
ON THE IMMOIITALITY 0F TH:E SOUL. 0

Thiere is a destiiiy higlier. than ilhat of earth, a rcaim. wvherc the
raiîibow noever fades, Nvherc the stars wviIl bc spread out before us
like isiands of the bicsscd which, slumber on the ocean, and wlîcre
the beautifuil being-s that bore pass before us like shadows shall
stay in our presence forever. And Iastly, a future existence is ne-
cessary lu order to equalize the distribution of justice by the moral
governor of the uiniverse among intelligent bciîgs, and "justify
the ways of God to riian."

It lias been alleged that ove» in the present st.lite of our exist-
once, v'irtîie briîîgs with it its own reward, and vice its appropriate
puiiishnient ; this nîiay be, and probably is, gencrally truc,« auld
thereibore rnay bc regarded as a, general truth. But are we niot coin-
pelled to admit that iniiviiidual cases exist, and have existed, where
the most virtuous have suffered grievous persecution, menit las
bec» ne-lected, the înost just and benevolent acts have been
treated as crimes, and honest and laborious industry have bec»
doomcd to, piuching- poverty and bopeless wretchedness, -while
idleness bas bec» panîpered w'ith, -%vealth, and -vice and crime have
bec» rewardcd wvitl pleasure and power. It is, I apprehiend, from
a conviction that., iii the present life good and evil, bappiness
and inisery, are not distributed in accordance with inert and de-~
merit; that the mind, almost in spiteo f itself, is chargcd with the
dreamis of fiction, whcther fabricatecl by the novelist, or sung by
the poet. It is the office of Iîistory to relate events, in respect to
nien and things, as tbey actually occur; if the hionest n» w,%ears out
bis life iii poverty and Nvretclîedness;- if the patriot is villified and
scorncd, and finally terininates bis cancer on the scaffold, or the
christ-ian expires at the stake, histony must.record the facts; - hile
it is the business of the novelist and poot to reward vintue and pun-
isli vice in the present life, that 18 to, do wvhat is called 1)octil
justicc. The writex' of bistory exhibits to us the wonld as it is; lie
xvho composes fiction shio-%s us the '%vorld as it ougblt, to bc. The
one lives in a real, the other in an ideal -%vonld. Whcîiice then is it
that we are delightcd, that wve can not avoid being deliffhlted wvith
fiction ? Is it ixot because wc are conscious that in this world good
and cvii are not equally distributed, and that fiction enables ns (if
I inay 50 speak) to, einjoy in anticipation the execution of tlîat jus-
tice w'hich %vill be nieasurcd ont to ail intelligent beings in anothier
state ? If this life werc ail of life, Celiilttesniiena
ask why these tings Nvere so ?-and hîow eau the enquiry be an-
swcrcd in a nianner consistent with ttue 'Character of the Supreine
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