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Clear Horizons

An Adventure in Solving Problems in a Heavenly Way

First Year

( Life goes on without a break,
the thread in a weaver’s loom
is not cut, it simply goes out
of human vision.

Volume 1, No. 4

Immortality—An Easter Sermon
Lyman Abbott

HEN Jesus Christ came
into the world, the faith

in Judaism was a con-

flicting faith. There were the
Sadducees, who did not believe in
any resurrection, any immortality ;
death ended all for them. There
were the Pharisees, who believed
in a resurrection, but it was a far-
off resurrection; the dead dwelt
in a shadowland; they were dis-
embodied spirits. The Hebrew
conception in this respect was not
different from the Greek concep-
tion. There was no activity and no
life apart from the body. They
waited until the resurrection morn.
The bodies, therefore, must be pre-
served, and the greatest pains were
taken to preserve them by em-

balming, that when the time came
for the soul to reassume its life
it could re-enter the body and be-
gin its life again, in some future
resurrection. This was the faith
of Palestine when Christ came to
the earth ; and Christ was thesfirst
one in human history to teach the
absolute continuity of life. I do
not find that teaching either in
pagan or Jewish literature prior
to that time.

This was the message that
Christ brought on this subject:
Life is continuous; there is not a
break; there is not a sleep and a
future awakening; there is not a
shadowland from which, by and
by, the spirits will be summoned
to be reunited to the embalmed
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corpses; life goes on without a
single break. This was the essence
of Christ’s message. It is clear
enough. It is expressed by his
promises. I give unto you, he said,
eternal life; I give it here and
now; it is a present possession.
The eternal life which the Phari-
sees thought was to come in some
final, far-off resurrection, Christ
said, I hand it to you; it is yours
from this moment; you hawve eter-
nal life if you believe in the Son
of God. It is indicated in what
he said to Martha when he came
to the tomb of Lazarus. He said,
Your brother shall rise. She said,
I know he shall rise in the judg-
ment, in the last day. Christ said,
No, you are mistaken; he who
liveth and believeth in me shall
never die; for him who has faith
in the Messiah there is no death;
I am the resurrection and the life.
The believer takes that resurrec-
tion, takes that life, lives on with
an unbroken life. The thread in
the weaver’s loom is not cut, it sim-
ply goes out of human vision.
That is all.

Christ himself is about to die,
and what is his message to his
disciples? Why, this: You think
I am going to disappear, to be as
though I were not. Not at all. 1
go back to my Father, and yet in
going back to my Father I do not
go away from you. I live, my
Father liveth with me. I live with
him, I live with you, I will come

again and make my abode with
you; my life does not break off,
does not carry me away from you,
I continue to be in your presence
and companionship more than ever
before. It is for my advantage
that I should go, for I am going
to my Father; it is for your ad-
vantage that I should go, because
I can serve you better, live more
with you, be closer to you, than I
ever was in the flesh.

This teaching is intimated in the
three resurrections which Christ
wrought. He comes to the maiden
and says, She is not dead, she is
sleeping. He takes her by the
hand and says, Arise! He puts
back the living soul into the tene-
ment. Yes, the tent had fallen
down, and he calls the tenant back,
re-erects the tent, and puts her in
it. He meets the boy borne on
the open bier. The two strange
processions meet,—one with a
jubilant throng flocking after the
Life-giver, the other a mourning
throng flocking after the bier—the
procession of life, the procession
of death. Ie stops them both, and
takes the young man by the hand
and says, I say, Arise! and calls
back the spirit and puts it in the
frame again, gives the boy back
to the mother. He comes to Laz-
arus. The message is the same,
“There is no death ; he is not dead,
he is asleep.” And then when the
disciples do not understand, he
says, He is dead. But at his bid-
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ding they roll away the stone, and
he calls Lazarus, as though to in-
dicate that Lazarus was not be-
yond the reach of his voice, and
the spirit comes back and fills the
body again and animates it.
Lazarus not far off, Lazarus not
dead, Lazarus living and close at
hand.

Finally, he gives it most illus-
trious exemplification in his own
resurrection. He tells them his life
will go on, but they cannot believe
it. When he rises and returns to
the body, or, if you prefer, appears
in a spiritual body to the opened
eyes of his disciples, he gives them
ocular demonstration that he is a
living Christ, that it was not in the
power of Pilate to put him to
death, that the broken heart did
not slay him, that he lived on.

