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PUBLISHER'S NOTE.

To gratify the wishes of a large number of
Mr. Mangasarian’s friends, I haye requested him
to consent to the publication of a few of his ser-
mons. Most of them were delivered since his
return from the Orient, about three months ago,
and were preached before very large congregations.
I have no doubt that this will widen the Preacher’s
influence for doing good. And if it accomplishes
this end, the publisher will have his reward.

J. G. DitMaN.,
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INTRODUCTION.

About four years ago I came to this country as
an utter stranger. To receive a better and more
thorough education for the Gospel Ministry was
my main object. I began the study of the English
language when' thirteen years of age, and in 1876
graduated at Robert College, on the Bosphorus. In
1877, when nineteen years old, I began to preach
in the Congregational Church, at Marsovan, Asia
Minor. In a few months I was ordained over this
Church, with a congregation of 7-800. My desire
to visit America and carry on my special studies
was so great, that in 1880, with the consent of my
people, I came to this country and entered the Semi-
nary at Princeton, N. J. The first few months in
this country, I felt very home-sick, and often sought
a secret spot and shed tears as I thought of the dis-
tance of 7,000 miles between me and my home.
America was a new world to me. I was a perfect
stranger to everybody. This loneliness and isola-
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tion added to my misery. I cannot explain why,
but one of the professors took a special intsrest in
me. On one occasion there was a tap at my door,
I opened, and Prof. A. A. Hodge entered my room,
took a chair, and asked me of the friends and the
home I had left behind. My heart was full—and
there I felt the power of his sympathy. From that
day the Doctor took a deep interest in me, intro-
duced me to the churches and Christian people and
made me welcome at his home. I could go to his
study under all circumstances, feeling perfectly free.
My first letter from Princeton to my people on the
other side was full of Dr. Hodge. It gives me pleas-
ure to-day, to acknowledge that my position as a
minister in Philadelphia, I owe to his friendship,
advice, and influence upon my character.

But I must speak of another person. One warm
day in August, while walking on Broad Street
and asking for Dr. Wylie’s church, a certain gen-
tleman, with an open brow and kind face, put his
arm around me, and with a smile asked me where I
was going. “To hear Dr. Wylie.” “Good, come
with me,” said he and took me to the church and
prevailed upon me to occupy the pulpit that after-
noon. With the kind consent of the pastor, I
preached, and there, that afternoon, I won the heart
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and friendship of George H. Stuart, the gentleman
who had discovered me on the street. Through him
I was introduced into the pulpits of the city and
soon had some excellent friends in the West Arch
Street church, the North Broad Street church, the
Second church, the North Sixth Street church,
Bethany church, and many others. I soon forgot
my home-sickness and began to fall in love with
the country.

About two years ago, the congregation of the
Spring Garden church gave me a unanimous call to
become their pastor. The church then was in a very
deplorable condition. Already, they had had a
number of meetings, advocating the sale of the
building. Most of the members had withdrawn
their letters. There were only a handful of the
strong friends of the church left.

I accepted the call, entered into the work with
enthusiasm, and to-day, no minister has a larger
number of hearers and a warmer, kinder people than
I have at Eleventh and Green. Quite a number of
prophecies were made at the time. One day, being
in New York, I went to see a leading Christian
preacher of thecity. After being introduced to him
by a friend who had accompanied me from Phila-
delphia, I told the eminent divine, that while study-
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ing at Princeton, I would like to do something in the
line of self-support, and asked him whether he
could or would be kind enough to introduce me to
some of the churches needing a supply. The cler-
gyman was wroth, bringing his fist down on the
table with a thump, he said:—* No, sir, do you think
the Americans would leave the American preacher
and come to hear an Armenian? Why! suppose
here is a church where there is an American minis-
ter, and here is one where there is an Armenian;
everybody will say, we don’t want the Armenian,
and go to hear the American.” Similar words of en-
couragement were spoken to me by others. But my
great inspiration came from the people. Their grasp
of the hand was warm. Their sympathy was great.
I had faith in the American people, in the genius
of American civilization, in the breadth and impar-
tiality of the American heart. In these, I have not
been disappointed, but my highest expectations have
been fulfilled. I am constrained to say that I love
the American people. I owe a great deal to their
generosity and kindness. Forgetting that I was a
foreigner, they came to hear me and filled my
church from pulpit to vestibule, and from wall to
wall. For two years they have given me their
interest, co-operation and cheer.
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Out of gratitude, I dedicate this book to the kind
people of the Spring Garden Congregation, It is
an imperfect and humble gift. But just as it is, ’tis
a token of reverence and gratitude. If I succeed to
strengthen the tie that has bound us together for
two years so happily, I shall feel greatly rewarded.
That you will forgive, where your forgiveness is
asked, I am sure. I am also sure that you will en-
courage me to do better in the future. There is no
happiness comparable to that, which a minister
enjoys, when standing in the pulpit, or moving
among his members, he feels the electric sparks
falling upon his soul, from the warm, sympathetic
and unanimous heart of his congregation. I have
had this, and therefore I can say that I made a
wise choice when I entered the ministry, and a wiser
choice, when in the face of discouraging circum-
stances, I accepted the call of the Spring Garden
Church. The best chapter of my life, I have written
in this community; the highest moments of inspira-
tion I have enjoyed in this pulpit; the greatest con-
solation and reward have come to me from this
field.

The aim of this book is not to teach a new the-
ology. My position does not differ from that of any
other minister of the Evangelical church. If Thave
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said things, seemingly out of harmony with the
general teachings of the Presbyterian pulpit, it is
not done from a desire to differ or criticise. I have
spoken in plain speech, my convictions and beliefs.
I have always believed that cowardice is out of
place in the pulpit. By an earnest, reverent, sin-
cere search and discussion of the truth, nothing is
lost, but much gained. Investigation is the road to
truth. Free speech is the sacred right of the pulpit.

“Ye earnest men, no longer shrink
From speaking what you truly think ;
Proclaim the truth you find,
And let free search, free speech, free thought,
By blood of ancient worthies bouzht,
Advance the human mind.”

‘“ Heed not the shaft too surely cast,
The foul and hissing bolt of scorn,
For with thy side shall dwell at last,

The victory of endurance born.”’

“Truth crushed to earth, shall rise again;
The eternal years of God are hers ;
But error wounded writhes in pain,
And dies among his worshpipers.”’

¢ Another hand thy sword shall wield,
Another hand the standard wave,
Till from the trumpet’s mouth is pealed
The blast of triumph o’er the grave.”
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I am a minister in a Presbyterian church, and I
love and honor that body. I love it, because of its
freedom, breadth and depth; I love it, because of its
glorious past, and its promises for the future. But
in a higher and broader sense I belong to no sect, no
ism, no denomination and no party. My individ-
uality is not swallowed up in any denomination. I
belong to the Christian church as I understand it,
and not as somebody else interprets it for me. Christ
has made a revelation to the individual Christian,
and He is to me, what I make Him to be. I must
see Him with my own eyes, feel Him with my own
heart, and comprehend Him with my own mind.
You cannot fasten a creed, or a belief on the soul,
as you fasten a rope to the tree. The faith must be
the outgrowth of the soul. Individuality of thought
in the domain of religion is the immortal principle
of Protestantism. DBetween the individual soul and
God, no church, no sect and no council can stand.

Christianity is the religion of joy and love. Jesus
is the author of spiritual freedom. God is a father
in the broadest and kindest sense. And His word in
its spiritual outlines, is the infallible rule of thought
and conduct.

Life is more than creed. A living faith in the
person of Christ, is more than a belief in dogmias.
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A shiningly Christian character is more than a pas-
sive adherence to sectarian isms. A broad, inclusive,
Good Samaritan Church, is more than an exclusive
and narrow denomination.

A Church is not Christianity. A sect is not re-
ligion. There is no such thing as “ Presbyterian
Faith,” or “ Baptist Hope,” or “ Methodist Love.”
Faith, hope, and love, are absolute verities, and be-
long not to the phases, but to the essence of religion.
Our Father in Heaven, has one Church. It is
neither the Episcopalian, Lutheran, nor Unitarian.
It is Christian. And all who live Christ, indepen-
dent of creed and ism, are members in good and
regular standing of that Church. These are some
of the thoughts I have endeavored to emphasize in
the following sermons.

It is with much diffidence that I consent to their
publication. I am fully conscious of their imper-
fection and poverty. The earnest wish of a large
number of friends to have them in a permanent
form, has called forth this volume. Had I the time,
I would give them the benefit of a complete recon-
struction, but under the pressure of pastoral and
pulpit duties, I am compelled to offer them to the
public, in the main, as they were originally delivered
to my people.
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In the selection of the subjects for this work, I
have consulted the wish of my congregation, whose
warm and generous appreciation of my efforts in
the pulpit, has been one of the chiefest delights and
inspirations of my life.

The fourth sermon was preached soon after my
recovery from the effects of a sad accident and im-
mediately before my departure for the Orient. For
the few prayers in the book, I am indebted to the
kindness of Mr. T. Johnson, the stenographer.

Though the absence of the living voice, and the
expressions of the speaker’s face, greatly impoverish
and weaken thesesermons, still, I will pray that the
dear God may render these silent pages instrumental
in feeding the reader’s soul with large thought,
with strong faith, and with divine love.

“ They will reach the hand of the reader chill and
discolored, but, when in the autumn evenings the
leaves fall and lie on the ground, more than one
glance may still fall on them, more than one hand
still gather them. And even if they were despised
of all alike, the wind may sweep them away, and
prepare with them a couch for some poor man, on
whom Providence looks down with love from the
heights of Heaven.” And thou, without whose
notice not a sparrow falleth to the ground ; let this



10 Introduction.

little volume be a message from Thy Love to Thy
children!

““ The seeds are planted, and the Spring is near 3
Ages of blight are but a fleeting frost ;
Truth circles into truth. Each mote is dear
To God, no drop of ocean is e’er lost ;
No leaf forever dry and tempest tossed.
Life-centers deathless underneath decay,
And no true word or deed can ever pass away.

‘“ Work on, oh fainting heart, speak out thy truth ;
Somewhere thy winged heart-seeds will be blown,

And be a grove of pines ; from mouth to mouth

O’er oceans, into speech and lands unknown,

E’en till the long-foreseen result be grown

To ripeness, filled like fruit, with other seed,

‘Which time shall plant anew, and gather when men
need.”’

MaNGASAR M. MANGASARIAN.

