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air, and throughi this medium hoars the rolling thun-
der. The souind of the troubled occan is heard froin
afar. The gaie that disturbs its rest bias its echo ini
the aîîditory apparatus of mnan. But th.v oye reigns
peerless among its fellows. It carri ýs us to tbe cu-
circling horizon bcyond. It glancs upwvard and
onwvariýtliroughi the silent arnd voiceless air-tîrough
the plUétary expanso w'here worlds are but twinliling
stars, whose sole end atfirst seemed to be to illumine
the mirky niglit of earth. It behiolds the sidereal
zones, whose orbe have nlot been numcrically di.3tii-ý
guishcd, and where, in solemn silence, they move
round soine great attractive centre, being guided in
their course through the trackless regions of space
by the linger of Omnipotence. The visual organs
miav t id adieu for a time to the planetary systems,
and turn the spirit.lighited windows of' the s,,al to
the contemplation of the organization of' the micros-
copie world, or the formn and funetions of atomic; life.
In its tour of exploration here it stands niatchless above
its sensitive associates. The car is deaf to the cry and
wail of tlîat life which covers animated nature. ll>w%
many of the fabries of the lower world does man
ovorthrow 1 IIow many tiny minarets and psoudo
halls dors our thoughtlese tread shako and dash into
ruins 1Illow secure have the little mortals thought
thomeelves, on the sunny side of some miniature
hillock-or in the silky folds of the leafy plant-or in
the pure and Ilmpid stream, *vhich giv'os drink, and
also confers tIme buon of life ulmon themi! But inaa
with luis restless mind and stal.wart arm snaps the
strings of their existence asundor. Yet hoe hears nu
notes of woe froni their desolated cities wbon rin's
plongh-share bas îîassed through them. No; man's
ear hoars not the appeals and rcmonstrancs of the
injured millions beneath his proud feot, nomthejoyous
anthems of the living. myriads wliech sport in the

sun-beam. So much for humnan hiearing(. The senses
of touch and smell do not add one iota to our know-
ledgce of this animalcular world, and the rude touch
of the human flr.gor would fail to distinguish eithier
the outlines or the proporties of the infinitesimal
world. ht is for the oye to explore thc fruitful gran-
ules, nuelci and colis of vegetable and animal struce-
tutre, because it is only tlîe optic inquirer who can
unfold thc mysteriofle and wonderfnl tabernacles
whichi wrap up and envelope the fountains of intel-

lectual and organic life. It is the oye alono which
spreads before tho nîiind a ncwv world, more wonderful
by far than the lien of fiction could paint, or Arabian
tales could depict A living and dying world hitherto
boyond man's boastod knowlodge. There is also a
negative idea in connection witil this view, viz:
Concoive this world tcnanted w'itb occupants si6lit-
less and revolving in epace upon the surface of this
Ilterrestrial bail", with no bright sun to lighîten the
gloom-whirling round and round in the Ilmoonlese
air,", with darkncss as a paîl ingnug its sombre
folds over the world. Were our food and our

drink tasteloss, and no fragrance breatbed from lime
heauteous flowcr or plant, hunger and tbirgt wouli
still be assmiagcd, and the lily and the rose and the
geraninm wvould deliglit the oye. Were the chords
of tho harp or the lyre stmack in vain by skilful fingers
-and tho old familiar melodice of carth-and the
jocund glee-and the voice of love wvhicb soothes,
and evon the startling sounds of alarm, mute forerz,
thc' harmony of colours would replace, howcver im-
perfcctly, the sympbony of sounde, and the varied ex-
pression of the face would stili uttor the langunage of
reproof, or the gentlo acrents of eeraphic; affection
and hcaven-kindled sympitthy. Withouî the car man
migit have held communication aud interchanged
his taskis witb bis fcllow. Though the rattle of the
iron wheel wvere inaulible and the watchman dca? to
the warning cry, the coîoured beacon or the waving
banner would have guided bim in his conrse, and the
mariner, mîgbt have conducted his ship round the
globe, tbougvh the lnllaby of old Ocean xnight not woo
sîunaber to bis hammock,thongh hoe heard noL the howl
of the gaie whiich shiattered hie rigging, nor the roar of
thze waters w'liclî threatened to cngulph him; Let hîn-.
only sec the white-crestcd billows, and bis falitbful
compass, and the ligbt that streams afar through the
cloudy night to save the storm-tossed wanderer, and
lie will reacb, the desircd hayon ini safety. But if
man wore bereft o? the powers of vision, with the cx-
tomnaI world in the same relation to bis auimated
organisrn as il is now, howv far would bis explorations
extend ? iHoi raîany noble pillars would ho oret
in tlîe tempîle of Science? Hlow many trophice
%vould ho cast ýround the sbrine o? Fame ?-
Could a blind man catch, as a Franklin, the forked
lightnings which flash atlîwart the fearful gloom of
the damkene 1 clouds, and witb bis puny arm, say to
heaven's artillery Ilcomo" and it obey bum-" go'
and il basten te fulfil bis mandate? Could thevacant
stare of tbe sigbtless oye-balle trace flcry Mars in hie
course? or meek eyed Venus, or thundemîng Jupiter,
or Satnmn wvith bis zones of light? Wonld the bol-
low sockcts witb inquisitive search dive into the
deptba of the sea, and explore the coral reefs and
tie wreck-s of man's proudest fooets, wbich swity
bither aend thithor in the fluctuating waves, while
their requiem is sung by the wailing tempcst? Would
anything in man save the beaven-kindled oye, detect
the fingor of-', Natore's God"l in the strata of carîli

-pointing ont the outlines o? animal and botanie
creation in thze indumated rocks, which slept the slop
of dcath before Eden bloomned? The oye bas ils
satellites in the othor SnSes, bot IT reigne moniircb
in our physical systcm. It is a beautifial emblemn of
that montai and moral eye which can pierce the
voil that hange betwoen tume and eterility,-of
that eyo of fitith whieli bebolds the river of life, and
the wmeatbs of immortality, aud the trocs that ever
blossom, and thze snow-white banner of celestial lib-
erty whicb waves over the citadel o? Heaven, and
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