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TO THE READER

I heard, within my spirit home, a wail: -

“If only one could come - could tell the tale

Of his experience on that other side;

Could rend the mists - could fling the portals wide,
That we might see - might understand - might know!”
The agony disturbed me, and my heart said — “Go!”
Love cheers me on, but ignorance resists

The power by which I hand this ‘Through the Mists.’

THE AUTHOR.



RECORDER’S NOTE TO THE FIRST EDITION

I have no desire to add anything to the following story more than a brief explanation of its
origin, and my connection with the same.

It was Christmas Eve, and | was busily engaged with some annuals lying on my table, when
a stranger - uninvited and unannounced - entered my room ‘while the door was shut.” His
presence did not disturb me, since | had entertained such visitors before; so, pointing to a
seat, | bade him welcome, and asked the purpose of his coming.

He then explained to me a desire he had long cherished, and asked if I would aid him in its
consummation. As soon as his mind comprehended the fact that he had passed the grave, a
yearning possessed him to find some means of coming back, and telling how men erred in
their conception of that life beyond. At first he feared he had no power to break the silence
of the tomb, but with experience came the knowledge of the omnipotence of love, by which
the lips of death could be unsealed, the proof of which was granted in our conversation. He
desired me to write what he should dictate, then give his story to the world.

How could I answer “No!” Was not I, in common with every human being, seeking for that
knowledge he had the power to give? Therefore | did not hesitate to take my pen.

I soon discovered his recital, though unorthodox, threw a flood of light upon the Bible
teaching, clearing clouds of doubt away, and reconciling passages therein | could not
understand before. He came to me a stranger, but | soon learned to love him, and awaited
his return with impatience every morning; now, when he has ceased his record for the
present, | look upon the seat whereon he sat so many hours as being in some mysterious
manner half-way ‘Through the Mists.’

In sending this forth in obedience to his wish, let me append the prayer he breathed when
last he left me:- “May God, the Father of the souls of all men, bless this effort of a yearning
heart to lift a portion of the weight of ignorance from the shoulders of his brethren in the
flesh; and grant that the light of its truth may be a lamp unto their feet in coming ‘Through
the Mists.”” To this | add Amen!

ROBT. JAS. LEES.
May 1898.



PREFACE TO THE THIRD IMPRESSION

The necessity for a third impression of this book affords a welcome opportunity of
expressing my sense of gratitude for having been chosen as the instrument through which
this gospel of hope and comfort has been revealed to the world. Nor do | speak for myself
alone, but the author, who is present with me as | write, also desires to add a similar
confession for himself. His hope and endeavour was to reach and comfort a few of the
wounded sons and daughters of sorrow, but already the testimony of ministry to a
multitude lies before us, and now in company with its promised continuation — ‘“The Life
Elysian’ - we send it forth again to carry on its healing mission in other spheres.

In this connection | desire to answer an oft-repeated question and say that my note to the
original edition as to how the book originated is to be taken as a literal fact. The volume is
not a novel, nor in any sense a tour-de-force of the imagination, but - stupendous as the
assertion may appear - so far as | am concerned, it is the record of experiences dictated to
me by a visitor from that ‘home of the soul’ to which we are all hastening onward.

Many others, doubtless anxious to be favoured by similar experiences as those | have now
so long enjoyed, have asked how they may be attained to. Such an inquiry is not easily
answered. Still, after long and prayerful consultation, my friends in the beyond, who
understand these things so much better than myself, came to the conclusion to set the
process indicatively before the world for the benefit of those who chose to profit by it. This
was done, and may be read in the volume entitled ‘The Heretic,” in which, following the
example of Charles Dickens in his ‘David Copperfield’ - while the book is a story and in no
sense a biography - the nature of the connection existing between us may be clearly traced,
with the successive demands made to test my loyalty and devotion, and then the nature of
the reward with which they have more than repaid my humble services.

It is, however, impossible for me to promise that another following in the same steps shall
meet with identical experiences. ‘God giveth to every man severally as He will.” As Paul says
to the Corinthians: ‘There are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit. And there are
differences of administrations but the same Lord. And there are diversities of operations,
but it is the same God which worketh all in all. But the manifestation of the Spirit is given
to every man to profit withal."

That spiritual gifts were to be the heritage of the followers of Christ is surely beyond
guestion. That they were not intended to be withdrawn, but were promised to as ‘many as
the Lord our God shall call,;’ the history of saints in all ages and the invasions of the present
day testify, for ‘God is no respecter of persons,” and ‘whatsoever He doeth it shall be for
ever.” | can say no more.

ROBT. JAS. LEES.
ENGELBERG, ILFRACOMBE,
November 15t 1905.



CHAPTER |
COMING THROUGH THE MISTS

In my earth-life 1 was called a misanthrope. This is a strange admission with which to
break my silence, but being now beyond the consequences to which such frankness might
lead, | have no reason - even though | had the will - to speak with less reserve. If any
apology be demanded for the pleasant task | have undertaken, let it be found in the
ceaseless wail to which | have referred to in my preface to these pages. Is my statement
true in that respect? | bid you turn that question inwards. Ask your own heart, and | will be
content to take the answer, merely adding that as you are, so is all mankind.

Pardon me one or two sentences in necessary explanation of myself before | carry you
across the borders of the other world. My life was overshadowed by the consequences of
some prenatal trouble of which I knew nothing, save the phantom remaining to haunt me,
and that it robbed me of a mother’s guiding hand. My father was an inflexible Calvanist,
with a mode of life as carefully arranged as an architectural elevation, while its working
details were as rigorously insisted upon. An elder of the Presbyterian Church, with a
banking account of sufficient magnitude to allow him to live a life of most unquestioning
faith, he spent all the years of his pilgrimage free from the shadow of reproach.

My brother and sister were not so strictly inclined, and their almost open rebellion, as they
grew, by no means tended to soften my father’s character. For myself | neither received
from, nor extended to, any member of the household any sympathy. No one ever spoke to
me of my mother - her name, in fact, was seldom mentioned - but I always felt that had she
lived we should have been all in all to each other, but she was gone, and | was left alone!
Books were my only companions - the poets my greatest favourites. My earliest
recollections are of the religious baby-farm to which I had been entrusted, whose managers
| learned to loathe for the duplicity and hypocrisy they habitually practised there. With a
naturally morbid mind, the shadow of some unknown wrong above me, and a soul
shrinking from the appearance of deceit, | soon learned to hate those who did not hesitate
to lie in act and prayer, and plead with God to grant success to infamy.

By these things | was gradually led to draw all my comfort from books, and to entertain a
great aversion to any fellowship with those about me.

I was naturally of a religious turn of mind, but preferred to solve its questions by the light
of my own reason and the plain teachings of the Bible as I could comprehend them. A
practical acquaintance with the public worship of the various sects only confirmed my
original idea of there being much more of form and fashion than solid worship or spirit in
them all, therefore in this, as in everything else, | learned to rely upon myself alone, and
trust to the leniency and justice of a righteous God in respect to any error resulting from
my honest endeavour to do His will according to the light within me.



Nevertheless, | had companionship and sweet communion in my worship, after this
manner: Led by some influence, to me nothing less than an inspiration, | would find myself
in one of the courts and alleys so numerous in the East of London, where vice, poverty, and
wretchedness most abound; where help, though urgently needed, is seldom met with;
where the inhabitants are not learned in metaphysics, but hunger for the bread of practical
sympathy. Among such outcast and fallen members of our common humanity, | always
found | had a sermon to preach which was comprehended in every part, a gospel to
proclaim that they would gladly hear, a seed to sow which brought forth fruit sixty or a
hundredfold.

If the Church was right, and | at the last found that | was wrong, the gratitude which these
poor unfortunates showed for the interest | took in them would be sufficient to make the
pains of my punishment not only bearable but welcome. There would be plenty of good
people in Heaven to ensure the happiness of every soul who should gain an entrance to
those streets of gold. | had no voice to sing, and if the religious conversation on earth were
fair specimens of what would be the standard there, the goody-goodiness would have no
charm for me. Forced into such society, without any congenial work to do, the place would
have no interest - no attraction - for me. It was not my idea of Heaven, consequently I did
not want it.

It would be very different with the poor, cast adrift into that other place - for if the Church
was right the division would be made more upon those lines than any other. The rich build
the temples, keep them out of financial difficulties, are constant at the means of grace,
make them fashionable, provide everything necessary to worship God in the beauty of
architecture and ritual, while they generously subscribe towards the salary of the minister;
paying in every way for their salvation, it is but right and honest they should meet with
their reward. But the poor, who have to work long hours, with nothing to give, scarcely one
suit to wear, and that unpleasantly suggestive by the odours of the workshop, with their
vulgar habits and loud-voiced song, for whose accommodation the white-washed,
ill-lighted, draughty mission hall is provided, have no right to expect such an abundant
entrance as those who contribute better while they live, and can be drawn in a four-horse
hearse when they take their departure.

For this reason the poor always had my sympathy. When | thought upon the subject, I
often felt as if I should be glad to find the pearly gates shut upon me, if by that means I
could be some little consolation to the multitudes in hell. It was wicked - blasphemous - to
feel so, so the vicar once told me; but it was constitutional - part of my unfortunate malady,
and he found it useless to attempt to change my mind.

I never could understand the righteousness of poverty here and damnation there; or the
logical sequence of riches here and salvation there. It was not according to my reading of
the Bible, or the teaching of Jesus in the parable of Dives and Lazarus, as | understood the



English language. It may have been a defect in my power of analogy, but if so | held to the
delusion.

It was one evening, when on my way to visit some of these uncared-for people, that the
great change overtook me. | was walking along a crowded footpath, engaged in the
contemplation of the lights and shadows visible on the faces of passers-by, when | heard a
scream, and saw a child in deadly peril among the horses in the road. He was not far away,
so bounding forward - with no thought but for his safety - | reached and dragged him from
his hazardous position, then turned, and...

Something touched me. | clasped the boy more firmly and stepped forward. The noise
ceased, vehicles and street faded away, as if some great magician had waved his wand, the
darkness disappeared, and | was lying upon a grassy slope in an enchanted land.

Neither did all the changes lie in our surroundings. Few people would have been
enamoured of the ragged child | rushed to save, with his shoeless feet, matted hair, and
unwashed face; but the angel | found lying upon my breast would have driven an artist into
raptures. For myself, in that instant, | had changed my morning suit for a loosely flowing
robe which somehow seemed to be a part of myself; and though I was fully assured of my
own individuality. | was curious to know what had taken place, and by what means, in the
interval of one solitary step, a transformation of such completeness had been effected.

The lad, though evidently conscious of the alteration, looked into my face with calm
laughing eyes, void of any trace of fear; perhaps he expected me to give some explanation,
but | needed that myself. Then he buried his head in my shoulder and fell asleep. | sat and
nursed him, trying to answer the only question which occupied my mind — “Where are
we?”

I was reclining upon the grass of what can only be described as the auditorium of an
iImmense but natural amphitheatre, with the arena occupied by a multitude who appeared
to be engaged in the reception of strangers, whom they were welcoming and
congratulating. If only I could have understood it, the scene would have been as pleasing as
it was brilliant, but, under the circumstances, my feelings were more of curiosity than of
appreciation. It resembled the performance of an elaborate tableau of which | held no
descriptive programme, being alike ignorant of the place, the players and the purpose. This
was all that | could understand: - There were two classes of persons represented - the one,
evidently residents, attired in garments embracing almost every shade of colour with which
I was familiar, and some the like of which I had never seen before, and therefore have no
means to make you understand. The other, by far the smaller of the two, gave me the idea
of strangers, who, having just arrived, stood in need of the help and assistance so freely
proffered. Where did they come from, | asked myself? To this | was enabled to find a
somewhat satisfactory reply. Before me lay a plain, across which numbers were continually
coming and going; at its further side | saw a heavy bank of fog lying, the outlines of which
were boldly portrayed as if confined within certain limitations. The atmosphere was so
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unusually clear, that although the fog was perhaps some two miles distant from where |
lay, | could easily discern that they entered the plain from that direction. | now became
intensely interested in something which baffled my powers to determine whether it was
real or an optical illusion. | noticed that the variegated colour of the dresses worn by those
who went from us towards the mists gradually faded, until in the distance but one uniform
tone of grey was visible; on the contrary, as they, returned the original hues were as
mysteriously restored. It seemed to me, at length, as if some magical influence was exerted
by that vapour or that the plain was one which might legitimately, be called enchanted.

The moment | saw the fog | was conscious of a cold chill running through me, not due to
any change of temperature, which was warm and genial, but such as one experiences at the
thought of leaving a cosy fire to become enveloped in the piercing mist of autumn or early
winter. What caused this is more than | can say - perhaps it was sympathy with those | saw
emerging from such surroundings; for many were so overcome they scarcely had the
strength to reach the open plain; while for some the watchers plunged into the mists and
carried them through; others being borne all the way across the plain before they had the
power to stand upon their feet.

How long | was thus employed | cannot tell, but suddenly my attention was attracted to
someone standing beside me and | arose, for the first time becoming aware that the slope
whereon | had been sitting was occupied by many, evidently strangers, like myself. This,
however, did not interest me so much just then as it would previously have done; all my
mind being centred upon the person who stood beside me, in the hope that he would be
able to solve the problem so perplexing to me.

He divined my purpose before | had time to frame a question, and, stretching out his hands
towards the still sleeping lad, said :

“There is someone coming who will answer all your enquiries, my duty is to take the boy.”

“To take the boy?” | answered, scarcely knowing whether | ought to give him up. “Where?
Home?”

LLYeS!”
“But how shall we get back? How did we come here? Where are we ?”

“You must be patient for a little while,” he answered, “then you will know and understand
all about it.”

“But, tell me, is this delirium or a dream?”
“No! You will find you have been dreaming; now you are awake.”

“Then, please, tell me where we are, and how we came here; | am so perplexed to know
that.”

“You are in a land of surprises, but you need not fear, it will bring for you nothing but rest
and compensation.”



“That only increases my difficulty,” | said entreatingly.

“But just now it was night in London, where | saved that boy from being run over. Then
everything faded like a flash and | found we were here. Where then, is this place. - What do
you call it?”

“The land of immortality?”
“What! - Dead? - How?”

I was conscious of falling back a step as the stupendous announcement fell upon my ears,
but there was something so reassuring in his manner that | instinctively returned and
grasped the hand he held out to give me welcome. Among all the theories by which I had
tried to solve the mystery, this one had never suggested itself - it would not have been
entertained for a moment if it had, while the unexpected surroundings would have
warranted me in dismissing it. | was astonished at the unquestioning faith with which |
accepted his declaration, while his sympathetic composure absolutely forbade any sense of
agitation as the startling truth was fully comprehended.

“No! Not dead!” he replied, after a moment’s pause.

Did you ever know dead men to talk, and be surprised? When a boy leaves home for school,
or school to take his part in the more serious events of life - when a girl leaves her father’s
for her husband’s home, have you been in the habit of saying they were dead ? Certainly
not! Neither are you right in supposing you are dead since passing through the change
which has overtaken you.”

“But 1 have made an unmistakable exit from one world and an entrance into another;
therefore while | am alive to this new life, | am dead to that which | have left behind.”

“ You will now be called upon to enlarge your conceptions and ideas ; as your homes on
earth are separate habitations, and nations form the dominions of different kings, so the
various states and worlds in this life become the many mansions in the universal kingdom
of our Father-God. Therefore you are only dead to earth in the same way as the schoolboy
dies as a scholar, but has the greater power of a teacher; or as the girl ceases to be a
resident, and becomes a visitor.”

“I do not understand you,” | replied.

“Let me give you the outline of a parable over which you may reflect until someone else is
sent to afford you clearer information. Children are coaxed to sleep on earth by the singing
of nursery rhymes, the fabulous heroes of which become historical characters in the minds
of the little listeners, until the realities of life dispel the illusion. So children of a larger
growth, upon entering this life, find that even so have they been lulled to spiritual slumber
by the fictions of the nurses of their souls. It is the awakening to the truth of this fact which
makes this a land of surprises, as you will find it to be as you proceed. But now | must leave



you and take our little brother to the children’s home, where you will meet him again
presently.”

With a kindly salutation he departed, and | was left alone to think on all he had said. His
parable was pregnant with revelation that the future alone could intelligently unfold, but
one thing was evident - | had taken the irrevocable step - had solved the grand secret; yet
what had | learned? | was merely waiting with the knowledge that the act of dying had been
unconsciously accomplished. What would be the result? Whatever it might be | could not
now go back; | had to meet my fate. One thing | had been assured: there was no need to
fear. | did not - was not even anxious - | was content. So | waited and pondered.

CHAPTER Il
THE JUDGEMENT HALL
My reflections ran in something like the following strain:

A land of surprises, is it? Yes! And why did he not say a land of revelation as well ? How
long have | been here? An hour - a day - a month? | know not. By my idea of time it seems
as if I had but just made that attempt to save the boy; but measured by the revelation, | feel
as if I had been here for years.

How strange that | should have no knowledge how I came away! | did not fall - felt no pain
- had no indication of reviving from a swoon - how was it? How many people cloud their
lives with fear born of the dread they feel of dying; how many teachers delight to dwell
upon the terrors of that hour when the soul stands face to face with death? How vastly
different has my experience been!

I wonder whether among all the surprises of this life | shall find it possible --

“Oh, God! I know not yet where Thou art, or who Thou art; but the revelation which has
been given to me is full of love and bright with promise, therefore I feel it has come from
Thee, and fills my soul with hope. | know not yet if | am saved or lost; but in Thy mercy
hear me, and in Thy pity for the sons of men, permit me, if it be possible by some means
which I do not know - by some method Thy love is able to devise - once more to make my
voice to reach the mortal state, and help to lift the weight of error lying upon the shoulders
of my fellow-men. Thou knowest, O my God, the blindness and ignorance of those who
now profess to lead Thy children on. Many have not tasted Thy great love; many have not
felt Thy grace; many are groping in the dark, blinded by the traditions of men; many have
wandered from the fold. The songs of Zion have been forgotten in the greed for fame, and
wealth, and power; and weary pilgrims tramp their homeward way, with sighs, and groans,
and tears, beating time to the rhythm of their march. If any joy is here for me, O God, my
Father, I am ready now to forfeit it. If the penalty | must pay is agony in hell, I am willing
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to endure it, if in Thy mercy Thou wilt send me back, with power to tell the truth of Thy
unchanging love, and lift the load of doubt from those who, seeking, know Thee not.”

Is it wrong of me to say | know not where or who God is? Perhaps so! But it is honest, and |
cannot but think that honesty is right. Everything around me is so contrary to what I
expected, | feel afraid to trust to anything | knew; and the torment of yearning for my
fellows to know the truth as far as | behold it, force me to breathe that prayer. If some
strong hand could, but for an instant, tear the veil aside, and bid the multitudes of earth
behold the future as it really is, what a revelation it would be! How it would change their
sighs to songs, remove all doubts of God'’s eternal love, and proclaim a gospel for which all
hearts are crying. It would be to earth what it is to me; | who more than once, or twice, or
thrice had been cautioned that the life | led could only meet with condemnation at the bar
of God; and yet | found the first words addressed to me were words of hope and
encouragement - ‘I need not fear’ - How different a declaration is made on earth, where the
love of God is limited to suit the requirements of every sect, while wrath and retribution
are left as infinite quantities to drive the sinner to salvation. What can such teachers think
when they awake to a knowledge of the truth as | have found it here?

“Here! But where is ‘here’? That is a question that has not yet been satisfactorily answered.
Is it heaven? No; surely not! Or if so, how strangely different from the harping, singing,
crown-decked throng the Church expects to find. It is not - ! No! All the surroundings are
just as incapable of such an interpretation. What then can be the condition of this place? Is
it possible that there is an intermediate state after all? Perhaps so! And over the crest of
these hills the judgment throne may stand to which | shall be summoned by and by. | had
not thought of that; but the suggestion comes without a trace of fear, the words | have
heard fill me with hope which | am sure can never be betrayed. Whatever the issue may be
I am content to learn it in the usual course of events, in the meantime | will rest.”