POILADELPHIA, PA.
January, 1885.
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THE ARMENIANS ;

OR THE

CHRISTIANS OF THE ORIENT.



ARMENTIA.

* Upon her soil they say those violets grew
That wove a fragrant erown for the feet
Of curious Eve, ere by that snake’s deceit
The world lost innocence and suffering knew ;
Brave Noe, riding with his motley crew,
Her highest hill-top, black above the sheet
Of turbid waters, hail’d as resting seat,
And thither in his batter’d life-boat drew.”’

*“ Such honor had she in the years agone,
Whose lands lie desolate beneath the sky,
‘Whose people, now, the tyrant tramples on,
While few are fain to listen to their cry.
Oh! pray we, that before her day be done
She taste again the sweets of liberty.’’



THE ARMENIANS, OR THE CHRISTIANS
OF THE ORIENT.

“ They shall come from the East.”
MATT. Viii, 2.

The Armenians are the children of Mount Ararat.
It was on its summit, that the Ark of Noah rested,
after the waters of the great deluge had subsided. The
Bible speaks of the river Euphrates, as one of the
four streams that ran through Eden, moistening its
soil, watering its trees, and washing the flowers
thereof. Both Ararat and FEuphrates, the one
crowned with the historic Ark, the other famous
by the recollection of man’s primitive grandeur in
Paradise, are in the possession of that ancient and
Oriental nation known to the world by the name of
Armenian.

The Armenian’s fatherland lies under the shadow
of the great Ararat, and it is girdled by the sacred
and beautiful stream of the Euphrates. It is claimed
by the Armenians that their ancestors descended
the heights of Massius, and populated the whole
world. The tree of humanity first found root in
the Armenian soil, thence it was borne to other por-
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tions of the globe. Paradise, it is believed, was
located in beautiful Armenia. To this very day,
notwithstanding the fact that “ where the Sultan’s
horse-hoof treads, there grass never grows again,”
is a terrestrial Paradise. The beauties of nature in
that land transport the mind. What springs of the
coolest and sweetest water | What charming valleys
of verdure and fields of flowers! What olive-clad
hills and rich vineyards of delicious fruit! She is
the first-born of all the ages. The early Fathers of
mankind dwelt amid these picturesque valleys, and
breathed the pure and virgin air of the eastern
azure. Armenia therefore, more than any other
country, is the womb of all nations. The birth-
place of all civilization. The sun rise of mankind.
Humanity, like a heaven-born infant, stood first
upon her sky-kissing mountains, to survey the
great globe of lands lying at its feet. Between her
hills of immortal green, was rocked the cradle of
the first human child.

But I beg to lead you a step further. Armenia
deserves your earnest study, for it was the first
country in all the world to embrace the Christian
faith., This does not stand on tradition, but on
sound and indisputable historical basis. -

All great church and religious writers admit the
authenticity of the evidence, which goes to prove,
that, before the Greeks, and before the Romans, and
before any other people on the face of the earth,
the Armenians, as a country and as a nation, opened
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their hearts and homes to the young Prophet of
Nazareth and made him their Saviour. Asearly as
the close of the third century these Christians of
the Orient began to tear down their idolatrous tem-
ples, demolish their heathen altars, dismiss their
false gods, and make the religion of the Crucified the
ruling and supreme faith of the people; the aristoc-
racy as well as the common masses. The beginning
of the fourth century found Christianity the reli-
gion of the State. St. Bartholomew was the apos-
tle of Armenia. Through his influence was raised
another leader and mighty reformer in the person
of Gregory the Illuminator, the brightest and largest
star across the Armenian blue, who, in his lifetime,
completely overthrew paganism, old and established,
and enthroned Christianity, then despised and weak.
Even to this day lives the dead hand of Great
Gregory, with an immortal thought in it, guiding
and moulding this people of ancient birth.

Let me ask you to take but one more step, and
that will carry you to the Middle or Dark Ages,
the ages of superstition and papal rule; of perse-
cution and bondage of conscience; of corrupt
Christianity and a degenerate clergy; of dangerous
heresies and religious bigotry. When Rome
stretched every nerve to introduce her anti-Christ
into the Oriental Church and subdue them into
obedience to the Pope, the brave Armenian
Christians resolutely resisted popeism and barred
their doors against the Western thief. They main-
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tained themselves free from the spiritual yoke of
the tyrant who satin St. Peter’s chair. To this very
day the See of Rome has no ecclesiastical control
or social influence upon the Orthodox Armenian
Church. On the other hand, Catholicism in the East
bears deep marks of hard-dealt blows received at
the hands of Armenian reformers. I am sorry to
confess that the Catholic Church of late has made
some progress in the Orient. The Jesuits, banished
from the Occident, have gone thither with their
medizeval theology and church furniture. Yet, it
exists as a sect, and not asthe ruling Christian faith
of the people. In all the religious battles the
Gregorian Christians have come out victorious.
They have held up the cross, the symbol of their
faith, high in the air for sixteen hundred years.
They have held fast the hem of Christ’s garment
under the cruelest and bloodiest persecutions that
have ever befallen a nation on earth. They have
kept the faith for sixteen centuries of war and of
defeat at the hands of the barbarous tribes of the East.

*Such honor had she in the year agone,
‘Whose lands lie desolate beneath the sky.
‘Whose people, now, the tyrant tramples on,
‘While few are fain to listen to their cry.
O! pray we, that before her day be done.
She taste again the sweets of liberty.”

From a political stand poiht, Armenia, at the
present day is dead. She hasno government of her
own. Shehasno independence, no soil, no property



Christians of the Orient. 19

or power. Years ago, the Ottoman Turks overrun
the country of Armenia, swallowed up her fairest
portions, converted her walled cities to a ruinous
heap of dust, and with a hand as heavy as lead
and as sharp as steel, scourged the people into
poverty, into bondage, into ignorance and into des-
pair. Centuries of groaning and sighing, under the
iron hoofs of Islam, have crippled and paralyzed her
noblest and bravest energies, insomuch, that
to-day there is hardly any sign, or spirit of life,
patriotism. or of a general uprising in the breasts
of the children of Haig. To-day, Armenia, is a
mere geographical name, for there is no such
country as Armenia. Not long ago, the avaricious
Russian opened his mouth and roared for the re-
maining portion of the land, and now she holds
her morsel fast between her teeth. The Shah of
Persia, put forth his hand and took what was left.
To-day three Oriental despots, Sultan, Czar and Shah,
sit upon the neck of the Armenian, determined to
crush him under their intolerable yokes.

It is, however, only from a religious point of
view, that I care to speak to you this evening.
Let the parliaments of Great Britain, and of Russia,
and of Germany, discuss the political salvation and
situation of Christian Armenia, this most ancient,and
most unjustly persecuted people of Christ. To an
American audience, I would only lay emphasis
upon the religious and spiritual aspects of the
country.



20 The Armenians, or the

Four years ago, when I first came to this country,
and began to preach in the Protestant churches, if
I am not mistaken, the general opinion was, that I
had been converted to Christianity from the Moslem
faith. “ Were you not a Mohammedan once?”
was a question often asked. “ There must be a
great many converts from Islam in your country,”
was another remark frequently made. My greatest
surprise was on being introduced as the Turk, or
the Turkish preacher, or the Christian Turk, by the
pastors of the churches. I do notblame the people
of this country for knowing so little about the
Armenians; if there be a party to be blamed, they
are the missionaires, who have not taken the
pains to enlighten the people, and have willingly
or unwillingly conveyed the impression, that these
Armenians are a heathen people and need the gospel
in the same sense, that the Tartar or the African
do. Now the difference between Turk and
Armenian, in language, in nationality, in race
and in religion, is just as marked and irreconcil-
able, as that existing between the Englishman and
the Hindoos of East India, or between the Ameri-
can and thered man in the West. The Turks are
the followers and disciples of the Saracene Prophet.
Mohammed is theirChrist. The Armeniansbelieve—
in the language of Christendom—in one Lord
Jesus Christ, and have followed Him for sixteen cen-
turies. The Turks would never mingle with the
Armenians, and gather up their skirts less they
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be defiled by contact with those Christians, and
the Armenian always thinks it an insult to be called
a Turk.

On the banks of the beautiful Euphrates there
is the little, but, very old town of Mashgerd. Few
mud huts are on the brow of a hill,washed at its base
by the Ganges of Armenia. Some regal trees, softly
whistling their music and keeping time with the mur-
mur of the stream, mark the spot where I was born.
Little did I think as I played with the sand and threw
pebbles into the river, that I too, would be caught by
the westward moving current and be borne over the
seas to make my home in the far, far West, the land
of the setting sun. At the time of my birth, my
pareunts had already joined the American Congre-
gational Church, and in their arms I received
Christian baptism. I was born in the faith which [
now preach. I have always been a Protestant. I
have therefore just as good a birth-right claim to
Christianity as any one in this large assembly. But
the Gregorian Church to which my parents formerly
belonged, and from which they seceded, is not the
Protestant Church. They do not recognize the Re-
formation. Not having become Catholics, they think
they never needed to protest and come out of the
Catholic Church. The missionaries, about sixty
years ago, began their work of proselyting in the
Armenian Christian Church, and it was through
them that my parents left the old national faith.
If you bear with me, I will mention a few of the
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principal points of difference between the Gregorian
and Protestant Creeds. I pray you to hold fast this
one fact, that we have been, before any other nation,
a Christian people. In the cardinal and funda-
mental truths of Scripture, they are scund and em-
phatically Orthodox. The doctrines of the trinity,
the atonement, the decrees,the divinity of Christ,
inspiration of scriptures and salvation only through
the supernatural Jesus, are firmly held and expound-
ed in the Armenian pulpit. I admit, with great sor-
row of heart, that from lack of enlightment, and by
reason of poverty and persecution, the Church has
neglected the education of her clergy, and through
their indifference and sloth, there are to-day, some
superstitions and errors of worship in the old Church,
once purely evangelical. She has unscriptural
forms and beliefe. Yet these do not make the essen-
tial part of her creed. What Church is perfect?
Where is the infallible creed? Are the Protestant
Churches entirely above reformation? I feel it in
my deepest heart, that the advanced members of the
Christian Ministry of the Armenian Church are
honestly laboring to return to the Gospel purity of
their martyr ancestors. To-day on the Patriarchal
throne of Constantinoplesits a Nersess Varjabedian,*
on whose shoulders has fallen the mantle of Gregory,
the Xavier of Armenia. A child of Armenian Chris-

