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10 DEATH—AND AFTERWARDS.

body brings an end to the individual. Of these,
the happiest and most useful in their generation
are the healthy-minded ones who are too full
of vigour or too much busied with pleasure or
duty, to trouble themselves about death and its
effects. The most enviable are such as find, or
affect to find, in the authority or the arguments
of any extant religion, sufficing demonstration
of a future existence. And perhaps the most
foolish are those who, following ardent re-
searches of science, learn so little at the knees
of their ““star-eyed ” mistress as to believe those
forces which are called intellect, emotion, and
will, capable of extinction, while they discover
and declare the endless conservation of motion
and matter.

If we were all sure, what a difference 1t would
make! A simple “yes,” pronounced by the
edict of immensely developed science ; one word
from the lips of some clearly accredited herald

sent on convincing authority, would turn nine-
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mournful dungeons! How happy as well as
fair and attractive this planet would become if
1t were not a doctrine, not a theory, not a poetic
dream, but a fact seen and accepted, that Death
arrives, not like “ Monsieur de Paris,” to strip
the criminal, to clip his collar and hair, and lop
away from him life and love and delight ; but
as a mother lulling her children to sleep, so
that they may wake ready for play in the fresh
morning ; as the gentlest angel of all the many
ministers of man, bringing him far more than
birth ever brought ; and leading him by a path
as full of miracles of soft arrangement, and as
delicately contrived for his benefit as is the pro-
cess of birth itself, to heights of advanced exist-
ence, simple, nevertheless, in their turn and order
as are the first drops of the breast-milk of his
mother, and neither more nor less wonderful !
There is no new thing to say hereupon, even
if one should personally and sincerely declare

he was quite sure he had always existed, and
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no logical difference. There is positively not a
single prodigy in the ancient religions but has
its every-day illustration in Nature. The trans-
formations of classic gods and goddesses are
grossly commonplace to the magic of the
medusa, which is now filling our summer seas
with floating bells of crystal and amethyst.
Born from the glassy goblet of their mother,
the young hydrozoon becomes first a free germ
resembling a rice grain ; next a fixed cup with
four lips ; then those lips turn to tentacles, and
it is a hyaline flower ; which presently splits
across the calyx into segments, and the protean
thing has grown into a pine-cone crowned with
a tuft of transparent filaments. The cone
changes into a series of sea-daisies, threaded
on a pearly stalk ; and these, one by one, break
off and float away, each a perfect little medusa,
with purple bell and trailing tentacles. What
did Zeus or Hermes ever effect like that? Does

anybody find the Doctrine of the Incarnation so
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year in the central aisle of the Health Exhibi-
tion at South Kensington, and observed a
graceful English girl lost in momentary interest
over the showcase containing the precise in-
gredients of her fair and perfect frame. There
—neatly measured out, labelled, and deposited
im trays or bottles—were exposed the water,
the lime, the phosphorus, the silex, the iron,
and other various elements, perversely styled
“clay,” which go to the building up of our
houses of flesh and bone. As I watched her
half-amused, half-pensive countenance, the verse
came to mind, “ Why should i1t seem to you a
wonderful thing, though one rose from the dead ?”
Minerals and gases have, so science opines, a
kind of atomic and ethereal life in their particles,
and if we could only imagine them conversing
elementally, how sceptical they would be that
any power could put them together in the coarse
ingredients of that glass case, so as to form by

delicate chemistry of Nature the youthful beauty,
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which you know not, and yet govern, un-
wittingly exercising a perpetual physiological
magic—are tiny golden beginnings of your sons
and daughters to be. You have heard of and
marvelled at Iliads written on films of fairy

thinness, and enclosed within nutshells!

