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with which hie paints the pîcture of ives devoted to efforts Ii the service of the

race, spent iii labouring, each of us ini bis own sphere, to bring about the granud

ideal hie fancies for huuranity, and drawing strengtb and reward for long years of

toil in the anticipftion of what muan will be whuen those noble dreams shahl have

been realised at last-even thiough uc shaîl neyer sec wîhat we have wvrought so

hard to, vin. It is vain to deîuy, moreover, that thiese dreanîs appear more solid

and less wiid or vague when uve rernember how close an anahugy we rnay detect

in the labours of thousands around us vhuo spend their whole career on earth in

building up, by sacrifice and painful struggles, wealtb, station, fanue, and char-

acter for their children, wbose enjoyrnent of these possessions tbey w'ilh neyer

live to witness, witliout their passionate zeal in the pursuit being in any way

cooled by the discouraging reflection. Does flot this oblige uis to confess thuat

the posthumous existence Mr. Harrison describes us not altogethier an au-y

fiction ? Still, sornehow, after a few mîoments spent in thue thin atrnosphere iuîto

which bis brilliant language and unselfish imagination have combined to raise

us, we-ninety-nine out of every hundred of us at the least-sink back breath-

less and wearied after the unaccustomed soaring arnid ligbt so dim, and

craving as of yore after sornething more personal, rnore solid, and more certain.

THE PRODIGAL SON, OR THE STORY 0F AN

INTELLECTUAL WANDERING.

'The third of four Sermons preached in Zion Church, Montreai, by the Rev. Alfred J. Bray.

III.--- Continuet!.)

Now I want to look at that yoting prodigal there in thie fields, tending thue

~swine and feeding, or trying to feed, on thue busks. \V'hat sort of a meal does

he get. Rernember he is not at home, hie is in thie land of thie alien, aîîd the

meai is not of hîs own choosing. Wehl, sec what they give hinu. Thie first

course is the atheist's tbeory of the world of matter. He is askcd to believe that

the warld of matter is eternal, always was and always wihl be, but with îîo thought

.or will; that all things carne by chance, that is to say un tecbnical hanguage,
-the fortuitous concourse of nuatter," wbicb bias no thought, no plan. Tlhere is

,order everywhere, regularity and law. 'l'le suni moves iii its circuit, the stars

swing in silent magnificence tbrough space; Uic eartb in spring time plus forthl

buds, wbich in summer beconue blossorn and in atiturnin fruit ; tlie air is uîîccly

adapted to liglit and warni the earth, wraps it round like a swaddling garnient

to keep in its speciflc beat, also as circulatilig wind it huels to cleanse and

purify; pronuotes the life of animal and plant; bears sound from lace tO pla(ce,

drawing mnusic from ocean's lieart and bird and trec and streani, but ail caille by

chance ; there is no juresiding mind ; there was no plan or purpose ;1 (o'reator

and no Providence - there is no band thiat paints the lily. or fecds thue huuuugrv

lions , no eye to mark the sparroýV's or thue heru's fal ; nu heart to love thue

strickeui man, to bless the sinner or tlîe saint. Ihuat is thue first course. 1Fat, nuly

pour uvanderer, eat thîy fill ouf thuat ]lard, dry dislu.

T'here is a secoîid-it is thie Athueist's tbeory of individual hife. Manu kîuows

but little ; bie is Il darkly %vise and nueaîihy great," but thuere is uo oune with bigluer

~ohdeor greater wisdoi., I .fe is a chapter of accidents, antI nothuing iii

the world can tell wliat a day may bring forth. Fýortuine is hiind as love, and

quite as irresponisible. Fate lias a gril) of iroîi and a heart of steel, and a id

as dark as nigbt. 'l'le universe is drifting iîuto thue void inane. and< manu is

driftiîug witb it, as ignorant of bis wlîeîice or bis vhithier as thue cltud of eartu lue

treads tîpon. To-morruw is enipty) l ife is tending to, notbîîug. Get juy if Von

can, but it means nu more than an biotr's laugh. If yon get surruw%. ail tlie

worse for you-nothing cornes tuf it. You miay serve men if you ike; sacrifice

yoturself for anotber's good - rescue tlie bouse of thue widow and flie uruhuaîî s

patrimony from the Pharisee's grasp lut al y<u will get iii rcturn is thue

ingratitude of the widaw and orpban, and a sbowýer of stanes frorn tlic haffled

PJuarisee. l'le philanthiropist spends luis goods, bis health, his hife, to less luis

fellow'nen ; bie dies and is forgotteri, there is no reconupense ; nu place or

persan to give a reward. The patriot figluts for bis country ; in thue Senate, or