It is a popular idea that our entrance to the spirit-world will be greeted by friends and
relatives who have preceded us, and in in any cases this is so; but strange to say, even after
I had learned the nature of the change which had come over me, the thought of such a
meeting never occurred to me, until | felt, rather than heard, someone call my name. |
turned, and saw a young woman, clad in the daintiest of pink robes, coming down the hill
towards me. | was not sure, but thought her face bore a resemblance to one | had known in
the long ago, except that the old furrows of care and want had been transformed into lines
and curves of beauty. | had long since forgotten her, but she remembered me, and with
eyes brilliant with welcome, and hands extended to clasp my own, she was the first of all |
knew to greet me.

“A thousand welcomes” she cried, as she grasped my hands; “I have but just received the
news of your coming; am | the first to meet you?”

“Yes, Helen, the first of all I know.”
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“l am glad of that; | always hoped it would be so. | have watched, and prayed and waited
for it; itis all I can do to thank you.”

“Thank me for what?” | asked in astonishment.
“I need not tell you that,” she answered. “Our Father knows, and He will repay you.”

At that moment | found that heaven is quite as much a condition of the soul as a locality,
and true friendship is a great factor in completing that condition. Only a short time before
Helen’s advent | had almost satisfactorily assured myself that | was not yet in heaven, but
her appearance had reversed the decision. It had brought me such an overwhelming sense
of joy. | was so satisfied, | had no conception there could be more happiness to follow; and
this resulted from the presence of one to whom | had been but imperfectly known on earth.

Her story, so far as | knew it, was not a long one. Her mother had died of sheer starvation
in her endeavour to maintain three children and a sick husband by her labours as a
charwoman, supplemented by Helen’s scanty wages in a match factory. The girl was but
fifteen years of age when the whole burden of that home fell upon her shoulders in its
heavier form of greatly diminished means. Bravely she struggled on, toiling far beyond her
strength to keep the wolf of hunger at bay, and save the home from its threatened
destruction. But the wages for matchmaking are more easily counted in coppers than gold,
and the little extra she could earn in other ways was but a drop in the ocean of their
requirements, so she fell in the heat of the battle, crushed and broken-hearted.

I learned her story just before her death, and called to see her in the hospital where she was
lying. On several days | sat for half an hour or so trying to comfort her with the assurance
that the children would be cared for when she was taken away, for | found the uncertainty
as to their welfare was the sharpest thorn in her dying pillow. She was deaf to the
missionary’s entreaties to prepare her soul for death. - She had no fear for that. - Did not
care about herself. She wanted to know the children would be safe, and when | gave her a
solemn promise she grew calm and closed her eyes in peace.

Her personal connection with those children I had long forgotten, since our acquaintance
was of such brief duration; but in the first moments of that re-union I felt | had discovered
one of those consolations for which | had long been seeking - a sister’s love.

“Are you surprised that | should be the first to meet you?” she asked.

“I can scarcely say; surprises double on each other so rapidly that | begin to think they are
natural here.”

“If not surprised, are you glad that you have met me once again?”

“Yes, Helen! More than glad,” | answered, “for your sake quite as much as for my own. You
have been happier here than you expected, have you not?”
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“Yes! Much happier; and it has always seemed to be increased by your assurances that it
would be so. Once | almost feared you were wrong; but when | found that you were right,
for your sake | was increasingly glad.”

“It always appeared to me,” | responded, “ that whatever was done for love’s sake could not
be wrong. I did not profess to know much about God, and now | am conscious of knowing
even less than | thought, still I have not changed my idea.”

“Why, ‘God is love,” Fred; that is all we know about Him. ‘“That which is born of love is also
born of God.” Come home with me and let me tell you what | have learned about Him since
I came here.”

“Not yet,” | answered. “You must not forget that | have just arrived, and do not know where
| have to go at present.”

“You will learn all about that as you proceed,” she said, as she turned to go; “come with me
now.”

“But have | no one to see? Is thereno -”

She saw the perplexity and uncertainty which must have been so plainly visible upon my
face, at which she smiled and asked:

“Is it the judgment seat you are looking for?”

“Yes! For at present | know nothing of my position, nor where | must go.”

“Fred, get the earth ideas out of your head as soon as possible.

You have already passed the judgment hall, and carry its verdict in the dress you wear.”
“Passed it? Where? | have no knowledge!”

“Perhaps not; but it lies there in those mists from which you see so many coming into the
plain,” and as she spoke she pointed in the direction to which my attention had been
previously called.

“Is that the way | came?” | asked.
“Yes; that is the only way of entrance into this life!”

“l knew nothing of it - was not conscious of anything until | found myself lying here where
we are now standing.”

“That is quite possible, since yours was one of those sudden passages which hurry you so
quickly into this state as to leave no consciousness of the event. | often think it is a great
blessing to come in such a way.”

“Why? But do | weary you with my questions?”

“No. It will be a pleasure to tell you as much as possible though, as | have not been here so
very long, you will have many questions to ask that | cannot answer, and will have to
submit them to others who know more than me.”
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“l feel that you are just the teacher that | require at present, since all is so different from
what | expected. | am like a child with everything to learn.”

“l shall be glad to tell you what | can; but you must not talk of being tired, for no one
wearing our colour can grow weary.”

“Wearing our colour” | repeated, not knowing what she meant.

“Yes. You will presently understand that the colour of the dress is an indication of the
condition of the wearer; but you cannot grasp this until you have seen it for yourself.”

“But tell me why you think it best to enter this life in the manner in which | came?”

“If you will regard the entrance of a soul into this life as birth, rather than death, and the
sickness preceding it as a more or less prolonged labour, with a corresponding prostration
to follow, you will understand me better. See,” she continued, pointing towards the mists,
“how many have to be assisted - some even carried - into life; how some pause to gain
strength to come forward, and tell me, do you not think it preferable to come as you have
done?”

“When you consider it in that light of course it is; but you know we have been taught to
look upon it from the other side.”

“That is a great error, which has to be corrected here. Man practically regards the earth life
as the chief. rather than the subordinate condition of existence. As a spiritual being, he
should be educated to look upon everything from a spiritual standpoint, in the same way as
a schoolboy is encouraged to regard his studies in the light of what they will afterwards
enable him to accomplish. Earth is not all, neither is it a finality of development, but rather
the elementary stage, upon which this is the next advance, while the errors of the lower
state have to be uprooted here before we can assume the positions we should be fitted to
enter upon on our arrival; this, however will be more forcibly illustrated for you presently.”

“l am anxious to hear something about that judgment hall. If I came through it
unconsciously, as I must have done, how can a righteous sentence be passed upon a man in
such a condition?”

“The idea of the judgment hall is another misapprehension owing to the literal
interpretation of what was only intended as a parabolic metaphor.”

“Do you mean that I have no knowledge of it, for the simple reason that no such place
exists?” | asked.

“So far as there being a regular trial and sentence by a personal judge, it is a fiction; the
verdict of the bar of God is more just and unerring than that could be, and asks no evidence
other than the defendant offers. The text which hung above my bed in the hospital is the
law upon which that judgment is given, and from which no appeal is asked or granted — ‘Be
not deceived; God is not mocked, for whatsoever a man soweth that shall he also reap.’
Justice cannot miscarry, since no man is called to give evidence against his fellow. As the
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soul comes into contact with those mists, it separates from the flesh, and is stripped of any
false and seeming character, which may have been assumed, no matter under what
circumstances or for what purpose. The function of the mists is to dissolve everything but
the spiritual. There all the seals of life are broken, everything which has been hidden is
revealed, the books are opened wide, whether to acquit or to condemn. It would be just as
rational to expect a builder to say, as he put the final touches to a cottage, ‘that ought to
have been a cathedral, and | believe it is’; or for a farmer to say to his men, ‘that field of
turnips should have been wheat, and | believe it is; go and reap it,” and find their belief
honoured in the transformation, as for a man, when he feels the chill of dissolution upon
him, to think that by the acceptance of any creed or system of belief, he can, in that
moment of fear, eradicate the evils of a life-time, and receive an abundant entrance into
everlasting joy. No, Fred! As the mortal drops awav there is evolved from the spirit a
natural covering in accordance with its life and character, the colour being determined by
the acts and motives of the past - not by the creeds it has held or the professions it has
made - and that colour is the righteous sentence which the soul has passed upon itself by
virtue of the invariable law of God.”

“Then you subordinate faith to works?”

“Works are to faith precisely what the spirit is to the body - the life. ‘Faith without works is
dead,’ therefore faith can only be manifested by works. The teaching of Jesus is ‘Inasmuch
as ye did it,’ not believed it, and nothing but love and noble deeds are able to enter this life
in company with the soul; all forms of belief are lost in yonder mists.”

“Who then can be saved?”

“We hope that every individual child will be, ultimately, and I think if one shall be excepted
it will be his own fault entirely.”

“Why so?”

“Because that judgment is not final, it only determines what position the soul must assume
on entering this life, it has still the power to elevate itself as well as the assistance of others
who are always working to raise those in the conditions beneath them. Thus the sentence is
not for eternity and vindictive; it is probationary and remedial.”

“Why, Helen, do you mean to say there is no hell?”

“Not by any means; we have hells of torment far worse than your imagination can picture,
but they are only purifying conditions and have been provided in the fullness of our
Father’s love, as you will presently be made to understand.”

“I have been fortunate in finding such a teacher to correct my ignorance,” | said. “Before |
saw you | felt like a child at school whose education had been sadly neglected; but now, it
seems that all I know is wrong, and has to be uprooted.”
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“You will find that full provision has been made for all corrections as you proceed,” she
answered. “And knowledge is easily acquired by those who wish to learn. It is an active life
upon which you enter; every person capable of work has some appointed mission, so that
we are all ‘workers together with God.” My place for the present is here, to meet those who
have just arrived, so | have been especially instructed in such matters as are first enquired
into.”

“If the verdict is given upon works alone, who are they who receive the abundant entrance
promised so liberally to believers?” | asked.

“In that judgment,” she answered, “every act, motive, and attendant circumstance in the
life of a man has its legitimate consideration, and is appraised at its sterling value, and the
balance struck accordingly. Acts of charity originating in expediency are gauged by the
attainment of the object desired, and leave no balance to the life’s account; munificent
philanthropy bestowed for political or selfish purposes is recompensed by the approbation
it received; the building and endowment of a hospital or church by wealth amassed in the
drink or such like traffic, is counterbalanced by the shattered lives and ruined homes of its
many victims. Self-sacrificing love, to relieve pain, distress and want, not done to be seen
of men, but from sympathy with the weak and unfortunate brother; the motive which
prompts a man to give what he himself may need, to lessen the sufferings of another; the
patient endurance of wrong until the Father determines to avenge; the charity which rises
to the defence of the weak against the strong, at the expense of obloquy and shame; the
heart which refuses to condemn when appearances are black because the whole
circumstances are not known; the man who, when injured, steps in to break the blow of
justice because he too would wish to be forgiven;- these are they who, in that judgment, lift
up their heads and hear ‘well-done.’ This makes all men equal in their advantages and adds
commensurate responsibility where wealth or power has been entrusted.”

“Would you teach men to repudiate wealth?” | asked.

“Certainly not; but we would teach them that every gift is only held in stewardship, and
that they will be called upon to render an account in the mists. Our Father has placed upon
earth enough to supply the needs and give some comforts to every one of his children; but
the strong have taken away the portion of the weak, until luxury and starvation abounds. Is
this right? No! And at the judgment, the plea that the wealth so held was honourably
acquired will not avail, since God designs that it must also be, lovingly dispensed. Take one
such man, who, having made division of his wealth among his children, saw the elder
taking the portion of the younger son away; think you that father would be willing to
complacently allow the wrong? Shall God be less just than we demand a man should be? Of
course not! The bond of brotherhood is more powerful than legal right in the sight of God,
and the verdict of His court is given in accordance with family responsibility, not
mercantile law.”

-16 -



“Suppose one was anxious to carry out a good work but pressure of circumstances
prevented. How would that be regarded?”

“That will be more ably explained to you by others presently, but in the meantime | can
partially answer it by telling you of one of the first receptions | attended after my arrival.”

“Do you hold receptions then in heaven?”

“Yes. Though they are somewhat different to yours. When any friends go across the
boundary to bring a pilgrim home, we call it a reception. That | refer to was one of those
abundant entrances you speak of, and Omra went to welcome the brother.”

“Who is Omra?”
“The governor of this state, and the highest spirit | have seen except Jesus.”
“Have you seen Him, Helen?”

“Yes, once; but He was at a distance from me, so | did not speak to Him. But to tell you of
this reception. The man we went to meet was an inmate of a workhouse, but there were
thousands of spirits present to receive him.”

“From a workhouse?”

“Yes! | shall never forget the scene. When Omra drew near to the bed, the closing eyes
caught a sight of him, and the coming saint cried to his friend, who was asleep on a chair
beside him: ‘John! John! I am going now; someone has come for me! John! Don’t you see
how light the room is? See, the angels! And - and- No! Not Jesus! Not for me! Then the
poor feeble frame, which had half risen in his excitement, fell back; and the watcher found
it cold when he awoke, for the spirit had dropped its veil of flesh.

“As the soul came away, Omra threw his arm around him, and bade him welcome. Then,
with a bewildered, almost frightened look, the man gazed upon the host that crowded
round him, and, turning to Omra, stammered:

“This — is — not - for me! It is - a mistake! You - did not - come for me?”

“Yes, we did, my brother,” replied Omra; “we do not make mistakes; they are all behind
you now.”

“But — but - it cannot be for me. | - | have not - been a good man! My Lord - it must be a
mistake! What have | done?”

“Fed the hungry, clothed the naked, and ministered to the sick,” Omra replied.

“Ah! Now I know you are wrong. | have been almost all my life in the work ‘us. I never had
any money to do it at all. I know’d it warn’t for me.”

“You once gave your dinner to a hungry lad.” said Omra.

“You gave a pair of boots, you could badly spare, to a wandering tramp; you gave your
glasses to a poor old woman who could not see to read, and left yourself in the same
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condition; you sat beside an old comrade when he was ill, and nursed him back to health;
you have been patient in your enforced poverty, and encouraged others to hope for the best
and be contented. — Have you not?”

“Well, yes | did sit beside old Bill, a bit; but he’d ‘a’ done the same for me, if I'd’ @’ wanted
it. I don’t know much about the rest.”

“But we do; such deeds are never forgotten with us, and there are many things you wished
to do if you had but had the power. Such honest will is always accepted by God as if the
deed had been successfully performed, and so, you see, we are not wrong.”

“By this time he had been carried some distance from his body, and had assumed his new
robes, in which he was triumphantly escorted to one of the many mansions prepared for
such as he.”

“What a surprise for him,” | remarked, as she concluded; why, it must have been as great as
my own. But where are these homes you speak of? | have not seen anything in the shape of
a building yet.”

“They are over the crest of the hill; have you not been to the top?”
“NO.”

“Come then, let us go; that will enable you to turn your back on the mists, and | will show
you the country in another direction.”

CHAPTER Il
A PRISMATIC LANDSCAPE

I am not - or was not in the other life - an enthusiast. No person, however imaginative they
might have been, would have used such a word in the delineation of my character. Cold,
dull, unimpassioned, prosaic, phlegmatic, even stupid, would have been considered
appropriate epithets by many; but enthusiastic — never! Such a spirit is born of lively
imagination and appreciation, but | had not the one, and was constantly assured | knew
nothing of the other; how, then, could I be enthusiastic? This was undoubtedly true of the
old life, but does that justify me in saying it is equally so in this? Is the change in character
and temperament so slight; are we so much of our old selves, merely translated into new
fields and surroundings, that everything which was true in the past is equally true of the
present? These were questions which instinctively rose to my mind, but | had not the
power or knowledge to answer them. That some changes had taken place I was fully
conscious, though whether they were permanent or otherwise | had no means of
ascertaining for the present; further experience might show they were prompted for the
moment by the strange circumstances crowding upon me. For instance, | was by no means
inquisitive in the past, but since | had found myself here I had done nothing but ask: how?
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when? whence? or why? from myself and the only two friends | had had the opportunity to
speak to.

This undertone of speculation was running through my mind, while my more active senses
were delighting in the magnificence of the view | beheld on reaching the summit of the
slope. Being quite happy in my original position, and having still a multitude of questions
to ask, I was not in the least degree desirous of moving, even though | had been told of the
greater beauties of the country I could so easily reach. When Helen made the suggestion, if
the choice had been left to me | should have deferred our departure, or, what is more
probable moved in the other direction, towards the mists. She seemed perfectly to
understand my desire, and said:

“It i1s quite natural you should wish to go that way, but it would not be well for you at
present.”

“Why?” | asked.

“The influences being somewhat unpleasant just now.” she replied, “ you would find it
difficult to return; when the attraction is broken there will be no objection to your going to
watch the new arrivals.”

“What attraction?” | asked.

“The attraction of your body. When the dissolution takes place so suddenly, as in your case,
the magnetic link is not completely severed for a short time, and the soul feels an almost
irresistible desire to go back towards the body. The same experience is common to friends
still in the body -

Full many a time they say - Good-bye!

Yet still they linger at the door,

And when they tear themselves apart

Love cries - Come back one moment more!

It was to break this influence and set you free that | asked you at first to come home with
me; it was too strong upon you then, but now you can accomplish it, so we will go.”

“Do all these who are lying here feel that attraction?” | asked.
“Yes; but they are induced to leave as soon as possible.”
“l see some are not detained at all.”

“No. They have grown weary of the body, and readily part with it, so have nothing to hinder
their going to their homes at once.”

“How long does the attraction usually last?”

“It varies considerably, as frequently circumstances over which the soul has no control, are
exercised to prevent the desired freedom; for instance, many are held in restraint by grief
of friends long after the influence of the body has been overcome.”
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“How can that be?”

“l have told you that love is the greatest power we know; of this the soul is conscious so
soon as it leaves the body, and the perturbation of friends has therefore a sympathetic
attraction, too strong for its resistance; it forms an anchor which binds the spirit to the
earth. Sometimes we have much difficulty in counteracting the pernicious influences of
grief, which love would certainly prompt the bereaved ones to restrain if they could but
once be made to witness the effect it produces.”

“But is not the spirit compelled to come away?”

“No! We use no force in this life under any circumstances. Every person retains the use of
his free will, the exercise of which invariably produces its own reward or punishment.”

“Well! The old life has not many attractions for me, and | have no desire to renew it upon
the same terms, so we will do as you desire - go forward.”

We reached the summit of the slope, and | stood entranced by the scene which lay before
me. From the foot of a gentle declivity, clothed in grass of the richest, softest green | had
ever beheld, a landscape stretched away on every side dressed in more, shades of colour
than | had power to estimate. | had gazed, upon the skies of Italy. beautiful and calm, but
the cloudless grandeur of their star-illumined glories was like the cold placidity of
death-bound sleep, in contrast with the infinite and vaulted dome of eternal energy
beneath which I stood, involuntarily bowing before the baptism of life with which it bathed
me. | had seen the magnificence of some Oriental landscapes, with the radiance of a legion
colours thrown in rich mosaics all around, but it were profanation to compare such hues
and shades and tints with these before my eyes. Pulsations of visible vitality throbbed and
trembled in stone and tree and flower, each of which poured forth its rhythmic quota to the
harmonic proclamation which sounded from every side that death is swallowed up in
victory, and over the threshold of the future - reaching to the horizon of either pole - the
legend ran - ‘Life, life, eternal life.’

