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THE LIFE ELYSIAN

There breaks the soul from every weight away

And for itself beholds and understands!

In that clear dawn of life’s true morning light

It turns, reviews, and then must needs accept
Whate’er results from yesternight’s wild rush

And feverish greed, within the robing-room of earth.

‘Tis then it learns how cherished ignorance

False guide has been, and led the soul astray,
Appraising tinsel at the price of gold,

And teaching how base metal and true wealth were one,
That, also, all the wild array of masquerade,

Which fools had brought together for their revels,

Were robes, insignia, orders and rewards

Provided by the King, that all His sons

Might dress and grace the marriage feast!

There comes the Truth, and all the false array

In which we strutted forth, lordly and envied,

Must then be thrown aside and left behind,

As worse than useless — we have to pay their cost

Ere we can forward pass. Each soul with painful rue
There doffs its mantle of hypocrisy, to find

Its royal lustre and its richness vanished with the night,
Leaving but sign of poverty behind.

Then sighs the soul to learn its bankrupt state,
For till that moment none can ever know

The price it pays for such a treacherous robe,
And false deceitful outfit; —

We don it in expediency and haste,

We doff it in the searching light of God.

Where is laid bare all bruises, scars and wounds
We felt not when received in maddened rush
To save the object of our choice from other hands.
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But in our passage to the feast we have to pause,
Consider, and discharge th’ account for what we thought
Was free to those who could secure and keep!
And this is painful reckoning.

When this is o’er, then breaks the soul away

And learns it has another role than masquerade

To play on life’s eternal stage. It throws aside

All relics of the brute, the savage and barbaric tastes,
And making restoration with a pure repentance
Steps to life’s mark clad but in freedom’s garb,

With naught to weight, to hinder or retard

Its course, and as a man starts on the race

Which has its goal and destiny in God.

“Tis of this race I sing, and now I bid you come
And see how it is run on God’s own course —
The Life Elysian!



RECORDER’S PREFACE

This book is not a novel, neither have I any more claim to
its authorship than the publisher, compositor or binder who will
presently do their part in handing it forward to the public!

This disclaimer naturally demands an explanation, and
my present object is to furnish the same as briefly and simply as
possible. But the task is by no means an ordinary one, for the
affidavit it necessitates, and which I reverently make in the
presence of God, is of such a nature as probably to constitute it
unique in the annals of literature.

We live in an age of marvels, with almost every edition of
the newspaper bringing reports of some new wonder, but I have
one to place on record the portentous significance of which is
sufficient to shake the foundations of earth in its proclamation!

If any man has been summoned to step with unshod feet
upon holy ground, I also have heard the call and have had laid
upon me the awful responsibility of publishing the things I have
seen and heard.

The voice said, “Write the things which thou hast seen,
and the things which are, and the things which shall be
hereafter.” How shall I escape if I refuse him that speaketh?
Therefore I obey, not fearing any consequences which may
result, but rather weighed down with a sense of my own
unworthiness of the mission to which God has called me.

Let me try to make myself and mission understood, by a
necessary but brief reference to my past.

On the maternal side I come of a line of prophets — using
the word in the sense it is employed in the following pages — and
from both parents inherit a strain of Puritan blood. ‘Psychic
invasions,” as F. W. H. Myers would call them, have been my
companions from the cradle, I am informed, but I am personally
aware that as a child I cried at being left in the darkness unless I
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saw a mysterious, and to others invisible, kilted Highlander who
remained beside me talking or singing till I fell asleep.

And even now, after a lapse of half a century, the vivid
memory of his strong but kindly face is as freshly recalled as if he
had sat beside me while this New Year was born.

When about thirteen years of age I entered upon a
second and vastly different series of psychic experiences, the
invasions taking the form of a change of consciousness, and for
several years I was associated with the Spiritualistic movement
in Birmingham, where I was brought into connection with D. D.
Home and many of the early pioneers. This is neither the time
nor place for me to dwell upon the accepted evidences of the
continuity of existence after death which were given through my
lips during these periods of hypnotic oblivion. I merely wish to
indicate the way by which the guiding hand of God has brought
me to the present.

Before reaching my twentieth year I was removed from
the sphere of my activities into a most determined seclusion,
having previously declared, during an entrancement, that the life
I was pursuing in connection with promiscuous séances was
unfitting me for some special work I had to do in the future. And
now followed a period of very active doubt and agnosticism as to
the source from which these truly remarkable phenomena
sprang.

While the pillars of cloud and fire stood still, though my
faith was shaken, my interest never for a moment abated, and
several years were spent in a very close study of the subject while
I retained an unshakable faith in Christ as the anchor of my soul.

In this inquiry, of course, the Bible — read by itself, as I
would read another book, and for itself, to see what it really had
to say — formed a very important part of my quest; and it was
from the pages of that book that the newer after-light first broke
upon me. I began to read it in the desire that it would strengthen
my agnosticism into certainty, but to my great surprise it spake
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with another voice, charging me to bless where I had sought for a
mandate to condemn.

Then I married, and with one beside me who has ever
been as the angel of a holier presence — without whose patient
suffering and encouraging assurances all must have been so
different to what it is — I entered upon the third and more
memorable epoch of my life. The old phenomena and many I had
not hitherto experienced were quietly and almost imperceptibly
re-insinuated into recognition with so definite a confirmation of
their origin as to finally compel acknowledgement. It would be
an easy matter to fill volumes with the unanswerable evidences
which came upon us at this time like a flood, were this the place
to do so.

I have said the old phenomena were revived, but this
scarcely represents what actually did occur, for while they might
have been the same in kind, the latter were in every way far
greater and the communications they transmitted were
incomparably more reliable than the former. The why and
wherefore of this was presently explained to me, and in the
counsel which accompanied it a sharp and definite dividing line
was drawn which has from that time separated myself from the
ordinary spiritualist. If I was to fulfil the mission opening out to
me I was to hold no séances but rather to live a life which would
supply an ever-present condition for the operation of a spiritual
ministry.

Unquestionably assured of the bona fides of these
angelic visitors, we naturally grew into a compact of service in
which each mutually waited upon the other, and striking
evidences of their nature, fidelity and power began to multiply.
Then as the months went on shadowy forms from the invisible
began to make their appearance, which presently and gradually
increased in density until I became able to touch, handle and
speak to them, and the whisper of musical voices was heard in
reply; still the development went on, until now for years past
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they have assumed such solid shape as to be able to use my books
and sit with me for hours in the full light of day!

I can see you start — almost catch the emphatic
exclamation with which you are tempted to throw the book aside
and read no more. But ‘yield not to temptation.” ‘I am not mad . .
. but speak forth the words of truth and soberness.” I am saying
no more than James, John and Peter might have told their
companions after coming down from the Mount of
Transfiguration. I proclaim no more than the gospel of the Lord
Jesus Christ — that gospel which has been given to bind up the
broken-hearted.

It only sounds incredible because we have lost the
evidences of this vital part of it. I bear this testimony calmly,
reverently and thankfully, in the presence of that God whose
angels a foretime were entertained by Abraham, wrestled with
Jacob, closed the mouths of the lions for Daniel, liberated Peter
from prison and rolled away the stone from the door of the
sepulchre. He is still the same God, invariable, ‘without the
shadow of a turning,’ and ‘whatsoever He doeth it shall be
forever.’

It is now a quarter of a century since this last stage of my
career began, during which, so far as their particular work is
concerned, I have been kept very much to myself, while they have
been working towards some goal they see, but which I, at
present, do not understand. But the years have not been fruitless.
The evidences of their ministry lie thickly strewn along the way,
and many today rejoice at the blessings these angels of God have
bestowed in their passing by.

But to the book!

With few exceptions I spend two or three hours every day
in the companionship of these visitors from across the border.
Some years since they suggested at one of our conferences, that
in answer to many earnest solicitations for some definite record
of life as they enjoy it, I should assist them in writing a volume
which might prove to be a helpful illustration and clear up some
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of the many mysteries of existence. The proposal was taken up
with eagerness, Myhanene foreseeing a valuable aid therein to
the work he had in hand; a choice was made of one to direct the
undertaking, with many promises of assistance from his fellow-
labourers, and myself to act as amanuensis.

We commenced our labours at once, but the task of
translating ideas even from one language to another entails
much sacrifice for which no adequate recompense can be
supplied. What then was the loss we found to be involved in
representing the Life Elysian in the gross and unmusical jargon
of earth? Many times and oft did we come to a stand, doubtful of
our success, but in the end, with many regrets and misgivings at
what he called ‘the sorry achievement,” Aphraar gave me
permission, some six years ago, to publish the volume entitled
Through the Mists. Never did a book leave the hands of its
creator with a clearer consciousness and acknowledgement of its
failure to represent the ideal aimed at, a deficiency far more
clearly recognized by its Author than its critics appear to have
discovered.

But sown in fears it has produced a most unexpected
harvest of thankfulness, and the grateful recognitions of the help
it has afforded has led Aphraar to redeem his conditional
promise, and throughout the whole year which has just closed we
have laboured together in the production of this second volume
now sent forth upon its errand of consolation and revelation.

Of the subjects discussed herein it must be left to deeper
minds than my own to express any opinion. Whoever reads will
find that it treats of some of life’s great mysteries with a frank
familiarity and certain composure which suggests more than
speculation, and to my mind the harmonious completion
towards which every various subject is found to contribute its
individual part, savours more of truth than otherwise.

But I may be prejudiced in my opinion by the reverent
affection they one and all inspire in their more than human
tenderness and consideration for my many shortcomings,

11



THE LIFE ELYSIAN
therefore I will leave any suggestion as to its relative value as a
revelation to minds better qualified to judge.

