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When some ol" ns beeoiiic stionj^er than the re«t nnc will to-

gethtM' demand the bn-ad oi the strong." Henee tiui entire

freedom from eant, the naturalness, the wise and attractive

reasonableness of the discourses composed' in such a spirit;

contrasting, oh, how stiongly, with the wihl exti'avagance, the

vulgar exiggeration, the frank egotism which is dis|)laycd by

mol'c than one ])rominent pulpit of our day. Surely po[>ula-

rity is i)U)'chase<l at too great a cost, when it involves the

sacrifice at once of the saeredness of the sanctuary and the

self-res])eet of the ])reaeher.

Inhere is still another characteristic of N'inet s sermons, too

striking to be passed over even in this l>rief estimate; they

ai'e marked by a certain tingt; of sadness—marked, not

manetl; it is in part even the secret of the charm which they

have foi' the sensitive reader. For tlie tcme of melancholy, if

one must designate it l)y such a term, which per\ ades th(.'m,

is that of a pure and gentle spirit, .saddimeij and chastened by

the sight of human sin and human suffering. One has only

to listen to its strains to coid'ess their 8])ell. "Every soul,*

doubtless, cairies within itself a ti'casure of soi-row. It is

even a condition (.)f our nature, that in all our joys, even the

most intiiuse I know not what s(M"row ever mingles, as in a

song of gladness, a hollow murmur, or a stilled groan. It

might be said that the very voice of joy awakens in the

depths of the soul ashnabeiing grief:" or again "Tiife is passe*

amid temptations to joy incessantly repressed. Jo}' has mo-
ments, sorrow the whole of life. That is a moment of joy
wIk^i a cheiished hope is realized; that is a life of sorrow
when we feel that the successive realization of all our hopes
lias not filled the infinite abyss of the soul. That is a moment
of iov, which <jives us the smile of a beautiful da v,' the sun
so plea.sant to behold, the free develo[)ment of any t>f our
powers, the feeling of existence in the ])lenitude of health;

that is a life of sorrow which hurries proujiscuoilsly to the abyss
hefoi'e us oar good and our evil liours, oui' })ains and our

] Measures, nay more, oui- soul itself; for the thoughts and
artecti(jns of which it is compo.sed piecede us to the tomb,
w idle of all that we po.ssess and all we have been, we can re-

tain nothing, no, not even our most cherish<Ml griefs." Or
once more "From the very sources of ou'' happiness s))ring

forth bitter soi-rows. Our mt>st tender attachments arm death
with some of his sharpest darts; for although St. Paul has
said with truth that "tlie sting of death is sin," it is true that

this sting multiplies itself and makes sharp points of all the

flowers with which we deck our heads. Kverv crown of