* This eminent and Godly and patriotic Patriarch died a
few weeks after the date of this sermon.
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tianity, he is devout, reverent, noble-hearted, great-
souled and exceedingly sweet in disposition. Under
his ecclesiastical reign the Armenian Church has
been put through a hundred degrees of enlighten-
ment and excellence. He preaches the pure truth,
lives a shiningly Christian life and carries the
dearest interests of his people close to his thrilling
heart. Aye, the care of millions and millions of
Armenians rests on his faithful shoulders. Arme-
nia has one bosom swelling with this one emotion
of love and reverence for Nersess Varjabedian. Per-
haps you will say, Why, then, do our missionaries,
instead of going to heathens, spend their time and
money in converting the Christian Armenians into
Congregationalism, Presbyterianism, or to the Bap-
tist faith? I do not object to missionaries, repre-
senting various sects, carrying a spiritual power and
introducing a diviner energy into this old church.
They are welcome to labor for the enlightenment
and the leading out of what is noblest in these
people. But I do think that it is a mistaken
policy which aims at dividing and taking to pieces
the old national organization and, instead, creating
a number of sectarian isms. Here is a historic
Christian institution. Against it are arrayed the
forces of the Western denominations. First comes
the Congregationalist, with his creed, his form of
worship, and suczeeds to tear a few from the mother
church,and puts up a new building for the seceders.
Then enters the Presbyterian, the Methodist, the
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Episcopalian, the Carmelites, and, last of all
the close-communion Baptist. All these build
with Western money sectarian churches and put
up their respective machinery. The Ortho-
dox Armenian Church turns to the Boards that
support the missions and asks them whether it be
honorable and fraternal thus {o assail and directly
or indirectly to undermine this Christian church.
Should there be no Christian courtesy between the
Church of the Orient and that of the Occident ?
Has she no rights which the Western churches
should respect? It has often been answered that
the missionaries at first desired to labor in the old
church, but that they were refused and compelled
to go out. Did they think they could do it in a day ?
Does it not take time and effort and perseverance to
bring about a glorious reformation? How many
years did they labor before they were forced out,
and was it not their method and policy which
brought upon them the suspicions of the people ?
Far be it from me, to antagonize missionary enter-
prise. There is a sad need in the Armenian, as
in a great many Protestant churches of more spir-
itual life and less formality, and may God make
the missionaries instrumental in kindling a new
fire and devotion on our national altars. May
their preaching stir the deeps of our souls and
exalt our minds in reverence and worship of God’s
truth. Still, as an Armenian, with my Christian
ancestors’ blood throbbing in my heart, I will lift my



Christians of the Orient. 25

humble voice against this sectarianism of the West,
which stands without, and throws stones at our
institutions hoary with age, illustrious with her
calendar of holy martyrs, honorable with her
heroism and defence of the faith, against the semi-
savage Turks, the- barbarous Kurds, the fire-
worshippers of Persia, and the jealous sects of Latin
Christianty. For the cause of Christ upon a thousand
fields, the Armenian has given his share all warm
from the heart. Her history is sprinkled with the
blood of glorious martyrdom. To-day thisis all that
poor, persecuted, conquered, exiled Armenia has. It
is the one thing, the true patriotic and Christian
Armenian loves. Break that national stronghold,
which has inspired her children with moral courage,
and Armeniais lost. Her sun sinks in gloom. Even
if she had a few things peculiar to her worship,
let her live and enjoy growth, progress and light.
There are signs of a better day coming, the
glorious morning will soon break and the sun of
righteousness with healing on his wings will shed
down his perpendicular rays upon this apostolic
country. What! will the many prayers of her
saintly leaders be forever lost? Will the good seed
planted by the illuminator, rot in the soil? Will
not the blood shed at her shrine bring freedom
to her sons? Already the Eastern hills are red
with the purple promise of a magnificent sun-rise.
Not many weeks ago, I was in the city of Con-
stantinople, and by invitation, went to hear a bishop
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of the Armenian church deliver a sermon, the large
building was one massof humanity,a seaof upturned
faces. The eloquent preacher, dressed in gorgeous
attire, after the custom of the Orient, ascended the
pulpit. How still, how hushed the great throng, one
could hear their breathing. The sermon was al-
together evangelical, and full of sharp and search-
ing thrustsat the sinner. I could see the moistened
eyes in the audience, the lips trembling in prayer,
and the glance of the eye turn heavenward. He
held them spell-bound in his hand, and they drank
in his sweet words, as the thirsty traveller stoops to
drink from thesilver edge of a flowing stream in the
desert. He had no note, no manuscript, no written dis-
course to chain his hand and mind, but spokeout of a
heart warm and glowing. Arenotsuchmen and such
preaching brave prophecies of a revival and spiritual
life? Not long ago I was at Amasia, which is about
five hundred miles from Constantinople, and which
is one of the most picturesque and historical towns in
the East. Here Julius Ceesar came, and not very
far from it, fought his memorable battle, and wrote
his still more memorable letter, ¢ Veni, Vidi, Vici.”
This city lies in the embrace of rocky and sublime
mountains, which descend into the river Iris. Asa
Protestant preacher, the Armenians of that city in-
vited me to occupy the pulpit of the bishop, stand
in the old Church and speak to them concerning
religion. Few years ago, this would have been im-
possible, no Protestant minister could preach in
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the Armenian Church. God has prepared His
people for the reception of His truth, and if our
methods be wise, kind and liberal, we will succeed
in washing her ancient walls of all the stains of
superstition and renew the immortal spirit of true
worship in her temples. Armenia will be purged
and saved through the power of Christ. She will
become a polished and precious jewel in Emanuel’s
crown. In the great Orient, the Armenian Church
shall be the guardian and evangel of truth. Arme-
nia sighs for freedom, sighs for education, sighs for
deliverance from oppression, sighs for the true and
splendid light of religion. Yonder Heavens, that
have been stormed with these piercing sighs, shall
one day melt into a shower of benediction and
blessing upon her desolate fields.






CONSTANTINOPLE, OR CHRIST
AMONG THE TURKS.



‘“One God the Arabian Prophet preached to man,
One God the Orient still
Adores, through many a realm of mighty span,
A God of power and will,”

¢‘ Islamism, following as it did on ground that was none of
the best, has, on the whole, done as much harm as good to the
human race.

‘¢ It makes men tyrants or slaves, women puppets, religion
the submission to an infinite despotism.?’



CONSTANTINOPLE; OR CHRIST AMONG
THE TURKS.

‘¢ Ask of me and I shall give thee the heathen for thine
g
inheritance.”—PSALM ii., 8.

It was a charming day in July, the waters of the
Fuxine were murmuring softly, the tender blue of
the Oriental sky was without a cloud. Our hearts
beat high and loud, as we felt the breezes of our
native land fanning our cheeks, and the old, old
associations of home, transfigured into noiseless
tears, unconsciously flowing from our eyes. As we
sailed through the two rocks of ancient fame which
guard the entrance into the Black Sea, through
which, like an open gate, rushes forth the Bos-
phorus and mingles with the Marmora, the feel-
ing came over us, that we were the happiest beings
on earth, for between us and home there was but a
step. Slowly and smoothly we glided down the
famous stream, with Europe and Asia on either hand.
Hills peeping o’er hills, picturesque valleys, hand-
some Oriental palaces, and a thousand glittering

minarets, giving to the Bosphorus a loveliness, a
c
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charm, and a magnificence not to be surpassed.
Yonder, centuries ago, Crysostom opened his mouth
of gold, and his immortal voice can still be heard
over the din and roar of traffic. There sat Persian
Darius and watched his great army with pride and
glory. Thither came the enthusiastic crusaders,
under the influence of one Peter the Hermit, and
leadership of Godfrey the Pious. Across this
blue stream which gives to history some of its most
dazzling pages, sailed the mythical Greeks in pur-
suit of the golden fleece; the first Constantine for
his Nova Roma, and Mohammed the Second, dressed
its waters in wedding garments for the capture of
this Oriental Queen from Christian grasp. With
all this, your imagination is thronged, and while
plunged in contemplation of these hard problems of
history, suddenly your steamer turns her head
towards Dolma Bapche, and Constantinople, the
only imperial city in the world, bursts upon your
vision. In the glory of the rising sun gleams the
city of the Sultan adorned as an Eastern bride.
Thou ! thronged metropolis of the Orient, that con-
tainest all nationalities and languages and religions,
who made thee so fair, thy waters so blue, thy
heavens so tender, and thy foundations so sublime ?
Constantinople is built on seven hills, and from all
over the city we could see the Moslem Mosques lift-
ing their proud brow against the Eastern azure. We
turn our eyes towards Galata, and all at once the
vision of home is before us. “Home again, from
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a foreign shore,” we forgot all else, and with bound-
ing heart we thank God, for home and fatherland.
In the midst of the noise and confusion on deck,
our neighbors hear us whispering the Song of the
Occident, which seemed so much sweeter in the far
far away Orient.

’Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble there’s no place like home ;

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,
Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met elsewhere.

Home, home, sweet, sweet home,
There’s no place like home.

My purpose in this discourse is to tell you some-
thing about the religious aspect of Constantinople,
the attitude of the haughty Turk towards the
Cross of Christ. In one sense Istamboul is the
Mecca of Mohammedanism. The Kaliph, successor
to the dead prophet, who is at the same time Sultan
of the Ossmanlies, resides here. This is the strong-
hold of that Oriental faith which is the chief an-
tagonist and foe of Christianity. Here rules Mo-
hammed, whose dead body sleeps in a gilded tomb
at Mecca, but whose thought for many centuries has
chained the hands and pinched the forehead of
every Mussulman. From the numerous minarets
of this city ascends the cry that fashioned Moham-
medanism, “ There is no God but God, and Moham-
med is his prophet.” The learned Ulemas—doctors
of Mohammedan law, the great preachers of the
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Koran, the enthusiastic leaders of the people,—with
green turban, flowing gown, and yellow sandals,
walk its streets and guard the faith with jealous
care. With the exception of Christianity, Islam is
the only missionary and aggressive faith. More than
Buddha, than Brahma, than Confucius, than Zoro-
aster, lives Mohammed in the religious world.
These other faiths have ceased to be missionary in
spirit. The great field is occupied by Christ and
Mohammed. Islam is making fresh advances
every year in Africa, Australia, and the interior of
India. Graduates from its theological halls mount
on their camels, with a Koran in their bosoms,
without salary or endowment, plunge into the
deserts of Arabia or the wilderness of Africa to
propagate the truth as it is in Mohammed. Like
Jesus, Mohammed was at first persecuted by his
own people and disbelieved by his own brethren.
Mohammedanism at first, like Christianity, was
very weak and helpless and limited in influence,
but in the course of time it spread far and wide,
swelling the number of the prophet’s followers to
hundreds of millions. In a few years Mohammed
conquered Arabia, overturned her heathen temples,
put to flight her false gods, established the worship
of the one true God, and converted the “sand of
the desert into explosive powder, blazing heaven-
high from Delhi to Grenada.” To this Saracen
founder of religion was given i
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*“ The monarch mind, the mystery of commanding,
The birth-hour gift, the art Napoleon,
Of wielding, moulding, gathering, welding, banding
The hearts of thousands, till they moved as one.”’