It will now be understood, I trust, why I penned the
above disclaimer; but let me, in closing, say with what
unspeakable gratitude I acknowledge the honour of being called
to the service I have here so inadequately rendered. I know, more
than my readers will discover, how much my own limitations
have prevented the ideals of the Author from being realized, and
am humbled at the knowledge, but since he approves, I send it
forth as the joint effort of hands clasped across the tomb, hoping
by the blessing of God that it may be the means of helping many
homeward, even more so than was granted to its predecessor.

ROBT. JAS. LEES.

Engelberg, Ilfracombe,
New Year’s Day, 1905.

12



THE LIFE ELYSIAN

CONTENTS
RECORDER’S PREFACE ......oeiiiiieiiieee ettt 7
l. THE OPEN SEPULCHRE ......ouiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiicci e, 15
. THE FAMILY IN PARADISE .....ooeiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeee e 27
[lI.  THE LOVE OF GOD .....coiiiiiiiiiiiieiiiiriiecceeiieee e 39
IV.  THE RESURRECTION AND ITS BODY ....ccccovviumriieiiinnnnnnen. 55
V. THE ANGEL OF DEATH ...cooiviiiiiiiiiiiiiiincc, 67
VI.  THE BONDAGE OF SIN .....ccccccoiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeen 79
VII.  THE GATE OF HELL ..., 97
VI, ANGELS AND ANGELS ...ttt 113
IX.  WHO RULES IN HELL? ..cconiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeee e 129
X. NEARERTO THEE ...ttt 145
XI. A LESSON IN CREATION .....ooeiviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiecii, 153
XIl.  CUSHNA AT HOME.......oooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii i, 165
XHI. “CAN THIS BE DEATH?” ...oiiiiieeeeee e 175
XIV.  THE MANY MANSIONS ....ooririiiiieeeeeeeee e, 191
XV. I BREAK DEATH'S SILENCE.......cocoeiriiiiiieeieeieeeniee e 207
XVI. THEY WILLHEAR HIM ..o, 219
XVIl. THE HALLELUJAH STRAND .....ooviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie 227
XVIHI LIFE'S MOSAICS......oiiiiieiieeieeeee e 237
XIX. THEGOD OF MEN ....ccciiiiiiiiiiinicciccncc e 251
XX, THE MEN OF GOD ...cooiiiiiiiiiieiieeeee e 261
XXI. THE COMING OF THE CHRIST .....eeiviiiiiiiiiiiiieceee, 271
XXIl.  THE WORK AND TEACHING OF THE CHRIST ........ccuuueee. 283
XXIIl. THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS ....vvviiiiiiiiiiieniniinne, 309

13



THE LIFE ELYSIAN

XXIV. THE MISSION OF PAIN .....ooviiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeee e,

XXV. AU REVOIR

14



THE LIFE ELYSIAN

CHAPTERI1

THE OPEN SEPULCHRE

“Behold, there went out a sower to sow.™

The eloquent silences of Christ often speak to the
sympathetic disciple with more divine inspiration than His
utterances. For instance, when He spake His parables did He not
wish us to take cognizance of the fact that He found His
analogues for spiritual life in the kingdom of nature, and thereby
teach us that the law of the lower is carried upward into the
higher? To suggest that this is not so is also to suggest that He is
unsafe to follow beyond the limitations of the letter, and since He
never wrote a word we cannot be certain as to what He said,
therefore the Christ, for us, does not exist.

If anyone wishes to assume such a position I have no
right to interfere with his resolves, but it will be necessary for us
at once to part company; since my knowledge, experience and
purpose all lie in the other direction.

I am not, however, anxious to enter the lists of
controversy just now. It may be that my ministry will carry my
feet soon enough on to debatable ground in the exposition of the
truth as I have found it. My reference to the parable of the sower
was suggested rather by its allusion to the certainty of the harvest
of futurity than the analogy between nature and grace.

Some time ago I ventured — at the instance of the agony I
was all too conscious of — to make an effort to return to earth in

t Mark 4:3
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the hope of being able to sow some few seeds of consolation in
hearts broken and crushed by the universal catastrophe called
death. I wished to tell simply and faithfully what I had
experienced in that supposed unreachable beyond, confident that
the truth would prove to be a solace. I was not altogether
unacquainted with the existing ideas, teachings, even prejudices
which earth entertains against such a discredited communion,
and was quite prepared for the cold incredulity I was certain to
arouse on one side as well as an exclamation of pious horror on
the other. But I had, in my new condition, discovered something
far otherwise than I anticipated; God was so much better than I
had been led to imagine, the afterlife was so inexpressibly
different to my expectations that, as a man, I could not keep
silent when I found that silence was not forced upon me, and
common sympathy for humanity as well as gratitude to God
would not allow me to rest until I had done my best to make
known how generously He has provided, infinitely above all we
could ever ask, think, or conceive, in the life which lies just
beyond the softened twilight of absence from the body. The God
before whose judgement-seat I had been expecting to stand, with
more of doubt and misgiving than filial anticipation, was found
so far to out-father the best of fathers, transcending even him
who met the prodigal of whom Christ spake, that woe would have
fallen me had I kept silence, and in relation to the agony of earth
I should have played the part of a demon rather than a man.

I did not keep silent. So soon as I had found that return
was possible, and the natural obstacles were overcome, I
answered my heart’s desire and scattered over the world the
gospel of my former message,? and it is the almost incredible
harvest of thankful acknowledgement from that imperfect effort
that fills me with surprise at the moderation with which the
Christ estimated His results in the parable.

2 “Through the Mists, or Leaves from the Autobiography of a Soul in Paradise”
London: W. Rider & Son. Ltd.
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How I wish I could cull a few expressions of thankfulness
from the hundreds of letters lying before me as I take the now
familiar seat to redeem my promise, that if my initial effort
served its purpose I should be glad to come again and continue
the record of my experiences in the life to which you are all
hastening on. But such letters have come to me through my
Recorder, in confidence — or so I choose to regard them in the
absence of permission — and therefore I can do no more than ask
you to accept my assurance and read on until that which I have
now to say falls like the holier balm of God’s better Gilead into
your own wounded heart, and you experience, for yourself, the
power of truth, as it is in Jesus, to minister to those who fall
crushed beneath the avalanche of the world’s greatest suffering.
Still, though my success has been far beyond my most
sanguine expectations, I cannot forget that I have only been able
to touch the merest fringe of the garment of sorrow, and, while I
rejoice for what has been done, my heart still goes out in
sympathy to those who weep disconsolately beneath the cypress
trees. “Comfort ye, comfort ye, my people, saith your God, speak
ye comfortably” to the children of men. It is like our God to issue
such commanding encouragements, for is He not a Father who
ever pities His children, not expecting too much from them and
always remembering they are but dust? Surely

“If all the world my Saviour knew,
Then all the world would love Him too”

This is the hope, aim, desire of all the ministering legions
sent forth to minister, for when this is accomplished sin will
cease and the effects of sin will shortly come to an end.

There is far more cause for hope than despair in the
world if men would only quietly consider it. How often have we
heard the aphorism that even ‘the Devil is not as black as he is
painted.” If therefore the night is not hopelessly black, and we are
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standing with our faces toward the daybreak, why not dry our
tears and look hopefully for the coming glory?

Let me ask you, my unknown but sorrowing friend, to sit
with me for a while beside the tomb — not the one at Macpelah,
nor that in the valley over against Bethpoer, nor yet again that
over which the disconsolate Psalmist declares ‘the dead know not
anything’ — all these are buried too deep under the debris of
ignorance and prejudice — but I will invite you to commune for a
while beside that most sacred of all tombs to be found in
Joseph’s garden. Most sacred because most normal, fulfilling all
but never exceeding the slightest duty for which the tomb was
called into existence; the one tomb at which we may sit and learn
all that the office was designed to teach — hope, joy, victory and a
horizon-less beyond!

Thrice sacred are the scenes of decisive victories, but
when the battle was the all-important one in the history of a
universe, then the spot becomes a thousand times more sacred.
This is such a place. Here He, who is our life, lay. (Sad for us if
He does not hold this position, for we are poor indeed.) Here He
did single-handed combat with the king of terrors, and broke the
tyrant’s power; here He closed with the world’s despair and tore
His bands asunder; here love captured hope from the grasp of
ignorance; truth triumphed over error, righteousness defeated
sin; and life cast death into the bottomless pit! See, the stone is
still rolled away! The sepulchre did not open its door to be closed
again with a spring! The victory of Easter morning was not a
demonstration for the moment only! It was a conquest by the
Lord of Hosts; and whatsoever the Lord doeth it shall be forever.
The Lord is risen! and in His rising He hath set before us an open
door, which none can shut again. He carried away with Him
through the everlasting doors the keys of death and hell, and
holds them still in His hands before the throne, while the angel
of the resurrection keeps guard before the open tomb and sits
upon the stone that once for all has been rolled away.

18
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Do we understand what all this means? If only earth

would listen to the full chorus of the evangel of the risen Lord!
Dry your tears, lift your eyes —

“There is no death! What seems so is transition;
This life of mortal breath

Is but a suburb of the life Elysian,

Whose portal we call death.”

Do you wonder I ask you to sit with me here — you whose
life has been embittered by the failure to recognize the
unmeasured fullness of the gospel, and I who also have drunk the
cup of bitterness to its dregs?

Listen! Jesus came back — is ever coming back. He
wishes to make the pilgrimage of life a journey to Emmaus, if we
will; but He does not come alone; they that are His also come
with Him. With Him - in Him — we ‘come to Mount Zion, and
unto the city of the living God, the heavenly Jerusalem, and to an
innumerable company of angels; to the general assembly and
church of the first-born . . . and to the spirits of just men made
perfect.’

All the loved ones you have lost for the time are present
with the Master. They follow Him wheresoever He goeth. If He
come again to redeem the promise, ‘Lo! I am with thee,” shall not
they too come with Him? Would they not gladly come? Do you
think their love, their interest and concern for your welfare has
perished? Strong as you have believed death to be, do you think
it is strong enough to crush their old affection? I speak to you as
men and women.

