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Soul Cultur?5

AT àMaîi lias a soul is beyond dispute. That the Soul
J lias a protective cvriý serly qiiestioticd. But,*

-%vlenice this Anitidote l' ])eath ? mil came ont of'
the its o)f Antiquity ' lu the sure ani certain hiope te Lhe
Resu rrection of eternai life' but %vith neo key to solve the
eicrma. iMaux rose f'rorn the depdis of' degradLtiou onuno other
iuceuîtive thax his 0%vni irnmortality auud %Vho is tixere. of thie
myriad tniiliuiis of' creatiei wvho has ever e-auxght the fitiutest
glcexm ef the promised lighit and overconue the stupors of'
Sleep)?

XVith the dawx of Civilizationi the sou] awokce. Thpîe
Miocenle mati, iF' there %vai suc;h a personi, had iii bis being- a
divine forgretfuliiess. 'The caves ot the Departed at, last ieid
sornething more precieus than <lecay. The lethargy
of lite had brokcni out iii the sweet springs of activity.
fuito the honi(>geuueous collection of particles Scienice imputes
te hini crept a force, -a féelingS beyeuxd the Iceuu of his initellect
anud beiieath the peower eof bis expression. What it was lie
did net kniov. What it was lie did iuot cý- re. Hie on ly (A i 1ng
te it as the isician cliugs te the lest cheu'ds. of Eternity, anld
cernferted his l)u'ee spirit %vithl its balin. It grew 'and the
Savage stopped iii bis sztvag(ery. [t, gr-ew and the Barbarianl
bore incense and offeriu4g. It grewv aud the Christian caroled
bis canitiecles and tl<)oded the wvou'd iviti crood tidinigs and joy.

Up te that importanit point -the fhaii had ne soul. As
fair as the flesli w~enit lie w2is stili a brute. The impulse te
civilization needed senie crisis for its birth, and that crisis
carne wvlen the heart %vas mnute with aiiguish and the veice
dumb wvit.h pain). Ini thiat solenini renidering, of breath and
body stole the cemt'orter. Out et the throes eot mortality
crept a niature divinie in its pessibilities and huinail in its limita-
tiens. What 18 most musical wvill be rnost melancholy. Sad-
niess had given sustetiatice te a child eof the Everlasting. Tlhe
love of the beau tiful bad raised oeue branch of creationi frein
saviagery te civilizatien. The love of the beautituil bad triain-
phed over death.

Mani is a spleyidid creature rjeda: .hle may kave been a
despicable wretch Yesterduy. Perhiaps yeu do net know~ that,
once the God iii nin %vas offly the man ini God. Perbiaps you
<le not. kneov the extent etf bis littleness. rrheî.e was soune,
-creat, undelinied Beep inte which tlat that wvas givex returnied
mnd was swvallowved up flke the inomitaiii stream iii the sea.