This day Islam is twelve hundred and seventy
years old, with one-fifth of humankind under her
sway. The immense mosques of Sultan Selim, of
Soleiman the Magnificent, of St. Sophia, of Kaliph
Ormar, and of other countries, are daily thronged
with a multitude of enthusiastic worshippers call-
ing upon the name of “Allah,” unaided by
the pompous forms and cumbersome rituals of
Latin Christianity, but in simplicity and plain-
ness of manner. Five f{imes every day the
Imams, priests of Islam, ascend the tall
minarets and lift their turbaned heads in the
clear sky to call the faithful to prayer. “Prayer is
better than sleep!” rings from every minaret, until
the sound goes around the Mohammedan world,
girdling it with these never-ceasing vibrations,
keeping it awake and at worship. At the sound of
the Muezzin’s call the faithful hasten to the house
of prayer, or fall on their knees, with face turned
to Mecca, and perform their religious duties with
an untiring zeal. I was at Constantinople in the
month of Ramasan, the fast month of the Turk.
For a whole month, from early morning to the
going down of the sun, they abstain from all food
and drink. It is the month of pennance and peni-
tence. The great and eloquent Moslem preachers
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ascend the pulpit, and the mosques are open at all
hours of day and night, with an endless throng
going in and coming out. The Koran is recited,
the Prophet’s life reviewed and the virtues and
excellencies of the faith discussed. The people per-
form their vows, offer prayers to God and renew
their allegiance to the Prophet. The embroidered
curtains that hang on the gates are in perpetual
motion by the surging tide of Mussulmen, enter-
ing, with sandal and turban, the temples of worship.
I was standing upon the iron bridge which con-
nects Istambol with Pera, and all of a sudden there
was the crash of music, the clash of arms, the shout
of soldiers, and the rush of horses. I turned around
and behold, a mass of gold, the most dazzling
grandeur bearing the Sultan to the treasury
where Mohammed’s “ holy coat ” and other articles
of wear, his comb, his wooden clogs, a few
hairs from his beard and the sacred sheets on which
his life is written, are preserved, There the Sultan,
with all the Shahs, goes to listen reverently for
two hours, a detailed account of the Prophet’s life.
As he comes out, faithful in his zeal for the faith,
he is followed by the enthusiastic crowd, who follow
his chariot wheels and shout their hearts out. The
next day found me standing at the gate of St.
Sophia. Alas! what lingering memories in those
walls, those marks of ancient date, that architecture
of magnitude and of beauty, too. Once a Christian
temple, built by Christian money and for Christ,
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now a Moslem house, with every vestige of Christi-
anity rubbed out. Yet even now as you go in,
such is her immensity and magnificence, that you
exclaim “Justinian, thou art immortal in this
temple.” In the holy month of Ramasan, Christ-
ians are not admitted into the Mosque during
service time. I wore a fez aud with a backsheesh
approached one of the door-keepers, and succeeded
to get his permission to enter in, and see Moham-
medans at worship. Said the doorkeeper to
me: “Be free, do not betray your nationality
and you will be safe.” Uncovering my feet, I
walked in. Oh! what a sight, what a transfigura-
tion, what changes has history made. I could
have wept when I beheld such a possession fallen
from the grasp of Christians. Its spacious halls
were filled with turbaned heads, white, green, red,
and black. It was one mass of humanity praying,
shouting, singing in a whisper, preaching and teach-
ing. Under each column or swinging chandelier
sat one Ulemma, surrounded with a congregation of
hearers, sufficient to fill any of ourchurches on Broad
street—listening to the expounding of the word.
I drew quietly near to one of the preachers, and
it was thus he ended his thrilling discourse.
“The merciful God on this sacred spot, and in this
holy month, pour his spirit of peace and light upon
you.” The congregation, out of their deepest heart,
cried Amen. “The almighty God, keep you true
and faithful to the very end.” Amen, again rose
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from the people’s souls. “The great and only God,
write upon your hearts the precepts of Al Koran
and pardon you all your sins.” Oh! the thunder
of “ Amen.” That raised the preacher who had been
sitting down on a soft cushion, to his feet, and with
one majestic gesture, that seemed to carry him far
above his kneeling hearers, far above the white
columns, far above the ringing dome, far above
the oriental blue, to the throne of the eternal, he ex-
claimed in a pathetic, and eloquent voice. “Thou
Allah! deliver these, thy children from the dark-
ness of the world, the snares of evil men, the
houses of shame and sin, the dens of vice, of
drunkenness and blasphemy. Save them from the
influence of infidel books, of false religions, and
hear the intercessions of the Prophet Mohammed, in
their behalf.” Methought Justinian’s temple shook
from its foundation with the eloquent Amen of the
people.  Methought, never before, had this noble
structure heard so earnest and thrilling a voice.

In this large concourse of people, I did not see
a single woman. One solitary creature, trembling
under the weight of years, was kneeling on the cold,
bare marble in the vestibule, and offering her
prayer.

I hastened out, and with the pure, fresh air, fell
on my ear a musical voice coming from -the
heights. I lifted my face, and lo! a young Mussul-
man was chanting a sweet prayer. If my efforts
have been a success, the translation of his prayer
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would be, “Thou bountiful one, thy mercy ceases
not; my sins are great, greater is thy mercy,
I extol thy perfections” I went home and
thought over what I had seen and heard on
that day of Ramasan. My heart grew sad and
sadder still, as I saw how near, in one sense, the
Mohammedans were to the Kingdom of Heaven,
and yet, would not enter in. So much of truth and
goodness, and Scripture in their religion, but the
chief thing lacking. The Moslems believe in Jesus,
as a Prophet of great power who lived eigh-
teen hundred years ago, and prepared the world
for the coming of Mohammed, the last and greatest
of all sent from God. Islam students quote the
Scriptures to prove the Apostleship of Mohammed.
These wordsof Moses to the children of Israel, “ The
Lord, thy God, will raise up unto thee a Prophet . .
of thy brethren” are often quoted. The brethren of
Jacob’s children were the Ishmelites, and Moham-
med, descending from that race, is said to be a fulfil-
ment of this prophecy. IntheSeptuagin translation
of Isaiah, we read of “two riders, one on an ass and
one on a camel.” The one represents Jesus, as he
entered Jerusalem on the ass, the other is a foresight of
Mohammed entering Mecca on his camel. Again, in
the new Testament, Jesus was asked by the people
whether he was Christ Elijah, or that Prophet. Who
is that Prophet, but Mohammed ? “ I shall send you
the Comforter;” even these words have been inter-
preted as being prophetic of the Arabian’s birth.
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The faith of Mohammed has also its dark side. It
lacks the spirit, teaching, and glorious example of
Jesus Christ. As asystem of ethics, or of religion, it is
cold, barren and weak. Nay, it is a source of posi-
tive evil, by reason of ils spirit of hate, per-
secution, and bigotry. It believes in pushing
Mohammed at the point of the bayonet. Its
war cry is “the Koran or the sword.” It putsup
Mohammed as the ideal man. Higher, no man can
be. Better, no man can be. The sensual, ambitious,
blood-thirsty, fanatical soldier of Saracene birth, is
held as the best, purest, and noblest example. It
puts up the Koran, a book of very many good and
devout sayings, but also, filled with fables, immor-
alities, bad advice and fiction, as the Holy Book to
become their law, faith, life and worship. With such
a belief woven into the very texture of Islam, it has
opposed education and progress, from the day
that Kaliph Omar ordered the burning of the
Alexandrian library, saying that “If these books
agree with the Koran, we don’t need them;
let them be burned; and if they do not
agree with the Koran, they are pernicious, and
on that account should be burned.” Wherever the
Turk has gone with the Koran he has hindered the
dawn of day. Wherever he has set his foot there
he has sown the seeds of ruin.

Under Turkish rule fertile lands have been con-
verted into a wilderness, walled cities to a ruinous
heap. Mohammedanism has dragged down man
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into the lowest vices and immoralities. Oh, that I
could make the great number of sufferers—their
bitter complaints, their sad groans, their broken
hearts, their oppression and persecution under
Moslem justice—to speak to you at this hour!
It would fill your eyes with tears and wring sighs
from your hearts. Let Mohammed be judged by
his fruits ; let the civilizations he has ruined testify
against him ; let the misery, ignorance and tyranny
he has nursed by his spirit of intolerance be the
argument against his claims.

Do you want to know what Christ is doing
among the Turks? Will you hear what the truth,
as 1t is in Jesus, has done for the Mohammedan
people? I am ashamed to confess that in Constan-
tinople, the great heart of Islam, the religion of the
Risen One has made very little progress. There are
very few or no converts from Islam in the capital.
For sixty years the American missionary has
preached on the classic shores of the Bosphorus,
but, apparently, without any effect. No Moham-
medan church has heen built, no Mohammedan
preacher has been ordained, no Mohammedan con-
vert has been baptized. Shall we say that Christ
has been a failure with these children of the Ara-
bian desert? Shall we say that the Gospel can
avail in China, in Japan, in dark Africa, but not in
Turkey among the Turks? No! Let us not lose
faith ; let us not despair; let us not turn our backs
and flee from the battle-field !
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On the heights of Roumeli-Hissar, overlooking
the castles of great Darius and the blue Bosphorus,
stands Robert College, unfurling the Star-Spangled
Banner in the land of the Crescent. This Ameri-
can institution of Christian learning is verily the

light of Asia. From its halls proceeds the invisible
but invincible influence, moulding, shaping and

carving the character of the whole empire. You
cannot capture Turkey by the cannon, or by the
force of diplomacy, but by the power of light.
Education is the road to salvation. Robert College
is doing more for the cause of Christ, of truth and
of goodness, than all the powers ot Europe put
together.

