
civilization ; but undcrneath these
splendid robes the ancient self is the
sanie as it wvas in other ages. In the
essentiai featnres of his nature nian re-
mains uniclianged. Sorrow in the

.nîetcenth century is thie sanie as it
%vas at 1-lebron when Abrahanm "camne
to niourn for Sarah, and to wcep for
lier." The pressure of life, îvîth its
harassing cares, is as heavy now as
wlien the Psalinist said, Il Ohi, that I
had wings like a dove ! for thien would
1 fly awvay and be at rest." The prayer
of Moses, "I beseecli Tliee, show nie
thy glory," is true to our nature; for
we also desire to know Cod. TI'Ie
Apostie wvho said, "O0 wretclied nian
that 1 arn !w'ho shall deliver mie froni
the body of this deaitli ?" expressed a
sense of sin wvhicli is feit by our liearts.
When ive have lowered 'into the earth
the lifeless fornm of sone one ive love,
ive look throughi our tears into the
open grave, and ask ivitli infinite con-
cern, ini the words of job, " If a nian
die, shall lie live again?" Seeing, thien
that nian reniains the saine, in al the
great elenients of his nature, notivitx-
standing the advancement of knowv-
ledIge and the progress of civilization,
it is evident that hie needs the gospel
noiv as much as at any fornmer tinie.

Thiree things are certain : first, mnan
miust have a religlion-it is the deepcst
ivant of his nature ;,second, lie cannot
diséover a satisfyixig religion for hini-
self, as is provided by the spiritual
liistory of the race; and, third, there-
fore wre must contir.ue to preacli ta
inii the gospel *of thc grace of God,

for that is NvhIat lie needs.

THE UNIREST 0F THE AGE.

Wre sliouid take our view of man's
nature froin the thirsting of Jesus Christ.
H~e speaks of a hunger and thirst of the
soul wvhich no earthly good can --tisfy,
and to those H-e appealed ini his
preaching. W~e also niay do the sanie;
for the hunger and tlxirst reniain. The
literature of the age bears tcstiniony
to thc unrest that cxists iii the minds
of men. In the ablest %vritings of our
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tinies, both prose and poetry, tliere is
an under-current of sadness, a sobbing
sorrow, rnourîxful as txe.siglis of the cap-
tive I-ebre'vs wvhen tliey wept by the
river of Babylon. We have escaped
froni the EgYpt of barbarisin intu the
Canaan of civilization ; but stili the
old discontent is uipon us, and we seek
a "lbetter country."

Lufe at the prcsent tinie is character-
ized by intensity. Civilization, instead
of ciainîing utir spirits, stinîulatcs theni
into greater activity. Business, plea-
sure, the learned profession, liteiatture,
and ail the arts of lire, bear îvitness to
our liurried earnestness. We bend the
bow to the breàtking point. Our liearts
pant because of the rapidity of the race.
This intensity of the life lias its first
and deepest cause in our spirituial
wvants, in the thirst and hunger of the
soul. ýVhen evexîing is corne, and the
chuld is tired, lie dcsires this thing,
then another, alter thiat sonie other toy;
and having received thein ail, lie iveeps
for somcthuig else. L1ut it, is rest and
slccp that lie wvants rather tlîan the
toys for whicli lie shed s0 manv tcar.s.
So of men ; there is an inquietude~ in
their minds, the cause of wliiclî they
do not undcrstand. They suppose
that if they could possess richcs, or
commnand the pleasures of the world,
or obt.iin the knowlcdge, tflec office,
the social position, or the fraine for
wlîich they long, ail wvouid be vcll wvith
theni. But they are in error ; for their
restiessness lias its origin in thicir spiri-
tual instincts. It is Il the peace îvhich
passeth the understanding," the rest
v$hicl is fouid int God aloxie, tliat they
need, aitlîoughi they kuiow it not.

Let this encourage the preaclier to
deciare bis message of love. Let his
preaching be according to the truth,
and ini the spirit of tiiese ivords, and
lie shal flot speak in vain : IlConie
untoi M-e, ail ye that labor and are
lieavy-laden, and I w'ihl give you rest.»
It is truc, also, ! that ail Nvill flot believe.
Like Pilate, sonie will aslz, IlWhiat is
truth ?" and there end the rnatter.
The frivolous Athenians ivill ixiquire,


