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LOVE THE BROTHERHOOD.

(Continued from our last number.)
Again, in our brotherhood, we are bound to
each other by the holy and endearing ties of
‘T.ove. There is no need to arouse one over this
:thing called “Love.” It is with us, in us, for
ius. We are an earnest body of men, engaged
Yin a work demanding the full play of earnest-
‘ness. As a brotherhood, we seek to face the
?stern, unbending facts of life—as revealed in
'human frailty, human weakness, human sor-
‘rows—and we seek to proclaim that, only as
Lthe brethren are moved, inspired, coatrolled,
fand thrilled by love, can we hope to nobly ful-
81 our duties. The lesson requires to be en-
‘forced again and again, that love is the only
EDower that can or will assuage the sorrows,
Jift the loads and dry the tears of our suffer-
‘ing humanity. Our work is what may be called
‘rocial Christianity, and may be regarded as
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revealing to the Church what may b termed
2 neglected talent. 'There is a vast difference
between thecretical and practical Chrisuianity,
and the tioubie has been for long and weary
that they who professed to follow Him who
i« Love, thought they were m;.ything and do-
ing everything that was right, i{ they had on-
iy in their heads certain dogma.s The great
weakness in the armour of Christianity has
heen that the greatest commandment—"Love
one ancther as I have loved you'—has been
nractically forgotten. and become a dead let-
ter. To a casual observer, the Christianity
manifested in many churches. seems to consist
in saving oneself. YWith many that is the be
all and end all of their hopes, progress, and
labors. All is centred on that wonderful being
called Jlysgelf. Consequently, we have had a
great deal of gush and sentiment about our
brother; we have had a lot of fine words and
beautiful ideas. We have sung abcut him until
we have grown b arse, in order to incite us to
d0 something for him: we have read again and
again one of the most charming of all the les-
sens which our Master taught us, that, at the
Judgment, it will not be party cries nor shibbo-
leths, nor creeds, nor professions, that will save
s, but what we have done in the way of visit-
ing the sick, providing garments for the ne.dy,
#iving drink to the thirsty, and entering into
human prisons with cheer and comfort; and
we have so misread and misinterpreted His
words, that the practical is swallowed up and
lost sight of in what is merelv theoretical.
We have all followed the man on his way to
Jericho: we have seen him robbed and wounded;
we have all had our fling at the priest and Le-
vite for their inhumanity and unbrotherly con-
duct, and we have all praised and commended
the good Samaritan, but, someway or some-
Low, our modern brother, who is being robbed
and wounded to-day, does not inspire us to
do much for him. That is what ought not to
be, and by a true brotherhood, that is ever un-
Cer the regal dominance of the noblest and
greatest of all passions, such heartless and un-
sympathetic conduct will ve held in complete
abhorrence. True love is not selfish. It does
nct try to catch all for the self in which it
dwells, and it does not dam up the channels,
sc that others may not share its holy and be-
nignant ministries. It is Tennyson who writes:

**‘Were there nothing else
For which to praise the heavens, but only love,
That only love were cause enough for praise.”

That is beautifully true. After nineteen
hundred years of its benign sway, we do not
vet realise the munificence and magnificence
of its powers, because we have never given it
that free and unfettered scope, either in the
individual or in the many, which it claims.
It is fine to think esbout love, for the more one