But why attempt the impossible? Words never yet were able to convey an adequate idea of
many scenes on earth, how then can they be used to tell the greater glories which the
language of the soul has not the power to paint, but leaves the entranced beholder to
understand by silent comprehension. Oh, hearts! the milestones of whose pilgrimage are
lettered alternately with battle, defeat, and failure; ye outcast wayfarers, ostracised from all
that once was dear; ye who are hungering for a look of sympathy, thirsting for a kindly
word, groping for one ray of hope; ye crushed and mangled, maimed and tortured on the
rack of social propriety; ye banned and banished from a soulless church, because your
weary feet have stumbled by the way; ye martyrs to the greed for wealth, and fame, and
power; ye, weary of life’s struggle, all, yea, whosoever will sink down to sleep, and in the
wild delirium of your dreams, give rein to all your fantasies; let your imagination conjure
before you all you wish for or would dare to crave; picture to yourselves all you think of
heaven; revel among the anticipations of what you there would find; then multiply the
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product yet a thousand times, and grasp the concept. if you can. But even though you reach
the height of this desire, you will not have caught more than a faint reflection of the
provision made for the enjoyment of the righteous when their bloodstained feet have
reached the goal of heaven.

From the foot of the hill on which I stood, a hundred paths diverged to every part of the
landscape, not the monotonous prosaic roads to which earth is so accustomed, but every
one had, not a name, but a distinctive colour corresponding with the city or district to
which it led. They were arranged so that the darker shades curved themselves on either
hand in the foreground, each having, a greater or less depression according to its tone until
I lost them as they sank beneath my feet; the lighter tints appeared to have a corresponding
elevation, until in the centre of the prospect lay one straight line of faultless white leading
to an arc of brilliant purity in the far distance.

Helen left me for a time that | might gaze on. the sight undisturbed, and when she returned
was accompanied by several friends more or less intimately known to me. We sat down and
talked over the events of our past lives, and speculated upon our future prospects with a
feeling of restful satisfaction and enjoyment to which | had hitherto been a stranger. Each
individual seemed in some inexplicable manner to add to my sense of gladness, and even
now when | know so much more of the life then new to me, | look back upon that reunion
as one of the sweetest recollections of spirit experience.

“You can begin to understand the significance of the coloured dresses now.” Helen said,
during a pause in our conversation.

“Yes! | perceive that each person takes the road corresponding in colour to the dress he
wears. But who are those in parti-coloured robes - a combination of pink with electric
blue?”

“They are messengers or teachers; it was Eusemos, one of their number, who attended you
at the time of your accident, and brought you to the place where | found you. See, that is
he, coming to take you away and teach you more than | am able to!”

He was a Greek, and beautiful as an Apollo. Though I had no consciousness of having seen
him before, his smile of welcome and recognition forbade the idea that we were strangers.
As | rose he caught me in a brother’'s embrace, and held me closely to him, without one
word to break the hallowed silence of his greeting.

“Are you rested now?” he asked at length.
“Yes,” | answered; “but so bewildered.”

“That is by no means an uncommon experience; the revelations that await the soul on
arrival here are calculated to overpower until you have been taught the simple key by which
everything is solved.”

“Who will teach me this grand art of solution?” | asked
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“I will, if you desire to know it.”
“When?”
“Now if you wish.”

“Who would not wish to learn so great a secret? My soul is hungering for such knowledge.
What is the mighty power?”

“Love!” he replied. “This life in all its phases, its multiform developments, its heights and
depths, is but a grand commentary on that one word. Love is the only study we pursue, the
food we eat, the life we live; and it is to participate in joys of this inexhaustible knowledge
that you are now invited, and Myhanene asks me to introduce you to such features of it as |
am capable of.”

“Who is Myhanene?” | asked.

“One of the messengers or teachers between this and the next stage of life, who acts as
ruler of several cities or circles in this state.”

“But is not God the ruler?”

He is the Supreme, King of kings, and Lord of lords; but under Him are many
subordinates - cherubim, seraphim, archangels, ruling over the different dominions and
divisions of this life, and Myhanene is one of the lowest authorities.”

“That is another piece of surprising information,” | said.

“So | anticipated” he replied, “though it ought not to be for the fact has been clearly
revealed to man; but ‘darkness has covered the earth, and gross darkness the people,” who
in their ignorance have wandered from the way and are lost in the wilderness of doubt,
confusion and error.”

“And where does the root of this error lie, as seen from this life?”

“In the doctrine that the soul has to make its eternal and final choice on earth, rather than
that being the elementary stage of its unending development. The legitimate duty of earth
Is to ground the soul in the practical principles of love, in order to fit it for its entrance
upon the higher duties of this estate. Abstract speculations in theology are not the studies
man is called upon to undertake, especially when his teachers work upon indefinite
theories, and have no absolute knowledge. Even here we are not competent to speak upon
many matters our brethren in the flesh have settled to their own satisfaction; but we must
wait until we reach those conditions in which the necessary faculties will be developed to
understand the present mysteries. Advanced instruction in science is not given by pupil
teachers to the scholars in an infant class; and our Father knows the requirements and
capacities of His children better than to have so designed the course of their spiritual
education.”
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“l notice how you appeal to reason in all your illustrations,” | said, being anxious to hear
his opinion about it.

“Undoubtedly,” he replied. “All laws have their root and centre in God, and are therefore
capable of being reasoned upon so far as we can comprehend them. The so-called natural
laws are spiritual laws translated into requisite expressions for physical existence, and, if
rightly understood, would serve as an index to spiritual progress. The struggle for
supremacy of creed and influence has, unfortunately, resulted in exalting the letter of the
law, while the spirit of its revelation has been ignored; hence the rise of error and
misconception. Take for instance the present orthodox idea of heaven. Suppose at the
mists a harp was thrust into every unskilled hand, while every unmusical voice commenced
an unending shout of ‘Glory, glory, glory’; well, it might be their ideal of heaven, but what
would be the opinion of such as Handel, Mozart, Beethoven, and the thousands of others
who understand the laws of harmony? One moment’s serious thought would make it
impossible for such an idea to remain as true.”

“Perhaps so. But | am unable to see how it would be possible for them to form an accurate
conception of this life; it is so different from what | expected to find it, and | was no friend
of orthodoxy.”

“Why is it so different? Not because it is unreal; but that you have formed an unnatural
opinion of it. The change from mortality to immortality is but a stage in the development of
the soul, similar to that which changes the blossom to the fruit. The natural law in not
broken and destroyed in either case; it is but carried forward another stage towards the
object to be achieved. You never find the blossom of the sloe to be the progenitor of a
peach, or the bud of a daisy to expand into a rose. So in the translation from the lower life
to this, precisely the same law is in operation; this being the complement and continuation
of that. But it becomes such an occasion of bewilderment from the fact that man is
erroneously taught to believe that, by a simple act of faith, exercised even in the hour of
dissolution, he has the power to accomplish such an impossibility in the case of his soul
which, you say, would be insane to suggest in relation to the fruit or the flower.”

“Not that man has the power,” | suggested, “but that God is able to accomplish it in the
exercise of His omnipotence. | never heard of any sect who claimed to have the power; that
Is universally ascribed to God alone.”

“In precept you are right,” he answered, “but in practice man is supposed to have all the
power, and God nothing whatever to do with it.”

“It may be my ignorance,” | replied, “but still I fail to see where you are right.”

“Let me use a by no means uncommon illustration. God is represented as having made
certain provisions for man’s salvation, subject to his repentance; this repentance to be
exercised, or not, as the individual may determine, and it is as the arbiter of his own fate
that he is pleaded with.”
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“And is it not so?” | enquired.

“In the sense that he cannot be forgiven before repentance, yes; but the teaching I
repudiate is that the exercise of repentance in man is able to work an impossible change in
the nature of the individual the moment he consents. Hear my case, and tell me if I am not
right. A man whose life is weighted with outrage, cruelty and murder, stands face to face
with dissolution, shrinking from the step about to be forced upon him. In the prison cell,
while the execution bell is tolling, and the hangman depriving him of all power to help or
avert his fate, the minister is pleading with him to repent, assuring him all may yet be well;
God is ready to forgive, Jesus is willing to receive, and angels are waiting to carry his
blood-washed spirit home. His moments are but few, and an eternal destiny is hanging in
the balance of his own decision. Where, | ask, is any power left in the hands of God in such
doctrine? and yet you know that what | say is true. Such a man is assured that nothing but
himself stands in the way of immediate and absolute forgiveness, no matter what his life
has been.”

“But even repentance is the gift of God,” | replied.

“I know it; and do not wish to undervalue such an act, but only to protest against the power
attributed to it. A man, by neglecting the caution of his friends, may sustain the fracture of
a limb, or bring himself into difficulties, after which he repents of his foolhardiness; but
does that repentance save him from the consequences of his rash conduct? Of course not;
and the same law obtains in relation to the soul.”

“In the light of your present experience and knowledge, how would you proclaim the law of
God to man?” | asked.

“No one can make a simpler or more perfect declaration of it than Jesus, when he said ‘One
is your father, even God, and all ye are brethren.’” In the exercise of His paternal duties,
God is not a respecter of persons. From every child obedient love is expected, and after
that, brotherly affection towards every member of the family without exception. This is the
whole law of God, and rigorous observance of it is enforced, with a commensurate
punishment for each violation. ‘Be not deceived, God is not mocked, for whatsoever a man
soweth that shall he also reap.”™

These words revived the intense desire to get back again to earth, which before possessed
me and prompted my prayer upon the slope; they seemed to strengthen the hope that in
some way my yearning might possibly be gratified, and | asked:

“If the family relationship is so closely observed, and the transition only a development,
not a severance, is it not possible that some provision exists whereby we may still reach the
earth and help to correct these grievous errors?”

“Yes! such naturally exists, and all the testimonies of earth bear evidence to the fact; but,
seeing a ministry like this would be fatal to all creeds and sects, as it would break down the
profession of the priest, it has therefore been anathematised and pronounced to be of hell.”
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“But surely we have power to conquer such opposition and proclaim a truth which will
appeal to reason and common sense.”

“That is by no means so easy to be accomplished as you anticipate. It has been taught for
ages that the Bible, as the Word of God, needs a critical and scholarly interpretation that its
teachings may be rightly understood - this is the basis of all creeds - and establishes the
necessity of trained men to read it in accordance with the sectarian spirit they are engaged
to foster.”

“Then you consider all the error is to be found in the formation and division of the sects?”

“Part of it, but the origin is in making the book to be an infallible dictator, and claiming
that it contains the whole and final message of God, to man. It makes no such pretension
for itself, neither is it in consonance with the methods of God’s procedure that it should be
so. He gives the sunlight day by day; sends the rain as occasion requires, and makes each
year to produce its own harvest. This is the law throughout the whole scope of creation,
and is it reasonable to suppose He would vary or abrogate it in His personal intercourse
with His children, by speaking once, and leaving the interpretation of His message to the
mercy of whoever chose to make a profession of expounding it? Even the rivalry of the
creeds forbids such an assumption; and to suppose that God can lightly regard such false
pretensions, very seriously impugns the character of His love towards His children.”

“Your words are tinged with a glorious hope for the future of the race,” | said, “in swinging
the doors of mercy upon the hinges of infinite love; but tell me something of the condition
those take in this life who have followed these teachings.”

“In this life every man is held responsible for his own deliberate acts and motives, but all
consequent punishment is remedial, not vindictive. The noblest gift with which he is
endowed is the power to reason; this being so, he is expected to consult and use it in
everything he does. If then he possesses this gift only next in inferiority to Divinity itself, is
it consistent to suppose it is only adapted to the minor details of life, while it becomes a
dangerous counsellor in the weightier matters of the soul? Such an idea is a libel upon the
Giver. But here comes a difficulty - the natural consequence of the free use of reason on
earth would mean destruction to the narrow limits of creed and dogma, hence its loud
denunciation by the Church. On the other hand, if a man being so endowed, is content to
accept the dictates of his fellow, rather than stand upon the solid foundation of the
consistency of the eternal God, he must not be surprised if he is called upon to take the
inevitable consequences of his preference of man’s speculation to God'’s revelation.”

“| fail to see how he is to know,” I replied, “if you take the Bible away from him.”

“I am not by any means doing so,” he said. “The record of God’s methods of dealing with
His children under various circumstances are invaluable guides to men; He being forever
the same, the annals of the past form useful indications, not necessarily arbitrary laws, for
the future. The men who wrote those books were men who walked and talked with God,
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and their communings are recounted for the comparison and encouragement of others, not
to supersede or prevent such companionship in the future. By no means would we take the
book away; but to say that our Father has ceased to speak to men is to charge Him with
being a respecter of persons in the narrowest sense of the term, for why should He have
spoken to Abraham, to Socrates, or to Buddha and not to the toiler of the present time? His
light shineth on every land, He maketh the rain fall on the fields of the evil and the good,
men may fail, but God is the same forever. When mankind, therefore, learn to use the
Bible, not abuse it, when they reason over it and seek its spiritual, not its creedal
interpretation, when they search for truth instead of priestly sanction, when they recognise
the messengers of love as angels from heaven, not emissaries from hell; then will they hear
our voices behind them, saying in the language of the still future revelation - this is the
way, walk ye in it, and our Father’s kingdom will be established on earth on the same basis
as we see it here. When this time comes, then our world will cease to be so full of surprises
to the multitude of pilgrims who are continually joining, us”

“What would the old world be like,” I asked, “under such a system of government?”

“Come and see.”

CHAPTER IV
THE MOUNT OF GOD

EUSEMOS led me down the hill towards that point from which the different roads
radiated, and which was necessarily a common meeting-place for the multitudes
continually coming and going. There was no visible reason why this should be so - no
barrier or hindrance to their passing directly from, or to, any particular road or point they
wished to reach - no gate at which they must gain admission or examination to prove their
qualifications, yet by mutual consent all persons gravitated towards that common centre in
their passage either way. | grew momentarily more interested in my new and overpowering
surroundings as every fresh thought and scene impressed itself upon me. It was while |
descended into this busy, ever-changing, joyous throng that | for the first time fully
comprehended the fact that death lay out of sight behind us, and as | did so | stopped -
stopped to try and realise all 1 had passed from - what | had passed to, and the
incomprehensible change of circumstances into which | had been carried, while yet myself
| still remained the same. Every single incident with which | became acquainted appeared
to self-contain a heaven, and more of it than | had had power to imagine on earth, yet each
was so designed as to proclaim it but an instalment of our home where the word would be
heard breathed from the lips of an Infinite Father in the perfect chord of love, the echoes of
which will linger on for aye in the vast expanse of that eternal dome beneath which we shall
ultimately find our rest.
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The scene before me was one of the chief items in the earth idea of heaven, and since we
had left time as well as death behind, there was no reason why | should not stay to study
the realisation of that upon which every soul had so frequently meditated. My companion
saw my desire, and standing silently at my side, seemed to add by his sympathy, to the
intense enjoyment | there experienced. How many conquests over death | witnessed! The
old enemy of man would have been routed a thousand times if he had marshalled his forces
there. Husband and wife, parent and child, brother and sister, friend and friends meeting
after intervals more or less prolonged, with a full consciousness that they were now beyond
the parting; hands rudely torn apart in the chill of the mists resumed their clasp with the
knowledge that the death paralysis was powerless to intervene again; eyes on earth
sightless, now feasted their hungry vision upon those who had guided them in their
darkness; ears strained to listen to a mother’s voice were now entranced with the sweetness
of that music; tongues long silent poured forth their gratitude; and arms, which had been
powerless, closed in the rapt embrace of love. In all that joy it never occurred to me that |
alone stood there without such welcome from those | knew, the yearning desire for one for
whom my life had been a constant groaning, never once possessed me; | was so happy in
the contemplation of the bliss of others, | had no idea that | was singular in my condition.

Neither was I. Had | not a friend, who though unknown to me before, was yet dear to me
already as if he had been a brother - had | not been more blessed than many in the
reception Helen had accorded me, and in the assembly of friends from whom | had but just
parted for an interval? | was by no means a stranger in a strange land, but a favoured son
who felt free to wander at will over his Father’s wide domain.

Favoured indeed! for the privilege which was mine | soon discovered was not the lot of all
to enjoy. There are two sides to every picture, and it was not long before | found a reverse
even to that which lay before me. | was not alone, but | soon saw one and then another who
laboured to pass unnoticed through that joyous throng, anxious to avoid recognition, full of
fear and terrified by apprehension lest their presence should be detected by individuals
from whom they shrank. In a glance at such poor creatures | received a revelation, and
learned a truth more emphatic than any argument could have presented to my mind; the
relative positions of heaven and hell were practically illustrated, and | realised that.

In no geography can heaven be found;

But in the ocean of a righteous soul

It forms an island, with its coast rock-bound,
And quiet haven, where no tempests roll.

One breath of sin upon God’s throne would tell,
And start the conflagration of a hell.

My attention had been particulary attracted by the greetings passing between two who
were evidently brother and sister, the former of whom had but just arrived; the fervent
ardour of their youthful embraces, the happy contentment upon the face of the girl, the
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gratitude and satisfaction so visible in the boy, were very beautiful to look upon. As I
watched their joy, participating in their happiness | was conscious of asking myself when
my capacity of bliss would reach its limit, and whether it was not possible for me presently
to awake and find that all had been a dream. With this, as if to give some weight to such a
suggestion, my eye fell upon a woman, robed in a dress of reddish-brown who watched that
boy and girl with looks and feelings I never thought possible to find in such a place. In her
eyes the fires of terror blazed; from her face the perspiration rolled in beads of agonising
fear; her limbs were palsied with dread, and she shrank and pushed to make her escape
before they recognised her presence. Once and again she darted away from the spot on
which they stood, as occasion offered her a chance to achieve her wish, but inexorable fate
was fast upon her heels, and seemed to blast every hope almost before its birth. Each
fruitless attempt but left her nearer to that happy couple who were unconscious of her until
the crisis came, and the terror-stricken wretch was forced upon their attention in her
frantic efforts to escape. No one in all that crowd showed any sign of sympathy for her in
her distress; no hand was outstretched to help her clear a way by which that unpleasant
encounter could so easily have been avoided; she was, in all that throng, so completely
alone that | felt more than once as if I must go forward and render the assistance of which
she stood so much in need; yet something held me back - told me that things were better as
they were, and bade me watch and wait.

Speechless and motionless the terror-stricken woman stood, like a craven felon waiting for
the law’s decree. The boy shrank back, but the girl with a look of infinite pity beaming on
her face, stepped forward, and did what no one else had done: she,

Who might the vantage best have took,
Found out the remedy, -

cleared the needed way, and if she spoke a word it was but of pity and compassion, as she
pointed where the woman could escape. With this came strength to move, and as the
culprit - for such | felt convinced she was - darted away | saw a brilliant flash of light shoot
from the eye of her benefactress, which struck and shone upon her troubled breast like a
resplendent jewel.

“Did you see that flash?” asked my companion, whose attention had evidently been
attracted by the same incident.

“Yes!” | answered; “what was it?”

“That girl’s forgiveness for some great wrong the woman has done. That light will remain
with her until she has paid the penalty of her sin, when she will be enabled to realise its
meaning, and it will have a powerful influence in working her salvation.”

“Poor soul!” | ejaculated; “where will she go? How sad it seems that in all this multitude
there is no one to meet her - no one to give her advice, or offer a word of consolation.”
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“It would be a mockery to do so at present,” replied Eusemos, and you will not find any of
that here. Only those are met who can be welcomed. But if you watch her, you will see
where she will go.”

“Are you not afraid she will go wrong in her ignorance?” | asked.

“Can men live beneath the ocean’s waves, or fishes consort with the eagle in his sunward
flight?” he answered; “neither can she take a place for which she is unfitted. We need no
angels with flaming swords to guard our ways.”

“But see!” | cried, “she is going wrong! Her dress is by no means the colour of the road she
Is taking.”

“Watch her,” he calmly responded.
| did so.

