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along, the chiannels of a special organ, the resultant motion
the physical basis of perception. The breeze ceases; the
leaves l)ecome quiescent; I send a tremor along the trunk,
the Iimib, the, brancb), to the croup of leaves; again they
tremble, but now feebler--I reniember. I quench the motion
of a group of leaves, and along the ground and up a-nother
trunk, limib, branch, send another tremnor-I imagine. I com-
pare the images represented by the motions of the different
groups of ea-ves-I reasoni.

\Vhile thon) in a wakeful state we are constantly plied by
external iimpressions-breezes-our brain is in a constant state
of vibration. Image after image flits-before us; tholnght
chiases thought, idea dispiaces idea-we are conscious. We
know how utterly false the answer is to the question, "What
were you thiniking of ?" "I wvas not thinking of anythingr."

Ilowv exact and correct the answer to tbe same question may
be, "I wvas not, thinking of anything, ina pctiticulatg'." Absence
of vibratory- motion in the cerebrum is boss of consciousness.
If blood transudes upon the brain> loadingy die brain, producingr
pressure, and thus preventing the free motion of the brain
mobecul es, we become unconscious.

AHlow me once more to return to the analogy of the forest.
ln sound drearaless sleep the forest, is swept by no wvind.
Darkness, quiet, envelopes the scene. The cool night air,
bringying wvith it the refreshingr dew, descends i pon soul, tru...nk,
brandi and leaf. So in sleep the brain is at rest. We are
unconscious whibe t1bc refreshing dew triekies from the ca-
pillaries, to nourish the bioplasts wvhich store material and
potential energy to bu transformned into kinetic by the work
of to-morrow'.- wakeful hours. iBut when the nighit cornes on
with a freshieningr breeze, when the muriiiuringy song of tbe
forest changyes to the louder rustie of the leaves, there is no
refreshingr dew, no recuperation; we have the state 1'insomnia.>'

Again my forest is wind-swept. Image chases image. I
exert rny wvill to the utmost, and bring into quiescence al
leaves but one group. I attentively observe. Stili again mny
foresb is at, rest. I think. I cal1 up an image. Yonder,