,on the battle-field arnid fire auud smoke and cries of the dying; bie gets wounds,

and his country provides birn with plaster; or lue hases a limb, and bis counîtry

finds luir a crutch ; thuat is ail, and deatb is the end. The mother wastes sigbt,

health, hife, in watchuirg lier feeble child ; tbey die together, but îuever ilet

again-there is no place for meeting-tbere is no meeting, for mother and child

have ceased ta be. A father hays in the grotînd anc dearest to binu, an only

datighter it niay be; hue looked an that life wheu in the Iuud, and greatly loved

it ; it burst unto blossrn, and hue loved it more-it was the better part of bis lfe ;

but now lue sits by a new made graive, with eyes tao bot for weeping, and

rnôans aut huis sorraw, " 4Ali a worm bias corne and caten up my fiowcr ; the

lîfe bas gone, and withi it ail the liglt; hope lies buried there, and the carth

will have no spring-tin or summer for me agaîn, only a dtull, cohd wiîuter and a

longing for the nighlt of everlastiuig sleep." It is s0 with each and ail. In spite

of your dreanus and longing, there us nu Providence-there îs nu uuiversal

Father-there is nu immortality. Fýat aîud drink, for to-rnorrow you die-die

into dust. Younig man, laugli aîîd sing, for the morning will soofi be gone.

Strong man, work, work and get anud spend for bread and pleasure, for tlic

cvening will sooîî be bere. (>1(1i man, sitting solitary ove.r thue fire, rake the fcw

embers together, for thuey are getting low and the evening is near-nigh/t, %vilispcr-

ing with cold breath-" for ever." Men and womnen oppressed with toil,

stricken with painu auîd sorrow, look up 1sec you thue brooding cloud? thuere is

no rainbow ta bang hike radianit scarf lbon its shi9nhders - it is full ouf tbiinder,

witb not a point of light, and ,,,g/it is beyond-iiigbt witbout a star-îuiglit that

neyer again shaîl yield ta rosy mornu.ng. Look at your dead; they are dead, not

sleeping ; the effacing fingers have put Out the liglut and cruslîed the hife ; body

and soul are gone ta, dust, and that is thue lot of ail.

Thuat is thue second course; husks, busks, a mcal of huusks. Tliere is yet

another course-the Atbeist's tbeory of the life of mankind. Ahi meii came byh

chance; the family, the society, the nation-ail of theni came by chance; and

the self-made things are self-goverTied. The strong wilI rule the weak; the

'Te(* I think in giving the theories that falloiv I arn juSt reprodiicing son.ie thoughts of

Thodore Parker's. It is from memory, but I wish to ackIiowledge rny helpers. )

w 1 se the foolish ; thec trusting will bow~ down to the crafty. justice, îvisdom,
truith and honcesty, are just what mnan 1wv stattîte lai% shahl make thern ; man)
imust fix tie standard, and shift it as lie will. 'lyrants grasp the sceptre and hold
it, building up their strong palaces wvith hurnan bodies and blood, and the cries
of the oppressed go throbbing throughi the weltering wastcs of tirne-but there
is îîo avenger, for there is no God. Th'le earth is full of miser, outrage and
wvrong, and it must continue, for there is no Alrnighty wisdom and power to
corne forth and throne justice in the earth, and mnake Love to king the nations.
So pride treads the people uinderfoot ;the Pharisee devours widows' bouses ;
and the weak and the foolish suifer and die. Th'le bubble of human life floats
on the strearn of t'irne-floats awbile, then breaks andI passes out of sight,
bearing with it into nothingniess virtue unrewvarded, hieroisrn unrequited, sorrows
that were not medicines but fires to eat the lîfe away-bearing aIl away, life's
hopes and life's joys, life's pleasures and pains-aIl of strong aspiration and
swelling great desire, borne away and flung into the insatiable maw of oblivion.
That is the meal of husks-how does it look to you ? 1 know that they would
deinur to rny interpretation of their theories, those men of science and
philosophy. They would say they have left a God to rnan, and a religion, and
an irnmortality; but put into ordinary language, stripped of mere ve-rbiage and
refinernents. that meal of hiusks I have described is what they kive. And can
any mortal man feed on that and be content-man with heart and soul in him ?
Can any rnan find satisfaction fromn such fare as that? Ohi yes, sorne do. They
hold it and are happy in a way. But how long will they feel content? I will teUl
you how Iong---just so long as thcy can go along in smooth and pleasant ways--just
so long as they can feel their strength and leani upon it, and no longer. When the
earthiquak e rends the mounitain of their strength, they will tremble and look for a
delivering God. I know when some of you will have done with your god Ilmust
be," wil] cease talking of immrortality as a mere ideality passing through each age-
it will bc whien sorne great calarnity cornes rushing in as a whirlwind-when sorne
awful reverse hias beaten you down, when one lies before you dead, whose voioe
had become the natural mnusic of the world, whose qpirit had mingled with youzs
as jets of water in the fotîntain's basin, whose love had soothed you in your
saddest hotîr, and made you strong for the ii-anflîl wnrk of life, dead, cold, gone,
then you will need, and cry out for some other God than Ilmnust be," and some
other life than an ideal life in the life of others ; you will wake then, and feel an
inwrard pain, a pain that deepens with anguish, and sharpens to a sense of pcrish-
ing, which will force open your locked lips and break out in a wild cry for a
living God and a heaven. Ah, many a mari lias mocked at Wisdorn's earnest
crying, or passed lier by unheeding, many a nian lias spurned lier counsel and
would have none of lier reproof; but tlie hour of fear carne-cane as desolation.
and destructioni, caie as a NNliirlwind-theîi with clasîed bands and eager look
t(> leaven, lie cried out for a CGod stroiig and willing to deliver. Laugh and
sing and ri«ot, riot aN'ay your goods, riot througli tlie day, but thie nigit will corne,
and sorrow, aind prayer.