Is the hope I would inspire too large — too good to be
true? Thomas once thought so till the risen living Jesus stood
before him. Are you not as precious in the eyes of the Father —
who is no respecter of persons — as Thomas was? Is He not still
able to answer the same incredulous hope, the staggering
commonsense love, as ever? If death has once for all been
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swallowed up in life, is it not time the truth was known, and the
balm of its divine gospel freely poured out for the healing of the
broken-hearted? Mighty minds wield mighty forces: is not our
Christ travelling in the greatness of His strength — the mighty to
save? What if the hour has come ‘in the which all that are in the
graves shall hear His voice, and shall come forth’? Nothing is
impossible with God, who sent Samuel, Moses and Elias back
again even before the victory of Christ, and my own return bears
witness that He is still the same unchanging God.

Come, let us commune together, and I will speak of Him
and the visions my eyes have seen beyond the veil.

I know whereof I speak — know also the weakness as well
as the yearning of the flesh to know that the things I intimate are
true. In the blackness of a mourner’s despair I groped ‘for the
touch of a vanished hand, in the silence of death I strained my
ears for ‘the sound of the voice that was still.” My mother was lost
before I knew her, and I was compelled to tread life’s pilgrimage
the victim of a hunger earth had no power to satisfy. Nor father,
sister, friend, art, literature nor employment could fill the void I
knew, and the ordinary pleasures of others served to further
isolate me from my fellows.

I was never conscious of one single unclouded pleasure;
hence I can deeply sympathize with the souls with whom death
has claimed an enforced kinship. The nearest approach to
happiness I am able to recall was of a negative character —
momentary cessation of misery. I had stolen away from the
family and friends who were uncongenial to me by reason of
their enjoyment, and in my solitude was mechanically turning
over the pages of a magazine lying upon the library table when
my eye caught the headline of three verses which instantly
aroused my attention. Then I read —

LONGINGS

“I shall rest when the earth life is over,
20
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And tomorrow itself shall be dead;
When dread shall no more be prophetic,
Of agony waiting ahead.
How calmly the ocean is sleeping tonight!
But the morning may break with the storm at its height.
I shall sing when my heart ceases aching,
And my head is not weary with pain.
My smiles only mask the fierce anguish
My heart cannot bury again.
The face of the ocean is smiling with rest,
But the break on the shore heaves the moans from its
breast.
How I pray while my heart-strings are breaking,
How I count all the days as they come!
I watch in my sleep for my mother,
In my dreams I sigh for her home;
Two words, oh, how sweet! Earth, earth! let me go!
In their music is heaven — all the heaven I can know!”

The name of the author was not given, but the fact that
someone lived who could so sympathetically voice my own
sorrow touched and soothed my grief for the moment. The verses
breathed a faint hope into the region of my despair that
somewhere, some day I might be satisfied. Then the gloom
closed over me again, and I sighed more deeply to atone for the
throb I had stifled. In my gratitude, however, I cut the verses out,
and for days they became my meat and drink, until their every
word was burned into my hungry soul, and the paper they were
printed on fell to pieces. Even then I reverently gathered the
fragments together and treasured them with a lock of hair I wore
above my heart.

I shall discover and meet the author sometime and tell
him how his cry of sorrow ministered to my own, in which
acknowledgement he will find the harvest of the seed he sowed in
tears.
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So Heaven gathers up all fragments that nothing is lost.

Through such a school of mourning the Father saw it was
best to bring me, therefore I am able to sympathize with
whosoever sit in darkness and in the valley of the shadow of
death.

For those whose acquaintance I am newly making, let me
now say that my sympathy is not based upon speculative
philosophies concerning the hereafter. We meet at the open door
of the sepulchre, but I return from within; you, for the present,
are from without. My feet have already forded the Jordan, from
beyond which I have come back to speak with you of the things I
have seen and heard. I have already stood upon the mountain
side, where the light of God is falling, have seen in the
shadowless land the pathway Christ Himself once trod, and am
able to offer the ministry of guidance by which His divine
footprints may be safely followed. Let me ask you to listen before,
in your incredulity, you draw back and treat my statement as the
blasphemy of a deceiver. Equally pious souls with yourself have
made serious mistakes in the past in that direction. From before
the time of Christ the heretics who were martyred yesterday have
become the recognized saints of the morrow, chief of whom is
Christ Himself. I know the gospel I proclaim is an impossible one
from your point of view, but is your position one to warrant a
reliable judgement? Have you a full and perfect knowledge of the
ways and purposes of God? If nothing is impossible with Him,
can you imagine anything more God-like than the ordination of
such a dispensation as the crowning demonstration of the work
of Jesus Christ? I trow (believe; to trust; to think or suppose)
not. Therefore for the sake of yourselves and the comfort my
message is empowered to confer, I counsel you to hear, then
judge me by the fruit our communion bears.

To those who know me through my former message I
have no need to do more than extend my greeting, since I am
here by their earnest wish to redeem a promise I will proceed to
ratify.

22



THE LIFE ELYSIAN

Pardon me for a moment in gathering up the thread of
my experiences, if I ask you to turn your mind backward in
review, not that I wish to summarize what has been already said,
but I am anxious to make it clear that on throwing aside the body
every soul receives personal treatment and is dealt with
individually as it enters Paradise. Everyone goes to his own
place. Dissolution works no transforming miracle, but as the
man leaves earth he enters upon — or rather continues — his
spiritual condition. There are no magical formulas or processes
by which, however repentant the soul may be, the evil-doer
becomes a saint in the interval of transition. ‘God will render to
every man according to his deeds.” ‘Whatsoever a man soweth
that shall he also reap.’ The faith that produces works is the only
witness available for testimony in that assize,” and the work is
estimated by the quality of its fruitfulness.

I am led to make this necessary reminder just here,
because in several of the letters lying before me there is some
expression of, regret and even surprise that in my last I said so
little about the Master. In view of the law I have just referred to,
this may easily be understood of the time covered by the
experiences recounted in Through the Mists. In leaving the earth
I carried with me no great love, but rather an aversion for all
forms of orthodox religion. I had not been a church-goer, and
had no warm admiration for the method of salvation or the
Christ I could never satisfactorily understand. I had some little
sympathy and human feeling for the multitudes of unfortunates,
herding like animals in the purlieus of London, some few of
whom I did, occasionally, a little to help, but the one desire and
wish of life was, if possible, to find my mother. She was far more
to me than God or religion; hence, when the change came, it was
my mother I first desired to see — the one heaven I wished to
reach — and my aspiration was granted. I had my reward; and
that explains why I was so silent in reference to the Master.

Others of my correspondents hope that in resuming my
experiences I shall be able to refer to the reunion. Why not? Like
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every other feature of my new life it abounds with lessons and
corrections of vain anticipations, therefore I will commence my
present message at that point and deal with those things which
are of general interest concerning our meeting.

I concluded with the arrival at my first spirit home, over
which Myhanene conducted me, pointing out its chief features
and the relationship everything bore to the life I had lived. How
patiently he lingered while I traced the connection of its
appointments with a hundred incidents I had wholly or in part
forgotten! After this he led me to the roof-garden from which I
was able to study its delightful surroundings, then back again to
that closely-curtained doorway, hiding that face — how well I
knew it; what need to tell me — which, unseen and all unknown,
had been the load-star of my life, and at that moment was more
than all in earth or Heaven to me!

I understood his generous and silent intimation, as he
passed on and left me all alone, conscious that the gates of
Heaven were about to open and let me in. From the time of my
arrival until that instant the old earth-hunger had been
restrained — held in check by the engrossing series of surprises
which had been afforded me; but now it came back with a vigour
and force for which I had been prepared by the ministry of the
friends who had so divinely led me, by a way I had not known,
towards the heavenly consummation. I thanked God that the
meeting had not come sooner! How my soul ached to clasp her,
and yet I dared not thrust the curtain aside.

In the old days it had been a favourite employment of
less melancholy moments to plan what I would do — if there was
really an afterlife — when I met my mother. How many times did
I reconstruct and revise the plans, which unfolded and enlarged
with the years, until they became a whole series of programmes
with only the mother-thread to hold them together. It may be
that the oft-recurring effort served to turn me into a soothing by-
path wherein I escaped a lurking stab of pain, and if so they
served a truly beneficent purpose, but that was all. To plan on
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earth what we will do in Paradise is a thousand times more futile
than for a child to boast of the valour of his manhood. The new
life is so crowded with overwhelming surprises, so fruitful of
charming distractions, so beautifully bewildering with
unimagined pleasures, so tender in its diverting sympathies, that
even earth’s purest conceptions are certain to be shattered and
carried away, and the perfect God-design leads us gently forward
into the fullness of our unanticipated joy.

You are impatient, my reader, and wonder why I do not
dash that curtain aside and fall into the arms of my mother. Ah!
why indeed? These perplexingly welcome pauses which
intervened and temporarily postponed action at such crises as
those I have mentioned were beyond my comprehension at the
time, but I understand them better now. Where the mind of
Father and Child are working together to do His will God is never
late, but rather before the moment, for which we needs must
wait? In that slight pause the fullness of the meted measure of
bliss is reached. When God throws the portal open we find
ourselves in Heaven; man forces it, and lo! he stands in hell!

The waiting is never long. It was a simultaneous action to
draw the curtain. We met upon the threshold and fell upon each
other’s necks. There was not much to say:

“My mother? — my son.” That was all. Then we were
silent.
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THE LIFE ELYSIAN
CHAPTER I

THE FAMILY IN PARADISE

In that first embrace I was ever conscious of, I tasted
something of the sweetness to be found in the compensation
Heaven bestows upon those whose happiness has been deferred
by the untoward circumstances of earth. If it is possible, do not
murmur at thy lot, poor, unloved, benighted, and lonely one — I
am speaking after having passed through the ordeal, after
bearing the burden, after refusing to be comforted, and I tell you,
you will be the envied one by and by. Thousands who have
revelled in love of the type recognized on earth will presently
regret that your lot has not been their own. As the buttercup is to
the rose and the daisy to the lily so is the love of earth in its
holiest, sweetest form — to the ravishing dream which descends
from Heaven and lingers undisturbed by time in Paradise. It
passeth understanding, defies expression in its entrancement, is
voided by everything base and ignoble, pure as Heaven can keep
it, strong to the healing of every wound, without a shade of
estrangement free from limitation, and opens a career of sacred
evolution which confidently leads to God.