Paul getting his first glimpse of
the risen Christ in the heavens is
always the apostle of the resurrec-
tion, and this is his message from
beginning to end: an unbroken, a
continuous, life. This is the mean-
ing of that fifteenth chapter of
First Corinthians. Not that by
and by the grave will open and the
dead will come forth. Not at all.
Every death is a resurrection, and
the life is independent of this
earthly body. Paul has argued for
immortality, and then he says:

“But some will say, How are the
dead raised? and with what man-
ner of body do they come? Thou
fool, that which thou sowest is not

quickened, except it die: and that
which thou sowest, thou sowest not
the body that shall be, but a bare
grain, it may chance of wheat or
of some other kind ; but God giveth
it a body even as it pleased him,
and to each seed a body of its own.
All flesh is not the same flesh: but
there is one flesh of men, and an-
other flesh of beasts, and another
flesh of birds, and another of fishes.
There are also celestial bodies, and
bodies terrestrial : but the glory of
the celestial is one, and the glory
of the terrestrial is another. There
is one glory of the sun, and another
glory of the moon, and another
glory of the stars; for one star
differeth from another star in its
glory. So also is the resurrection
of the dead. It is sown in corrup-
tion; it is raised in incorruption:
it is sown in dishonor; it is raised
in glory: it is sown in weakness;
it is raised in power: it is sown a
natural body ; it is raised a spiritual
body. There is a natural body,
and there is a spiritual body.”

To make this meaning more
clear he adds: “Flesh and blood
cannot inherit the kingdom of
God.” If the body were to rise,
you would only be back where you
were before. If the body were to
rise, it would be as if the bird
were put back into the egg; as if
the butterfly were put back into
the chrysalis; as if the full-grown
man were put back into the cradle.
If it did rise, it would be a harm,
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not a help. There is a spiritual
body; that is, there is a new or-
ganism for the new function and
the new life and the new condition.
If the flesh and blood could rise,
there would have to be another
death, before the soul could come
into the kingdom of heaven.

Death is a sleep. This is one
of the New Testament figures.
“She is not dead, but sleeping.”
The child is weary with his toil
and sated with his play. The long
shadows fall aslant the lawn, and
the mother, wiser than her child,
goes out and calls him. Fretfully
and reluctantly he comes, answer-
ing her beckoning. He does not
wish to leave his sports, he wishes
still to stay, and she takes him in
her arms and rocks him to sleep,
that she may fit him for new toil
and new happiness on the morrow.
Death is Christ standing at the
door and saying, Children, your
work is over and your plays are
done, and twilight has come; let
me give you rest; and we, fret-
fully and reluctantly answering the
summons, come weeping to the
grave that will give us what he
gives his beloved—sleep.

Death is an exodus. It is said
that on the Mount of Transfigura-
tion Christ spoke of the exodus
which he was about to accomplish
at Jerusalem; it was as a going
forth from a land of bondage to
a land of liberty. The children of
Israel are in Goshen. They are

fed, clothed, housed; but they are
slaves. And when Moses comes
to summon them, they hesitate to
respond to his summons. They
dread the Red Sea and the long
wilderness journey and the ex-
periences through which they must
pass to the Promised Land. But
it is a message of emancipation
and deliverance, nevertheless. We
are here in a land of Goshen; in
bondage to our flesh. Who does
not sometimes feel the limitations
of his body? Who does not some-
times feel as though he could un-
derstand the impatient bird that
wishes to spring from the cage
and fly away? And death is the
voice of Moses coming to men and
saying, “You are to be slaves no
longer; you are to be bound by
your chains no more. The land
of liberty is before you.” Death is
a proclamation of emancipation.
Death is an unmooring. “The
time of my unmooring,” says Paul,
“is at hand.” The ship is fastened
to the wharf; it is lying there
finished. It stands there in the
stays, and the workmen are still
upon it with hammer and saw.
That is what we are in this life.
No man is ever finished. We are
upon the stays where, with saw
and hammer, we are wrought upon
—sometimes very much to our dis-
content—until by a long, slow
process the man is made; and then
when the time has come and God
is ready, he knocks away the un-
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derpinning, and the ship breaks
from its ways out into the element
which we do not understand, but
the element for which God is pre-
paring him. Death is an unmoor-
ing; it launches us into our true,
real element.

Death is home-coming. “In my
Father’s house are many man-
sions.” Christ does not mean that
in heaven there are many different
rooms. What he means is this: in
the universe there are a great many
dwelling-places ; this world is not
the only dwelling-place; you are
not to imagine that life goes on
here merely; in my Father’s uni-
verse there are a great many dif-
ferent dwelling places, and I am
going to prepare a place for you,
that when your time of sleeping,
your time of emancipation, your
time of unmooring, comes, you
may not come to a strange country.
Love makes heaven. And the love

of friends, sanctified, consecrated,
reaching up to love of God, makes
home and will make heaven our
home. Death is a home-coming.

So my message is the old, old
message you have heard so often.
Life is continuous, there is no
break, the flower is not cut off by
the sirocco; the water is not
spilled upon the ground never to
be recovered; the weaver’s thread
is not cut, broken, lost. No! Death
is Christ saying, Come, weary one,
and I will give you rest; Come,
enslaved one, I will give you liber-
ty; Come, immigrant, I will take
you out of the land of your bond-
age; Come, lonely and solitary one,
I will take you to your home.
When we take the mystic ship and
sail across the unknown sea, it
will not be on a foreign shore that
we shall land, but they that have
gone before will troop out to wel-
come us, and we shall be at home.