'Iurn to thic prodigal again a moment, the whîole is truc to the life. 1 se limi
there in thc SUltry fields, and( casting a long, wistftîh gaze away, and away toward
tlîe home of" lis ),outil and lbis fiather. 1île is not satisfied, lie cannot be. Hc
lias tricd thec service of tlîe alien. but found no lastiuig luleastire tlîerciîî, no escape
froin tlîe sharp paiigs of the famine. lie lias tried self reliance, but thue sliip
lcaked at every seam, and is lying now water-logged in thie trougli of the waves.
'I he cisterl lie liad hcewn for hiiself with sncb labour and care has a fatal Ilaw
iii thue bottoni, and tlue water lias oozed ont and got Iost in tic sand. lie
tluouglit lie coubi stand luy luinself- lias tried auîd thleîu, anud lies there witu
bruised and aching linbs. He thouglit he could lue self-reliant and pilot hiniscîf,
and finds noîv thuat lie caîniot. lic thouglit lie could (Io w'itli<)t God, auud
finds iiow duit bis soul thristetlî for GodI-eveni for tluc living God. His
lîeart is lîungcring for a hcart to love, and tluat will love liinuiii i return. His

spirit craves for a spirit lîiglîcr and liolier, before wliichlî e caîl bow down iii
loving worship, uîon wliichihe can lean, and by whîichi he can live. Thîe living
rnan begins to feel his deep and desperate nced of a living God. Sitting there
ini thc sultry fields lie begins to, awake, to feel bis huîîger and long. for bis home.

And what voices corne to hirn there. l'le car is open, the mind inclinied to
reverent attention, and the fields ring and echo to the many voices that have
corne to caîl himi home. 'l'lie birds secîi to sin& of the Father and his love; tlîe
sunibeams write it large ini letters of gold ; the winds are telling thue story day and
night; the stars that shine aloft seem messengers of love ; and as hie sits and
muses there, thinks of his wandcrings and his shame, ,of aIl that hce had Ioved
and hast, of the pain hie lîad suffered and the wrong hie lîad donc, musing of luis
father and lus home, a voice of wondrous sweetness strikes upon bis car, a voice of
invitation and of mîercy ; a hand is stretched out to lift him up and lcad him back.
Yes, it is truc. A MAN is corne, a brother and a friend, corne ai the weary way
into the stranger's land; footsore and travel stained, lie lias journeyed on to find
the lost; walking under the burning suri by day, and rcsting amid the dews at
night, borne up and on by a love divine and quenchless, he has found the wan-
derer at last, and looking on hiun witli that love wbich is stronger than wantand
wearîness, ayc stronger than deatb or the grave says, "9brother, corne home,
home to tluy tter"'l'lie prodigal starts to lus feet witlî a ncw thurili of joy in
the heart, aîid the light of hope sr-niting on his face, and the cry rings across tlic
fields, and thue far away hilîs echo it back again, I will arise a.nd go to rnY
f.ther." Grand, sublime decision. Prodigal wanderer, wcll donc. Franu this
monment thou art blcssed. "And lie arose and camne to blis fatber1 The action
rollowed quick up)on tlue word, you sec. He didn't begin to analyse ]lis emotionis;
and finger at thie roots of luis fine feelings ; lie didn't go to lus old comrpanions
n riot, or ta bis hast new nuaster, thue Ilman of that country,," and couisult about

[t. 'l'lie famne %vas t'poil hiim; his lîeart was siiikiuig, dying in lîini. If lie
would live lie nmust go back home. Hope was over hinu hike a divinely kindled
star, travellinig with a guiding light toward luis fatber's hîouse. Auîd he said, Il I iih
yiî id to the want withîin me, and tlîe light withaut that beckoîîs on. 1 wihl follow

tbis Christ, wbio through bunger, pain, death, lias followed me here wvith heart to
love and hand to help) and save. 1 will follow hini in faithi and love to îuurity

and peace, and hîcaven. I wihl go back and cry, "father, receive the uvanderer,
forgive." " Aîd lie arose and camne ta his father."

Brothers, thîcre is an example, follow it. You have wandered away frorn

your early faiths. I have nat. quarrelled with you becauise of it. I hlave îuot

spoken scornfuilly or pitifully of you or your wanderings. I sympathize with you,


