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living, gone, and all the long revolving years be-

tween of happiness and sorrow, sin and penance, the

passions, loves, ambitions, triumphs, failures, from

birth to death exist within this instant we call a

human life. We are like falling stars, the meteor

stones which rush through the eternities of space

unseen, unknown, save for the moment's blazing

transit of earth's atmosphere. But we are spirits

lit by a word of God."

"Burned I"

"Yes. Dirt and water will make your mud, but it

takes heat and pressure to turn common stuff to

gems, burning for stars, torture to create poor crea-

tures like ourselves into immortal spirits, and God

alone knows what terrific ordeal exalts His angels

until they can exist triumphant in His presence. I

am ready, waiting, impatient, filled with ambitions

I hardly dare to think of. The light is blinding."

"Aren't you afraid?"

"Awed, rather. I shall leave fear behind me. The

blind are made to see, the dead are raised, we poo-

have the Gospel preach<;d to us. Blessed arc the

blind, the poor, the dead, for even in Christ shall all

be made alive, and death is swallowed up in victory."

So, rapt in contemplation, this dying felon sav/


