
WHAT LIFE MEANS TO ME
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as "temporarily insane." Death, cor-

ruption, a lifeless worid, like the moon,
have no attractions for me. It is true,

Voltaire cursed God for giving us life,

and teaching us to love it, and at the
same time teaching us we have to lose

it; though the best contribution that
some men appear to have to offer life,

is to get out and leave it.

Now, I beUeve Jesus Christ has meant
all in this mortal life that he claimed he
would mean. I have no reason what-
ever to believe he ever lied, so when he
says concerning the future, "Because
I live, ye shall live also," and "He that
believeth in me, though he were dead,
yet shall he Uve," I simply believe it—
and that the more readily and firmly,

because I want to do so.
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