,” with intelligence to discern
and love to supply the supreme needs of humanity.

This is the symmetrical and harmonious life towards which it is our
Lusiness to aspire. This is the life which is revealed in its perfection in the
man Christ Jesus, whom one scene discloses alone by night upon the hill,
and another engaged in His loving toil, going about doing good; whose
hours of contemplation rang with His heart’s great cry for the world, whose
hours of action were made sublime because He carried into every one of
rhem the strength of quiet converse with the Kather who is in Heaven.
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