
~38 Jre8lyteîriaii (ollege Journal.

iiison wit.h the Ail. B3ut dcathi, dear iDr. Carus, which. you wvant to con-
<juer is pait of yotur phionoînenal Ail, and se are disease, decay, beastk and
biî-ds of prey, parasites, lîungcr and thirst and ivearinesB, and xuaýifold
teniptations, to say notliing- of glooiny days and sleepless niglits, hluriicanes,
iloods and earthiquakes. Whiice corne -%ars; and figihtiings, brother Carus '1
()ut of your Ail thoy corne, every one. You are righit about an original
Monisi, inake it neuter if you like and eall it the lien or the Panta, for
fhcliera one source of ail p~ower and goodness, ene Author of ail creation.
But lu this littie world of ours liere below there is dualisni as real and truc
as if Orrnumd and Ahirimuan wero contending for tuie rnastery, and yen
aicknowledge. that when you try to conquer dcath. Poor GelId Massey,
whvlose hond got turned with a fancied kuowviedge of philolorgy and comi-
parative rnythology whichi produced Iiis Book of the Ileginningocsag

"Thy white wings grown then'It conquer death,
Tilion art cining through our dreains e'en nlow

WVith two blue peeps of lieaven beneath
The arching glory of thy brow,

0 little cbild with radiant cyea."l

B3ut if that deai- cixild and you are but parts of tho Ail, enianations
fromn the Intinite, whien the phienomena of your existence cease yen wvill be
ahsorbed back into it againi as motos in the uncenscieus mass, and ail youi'
ivork of death cenquering wvill go for nothing. The streain cannot risc
above its souico. If I anm free, personai, conscious, spiritual, so is nxy source
and thaît iu an infinite degrec. Your metaphysies van ne more domonstrate
the inipersonaiity of Divinity or the impossibility of Jesus Christ of Naza-
reth l)eing hais revelation, than the multiplication table can dernonstrate the
fouudation of Clivcage or the assassination of Dr. Cronin. The hunian
niuid is not the inecaure, of fâet, but its humble servant bound te ieceive it
iwhcn evidence cpens the door, for faet is trutlî and niinds are made te
recuive truth, net te make it.'

I hiave ne tine during the session even te ganettepeualir-
ture of the day, but one book lbas been broughit spccially under my notice,

;xndI hve aind agenerni idea of its dharactor. It is R L. Stevenson's
M1aster of llallantin o. lMr. Stevenson's studies in nierais are familiar te the
readurs of Dr. .Jekyll and Mfr. Hyde. Tire Master of Ballantrae, eldest son
of' Lord Durrisdeer, and James ])uric by naine, is a nian utteriy devoid of
conscience, a fiend incarnate, yet handsome, accoxnplishied, and able te mak
làs way in any seoiety. H1e la the ourse of his father, bis home, audl espe-
cially of his yoznger brother Henry, Nvho, naturally amiablr* ;s goaded to
inadness of hate by theo vii dteds of his senior. Forced te fiee and wauder
ovur land and son, bis carcer is one of unnuitigated wrong-doing and of suf-
fiuing te bis faniiily. Wlxeî hie rea»)poir-s in Scotland, Hùnry takes refuge
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