
THE I)omiNIoN PovIEw.

troi Ns hici me ijuote the ahove edito-
lii isîpeftrs this letter front a corre-

5 ,ondient, Il E. N. 1>.,'' wlhose deîîcrip-
toiIl w ill fit, t) a t of prolîably a 1-i ge
m i- N oi riv f the SinîIay performnîes
at thet ortliuuilix e)' irces, wliere the
o.11lvN gods rculIy' worshijîped are the
'Ii lity of Mitnioii, Consfort, andl

M'uotlieî (ru îuiy

-Výeierday I attnded the moring
ýýervi< e in OOCe of y<îur great city clîu!cbes.
severaI clergyme n were present, and there
usas a large i i)ngri'gatioii. 'l'le sermion
wits on tlie high calling of tie Christian

iiiiîistry. The clergyman iîîust lie an up-
riglit niat. H2 lihas to deal with eterniiy.
lie repiesents i;od on earth and mi in

hetaven. He ioîist draw the line hetuseen

justne... and .irjustness. TIhe mîari who
s ci aled tu the mnistry of Gcîd is called
t0 cmue up higluer, etc. Adiirahie coin-

îiionhilace !No nee tri think or feel here.

IIniuiiîcrable prayers, long and short

the Iord's Prpyer twice. T1here waS ai%
alterîîatitr. il many voices, among theni
one esieciall>' pleasant that intoned the
Litany. Purpie and fine inen, perfumuc,
1a dirn, religious light,' five hiindred per-

sons weil dressed and physicady cornfort-
able for two hours. But 1Oh, the pity of
it, ago

I he sound of music was as the trilling
of nightingales end the gush i .Ioodland
streams tu the weary traveller in the de-
sert. Otherwise it was 1words, w,>rds,
word.' Vain repetition. What solace to

the perplexed heart and brain ? Nu pilace
for the God of love :ail for the (oul of
incense-the saine God to whoni the Ro-
mans sa-rificed their bullocks.

II lielieve in the eternal veiities. 1
helicve in tie divinity of Christ. But with
aIl mny sou] I dishelieve in a church tbat
can substitute a perfect routine for an
active, living, warning factor. Better a

hundred times a moral theatre than a cut-
and-dried, lifeless ,hurcli.'
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(1H, coirne, gentle spirit !lieow long wvill you tarry?
Tiio fleet are your viits, tue, Swift sb your flight;

The momnents are t1ying, tbe nId year is dying - .
Corne, rest your whvite wings in my hosom to-night.

Oh, cist your hright robes round the flaw in each idol,
And let me hehoîd but the seinhlance of clay;

To-night, in rny dreaming, 1 usould have the seeming
Of catîkerless roses that fade flot away .

To.night, I ain tenderly, wistfully tbinking
Oif hearts heavy-laden witb sorrow and care,

Of idols aIl shattered, of friendships aIl scattered,
0f bright hopes aIl ended in doubt and despair.

If nuy foot bath trespassed to sadden my neighhor,
Fo cause hirm a heart-ache, a sigh, or a tear,

Ere bis bearti rnay harden, 1 crave for bis pardon-
(;od bless him, and serid brui a Happy New Vear.

Oh, leave ii white gleam from your wing in departing-
A leaf fomn the oliue-hrancb-emblen so, dear !

To briglk 'en tbe dawîîîng and gîadden the morning-
'lo greet with a wecoine the eoming New Vear!

E. E. CIIEVELEY.
Ioit )IL Inrastigatur.
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