Indwelling

T. E. Brown

“If thou couldst empty all thyself of self,

Like a shell dishabited,

Then might He find thee on the Ocean shelf,
And say—"This is not dead—

And fill thee with Himself instead.

But thou art all replete with very thou.

And hast such shrewd activity,

That when He comes, He says: This is now
Unto itself—"T'were better let it be:

It is so small and full, there is no room for Me.”



1he Kingdom of God

Francis Thompson

O world invisible, we view thee,

O world intangible, we touch thee,
O world unknowable, we know thee,
Inapprehensible, we clutch thee!

Does the fish soar to find the ocean,
The eagle plunge to find the air—
That we ask of the stars in motion
If they have rumor of thee there?

Not where the wheeling systems darken,
And our benumbed conceiving soars !—
The drift of pinions, would we hearken,
Beats at our own clay-shuttered doors.

The angels keep their ancient places ;—
Turn but a stone, and start a wing!
"Tis ye, 'tis your estranged faces,

That miss the many-splendoured thing.

But (when so sad thou canst not sadder)
Cry ;—and upon so sore loss

Shall shine the traffic of Jacob’s ladder
Pitched betwixt Heaven and Charing Cross.

Yea, in the night, my Soul, my daughter,
Cry,—clinging Heaven by the hems;
And lo, Christ walking on the water
Not of Gennesareth, but Thames!

The Oxford Book of English Mystical Verse, Oxford University Press.

([ The grubs in the pond could no longer
see their brother after he had left
them and become a beautiful dragon fly.

The Parable of the Dragon Fly

Mrs. Gatty

of the Frog when he climbs

up out of the world, and dis-
appears, so that we do not see even
his shadow ; till, plop ! he is among
us again when we least expect him.
Does anybody know where he goes
to? Tell me somebody, pray!”

Thus chattered the grub of a
Dragon-fly as he darted about with
his numerous companions, in and
out among the plants at the bot-
tom of the water, in search of
prey.

The water formed a beautiful
pond in the center of a wood.
Stately trees grew around it and
reflected themselves on its surface,
as on a polished mirror, and the
bulrushes and forget-me-nots which
fringed its sides seemed to have a
two-fold life, so perfect was their
image below.

“I have a curiosity on the sub-
ject,” continued the Grub. “I can
see all of you when you pass by me
among the plants in the water
here ; and when I don’t see you any
longer, I know you have gone fur-
ther on. But I followed a Frog
just now as he went upwards, and
all at once he went to the side of

“I[ WONDER what becomes

the water, and then began to dis-
appear, and presently he was gone.
Did he leave this world, do you
think? And what can there be be-
yond ?”

Suddenly there was a heavy
splash in the water, and a large
yellow Frog swam down to the
bottom among the grubs.

“Ask the Frog himself,” sug-
gested a Minnow, as he darted by
overhead, with a mischievous
glance in his eye. And very good
advice it seemed to be, only the
thing was much easier said than
done. For the Frog was a digni-
fied sort of personage of whom
the smaller inhabitants of the
water stood a good deal in awe.

Still, such a chance of satisfying
himself was not to be lost, and
after taking two or three turns
round the roots of a water-lily, the
Grub screwed up his courage and
approaching the Frog in the meek-
est manner he could assume, he
asked—

“What is there beyond this
world " in a voice scarcely audible
from emotion.

“What world do you mean?”
cried the Frog, rolling his goggle

From “Parables of Nature.” G. Bell & Co. London, England.
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eyes around and around.

“This world, of course;— the
world we live in,” answered the
Grub.

And the Frog shook his sides
with merriment as he spoke.

“Then what is the place you
don’t live in, the ‘beyond’ the
world, eh ?”

“That is just what I want you to
tell me,” replied the Grub briskly.

“Oh, indeed, little one!” ex-
claimed Froggy, rolling his eyes
this time with an amused twinkle.
“Come, I shall tell you then. It is
dry land, something like the sludge
at the bottom of this pond, only it
is not wet, because there is no
water.”

“Really!” interrupted the Grub,
“what is there then?”

“That’s the difficulty,” exclaimed
Froggy. “There is something, of
course, and they call it air; but how
to explain it I don't know. My own
feeling about it is, that it’s the
nearest approach to nothing, pos-
sible. But, as I rather admire your
spirit T will make you an offer. If
you choose to take a seat on my
back, I will carry you up to dry
land myself, and then you can
judge for yourself what there is
there, and how you like it. Drop
yourself down on my back, and
cling to me as well as you can. For,
remember, if you go gliding off,
you will be out of the way when
I leave the water.”

