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a fresh respite from deatli ; the body wvill fatten and

latteil at the expeuse of the inind, thius asserting in its

o,%ni gross way its desperate love of life. How inuch

more beautifully is this strange tenacious love exenipli-

fied in the survival of inid over niatter ! Look at tixat

poor shirivelled fraume. It cau liardly crawl. Speech lias

becoume a wvhisper. Ninety wviiners have frozen the very

blood iii the oiicrc tlhrobbitng veins. But miark the eye,

briglit with an unearthly brightness wlienever a chord is

struck that speaks to thie intellect. Thiougli the voice

mnay be but as thie zepliyr's echo, the words which the

stili active brain distinctly forniulates are wvords of

wisdoni deep as the experience of a century. What is

left of thie great mn, the leader of his fellovs, energizes

in the undying splendor of Iiis intellect, aimd e.xhibits

the Iiighest kind of natural life exulting iii the very jalvs

of deathi. And well niay it triumiph, for thie mind will

neyer die. Blessed 'is that mind if it is clotlied wvith thxe

still higlierbecause supernatural, life ofgrace. WVithout

this supernatural gifi, intellect will but feel ail the more

keenly thie agony of eternal loss. \Vithi it the %veakest

inind overtops iminxeusely the strongest grace-bereft intel-

ligence. j

Yon old wonxan, crippled with pain, clouded in nxind,

but loving God's Holy Will, cleaving with hier ivbole

pure heart to the behests of the Heart whose love sur-

passes the love of mother, father and earthly lover, lias

a firrner grasp on life, trme unending life, than the proud

genius whom, ail the vain 'world belands in acknowleclg-