Diviner poems, in infinitely finer characters,
upon far subtler surfaces, are inseribed up{fwn
each of those occult jewels of your destined
maternity ! The history of all the vanished
lives of those to whom, by many lines and
stems, you are the charming heiress—from their
utmost heights of mental reach to their smallest
tricks of habit and feature; from passions and
propensities to moles and birth-marks—are
occultly recorded in the invisible epigraph of
those enchanted germs, to be more or less de-
veloped when the flame on that new altar of
later life, of which you are the sacred priestess,
brings to reproduction such miraculous epi-

tomes.” She would not, and could not, under-
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this matter at all. All the other aspirations of
mfaney, youth, and manhood turn out more or
less, as time rolls, to have been prophecies.
Instincts explain and justify themselves, each
by each. The body foresees and provides for
its growth by appetite; the mind expands
towards knowledge by childish curiosity ; the
young heart predicts, by the flushed cheek and
quickening pulse, that gentle master-passion
which 1t has not yet learned even to name.
There 1s a significance, like the breath of a
perpetual whisper from Nature, in the way in
which the theme of his own immortality teases
and haunts a man. Note also that he discusses
it least and decides about it most dogmatically
in those diviner moments when the breath of a
high impulse sweeps away work-a-day doubts
and selfishnesses. What a blow to the philo-
sophy of negation is the sailor leaping from the
taffrail of his ship into an angry sea to save his

comrade or to perish with him! He has never
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dredging of the Challenger proves, is paved with
relics of countless elaborate lives, seemingly
wasted. The great pyramid is a mountain of
bygone nummulites. The statesman’s marble
statue i1s compacted from the shells and casts of
tiny creatures which had as good a right to
immortality from their own point of view as he.
Moreover, it may be urged, the suicide, who.
only seeks peace and escape from trouble, con-
fronts death with just as firm a decisiveness
as the brave sailor or dutiful soldier. Most
suicides, however, in their last written words,
seem to expect a change for the better, rather
than extinction ; and it is a curious proof of the
surviving propriety and self-respect of the very
desperate, that forlorn women, jumping from
Waterloo Bridge, almost always fold their
shawls quite neatly, lay them on the parapet,
and place their bonnets carefully atop, as if' the
fatal balustrade were but a boudoir for the dis-

robing goul. In regard to the argument of equal
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people try to talk of what abides beyond, in
terms of their present experience. It is true
they must do this or else remain silent ; but the
inherent disability of terrestrial speech and
thought ought to be kept more constantly in
view. How absurd it is, for example, to hear
astronomers arguing against existence in the
moon or in the sun, because there seems to be
no atmosphere in one, and the other is enveloped
in blazing hydrogen! Beings are at least con-
ceivable as well fitted to inhale incandescent
gas, or not to breathe any gases at all, as to
live upon the diluted oxygen of our own air.
Embodied life is, in all cases, the physiological
equation of its environing conditions. Water
and gills, lungs and atmosphere, co-exist by
correlation ; and stars, suns, and planets may
very well be peopled with proper inhabitants as
natural to them as nut-bushes to us, though
entirely beyond the wit of man to imagine.

Even here, in our own low degrees of life, how
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least the idea of space of four and more dimen-
sions. As for time, it is an absurd illusionary
appearance due partly to another illusion, that
of the seeming succession of events, and partly
to the motion of heavenly bodies, so that by
forgetting everything, and by going close to
the North Pole and walking eastwards, a man
might, astronomically, wind back again the lost
days of his life upon a reversed calendar. Such
simple considerations rebuke materialists who
think they have found enough in finding a
““law,” which is really but a temporary memo-
randum of observed order, leaving quite un-
known the origin of it and the originator. Kven
to speak, therefore, of future life in the terms
of the present is irrational, and this inadequacy
of our faculties should guard us from illusions
of disbelief as well as of belief. Nature, like
many a tender mother, deceives and puts off
her children habitually. We learned {from

Copernicus, not from her, that the earth went
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beneath his feet. Maritornes cuts the thong
with lightsome laughter, and the gallant gentle-
man falls—four inches! Perhaps Nature, so
full of unexplained ironies, reserves just as