The Grub obeyed, and the Frog,
swimming gently upwards, reached
the bulrushes by the water’s side.

“Hold fast,” cried he, all at
once, and then, raising his head out
of the pond, he clambered up the
bank, and got upon the grass.

“Now, then, here we are,” ex-
claimed he. “What do you think of
dry land ?”

But no one spoke in reply.

“Halloe! gone?” he continued;
“that’s just what I was afraid of.
Dear, dear, how unlucky! but it
cannot be helped.”

And away went Froggy, with
an occasional jaunty leap along the
grass by the side of the pond,
glancing every now and then
among the bulrushes to see if he
could spy the dark, mailed figure
of the Dragon-fly Grub.

But the Grub, meanwhile? The
moment came when the mask of
his face began to issue from the
water. The same moment sent him
reeling from his resting-place into
the pond, panting and struggling
for life. A shock seemed to have
struck his frame, a deadly faint-
ness succeeded, and it was several
seconds before he could recover
himself.

“Horrible!” cried he, as soon as
he rallied a little. “Beyond this
world there is nothing but death.
The Frog has deceived me. He can-
not go there, at any rate.”

The day was declining, and the
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active pursuit of prey was gradu-
ally becoming suspended for a
time; when, as the inquisitive Grub
was returning from a somewhat
protracted ramble among the
water-plants, he suddenly encoun-
tered, sitting pensively on a stone
at the bottom of the pond, his
friend the yellow Frog.

“You here!” cried the startled
Grub; “you never left this world
at all then, I suppose. What a de-
ception you must have practiced
on me! But this comes of trusting
to strangers, as I was foolish
enough to do.

“As it is clear that there is noth-
ing beyond this world but death,
all your stories of going there your-
self must be mere inventions. Of
course, therefore, if you do leave
this world at all, you go to some
other place you are unwilling to
tell me of. You have a right to
your secret, I admit; but as I
have no wish to be fooled by any
more travelers’ tales, I will bid
you a very good evening.”

“You will do no such thing, till
you have listened patiently to my
story,” exclaimed the Frog..

Then the Frog told how he had
lingered by the edge of the pond
in the vain hope of his approach,
how he had hopped about the
grass, how he had peeped among
the bulrushes. “And at last,” con-
tinued he, “though I did not see
you yourself, I saw a sight which

had more interest for you than for
any other creature that lives,” and
there he paused.

“And that was?” asked the in-
quisitive Grub, his curiosity reviv-
ing and his wrath becoming ap-
peased.

“Up the polished green stalk of
one of those bulrushes,” continued
the Frog, “I beheld one of your
race slowly and gradually climbing
till he had left the water behind
him and was clinging firmly to his
chosen support, exposed to the
full glare of the sun. I continued
to gaze, and observed presently,
that a current seemed to come in
your friend’s body, and by degrees,
and after many struggles, there
emerged from it one of those radi-
ant creatures who float through the
air I spoke to you of, and dazzle
the eyes of all who catch glimpses
of them as they pass,—a glorious
Dragon-fly.

“As if scarcely awakened from
some perplexing dream, he lifted
his wings out of the carcass he was
forsaking; and though shrivelled
and damp at first, they stretched
and expanded in the sunshine, till
they glistened as if with fire. I
saw the beautiful creature at last
poise himself for a second or two
in the air before he took flight. I
saw the four gauzy pinions flash
back the sunshine that was poured
on them. Then I plunged below
to seek you out, rejoicing for your
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sake in the news I brought. I in-
cline to the belief that what I have
seen accounts for your otherwise
unreasonable curiosity, your tire-
some craving for information about
the world beyond your own.”

“That were possible, always
provided your account can be de-
pended upon,” mused the Grub
with a doubtful air.

“Little fellow,” exclaimed the
Frog, “remember that your dis-
trust cannot injure me, but you
may deprive yourself of a com-
fort.”

“And you really think, then,
that the glorious creature you de-
scribe was once a—"

“Silence,” cried the Frog; “I am
not prepared for definitions. Go to
rest, little fellow, and awake in
hope.”

The Frog swam close to the
bank, and clambered up its sides,
while the Grub returned to his
tribe.

“Promise!” uttered an entreat-
ing voice.

“I promise,” was the earnest an-
swer.

“Faithfully?” urged the first
speaker.

“Solemnly,” ejaculated the sec-
ond.

His friends and relations were
gathering around him, some of his
own age, some of a generation
younger who only that year had
entered upon existence. All of

them were followers and adherents
whom he had inspired with his
own enthusiastic hopes; and they
would have helped him, if they
could, in this his hour of weakness.
But there was no help for him now
but hope, and of that he possessed,
perhaps, even more than they did.

Then came an earnest request,
and then a solemn promise, that,
as surely as the great hopes proved
true, so surely would he return and
tell them so.