The days of Islam are numb-red. Its dark and
long night is wearing out. The heavens begin to
gleam with Orient light. Christ the King is com-
ing, and superstition, ignorance, fanaticism, false-
hood and fiction cannot stand against the sweeping
might of light, of knowledg=, of truth, and of the
divine life? Can Mohammed resist the eloquence
of Calvary and the almightiness of love, and the
power and pathos of the gospel of the resurrection ?
Come quickly, Lord Jesus, and like a full-orbed sun
shine upon that ancient land of glorious birth, that
once more the shores of the Bosphorus may ring
with the song of Christendom. “All hzil the power
of Jesus’ name.”
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¢ There’s a fount about to stream,

There’s a light about to beam,

There’s a warmth about to glow,

There’s a flower about to blow,

There’s a midnight blackness changing
into gray,

Men of thought and men of action
clear the way !”’

‘“ Aijd the dawning tongue and pen,

Aid it hopes of honest men,

Aid it paper, aid it type,

Aid it for the hour is ripe,

And our earnest must not slacken
into play,

Men of thought and men of action
clear the way.”’

43



i )
[ hd al o -~
o
o vy
- - B -
1) . L
)
. N - d
N
3
. 4 -
e
b |
r :
. .
1
- v
»' N

ol = ~
-

_ N

I l‘ B B -

I | r I . f .




HEART FRAGRANCE.



‘“ Thy sweetness hath betrayed thee, Lord,
Dear Spirit, it is thou ;
Deeper and deeper in my heart I feel
Thee, nestling now.”’

¢ Dear Comforter, eternal love,
Yes, thou will stay with me,
If manly thought and loving ways,
Build but a nest for thee.”



HEART FRAGRANCE.

 Thow shall lovethe Lord thy God with all thy heart.”
MATT, xXii.—37.

The two great commandments of Christ are, love
to God and love to man.

We cannot love God and hate our fellow men.
“How can we have the love of Godin usand hate the
brethren ?”  This two-fold love, the one feeding on
the other, is the fragrance of the regenerated heart.
The heart is made to love. It is forever springing
up within us and fastening its affections upon the
supremely beautiful, and altogether lovely One. It
fills and refills its little cup with love, and poursit
upon the object of its worship—God. It is a vase
of alabaster, full of fragrance, breaking, every time
it comes into communion with Christ, “the beauty
of Angel Worlds.” God with the largeness of His
heart draws all hearts to Himself. He makes
earthly parents, who press on their bosom their
darling children and cover their round, rosy cheeks
with kisses of natural affection, and who will die for

their offsprings, instinctively to look up to the Infi-
D
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nite Father and Mother, who presses all His children
to His oceanic heart and stoops to kiss their lips, as
the blushing morn kisses the eastern hills. When
we are'very weak, and the waves of some great sor-
row roll over our heads, like the billows of the sea
over the storm-battered coast, and when rayless
gloom settles upon the soul, how we long for the
wings of a dove to fly away, and be at rest in the
Great Heart of God, where there is perfect calm.
In our afflictions and bitter disappointments, when
our eyes are tearful and our crosses heavy, how
sweet to think of the love of God, where dwelleth
peace and joy and light. Love of God is the anti-
dote to sorrow. Love of God is also the inspiration
of life. When fighting in the battle of life, pressed
with foes on every hand, thousands falling at your
side, sharp arrows piercing your heart, weary and
worn, how cheering to think of God, who loves you,
and follows you with His unslnmbering eye, and
sends His angels to minister to your wants. How
inspirational to feel that your heart is locked in
God’s heart, and that He will be with you even to
the end of the world. This divine love stirs the
the depths of our soul and under its warm and pene-
_trating influencethehuman heart blooms intobeauty,
blossoms all over and bursts into a flower of sweetest
fragrance.

The love of our neighbor is the offspring of our
love of God. The one is the stem, the other is the
flower. Our love to God grows into love for our
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fellow-men. Religion is not complete without this.
“Love one another as I have loved you,” is the New
Testament Commandment. Have a pure and un-
selfish desire to help and benefit and comfort even
the lowest and meanest of all. The disciple of Jesus
must not wish evil, must not be revengeful, unfor-
giving, envious, belligerent, cruel, selfish or indiffer-
ent to the wants of others. Even his enemies he
must bless, and return them good for evil. This
seems very hard, but Christianity is a religion of
sacrifice. It costs a man to be a Christian. It costs
a man to breathe the Divine Spirit. It costs a man
to follow Christ. But the love of God to-us-ward,
makes the sacrifice a privilege. Is there any virtue
if I should love my benefactor and hate those who
lhiave wronged me in word and deed? Is it Christ-
like to bless your friends and wish evil and curse
your enemies? We shall know that we are His dis-
ciples if we overcome evil with good, hatred with
love, cruelty with compassion, jealousy with gener-
osity, slander with truth, meanness with frankness,
hypocrisy with honesty, and the spirit of revenge
with forgiveness. Be like the “trees that yield
their fruit to those who throw stones at them.”
This broad Christian principle is the silver bell of
heaven, ringing in our ears at all the hours of day—
“but the greatest of these is charity.” The Persian
poet, Hafis, voices this same sentiment, when he
says:
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¢ Learn from yon Orient shell to love thy foe,
And store with pearls the hand that brings thee woe.
Flee like yon rock, from base vindictive pride,
Imblaze with gems the wrist that tears thy side :
Mark when yon tree rewards the stony shower
With fruit nectarious, or the balmy flower.
Shall man do less, than heal the smitten, or the railer bless. ’’

Love and goodness, the one to God, the other to
our fellow-men, are the two cardinal doctrines of
religion. This evening, I call your attention to the
nature of the love which our hearts must generate
for “our Father in Heaven.”

To love God is to lift our minds and our hearts
and our consciences and our souls in reverence and
worship towards Him. It is to bend our minds in
humility before His truth, our consciences before His
justice, and our souls before His holiness. Itistoserve
Him with every faculty and fibre of our manhood. It
is the deep of humanity in us calling upon the deep
of Divinity in God. It is the reaching of our heart
after His sunshine. And when the fullness of God
dwelleth in us, and all the living strings of the in-
ward harp arein chord with the Divine will, then is
our flower of piety in full bloom, beautiful as the
chaste stars of heaven, and fragrant as the lilies of
the field.

My hearers, you will be surprised to see what
erroneous ideas men possess concerning the nature
of this heart-love. Years ago, people supposed
that the “love of God” consisted in tormenting their
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physical frames and abstaining from food and flee-
ing from the world. The person who lived in a
cave and suffered his nails to grow and cut himself
with knives and wore a shirt of iron next to his
flesh, was considered the friend of God. The the-
ology of those days said to the people, “If you love
God, show it by denying yourself all rest, by ban-
ishing sleep from your eyelids, by wearing your
flesh thin, by carrying an iron girdle and a head-
plate of coarse iron wire in the form of a heart,
which will bruise you, wound you, and tear the flesh
from your boues for Christsake.” Simeon,the Stylite,
spent thirty and seven years of his life on the top
of a pillar at Antioch, for the purpose of growing in
his love for God. Others forsook their children
their parents,and fled to the deserts, that they may be,
alone with God. Others shut themselvesup in con-
vents, cells, nunneries and dark cloisters, that their
hearts may expand with love of God. Others,
again, ruined by bad usage the house of clay where
God has lodged His spark of immortality, and clip-
ped their spirits, disfigured and mutilated the no-
blest in them, thinking that in this way they will
please God and persuade Him to come down and
dwell with them. Oh! the erimes, the suicides, the
blasphemies, the wrecks, in the name of love of God ;
oh! the atrocities, the barbarism, and the cruelties
committed with a purpose to appease the wrath of
God and win His friendship. All this passed in
the name of love, in the name of sweet and tender
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affection for the dear God. The heart, which like
a flower opens to drink in all the sunshine of the
heavens, then scatters its fragrance all around, was
converted to a hollow, dumb, dry and insensitive
sepulchre. Yet even to-day there are Christian sects
which associate piety—the sincere love of the heart
for God—with fasting and abstaining from food.
It is thought that a pale countenance, a thin frame,
a sad and sorrow-stained face, and a sickly look,
are evidences of strong and growing spiritually.
St. Paul is quoted to prove that the body must
be prostrated by frequent fasting, and the soul
thrown into a melancholy state by constant medita-
tion upon our sins and transgressions. The
theory 1is that when God beholds our suffer-
ings He will be pleased, and seeing the lean-
ness of our flesh will delight our spirits with fatness.
This again, my kind hearers, is at war with the
idea that true and vital love consists in our hallowed
affections rising Godward and fastening themselves
on His person, the heart, soul and conscience,
the whole man springing up towards the Supreme
sweetness. True fasting consists not in setting apart
certain days and weeks for a prescribed abstinence
from food, for the soul fasts truly when it is feeding
on God with such enthusiasm and rapture that the
body forgets its need of food. It is spontaneous,
unbidden and voluntary. The strength and ecstacy
of the spirit sustains the frail frame and imparts to
it vitality. Mary, the sister of Martha, was so in-
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tensely absorbed with the Master’s love that she sat
for hours at His feet, forgetting all else. I have
read of the philosopher Newton being so profoundly
interested in his studies that he often found no time
to eat, did not care to eat, for he had found some-
thing sweeter to his taste than meat and drink, and
they took away his meals from his study just as they
had brought them. Sometimes, when our hearts
are swelled with a great joy, we lose appetite for
food, we would rather dwell upon the dear object of
our happiness, than have our minds diverted from
it. Thus, when the adoring soul rises to the serene
summits of devotion and spiritual communion, and
lovingly lingers on the heights, where God is and
where the heavens are peaceful and calm, and the
sunshine is constant, it is then that the body fasts
while the spirit is fed from the exhaustless breast of
God.

