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attraction for the eye.9 of sordid ambition, b~ut
could scarce0y fait of kcindlingr the purer vision of
a refined and fiensitive soul. 1 can unclerstand
the passions of men whose ambition ie confined
rather to tac present; - whose aspirat;Dns are
pent; within the circle of a eulogy or a people's
huzzah-who would give more to, enjoy the in-
toxication of an hour's bornage to himself liv-
ing, than an immortal honor after death. Who
cari fatl to see fthe difference between the .Autony
who cornes brow-bound with the conqtueror's
]aurels, ]eading- captive kinge in chains, with the
cil of a <'reat nation's oblation perfumingt bis
triumphal car, and Milton, leoldl and blind and
fallen on evii days," in poverty and under thre
ban of a powerful Governrnent, look-ing forth
'with prophetic hopefulness to a future in which
he should live forever among men, rescued froxu
the general ruin of conteinporary* tbings aud
secured from decay in an ethereal temple buit by
iris own hand. His is but a narrow mind that
féverishly thirsts for prosent, popillarity, whichl ie
ouly warmed into heat by the gaîrish blaze of
adulation, and whieh is only happy in irnbibing
the stimulant of praise-whether the resuit of
impulse or judgment. IIowever the Epicurean
sentimnent of Horace may be adaptcd to the'hap-
piness of man, no truly exalted soul responds to
thids,-

Laotus in pracsens anirnus quod ultra est
Oderit curare.

I do not seec to justify a mau'à love of faine,
for if it be a irIve puritled fromn thre dross of com
mon dlay ît needs no justification. Nay more, i
ie the natural development of ýur divine nature
thre fairest fruit of our perfected mauhood. There
ie no glory, ne divinity, no beroism in~ death.
To live is of God, and to live well ie alone. divine.
T svould rather live, than die, aud so inan's yearn-
iuge for that life 'which breathes lu tie great world,
an immortal essence, indestructible in proportion
t;b thre intensity aud power of its truth, je wrougbit
into thre flnest fibres of bis being. The seul that
cries for that immortality. brought to ligrhù by
Christ, cries wçith kiudred instinct for man's kind
remeuibrauce. Wbat man is there, who dying
ean, say without a pang-let my memory perisir,
it matters not. Milton desired to, live among
men in bis secolid and more endui-ing incar-

nation. Se indlecd migrht tire great Apostle bave
feit without doing wrongr to thre divinity iwithmn
him. Milton's view cf that tiuisel faine which
engrosses ttl,,ar minds, and many a mmnd which
could harùly bc named in sucir a broad genus, is
nobiy expressed in Çhrist's words in Paradise
].egained.

For wbat is glory but tie blaze of faine,
The people's praise, if always praise utimised 1
And wlat thri ponple but a herd con ftisd,
A iscellancous r4ibble who Sxtol
Thiugs v'uIgar and well weighed, scarce worth the praise.
They praise, and they admire, they know not %vliat,
And know flot whoni, but ils one Icails the other.
And what deliglit to bc by euch extolled;
To live upon thocir ton gues, and bo their talk,
If whom ta bc dispraised wore no emall praise,
111e lot Who dares bc singularly good.

Wis it wveakness iu thre soul of ilac-.ulay that
impelled himi bo aspire to a resting place in
Wesemninster Abbey? If it was weakness, it
was a noble ône and incident to our bigyhest
nature. We do not jmage mian after thre ascetie
Christian standard of a middle age auy more
than, we judge hinm by tire theqry of thre Ancient
Stoic. Luther may have cared less where t.hicy
laid bis bones than thre simplest, village rustie who
sks a nook iii thre old churcir yard of bis fathers

where bis dust may rest. It may bc that Lio-
genes would not have preferred thre most gorge-
ous sarcophagus bo bis tub. But though, ive may
admire in thre one the entire merging of mind and
soul inte the higir spiritual resums of Gcd s0 that
the perishable dlay ras unseen iu the splendeour
of thre -loftier vision:; and in the otbei the phbilo.
Sophie wvil1 tînt achievcd sucir a couquest over the
buinan heart, we cannot, less respect that human
beart'in. its sympathy, that capacious mnd ; that
genius so splendid and multifori, for its foible-
if foible it bce; nay, we would flot have it other-
Wise.

I do not; respect the man lcss-I honour thre
Briton more.

For tis eartir, markc you, contains no other
place &f Sepulture s0 grand in inemories of the[
past, or ballowcd by se mauy glorious patriotie
reminisceuces. The dead that, lie tiiere -ira Eng-
land's-and Kings sud Princes are prond to sleep
where repose thre relies cf that genins 'wlxich
miade a nation sud a tougue classie and imimortal.

iu thre vaulte of tire *Escurial wrapped in