Languid were the movements of
the Grub, as he rose upwards
through the water to the reeds and
bulrushes that fringed its bank.
Two favorite brothers and a few
of his friends, more adventurous
than the rest, accompanied him in
his ascent, in hope of witnessing
whatever might take place above.

From the moment when, cling-
ing with his feet to the stem of
the bulrush, he emerged from his
native element into the air, his
companions saw him no more.

The sun was high in the heavens
when the Dragon-fly parted from
his friends, and they waited
through the long hours of the day
for his return; at first, in joyful
hope, then in tremulous anxiety,
and, as the shades of evening be-
gan to deepen around, in a gloomy
fear that bordered at last on de-
spair. “He has forgotten us,” cried
some. “A death from which he
never can awake has overtaken
him,” said others. “He will return
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to us yet,” maintained a few who
clung to hope.

On the morning of the third day,
one of the Grub’s favorite brothers
came sailing into the midst of a
group who were just rousing up
from rest, ready to recommence
the daily business of their life.

There was an unnatural bril-
liancy about his eyes, which shone
as they had never done before. He
said to them: “I feel that I am go-
ing to my brother, wherever that
may be, either to that new life he
spoke about, or to that death from
which there is no return. Dear
ones! I go as he did, upwards, up-
wards, upwards ! an irresistible de-
sire compels me to it. Adieu!”

The Grub rose upwards through
the water. On reaching the brink
of the pond, he seized on a plant
of the forget-me-not and, cling-
ing to its firm flower-stalk, clam-
bered out of the water into the
open air.

Those who accompanied him
watched as he left the water; but
after that they saw him no more.

But the dragon-fly, meanwhile,
was he really faithless as they
thought? When he burst his
prison-house by the waterside and
rose on glittering wings into the
summer air, had he indeed no
memory for the dear ones he had
so lately left? No tender concern
for their griefs and fears? No
recollection of the promise he had
made?

Ah, so far from it, he thought
of them amidst the transports of
his wildest flights, and returned
ever and ever to the precincts of
that world which had once been
the only world to him. But in that
region also, a power was over him
superior to his own, and to it his
will must submit. To the world of
waters he could never more return.

The least touch upon its surface
as he skimmed over it with the
purpose of descent, brought on a
deadly shock like that which, as a
water-grub, he had experienced
from emerging into air, and his
wings involuntarily bore him in-
stantly back from the unnatural
contact.

And thus, divided and yet near,
parted yet united by love, he
hovered about the barrier between
them, never quite, perhaps, with-
out a hope that some accident
might bring his dear ones in sight.

Nor was his constancy long un-
rewarded, for as, after his roam-
ings, he never failed to return to
the old spot, he was there to wel-
come the emancipated brother,
who so soon followed him.

And often after that the breezy
air by the forest pond would re-
sound in the bright summer after-
noons with the clashing of dragon-
flies’ wings, as, now backwards,
now forwards, now to one side,
now to another, without turn or
intermission, they darted over the
crystal waters, in the rapture of
the new life.



([ The ecstasy of the experience of contacting realit}f
is here related in words that will remain a classic

for all time.

Twenty Minutes of Reality

Margaret Prescott Montague

S A CHILD, I was afraid
A of world without end, of

life everlasting. The
thought of it used to clutch me at
times with a crushing sense of the
inevitable, and make me long to
run away. But where could one
run? Life everlasting, eternity,
forever and ever: these are tre-
mendous words for even a grown-
up to face; and for a child—if he
grasp their significance at all—they
may be hardly short of appalling.
The picture that Heaven presented
to my mind was of myself, a des-
perate little atom, dancing in a
streak of light around and around
forever and ever. Of course as I
grew older I threw off this truly
awful conception; yet shorn of its
crudeness and looked at with
grown-up eyes, there were mo-
ments when, much as I believed in,
and desired, eternal life, that old
feeling of “’round again, and
’round again,” would swoop back
upon me with all its unutterable
weariness, and no state of bliss
that I could imagine seemed to me
proof forever against boredom.
Nevertheless, I still had faith to
believe that eternity and enjoyment

of life could in some way be
squared, though I did not see how
it was to be done. I am glad that
I had, for I came at last to a time
when faith was justified by sight,
and it is of that time that I wish
to write here.

Among my readers there will be
those who think that I speak of
something that I either imagined
or made up the whole thing, or else
that it was entirely due to the
physical condition of convalescence.
Others will think that I am telling
the truth, because they too have
seen it. These last will believe that
it was not because I was returning
to health that I imagined all life
as beautiful, but that with the
cleared vision that sometimes at-
tends convalescence I “saw into
reality,” and felt the ecstasy which
is always there, but which we are
enabled to perceive only on very
rare and fleeting occasions.

It is these last for whom I wish
to write. If this clearing of the
vision is an occasional occurrence
of convalescence, then what I saw
is of far more value than it would
be had my experience been unique.