Another wrong idea, which is very prevalent,
renders this love of God, to consist in a sentimental,
purely emotional, and therefore superficial worship
of God. In the discharge of my pastoral duties, I
have found tliat some people think that to be reli-
giousisto be talking and gossiping about religion all
the time, they have an idea that if they repeat the
name of God a dozen times during the day and call
Him in endearing names, suchas “sweet Father,”
“precious Saviour,” and “dear Jesus,” and “sing
love-songs to Him,” and pray to be taken away from
the world and placed in the arms of Jesus, and
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shedding tearsat the communion table,and picturing
before their eyes Christ in the agony of death on the
cross, with wounded side, and bruised brow and
broken heart, and lament over his sufferings in
a sentimental way, they will be loving God with
the heart, mind and soul. In the Eastern countries
Christians think that no one can haveprofound love
for Christ, and having the means, neglect to visit
Jerusalem, to weep over the holy sepulchre and
make the footprints of Jesusin Judea wet with tears
of penitence. Candles a1e burnt before the shrine of
the great martyr. His picture is hung on the wall
and in the beautiful months of summer, His tomb is
converted to a monument of flowers. But this alone,
is sentimentalism. It is superficial religion, religion
of the feelings alone, of the eyes and hands, not of
the deep, deep heart. Itis not the inexhaustible fra-
grance of soul ever ascending up to the nostrils of
God. Conventional piety is a mere show, not the
real thing, the words are there, the phrases are per-
fect, the form is beautiful, but the spirit, the vital
breath, is absent. The persons without any faith
whatever, may manifest this kind of religion by
using similar words and forms; the hypocrite
may have all the appearance of piety, by imitating
the prayers and songs of sentimental worship; the
Pharisee may pass for a saint by concealing his
true self behind the screen of emotional and shallow
religion. This one fact has given religion a bad
name. Ah! say people, we know what that means;
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to be religious is to assume a grave sepulehral tone,
carry about along face, spend hours on your knees in
long prayer, to beseen of men and become visionary,
unpractical and sentimental. Do you wonder at the
irreverence of the multitudes for religion? Are you
filled with surprise at the coarse indifference of
men for the professions of Christians? Remove there-
for from religion all that is formal and conventional,
and let it be the pure and undefiled love of the heart,
growing into wholesome fruit and filling the world’s
lap with riches, beauty and usefulness. Bury mere
talk, mere feeling, mere sentiment, under the waves
of the sea. Have first the reality, the jewel, and
then your speech will be sanctified, your feelings and
emotions an acceptable offering unto God.

How shall we win this prize? How can we make
our whole life to yield this fragrance? I answer, by
being busy in the cause of goodness on earth. We
are living in an eminently active age. Science,
trade, commerce and art, are stretching every nerve
and employing every live matter and utilizing every
second of time. Indolence, sloth, hesitancy, means
failure, to stand still is to give up hope. See them
pushing, driving, toiling and yearning for the mark
before them. This activity adds to their interest,
warms into life new efforts, fans into flame their de-
sires and keeps them growing and getting deeper
and deeper in love with the aim of their life. Thus
it is in the Christian world. Be up and doing, em-
ploy every talent and gift to better the little sphere
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wherein God has placed you. Push with both hands
and shoulders, the chariot wheel of the Kingdom of
Heaven. Do not stop to rest, there is a heaven of
rest for you when you have done well. There are the
ignorant to be instructed, the poor to be helped, the
fallen to be lifted up, the lost to be rescued, and a
world to be pushed through greater degrees of ex-
cellence. Do with all your might, your part, your
duty, and you will find no time to doubt or disbe-
lieve. But like a green and tender vine, your af-
fections will twine closer and closer around God,
who is the author of all that is true and just, pure
and lovely in human life.

I believe that an active Christian piety, loaded
with rich fruit, is the only hope of a world. You
who are believers “look aghast on the spectacle of a
world’s corruption.” Think of the amount of sin, of
misery, of drunkenness and of ignorance. Has
science put an end to these crimes? Has education
helped man, complately to overthrow these evils?
Has wealth accomplished the desired end? Nay!
but has religion done it? Alas, for eighteen hun-
dred years it has been preached. Christendom is
dotted over with church and chapel, but where is
the wickedness we have stemmed, the monster we
have slayed, the abuse we have reformed, or the bad
custom we have put down? What then, is religion
obsolete? Is God asleep? Is Jesus dead? Is piety
foolish sentimentality ? Not so, Oh! thou Eternal
One. Not so, Great Guardian of all truth.
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Let us do for Christ,flet us love God in deed and
in truth, let us translate our confession into con-
duct, let us practice the precepts of Christ, let our
whole life be a prayer of faith, of truth and inspira-
tion. In one word, let us be dusy in God’s vineyard
after our Father’s business as was the child Jesus,
and like Him we will grow stronger in spirit,
deeper in love and piety. Then will the whole
earth and all humanity grow in a living likeness to
God, and bud and blossom as the fragrant rose in
His right hand.
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PRAYER AFTER THE SERMON.

All-together lovely one; Chief among ten thou-
sand. Communicate unto usthe pure, unsullen love
of thy divine heart. Fill us from the endless Ocean
of thy Being. We pray thee, cleanse our hearts of
all other idols, of this transient world, riches that
perish, and the passions and ambitions of the flesh,
and reign thou God of light and love, supreme over
all our desires. Our souls thirst for thee, thou
living God. Our hands are stretched out to thee
in filial love and faith, disappoint us not, laugh not
at our folly and weakness, reject us not by reason of
our short-comings. But take us all under the
shelter of thy motherly wings, and feed our love and
zeal for thy truth and in thy service, by the Holy
Spirit. Moisten the seed sown into our hearts and
give growth to the flower of piety, that its leaves
may open and its ripe fruit fall into thy lap—and
unto thy name Jehovah, God shall be ascribed all
praise in all ages.—AMEN.
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PRAYER BEFORE THE SERMON.

Our Father who art in heaven, thou all perfect,
all knowing, and all righteous one: We come into
thy presence to behold the matchless beauty of thy
countenance, to commune with thine infinite spirit,
to be fed from thine exhaustless breast, and to be
made purer in heart, holier in soul, and larger in
conscience and in mind.

We hasten into thy house of prayer, of praise, of
holy worship and inspiration, where thou, our
shield and our reward art present, to bless, to heal,
to comfort and tosave. We thank thee for this day
of rest, of joy and benediction. We thank thee for
thy truth, so freely and magnanimously given unto
us, to become our daily food and drink. Above
all, we thank thee for Jesus, the brightness of thy
face, and source of all good. Breathe upon us his
spirit, and kindle within us the flame of love, and
devotion for his cause. Creator of all things, we
thank thee for the return of Spring, and for the
promise of Summer in the green grass, the swell-
ing bud upon tender branches, in the sweetness
and beauty of the flowers so generously scattered
at our feet, and in the genial warmth of the sun,

shaking down glorious day upon our eyes. In the
E
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ten thousand objects of thy power and wisdom, we
behold the beauty of thy thought, the magnitude of
thy being, and the wondrous love of thy heart.
We would mingle our voices with the murmur of
the streams, the rustle of the leaves, the singing of
the birds, and the music of the stars, and praise God
from whom all blessings flow. Oh! Holy Father,
may there be a Springtime in our spiritual life-
May there be sunshine and Summer in the realm
of our souls. May every seed of virtue, of piety
and of love, be warmed into generous growth in
our lives, filling thy lap with ripe and rich fruit.
Deliver us from the cold chilling blasts of sin.
Save us from the Winter of barrenness and unfruit-
fulness. Save us from the night of doubt and dis-
belief. Keep us forever, upon the heights where
thou art, and where the cares and passions and
ambitions of earth cannot disturb us in thine arms.
Thou art the God of love. In the largeness of thy
heart, there is room for us all. When earthly
parents forget us, Thou Divine Goodness shall not
forsake us, but keep us in the hollow of thy hand.
When billows roll over us, and dark clouds float
above us, and we are in distress, in grief and in
affliction, underneath us shall be thy everlasting
arms. When we fall and our hearts bleed from the
thorns of life, and we sin against the light, and thy
goodness, and thy love, then we shall seek thy face
and implore thy mercy and forgiveness. Oh! thou
friend of the fallen, thou canst pardon, thou canst
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heal, thou canst cleanse, thou canst save to the ut-
most, This is Gospel glorious. May it inspire our
hearts with great hopes, brave prophecies and noble
virtues, making our life an acceptable offering unto
thee.

And shall we not pray for those who are sick, and
in sorrow and in great grief? Come, thou burden
bearer, into their homes and gladden their hearts
by sweet messages from the heavens of peace, com-
fort and strength. Wipe away the tear from sor-
row’s eye-lids, cheer the drooping heart. Shed sun-
shine through the darkened windows, lift them up
in thine arms of tender care, and let thy heart of
sympathy and help beat against theirs. Every-
where may thine uplifted countenance carry joy,
peace, rest, light and love.

Bless also the strangers, who are here to worship
with us. Welcome them to thy heart and sanc-
tuary. Grant unto them the prayer of their heart,
and shed abroad in their lives the fullness of God.

Hear us, now, good Lord, and answer the uttered
and unutterable requests of our hearts, through
Jesus, the risen, ascended, ever-living one, we ask.—
AMEN.






WHAT IS GOD?

“ What think ye of Christ 2’
MATT. xxii.—42.

God is immeasurable. Our finite minds cannot
contain the Infinite One. His nature, His attributes,
are too vast for human sight. Even “imagination’s
utmost stretch in wonder dies away.” Who has
crossed the unbounded and mysterious ocean of His
being ? Who has risen to the heights where the
Eternal dwells shrouded in the glory of His love ?
What mortal has told us His name? In the words
of the Poet Young, “ A God alone can comprehend
a God.” Anund shall we say, that because He is so
far above the grasp of our mind, heart and soul,
that therefore, He is the “ Great Unknowable ?” Are
we in such starless night; in such helpless ignorance;
in such pitiable weakness; that we cannot catch a
glimpse of His face, smiling upon us at all the
hours of mortal existence, or touch the skirts of His
immensity, or even think of Him, who is “Our
Father in Heaven?’

Believe me, there are lines of communication be.
tween man and his Maker. The clarified vision of
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the spirit, beholds God and adores Him as the cen-
terand soul of a universe throbbing with His divinity
at every point. Says Emerson, “ By some private
door God enters into every individual.” His truth
finds our mind ; His justice our conscience; His
love our hearts, and His holiness our souls. In some
way God fills this little human cup brim-full with
His sweetness, His light and inspiration. He isa
great God, yet He reveals Himself to the immortal
soul of man.

Christianity is not the worship of an indefinable
and incomprehensible being. Were it so,then would
our faith bea farce, our religion a mockery, and our
profession a shame. Jesus Christis the “ brightness
of the Father’s face,” and through him we know
God. Knowing Him, we can love Him; loving Him,
we can obey Him; and obeying Him, we shall be
happy forever.

