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t-uai existences may affect- our thdughts, but
unless they assumed material properties and
relations they could flot possibly affect our
senses. And to say that we have no experi-
ence of consciousness apart from matter is
no proof that it may flot so exist. It is in-
conceivable to our minds howv it should so
exist, simply because we have no experience
of it ; but to say that it is therefore irupossi-
ble, is to make our limited experience the
test of truth, and is flot far removed from
the error of the Eastern Prince who declared
that the story of wvater becoming solid in
some countries was a fabrication. We are
but slowiy learning a littie of the great book
of knowledge, and we are acting like grown-
up children when we maintain that no future
page can contain anything different from
those which we have Iaboriously learned to
decipher. And while physical investigation
can afford no disproof whatever of spiritual
existence, there are, deeply rooted in the
noblest part of our nature, indications of its
existence which the most finely constituted
minds find ft impossible to distrust.

".Ail about the world and near it
Lies the luminaus realin of spirit,

Sometirnes touching upturned foreheads with a
strange unearthly sheen ;

Through the deep ethereai regions
Throng invisible bright legions,

,And unspeakable great glory flows around aur lives
unseen ;

"Round our ignorance and anguish,
Round the darkness where we languish,

As the sunlight round the din earth's midnight
tower of shadow pours,

Streaming past the dim, wide portais,
Viewless to the eyes of mortais

Till it flood the rnoon's pale isiet or the morning's
golden shores.

"O'er the wvarid of sense for ever
Rail the bright, celestial river ;

'0f its presence, of its pazsing, streaks of faint pro-
phetic iight

Give the niind mysteriaus warning,
Gild its clouds ivith gleanis of marning,

'Or soie shining saut reflects it ta aur feebie inner
sight.1"

'It is in the muner sight, which is far more
sensitive to spiritual influences than the most
delicate test of the physicist, that we find,
not a "'physical theory of a future life," but
its surest evidence. Like other sensibilities,
it is capable of being deadened, and it
would seemn as if, ini some great thinkers, it

'were deadened through the one-sided de-

velopment which resuits from too great ab-
sorption in the study of external phenomena.
But that part of tnan which is satisfied withi
the contemplation of material phenomena,
however wonderful, is not the noblest part
of him. There is a whole world of feeling
which the conditions of outward life can
neither explain nor satisfy, as real, nay, often
ýmore real than our physical. existence, and
we are often made to feel. intensely that "la
man's life consisteth flot in the abundance
of the things that he possesseth." The
whole range of moral feeling; our percep-
tions of the beauty whichi lies not in matter,
but in its presentation to our minds ; the
appreciation of justice, goodness, truth ; the
ecstacy or the suffering bound up with grati-
fied or wounded affection ; a thousand vague
yearnings and aspirations wvhich we cannot
explain even to ourselves ; ail impiy an ex-
istence whichi is flot of this world, and which,
iu our best moments, we feel is in no sense
dependent on iL for its preservation. Not
to' speak at present of Christian faith, poetry,
which is often the handmaid of faith,-not
seldom indeed a secondary kind of faith,
and so I the evidence of things not seen,"-
has in aIl times poiinted to spiritual existence
and the immortality which, we feel, belongs
to it. Most readers will remember how
Wordsworth has referred to

IlThose abstinate questionings
0f sense and autward things;
Fallings frai us, vanishings;
Blank misgivings of a creature
Maving about in worids not realized;
High instincts, before which aur mortal nature
Did tremble likze a guiity thing surprised."

And Mrs. Hemans has touched the same
chord in some of her sweetest strains :
"The poiver that dwelieth in sweet sounds ta

wvaken
Vague yearnings, like the sailor's, for the sho-re,

And dim remembrances, wvhose hue seems taken
Frai soie bright former state, aur awn no

more ;
Is flot this ail a mystery ? Who shall say
Whence are those thoughts, and whither tends

their way?

"Darkly we move-we press upon the brink
Haply of viewless worlds, and know it flot;

Yes 1 it may be, that nearer than we think
Are thase whomn death has parted frai aur lot

Fearfuiiy, wondrausiy, aur souls are made-
Let us walk, hunibly on, but undisîayed

"Humbiy, -for knawiedge strives in vain ta feel
Her way amidst these marvels of the mnd ;
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