I do not really know how long

From the Atlantic Monthly, May, 1916.
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the insight lasted. I have said, at
a rough guess, twenty minutes.
It may have been a shorter time,
it may have been a little longer.
But at best it was very transitory.

It happened me on the day when
my bed was first pushed out of
doors to the open gallery of the
hospital. I was recovering from a
surgical operation. I had under-
gone a certain amount of physical
pain, and had suffered for a short
time the most acute mental depres-
sion which it has ever been my
misfortune to encounter. I suppose
that this depression was due to
physical causes, but at the time it
seemed to me that somewhere
down there under the anaesthetic,
in the black abyss of unconscious-
ness, I had discovered a terrible
secret, and the secret was that
there was no God; or if there was
one, He was indifferent to all hu-
man suffering.

Though I had hardly re-estab-
lished my normal state of faith,
still the first acuteness of that de-
pression had faded, and only a scar
of fear was left at this time.

It was an ordinary cloudy March
day. I am glad to remember that
there was nothing extraordinary
about the weather, nor any unusual-
ness of setting—no flush of spring
or beauty of scenery—to induce
what I saw. It was, on the con-
trary, almost a dingy day. The
branches were bare and colorless,
and the occasional half-melted piles

of snow were a forlorn gray rather
than white. Colorless little city
sparrows flew and chirped in the
trees, while human beings, in no
way remarkable, passed along the
porch.

There was, however, a wind
blowing, and if any outside thing
intensified the experience, it was
the blowing of that wind. Here, in
this everyday setting, and entirely
unexpectedly, my eyes were
opened, and for the first time in
all my life I caught a glimpse of
the ecstatic beauty of reality.

I cannot now recall whether the
revelation came suddenly or gradu-
ally; I only remember finding my-
self in the very midst of those won-
derful moments, beholding life for
the first time in all its young in-
toxication of loveliness, in its un-
speakable joy, beauty, and impor-
tance. I cannot say exactly what
the mysterious change was. I saw
no new thing, but I saw all the
usual things in a miraculous new
light—in what I believe is their
true light. I saw for the first time
how wildly beautiful and joyous,
beyond any words of mine to de-
scribe, is the whole of life. Every
human being moving across that
porch, every sparrow that flew,
every branch tossing in the wind,
was caught in and was a part of
the whole mad ecstasy of love-
liness, of joy, of importance, of
intoxication of life.

It was not that for a few keyed-
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up moments I imagined all exis-
tence as beautiful, but that my in-
ner vision was cleared to the truth
so that I saw the actual loveliness
which is always there, but which
we so rarely perceive; and I knew
that every man, woman, bird, and
tree, every living thing before me,
was extravagantly beautiful, and
extravagantly important. And as I
beheld, my heart melted out of me
in a rapture of love and delight.
A nurse was walking past; the
wind caught a strand of her hair
and blew it out in a momentary
gleam of sunshine, and never in
my life before had I seen how
beautiful beyond all belief is a
woman’s hair. Nor had I ever
guessed how marvelous it is for
a human being to walk. As for
the internes in their white suits, I
had never realized before the
whiteness of white linen ; but much
more than that, I had never so
much as dreamed of the mad
beauty of young manhood. A little
sparrow chirped and flew to a
nearby branch, and I honestly be-
lieve that only “the morning stars
singing together, and the sons of
God shouting for joy,” can in the
least express the ecstasy of a bird’s
flight. I cannot express it, but I
have seen it.

Once out of the gray days of
my life 1 have looked into the
heart of reality; I have witnessed
the truth, T have seen life as it

really is—ravishingly, ecstatically,
madly beautiful, and filled to over-
flowing with a wild joy, and a
value unspeakable. For those glori-
fied moments I was in love with
every living thing before me—the
trees in the wind, the little birds
flying, the nurses, the internes, the
people who came and went. There
was nothing alive that was not a
miracle. Just to be alive was in it-
self a miracle. My very soul flowed
out of me in a great joy.

Besides all the joy and beauty
and that curious sense of impor-
tance, there was a wonderful feel-
ing of rhythm as well, only it was
somehow just beyond the grasp of
my mind. I heard no music, yet
there was an exquisite sense of
time, as though all life went by
to a vast, unseen melody. Every-
thing that moved wove out a little
rhythm in this tremendous whole.
When a bird flew, it did so because
somewhere a note had been struck
for it to fly on; or else its flying
struck a note; or else again the
great Will that is Melody willed
that it should fly. When people
walked, somewhere they beat out
a bit of rhythm that was in har-
mony with the whole great scheme.

