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creatures than individuality disappears in favour

of collectivity. Having laid their eggs, many

insects die ; they have performed their function.

The worker bee becomes sexless, that it may
devote itself undistractedly to its work. In man-

kind there is no differentiation of the sort, and

the mother, having ceased to bear children, occupies

herself with infant education, and continues this

loving solicitude even to her grandchildren. The

more highly organised a being is, the more social

become his tendencies. This is the teaching of

Metchnikoff ; to reproach him with it would be to

reproach evolution.

Serenely Metchnikoff continues his labours, his

eye glued to the microscope in the Pasteurian calm

of his laboratory. Only occasionally the noises

of a clamorous, banging world penetrate to his

tower, evoking a smile of comprehension from the

savant, who is devoting to humanity the fruits

of a long life given to science. " There is no old

age," he says, " save that pathologically produced.

Live wisely and you will live long in the splendour

of your faculties." Here is hope, here is courage,

here is poetry joined to science and philosophy.

It is the message of Metchnikoff, optimistic in the

true sense of the New France.