In her eagerness to escape from that dreaded presence, as she cleared the crowd, she
darted heedlessly into the first road which presented itself, exerting all her strength to put
a distance between herself and the girl she had wronged. Her idea seemed to be that safety
lay in flight, so all her energies were called into force to make that flight as rapid as
possible. Her course, however, was not long continued. Was it her strength that failed, or
did she merely pause to take her breath? I knew not. Then | saw her reel as if grown faint
from her exhaustion and excitement - reel and reach out for some support, but none was
there; then she turned, and, though at such a distance, in that clear atmosphere, | could see
an added agony of pain written upon her face. Something forced her to return - forced her
to re-approach that from which she tried to flee. A second, and yet a third attempt she
made, but all of no avail, the same inexorable power compelled her to return, until she
entered on a path which by its colour I could see was right; down this she passed without a
trace of effort, and soon was lost to sight beneath our feet.

“Poor soul I” I murmured; “where will that road lead her?”

“It abounds in subterranean caverns into which but little light can penetrate. In these
places such as she rush to hide themselves from the presence of those they have injured,
and who they fear will follow to torment them. Terror makes their hell. They know not who
or what is near them, they feel that every soul they come in contact with has come to take
revenge and thus each becomes a source of terror to the other. There she must stay until
some spirit in a less miserable condition can gain sufficient of her confidence to induce her
to leave those dens for a less wretched abode this being the first step towards the happiness
it is possible for every soul to reach. But we will pass along.”

For some time our progress was not a rapid one, as my companion met numbers of his
fellow messengers and others, all of whom had a word of welcome for me, and the many
interesting features of my surroundings prompted me to make frequent pauses that I
might the better understand them. When, at length, we had reached the outskirts of the
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multitudes, and were started upon our projected mission | was glad to hear Eusemos refer
to that incident which had interested and yet so perplexed me.

“l see,” he began, “that you are unable to reconcile that woman’s presence here with the
simple law of love governing this life.”

“Yes, I am,” | answered, “and should be glad if you will explain it to me.”

“I will, then you will see that the Lord is good unto all and His tender mercies are over all
His works; and for myself | do not see where | could find a more forcible illustration of it
than in such a case as that to which your attention has been called.”

“How so?”

“When she made her escape,” he answered, “you saw her take the path on which we are
now walking; noticed how every person she met passed by without speaking or pointing
out that she was wrong. Now | ask you to mark the buoyancy, the exhilaration, the
happiness and peace which increases with every step we take, and say, if you can why it
was that she turned back from such a path of her own free will?”

“I cannot tell,” I answered.

“It was simply because that which is a source of increasing enjoyment to you was the cause
of pain to her; she was rushing into an unnatural condition as pronounced as that of a fish
out of water. Of her own free will and deliberate act, she fitted herself on earth to take a
certain place in this life, and she cannot, even if she would, assume any other without
enduring the pain which would naturally ensue. She has made her choice, and love
intervenes to save her from the additional torment that is the legitimate outcome of her
own acts; this is fully manifest in the provision of that place to which she has now gone.
She will not be abandoned and left altogether to the mercy of those will be her associates
there; others in a happier condition go down to such as she, and tell them to hope,
encourage them to repent, endeavour to induce them to come away, and finally lead them
on the way to happiness.”

“Then she has not gone into that hell where the fire is not quenched?” | asked.

“The fire of hell is one of those metaphorical phrases misunderstood on account of its
literal interpretation,” he responded.

“Will you explain it for me, as you understand it?”

“With pleasure and in doing so | will use the illustration you are most familiar with. It was
said of Jesus, ‘He shall baptise with the Holy Ghost and with fire’; of Himself He said, ‘I
came to send fire on the earth’; and man is assured that ‘our God is a consuming fire.” Do
you understand these to be as literal as the fires of hell?”

“Certainly not,” | replied.

“But why not; what authority is there for making any distinction?”
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“l am at a loss to answer you,” 1. replied, “other than it is in accordance with traditional
custom so to do.”

“It is a creedal necessity,” he answered, “and this is the great source of so much confusion,
contradiction, and spiritual ignorance. The word of God is spirit as well as truth and must
ever be interpreted by the spirit, not the letter, that being merely the form in which the
spirit finds expression, as the mortal body is but the organ of expression for the soul. The
fire of the spirit is love. Therefore to say that God is a consuming fire is but another way of
declaring that God is love. Now love in its debased form becomes passion, and if
unrestrained will speedily burst all bonds and leave a man the prey to his own devouring
lust with all the evil in his nature contributing fuel to the flames. When such an one is
severed from the body and forced into this state of existence, where can he go? You have
seen a case which does not present anything like such aspects of depravity, yet it was
torture for her to stand where we are now, how much more would it be so for such a man as
| describe? Even the very place to which that woman has gone would be intolerable to him,
but still he must not be punished in revenge; therefore God has formed an abode congenial
to such a nature, where, for the time being, he can plunge in his mad frenzy into the ocean
of his unsubdued passions, and be tormented in gathering the harvest of the seeds he has
sown while the unquenchable fire will burn and work its purpose But in that word
‘unquenchable’ our Father’s love is again made manifest, since the fire can only burn up
the chaff; or in other words, the time will come when the lust and passion will consumed,
then the wheat shall be gathered into the garner, and the soul will come out from the
ordeal as gold well refined; but the sanctified fire of love will still be burning in that soul
which will thus be saved from the very uttermost.”

“Do you know this,” | asked eagerly, “or do you only hope it will be so?”

“We know it; it is the one great law of life that you will find is everywhere in operation here.
It should be so on earth but the multitude of the words of men have become the grave of
knowledge, and the light of inspiration has been vanquish in the darkness of such a
sepulchre. You will not find much preaching here as you are used to understand the word,;
with us to preach is to act, and all action has love for its incentive, since we have practically
learned that he who dwells in love dwells in God, and God in him.”

“Oh! what a gospel of love you proclaim,” | cried; “what music it would be to earth. With,
such a message | can well understand that ‘love never faileth.”

“The gospel we declare is that which was given to men, add is peculiarly fitted for the earth
condition.”

“I have now another question to ask on a point that, as yet, appears to be at variance with
your universal law of love.”

“Let me hear it, my brother,” he responded.
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“How do you reconcile its application with that woman being allowed to enter with, and see
the joy of happier persons?” | enquired.

“You imagine it has a tendency to increase her punishment,” he rejoined.
“| fail to see how it can be otherwise.”

“That | am perfectly willing to admit ; but first of all you must remember that the way you
came is the usual way of admission, and that whatever punishment is endured is the
natural consequences of deliberate sin, as things done in ignorance or without intention
exact no penalty in the judgment of the mists. But those who have sinned with deliberate
intent, or culpable negligence - in many cases following the same course for years, stifling
the voice of conscience, and crushing out their spiritual life - receive their just reward and
punish, and it must necessarily be that their pain is increased, as they realise, what might
have been under other and better circumstances.”

“But might not that additional pang be saved them?” | asked.

“No! God never turns aside to avoid the consequences of a man’s folly; but on the other
hand even that pang you so much regret is permitted by that same law of love. Although
she is at present unconscious of it, that woman has gained one point of information which
will give her hope and consolation presently, the which she could not have learned had she
not had that unpleasant experience.”

“What is that?” | asked.

“She knows that there is no gate at which an angel is standing to keep her back from the
way of life; and will presently be brought to understand that the only obstacle in the way of
her happiness lies within herself. When she is able to recognise this it will become a
powerful incentive to improve her condition; it will teach her that her punishment has
been to purify and not vindictively inflicted; it will be a text upon which her teachers will
build a hundred arguments, until she learns that even in her dark condition she has not
been forsaken, but, though she knew it not, the hand of God was guiding her.”

“Thank you,” | said. “As you expound them | can understand how the tender mercies of
God are over all His works, but now | have another difficulty | would like you to clear up.
There are many children born who are morally incapable of discerning right from wrong;
how is this regarded on their arrival here?”

“In all cases justice and equity are meted out unerringly,” he replied, “and the penalty of all
sin will fall upon the shoulders of the sinner. In an earthly court a kleptomaniac or an idiot
would be pitied for his misfortune, not punished, though he had broken a law. Is man more
righteous than our God? That maimed body or unbalanced mind is the result of sin more
frequently than accident and someone must bear the punishment thereof - who shall it be?
Listen to this awful truth. ‘Every man shall give an account of the deeds done in the body’;
one of those deeds is the deadly wrong of propagating life without thought or reference to a
healthy and competent body in which it can perform the functions requisite to its
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advancement, which leaves the child to bear the consequences of the sins of its father or
mother in its own organism. This may transfer the infirmity, but it cannot change the
responsibility. The sins are borne by the child, but the errors committed in its
iIncompetency are accounted as the sins of that father still, and he will be called to answer
for them at the bar of God.”

“That is a terrible thought” | said, as he concluded.

“It is nevertheless true,” he replied “‘whatsoever a man soweth that shall he also reap.

I had been too much engrossed in the subject of our conversation to do more than
mechanically notice the scenes through which we were passing; but, at this point, my
attention was arrested by a change that was taking place in the appearance my companion,
who was now surrounded by a soft and momentarily increasing halo, from which | became
conscious of drawing the necessary power to accompany him. Our course was along the
brighter way, occupying the centre and crown of the landscape, but its character had so
changed since we commenced our journey, that in its present transparency it looked like a
path of sunbeams up which we sped our aerial flight, rather than a regular road in a
kingdom more substantial than Greece or Rome because it held a more legitimate right to
the designation ‘Eternal,” since its creator and builder was God. The soft and fragrant
atmosphere seemed to lift us in its embrace beyond the reach of weariness; the breezes
redolent with life and rest kissed and wooed us with amorous caresses; the penetrating
sunlight bathing the country pierced us through and through, until we shone with that
glory, the like of which beamed from the face of Moses when he had been in the presence of
God on Sinai

It was to me as a delightful dream. The real and the unreal blended in perfect harmony, in
which | found no room for even the suspicion of surprise. On more than one occasion |
remember reasoning with myself that it was more than like - it was surely a dream; from
which | should presently awake to face the stern realities of my disappointed life with an
additional pang added thereto by the recollection of its pleasant illusion. And | am still
conscious of a shudder running through me at the thought of how I could sustain such a
heavy blow as | needs must suffer. My companion noticed this and drew me somewhat
closer to him, while he answered my thoughts in one of those semiconscious reveries so
characteristic of this life, and which have more of encouragement and suggestion in their
tone than admonition. | caught more of the spirit of what he said than the letter, and as the
whole was an impromptu, | could not ask him to repeat it to me, so that | am sensible of
the injustice | do him in attempting to reproduce the lines which made such an impression
upon me at the time; but the following will give a crude idea of what he said:

“All dreams are as real as the waking;

Then why should we spurn their delights?
The soul climbs permissible heights -

When sleep bids the heart pause its aching —
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And gazes with eyes which are bright and strong
On the promised home it will reach ere long.

“The soul is the man, and eternal;

The body but lives for a day, -

‘Tis of earth and must needs pass away

But the soul, in its visions diurnal,

From the mountains of sleep looks over the river
And hails the beloved in the land of ‘forever.’

The child, and the man, and the maiden,

Have dreamed and will dream evermore

‘Tis the solace for all men - heart-sore,

And true rest for the soul heavy-laden

Till in that last sleep, the body forsaking,

The soul enters heaven - that dream without waking.”

I had neither opportunity nor disposition to reply, for with the end of his rhapsody, we
paused, turned, and the scene which lay before me caused me to break away from the train
of thought which had called forth such a pregnant lesson, while I was carried captive by the
indescribable glories of the panorama towards which he waved his hand.

As we stood upon the hillside from which we started, the one noticeable feature in the
landscape, as | have said, was the radiation of the many coloured roads leading to the
numerous cities now visible, but which then were hidden from our view. At our feet,
running to the right and left, was one of darkest hue-crimson-black, having its termination
round or underneath the hill, and down which | had watched that unfortunate and terrified
woman pass from sight. This gloomy and foreboding path formed the basis or foundation
of the scene; the next and each succeeding road assuming a lighter tint in almost
imperceptible gradations, until the ray of purity up which we had travelled, formed a
climax to the whole and capped the double prism as a crown. As | recalled that view in the
light of the many explanations | had since received, | thought that the arrangement was a
grand prophetic symbol of this happier life, showing the natural and uninterrupted
progress which the soul was enabled to make from the far extremity of sin, to rest and
perfect happiness in the time to come. And my heart was glad.

Another thought recurred to me at this time - the question | had put to my guide respecting
the pang that former view was calculated to cause in the breasts of those more unfortunate
persons | had met with, and | realised the unspeakable mercy and love that had been
exercised in the design displayed before me. The former prospect was but the reverse of the
picture, which now | had rounded to gaze upon such glories whereof eye had not seen
neither could it enter into the heart of man to conceive. If that sight would serve to add a
pang to any soul as it rose again before the memory, | could well understand how this
would overwhelm it with despair. Truly, the mercy of God is over all His works.
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Far, far away upon the western horizon, softened and warmed by the wide expanse which
lay between us, hung the mists across the boundaries of the country. Their appearance now
was not black and chill as when I last looked upon, but a soft, crimson hue suffusing them,
made them to look like the rich tapestries the sun draws across the windows of the sky
when the autumn day is closing, and the weary labourer hies him homeward before the
tempest, which he hears rumbling in the distance, overtakes him. Behind us, at an altitude
my vision could not estimate or measure, over the mountain peaks, stream rays of glory,
bathing and nourishing all that land. It was as though, while one invisible sun was setting
in the distant west, from out the eastern dawn another - the Sun of Righteousness, it might
be - was rising from the bosom of the sea of love. Between this dawning and that sunset
what a multitude of weary souls were enjoying that rest upon which, like myself, so many
had but recently entered.

For the purpose of our view we were standing upon the slope of some majestic mountain
chain, the height of which defied my powers of computation. If | sought its peak, my eyes
were blinded by the arc of light which beamed upon me and frustrated my quest; while far
away, until my vision grew uncertain in the distance, | could see the range extend like the
natural boundary line of two adjacent nations. The path which served as vantage-ground
for observation was like the even crest of a smaller range running from the base towards
the brow of the glory-crowned and immeasurable hill behind me. In the distance lay a plain
of apparently illimitable proportions, undulating and picturesque beyond description, in
which hill and dale, lake and stream, terrace and plateau, park and pasture, grove and
garden, city and homestead, palace and mansion, were so arranged and disposed as to
contribute their own peculiar feature to the grandeur of the whole. Throughout that vast
domain, each shrub and flower, each house and hill, each stream and lake, had its
legitimate balance to maintain in the general harmony; and wonderfully beautiful was the
effect produced in the accomplishment of the design.

In hours of weariness and disconsolation in the olden life, I had tried to frame an outline
ideal of what heaven must be — who had not? My highest conception had a background of
disappointment and irritation. It was like a fascinating painting of some glorious sunset,
entrancing with its beauty as you first beheld it, but as you gaze upon it, strange, weird,
half-visionary phantoms rise from out the canvas and cast their gloomy shadows like
corpse-mantles over the genius which had first so charmed us; - phantoms of
dissatisfaction, regret, and unreality. Everything upon the canvas is stiff, cold, lifeless; the
drama has been caused to stop as the artist caught some situation most congenial, and of
its poetry, no more will ever reach the ear of man than the irritating monotone on the lip
when the command to stand was given. How can we know the sunset from such an
inadequate presentment. The pigmy, momentary conception may be faithful, yea, perfect
In its colour and situation at the instant it was caught, but it needs the quick succession of
the changing tints, the rolling and curving of the clouds, the rapid entrances and exits of
the dying hero, Day, accompanied by the soft sobbing and sighing of the breezes. It
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demands the presence indicated, and the increasing power portrayed, as step by step the
sombre Night achieves his dark advantage, until at length he drowns the sun in the
life-blood of his victim, and the black curtain falls over the tragic scene as Twilight, no
longer able to sustain the unequal conflict, closes her eye in death. All this, and more, we
need before the artist can depict his sunset faithfully upon the canvas; and so of heaven we
need still further countless complications and impossibilities before we can conceive a faint
ideal of that which awaits us. My previous conceptions fell thus short of the reality of the
scene which lay before me as | stood upon that mountain side; yet this was not heaven
itself, but only one of the first halting-places within the ranch of God’s infinitude, where
homeward-bound souls could rest and refresh themselves in their migration from the
earth, towards their Father’s house of many mansions.

I would pause here, nor further attempt the impossible, were it not for my yearning for the
welfare of my brethren, who are still behind me, and cherish the many errors of the flesh in
their ignorance of the life upon which | have entered. The consciousness of the inadequate
powers | possess to convey a knowledge of the truth I have found, almost forbids me to
proceed, but | will be content if only | can in some small measure make it known that this
existence is not a vague and vapoury state with nothing more substantial than a cloud in
which to lay the foundations of our habitations. To us it is as real and tangible as the earth
Is to you, and, therefore, when | use the designations of beauty and grandeur which are
familiar to the earth, it is not that | would indicate this life to be as crude and gross as that
which lies behind me, but rather that the means are not available for me to convey a just
conception of its realities any more than the artist has power to reproduce the sunset in all
its sublimity and entirety.

In those first moments of contemplation | became conscious an enormous of an enormous
increase in my powers of sight, for as language fails me to express the quality of the scene
unfolded to my view, so also am | powerless to convey an indication of the area over which
that celestial panorama was unrolled, yet from the foreground to the far-away horizon |
could plainly see in that haze-less atmosphere of eternity, not only the effects in aggregate
but the component parts of each feature which in turn arrested my attention. Did | say it
had its plains and streams? It were

far more true to say my eye wandered over vast continents, fruitful and picturesque, each
bounded by proportionate seas and oceans, from the poetic billows of which the sting of all
destruction had been torn away. Mansion and palace gleamed resplendent in the
shadowless sunlight, not cramped or circumscribed in detail or design, to suit the exigency
of space or limit - not robbed of grace or beauty by the use of coarse material having the
power to resist the storm and tempest as effectually as it can blast the architectural dream;
- what need of such restrictions in the domain of the infinite, that kingdom where they
refuse to traffic in the merchandise of tempest or decay. Each habitation had its terraces
and crescents, gardens and quadrangles, all its own in such noble and magnificent
proportions that its vision may have made to sleeping Nimrod the first suggestion of the
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royal and stately Babylon. The spiritual quarries from which coral and marble, porphyry
and alabaster, malachite and jasper had been cast out as coarse and valueless, furnished
the substance for each edifice, while the garniture was worked in multiform mosaics of
diamond and sapphire, carbuncle and beryl, pearl and ruby, amethyst and emerald,
relieved by gems of tint and lustre earth has never seen. The carvings were the work of
sculptors who wore the rich mantle of perfect inspiration, a solitary thread of which had
fired the ideality of Phideas and Angelo. Egypt may righteously have gloried in the
magnificence of her hundred-gated Thebes; been proud of the unrivalled luxuries which
found their home in the princely Memphis; extolled the unequalled perfumes compounded
in the royal Zoan, but in her greatest glory she had never caught a glimpse of such palaces
as these. The gardens of old Babylon were forgotten in the contemplation of such
horticultural attainments; the statues of Apollo, Venus and. Athene in the admiration if
which the Greeks exhausted their enthusiasm, were figments not to be recalled in the
presence of such grace and beauty; the rose of Sharon blanched its cheek in the face of such
rich blossoms; and the aroma from the sweet incense of Jerusalem only became a type of
the perfume wafted by the breezes from those trees which are robed in a living green
without the experience of an autumn tint.

The scene was animated by the multitude of persons who were everywhere moving to and
fro, not with the hurried step of him who races to the gamble of the exchange, or the fear
written upon the face of another who rushes to secure that skill which may save the life that
Is hanging in the balance ; there was no visible apprehension lest each bush or tree should
hide an enemy, or trembling dread of some watchful tyrant’s frown; on the contrary, a
serenity and leisure which took no cognizance of time or necessity seemed to sway an
universal rule, while a quiet contentment defied all power to introduce disturbance.
Peoples of every nationality intermingled without distinction; no cold formality,
condescension, or patronage was visible amongst them, but rather a recognition that each
possessed some power to augment the happiness of his fellow, and that the society of all
was necessary for joy to reach its full ideal. It was a sacred, holy sight to gaze upon, and
again and again, | asked myself what was the magic power which spread the hallowed
feeling. around us ? | was unable to answer this until the soft winds swept past me and
seemed to whisper:

They rest from their labour to-day -

‘Tis the lull when the storm is scarce o’er;
They are joining the friends they had missed,
Whom they thought had been lost evermore.”