Then the extraordinary impor-
tance of everything! Every living
creature was intensely alive and in-
tensely beautiful, but it was as
well of a marvelous value. Whether
this value was in itself or a part
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of the whole, I could not see; but
it seemed as though before my
very eyes I actually beheld the
truth of Christ’s saying that not
even a sparrow falls to the ground
without the knowledge of the
Father in Heaven. Yet what the
importance was, I did not grasp.
I had a feeling that it was in some
way different from the importance
I had usually attached to life. It
was perhaps as though that great
value in every living thing was not
so much here and now in ourselves
as somewhere else.

For those fleeting, lovely mo-
ments I did indeed, and in truth,
love my neighbor as myself. Nay,
more : of myself I was hardly con-
scious, while with my neighbor in
every form, from wind-tossed
branches and little sparrows flying,
up to human beings, I was madly
in love. Is it likely that T could
have experienced such love if there
were not some such emotion at the
heart of Reality? If I did not ac-
tually see it, it was not that it was
not there, but that I did not see
quite far enough.

And all the beauty is forever
there before us, forever piping to
us, and we are forever failing to
dance. We could not help but dance
if we could see things as they really
are. Then we should kiss both
hands to Fate and fling our bodies,
minds, and souls into life with a
glorious abandonment, an extrava-

gant, delighted loyalty, knowing
that our wildest enthusiasm cannot
more than brush the hem of the
real beauty and joy and wonder
that is always there.

This is how, for me, all fear of
eternity has been wiped away. I
have had a little taste of bliss, and
if Heaven can offer this, no eter-
nity will be too long to enjoy the
miracle of existence. But that was
not the greatest thing that those
twenty minutes revealed, and that
did most to end all the dread of life
everlasting. The great thing was
the realization that weariness, and
boredom, and questions as to the
use of it all, belonged entirely to
unreality. When once we wake to
Reality—whether we do so here or
have to wait for the next life for
it,—we shall never be bored, for
in Reality there is no such thing.

Perhaps some day I shall meet it
face to face again. Again the gray
veil of unreality will be swirled
aside, once more I shall see into
Reality. Sometimes still, when the
wind is blowing through the trees,
or flowers, I have an eery sense
I am almost in touch with it. The
veil was very thin in my garden
one day last summer. The wind
was blowing there, and I knew that
all that beauty and wild young
ecstasy at the heart of life was
rioting with it through the tossing
larkspurs and rose-pink canterbury
bells, and bowing with the fox-
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gloves; only I just could not see
it. But it is there—it is always
there—and someday I shall meet it
again. The vision will clear, the

inner eye open, and again all that
mad joy will be upon me. Some
day — not yet perhaps — but some
day!

Unity
George William Russell (“A.E.”)

One thing in all things have I seen:
One thought has haunted earth and air:
Clangour and silence both have been
Its palace chambers, Everywhere.

I saw the mystic vision flow

And live in men and woods and streams,
Until T could no longer know

The stream of life from my own dreams.

Sometimes it rose like fire in me
Within the depths of my own mind,
And spreading to infinity,

It took the voices of the wind:

It scrawled the human mystery—
Dim heraldry—on light and air;
Wavering along the starry sea

I saw the flying vision there.

Each fire that in God's temple lit
Burns fierce before the inner shrine,
Dimmed as my fire grew near to it
And darkened at the light of mine.

At last, at last the meaning caught—

The spirit wears its diadem;

It shakes its wondrous plumes of thought
And trails the stars along with them.

From the Oxford Pook of English Mystical Verse, Oxford University Press.

( A Nobel prize winner gives a scientist's
reasons for belief in life after death.

Why 1 Believe in Immortality

Arthur H. Compton

]I " AS science anything to say
about immortality? I am
convinced that it has. Not

in the sense, of course, that physi-
cal fact can be detected by instru-
ment and scientific law, established
by deduction. But it speaks in
support of faith, and faith in God
and immortality may be a thor-
oughly scientific attitude.

Science is eternally in search of
truth. That involves faith in the
existence of truth, in its discover-
ability, in our capacity to ascertain
it, and, in a measure at least, to
comprehend it.

Faith? Scientists live by faith,
it may be said, much as religionists
do.

The scientific attitude does not
mean the rejection of an unproved
hypothesis. Scientists know that
accepted principles or laws of
science are subject to modification,
even rejection, as additional knowl-
edge is obtained.

It is an accepted method of
science to use “‘working hypo-
theses” as bases, even though they
may not have been proved.

As I have pointed out in my re-
cent volume, “The Freedom of
Man,” it is entirely justifiable to

put faith in a scientific principle
when tests reveal that its applica-
tion leads to correct or at least to
useful conclusions.

Science offers no support of im-
mortality as a demonstrable physi-
cal fact, but it does validate faith
as a procedure. And it clears the
way for philosophical, moral and
religious reasoning, which alone
can afford a basis for the accept-
ance of the conviction that life con-
tinues after death.

And to the believer it offers
what he may legitimately consider
corroboration. Let us look to that.