blithesome a surprise for her offspring, when
 their time arrives to discover the simplicity,
agreeableness, and absence of any serious
change, in the process called “dying.” Pliny,
from much clinical observation, declared his
opinion that the moment of death was the most
exquisite instant of life. He writes, “ Ipse dis-
cessus animz plerumque fit sine dolore, nonnun- .
quam etiam cum ipsa voluptate.” Dr. Solander
was so delighted with the sensation of perishing
by extreme cold in the snow, that he always
afterwards resented his rescue. Dr. Hunter, in
his latest moments, grieved that he “ could not
write how easy and delightful it is to die.”
The late Archbishop of Canterbury, as his
“ agony " befell, quietly remarked, « It is really
nothing much, after all!” That expression of
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much as imagined the kangaroo and ornitho-
rhynchus till Captain Cook discovered their
haunts; how, then, should he conceive the
aspect of angels and new-embodied spirits?
But why should he be sceptical about them
because his present eyes are constructed for no
such lovely and subtle sights? We can per-
ceive how very easily our senses are eluded
even by lower modes of matter. The solid
block of ice, whereon we stood and skated, is
just as existent when it has melted into water
and become dissipated as steam ; but it dis-
appears for us. The carbonic acid gas, which
we could not see, is compressed by the chemist
into fleecy flakes and tossed from palm to palm.
St. Paul was a much better physical philosopher
than the materialists and sceptics when he
declared “the things not seen are eternal.”
But these invisible, eternal things are not, on
account of their exquisite subtlety, to be called

“ supernatural.” They must belong, in an
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to us; that selenium swells to light which is
not felt by our organisation ; that a sensitised
film at the end of the telescope photographs a |
million stars we did not see; and that the
magnetic needle knows and obeys forces to which
our most delicate nerves are absolutely dull ; it
seems within the range, and not beyond the
rights, of the imagination to entertain confident
and happy dreams of successive states of real
and conscious existence, rising by evolution
through succeeding phases of endless life.
Why, in truth, should evolution proceed along
the gross and palpable lines of the visible, and
not also be hard at work upon the subtler
elements which are behind—moulding, govern-
ing, and emancipating them? Is it enough,
together with the Positivists, to foresee the
amelioration of the race? Their ereed is, cer-
tainly, generous and wunselfish; but since it
teaches the eventual decay of all worlds and

systems, what is the good of caring for a race
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a hound, but—rvanity apart—we seem to sit at
the top of the tree of visible earth-life, and
what comes next ought to come for us.” If
there has been a boundless Past leading to this
odd little Present, the individual, it is clear,
remembers nothing. Either he was not ; or he
lived unconscious; or he was conscious, but
forgets. It may be he always lived, and in-
wardly knows it, but now ¢ disremembers;”
for i1t 1s notable that none of us can recall the
first year of our human existence, though we
were certainly then alive. Instincts, moreover,
are bodily memories, and when the newly
hatched chick pecks at food, it must certainly
have lived somehow and somewhere long before
it was an egg. If to live for ever in the future
demands that we must have lived for ever in
the past, there is really nothing against this!
“ End and beginning are dreams ;" mere phrases
of our earthly limited speech. But taking things
as they seem, nobody knows that death stays—
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space ?  What does Nature possess more valu-
able in all she has laboured to manufacture here,
than the wisdom of the sage, the tenderness of
the mother, the devotion of the lover, and the
opulent imagination of the poet, that she should
let these priceless things be utterly lost by a
quinsy, or a flux? It is a hundred times more
reasonable to believe that she commences afresh
with such delicately developed treasures, making
them groundwork and stuff for splendid farther
living, by process of death ; which, even when
it seems accidental or premature, is probably as
natural and orderly as birth, of which it is the
complement ; and wherefrom, it may well be,
the new-born dead arises to find a fresh world
ready for his pleasant and novel, but sublimated,
body, with gracious and willing kindred minis-
trations awaiting it, like those which provided
for the human babe the guarding arms and
nourishing breasts of its mother. Emerson

says so well, speaking of the gentle and ample
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plant now than his re-embodied spirit would
probably then be to his present personality.
Nor does anything except ignorance and de-
spondency forbid the belief that the senses so
etherealised and enhanced, and so fitly adapted
to fine combinations of an advanced entity,
would discover without much amazement sweet
and friendly societies sl}ringil:lg from, but pro-
portionately upraised above, the old associations ;
art divinely elevated, science splendidly expand-
mmg ; bygone loves and sympathies explaining
and obtaining their purpose ; activities set free
for vaster cosmic service ; abandoned hopes and
efforts realized in rich harvests at last; de-
spaired-of joys come magically within ready
reach ; regrets and repentances softened by
wider knowledge, by surer foresight, and by
the discovery that, although in this universe
nothing can be “forgiven,” everything may be
repaid and repaired. In such a stage, though

little removed relatively from this, the widening
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being, but which is cleft in twain by a little fissure we call
lifig: v