How long we lingered in the silence of that divine ecstasy
I do not know — never shall know. Time limits for us are now
measurements of the past, and the only standards we are subject
to are those of fullness — complete, pressed down and running
over. We have waited long, what if our greeting was long?
Heaven is generous, and ordains that every soul shall be
satisfied.

Dismissing then all question of the duration and nature
of our greeting, let me at once pass to the first question of closer
interest which will rise in the mind of every reader as to whether
I knew my mother when we met.
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The subject of the recognition of friends in the afterlife is
one of never waning interest; preacher, poet, teacher, parent,
child and friend are ever speculating in hope, doubt and fear
respecting it. Shall we meet again — and if so, shall we be able to
recognize each other after so long a separation? Such and a
thousand other questions are asked with breaking heart over the
silent corpse from which no answer is expected.

In this hopelessly regarded quest the heart is far more
loyal to God and truth than is the intellect — the one lingers on
and on around the inquiry hoping against hope if only for a
suggestion of some response, while the other with cold
unsympathetic harshness declares the thing impossible, and bids
affection to accept fate’s stern decree. But even in the minds of
those who refuse to accept the conclusion of reason there is an
equally cheerless uncertainty as to the condition in which those
who have gone before will be restored. Will the beautiful
prediction of Longfellow be upheld?

“Not as a child shall we again behold her;
For when with raptures wild

In our embraces we again enfold her,

She will not be a child.

But a fair maiden in her Father’s mansion,
Clothed with celestial grace;

And beautiful with all the soul’s expansion
Shall we behold her face.”

Or will the desire of the mother who breathed the
following pathetic response to his poetic dream be realized? —

“Oh say not so! how shall I know my darling

If changed her form and veiled with shining hair?

If, since her flight, has grown my starling,

How shall I know her there?

On memory’s page by viewless fingers painted,
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I see the features of my angel child;
She passed away ere vice her life had tainted —
Pass’d to the undefiled.

Oh, say not so! for I would clasp her, even

As when below she lay upon my breast;

I would dream of her as a bud in heaven

Amid the blossoms blest.

My little one she was a folded lily,

Sweeter than any on the azure wave:

But night came down, a starless night and chilly,
Alas! we could not save.

Yes, as a child, serene and noble poet —

Oh, heaven were dark were children wanting there;

I hope to clasp my bud, as when I wore it,

A dimpled baby fair.

Though years have flown, toward my blue-eyed daughter
My heart yearns ofttimes with a mother’s love;

Its never-dying tendrils now enfold her,

FE’en as a child above.

E’en as a babe my little dove-eyed daughter,
Nestle and coo upon my heart again;

Wait for thy mother by the river water,

It shall not be in vain.

Wait as a child. How shall I know my darling

If changed her form, and veil’d with shining hair;
If since her flight has grown my little starling,
How shall T know her there?”

It would be easy for me to continue the enumeration of
nebulous ideas that exist with luxuriant uncertainty in the minds
of men and women upon this point of recognition in Paradise, if
such were the purpose of my writing. But it is not so. My aim is,
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so far as possible, to set these doubts at rest, by recording my
own experience as an illustration of what God has mercifully
provided as an answer to this universal prayer of affection.

I may be wrong — everyone naturally regards his own
case as the best suited for the purpose — but I am disposed to
think that my experience is one singularly designed to throw
light upon this deeply pathetic inquiry, and for that reason I am
willing to dwell upon the incident longer than I should otherwise
elect, hoping that by doing so I may be able to relieve some
burden of doubt.

Did I, then, know my mother when I first looked upon
her face after a lapse of nearly forty years? Yes — perfectly. Not
only so, but I was certain it would be so even before I saw her,
while yet the curtain falling between us had not been drawn
aside. How this was so I cannot explain, whether by a
reciprocated out-reach and embrace of mutual affection or by
some new power of recognition flashing into existence as our
spiritual spheres blended with each other, I do not know; but I
knew that I should know her as certainly as she would know me,
and when the veil was thrown aside I threw my arms around and
pressed her to my heart before my eyes had caught a glimpse of
her dear face. It was not until the heart was satisfied that any
claim for sight was recognized.

Then I raised her head with both my hands to take a first
look into her love-lit eyes. A first look, did I say? So I thought.
But as our eyes met the fountain of my memory opened and one
of the most beneficent tender mercies of God flashed upon me.

“Vaone!” — I gasped.

“Aphraar,” she murmured, and the head fell back again
upon my breast, while I drank of a deeper, sweeter cup than
before.

Fear not, poor timid anxious soul, lest the child of your
affection may be changed when to your embraces you again
enfold her. What if she has become a fair maiden, beautiful with
all the soul’s expansion, when at length your feet shall cross the
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threshold of immortality? In her development she will not be
unknown — will not be estranged. In that first flash of my
mother’s eyes I remembered — the memory came back to me —
that during all the days of my sorrowing for her absence the great
majority of the hours of sleep had been spent in her company in
that scarcely known boundary land between the physical and
spiritual worlds, which God has mercifully located for the solace
of sorrowing souls, and the new name with which I greeted her
was the familiar one by which she had been known to me in my
sleep-life all along.

Long, long ago God promised through the mouth of
Hosea (13:14) a consolation to mankind of which this almost
unrecognized possibility may well be considered a fulfilment:— ‘I
will ransom them from the power of the grave; I will redeem
them from death: O death, I will be thy plague; O grave, I will be
thy destruction.” Why has earth not learned to rejoice in these
richly-provided ministrations? Where are the God-appointed
teachers of men that these things have not yet been proclaimed
from the mountain tops, that their healing virtues have not been
applied to broken hearts?

The pioneers of physical science have long since
discovered and affirmed that matter is indestructible; where are
the prophets and seers of spiritual science who have so far failed
even to understand the significant inference established by
materialistic inquirers, that if the instrument is indestructible,
the artist behind, who has power to control the same, must, at
least, be equally eternal? Life is more than dust, and mind
superior to chemical constituents. Matter may change its form
and life its envelope and sphere of operation, but just as the one
cannot be destroyed the other cannot die. The noon never can
become midnight; it may by gradual progress give place, but
when the midnight comes upon us, the noon is still in as active
opposition as ever, performing its appointed vocation though in
another sphere. So life is always death’s antithesis. It cannot die
— for life there is no death — ‘God is not the God of the dead, but

31



THE LIFE ELYSIAN
of the living, for all live unto Him.” That which has lived still lives
— must live — since life is God and must live in Him.

If this is so — and who is able to deny it? — how beautiful
and full of hope is the living parable of the plant buried in a
dismal dungeon but struggling, climbing and reaching out to
send its shoots into the sunshine. Is the plant more true in its
affection than the loved ones for whom earth mourns? If the
plant will find its way through all opposition, if the seed sown
deep in its grave of earth will conquer and triumph over its tomb,
will not the love of the absent ones be equally true? Have plant
and seed more of power and individuality, more of continuity
and strength of affection for the sun than mother for her child, or
friend for friend? ‘O ye of little faith!’

The soul has possession of mighty and all-important
secrets it would whisper to mankind if the gates of memory were
only wide enough to let them through — secrets that would leave
few of our cherished conceptions of God, religion and futurity
unshaken.

But these truths are wide, high, deep, requiring portals
through which earth might pass with the freedom of a child’s
marble through a city’s gate, and the midget systems of men
would vanish in their presence like the shadowy foundations of a
dream. So for the system’s sake the Needle’s Eye remains in spite
of inconvenience, agony, and unfaithfulness to God. Men built
the gates; if God made the truth too large to pass through, what
is to be done - is it not better to reduce the truth rather than
remodel the architecture? So the architects argue, and the
contention still proceeds.

But the tree of life is sending its shoots through the
crannies of the obstructing wall; already serious fissures are
discernible running in every direction, and the growth still goes
on. Love must and will find a way back to earth in order to make
known the truth concerning the beyond; God sanctions the
return, sleep is a daily disembodiment of every soul, and in the
sleep vestibule of Heaven the parted meet again and exult in the
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triumph of life over the impotence of death. Once grasp this great
truth, then turn your face hopefully towards the remembrance of
it, and the shadow of the tomb will soon be swallowed up in
victory.

I can understand some of my critics turning upon me
with the inquiry — “How is it, if this is as you say, that the truth of
such a provision has not been demonstrated to the world
before?”

I reply that it has been declared by the teaching and
resurrection of Jesus, but the interests of an ecclesiastical
theology have demanded that the former should be ignored and
the latter treated as an exception rather than the exposition of an
abiding law. The inconsistencies and contradictions which arise
and perplex mankind by the decision are not for me to consider
or explain. I point them out and pass on, remarking that human
ignorance respecting a natural law is no argument against its
truth: wireless telegraphy and telepathy — not to mention a
dozen other recent discoveries — were accessible possibilities
centuries ago, had man been in a position to enter into their
possession. All the great gifts of God — the yet undreamed-of
discoveries of science — lie accessible along the path of
development for whosoever will go forward and seek them. God
does not throw His richest treasures into the lap of indolence —
they that seek find. Conceited ignorance is never a trustworthy
steward, but the secrets of the Lord are with those who wait to do
His will and daily fear Him. It is not always safe to judge the
value of a man by the coat he wears, nor estimate truth by the
tinsel lavished upon its wrappers. Things are not invariably what
they seem. The matrix of a gem is seldom of prepossessing
appearance. Some flowers bloom late, but they are not always
least beautiful. So if this truth I now declare has been neglected
and opposed so long, it is still redolent with its original virtue,
priestly intolerance notwithstanding.