It is written that God made man after his own
image. But man very often makes God to corres-
pond to his likeness. We all have our ideas and
impressions about the Divine Being, and our daily
life is fashioned according to the loftiness and sweet-
ness, or the meanness and hideousness of these
thoughts. The real God is to us, precisely what we
make Him to be. We see Him as our thoughts
represent Him. Our life is the outside of our
idea of God. We are happy, kind, useful, and
forgiving, if our view of God’s nature feeds
these virtues in our life. We are grim and
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gloomy, uncharitable and partial, if we believe this
to be the charac er of God. He is tender hearted,
compassionate, fatherly and gentle, or awful, re-
vengeful, tyranical and ugly, cccording to our
thoughts about Him.

I do not mean to say that our thoughts change
the divine nature. For if God is merciful, our
opinion, that He is cruel will not make Him so.
Thoughts only affect us, and become the anvil
whereon our character is beaten and fashioned.

The tree of thought will bear fruit after its kind.
The idea we have of God, will become a thing. And
when I want toknow your real God,I donot goto your
creed, or to your theology or to your church: but to
your every day life in the counting room, the street,
the fire-side ; and from the character of the motives
and impulses which sway your desires, from the
nobleness or baseness of your conduct, I form an
idea of the God, whose name is written on your
heart. Your thoughts are translated into actions ;
the ideal becomes the real in your life, and your
life the true language of your creed.

“We live in deeds not years, in thoughts, not breaths,
In feelings, not in figures on a dial ;

‘We should count time by heart-throbs. He most lives
‘Who thinks most, feels the noblest acts the best.

And he whose heart beats quickest lives the longest—
Lives in an hour more than in years do some,

Whose fat blood sleeps as it slips along the veins
Life is but a means unto an end ; that end

Beginning mean, and end to all things, God.”
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Let me illustrate this power cf our ideas of God iu
the formation of our character. Inthedark ages the
Christian church had an idea that God was a cruel,
dreadful and narrow being, believing in persecution,
and hate and fire, loving only the miserable and
indolent hermit in his filthy cell, and frowning upon
the toiling masses who remained in their spheres of
battle, instead of fleeing to the desert. Thiswas their
notion of God. And this picture they reproduced
in painting, in sculpture, in worship and in life. In
Oriental churches, I have seen these ghastly repre-
sensations filling one with horror and disgust. On
one window is the throne of God, high in the clouds,
while at his feet are the burning flames of hell de-
vouring the enemies of the church. On another
window is a devilish scene of the judgment day,
which makes one turn pale. While yonder are
the black and ugly demons, heaping fire upon the
heads of the excommunicated heretics. Think of it,
—all this in a Christian church. It was the. idea
they had of God, and tirey lived up to it. This one
idea, that God waus a cruel and vengeful being, origi-
nated the inquisition, Spanish, Mexican and South
American; kindled the fires of Smithfield; inaugur-
ated themasscre of St. Bartholomew; the thirty years
war in Germany; the slaughter of the Netnerlands;
and the cold-blooded murder of many thousands of
honest souls, who died lingering deaths in damp, sub-
terranean cells. Christendom ran red with human
blood ; the Christian church was one huge wound
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from the gashes cut in it by this savage and bar-
baric conception of the Supreme Being. They said,
if Gol will burn the heretic forever in hell-fire, we
must burn him now, for in so doing we are co-
workers with God. If God hates the unbeliever,
and the ones who disobey the church, we must fol-
low His example and curse and anathematize them.
If God will shut the door of heaven against the
heretics, we must keep them out of our churches,
away from our communion tables. All the disgrace-
ful wars of the sects, the bloodshed and heartless
atrocities of the believers, the harrowing scenes in
dungeons and torture-chambers, had their origin in
this inhuman and accursed idea,that the God of Hea-
ven was a little, jealous, cruel and angry Being,
loving a few of His friends, and hating all the rest.

Again, there was the idea, that God hated free
thought, and the man who did his own thinking
and differed with the established church. So when
John Wickliffe, a poor monk in his cell at Oxford,
began to teach the great truths of Protestantism and
died before the wave of persecution had reached his
abode, the Council of Constance ordered his bones
to be dug up and burned. What little was left
of the Reformer in the Lutterworth churchyard,
was burned to ashes and cast to the winds. Why
this cruelty to the dead man’s remains? DBecause
they had anidea that God, who is himself, the chief
persecutor of such men, will hold them responsible in
the last day, for not being God-like in their hatred
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of the heretics. It was blasphemy to disagree with
the church. Free thought was an unpardonable
crime. God would punish this sin with eternal
torment, and the followers of God ought to mani-
fest a similar dislike for this crime and a likeness to
God, by burning the sinner on earth. Itmakesmy
heart sad to think of the horrible crimes committed
against the religion of light, life and freedom, by
Catholies and Protestants, in the name of this anti-
Christian idea. John Calvin was a master mind.
John Calvin was a great soul. John Calvin is peerless
in the ecclesiastical world as a man of head. But,
as drunkenness is the one sad spot in the life of the
Patriarch Noah; Debauchery, in that of Sansom;
Adultery, in that of King David ; Treason, in that
of Peter; The one black stain in Calvin’s charac-
ter was his religious bigotry. With the Papal world
he refused the right of private judgment and in-
dividuality of thought, which inspired the great
movement of the Reformation. With this idea in
his head, he became, to say the least, the cause of the
burning of Servetus. Calvin could have saved the
unfortunate man, but why should he? Did not
God hate such men as Servetus? Will he not burn
them forever? And should a man show any pity
and compassion when God would not? Could Calvin
come back to the world to-day and see Christ with the
eyes of modern Christianity, he would hide his face in
his hands for his cruelty against a brother-man,whose
only fault was the free use of his faculties. Ah! even
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had he then seen Jesus on the cross, breathing away
His Holy Ghost in a glorious beatitude for his mur-
derers, he would have fallen on his knees and wept
with bitterness over his lack of charity for a frail,
weak, mistaken creature of the Heavenly Father.
It was not because these great theologians were
naturally unsympathetic and cruel men. It was
their idea of God and of His nature, which they
carried out in their lives. Taking the religious
history of the Medizeval Ages as a test, we infer that
the God they worshipped was an altogether different
Being. Their God loved the barren monastic life;
our God loves the fruitful, active life in the sphere
wherein he has placed us. Then He said, “ Believe
or burn,” now He says, “ Come unto Me all ye that
are weary and heavy-laden, and I will give you
rest.” Then He loved the Catholic and hated the
Protestant, or loved the Protestant and hated the
Catholic, now He says, “ Ye are all brethren one of
of another.” Then He was a tyrant before whom
men and women trembled and grew pale; now He
is the Father, who shall not forsake us, even when
our earthly parents have forgotten us. God Al-
mighty is the same immutable being, blessed for-
ever. It is only our thoughts and ideas that have
changed.

Once more. There is another idea that the Sov-
ereign Creator of the universe, the Lord of men and
King of angels, whom the heaven of heavens can-
not contain, who occupies all time and fills all space,
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is a petty, sectarian being, who has a choice between
Presbyterianism and Methodism, between sprinkling
and immersion, between written and extempore
prayers, between the- attitude of standing and
kneeling in worship, between bishops and presby-
ters, between ministers and priests. He is repre-
sented as preferring one form of worship to another

—the flowing gown to the ordinary dress, the cross-
formed chapel to the plain house; and a great num-

ber of other non-essential, secondary matters—which
convey the impression that God was a little being,
extremely one-sided in His preferences and sectarian
to the very core of His heart. Do you know what
this idea has done? It has torn Christendom to a
thousand sects. It has given birth to a multitude
of irreconcilable schisms, all from the Bible. It has
robbed ;the Body of Christ of its unity, glory and
strength. It has made a Babel of the Church of
God. The greatness of God and the greatness of
His Word are a condemnation of the sectarian
spirit. Read the iaspired writers and you will see
how plainly and emphatically they speak of the royal
law of love, of righteousness, of purity of heart, of
integrity of soul, of living faith, and of charity.
There can be but one interpretation of the passages
in Scripture where these solid truths are revealed.
Only one sect, as far these great revelations are con-
cerned. DBut with forms and numbers and figures
or modes of prayer, or worship, or baptism, or sacri-
fice, a Great Bible has simply nothing to do. The
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important truths have not divided Christendom so
much as the little, obscure and secondary matters in
the Word.

Once more. Coming still nearer to our times,
we shall meet with people who will tell us of an-
other idea about God. This represents the Divine
Father as an unfair and imperfect being. God,
it'is thought, has provided an atonement for His
special friends. The plan of salvation is full and
complete, yet limited in itsapplication. He is made
to say to Himself, “Is not this offer of life free and
gracious on my part and purely unmerited by my
creatures; I will bestow it therefore’on whomsoever I
will, and pass by the rest.” Accordingly Jesus died
for the whole world, but effectually only for a certain
number. He is offered to all men, but irresistibly to
the chosen ones. God does not draw you, in the sense
that he draws your neighbor. He does not offer
unto you this great salvation, as he does to the
elect. His atonement is limited. Christ’s death
only avails for the predestined. This idea of a
limited atonement, I reject and consider it in direct
opposition to the broad outlines of scriptural teach-
ing. It makes God,“with whom there is no respect
of persons,” a partial and unjust judge. He provides
no salvation for a certain number of His creatures,
then punishes them for not accepting what was not
offered to them in earnest. He does not make the
same offer to all his creatures, who were brought to
life, not by their own volition, but by a Divine
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fiat, and then holds them accountable for not ac-
cepting what was really and sincerely never meant
for them. Suppose you would set a table, rich
with food and free to all, announce it as such,
then invite all the hungry and needy to come and
eat and live, but refuse equal privileges to all, would
that, humanly speaking, be just and impartial.
Then suppose you would turn around and strike
these men on the head for not availing themselves
of your bounty as the more favored ones have done,
would that be fair, kind and in accord with the
highest justice? Yet it is said, as Jonathan Ed-
wards would say, as Hopkins and Emmons would
say, “Is not God sovereign? Can He not do just
as He pleases? Does He lack the power and right
to save your neighbor and condemn you? Isit
unfair in Him to offer His salvation to some, and
withhold it from others?” We answer — God
does what is right, just, impartial and absolutely
fair. Using the faculties He has given me, I say
such a course would make God an extremely unfair
being. Do you say that I, being a poor human
creature, may be mistaken in my ideas of justice and
fairness, then I say,I may be mistaken in my ideas
of love and kindness. How do I know, what Di-
vine goodness is, or what divine compassion is?
But if I may define these benevolent attributes in
the Deity and be confident that in the main I am
right, likewise I can form my ideas of divine justice
and feel confident that what seems irrational and
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contrary to Christian consciousness is not the at-
tribute of an absolutely and infinitely perfect God.
Jesus Christ died for all men. For Judas Iscariot,
in the same sense that He died for the great Apostle
to the Gentiles. He called each one of these men,
with equal love, sincerity and willingness to save.
The one refused, and died; not because Christ would
not help him as much as the other, but by reason
of his own hardness of heart. I may be asked to
reconcile the divine sovereignty with human free-
dom. My answer is, I cannot. I believe in the de-
crees of God, and I believe in a certain amount of
freedom given to the human will. Further than
this I cannot travel, for it is darkness and mystery.
In preaching the gospel, I say to my people that this
glorious gospel of the blessed God will do for you
all that it has done for the purest spirit that ever
drew breath. Christ is to you all that he ever was
or will be to any other human creature. He is as
near to your soul as he was to_the great and saintly
martyrs, reformers and heroes. Never for a moment
suffer yourself to doubt this. Never say to yourself
that, perhaps you are not elected to be saved; that
perhaps God does not love you as much and as truly
as he loves others; and that perhaps from eternity
you have been predestined to be cast into the outer
darkness. No, NO. Fling aside all such thoughts.
Rise above all such doubts. God loves YOU. Jesus
seeks to save you. You, yes, even you, the Infinite
One yearns and agonizes to save. Am I asked to re-
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concile thisdoctrine with thetheory of fore-ordination
and fore-knowledge? Do you tell me that I am not
consistent? I answer, with consistency, I have
nothing to do. I preach a free, full, gracious, glorious
good news, and if it clashes with and seems to con-
tradict certain theological ideas about God, I cannot
help it.

