
THE LAMP.

ever necessary ? Can auiglit of good resuit froin so mucli of
evil ? We believe war is nccessary even as the surgeon's knife
is necessary, whien the disease, deeply rooted, cannot otherwise
be reaclied. Ifumanity is not a perfect body, cadi part liar-
monizing and working in accord wvithi the -%vhole.

Unbrotherliness or separativeness, the lust of power and
possessions, are deeply-rooted evils whichi take strong inieasures
to discover, and, lu time, to lieal or eradicate. War represents
the surgeon's knife, used by Pain-not in ancrer or wvild
unreason, but with forethioiiglit, and intent to cure.

Whien mien relize tlîat thiey are united on every plane of
being, the need for wars shall cease, and pain no longer prove
a mystery; for the hidden Deîty ivili stand revealed lu ail His
beauty. Tilhl then, 111e xviii be o'ershiadoxved by Pain and
xviid unrest, for so the Gods decree.

Know ye the morning glories whichi spring wvhere the
Love-God passes ? Heard ye the laughing waters 'which
whisper of Iove's strange ways ? Saw ye the white clouds
flying with messages love-laden ? If not, of a truth IlYe niust
be born again ;" for love is life, and its divine interpreter.

Shie loved 1M; lier life, lier thioughlts, lier very being, lad
been yielded to hilm unireservediy. Mien lie who hield this
priceless treastire played with it awhile, thon tlnrew it li'ghtly
aside, and went his xvay unheeding. Shie, ln sad ainaze thiat
the sun of life hiad set in mid-heaven, faded silently ere the
spring flowers could whiisper hope. In another life, no doubt,
slie vas, taughit the meaning of pain; but lu this one the lesson
ivas too biard for lier to learxi, so sle fel] asleep ere its mystery
'%as discovered. And the man, wvhat of hlmi? Unheceding, too,
lie ivent blis way; but Pain met hlm, and anmguish proved his
saviotir.

Wliy did we chioose ï-arth]y existence ? WVas it not to
learmi by experience that humanity is One Divine Being wlîose
mission it is to restore and redeem. Pain and pleasure are
opposite poles of experience. We learn froni botli. Joy and
beauty are humanity's birthright; 'tis we wlio have sold otir
royal hieritage for "la iness of potbage," and now xve awake to,
flnd ourselves lu a strange land, where joy is but anl angel
visitant sent to remind us of our olden home, whiere sin, pain
and death were unknown, because men lived iii Unity xvitli each
other, and with the Father of Liglits, even the Spirit of Truth.

There are some who follow beauty, and find in it sucli
deep abiding joy that unconsciously they hlave lef t the prison
home of self belinid, ere they know of thieir release. Happy
souls, if they live to scatter beauty's offerings over Iife's path-
way!1 For such as these pain proves but the shadoxv which