Where every step in our journey, however, will be thus
fruitful of inquiry, lesson, surprise and unsuspected
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development, it will be impossible for us to tarry indefinitely. We
are treading the path of life in which the studies of eternity are
strewn around. What wonder if we should find it necessary to
return again and again, to find where we are standing today the
roots of subjects that will first attract our interest in some distant
futurity. We shall never exhaust the inexhaustible; let us
therefore gather such thoughts as may be helpful in the present
and leave the rest until some more convenient season.

Another point of some importance for the moment here
forces itself upon my attention, to which I must now turn my
mind. It arises from the names with which we greeted each other
when I raised my mother’s head —

“Vaone — Aphraar!”

I have already pointed out how certain events act like
springs which, being touched, release a host of memories
hitherto unsuspected. The lifting of that dear head so acted upon
another point of recollection for me that I remembered the
names so long familiar to us in our sleep-communion—-those
new names we all expect to receive as one of the gifts of
immortality. But more than this was made known to me in that
recovered memory: I had for the last time called her “Mother!”
With all the other earth distinctions and differentiations that
sweetest and most cherished of all epithets had now been cast
aside. There is no such relationship as mother and child
recognized in immortality.

Such an assertion may at first appear as a startling
absurdity; but let us consider what it means before we hastily
come to a conclusion, then we shall find that if a cherished
superstition has to be unwillingly relinquished, in the truth by
which it will be replaced we shall receive something far better
and more greatly to be prized.

Truth and sentiment are not always inseparably united,
nor is the stamp of antiquity any guarantee of genuineness;
hence it behoves men to make sure whether their opinions rest
upon the certain basis of ascertained law or merely upon the
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superstitions of atmospheric unreliability. Paul, following the
teaching of the Christ, has once for all declared the law that flesh
and blood cannot inherit the Kingdom of God, and if so, surely
the peculiar limitations of the flesh are also excluded from the
region of the spirit, that wide and diviner forces may be set in
harmonious operation.

Still the anticipation of a reunited family has been such a
cherished belief through all the ages as to demand reverent and
sympathetic consideration, and I would so deal with it in the
inquiry truth demands me to make.

Now, on earth this supposed ideal of an exclusive and
unbroken family circle is far more of a poetic fancy than a
practical reality. It is an impossible conception no sane man or
woman would attempt to realize. Do we resent the enlargement
of the family circle to admit the successive arrivals by which it is
increased? When the lads are growing up how often is it
necessary to send one away to a distant city or even a foreign
land, to remove him from the influence of companions or
temptation. The exigencies of education, business and success
make further inroads. Financial and other troubles or some
golden opportunity make it desirable that a daughter shall go
away; or again, the inevitable lover comes along for whom the
girl is willing to leave father, mother and home. In all these and
many other circumstances tending to the breaking up of the
family circle is the cherished ideal put forward a demand for
respect? NO! Not for one moment after the necessity of the
situation is recognized. There is a sigh — frequently a tear — then
the admission that such is only natural, sometimes desirable, and
at once the whole family begin to assist in bringing about the
consummation.

Marriage carries one away, and to form the new circle
two already existing ones have to be broken, never to be reunited
without shattering the third, which fact at once brings us face to
face with the problem as to how it is possible for any one family
to be complete in Heaven. It could only be partially realized by
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each individual group being left parentless, which two members
would be necessarily separated to complete the circles from
which they had each been drawn. Would this be an ideal
realization of a reunited family?

Outside these physically disintegrating forces we have
others of a far greater separating character lying in the domain of
taste, morals, intellect, art, science, and every other department
of civilized life. In all these departments circles of interests are
formed which frequently exert a stronger influence for weal or
woe upon the individual than that of blood relationship. Yet the
necessity for the existence of many of them is recognized and
defended even though the effect is seen in an ever-widening
division from other members of the family. The idea of a united
circle never suggests itself where such a restriction would wreck
a promising career.

Thus where natural law would be violated or intellectual
evolution hindered by the continuance of the circle unbroken,
man is always ready to sacrifice the latter that the former may be
served.

But we have another and even higher stage to consider.
The spiritual relationship of soul to soul is far above that
attainable by flesh and blood. We are no longer in the region of
limitation when we ascend to where eternal affinities are found.
In this existence God is the universal Father, and all nations of
men are equally sons and daughters, so that the ‘whole family of
earth and Heaven are one.” In comparison with this Fatherhood
no other parental claim can stand. The accident of a moment
cannot urge a weightier claim than the eternal laws; nor can the
deputed authority for an hour in and for the service of God take
precedence in the soul’s divine fidelity. There can only be one
family in Heaven in which all humanity, of every clime, colour,
tongue and nation, will rank as brethren and God the Father of
all.

Blood relationships, with every other earthly distinction
and limitation, are left far behind in custody of the customs-
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house of the tomb; but every spiritual kinship will be preserved,
and every fraction of memory as to the relationship which bound
us together, not as mother and child — such a recognition would
keep us too far apart — but in the more holy union of soul with
soul, which bond can never be broken since the blessing of God
binds all true love that naught can put it asunder.

When, therefore, we reasonably consider this
sentimental idea of a united family, even in its earthly aspects,
we at once discover how impractical and impossible it is, but
when we carry it farther and try to imagine it under the vastly
changed conditions of a purely spiritual life, one can only wonder
how the question was ever allowed to be seriously accepted. The
idea of an undivided family is ever subordinated to individual
interests. This is a fundamental working axiom which is
recognized on earth and will never be disturbed; hence nothing
that will tend to well-being will ever be lost. It is when men
postulate the continuance of physical limitations as the rule and
law of spiritual conditions that incongruities arise, and it is from
this error our family misconception comes in. Parental love has a
necessary function to perform on earth, which from being vital in
the outset gradually shades away until the child learns to act for
himself — even to the resisting and defiance of parental authority
— and then himself assumes the parental role. In the spiritual
realm, when the child is born he becomes a son of God and
Fatherhood is assumed by the Eternal in whose great human
family circles of nearer or more distant unions will be formed
until the whole race becomes one in Him.

We lose nothing in this but an artificial bond which is
seldom more than superficial and often both inconvenient and
irksome; but we gain much. The bond between Vaone and myself
is much closer than that of mother and son. We shall never forget
all we have been to each other, but the physical barrier has
disappeared. As the love we know is greater, sweeter, stronger
than I had hitherto conceived, so is my cup larger and more
satisfying than I had dreamed a mother’s love could be. So if
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Paradise has taken away — or rather if I have found one

cherished illusion has faded — I have also been rewarded by the

discovery that the anticipation I formed was altogether unworthy

of the reality ‘which God has prepared for those who love Him.’
These two lessons I learned and understood in the joy of

reunion with her for whom I had sorrowed and sought so long.
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CHAPTER III

THE LOVE OF GOD

Have I disappointed and disheartened you at the outset
of our communion by touching and attempting to destroy one of
your cherished idols? If so — and I have little doubt about it — let
me ask you to bear it for the moment as best you may. I know
something of the tenderness of the subject on which I have been
constrained to speak, can understand how the heart shrinks at
the thought of relinquishing the hope I assert to be an illusion,
but is not the history of the past strewn with fragments of the
erroneous ideas truth has compelled our ignorance to cast aside?

The surgeon who drives his scalpel deep is not
necessarily the enemy of our well-being, but rather our true — if
painful — friend; it is the foreign and dangerous growth he
removes that necessitates the operation he performs. So in our
spiritual unfoldment the foes to truth and health must needs be
cut away before we shall be allowed to tread the inner courts of
the Father’s house. I am not altogether unprepared for the angry
exclamations and hard accusations that are ejaculated during the
operation, but I also know that in the coming days you will
discover that, in the language of a well-known hymn, the

“Bitter is sweet, the medicine is food.”

and I can wait until that time to hear your calm and
grateful opinion.

“If we but knew the beauty of the flower
That hides potential in the uncouth seed —
Its shape, its perfume, and its brilliant glow,
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How should we prize it? But, behold we heed
It not; we treat it with disdain,
Because we had imagined it would be
Exactly in the seed as in the flower,
And we should now its rich perfection see!
Not so, my child, ‘tis but experienced eyes
Can trace in seed the flower we shall so prize.”

If eye hath not seen, how is it possible for us to conceive?
The few who have hitherto returned have had so much to tell, I
do not wonder at the prevalence of misconception, especially
when I review my own experiences. But now that the true
significance of the resurrection of Jesus is being so clearly
understood and its ministry established we shall gradually clear
away these errors and make the truth of God known. Nor shall
we do this by the force of anathemas, but rather by an appeal to
reason. If you cannot accept our message, we shall follow the
example of the Christ — turn away. The future will decide the
question of truth, and by that decision we shall all be acquitted or
condemned to penalty.

Nor would I have you misunderstand me when I speak of
penalties. God’s ways are higher than the ways of men, and the
forfeitures He will exact will in every instance be those which are
the just sequence of the offence. All sins and sinners do not merit
the same punishment. Hence I make no threat of hell because
you may honestly doubt what I say. When the truth is made
known to you by experience, you will then understand as I now
understand, and if by reason of refusing to consider what I have
here advanced you have rejected it, you will have lost the help
and assistance it had power to render, and find yourself so far
behind where you had the opportunity to be, and the regret at
what might have been will form the penalty Paradise will exact.
God is love, not revengeful. Let me throw this ray of brightness
across the temporary disappointment of the truth I have
declared.
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I will now proceed with my actual experiences.

Having spoken of an hallucination which had been
dispelled, I would fain recount what unanticipated joy came to
me in its place, but how shall I accomplish my desire? The silver-
tongued Isaiah, in the partial vision vouchsafed to him, could
only exclaim, “Since the beginning of the world men have not
heard, nor perceived by the ear, neither hath the eye seen . . .
what (God) hath prepared for him that waiteth for Him”; and
Paul, who had been caught up to behold the glory, when
comparing the experiences of earth with the reward in reserve,
declared, “Our light affliction, which is but for a moment,
worketh for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory”;
how then can I expect to paint or describe the more than fullness
into which I entered?