‘Tis the peace of re-union which crowns them,
While their eyes are scarce dry from their sorrow
They have met and are resting to-day,

And there never can come a to-morrow.
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My eye moistened, and | bowed my head in gratitude as | received the revelation, and,
turning to my companion, | asked:

“What is this place?”
“The Mount of God; one of the vestibules of heaven,” he answered.
“If this is but a vestibule, what will the glory of the inner temple be?”

“l cannot tell,” was his modest reply, but it was filled with the music of such an intense
longing as to waken echoes in my soul, the cadences of which are even yet vibrating within
me.

“Are there other entrances from the earth than this?” I asked.
“Yes; many.”

“And are they all equal to this?”

“Yes.”

“They might rightly be called vestibules of rapture,” I continued; “but there is one thing
that very much surprises me.”

“And what is that, my brother?” he asked.
“To see the distinctive colour and feature of each nationality is retained here.”

“The erroneous idea that this will not be so is very prevalent on the earth; and yet it should
not be, especially with those who make such a study of the Bible as your country professes
to do. Does not John tell you that in one of his visions he saw: ‘A great multitude which no
man could number, of all nations, and kindreds, and people and tongues?’ Now, seeing that
colour and feature could be his only distinguishing marks, why should you be surprised to
find his vision verified?” He smiled as he saw my confusion, as the truth of his broader and
more literal rendering of the vision made me to recognise a phase of revelation from which
my eyes had hitherto been held; and then continued: “All these mistaken ideas are due to
the inconsistent methods which men apply to the reading of their sacred books; fact and
metaphor, parable and history are so continually confounded for the purpose of
establishing some very unimportant point, that in the minds of many persons it becomes at
length an utter impossibility to distinguish the one from the other; while undue emphasis
placed upon some sentences, irrespective of their connection, prevents the great majority
of mankind from knowing really what are the plain teachings of the books they hold in such
superstitious reverence. | noticed your astonishment just now when | told you that
Myhanene is a ruler here. It was a look of incredulity, as if you thought | had spoken
blasphemy.”

“That was because | had no idea of there being any other power here than God.”

“Neither is there; but that power is exercised through duly appointed ministers. The same
thought applied to reading your Bible, as you have been accustomed to give to any other
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book, would have prepared you for this. Jesus, in the parable of the talents, clearly gave
you to understand that the wise servants should be made rulers over two, five, or ten cities;
He promised His disciples that they should sit as judges, and His followers look forward to
the time when they shall reign with Him; why, then, should you be surprised to find that
what He said was true, and that such offices really are in existence here? Another common
error has reference to the character and nature of this land, and our methods of life. Jesus
assures His disciples that there were many mansions in His Father’s house Ezekiel and
John saw a city, pilgrims are reminded that on earth they have no continuing city, but are
to seek one yet to come, whose builder and maker is God. Congregations are frequently
singing of Jerusalem:

When shall these eyes Thine heaven-built walls
And pearly gates behold,

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong

And streets of shining gold?

They enter into compacts to meet each other at the fountain; anticipate their sweet
communions while reclining on our green and flowery banks, or resting beneath the
shadow of the tree of life, they revel in the glory which will be theirs when they gather at
the river, speculate as to what they will do when they stand among that company which no
man can number, every member of which will wear a golden crown while their hands shall
bear the victor's palm or strike the strings of a sweeter harp than David ever played; yet
they would be seriously shocked if anyone was to tell them that all these things were really
Iin existence here, and charge you with blasphemy - trying to make heaven a place as gross
and material as earth. Their only conception of our present state of being reaching no
further than that we are continually flying about in a cloudless ether singing ‘Glory! Glory!
Glory!” and have not so much as an empty cloud upon which to find repose; and that this
unceasing flying and singing is our eternal rest. However, | must leave you at this grove
until our friend Cushna shall arrive, when he will show you many points of interest and
instruction.”

While he had been talking we were retracing our steps, and had now arrived at a
magnificent grove of trees towards which waved his hand, as if my new conductor was to
be expected that direction.

“lI am very grateful for all the information you have given me,” | exclaimed, as he took me
in a brotherly embrace, preparatory to leaving, “ but may | ask one more question before
you go?”

“With pleasure,” he replied.

“Will you explain to me why | have been able to ascend so far above my own condition as to
gain the sight you have shown me, while that poor woman was compelled to return until
she had found her own?”

-39-



“Yes! Messengers or teachers have the power and are permitted to lend of their strength to
those to whom they minister and thus help them to reach superior heights occasionally
look upon those things which await them in the future. This stimulates new aspirations
and incites to further progress. The limit to which | was enabled to carry you was reached
at the point where we turned, but that was high enough to make you understand something
more of the power of love operating in another direction for the purpose of continually
raising up the whole community towards God.”

With this he bade me God-speed till we met again, and, turning, left me like a lightning
flash and | was once more alone but my heart was glad.

CHAPTER V
THE HOME OF REST

One of the great charms of this life is the singular appositeness of every event to the time
and place of its occurrence; wish and desire are very closely interwoven with the
opportunity for their gratification. Almost the first communication made to me after my
arrival was that | should find it to be a land of surprises. Now that | had time for a little
thought and reflection, one of the chief of these was found in the perfectly natural
condition of everything - physical, intellectual and spiritual. This was in nothing more
emphatically noticeable than in my inclination and surroundings the moment after | had
lost my guide and companion. While he was present all my powers were on the qui vive
both to see and hear the lessons he exerted himself to unfold, and these succeeding each
other with such amazing rapidity left me no time for anything more than crude
appropriation, while my memory was called upon to store them hurriedly for more mature
consideration and reflection by and by. How much food for calm digestion | had thus
acquired, | had not even time to think, though doubtless it was fully known to my
instructor, and his departure was due to the necessity for me to pause and see how far |
had travelled in the pilgrimage of knowledge from the point where | had first made his
acquaintance. At all events my first idea when left alone was that nothing could be so
welcome to me as the one opportunity now within my reach.

In the olden life, when my soul wished to throw itself before the majesty of the Infinite, and
the quiet country lay beyond my reach, | would turn to Westminster Abbey, and
surrounded by the matchless beauty of its nave, where stone and harmony, poetry and
architecture, symmetry and history are blended in such unparalleled design, throw
restriction to the winds, and soar upwards on the wings of the hallowed associations which
bathed the Abbey like a benediction. | asked no preacher to direct my thoughts, since the
memories of a thousand years discoursed within the pulpit of my breast; | sought no choir
or organ, for in the arches and triforium, lingered the echoing cadences of Jubilate and
Miserere sung by pious monks in centuries passed by. | wished to join no congregation
save that of those great and noble examples whose bodies lay beneath my feet. Alone in
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such silent grandeur, in the presence of the peace of death, where the sunbeams falling
through the clerestory windows seemed like ladders dropped by angels whence the souls of
saints might climb to heaven, my heart was free to make its full confession and hear the
absolution whispered in the silence of that house of prayer.

It may be that in some of those seasons of reverie and renunciation Eusemos had found a
place among the angels and ministering spirits which surrounded me unseen; or perhaps
when meditating on the many things | failed to understand, with the mantle of night
around me and a canopy of stars above, he may have carried one of my many prayers for
light and guidance upward, and thus have learned the habit of my soul-communion with
the accessories most congenial to that state of mind. Who can tell ? It might be so; or, on
the other hand, it might be due to that natural adaptation of everything to each other to
which | have referred. Whichever it was, one thing is certain; the desire for contemplation
and the discovery of the one place most calculated to enhance my wish were simultaneous
revelations, for the scene of my reflection was a combination of both my favoured haunts.

I have said it was a grove or avenue leading at right angles from the path whereon we had
been walking; a gentle descent a mile or more in length, formed of stately trees so planted
that their branches held each other in kindly embraces. Overhead a roof more exquisite in
architectural beauty than even that of Westminster - the leaves like glass transparent,
lending an added softness to the sun as they passed its beams through into the sanctuary
which wooed me. The emerald carpet reflected the glory which seemed articulate with
invitation to enter and gather up the harvest of hope deferred, and reap the hundredfold
fruition of all the sighs and prayers which met with no response on earth.

This invitation was too welcome just then for me to refuse, so | turned from out the open
path into that soft retreat of melody and repose. Above my head the leaves rustled in
rhythmic lullabies, at my feet the flowers found voice and wooed my soul in love-songs of
perfume; in the distance | could hear cascades of water adding their soft and refreshing
music to the harmony. while the carolling notes of winged songsters first made me
conscious of the fact that birds, as well as men, find in paradise a continuation of their
earth existence.

The grove ran through the centre of what may be called a garden park well stocked with
large and luxuriant trees, somewhat low in growth, compared with the avenue itself, but
having far-reaching arms like oaks or chestnuts, beneath which were beautiful beds of
flowers or mosses, whereon numbers of people were reclining. Many others were walking
to and fro with that languid, careful gait naturally assumed in the first days of exercise after
sickness; others again, were resting on the numerous seats dotted about the grass, as if
although their strength was not yet so far regained as to allow of walking, yet so reposing
they were drawing a first invigoration from the life-giving aroma of the breezes which
fanned them. The whole aspect of the place was that of a convalescent home, and I could
not perceive any incongruity in the thought that such places could serve a useful purpose to
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the weary and heavy-laden souls of earth, to rest and recoup themselves after the
prostration of life’s fitful fever. The possibility of this made me glad, as well as offered more
food for reflection; and seeing a vacant patch of moss beneath the branches of a
wide-spreading tree, I threw myself upon it, without a question as to the right and
propriety of so doing, and gave myself up to contemplation.

I cannot say how long my reverie continued, or that the course my thoughts pursued was
very definite and consecutive. | was most conscious of the fact that I was resting; not
merely enjoying one of those brief lulls overwrought strength demanded for recuperation,
and which was so frequently forced. upon me in the other life, but I was filled with a sense
of returning vigour and youth, carrying with at first the suggestion, then a continually
increasing certainty, that the reel of life was being rapidly turned backward, as it were, and
that | was regaining the robust health for so many years waning away. It was a surprising, a
delightful experience, and | yielded myself to it readily and gratefully. I lay in a state of
semi-enchantment; every moment brought some new sensation, and a thousand
capabilities seemed to be on the point of unfolding within me, of which | had been
unconscious, had never dreamed of before. Strange feelings supervened, as if bands were
snapping, restrictions giving way; and my soul enlarging, expanded and rejoiced in its
new-found freedom.

I no longer felt | was the victim of circumstances, for all contending influences had been
withdrawn, and something whispered that their absence was not a temporary cessation in
the struggle, but that I had secured a victory final and complete. The state of mind
engendered by all these revelations can neither be described to nor appreciated by those
who have not passed through the blissful experience. Every cell in my soul laboured to
absorb the overpowering revelation; every avenue in my being drank, and drinking, still
thirsted for the life-exalting stream which overflowed me; every fibre in my body thrilled
and trembled under the sweet new functions it was called upon to perform. While I was
thus half-intoxicated with the exquisite pleasures in which | bathed, the very air playing
around me seemed to be peopled with a hundred fairy voices which cried: “Yield, yield!”
and, nothing loath, | threw myself in fearless abandonment into their embraces and lost
my consciousness in the rejuvenating sleep of paradise.

I have no idea how long that sleep continued, since time in this new life is measured by
result achieved and not by revolutions of the sun or dial. All I can say is that when | woke |
found all the transformations which had induced the slumber in their commencement had
been completed. The furrows had been kissed away from my face, the silver threads in my
hair eliminated; the fountain of weariness within me had been dried up; while all the new
powers and capabilities were so blended and dove-tailed into my being, that though the
same old consciousness and recollection remained - the same individuality with its loves,
its hopes, and aspirations - | was equally aware that a new and enlarged nature had been
added by those mysterious influences at work upon me - a nature invulnerable alike to
weariness and disappointment.
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Perhaps one of my strangest experiences of this life occurred at this moment. | had scarcely
aroused myself from the power of that slumber when | felt that it was leaving me, never
more to return. How | knew this | cannot tell, yet the certainty of the fact could not be
denied. Pain, doubt, disappointment and the hundred other sensations of earth with which
we are familiarised as being peculiar to the body, it is easy to tear one’s self from, and the
partings brings with it a degree of satisfaction. But Sleep is different. It is the most tried
and by far the most constant friend which poor humanity can possess. Its breast is a pillow
upon which every head may safely lie in weariness; its arms are never full, and every
outcast vagabond is always sure of its caress.

In its disrespect of persons it comes nearer the character of God than any other attribute of
earth - the saint and sinner, the prodigal and thrifty, the profligate and prudent receive
from sleep an equal salutation. She has no power to judge, and faithful to the work
assigned her, welcomes to her house alike the assassin and his judge, the rival armies of
contending nations, the hunted and the hunter, and bids them rest beneath her sure
protection without a sense of fear. Some call her fickle and uncertain, and seek to find in
her that measure of perfection impossible to be attained by earth, of whom she is a child;
upon themselves let all the blame of her shortcomings fall since the error is their own for
lifting up a standard nothing mortal has power to reach. Who dares to rise and say she has
her favourites in the family of man ? If any speak and seek to bring such evidence, it will be
found that in her seeming choice the great nobility of her soul will shine more beautifully
bright. Where would such be found? Not in the palace or the mansion where flattering
courtiers or whining sycophants are wont to seek for place or power, but in the hovel or the
den she may be found to linger perhaps in tenderer sympathy, while she seeks to close the
eyelids with a surer seal.

Here with her Godlike grasp she curbs the cravings of the hungry stomach, and with her
visions makes endurance possible till tardy relief brings up supplies; or else, in concert
with her sister Charity, she lingers by the bed of pain, that her anaesthetic charm may
numb the poignant shafts which make the victim long for ease or death. Within the
audience-chamber of her home what severed hearts have been united, what prodigals
persuaded to return, and what misunderstandings explained. Yea, has she not done even
more than this, for when the sorrowing mother, father, friend has fallen fainting into her
arms, broken-hearted at the loss of one whom Death has slain, has Sleep not, once and
again, come forth to champion the cause of the bereaved, and standing at the gate of Death
exerted the power that made the cruel bolts give way, and held the gate ajar while dead and
living met again in communion hallowed by the parting? This, and far more than this, had
she been to me; of all my earthly friends most dear; and at the moment of my waking | was
conscious she was withdrawing her hand from mine and | should never grasp it more.
Through all the vicissitudes of life she had been my faithful companion - the only one, so
far as memory served me, who had never in any single instance, forsaken me.
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No we were parting. She had reached the limit of her domain, but my path lay onward
across a future without a horizon, a sunset or a daybreak. In such a life there was no need
for Sleep. Is it strange or wonderful that | should woo the fading sensation to linger in its
adieu? Yet | was not sorry to part from such tried and pleasant companionship; it marked a
stage in ascent of the ladder of life. | was grateful for the service it had rendered me, but
the newly-acquired powers were taking hold upon me, and | was anxious to secure the
possibilities they brought within my reach. Therefore we parted with the earnest wish that
every needy soul would find her as faithful and consoling as she had been to me, and when
in turn they too should part from her pleasant company that it would be with the fragrant
memories | should continue to cherish.

I had scarcely recovered myself before my attention was attracted to a man who might be
the doctor of the imaginary sanatorium in whose grounds | had been reposing. He was at
some distance from me when | first saw him, and as he neared, made frequent stoppages
with one and another of the convalescents as if enquiring after their welfare and condition.
This gave me an opportunity of observing him before he reached me, for | felt confident
that such was his destination.

Contrary to Eusemos he was rather short in stature, but being spare of build it was not so
noticeable as might otherwise have been the case. His face and complexion were Egyptian,
with bright liquid black eyes brimming over with kindness and good humour, the first
physiognomical reading of it proclaiming him to be an embodiment of sympathy and
tenderness. In age he might be young, but there was something in his action and move-
ment which made me think he was old - very old, and that his lithe and youthful vigour
were necessary to bear the weight of that experience so obviously manifest in everything he
did. There was none of the nervousness and excitement about him one naturally looks for
in young men who are clothed in the mantle of authority; no impatience at being hindered
or reluctance to perform an unexpected duty. On the contrary each and every transaction
he was called upon to execute, no matter how trivial, was attended to with a thoroughness
which suggested that it was the principal object of his care or solicitation. It was evident
that time was of no importance to him, for he was ready alike to smooth a couch, help a
patient to a more desirable location or throw his arm around another who wished to take a
walk. | could not hear his voice, but I was confident from his demeanour, that not a little of
the success accomplished was due to his cheery conversation, which seemed to impart the
strength of which they stood so much in need. Any one of these, or numerous other,
services being rendered, he would tarry awhile then with a kindly wave of the hand turn
away and look for an opportunity to lend some other assistance wherever it should be
asked or he with his alert perception deemed it beneficial.

It so happened that | had time to observe him well before he reached me, and all ideas of
his being a stranger to me, or I to him, had vanished from my mind. | had risen from my
couch, but the half-droll, half-reproachful look sparkling in his eyes as he came to meet me
made me forget my previous intention to apologise if | had committed any error in using
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the floral couch on which | had taken my sleep, for | felt conscious that | had only an
indulgent friend - shall | say, father - to deal with. As he came up, his hand was extended to
take mine, which he clasped and shook in true fraternal greeting, gave his shoulders a very
peculiar and significant shrug, inclined his head towards his left side, and looked
humorously into my eyes, as he asked

“May | offer my congratulations this time?”

“This time?” | repeated, taxing my memory as to where | could possibly have seen him
before.

“Now, now!” said he, shaking his head and one finger in a humorously menacing manner.
“You have been napping, and | caught you at it.”

“Yes, | have been sleeping” | replied; “but | am sorry if | have caused you any trouble or
Inconvenience by so doing.”

“Hush, hush, hush, hush! Don’t apologise” he said; “that which is natural is right, and
never needs to be repented of. As to trouble and inconvenience, you parted from them as
you came through the mists, and if you wish to renew their acquaintance, | am afraid you
will be disappointed, for they could not exist in this life.”

“l hope then, that by sleeping | have not interfered with your arrangements, for | presume
you are the friend | expected to meet me here.”

“Yes, | am Cushna; and as to your sleeping, why, that was more an item in the programme
than a disturbance of the same.”

“l am glad to hear that. But, tell me, have | been sleeping for long, for I have not the least
idea?”

“Neither have I,” he replied, with another of those significant shrugs of the shoulders which
| found to be indicative of a vein of humour passing through his mind. Then he continued:
“You see it may be that we are at a disadvantage in that respect; or, on the other hand, it
may be fortunate we have no idea of time, since, in the first place, we have no clocks here,
and then, if we had, they would not go.”

“Why not?”

“Let me explain. This very pleasant spot is the Home of Rest, and all who are here come for
that purpose. Now you understand that there was nothing extraordinary in my finding you
asleep. Well, in the long, long ago - how long | have idea, but probably in the early years of
earth’s history - it is said that Time paid a visit to this home, and was so delighted will the
facilities for rest and repose that it stopped, and no one has induced it to move since. That
iIs why | cannot say how long you slept, and also the reason why clocks would not go if we
had them Is it not a good one?”

“Excellent! But | am surprised —”
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“That is very probable,” he rejoined, before | could finish, my sentence. “Surprise is a
native of this life, and whenever you see her you will find her face bright with pleasant
smiles, and she is a very delightful companion to grow acquainted with. When she visits
the earth, she frequently disguises herself with a veil of disappointment, and pays her visits
Iin the shades of the gloaming, so that but few people have any idea that she is one of God’s
favourite angels. But here you will soon learn to love her, and catch yourself listening for
her silvery voice in every dell, and looking for the brightness of her coming from every
hill-top. No one of the angels contributes so much to our enjoyment in this life as she does,
and her visits are always welcome and courted.”

