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trustnes. Larg~e sUlfls have been
pledged by a number of wealthy
gentlemen, amounting, in ail to be-
tiveen $300,000 and ;S400,000.

THE GROWTH 0F A LITUIRGY.

WB have sometimes heard it ob-
~jected te, the Liturgy, by our non-
liturgical friends, that the repetition
of the same prayere and praises
mnust, gradually, duil the nxind to,
their meaning and power. There'
is, undoubtedly, te the undevout,
somne danger hore. It ise a danger,
hawever, by no nieans confined to,
the uses of a Liturgy. The Word
of God itself, by continuai repeti-
tion: loses its nieaning to the care-
less and irreverent. The soul is Qn
probation, in the use of ail means
of -race, and there is danger, in ail,
of spiritual deaduess, from. fainiliari-
ty. The danger shouid be recog-
ifized and guarded against in the
use of the Liturgy. Clergy and
laity should both corne to our soiemu
worehip wvith minds and hearts at-
tentive and prepared.

But it je not repetition in itself
that deadens the spiritual power of
a Liturgy, though edoako-
edge the danger. A knowledge of
human nature shows that repetition
is the very power of a Liturgy, the
very secret ofjts hold on the heart.
That je the -reason why a Liturgy
cannot be extemporized, why an ex-
texnporized Liturgy je the met bar-
ren formalieni.

A Liturgy is a gjrowth. It 's the
accumulation of centuries. It je
the prayers of the boliest in the
past. It je the praises of thq saint-
liest in ail the ages. It cornes down,
burdened with xnost sacred meinor-
ies,sanctified with loftiest and hoîjest
associations. These prayerd ha-ve

been the utterances of the greatest
braine, and the holicet hearte, for
centuries. TheF4epraiqes have been
hallowed by the puresL lips that
ever spake. These petitions have
gone up from dungeon cells, where
Christion hermes prepared to give
life for faith. These hymne have
rung in triumph round blazing pile
and bloody rock. iDivinest sorrow
has breathod theise mi-gereres. Div-
ineet joy has winged these jubilate8
to God. They are at last the con-
centrated worship of the Christian
ages. Every pain and every giad-
nese, every mournful defeat, every
ioorious triumph, in ail the cycles

of the Church'e story are living yet
in these words of power. They
have been whispered %vhen an in-
fant died; they have been wailed
by the lips of a emitten maiden,
asking mercy of a chastening God.
The.r have echoed in the laborer's
cottage, hie thanksgiving for hum-
ble mercies te, the lowly; they hwre
rung through the vaulted roofs of
grand cathedrals a people's shout of
glory for deliverance, te, the great
"God of Battles." They are not one
mian's words, one heart's utterances.
They are the wvorld's worde. They
are humanity's cries te heaven for
ages.

Thus has our Liturgy grown.
Thus does it corne te us. Such a
Liturgy can neyer be mnade. Such
a Liturgy only grows. The oak of
centuries stands by the band of God.-
It has grown to what it je by His
wvill. Men do not make either oakg
or Liturgies. lhey may plant and
prepare the ground for both.

'Trhe growth of a Liturgy into the
individual hegrt, and life je by just
the sanie proce8s. ?oesibly the
"cMornin, and Evening Prayer"
speaks to, no two seuls alike. For
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