I had lost something. Yes. I had lost the shadow from the
sunshine, the husk from the wheat, the thorn from the rose, the
possibility of a discord in the music, the uncertainty lest a fear
might linger in the bosom of the joy, the doubt whether the
hurried holiness was perfect or partial, the wonder whether God
was strictly just. All these I had lost — lost completely and
forever. Death shook the last vestige of every doubt and mystery
concerning these away, and when the mental earthquake had
spent itself I opened my eyes upon ‘a new Heaven and a new
earth in which dwelleth righteousness.” Righteousness
established upon a basis of law, not dwarfed and fashioned to
suit the limitations of man; while my own powers, conception
and understanding were all enlarged to comprehend something
of the illimitable scheme as designed by God. I say something,
but it was only a wee, wee part of the magnificent, stupendous
love, which in length and breadth and height reached far beyond
my ken. But above, beneath, around, all was harmony, peace and
rest. I stood on the threshold of the eternal and shadowless calm.

Far, far away within the awful depths of that profoundly
divine solitude, my poor earth-ideal of Heaven had reached the
Father’s heart. Its clumsy model spoke eloquently to Him of
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impotence; it was more rough to His conception than a savage
effort to mould a deity, but it told of a heart’s dear wish, of a
great desire yearning to be satisfied, of the Heaven that would
supply all the happiness I had power to conceive. Now for the
wonder of my existence: He took my plan — the model I had built
in the incompetence of my ignorance, and, retaining its outline,
Love worked upon it, and from its imperfections prepared the
rest into which He had given me entrance. It was my Heaven,
enlarged, completed and furnished by the love of God, and just
as it transcended all that I could ask or think, so must I fail to
convey the overflowing fullness of joy which it inspired.

It was more than this, for when He had so far enlarged
my Heaven, He afterwards so far extended the powers of my
enjoyment that I might the more appreciate and enter into its
glory.

Was the gain greater than the loss? Yes! as God is greater
than a man.

So inexpressibly beyond my conception was the mansion
of the soul into which I was welcomed. It gave to me the three
great desires of my heart — Mother, home and Heaven — beyond
all expectation.

Companionship has much to do with the measure of
happiness attained in Paradise. When Myhanene stood beside
me on the roof of my new home, I was enchanted with the beauty
of the scene which lay unrolled before me, but gracious as he
was, and tender with truly divine affection, the sense of his
condition awed me until I felt something as Peter must have felt
when he prayed the Lord to leave him. It was afterwards when I
stood or sat beside Vaone in those surroundings that I entered
into the full enjoyment of the sweet repose. The magnificence
and beauty I saw when Myhanene was present throbbed with life
and love in the closer sympathy of the nearer and dearer one. In
the heights and depths of Myhanene’s meditations I was lost, but
Vaone and I wandered hand in hand, soul vibrating in sympathy
with soul, and the music heard by one echoed through the other.
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With Myhanene I stood near the centre of a mountain-
locked valley stretching into the distance in every direction, but
the man was more fascinating to me than the landscape; he saw
visions to which I was blind, heard music which could not reach
my heavy ears, held communion I could not understand. Across
his mobile face passed lights of inspiration I could not read, and
through him throbbed a presence I longed to love but feared to
meet. He was innocent of this, I am sure, or in his royal
condescension he would have stooped to my estate, but I would
not have him so. Rather far would I be with him as he is, for
though I almost fear to see him, when he leaves there lingers
with me a hopeful aspiration to rise and reach him, where I shall
be so much nearer to the Christ he loves so well.

With Vaone everything was different. Sitting side by side
we reposed in calm content, while the panorama before us
became instinct with life — life free from doubt, uncertainty and
care. The scene before me was one of indescribable loveliness,
but its charm was increased a hundredfold by the strong,
inherent assurance that all was — and must ever remain — well.
The world within and the world without, for the first time in my
experience, were in perfect unison; they were not even so far
divided as to produce harmony — it was unison complete. I knew
instinctively that God ruled, and that all that existed lived,
moved and ministered in rhythmic harmony with His loving will.

This deep-seated consciousness inspired rest — the rest
that remaineth, a rest synchronizing with the peace of Christ
which the world can neither give nor take away, because the
world is finite, the rest and peace infinite, hence it remains
awaiting us as the exceeding great and eternal compensation for
the momentary light affliction earth imposes.

In the sweet solace of these almost unbroken
communings, now with Vaone and then with myself, a problem
once propounded itself to my mind which I long pondered
without being able at the time to find a satisfactory reply. I
understand it now, and since it touches a point I shall mention
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again, I will refer to it that you may see how sensitive the soul
becomes even to the minutest detail. The most luxurious and
carefully considered rest the earth affords is never quite perfect.
When we have done our utmost, when sympathy and
consideration have been exhausted, there always remains
something wanting, some unattainable trifle for which we sigh.
This was not so in my experience of Paradise; on the contrary, I
was at that time — here is the fact I wish to be noted — somewhat
impressed with the sense that, if anything, the rest was overdone!
It was too complete, almost tending towards an indolent content
unless resisted.

I have conjectured that Myhanene saw visions as he
looked over the Elysian landscape visible from the roof of our
home. On more than one occasion I have been so favoured, and
here I would like to recall one of my earliest, as it illustrates how
close the bond may be drawn between the earth and Paradise.

I was listening to a sweet duet which the silence and glow
of colour clothing the distant mountains were singing. Vaone
stood beside me entranced with the soft, melodious colour tones.
The whole valley was equally in repose, when I became conscious
of an interspherence3 creeping over the scene. Every familiar
point in the prospect remained distinctly visible, to which a
pleasurable something was being added, and with an increase of
joy I watched to see what would develop. It was a strange, almost
weird, but by no means unwelcome effect, creeping over the
whole landscape like a pleasant, but yet invisible, phantom
asserting itself. Vaone saw it, and by the gentle pressure of her
hand counselled me to watch. I did so, and presently wondered
to see well-known faces taking shape beneath the trees, by the
river-side, and somewhat familiar forms passing to and fro
around me. The outlines of an ill-lighted, sparsely furnished
mission hall took shape and blended with the details of the

3 No meaning is found for this word. It may be meant to suggest the mingling of
spheres.
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valley. How strange and yet harmoniously incongruous was the
effect! Knowing as I did the little Zion, where I had spent so
many nights in my sympathy with the care-burdened
congregation, what a magical transformation it underwent to
stretch its confines to fill the whole scene in its interblending!
But it did so, and for the time the two became one, not only one
in the outlines of its inanimate features, but the men (alas! there
were but few of these among the visitors), the women and the
children intermingled, and the music we had so far been
listening to died away, as the ending of a prelude introducing a
favourite mission hymn:

“Beautiful valley of Eden!

Sweet is thy noontide calm,;
Over the hearts of the weary
Breathing thy waves of balm.
Beautiful valley of Eden!

Home of the pure and blest,
How often amid the wild billows
I dream of thy rest — sweet rest!”

Nothing in all my experiences had hitherto touched me
with the pathos of that song. God knows I would gladly have
shouldered my earthly cross again if by so doing that under-fed,
scantily clothed and weary congregation could have laid their
burdens down and taken my place. For the moment the regret
almost appeared to cast a shadow across the scene, but a gentle
voice whispered from the height of the immensity within me —
“They shall be Mine in the day when I make up my jewels,” and
in confidence that the promise was sure the cloud withdrew. I
was satisfied.

I shall leave the song to suggest its own description of the
place. Any attempt to amplify would only spoil it. Such pleasures
cannot be detailed — they are experiences. You cannot conceive,
but must enter into them. We are told that ‘angels fold their
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wings and rest’ in the lovely dells of Killarney — and who can
wonder at it after lingering in the enchanting spot? But Killarney
is not Eden, where every detail of the place is fragrant with a
holier presence:

“This is an angel-home, not angel-rest,
Furnished and ready, all in order laid
To entertain our God in passing by,
For He will tarry in such sacred glade.”

Someone will ask me how far removed from earth is such
a home. The thought of it, with all the blessings it includes,
makes the heart hunger, and the soul cry with the Psalmist, “Oh,
that I had wings like a dove! For then would I fly away and be at
rest.”

Let me answer you. In the things whereof I speak, near
or distant does not consist in geographical miles but in condition.
I have carefully refrained from any elaborate analysis of my
spiritual development in the earth-life, while not neglecting to
give such hints and suggestions in the course of my narrative as
will readily assist you in forming a tolerable estimate of the
position I occupied. But what I was (on earth) determines what I
am (in spirit), and the where I was naturalized me for where I
am. Spiritually considered I am but two steps removed from
earth, but the intervening stage I reserve for closer consideration
presently.

This should at once inspire hope, and I speak with the
full confidence of doing so. I am not portraying a stage of life
beyond the tomb, high and difficult to attain to. It would be a
mockery to do so, handicapped and misdirected as the great
majority of my fellows are. I speak of that which is easily
attainable by any man however circumstanced, if he will but
accept the golden rule and honestly do his best to put it into
practice. Beyond me there are stages of indescribable splendour
reserved for those who so follow the Christ-life as to be worthy to
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enter upon them, but of these also I do not now propose to speak.
The majority of men have no serious thought of this life (spirit)
which, to them, lies in a very doubtful beyond, having discovered
that the men who proclaim it (priests) know no better than
themselves. My one object is to arouse this sleeping interest by
the simple narration of my own experiences. Truth is mighty to
the pulling down of the stronghold of error, and the result of my
former effort convinces me that humanity is not indifferent to
the consideration of a future life which combines intelligence
with spirituality.