“Under such circumstances, | can well understand that surprises are pleasant things; but I
did not think it possible to sleep here.”

“And why not?” he asked. “Sleep is the bride of weariness, and so exemplary is their
attachment to each other, that slander has been disarmed before them, and no suspicion
has ever marred their nuptial bond. Sleep sometimes is coy, but like the rest of
womankind, she plays the part in order to excite her lover’'s wooing; and he who seeks to
win her best regards, can only gain his purpose in ministering to the requirements of her
spouse. Therefore, where weariness is, sleep will come; and where the one is to be found,
there is no necessity for the other. When you have been toiling under the weight of a heavy
burden, you may lay that down, but the fatigue it has occasioned cannot be so easily laid
beside it; when a sickness has been struggled with and subdued, the consequent
prostration has still to be overcome; but if that illness prove to be the victor, and secures
the divorcement of the soul from the body, think you some miracle is wrought to overcome
the weariness of the struggle? Everything in nature - animal, vegetable, and mineral - has
its season of repose. After all labour cometh rest. Why should we expect to find an
exception in the case of the wearied soul! The conflict and the battle over, does it not still
require recuperation and sleep to regain its healthful vigour? ‘So He giveth His beloved
sleep! and in that sleep the boundary is passed at which weariness is compelled to say
adieu.”

“Do all persons sleep on entering this life?”

“Not necessarily! Sleep divides two states of the soul’s developments, as night divides two
days. Some persons, when they reach this life, have not attained to such a standard as to
dispense with it, and their condition remains much as it was before, until they are enabled
to reach one of the many homes similar to this where they pass the boundary line and,
then, being beyond the reach of weariness, never require to sleep again. Others, again, pass
the spiritual standard before leaving the earth, and so make but a temporary stay here,
while growing accustomed to their new surroundings; they then pass on to higher homes.”

“| feel as if I could never become familiarised to such a life. It is so strange, or, rather, so
different from what | expected. It has so many revelations, so much that | need to have
explained that I can fancy eternity will scarcely be long enough for me to understand it all.”
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“We shall never be able to understand it all, my brother,” he answered, with a depth of
pathos that | had not heard in him before. “I am only just beginning to comprehend, and
others, who have reached far higher glories than | have attained to, say the same thing. The
highest soul with which we are acquainted says he is but standing upon the shore, looking
out and across, the sea of infinity, over which he needs an eternity to sail, but he knows not
what lies beyond for him to solve and explore before he can discern all the fullness of glory
and development God has prepared for our future enjoyment. All we can do is to seek to
know that which is here around us, when we have comprehended that, the law of this
existence will raise us to wider and higher fields of contemplation, and so we shall mount
the ladder whose top rests against the throne of God.”

“Such is a delightful occupation, and all the more so because everything is conducive to
knowledge, so far as | have been able to understand - so different to what | was taught or
led to expect. But when I look inwards and see my limited powers, then outwards and find
that every question | ask gives birth to a hundred others in the reply it receives, | almost
fear to think of the time that must elapse before | can begin to climb. What | have already
seen is more of heaven than | had ever dreamed — more than | feel | shall ever have the
power to grasp - how can | hope to move?”

“l can fully appreciate the feeling which overpowers you,” he said. “What you are | was
once; and with a lively recollection of my own experience, it gives me much joy to help you
at the commencement of your journey. As for the time which must be spent in these
studies, take no care. | told you time had stopped so whatever may be necessary for the
accomplishment of God’s design in you, will not in any way diminish the remainder. In this
the arithmetic of eternity varies from that of time - when you have subtracted all the ages
required to perfect your education the infinite quantity remaining will always be the same.
Whenever you see anything you do not understand, ask; and when you ask stand still, and
do not hesitate to wait until you have mastered your enquiries. In this way you will soon
learn, and to assist in such explanation will be a source of pleasure to every soul you meet.”

“That | have already discovered, for since my arrival | have done nothing but question
every friend | have met.”

“Continue to do so; you will then find that knowledge is more easily acquired than you
imagine at present.”

“I will not forget your advice. But, tell me, is it customary for newly-arrived persons to
travel as | have done?”

“The law of love, by which alone we are governed, is a very flexible one,” he answered,” and
adapts itself to every individual requirement; the system of administration being with a
view to secure the greatest results in every direction. Therefore the watchers at the mists
scrutinise every soul on arrival, not to judge - that being no part of their duty - but to assist
to the full extent of their power. They are skilled in reading character, learn the tastes and
disposition of all who pass them, and flash their communications to central stations for the
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peculiar aid required for each individual; in less time than it takes me to explain, the most
suitable provision is made, and one or more attendants are despatched to meet the friend
in the arena or on the slopes, which is the appointed meeting-place.”

“How do they recognise the particular stranger they are deputed to help in all the
multitude passing to and fro?”

“By the robes they wear.”
“But where so many are of the same colour do they not make frequent mistakes?”

“Never. The messengers engaged in that work are too well initiated into their duties to
make any error. The colours may appear alike to you, but to them there are distinguishing
shades, each of which indicates a corresponding feature of the mind, and having also
certain peculiarities to which individual ministers are assigned. There is no possibility of
any mistake.”

“Is this strictly infallible as a guide?”

“Yes. That is produced by the spiritual chemistry of the life they have lived, and nothing is
able to change or falsify it - it is a testimony which cannot lie. Directly we see your dress
the blending of pink and blue - we know that you have a desire to learn the truth and an
open mind to receive it, since blue denotes truth and pink charity. There are other
indications that at present you would not be able to understand, which tell of your search
after truth, and disappointment in the past, therefore whoever sees you will be anxious to
afford all available assistance in rectifying past failures. This is why you are invited to
travel, that you may satisfy your thirst for truth by seeing it as it is.”

“l appreciate your goodness,” | replied, “and hope you will not find me a too troublesome
student.”

“We are not afraid of that; and now, if you are sufficiently rested, let me give you an insight
into some of the services we are called upon to render to the different friends we have
entrusted to our care in this home.”

With this he rose from the couch where he had been sitting beside me during our
conversation, and placing his arm within my own, led me away in the direction from which
he came when | first saw him.

“Was | wrong in thinking these are the grounds of a convalescent home or sanatorium?” |
asked, as we walked along.

“Not very,” he answered, “and | am about to ask your attention to the means we employ in
administering to the restoration of some who are weak and helpless.”
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CHAPTER VI
A MAGNETIC CHORALE

As we walked along my attention was attracted by the chiming of a peal of bells in the
distance, and simultaneously an irresistible fascination seized upon me, momentarily
increasing, until, at length | felt as if was being impelled forward by some invisible but
tangible influence to accept the invitation those rhythmic tongues were issuing far and
wide. What that influence was or how it obtained such a mastery over me, | could not tell,
and even now, with my more extended experience of this life, | am unable to explain. The
sensation produced was novel, entrancing, and, indescribable. Its operation seemed to
permeate my whole being, and to exert itself equally from within as without. Neither was it
due entirely to my recent arrival, for | perceived that it had the same effect upon my guide
as upon myself. By some accountable process | translated the voice of those bells into an
appeal for help and assistance which I alone had the power to render, and though | had no
inclination to hasten in obedience to call, | was certain that it would not be right to delay.
But why should it be me? was a question that | put to myself again and again. | was entirely
ignorant of everything surrounding me, why was not the summons to many others walking
in the same direction - gathering, as it were, from every visible point of the compass? And
as | thus queried | scanned the faces of those nearest to me, and became convinced that
they too were moving under the impulse of that same mysterious power. This discovery
served to further increase my interest, and excite my imagination as to what the result and
explanation would be.

My companion saw, and no doubt fully understood, the perplexity | was enduring, but
when | turned and would have sought the interpretation, he merely smiled, and my tongue
was silent. So we went forward in obedience to the one impulse attracting us both by its
strange magnetic power.

Presently another source of gratification was afforded me, as through the trees | began to
catch in the distance broken glimpses of a stately pile of buildings which we were steadily
approaching. Hitherto, | had only seen such, as | looked across that boundless landscape
under the direction of Eusemos but now, it was evident that | was to have the opportunity
of inspecting one of the homes of paradise at close quarters. With this a pleasing spasm of
excitement seized me as | involuntarily asked myself — “Will this be my home? - a question
| at the same time answered in the negative, but how | know not, unless it was by the power
of revelation which is so natural, and yet so in infallibly a part of our personality in this life.
Therefore | ceased speculate on the ownership of the home, and prepared to examine its
character as soon as circumstances would allow of my doing so.

Immediately we reached the open plain, the centre and crown of which it occupied, |
intuitively knew that | was looking upon the Home of Rest, or sanatorium, in the grounds
of which I had enjoyed my refreshing and rejuvenating sleep. As the physiognomy of a man
affords a certain index to his character and disposition so the contour of this home
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declared at once its nature and purpose. At a glance | saw it was a citadel of repose, a
fortress of rest, an ambuscade of joy to every soul that came that way. Stately and grand in
its unassuming magnificence as if its foundations were laid deep down within the eternal
calm of God’s omnipotence, pure and unsullied in its fabric as the infinite and changeless
love of its Divine designer, every stone and feature apparently throbbing with the spirit of
mercy and forgiveness which hovered around, | felt as, | gazed upon it that | in some
manner had solved the mystery of that profound attraction by which | had been drawn
towards such a desirable centre. Reverence, gratitude, worship and awe, seemed to be the
janitors who stood as guards at the four towers which rose at the terminating points of its
stately porticoes.

So much of the building as was visible from where we stood, for me to wonder at and
admire its beauties, was undoubtedly a hall of enormous proportions, its shape that of an
amphitheatre. Three sides were flanked by spacious piazzas of equal length, carrying out
the design to a perfect square, the corners being occupied by four towers which served the
purpose of entrances to the hall. The style of architecture was composite, the columns
supporting the roof of the porticoes were Corinthian, their material more resembling ivory
than marble; the plinths upon which they rested were of pinkish alabaster, and massive
enough to form the corner-stones of pyramids, but whereas the Egyptians would have left a
Sphinx-like blank upon their faces, these were panelled with exquisite bas-reliefs such as
the Grecians loved to carve; the pediments were used as galleries for groups of statuary in
the contemplation of which the convalescent inmates of home might learn progressive
lessons of the life to which they had been called. In that self-illumined atmosphere which
offered no facility for the birth of shadows, from the distance at which | stood the walls of
the hall appeared to be built of stone of a delicate and variable shade of green. | afterwards
discovered that this effect was produced by a magnificent screen of elaborately carved and
perforated marble, draped around the hall in folds as exquisite and soft as lace, through
which the foliage of a noble vine was visible. The towers rose to a considerable height,
terminating in minarets like polished silver, from which the bells chimed forth their music;
and crowning the hall rose a majestic dome serving the double purpose of completing
design and lighting the interior.

The wonderful appositeness of every feature of the scene to each other was again
iImpressed upon me; art and nature being blended in such manner as to enrich the
harmony. That garden-like plain so artistically dotted with flowers and shrubs would have
been half-voided of its beauty had that noble structure not been there; and as for the hall, it
needed that flower bejewelled mantle of a lawn as a fit setting whereon to display its
matchless perfection. Blended together the beauties of each were emphasised, while the
movements of the multitude kept the balance of the harmony swinging.

Cushna moved forward; and I, enraptured with the scene and wondering what its next
development would be, mechanically followed, until I became conscious that it was not his
intention to enter by any of the approaches visible to me. Then for a moment | wavered, as
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all my soul called me within that place and | was doubtful whether he was not leading me
elsewhere. In an instant he divined my difficulty, and appeared to be by no means
displeased thereat, but assuring me he was about to enter, led me to the main portion of
the building, before hidden from my sight, and which formed the temporary abode of those
who tarried at this home for rest and recuperation. At that moment the bells ceased to ring,
and | was glad when, without attempting to show me the numerous apartments opening on
every hand, he motioned me to follow him along a corridor which led in the direction of the
hall. At the end, drawing aside a richly-embroidered curtain, he ushered me at once into
what | may legitimately call the arena.

Shall I describe the, scene which met my sight? It was a mountain of faces on every side,
and over and around us an atmosphere of unbroken peace. | was conscious that | had
reached a goal; a period of uncertainty lay behind me. For the time | felt satisfied, and drew
a deep breath of relief at having accomplished something, I knew not what; but my heart
was glad.

The flower-carpeted floor of that spacious arena contained a number of lounges composed
of various aromatic mosses, soft as air, each one designed to produce its own peculiar effect
magnetically. Cushna drew my attention to the different odours they exhaled, and invited
me to throw myself upon them to test their comfort, and, as | complied, briefly explained
that magnetism is the strength and nourishment of the spiritual body. Then he led me to a
vacant seat, and left me in charge of a friend, who, he said, would interpret the chorale to
me.

Rapidly that spacious auditorium was filling up its seats. Tier after tier, rising one above
another, contributed to that sea of faces, upon every one of which happiness had set her
name in living characters. From each of the four entrances a steady stream poured in until
the hall was full, ceasing when just one seat remained for the last who entered. The dresses
worn were of many colours, but only of the lighter shades; all serving to make the
groupings as picturesque as they were varied. The lower seats were filled by children
wearing robes of spotless white, or tints of the most imaginable delicacy ; some of the
wearers being of such tender age as to make me wonder how they were kept in the quiet
order which everywhere prevailed.

Behind these, thousands of youths and maidens were arrange according to some method |
did not understand. Above these, again were, women in greater proportions still; and
finally rank after rank of men to the outer edge of that wide circle. Every nation upon earth
had its legitimate representation in that throng, and all were so disposed that each
complexion added its own influence to the balance of the picture. But the most pleasing
thought of all was that every voice would say ‘Our Father’, to the selfsame God, and feel at
heart that they were members of one family, The Jew was not conscious of election, the
Gentile had lost his hatred, the caste restriction of the Brahmin was broken down the hand
of the Arab was no more against his fellow. The Hindu woman had doffed her veil, the
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Mohammedan had lost his bigotry, Greek and Roman thought not of deadly feuds, the
hand of the Zulu held no assegai, the Indian had no tomahawk, while the Christian had
sheathed his sword. Romanist and Protestant gave the preference to each other, the
Episcopalian boasted of no apostolic succession, and the narrow-minded sectarian sat side
by side with the whilom atheist, whom he had before consigned fire eternal. In such a
multitude, with such a bond uniting them | could fancy that | was not very far removed
from the inner shrine of heaven.

Was it the association in which | found myself that started such a train of reflection in my
mind? | know not, perhaps never shall know; but it afterwards resolved itself into an
impromptu symphony, introducing that never-to-be-forgotten chorale. 1 had scarcely
reached its termination before the key note sounded.

In common with those around me, | raised my eyes to the dome, where a dove of tintless
electric brilliance poised itself on outstretched wing, as if to hush the tremor of its rapid
flight. In its beak it held something which flashed and blazed with a glory that paled the
lustre of its carrier, and added perceptibly to the hallowed light which bathed the hall. With
one impulse, but without a sound, those thousands rose and bowed their heads in, reverent
adoration; and when the silence had been hushed into an awful calm the quickened sense
of the soul could almost hear, that jewel fluttered on the air, and like a flash of lightning
dying from our sight the dove had disappeared.

Steadily, as a bubble on the air becalmed, that brilliant globule floated, gradually falling in
the centre of that vast concourse of worshippers. Down, slowly down, enlarging as it fell, it
gained still greater brilliancy by expansion. | watched it with bated breath, wondering
when we should sound the depth of its self-inspiring awe, until, at length bursting with a
soft detonating chime, it threw a proportion of its crystal spray on every head within that
audience, the which lingered through that service like a jewel sent to flash God’s blessing
upon His children gathered there.

The echoes of that soft percussion remained while that vast concourse took their seats,
bearing the bright insignia of the presence of their Father, who waited to hear and answer
prayer.

Seven bars of silence intervened; and then the opening strains of the first chorus fell upon
my ears. The theme commenced with a pianissimo number in unison of male magnetisms,
for in all that chorale there was not one articulate sound. I looked, and from the heads of
the men saw crimson rays emitting, which darting towards the centre of the dome blended
with each other, formed into circles of various sizes, and began to gyrate in the room. The
movements caused vibrations of deeper or higher tones, according to the size of each circle
and the speed with which it moved. The effect of this blending of the bass and tenor was
like the muffled music of the ocean’s roll when heard from some distant inland hill. The
melody was too sweet to set to words without detracting from its cadence; and yet, as |
listened to its holy inspiration, its greatest charm being the perfect unison of such diverse
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nations, religions, and tongues, | felt that heaven had accomplished a triumph in the
setting to such music the immortal poem of Israel’s sweetest singer, and that | was
listening to a challenge to earth and heaven to ‘Behold how good and how pleasant it is for
brethren to dwell together in unity!’

The invitation issued, and the gamut of their variations being exhausted, the circles ceased
their flight, met, embraced, and finally spread themselves as a canopy across the dome.
Then succeeded a duct of the blue and amber offerings of the youths and maidens, rising in
the volume of its gradual crescendo, the sweeps of blue soprano and curves of amber
contralto waking sweet echoes with the declaration — ‘It is like the precious ointment upon
the head, that ran down unto the beard - even to Aaron’s beard - that went down to the
skirts of his garment.’

At this point the women joined their rose-tinted pulse-throbs of a second soprano to swell
the trio — ‘As the dew of Hermon, and as the dew which descended upon the mountains of
Zion.” Then the full chorus pealed, a thousand children contributing the brilliance of their
untinted music, as the canopy of circles re-formed, and moved to lend their deep
foundation to the strain.

It sounded like a choir of angels singing, with the voice of far distant thunders, and
heaven’s own Bourdon serving as a double bass to the orchestra of the oceans roll. All
harmonies, above, beneath, around, with all the chords and voices nature can command,
being represented in the universal confirmation — ‘For there the Lord commanded His
blessing, even life for evermore.’

The chorus swelled around us with such majestic force and intensity that every colour
flashed its echo to enhance the glory, until the hall was bathed with the perfume of thanks-
giving; then gathering over the arena, as the final beat of the last bar was reached, a
harmony of shades as sweet as that of sound was formed, and the cloud ascended as an
offering of gratitude for our Father’s love.

The dome was not yet clear of that prismatic cloud before a chord of even sweeter music
fell upon our ears, and | perceived that the jewels on our heads were chiming the
acceptance and ‘Amen’ of God.

Up to this point Cushna had assumed the directorship from the centre of the arena; being
surrounded by a number young men and women who moved in graceful order with the
rhythm of the music, as if engaged in working out some figure in a mystic dance. On
making enquiry | was informed that this chorus was but an introduction to the ceremony,
sung aid those special attendants in producing a suitable magnetic condition into which to
introduce the patients; and looking intently in obedience to the wish of my instructor, I
saw that all the magnetisms had not ascended; some had been distilled — shall | say
etherealised? - and filled the arena like the least suspicion of a cloud - and yet, it was not
cloud, since such a designation conveys the idea of an unsubstantial vapour which could
have been carried hence upon the arms of motion; this had weight and body through which
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the attendants moved to and fro as bathers move through shallow water, with the
exception that this scarce visible something seemed to offer no resistance. Here is a
metaphor which will convey the idea of what it seemed to be: it was like the spectre of a
lake, which in its restless wanderings had been conjured to pause for a time, that the spirits
of some children of mortality might bathe therein, and wash the last traces of the earth
away.

My attention was here called to a man who entered the hall from the corridor through
which I came. His tall and stalwart form was clothed in a robe of electric grey, over which
he wore a flowing mantle of blue, lined with amber and gorgeously embroidered from his
loins downwards. His face. complexion, and general bearing, reminded one of an Arab
sheik, except that haughtiness was here replaced by calm humility. Around his head, waist,
wrists, and ankles he wore circlets of some strange amalgam, set with gems that emitted
rays of light, thereby forming six circles of halo, which invested him with some mysterious
power.

