
LOSS AND GAIN ^^i
modern philosophers and evolutionists, he told me he
thought It was idle for Christians to fic^ht aga.nst the
argument of the materialists that the mind is a
function of the brain. Undoubtedly it was that and
our mental faculties perished with the brain ; bu't we
had a soul that was imperishable as well. He knew '/

which meant that he too was a mystic, and being
wholly preoccupied with religion, his mystical faculty
found Its use and exercise there. At all events his
notion served to lift him over his difficulties and to
get him out of his mangrove swamp-a way perhaps
less impossible than the one recently pointed out by
William James.

Thus I came out of the contest a loser, but as a
compensation had the knowledge that my physicians
were false prophets

; that, barring accidents, I could
count on thirty, forty, even fifty years with their
summers and autumns and winters. And that was
the life I desired—the life the heart can conceive—the
earth life. When I hear people say they have not
found the world and life so agreeable or interesting
as to be in love with it, or that they look with
equanimity to its end, I am apt to think they have
never been properly alive nor seen with clear vision
the world they think so meanly of, or anything in it—
not a blade of grass. Only I know that mine is an
exceptional case, that the visible world is to me more

'

beautiful and interesting than to most persons, that
the delight I experienced in my communings with
Nature did not pass away, leaving nothing but a
recollection of vanished happiness to intensify a present
pain. The happiness was never lost, but owing