The vision faded, but the lessons it enforced are with me
still, have had much to do with the message I have already
delivered, with the one upon which I am now engaged. I was not
so far away from my old-time friends, after all, and the vision
was a pathetic plea to be remembered in my new and happier
home. It stimulated me to action, raised the question as to
whether among the family group within the valley there were
others who had passed homeward through the doors of that
Little Zion, and sent me out to make a closer acquaintance with
my neighbours than I had hitherto essayed. Yes, yes! There were
others I had known, and many I had not met before who had
come from that and other obscure corners of God’s great
vineyard. This again gave home an additional charm, and more
zest to the work I had determined to engage in if possible.

On another occasion as I meditated on the beauties
surrounding me, I inquired of my beloved:

“I wonder if this was the particular Heaven into which
Paul was caught up?”4

“Why do you ask?”

“Because it so completely seems to answer to what he
wrote concerning it: ‘Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither

4 2 Corinthians 12:2 :
I know a man in Christ who fourteen years ago was caught up to the third heaven.
Whether it was in the body or out of the body I do not know--God knows.
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hath it entered into the heart of man the things which God hath
prepared.’ “Go on,” she murmured. “Why do you not finish the
quotation?”

“I prefer to leave it unfinished. But surely this must have
been the place he saw.”

“I think not. He called his the third Heaven, this is only
the first.”s

“Yet if he had seen what I have seen he would have found
it equally impossible to tell. But if this is only the first, what will
the third be like?”

“That cannot enter into our minds to conceive at present.
Let us be content and satisfied until we have enjoyed the full
extent of this. But tell me why you did not finish Paul’s
quotation?”

“Simply that for my purpose it naturally ended where I
left it. I am not so competent to speak of the love of God as the
Rabbi-apostle.”

“And why not, Aphraar?”

“Because men have dressed it in so many fantastic garbs,
and surrounded it with such complexity of conditions and
adaptations, that I altogether failed to know what was true or
false concerning it, and turned away from any profession of
following after it.”

“Are you quite sure of that?” she asked tenderly. “Do you
remember the vision, when you almost wished you could
exchange places with those you have left behind?”

“Ah, Vaone; if you understood the suffering of those
lonely overburdened souls you also would wish it.”

“But when you were with them did you not do what you
could to assist them?”

“I did a little occasionally, not nearly what I might —
nothing compared to what I wish I had done.”

5 The Padgett Messages contain complete descriptions of all seven of the Spirit
Heavens, something that is not present in these books.
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“Still you did something, and however little that
something may be it will equally serve my purpose to show you
that it was done for God.

Even ‘a cup of cold water given in My Name shall in no
wise lose its reward.”

“But what I did was neither in the Name of Jesus nor in
the Name of God. I had no thought of either. It was for
humanity’s sake alone. No, no! Vaone, don’t credit me with
intentions or motives that never once crossed my mind.”

“Inasmuch as ye did it to one of the least of these My
brethren, Ye did it unto Me.’ Is not that sufficient?” she inquired,
and the confident gleam of her soft loving eyes shone upon me
with the light of another revelation.

“Can God so generously interpret such an insignificant
effort?” I asked.

“He does. Did you imagine you could gauge His goodness
by any possible earth conception? Listen to me, Aphraar, and let
your experience bear evidence to what I say; the fallacies and
misconceptions of the lower life concerning God and immortality
are all based upon inverted arguments — men build their
conceptions of Him upon themselves, rather than first learning
to know something of Him and forming their ideas of man in
accordance with Divine sonship.”

“My opinion has always been that an ancient council
established itself, in its corporate capacity, as a divine regency,
with God subservient to its decisions, after which the leaders of
factions quarrelled to gain the ascendancy, splitting up the
Church and leaving an authority in a wrecked condition, from
which it has never recovered. But for you and me all this is now
of the past, and I would know of those things concerning our
present lives. Tell me; in the generous interpretation you have
placed upon the trivial acts you have referred to, may you not
have formed an erroneous conclusion?”

“No!” Her reply was made in dreamy confidence, as if her
voice had been used as the instrument of an invisible authority.

49



THE LIFE ELYSIAN

Then she continued: “Mistakes may and do arise in the courts of
Ignorance, but God reigns here. His law is perfect. His justice
acts with automatic precision. Righteousness is natural while
error can only be secured by effort. Do you understand?”

“Scarcely.”

“Perhaps not,” she replied in the same abstracted tone.
“You are scarcely free from the last of the earth influences at
present, and you unconsciously carry old habits of thought into
your new environment.”

“I feel you are right in that,” I replied. “Everything seems
so strange to me because I am so mentally unprepared for it, that
I frequently feel as if I wanted to go back again in order to
understand.”

“That is due in a great measure to the manner of your
translation.”

“Ah!” T exclaimed, catching at the hope her words
inspired. “Tell me something about that. T know so little, and all
is so confused. Why was I and the child I brought with me, left
alone upon the slope with no one near, when I awoke, from
whom I could ask for information? Why were we not carried to
one of the reception homes, such as I have seen, and allowed to
sleep until all these earthly influences were broken?”

“The almost numberless methods by which the process
of discarnation is effected,” she replied, “are perfectly natural,
and determined solely by preceding circumstances. Those who
sleep do so from one of three causes:

e a lingering illness which leaves a sense of exhaustion
on the soul,

e the desire for life, producing something analogous to
hysteria for a time,

e or uncontrollable grief in those who remain behind
tending to draw the newly-released one back again to
earth.
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For all such cases a period of sleep is provided during
which the soul is adjusted to its new life. But with you none of
these causes existed. You came by accident, as earth would say,
were quite healthy, and, what was much more to your advantage,
had no very strong desire to continue in the body. Your one great
attraction,” and she looked fondly into my eyes, “was already
here, so the separation was willingly consented to, and there was
no occasion for more than the briefest pause to recover from the
shock. As for the rest — well, can you imagine how it might have
been better arranged?”

“No! That I most gratefully admit. It is the confusing
perfection and considerate adaptability of everything that
perplexes me. It is too good. I am not worthy of it, and for that
reason I fail to understand it.”

“Now I have to turn you back again from a termination
you have often reached before,” she tenderly answered. “Perhaps
it is too good, but it must always be so because it is of God. You
remember the old illustration — the prodigal would have been
content to become a hired servant, but the Father said, ‘Bring
hither the best robe, and put it upon him; put a ring on his hand
and shoes on his feet.” In the old life you were able to cover your
head and shut out all thought of God; but here you must walk
with Him and know Him as He really is.”

Yes, she understood my ever-present consciousness, and
was overjoyed to find each new experience prove how completely
I was hedged around.

Turning my thoughts in another direction, I inquired:

“Will you tell me something about yourself? My father —
do you ever see him?”

I half-regretted asking the latter question, but she
instantly divined my thought, and taking a seat, indicated her
wish for me to sit beside her.
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The sweetness of her face was not clouded, it rather
softened as the smile vanished and gave precedence to a look of
quiet, restful content.

“Why would you recall your inquiry?” she asked.

“I cannot say. Perhaps I was — shall I say, half-afraid I
had no right to make it?”

“You have every right, if you have the interest, to inquire
into a relationship from which your existence sprang. I have seen
your father once, in the sleep state. He failed to recognize me, so
we did not speak. It was better that it should be so, since our
association had been nothing more than a cool friendship, and
was always irksome. Our marriage was one of opportune
convenience by which my father was saved from some
unpleasantness — an arrangement which I was never allowed to
forget. When your sister was born she was at once removed from
my control, and then you came and I had scarcely time to kiss
you before all my trouble ended. There is nothing more
concerning that part of my life that need be told.”

“But your own friends?” I inquired.

“There again I was equally unfortunate. My mother’s
aversion to children was very deep-seated, and though I was her
only child she never forgave my intrusion. She passed away when
I was but a few years old, and my memory of her is more
tinctured with fear than with love. You will not be surprised to
hear, therefore, that I have made no effort to find them since my
arrival. I could easily do so, but in the absence of love and
sympathy, I am assured it is better not to attempt it for the
present. We shall be brought together when our development
overcomes the difficulties which lie between us, and until then I
am content to wait.”

“And have you, then, been all alone?”

She laughed merrily at my solicitude.

“Loneliness in Paradise, Aphraar, would be as impossible
as summer without the sun. Look at the multitude of friends by
whom I am surrounded, at the innumerable visitors ever coming
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and going, and the excursions to which I am frequently invited.
In addition to this, have you not been with me a large share of
the time? No, no! I have never known anything of loneliness.”

That was one of the most welcome declarations I had
heard. Thank God, her experience had not been a similar one to
my own. In my gratitude I was silent for a while, reflecting on the
difference of life in the two conditions, and when I had set the
contrast clearly before me, I was about to speak again, but
something restrained me.

“Why did you not say it, Aphraar?” she inquired.

“What did I wish to say?” I asked, wondering how much
of my thought was known to her.

“Shall I tell you?”

“Yes.”

“It was something like this,” she replied. “It matters not
where I go, what I see, or upon what subject I speak, everything
here moves harmoniously, in narrow circles, all of which turn to
a common centre — the wonderful and ever-present love of God.”

“You are right,” I answered. “It was so, and so it must
ever, be.”
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CHAPTER IV

THE RESURRECTION AND ITS BODY

Let me introduce an explanation I am bound to make by
saying how grateful I am for the considerate treatment my
former message received at the hands of my reviewers. I was
advocate for a cause which has hitherto suffered most by the
indiscretion of its friends and the fraudulent practices of its
professed adherents. The ill-advised seekers after curiosity and
gain have profaned the sacred associations of the tomb without
regard to decency or feeling, have arrogantly assumed the right
to tear the veil in twain and make the spirit-life an addition to
drawing-room amusements. Such desecrations rightly merit the
treatment accorded by the Press, which should always stand as
one of the great bulwarks of defence in the sacred cause of
reason, law and order.