“Why is life a problem at all? Why is there no cate-
gorical explanation (of our consciousness of larger life)
necessarily accepted by every sound mind or sane intel-
ligence? Is it not because a scientifically exhaustive
answer cannot be given in the terms oftime and space as
we now realize them? When instead of masters they
become servants, when instead of blank prison walls they
become open doors and pathways, shall we not enter a new
mental world, though one firmly linked in continuity with
the present ?

“We need to translate the facts of physical nature into
those of moral, mental, and spiritual nature. We need to
repudiate with abhorrence the whole machinery of magic
and sorcery and wnnatural prodigy which we have con-
founded with that which is most natural, most healthy or
holy—most sound and whole ; that which is to our mind
and conscience what the brain is to our physical structure
—its director and its interpreter.

“ Most truly Mr. Arnold says that the highest must
belong to the lowest in an unbroken chain. And we are
often rebuked by finding the highest type of beauty and
fitness in the most despised or ‘lowest’ of microscopic organ-
isms or even particles. On the other hand, the visible is not
necessarily ¢gross’ except in the sense of coarse-grained—
large in scale: our whole region of sense-perception may

represent but one fibre of the tissue of consciousness,
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undying reality which is conveyed alike through sounds,
black marks, &c., or events; through the acts of an in-
dividual equally with the narration of such acts, and most
of all, with the conception of them. That veality, that
substance, that precious and eternal treasure, is the Mean-
ing, the Object, the Gist of all we know as facht; timeless,
spaceless, yet energetie, creative, fruitful. Z7%s is the
reality of revelation spiritual and material,—and more,
Divinely Natural ; this is the reality of the Divine in the
Human proclaimed through incarnation; the heavenly in
the earthly, the holy and wholesome nature in both.

“ Finally, this is the underlying quality of ¢ phenomena’
which gives and includes all that makes them worth ob-
servation, classification, interpretation, application. This it
is which transforms all that is presented to our conscious-
ness—whether as things or laws or occurrences—into arii-
culate language ; showing us the universe of ‘mind and
matter,” energy and motion, as one vast Message of Order
and of Life.

“ Do we ask what difference it would make if we realized
that in the very nature of things there can be no ‘funda-
mental basis ;’ that there is no permanent fixity anywhere
in relation to us except in a secondary sense ; that the very
notion out of which the metaphor sprung depends on what
we now know to be false ; that its real origin is the primi-
tive idea of the earth’s being immovably fixed and settled
on a Base or absolute foundation? Why, surely, this:

“We have all to learn alike that what seems to us like the
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the perceptions of the lower orders of animals. That our
notions of the universe have been so vastly enlarged by the
mere invention of astronomical instruments is enough in
itself to suggest the possibility of further and infinitely
greater enlargement. To our bodily senses, no doubt, and
to physical science, which is limited by them, human
existence seems to end with death ; but if there is anything
in our nature which tells us, with a distinctness and per-
sistency equal to those of our sensible perceptions, that hope
and responsibility extend beyond death, why is this assur-
ance not as much to be trusted as that of the bodily sense
itself? There is apparently no ultimate criterion of truth,
whether physical or moral, except our inability, constituted
as we are, to believe otherwise ; and this criterion seems to
be satisfied by a universal and ineradicable moral conviction
as well as by a universal and irresistible impression of sense.”