T walk with bare hushed feet the ground .

Ye tread with bo’dness shod,

I dare not fix with mete and bound
The love and power of God.

¢“I know not where Iis islands lift
Their fronded palms in air,
I only know I cannot drift
Beyond His love and care.

‘¢ And Thou, O Lord, by Whom are seen
All creatures as they be,
Forgive me if too close I lean
My human heart on thee.”

I plead with you this morning to shake off from
your souls all these false thoughts about the dear
God. Cast aside the horrible conception which, like
iron, pierces the heart of tenderness. Tear from your
bosom all these barbaric images of the infinite affec-
tion, and learn Him through the incarnate Christ.
Believe in your innermost and centermost heart,
that God is love, love above all and over all. Love,
free, generous and warm as the sunlight at noon of
day. Love, broad, tender, and comprehensive as
the distant blue over our heads. Love, eternal,
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illimitable and unconditional. Believe in this with
all your being. Say you believe in it, till you are
filled with it. Say it, till this beautiful thought per-
vades all your life. Say it till His all-conquering
love has melted your heart to glad submission. Say
it, till the love of God, glorious as the morning, has
purged you from the stains of sin. Say it, till it
becomes the unfailing inspiration of a gentle, meek,
frank, reverent, true, devout and godly life.

Believe also in Mis greatness. The heart of God
is large, there is room there for all who call upon
His name, and put forth the little arms of the soul
to embrace Ilim, and grope in the dark for the hem
of His garment. It makes no difference in what
language, or under what form, orby what creed they
worship Him, Orthodox or Hetrodox, Calvinist or
Armenian; they that worship Him “in the beauty of
holiness,” are His children. He is the father of all
men ; but they that “have not the spirit of Christ are
none of His.”

Believe again in the absolute perfection of God. He
cannot fail in His gracious purposes. He will see
that all wrong is set right, and justice is done to
every creature. IHe will bring good out of evil, and
better thence again. Though the Heavens fall, not
one iota of His truth shall perish. In wisdom, He
is all-knowing, in power, almighty, in justice, all
righteous. And sure of His infinite perfection, we
can face any thing in the shape of sorrow, of dis-

appointment, or of death.
F
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Fill your mind with such thoughts, feed your
heart with ennobling and bright ideas; and your
daily religion will be like the pure stream that de-
scends from the tall mountains,is fed by the virgin
snows and runs through the vast fields of humanity,
fertilizing the soil, moistening the seed and filling
God’s lap with golden sheaves.

‘¢ Jesus, there is no dearer name than Thine,
‘Which time has blazoned on his mighty scroll ;
No wreaths, no garlands ever did entwine
So fair a temple of so vast a soul.
There every Virtue set his triumph seal ;
‘Wisdom conjoined with strength and radiant grace
In a sweet copy, Heaven to reveal,
And stamp perfection on a moral face ;
Once on the earth wert Thou, before men’s eyes,
That did not half Thy beautecus brightness see ;
Once on the earth wert Thou a living shrine,
Wherein conjoining dwelt the good, the lovely, the Divine.”’
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PRAYER AFIER THE SERMON.

Thy name is love! Oh, thou Eternal One! And
with exceeding great joy we repeat this dear name
of thine! Thou hast the power to save to the
utmost, and to be gracious unto all thy creatures!
Mightier than the tide of the Atlantic Sea is the
omnipotence of thy love! Wider than the blue
heavens is thy providence, hedging us in on every
hand! Thou art a great God, yet dost thou conde-
scend to dwell in our humble hearts, with all thy
glory and goodness, too! Come and deliver us
from fear, despondency, bondage and darkness!
Lead us into the glorious light of thy gospel! Im-
part unto us, we beseech of thee, the beauty, sweet-
ness, freedom and holiness of thy nature, through
Jesus, the Redeemer |—AMEN.






RECOGNITION OF FRIENDS IN
HEAVEN.



‘“ Upon the frontier of this shadowy land
We, pilgrims of eternal sorrow, stand ;
‘What realm lies forward, with its happier store,
Of forests green and deep,
Of valleys hushed in sleep,
And lakes most peaceful, ’tis the land of evermore,”’

‘ What if earth
Be but the shadcw of heaven and things therein,
Each to other like, more than below is thought.”



PRAYER BEFORE THE SERMON.

We lift up our eyes unto Thee, source of every
good and every perfect gift; once more we hasten
into thy presence, Thou father and saviour of our
souls; with hearts full of gratitude and full of praise
we surround thy throne. Thou invisible but ever
present One, we thank Thee for thy watchful care
over us, and for thy providence hedging us in on
every side, delivering us from sickness and death,
and always guiding us with Thine own eye. We
praise and magnify thy name that Thou hast been
so very nigh to us in all the hours of mortal exist-
ence, in the hour of trouble and sorrow, in the hour
of darkness and of gloom, in the hour of sickness
and bereavement. Thou has been our comforter,
our friend, our help, our strength, and for all these
unnumbered mercies we lift up our hearts in praise
and in song, in gratitude and in love to thy throne,
for Thou deservest all our worship and adoration.
We confess in thy presence that we are not worthy
to take thy holy name upon our unclean lips; we
are not worthy to bring offerings with our unclean
hands; we are not worthy to lift up the eye and be-
hold thy face so luminous with glory and goodness;
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but in Jesus Christ, our elder brother, we approach
to thy throne and we present our petitions to Thee
this morning with a firm, immovable trust that Thou
wilt hear us and also wilt answer us.

Oh Lord God, we pray, first of all and over all,
for the gift of thy Holy Spirit, knowing that with-
out the inspiration of thy Holy Ghost, we cannot
worship Thee acceptably; we cannot render unto
Thee service that shall praise thy name and profit
our souls. Therefore, we pray that we may be
guided by thy Spirit; be taught by thy Spirit; be
inspired by thy Spirit, that our eyes may be opened,
our feelings may be rendered tender, our hearts
prepared for the precious seed of the Gospel of Jesus
Christ.

We pray that this morning, as we come to confess
our sins and to ask for blessings new, we may be in
the Spirit. Heavenly Father wilt Thou graciously
smile upon us, forgiving our many sins and short-
comings and filling our hearts with thy peace and
with thy love and with thy holiness. Give us
strength, give us courage, give us help from above,
that in the discharge of our duties we may be faith-
ful and brave; that in the doing of thy will we may
be true, that in thy service we may be useful and
fruitful. Give us instruction from above that we
may know what is pleasing in thy sight, what is thy
will, and that in the doing of that will, we may be
crowned with never withering blossoms. When
temptation is too strong for our arms to put down;
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when we are in great peril and moral danger
send Thou an angel from above to strengthen
us and lift us up in his arms lest we dash our feet
against a stone.

In the great fight of faith upon the battle-field
for Christ may we ever see Iis banner unfurled over
our heads,and listen to his inspiring words of cheer,
and see His smile of approval and joy. In our every-
day life, in buying and selling, in doing and pray-
ing, in our homes and on the street, everywhere may
God’s love shine through our works and words, and
may men be persuaded that Christianity is a power
and a reality.

Enable us to prove that the Cross of Christ is full
of charm and inspiration, and that the name of
Jesus is above every othér name. May we have the
grace to be faithful unto death, that we may hear
the Master’s “ Well-done.”

Shall we not pray, Almighty God, for all thy
children who are in affliction, in distress, and in be-
reavement? The Lord anoint their heads with
the oil of gladness,and fill their cups brim-full with
His comfort. Help them to lay their burdens at
thy feet and find rest, sweet rest, in thine arms of
infinite affection. Grant unto us a glimpse of that
future world of immortality and peace, that our
drooping, sinking spirits may mount to the heights
of spiritual vision and communion.

Bless all the strangers who have come to worship
with us. Let this be the house of prayer, psalm,
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and gospel to their souls. Welcome them, gracious
One, to thy large and loving heart. Put thy hand
upon them, and bless them in their souls and in
their homes.

Hear us, Holy Father, in these, our petitions; an-
swer the uttered and unutterable requests of thy
people, and feed us from thine exhaustless breast,
through Jesus Christ, our Lord.—AMEN.



RECOGNITION OF FRIENDS IN HEAVEN.

¢ Eye hath mot seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into
the heart of man the things which God hath prepared
for those that love Him.”

I Cor.—2, 9.

Our friends are very dear to us. We carry them
close to our thrilling hearts. What is life without
friendship and the tender relations between husband
and wife, between parent and child ? TPut a person
in a beautiful palace, surround him with all the
comforts of wealth, let him have all that his heart
desires, let him have honor and pleasure and health,
but take away from him his loved ones—perhaps a
little child, or a kind mother, or a faithful and
affectionate wife—and he will be perfectly miserable
in his magnificent mansion. Love is the soul of
life. Ever-growing affection for our own is the free
fire that keeps the human heart warm. Let these
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