Few scientific men today defend
the atheistic attitude. The more we
learn about the world in which
we live, the less the probability
that it is a product of chance.

Never yet has there been ade-
quate refutation of the argument
that design in the universe pre-
sumes an Intelligence. Evidence
points to the existence of a Be-
ginner, a Creator of the universe.

A physicist's studies and experi-
ments lead him to believe this
Creator to be an intelligent Being.

From a biological point of view,
the studies cause one to conclude
there is an Intelligence back of all

From This Week Magazine, Copyright 1936 by the United Newspapers Maga-

zine Corporation.
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earthly things, leading to a defi-
nite end or conclusion.

The intelligent God has an inter-
est in and relation to man. And it
is reasonable to assume that He
would be interested in creating a
being intelligent like Himself.

We move on, then, to God’s in-
terest in man. May we not ven-
ture to make the assumption that
a benevolent and intelligent Crea-
tor should take an active interest
in the conscious beings He has
placed on our earth?

I can see only one answer.

It is an inspiring setting in
which we find ourselves. As we
recognize the greatness of the pro-
gram of nature which is unfolding
before us, we feel that we are a
part of a great enterprise, in which
some mighty Intelligence is work-
ing out a hidden plan. .

A lofty, religious concept? Yes.
And not unscientific. Consider
this statement of prominent Ameri-
can scientists, recently issued:

“Tt is a sublime conception of
God which is furnished by science,
and one wholly consonant with the
highest ideals of religion when it
represents Him as revealed
through countless ages in the de-
velopment of the earth as an abode
for man, and in the age-long in-
breathing of life into its constitu-
ent matter, culminating in man
with his spiritual nature and all
his God-like powers.”

What can we say, if we accept

March

this view, with regard to the de-
struction or discontinuance of con-
sciousness or personality in coin-
cidence with physical death? In
other words, what is immortality?

Conscious life is apparently the
thing of primary importance in the
world scheme, and the thoughts
of man, which have come to con-
trol so great an extent of the de-
velopment of life on this planet,
are perhaps the most important
things in the world.

On examination of evidence it
appears that correspondence be-
tween brain activity and conscious-
ness is not complete. My conclu-
sion that thinking is partly divorced
from the brain suggests, then, the
possibility of consciousness after
death.

Let us look at it from a little
different angle. If freedom of
choice on the part of man is ad-
mitted, as many leading scientists
do admit on the basis of indeter-
minism, then it follows by the
same line of reasoning that one’s
thoughts are not the result of molec-
ular reactions obeying fixed physi-
cal laws.

For if they were, his thoughts
would be fixed by physical condi-
tions and his choice would be made
for him. Thus, if there is freedom,
there must be at least some think-
ing possible quite independently
of any corresponding cerebral
process.

On such a view it is no longer
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impossible that consciousness may
persist after the brain is destroyed.

William James held the view
that the brain transmits the
thoughts to the body, where action
occurs, the thought itself originat-
ing in the consciousness. He recog-
nized that during life thought
needs the brain for its organ of
expression; but this does not ex-
clude the existence of thought in-
dependent of the brain.

This concept would set up the
brain as an agent similar to the
detecting tube in a radio receiving
set. Obviously, without it no
music could be heard. But does
destruction of the tube imply de-
struction of the musician whose
song is from afar?

Kant thus observes:

“The death of the body may in-
deed be the end of the sensational
use of our mind, but only the be-
ginning of the intellectual use. The
body would thus not be the cause
of our thinking, but merely a con-
dition restrictive thereof, and, al-
though essential to our sensuous
and animal consciousness, it may
be regarded as an impeder of our
pure spiritual life.”

If conscious persons are the goal
toward which nature is working
and organisms but the servant in
the fulfilment of the vast and noble
plan of a benevolent Creator,
physical death is but an incident in
the process.

May we turn now to a biological

parallelism. Biologically speaking,
life, whether it be an apple seed or
the germ cell of man, is essentially
continuous and eternal.

The apple may decay, but the
seed grows into a new tree, which
flowers and begets new seeds. The
fruit and the tree will die, but there
is eternal continuity of life in the
cells which develop from seed to
tree, to flower to seed, over and
over again.

We focus upon the fruit or the
tree, the hull that surrounds the
living germ, and because they die
we conceive that life is destroyed.
But contemplation reveals the
eternal process of life.

As thought is superior to organ-
ism, and, we believe, outlives it,
may we not also logically say that
continuity of consciousness, mind
or soul, may be presumed from the
essential eternality of the germ
cell ?

In the field of light we find
another illustration of the thought
of immortality of consciousness.
Science says the earth is constantly
bombarded by rays started on their
way millions of light years ago. By
the spectroscope we even discover
the kind of elements that gave off
the light.

It matters not that the source
of the light has been shut off or the
light put out. The rays, once start-
ed, never stop. Put the flame under
the open sky and its rays stream on