And, farther on :

“We are enjoined, sometimes with a wvehemence
approaching that of ecclesiastical anathema, to refuse to
consider anything which lies beyond the range of experi-
ence. By experience is meant the perceptions of our bodily
senses, the absolute completeness and finality of which, we
must repeat, is an assumption, the warrant for which must
at all events be produced from other authority than that of
the senses themselves. On this ground we are called upon
to discard, as worthy of nothing but derision, the ideas of
eternity and infinity. But to dislodge these ideas from our
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“The argument appears to me to place in its strongest
form the moral presumption in favour of a continued
existence. It is Butler's Analogy purified from the
‘supernatural,’ and brought into harmony with Science.
It still leaves on my mind the difficulty, which is per-
haps insuperable, of balancing this moral presumption—
strengthened confessedly by natural analogies—against the
physical evidence at hand of man’s individual destruction,
and the negative evidence—or rather negation of evidence
—as to the existence of any other state of being. All
experience is against attaching much weight to the mere
want of evidence, and I would certainly allow a moral pre-
sumption to weigh more than a mere negation.

“This presumed, how are we to sum up the argument?
That there may be a future life, the article establishes
beyond doubt. Does it make it equally clear that it is
probable there 7s one? It disposes of the illusion of dis-
belief : does it substitute for it (as Mill thought) the pre-
sumption that a future continuance of life is more likely
than the annihilation of intelligent beings?

“The thesis would be much strengthened if we were per-
mitted to reason on the probability that purpose underlies
the things that are seen. Teleology has been abused, but
I think it cannot be wholly set aside, and the force of the
analogy is immensely increased if this world be part of a
system of things having some intelligent end in view. We
cannot answer the inquiry—¢Why preserve matter and
motion, and not consciousness and intelligence ?'—and the
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as to the future may be an essential condition of it, as our

natural ignorance is to the development of the intellectual
faculties.

“ While physical science leads without question to agnos-
ticism, I think you have shown that there are moral and
intellectual reasons (backed by extremely forcible material
analogies) which restore the presumption that a future life
is possible, and even probable.”

The point here alluded to, the educational and
evolutionary action of our perpetual ignorance,
our endless curiosity, our ceaseless effort, has
truly much value. It struck Virgil in the same

strong light, even as regarded agriculture :

“ Pater ipse, colendi
Haud facilem esse viam voluit, primusque per artem
Movit agros, curis acuens mortalia corda,
Nec torpere gravi passus sua regna veterno.”

How many exquisite devices of Nature are
carried to fulfilment in thedark ! In how many
ways she coaxes her children of all the kingdoms
to her ends, by softly misleading their instincts !
It 18, indeed, almost like high treason against

her scheme to try to persuade men that death
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1it. Thus many will sympathize with Horace

when he says :

“Quid sternis minorem
Consiliis animum fatigas?”

And also with Omar the Potter writing :

“Ah Love! Could thou and I with Fate conspire
To grasp this sorry scheme of Things entire
Would we not shatter it to bits, and then,
Re-mould it nearer to our Hearts’ Desire ! ”

The chief object of these pages, however, is to
suggest that all such complaints are not merely
1dle, but foolish ; that all our fears are needless,
and not one single human hope, expectation, or
aspiration is half great enough, or glad enough, or
bold enough ; that the secret of the Universe is,
after all, an open one, like that of the earth’s mo-
tion, or any other tardily-made intellectual disco-
very illuminating the perpetual fact that “things
are not what they seem.” We fear death, but may
perhaps find it agreeable, interesting, and coming

just at the right time, whenever 1t comes. For
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that the dimple upon every man’s and woman’s
upper lip was imprinted there by the hand of
God, who, in creating all human flesh, whispered,
“Itis well 1” but pressed His finger upon our
mouths to prevent us telling each other what
we know. And therefore, since poets have the
instinct of insight, and see without eyes, it isno
wonder to find a modern man like Walt Whit-
man, who has praised the joys of our life of sense
so fluently and heartily, singing of the approach
of death as he does in the tender dithyrambs
which occur in ¢ The Passage to India,” musical
words of faith and fearlessness with which these

pages shall be embellished.

“DEATH CAROL.
“ (fome, lovely and soothing Death ;
Undulate round the world ; serenely arriving, arriving,
In the day; in the night, to all, to each;
Sooner or later; delicate Death.,

¢« Praised be the fathomless universe ;
For life and joy ; and for objects and knowledge curious;
And for love ; sweet love. But praise! praise! praise!
For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding Death.

























