I naturally anticipated that the title-page of my book
would attract that onslaught of adverse criticism which, until
recently, the Press has directed against the subject generally. The
treatment I received not only surprised, but also assured me that
the ears of our reviewers are open to listen with candid
consideration to subjects lying far apart from ordinary tracks, if
only such questions can be presented with some respect to
logical consistency. Still, to say that I ran the gauntlet unscathed
and unopposed would be untrue. To be able to boast of an
absence of objection would be most serious misfortune, but to
acknowledge the moderate terms in which the objection was
expressed is an entirely different matter, and it is to the main
point thus raised that I wish now to direct my attention briefly.

Some few of my friends, not only reviewers, but among
my correspondents also, take exception to what they call my
materialistic descriptions of the life and surroundings of
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Paradise. More than one earnestly beg of me to remember what
Paul says of the general resurrection: “The Lord Himself shall
descend from Heaven with a shout, with the voice of the
archangel and with the trump of God; and the dead in Christ
shall rise first: then we which are alive and remain shall be
caught up together with them in the clouds to meet the Lord in
the air, and so shall we ever be with the Lord.” The particular
point urged upon me is the inspired declaration of Heaven being
‘in the air’, or ‘in the clouds’, which at once renders buildings,
trees and other material objects an impossibility.

Now, I reply to this with the frank admission that my
statements were made not as a Biblical commentator, nor as a
dogmatic theologian, but rather from personal observation and
experience. I never was a Bible scholar, and ‘orthodoxy’ was a
word I always looked upon as possessing the attributes of a
literary chameleon, therefore, as I have more than once pointed
out, I avoided it. I may hence be excused if my justification is not
formulated exactly upon the lines of the schoolmen.

So far as I understand the plain meaning of words, this
quotation from Paul is entirely out of place in the connection in
which my friends use it here. Paul does not assert that Heaven is
either in the air or clouds, but rather that “the Lord will descend
from Heaven” into the air to meet His saints, and if this is so it is
impossible to draw any inference from this passage as to what
Paul’s idea of Heaven was. Further, even though I am wrong
according to the theologians in making this comment, Paul’s
inspiration when writing the passage appears to be the reverse of
infallible, because he says “we that are alive and remain” at the
time of the descent, as if he were under the impression that the
second coming would take place in his own lifetime. Of course
my idea may be all wrong from an orthodox standpoint, so I shall
not press it further.

I knew all through my message that I was not wording it
upon generally accepted lines, but at the same time I was not
altogether unscriptural, and without further controversy let me
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reply to this charge of gross material conception of the afterlife
by a scriptural Portrayal of the Heavenly Jerusalem, with which I
am quite willing to consider the objection answered:®

“And there came unto me one of the seven
angels which had the seven vials full of the seven
last plagues, and talked with me, saying, Come
hither, I will shew thee the bride, the Lamb’s
wife.

“And he carried me away in the spirit to a
great and high mountain, and shewed me that
great city, the holy Jerusalem, descending out of
Heaven from God.

“Having the glory of God: and her light was
like unto a stone most precious, even like a jasper
stone, clear as crystal;

“And had a wall great and high, and had
twelve gates, and at the gates twelve angels, and
names written thereon, which are the names of
the twelve tribes of the children of Israel:

“On the east three gates; on the north three
gates; on the south three gates; and on the west
three gates.

“And the wall of the city had twelve
foundations, and in them the names of the twelve
apostles of the Lamb.

“And he that talked with me had a golden
reed to measure the city, and the gates thereof,
and the wall thereof.

“And the city lieth foursquare, and the
length is as large as the breadth: and he
measured the city with the reed, twelve thousand

6 Book of Revelation 21:9-30
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furlongs. The length and the breadth and the
height of it are equal.

“And he measured the wall thereof, an
hundred and forty and four cubits, according to
the measure of a man, that is, of the angel.

“And the building of the wall of it was of
jasper: and the city was pure gold, like unto clear
glass.

“And the foundations of the wall of the city
were garnished with all manner of precious
stones. The first foundation was jasper; the
second, sapphire; the third, a chalcedony; the
fourth, an emerald; “The fifth, sardonyx; the
sixth, sardius; the seventh, chrysolyte; the eighth,
beryl; the ninth, a topaz; the tenth, a
chrysoprasus; the eleventh, a jacinth; the twelfth,
an amethyst.

“And the twelve gates were twelve pearls;
every several gate was of one pearl: and the street
of the city was pure gold, as it were transparent
glass.

“And I saw no temple therein: for the Lord
God Almighty and the Lamb are the temple of it.

“And the city had no need of the sun, neither
of the moon, to shine in it: for the glory of God
did lighten it, and the Lamb is the light thereof.

“And the nations of them which are saved
shall walk in the light of it, and the kings of the
earth do bring their glory and honour into it.

“And the gates of it shall not be shut at all by
day: for there shall be no night there.

“And they shall bring the glory and honour
of the nations into it.

“And there shall in no wise enter into it
anything that defileth, neither whatsoever
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worketh abomination, or maketh a lie: but they
which are written in the Lamb’s book of life.”

Nor is the heavenly Jerusalem to be scripturally
understood as the only city to be found in the home of the
redeemed, if Christ is to be taken as any authority on the point,
since in the parable of the ten pieces of money Luke” records
Him as rewarding faithful individual service with rulership over
five and even ten cities; and if this is so, how great must the
number of cities be to make such a liberal reward possible!

So much for the orthodox objection.

While dealing with criticisms I would here like to notice
one advanced, not against myself, but against the whole subject
of intercommunion, in the words of a scientist whose studies
entitle him to be heard. “The most formidable obstacle to the
admission of the spiritualist’s hypothesis is in the messages
which tend to represent the other world, in which, it appears,
matter is not perceived, and space and time are unknown, as
being all the same a servile copy of this, or a sketch of it. . . . I
know of no message in which the communicator has been frank
enough to say, ‘Of course you may suppose that the form I have
here is not the same as I had in your world.” Or again, ‘The idea
of form differs totally in our world and in yours; I cannot make
you understand what that idea is here, so it is of no use to
question me.” Unfortunately neither communicators nor controls
speak thus; they all say, or allow it to be supposed, that the
human form is the same in both worlds.”8

Now this supposed weighty objection is in reality no
more valid than the one offered by my own critics of the religious
school. It is based upon erroneous data, and arises altogether

7 Luke 19:12-27
8 “Mrs. Piper and the Society for Psychical Research,” by M. Sage. London: R.
Brimley Johnson, 1903 (pp. 17-34).
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from a misconception of the relationship of the two conditions. I
am not surprised at this, since the relative position of science on
the earth side can never rise higher than that of a moderately
advanced class in an elementary school when compared with the
knowledge available to similar inquirers on the spirit side. In a
remarkably interesting work recently published, New
Conceptions in Science, by Carl Snyder, the author having
reviewed the scientific achievements of the past, turns his
thoughts to what lies before, and says —

“Beyond all that the eye may see, that ear may hear, that
hands may feel, outside of taste or smell, outside of any native
sense, there lies an unseen, unfelt universe, whose fringe we are
just beginning to touch” (pp. 42-43).

Into this unseen the scientists who have put off the flesh
have entered, with all their old faculties strengthened and
accelerated, and many of them are willing, even anxious, to
return and co-operate with fellow labourers, in leading to yet
undreamed-of successes.

“Then why do they not do it?” cry a hundred voices. “Let
them come, and when they identify themselves we will no longer
be faithless, but believing.”

I will tell you why they do not come; why the
intercommunion has hitherto been so very unsatisfactory; why
those who are so fully able to astonish the world have not, so far
done so. It is for the very same reason that Archimedes and his
co-workers of Alexandria did not attain to the successes of
modern science — they lacked the necessary instruments. Give to
the scientific spirits, who have ascended the region of the
physically unseen and unheard, suitable instruments through
which to transmit their studies, and the question of
intercommunion will soon be universally settled, and earth be
richer for the partnership so established. Even with the present
unsatisfactory and often doubtful means much good and useful
work has been accomplished, and mighty barriers of opposition
have been cleared away. But let earth once truly recognize the
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possibilities that are rapidly coming forward, then a more
glorious era will speedily dawn for a long oppressed and mentally
imprisoned humanity.

That the present condition of communication leaves
much to be desired I know; but not a little of the difficulty arises
from the idea that we on the unseen side are, or ought to be,
perfect. This is not only a mistake but an injustice, and the
sooner it is recognized the better. Surely the time has come when
by common consent a definite attempt should be made to
understand the difficulties which exist on both sides, and a
deliberate effort be put forth to overcome them by supplying the
best possible material available for the purpose. With a little
patience, consideration, and a recognition of the possibility that
all the brains and intellect are not to be found upon the earth
side, a scientifically serviceable communion could readily be
established, to the immense advantage of the lower life.

Death does not abrogate the law of sequence, but
evolution proceeds still, through the higher human, towards the
divine. The soul experiences no disconnecting process, takes no
sudden leap, crosses no dividing line; it simply discovers a
liberation from certain irksome limitations and takes wing. It
loses nothing of value, but assimilates additional powers which
supplement rather than displace those already possessed. Thus it
is not less, but greater than before, having taken another step in
the evolutionary ascent. The limitations and annoying barriers in
the path of the progress of active minds have, to a large extent,
been removed, and every energy is quickened for the conquest of
the gloriously attractive future.

No, the old law is not broken; it rather operates with
more inexorable justice than otherwise in every higher phase of
the soul’s advancing condition. The character of the grub still
predetermines the nature of the butterfly, and classification
proceeds upon well recognized and indisputable lines. Death has
no more power to work miracles than the naturalist, and the
what-will-be is invariably the sequence of what-has-been. The
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only duty assigned to death is to receive and disrobe all corners
of flesh and blood, then pass the individual otherwise untouched.
In its unclothed condition the soul crosses the immortal border,
where it affinitively attracts and assumes a garb corresponding to
its real degree of sp