As he stepped into the arena a flash of welcome greeted him from that immense assembly.
He glanced round the hall, just as a skilled conductor will survey his orchestra to see if all is
ready for the baton’s wave; reaching the point where Cushna awaited him, he merely
bowed his head at which the attendants turned and left the hall by the passage at which he
had entered.

Here | took the opportunity to ask:

“Who is this?”

“Siamedes, the magnetic adept who will conduct the chorale.”
“An Oriental, | presume?”

“Assyrian.”

We had no time for further conversation. Scarcely had that single word been spoken
before the Assyrian raised his hand, as if to call his audience to attention; for an instant it
remained poised, while a luminous sea-green cloud enveloped it, then with a majestic
sweep he struck a circle, throwing, the halo in the air above him. A pause, and then another
sweep repeated again and yet again, each motion adding another circle to expand and
follow its predecessor. Only a pulse throb marked the interval between each beat, but that
was long enough to change the colour, as he desired to change the note to form that
bugle-call with which he summoned his army to march to victory.

The challenge had not died away before a jubilant response was floating in the air. It was a
martial strain, and one could almost fancy they heard the steady and measured tramp of
the approaching battalions as they came in the strength and confidence of their cause to
certain triumph. The gentle crescendo grew in force and volume as each succeeding wave
of magnetism rolled into the expanse above us. Their form was no longer circle and curve
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and flash, as in the opening chorus, but following the example of the Assyrian, each
contribution came in vapoury strains to form the novel harmonies of that theme.

Waves of primrose and blue met and kissed each other into the life-chord for which they
had been born, then blended in their next development to form the glory-green of hope;
clouds of crimson strength from men took to their embraces the white purity of the
children’s love, and nursed them into tones of sympathy; then each one yielding to the
other, united in the pink of charity. Brown and rose, mauve and cerise, auburn and grey,
green and gold washed over each other, embraced and eddied round, as each produced the
note desired; and having thus achieved the first purpose of existence, they added to their
music the perfume of duty faithfully fulfilled, until the air was weighted with fragrant
sounds, changing in volume and in kind with every chord and combination.

At length the hall itself was full; perfume was crushing colour and colour crowding sound,
but that grand march of life seemed only half complete. Again the adept raised and swept
his hand, this time throwing into the transparent clouds around us variegated sparks
bright with electric glow, like jewels flashing in the sun. An instant’s pause, during which
the magnetism of that host changed the form of its appearance, then perfume, sound and
colour were supplemented by a myriad gems giving still greater beauty to the fairy-like
scene. At length from head of Siamedes a rainbow signal flashed, and the strains music
gradually died away, but fragrance, light and colour still remained.

While this was proceeding, the attendants carried the patients in. Very tenderly was the
service rendered, for Cushna was careful in the assignation and arrangement of each couch
upon which they were laid as if they had been the subjects of excruciating pain - rather
than lying in a state of unconsciousness - for whom he was anxious to exhaust his
resources to mitigate their suffering. When the last couch had received its occupant a
signal was given, and the music ceased.

At this time the hall was like a sea of variegated colours - a magic, incomparable sea, with
its now motionless depths illumed by a million fairy lamps; a sea in which a mighty host lay
engulfed, overwhelmed with joy and calm content. Well might it be so; for, oh! the life,
increasing life, which found its birth therein! Its waters were allowed to rest, that they
might softly bathe those sleepers with life’s fullness, and re-ingraft the existence which
seemed to flicker in its disasters and catastrophes through which their past has led them.
The practised eye of the Assyrian attentively watched the progress of each patient as the
energising powers around them were absorbed and assimilated, until returning strength
began to show itself, and the inoculation had produced its needed change.

When he was satisfied, throwing his mantle back across his shoulders with a kingly
gesture, he raised his arms and waved them to and fro as a monarch would sway his
sceptre, in confidence that some pre-command would be obeyed. The effect was talismanic.
Those mysterious forces immediately assumed intelligence - understood his sign, and
hastened to obey.
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By the operation of some mystic law, each colour was divided from the rest, some being
changed into forms of fruit or flowers; others, weaved into semblances of brocades of silk
and plush and satin, were draped in graceful folds as decorative hangings upon the walls,
further ornamented and embroidered with a multitude of gems, which flashed their lustre
from the borders. Others, again, were woven into triumphal banners or emblems, with
which the dome, arena, and seats were dressed; while the offering of the children, worked
into lace of spotless purity, was gathered into festoons and valances to finish the
decorations. Thus, by the simple act of the Assyrian’s will, was the hall transformed and
arrayed, as if for some thanksgiving or welcome home, when a nation meets to honour the
return of an exiled chief or king.

As he spread his hands to heaven, every knee around him bent in adoration. | knew it,
though my eyes were fixed on him who, facing me, looked like a gladiator preparing for the
contest, confident of victory, though death itself should be his adversary. Yet he was not
proud or arrogant. All his majesty of mien, the glory of his strength, the perfection of his
form, seemed to him unknown or, rather, for the moment were forgotten, and nothing but
the child-like heart remained as he addressed his God. His thoughts flew upwards, like
spasms of earth-engendered lightning flying towards the sun, pure and untinted by any
shade of colour. They were directed to the Great Supreme, and nothing but unsullied purity
can gain admission to that sacred presence.

Was there a quiver in their early flight? I do not know; but if so, it was due to the intense
earnestness of the soul which poured its libations forth. Still no words; but in the silvern
music | thought | could comprehend the burden of his heart: ‘Thine, O Lord, is the
greatness, and the power, and the glory, and the victory, and the majesty; all that is in the
heavens and the earth is Thine; Thine are all kingdoms, O Lord and Thou art exalted as
head over all. Both riches and honour come of Thee; and in Thine hand is power and
might, and in Thine hand it is to make great and to give strength unto all. Now, therefore,
O Father, we thank Thee, and praise Thy glorious name.’

His prayer was done. There was no supplication. His confidence and faith declared that to
be unnecessary. The presence of that host around him was a more eloquent and acceptable
supplication than he could frame. God requires no superfluities. He was but the
representative of the many, who desired to gain a victory over a hitherto triumphant
wrong, and he was but the chosen champion for the combat. Stripped for the fray, he
paused to lay his weapons at the feet of Him for whose glory he was about to fight, to thank
his King for the use of such victorious arms, and then to await the royal sign to strike. He
was there to break the bands of captivity, to give freedom to the slave, and in his eye the
assurance of triumph shone. His victory was already won in the confidence he possessed.

His steady gaze still rested on that vaulted dome. He knew the answer would not tarry, and
when it came it should find him waiting to receive it. A deeper hush fell over us, and then a
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cloud of glory, like a mantle of sunshine, descended, making him radiant with the power
and presence of God.

No need to wait longer when clothed with such authority and sanction. He approached a
couch upon which lay a young woman deformed almost past recognition of the human
form. She had appliances to nearly every part of her body, not fitted help or render
support, but rather to torture and force her in dwarfish and unnatural shapes. The eyes had
been purposely turned to make her sight uncertain, while her limbs were so pressed and
malformed in order to prevent the possibility unaided movement.

Let it be here distinctly remembered that this deformity was spiritual, but to my
astonishment at that time, confirmed by later and considerably extended experience, |
found that in the persons of these recent arrivals from earth, for whose benefit and
assistance the chorales are specially held, spiritual restrictions arbitrarily forced upon an
enquiring mind with a view of preventing it from overstepping dogmatic limits, produce
upon the soul a disfigurement in growth as tangible and real as if they were surgical
appliances purposely designed to effect such horrible shapes, and the Great Father in His
all-embracing provision has designed this process of restoration that such oppressed and
struggling souls should be at once restored to their normal condition and enter upon the
immortal life free from the disabilities under which they have hitherto laboured. Further,
let it not be supposed that | am seeking to create a poetic fiction, for which purpose | allow
my fancy to roam in search of novelties or situations; truth is far more strange than any
such ideal the mind could frame, and in this record | am satisfied to state the simple facts
of God'’s eternal law, as | have found - and you will find by-and-by.

My descriptions may jar upon your senses by their seemingly vulgar materiality; they may

even cause a shock by what appears a coarse portrayal of, and as being antagonistic to,
your cherished conception of the nature of this life. For that | cannot hold myself
responsible. My attempt is to translate into earth’'s prosaic vocabulary, so far as
circumstances and means will allow, some slight idea of the realities and truths to be found
in the poem and the music of this after-life. If the result is but a thick and guttural jargon,
void of melody, and disappointing to your hopes, blame me not; the extent of my desire is
but to indicate a very brief outline of what the picture might be if the facilities were at my
disposal; but that outline is true to scale, as you yourself will find it one day by experience.
Should you attempt to re-translate my record from the physical into the spiritual, that you
may comprehend the truth as | behold it, let me offer one suggestion, by attention to which
at least half your difficulty will be, cleared away. Death works one change, and it is this:

In the process of dissolution everything is altered except yourself; old things pass away and
all things become new, but you will remain unmoved, unchanged, as the one world makes
its exit and another its entrance in the theatre of your life. This transformation is effected
in the twinkling of an eye when the wand of the Magician-Death, is waved. The material
will fade away ‘like the baseless fabric of a vision’ ever after to appear as a vague and
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shadowy substance which must be sought for and be but dimly visible to the newly
acquired state; while that world upon whose eternal shores your feet will rest, will leap
from the realm of vision into a solid and startling reality, having foundations which never
can be removed since they are aid deep down in the bosom of infinity, and whose
inhabitants have solved the birth-pangs of immortality. Bear this in mind, and read the
following pages in the light of this suggestion, then you will understand why | have not
hesitated to use that language - however unworthy for the other reasons - which conveys to
you the idea that the scenes among which | move are, to me at least, as real and solid as the
earth at present appears to you.

Just another thought which offers food for meditation and reflection and may help to
remove the impression that my statement of spiritual deformity is erroneous and
imaginative. Parental profligacy, immorality, ignorance, accident , and a hundred other
pre-natal influences produce physical and mental distortions in a child. Why then should it
be illogical to assert that in like manner, spiritual errors, unnatural ideas, and bigoted
restrictions, generate corresponding malformations and disfigurements in the soul, when it
is set free from the flesh in which its shape and lineaments have been moulded ? Whether
you may be able to satisfy yourself on the reasonableness of this point or not, the fact
remains the same, and the time is not far distant when you will recognise its truth and
appreciate the justice of the law by which it is governed. Be not deceived, the diseases of
the soul resulting from personal sin are only removed and cured by slow and painful
processes; but the unavoidable defects caused by other’s sin or force of circumstances, have
a speedy rectification in such chorales as that to which | draw your attention.

But to return to my digression.

Very narrowly did | watch the Assyrian as he applied himself to the removal of those
torturing restrictions. At the first, | must confess, it appeared to be a useless labour of love
upon which he was engaged, since there was scarcely an indication of life remaining in the
sufferer. Presently, however, she gave evident signs that she was still sensible to the pain
they caused but even then | thought it would be greater kindness to let her die in peace
rather than disturb her when too late to save; for in that moment of sympathy | had
forgotten that it was impossible for her to die any more, since death itself was dead. With
more tender care than a mother could have shown to an ailing child, the soft and gentle
hands of that physician loosed and threw aside each bond, until at length the last was taken
away and she lay at perfect liberty. She felt the freedom, and, glad to make an effort to use
it, endeavoured, with considerable success, to turn, yawned, and stretched out her arms;
then finding that all restraint was gone she finally straightened herself upon the couch, and
rolling over fell at once into an easy and refreshing sleep. The whole movement was the
spontaneous action of a person who, waking from a troubled dream before sufficient rest
had been obtained, and feeling the terror of the nightmare broken at once sinks back again
to sleep without fully being roused consciousness.
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With what interest and sympathy Siamedes watched her progress can better be imagined
than described, until she lay in that quiet and comfortable repose to which she had hitherto
been a stranger. Then he was satisfied and turned to give his attention to the next case.

All my powers of observation were attracted to the one individual; the further work of
liberation would be more or less a repetition of what had already been accomplished, and
as there was much | could not understand, | judged a fitting opportunity had arrived to
seek some explanation; therefore, turning to my companion, | asked:

“Will you explain what these bonds are, and how such deformities are possible here?”

“l have no doubt,” he replied, “but that this service is full of wonder and amazement to you.
It must of necessity be so, until you grow familiar with our law and mode of existence -
until you learn how scrupulously this life is a corollary of the one you leave behind.
Hypocrisy, sham and cant are masks which are torn off as you come through the mists, and
the real man - whether base or noble - stands undisguised, able to read and to be read of all
men. With us no subterfuge is available for the concealment of unpleasant deformity, no
matter whether it arises from your own sin or the neglect and criminality of another.
Everything is known.

“To the practised eyes of Siamedes, Cushna, and thousands of such ministers engaged in
their noble work, the real author and source of every such malformation can be told at a
glance, and by an inexorable law, impossible to evade, the penalty and punishment of every
wrong falls upon the offender. In this you will see there is a balancing of accounts and a
righteous retribution for the deeds done in the body. It is a sad mistake to say that death
levels all men, and that this life is a new one, while the record of the old one has been
wiped out with the sponge of death. All life is a continuation of that which had gone before;
and entering here you have but turned over the page to commence another chapter, the
story and plot are the same.

“In this you will find that the mistakes of the past are rectified, overdue accounts have to be
settled, and compensation awarded to those who have unjustly suffered. Men are here
weighed in the balances of God, appraised by a valuer whose judgment is righteous, and
against whose verdict there is no appeal but that of repentance. You will find no bribery
and corruption; everything is sternly real; all men and things are just what they appear to
be.

“The restrictions binding these friends have been worn in violence to their better
judgment, but lacking power to conquer the forces opposed to them, they have become
victims of circumstances, and have passed their lives in an irksome bondage, being
dominated by wills and usages they could not successfully resist. If they had given a ready
consent to custom and dogma, followed with unquestioning faith where others led, and
been content to crush the right to think, they would have developed the required littleness
of soul, without necessity to apply restraint. But they recognised the God within, and
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refused to still the voice calling them to newer, nobler, higher duties, for the welfare of
their kind.

“Their prophetic utterances were dangerous to a craft, hence, the gag must be applied;
their eyes saw visions of coming glory for the weary and oppressed, therefore, their sight
must be distorted, lest the interests of a class be endangered; the intelligent vigour of the
child proclaimed a leader in the man, and church and dogma forged letters to cripple his
power, and force the noble stature of the giant into the contortions of the dwarf. You can
see it was a battle to the death, noble lives have been hindered from work-wasted, yea
worse; for whereas they were ordained for construction and deliverance, being forcibly
tampered with they have been perverted by party bigotry, and compelled to struggle for
existence instead of scattering the blessings they were designed to carry to their fellows.
The result is to be seen in the wrecks which lie before us. Wasted opportunities, wasted
intellects, wasted lives! For all these things those who are responsible must be brought to
judgment.

“Guilt must be righteously punished, while the excess of pain which the victim has endured
must receive its legitimate compensation. With the punishment we have nothing to do, the
natural law of this life is fully adequate to that, and every guilty soul will reap the just
harvest of the seed he has sown. It is that we may take part in the compensation that we are
here. Justice demands that an instant liberation shall be given from those bonds, and life
must be lavished upon the sufferers until we have helped to build up and invigorate their
souls, then each one shall reach the full development for which it was design and for which
it wept and struggled, but was prevented by action of oppressors.”

“But where do we find mercy and forgiveness in the administration of such inexorable
justice?” | asked.

“Every attribute of God has its legitimate sphere of operation,” he replied, “and the
inviolate maintenance of each in its appointed order is essential to the continuance of the
almighty and all-wise perfection of our Father, but it is impossible for any one of these to
usurp the jurisdiction of another. Suppose, for a moment, that mercy was allowed to
withstand justice and prevail in any single instance; the immediate result would be an
injustice; since to show mercy to the offender would be an injustice to the offended, unless,
in turn, you show him mercy too. Carry this to its logical sequence and you will be
compelled to abolish justice in favour of mercy, in which case punishment and retribution
would become an impossibility; law would be a dead letter, and sin, freed from fear or
restraint, would revel in its license. But when we see the working of the attributes of God
according to His Divinely appointed plan, we find how infinitely wise has been the
adaptation to the necessities of the human family in its development.

“Take those to which you have referred - Mercy, Justice, and Forgiveness. Mercy operates
on earth, where patience, forbearance, and long-suffering, are so much needed during the
early stages of the conscious existence of the soul. Imagine the catastrophe and disaster
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which would ensue if unerring justice was enthroned at such a crisis in life’s history -
would there be any subsequent immortality to record? Unconscious, practically, of his
whence and whither, an untutored experimentalist as to his powers and capabilities, failure
and mistake. the law by which he shall develop and learn to understand himself, uncertain
if it be right to gratify even the most ardent of his longings, filled with fear and trembling
at the forces surrounding him, a volume of nature before him of nature of whose
hieroglyphics he is ignorant though called upon to read, himself the most profound
mystery among, the million other problems - under such circumstances, how often would
earth be swept clear of man if justice was applied to every transgression of the law ; that
justice which is perfect as its Framer?

“No! This attribute’ cannot be applied to such an undeveloped condition; what man could
be found wild enough to imagine that it is? Is not rather the absence of justice so manifest
as to be used for an argument against the existence of a God, while it has become a proverb
among the nations that ‘Villainy is the heir to Fortune, but Honesty marries Miss.’
Oppression, tyranny and persecution are rampant, that ‘Might is Right’ is the universal
motto practically both of politics and religion; the affluent and wealthy are the honoured of
the nations, the poor and needy, the curse and bane. Is this right? you will ask me, and |
reply, a thousand times no! But even the injustice of man is not strong enough to cause
God to change the action of His attributes, and substitute justice for Mercy upon the earth.

“This universal custom is wrong, and man has gained enough knowledge to know that it is
so; but God is long-suffering that the oppressor may be able to redeem himself before he is
brought in to judgment. Mercy pleads, while hope of restitution remains; but once let the
law take hold of the offender, and the issue passes from the court of Mercy to justice. The
mists marking the boundary line between that state and this, also form the vestibule of the
hall of judgment, and every soul must pass through and receive its righteous verdict before
it enters here. Mercy has no power to cross that threshold; the soul stands alone before that
inscrutable tribunal its own witness, its own judge, hence its life deeds pass the sentence
from which no appeal is possible.”

“But forgiveness; what of that?” | asked.

“That follows later,” he replied. “The penalties enforced by that Justice are for wrongs
committed against your fellow-man such sins must be redeemed, they are never forgiven,
for no one not even God, has power to forgive a trespass against any other than Himself,
such being contrary to His own law. When the penalty for sins against his fellow has been
righteously discharged then the repentant soul has power to ask forgiveness for his sin
against God, which is always freely granted; but it is requisite that he be first reconciled to
his brother, for only ‘he that clean hands and a pure heart’ can ascend to the presence of
God where Christ will secure his full remission.”

I was silent before the unexpected elucidation of a difficulty which had always perplexed
me, for | knew my instructor not expounding his opinions, but actual facts which were very
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widely opposed to all the ideas and teachings | had ever heard on earth, and yet they are
fraught with the most momentous interest to every soul who has to pass the mists, and in
the depths of my being | yearned again to discover some means whereby | could reach
earth, and make the revelation for the benefit the blinded and the ignorant. My friend,
however, did not leave me long to myself, but called my attention to what was passing in
the arena.

Every bandage and restriction had been removed, and all the patients lay free from the
bonds with which earth had bound them. The order of procedure had been to take the most
serious case first, and so on through the whole, that the resuscitation of all might be
accomplished as simultaneously as possible. Very earnestly did | watch the gradual
absorption of that mysterious spectre lake into which they had been carried, the wither
limbs and contorted frames expanding and growing as they fed upon that strange
nourishment, until every trace of colour had been abstracted from the atmosphere in the
vicinity of the couches whereon they lay. Then rays of magnetism were drawn from
appointed individuals, according as the Assyrian required to form some combination
specially adapted to each case, these in turn being broken at the moment when the first
traces of colour seemed to evolve from the sleepers. This, | was informed, afforded the
natural indication of the condition of each soul.

By the exercise of that mystic power by which he weaved the unique decorations of that
hall, Siamedes now resolved the flowers, fruit, and bannerets round the arena and seats,
and called them to bathe the sleepers with the mellowed influences produced by the
combinations they had formed. The magnetism evolved from each individual had a
sympathetic attraction for the corresponding colour called into service, and was drawn in
billowy clouds around the couches, over which they rolled to and fro in rhythmic time with
the music born of the returning motion. Sweet and soothing was the lullaby it chanted, and
the silent hush of the attendant thousands was a fitting accompaniment to the grateful
psalm.

Without a sign or movement from the director, who calmly watched the scene, the melody
concluded, every thirsty soul had drank its fill, and the waves of life which yet remained,
lifted above our heads, leaving the sleepers “beautiful in all the soul’'s expansion’ and
waiting for nothing but a waking kiss to rouse them to a life of which as yet they were
unconscious.

The Work was done, the victory accomplished; but the victor betrayed no pride at the
conquest in his deep humility. | did not need to be told that the final number of that life-
giving chorale was at hand; but what new powers would it develop? Were there still phases
of magnetic wonder to be revealed? other mysteries to be displayed? The thought of the
miracle wrought in the condition of those sleepers filled me with hope that | had
misunderstood the meaning of my instructor respecting the exclusion of mercy from his
life; and, turning to him, | pointed to the couches, and asked:
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“Is it not mercy which has been shown to these, in liberating them from their condition of
suffering?”

“Not by any means” he replied.
“By what name do you call it then?”

“Justice. Hitherto they have been the victims of an injustice they were powerless to
withstand; we have only been the instruments of helping to terminate the effects of the
wrong, and introducing them into a commensurate compensation. You judge of justice in
the light of your earth impressions; let me advise you to get rid of that idea. Justice rightly
dispensed is justness, and such you will ever find it with us ; it is the quality of being just
carried to perfection, with every attendant circumstance taken into consideration; think of
it as such, and you will love its righteousness, in which there is no shade of fickleness,
favouritism or partiality.”

“Would you not call it justice tempered with mercy?”

“Nol! Strict justice needs no tempering. You have been in the habit of thinking of justice as
necessarily allied to oppression. It is so on earth, but you will not find that here therefore
you have to learn that with us it means strict rightness, and if you add any mercy to that on
behalf of either party, the adulteration produces injustice.”

I could see that the error had been mine, due to a misconception and misinterpretation of
the word according to the earth impressions; the shadow which had for a time passed
across the firmament of my heaven was dissolved by his explanation, and my heart again
was glad.

The work was complete. Siamedes spread his hands to give his thanks to God, while every
knee again was bowed as the joyous flashes winged their flight. Then, reverently
dismantling his shoulders of that halo, he spread it on the air to receive throbs of praise
and adoration that pealed like a great Amen, with which it ascended to the Father.

Still that audience lingered, the silence growing moment more profound ; but | knew they
were waiting for the benediction that would rouse those sleepers to the consciousness of
life upon which they had unknowingly entered - to the recognition of the restoration which
had taken place - to the realisation of the fact that death had touched them, and in that
touch shackles had fallen away, whose weight beforetime had exhausted their energies in a
painful but unsuccessful struggle.

What a revelation! It would be a greater surprise than I myself had experienced. What were
their surroundings when the tide of consciousness ebbed away and the cloud of oblivion
fell upon them? What a gulf lay between that sleeping and the waking! How would they
realise its certainty - how be convinced of its fact? Would not the waking be a dream - a
fairy dream - more enchanting than the imagination ever conjured up before? It was a time
of supreme suspense to me to watch that advent into the knowledge and realisation of
immortality, and every sense | possessed was on the alert to follow its development.
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It was not long delayed. The walls before me opened, and from that arc of light crowning
the zenith of the path on which | stood to contemplate the celestial landscape, a flood of
glory fell into the hall, like a harbinger and forerunner of a more resplendent presence still.
I looked, and down the halo-viaduct beheld a chariot as of burnished silver — flying - drawn
by four steeds of transparent creamy whiteness, gifted with the speed of the winds of a
hurricane. Time had not opportunity for birth before the equipage was in our midst, then,
pausing for a moment while one of its riders stepped into the hall, it turned and dis-
appeared. The glory-road was then withdrawn, the walls were closed, and my attention was
riveted upon the stranger.

He was a young man, scarcely more than a youth; graceful and noble. The first impression
conveyed to my mind was the strange combination of the innocence of the child with the
wisdom of the sage which formed a very striking feature in his person. | loved him the
instant | beheld him. His presence inspired my confidence, forbade the approach of fear,
but also whispered a caution against presumptuous assumption. In him were blended
strength and gentleness like a bed of down on a granite rock, while he emphasised every
guality a man would desire to find in a cherished friend. From his eyes love and patience
streamed in a steady, ebbless flow, his mouth breathed the fragrance of fidelity and
affection, upon his shoulders rested the mantle of condescension, and his waist was bound
with the girdle of constancy. He was a monarch, but his kingship was of service, and his
prowess had been gained in lifting up the fallen.

For a brief moment he paused to receive and return the salutation which greeted him, then
proceeded to execute his commission by the bestowal of the kiss which should break the
seal of that final sleep and usher the sleepers into the day which knows no eventide. Over
one and then another he bent his radiant form, loosing the influence of the refreshing spell
which still caressed them, and as their eyes opened upon the bewildering scene around, he
caught each new-born soul in his strong embrace, lifted it to his feet, and bade it welcome
into a life of sympathy and compensation. The revelation and recognition of the truth were
simultaneous. It was simply a glance of enquiring wonder, followed by a smile of
inexpressible joy, and all was over.

With one impulse the audience rose and sang another chorus - this time it was a welcome
home, answered by a pathetic doxology from thankful hearts, the theme of which, words
and music, | have tried in vain to learn, and then that Magnetic Chorale was complete.

As the congregation dispersed the new comer lingered in the hall in conversation with the
Assyrian, and | asked my companion:

“Who is he?”

“Myhanene!” he replied.
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CHAPTER VII
THE DOOR OF HOPE AJAR

The multitude had departed, the hall was nearly empty, the still bewildered initiates had
received the congratulations of personal friends and retired to the home from which they
had been so recently carried, the three chiefs remaining the sole occupants of the arena;
but I lingered in my seat, cherishing a hope | would not breathe to my companion on
account of its audacity, yet wildly thinking that it might be gratified by some fortuitous
circumstance or unimaginable coincidence. | could not hold myself responsible for its
presence, since it came upon me unsolicited, unexpected and unprepared - one of those
sudden incursions of desire, which, coming on with a flood, carries the heart away upon its
torrent before resistance is possible, even were such advisable; but when it came, and |
realised the pleasure of its anticipation, | had no wish to think of opposition, but rather
clung tenaciously to the idea as if it were the secret and the key of life. It also resembled a
flood in a secondary manner - its force was spent in its first wild rush; but as the moments
flew by its current subsided, down, down, and down, until the tiny stream trembled upon
the point of stagnation, and the eddy of reaction whispered all was over. | rose to take my
reluctant departure, when a tongue of light darted towards us from the little group, and my
companion said:

“Myhanene would be pleased to speak with you.”
My expiring hope - my wild desire was granted.

I was glad that | had risen when the message came: it lessened the delay with which I
answered it. He came to meet me at the instant, and side by side, his arm around me, and
his hand affectionately laid upon my shoulder, we approached Cushna and the Assyrian. As
we met, and his arms encircled me, he spoke but two words: “My brother!” but when he
had finished there was nothing more to say - language had been exhausted, and
comprehension was incapable of grasping a wider expanse.

Had there been a discord in my past experience? If so, it was obliterated from my memory
by the music of his voice; if | had suffered heartache, it was eradicated, and the wound
healed under the influence of that balm of greeting; if my hopes had felt a blighting frost of
disappointment, a rich harvest of fruition sprang into existence under the warmth of that
embrace. The words are not new to earth, but men pronounce them with a sharp metallic
sound; the resonant fullness can only be estimated when heard in conjunction with the
perfect rendering of the music to which I listened. It was a chord that, once struck, can
never die away. It fell into my soul like a plummet into the ocean, waking in its first plunge
a deep and, lingering monotone, but as it sank a chime of melody arose whose virgin song
must echo and re-echo till every fathom in that shoreless of sea of life is filled with the
harmony which has been born of sympathy. Myhanene was silent, as if listening to the
reverberations rolling around us; | was overwhelmed with the stupendous vistas of the
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possibility of feeling, the flood-gates of which he threw wide open by the utterance of those
two words.

Had | the power, | would not have dared to speak, and thus assassinate such melody as his
voice produced. So brief in its delivery, it was yet the longest and most eloquent discourse
to which I had ever listened. Even now | am but just able to comprehend its outline; to fully
assimilate it will be the study of eternity. Its echoes are still ringing through the corridors
of my being, sounding the keynote of my every joy, and will so continue until | bear the still
sweeter music of the voice of Him in whose utterance lies the full chorus of the eternal
psalm whose lip on earth gave form such sounds no other has had the power to imitate,
and who in heaven has skill to wake the strains divine.

The Assyrian put an end to my contemplation by asking me if | had enjoyed the Chorale.

“l am scarcely a condition to express an intelligent opinion on anything,” | replied. | am in
a maze of bewilderment, to which every feature and development of this life contributes,
rendering me unable to find words, thoughts, or emotions capable of adequately
expressing my feelings.”

“l quite understand your position,” he responded. “Fortunately, you are not expected at
present to systematically appropriate all you see; but you will acquire the ability to do so as
you proceed. This ceremony affords an illustration as to the methods we employ for
correcting one of the injustices of earth, as well as the compensation which results to those
who have nobly tried to do their duty even when their effects have been frustrated.”

“Duty would be an easy task,” | said, “if a brief vision of such a consummation could be
granted in a lull of the battle or during the time of the disappointed warrior’s weeping. But
I would like to ask if you generally receive such visible responses to your prayers in this life
as that cloud which fell upon you after the invocation?”

“My brother!” - it was Myhanene who replied - “No fervent prayer should be possible either
here or on the earth without its definite and visible reply. When, in the other life you
preferred a request to your father or a friend, did you not expect such an answer?”

“Undoubtedly, from our fellow-man; but then we each occupied a similar condition; God
being a spirit, we have looked for His reply in a spiritual sense.”

“You forget that your petition was offered for your benefit, and that your being material
necessitated a material reply. For instance, when you prayed for food to relieve a
famine-stricken district, you would require wheaten bread for the sustenance of the body,
not spiritual food to strengthen the soul.”

“Certainly! and God would answer that prayer by putting it into the hearts of His people to
contribute towards the purchase of such food.”
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“Do you think you honour God by calling those His people who refrain from doing a simple
act of humanity until He puts pressure upon them; should not a fellow-feeling have
prompted it without appealing to God for assistance in the matter ?

“l agree with you in that, but as every good gift proceeds from Him, such a result would be
considered an answer to our request.”

“But you have no direct evidence that your prayer rose higher than the roof of the room in
which it was breathed. What you consider an answer from God was nothing more than an
act of humanity on the part of your fellow-creatures. The Jews would not have been
satisfied without an oral authoritative and unequivocal reply.”

“That was in the days of the oracle, but you must be cognizant of the fact that such has long
since ceased, and its revival would be regarded as unnatural and contrary to the present
Divine method of procedure.”

“Not so! Say rather that it has ceased because of the unnatural and erroneous teachings
which have gained the ascendancy. God is ‘the same yesterday, to-day, and forever,” and so
long as He is God, the thing which hath been, is that which shall be.” The position which
the Church in every age should occupy is, to demonstrate this truth, showing that the
recorded facts of the past are presumptively true by the evidence of the corresponding
powers manifested to-day; and this because God lives and is unchangeable, whose works
are not for a special people, time, and place, but like Himself are for all and for ever. A
contrary position is false and illogical, and exposes the man who holds it, while contending
for an unchangeable God, to the ridicule and contempt of his adversary.”

“But where is the necessity for such visible signs since the complete revelation was made by
Jesus? | am asking not for controversy but with a desire to know the truth as you see it
from your higher condition and long experience.”

“Fear not to push your enquiries, my brother; it is always a pleasure to remove a doubt, or
expose an error. As to the necessity of visible signs on the earth, we are not called upon to
decide; it is sufficient for us that they were ordained in the beginning and have never yet
been abrogated. In the revelation made by Jesus - the question of its completeness we must
be content to waive for the present - visible signs formed a prominent feature to which He
appealed for confirmation of His mission. He promised also they should follow those who
believed, for a similar attestation; His promise was redeemed in the history of the early
Church; such visible signs were intended, and ought to be the witness of the same to-day.”

“Wherein lies the root of these erroneous ideas and misconceptions so far as you
understand them?”

“They have various origins, the first of which is due to the false position into which the
Bible has been forced by claiming it to be the Word of God, a finished and perfect
revelation, instead of taking it at its own value: as containing the Word of God to a specific
people, designed for guidance under certain conditions, and but a fragment of that
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revelation which began in the beginning of man’s existence, and will be carried on to its
close. Jesus wrote no law which was handed to His disciples with a command to keep,
neither did He commission anyone else to do so after His departure. His injunction was to
preach, and that only as the Spirit should give them utterance - that voice of the Spirit
being the continuance of revelation until time should cease, leading His followers into all
mysteries.

“Another source of error arises from the interpretation and re-interpretation of this most
unsatisfactory authority, that it may be made to meet the oft-recurring difficuities due to
scientific and intellectual advancement. Truth, as perceived in one century, has naturally
been outgrown, and become an error in the next, while the struggle to maintain the
authority of the book and adapt its interpretations to the new conditions, caused divisions
and dissensions without number, each of which has expelled the error and engrafted its
own idea of truth, propagated from an undue emphasis of some passage upon which it is
founded, without reference to the many, which others construe into an entirely opposite
claim. Gradually these innumerable dogmas have received a wider sanction - at the same
time the idea that signs and prophecy have ceased has been taught a necessity - until at
length the tradition and authority of the Church has usurped the living word and lively
oracles of God, with the unavoidable result of error and confusion.

“Admitting your position for the sake of the argument, and allowing the probability of
self-interested teachers promulgating error, by concealing certain aspects of truth for base
and unworthy motives, can you doubt that there are many faithful among the people -
earnest hearts who are seeking and waiting for the consolation of the Lord - or explain why
visible tokens of a Divine presence are withheld from such?

“God has never been left without a witness; faithful watchers in the temple have always
kept the lamp of revelation burning, and the oracle alive. History and biography are well
illustrated by such examples - the salt of the earth who maintain the standard and show the
possibilities from which the Church has degenerated - these only emphasise the truth | am
declaring to you, since their experiences are capable of universal extension.

“But where do you find such exceptions to the general rule? They are men and women who
think for themselves - who, catching a glimpse of celestial visions, do not turn away and
consult the opinion of any teacher as to the legitimacy or otherwise of listening to the voice
which calls to them from the cloud of glory, but following the dictates of their own souls
they answer ‘Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth,’ and thus are drawn into that
communion of saints which needs no mediator, seeks the aid of no priest, and is rewarded
by a vision of the true shekinah from which the rended veil of doubt is torn away, bringing
them into the hallowed presence of the Lord.

“With the great mass of religionists, such saints are accounted imaginative, superstitious,
the victims of Satanic delusions, or slightly deficient in mental responsibility. Some few of
the more charitable minded in the Church good-naturedly pity their credulity, and kindly
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endeavour to persuade them to relinquish their folly, but the majority of people, and the
teachers, hold themselves aloof from the blasphemy they speak, and thunder the guns of
warning from the fortresses of tradition against all who lend an ear to the gospel such
oracles proclaim. The faith of the Church is in these traditions of men, not in the living,
ever-speaking God, hence it is no wonder that the days of miracles are past, and men laugh
at the idea of removing hillocks, much less mountains.”

“Surely you do not believe in the literal fulfilment of that promise?”

“There are mountains physical, mental and spiritual,” he replied, “and the latter are quite
as difficult to remove as the former, perhaps even more so - and require equally the power
of God, but it can be done. Have you not just witnessed the removal of mountains of
deformity?”

“I have indeed.”

“How was it accomplished?” he asked. “Not by the assembling together of the great
congregation and singing ‘We can do nothing, nothing!’ as our brethren on earth are taught
to do; they came to work, and that every soul did its utmost was attested by the result.
Before Siamedes offered the invocation, which secured that visible response, he had
assured himself that his and their unaided powers were put forth and exhausted; and being
confident that of himself he could do no more, he invoked the strength which was beyond
and above; and God would have broken troth if He had not honoured such faith. He had
not to detail his desires, elaborate his wish, or discourse on the benefits and glory to
accrue; his cry was a prophetic thanksgiving for the strength he and every soul knew would
be given to them - he was conscious of the fact that his requirements were already known.
Everything which could be done in this hall was completed. and there was a pause in the
service - an interval only to be terminated by Divine action; and the waiting faith of the
multitude captured that action by storm. God had not power to tarry when assailed by such
a force, therefore that sign descended and with it the necessary energy to continue the
work they had so confidently undertaken. It might and should be so on earth, but instead
of healing they inflict most grievous wounds and then send the sufferers here for remedy.”

“They have not the opportunity even if they had the power to do what | have witnessed
here,” | ventured to remark.

“God is too wise and just,” he answered, “to require or expect any man to perform an
impossibility. But in those things which are well within their capacity do men work
according to that rule of faith which you have seem exemplified? Nay verily! Rather,
forgetting that they are called to the high privilege of being workers together with God, as
you have seen illustrated, they have been educated into the practice of doing nothing but
asking God to do it all. When God works for man it is always in conjunction with man; it is
no canon of Divine law that the master shall do all the labour while the servant gives the
orders. When you ask God to lay the corner-stone, you may rest assured that He will wait
for you to get the foundations ready. But the earth idea of the matter is that a man has
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nothing to do but to tell God what he wants and then wait for it to be done, and the
reference | have already made to prayer for food in case of famine, will enable me to show
you how many difficulties they place in the way, even if God did determine to do it all.

Suppose that £10,000 is prayed for to relieve a local distress how is the money to be
provided? We have no gold here; it is evident therefore that it must be acquired by an
overruling providence in connection with the commercial life of one of the petitioners.
Well, the Divine interposition takes place, an abandoned scheme or an unsuccessful
transaction is revived upon improved prospects, and £10,000 more than was originally
anticipated is gained. What is the result? In his commercial circle the chosen agent is
congratulated as a ‘lucky dog,” a ‘remarkably shrewd fellow,” or something of the kind; the
money is banked, the recipient pats himself upon the shoulder, and when he happens to
think about the famine fund, consults with himself, and finally decides to contribute £20.
It is very evident that both God and the poverty-stricken will be robbed by any system of
answer in that direction.

“Now let me suggest another. Suppose our Father determines the money shall reach the
poor direct, and for that purpose commissions some messenger from this life to bear the
gold to the treasurer in propria persona; if, when asked for the name of the donor, he was
to speak the truth, it would not be long before they would be ready to repeat the tragedy of
Calvary for his blasphemy. So you see that God is powerless to intervene, and reveal
Himself to the multitudes, owing to the erroneous ideas which have been fostered and
promulgated by teachers whose authority depends upon the discontinuance of visible
signs.”

“l am sorry to say your argument is only too true; but seeing that this error is the gradual
accumulation of ages, how far are individuals held responsible?”

“Every circumstance influencing an individual, either one, way or the other, is righteously
taken into consideration in the judgment of the mists; but every man is held responsible
for the full and right use of the intelligence with which he is endowed. When one declares
his belief in an unchangeable God who will reward every man according to the deeds done
in the body, he is expected to order his