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The same number contains a spirited little poem, by
Ella Wheeler Wilcox, on Spiritual freedom :—
I care not who were visions back of me,
No shadow of their sins on me is shed.

My will is greater than heredity,
T am no worm to feed upon the dead.

My face, my form, my gestures and my voice,
{'la.v be reflections from a race that was.
But this I know, and knowin%{it, rejoice,
I am myself a part of the GREAT CAUSE.

T am a spirit! Spirit would suffice,

If rightly used, to set a chained world free.
Am I not stronger than a mortal vice

That crawls the length of some ancestral tree ?

By the way, this quaint little monthly has a good deal
changed its character, and is now rapidly becoming an
enlightened exponent of that blend of Spiritualism and
Science which we believe has the future of Theism and
Religion in its hands. It is published at Mayavati,
Kumaon (Himalayas). There are also Berlin and New York
publishers. Why not a London one? Its sub-title is
¢ Awakened India.’

‘The Religion of the twentieth century,” by Mr. Joseph
McCabe (London: Watts and Co.), is a thoughtfully-
reasoned attempt to wipe out the Religion of every century.
It is not Agnostic : it is Atheistic. It says bluntly: < We
are driven to the conclusion that there is no proof what-
ever of the existence of God—whatever meaning be
attached to that term.” That is absurd on the face of it.
What if the meaning we attach to the term ‘God’ be that
Heis ‘the inmost uplifting life of all things,” or ‘the stream
of tendency which makes for righteousness,’” or the force
which makes Evolution a necessity and unconquerable ? Is
there no proof whatever, then, of the existence of God ?
We do not care for these big sponges, however imperturh-
ably they may be moved about the great human slate.
And, after all, they never seem to rid it of God and Life
and Hope and Trust.

This lovely story (from ‘Our Homes and Our Home-
less, U.S.) may not seem to belong specially to us, but it
does :—

‘Here, boy, let me have a paper.’

¢ Can’t. -

‘Why not? You've got them. I heard you crying them
loud enough to be heard to the city hall.

‘Yes, but that was down t'other block, ye know, where I
hollered.’

‘What does that matter ? Come, now, no fooling ; hand
me a paYer ; I'm in a hurry.”

‘Couldn’t sell you a paper on this here block, mister, ’cos
it b’longs to Limpy. He's just up the furdest end now. You'll
meet him.

‘And who is Limpy?
block ?’

“’Cos us other kids agreed to let him have it. You see,
it’s a good run, on ’count of the offices all along, and the poor
chap 1s that lame he can’t git around lively like the rest of
us, so we agreed that the first one caught sellin’ on his beat
should be thrashed. See?’

‘Yes, I do see. So you have asort of brotherhood among
yourselves ?’

‘Well, were goin’ to look out for a little cove what’s lame,
anyhow.’

‘There comes Limpy now.
such friends.

The gentleman bought two papers of him, and he went on
his way down town, wondering Eow many men in business
would refuse to sell their wares, in order to give a weak,
halting brother a chance in the field.

And why does he have this

He’s a fortunate boy to have

We have received from Messrs. Farah, Jamal and
Domian a list of their tours in Palestine, and particulars
of the provision for private parties. They are experienced
and pleasant people, and we have pleasure in mention-
ing them. Their address is: ‘Outside the Jaffa Gate,
Jerusalem.’
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¢ The Higher Law’ is a new and prettily printed little
monthly, edited by Horatio W. Dresser, and published by
G. P. Patnam’s Sons, New York and London. The key-
note is Self-possession and Soul-growth, based of course
upon ¢ Mental Science *:—all refined, consoling, and clean,

This story, told by Sir Edward Russell, is not bad,
especially as it is vouched for by an old lady still living :—

Her great-grandfather once entertained the famous
evangelist, John Wesley, and at that time her grandfather
was a little boy. He was allowed, as a great honour, to come
to dinner, and Wesley patted him on the head at the close of
the meal and asked him what he meant to be when he grew
up. ‘I'm goinf( to be a preacher,’ said the youngster, ¢ there
are always such good dinners when the preachers come.’

TRANSITION OF MISS ANNA BLACKWELL.

On Thursday, January 4th, 1900, there passed into the
higher life from her home in Hastings, Miss Anna Blackwell,
who was in her eighty-fourth year, having been born at
Bristol in 1816. She will be much missed by a large circle
of friends. Miss Anna Blackwell was a woman of large and
active intelligence, and her vigorous mind and ready pen
were constantly active, especially so some twenty years ago,
on behalf of philosophic and progressive thought. As a
teacher and journalist she exercised a wide influence in the
United States, and in France, where (in Paris) she resided
as a newspaper correspondent for forty-two years. She was
a warm ‘ Associationist,” being conversant with the social
reorganisation theories of Charles Fourier, and advocated
co-operative methods as opposed to individual and competi-
tive enterprise. She also became a member of the unfortu-
nate ‘ Brook Farm Community,’ near Boston, Mass., U.S.A,,
and thus showed that she had the courage of her convictions.

Miss Blackwell was a sincere Spiritualist, and was a
subscriber to ‘LicuT’ for many years, up to the time of her
decease. In 1875 the Council of the British National
Association of Spiritualists offered two prizes for essays
upon ‘The Probable Effect of Spiritualism upon the Social,
Moral, and Religious Condition of Society,” the first of which
(£20) was won by Miss Blackwell. She also translated Allan
Kardec’s works from the French, besides writing in the
spiritual Press numerous articles explaining and defending
reincarnation, many years prior to the advent of Madame
Blavatsky. Iorty-seven years ago Messrs. Chapman and
Hall published a volume of poems from her active pen which
illustrate the spirit and aspirations of her life, especially
those entitled ‘The Bishop’s Banquet’ and ‘A Vision—of
human life as it is, and might, and should be.” Miss Black-
well also wrote and translated several works on social
questions, her latest book, entitled * Whence and Whither %’
having been published by Mr. G. Redway so recently as 1898.

LONDON SPIRITUALIST ALLIANCE, LTD.

A CONVERSAZIONE

Of the Members and Associates of the London Spirit-
ualist Alliance will be held in the Banqueting Hall, St.
James's Hall (Regent-street entrance), on Wednesday,
January 24th, at 7 p.m.

The proceedings will, as far as possible, be of an in-
formal character, being devoted chiefly to

Music, SOCIAL INTERCOURSE, AND [LLUSTRATIONS
OF CLAIRVOYANCE.

Admission will be by ticket only. Two tickets will be
sent to each Member, and one to each Associate, but hoth
Members and Associates can have additional tickets for the
use of friends on payment of 2s. each.

Applications for extra tickets must be accompanied
by remittance (Postal Order preferred), addressed to Mr.
E. W. Wallis, Secretary to the London Spiritualist
Alliance, 110, St. Martin’s-lane, W.C., not later than
Monday, January 22nd,
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NOTES OF A PRIVATE CIRCLE.

By ‘V.) Grascow.
L
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In sending you the following Notes, based principally on
some sittings held last winter and spring with Mr. and Mrs.
Coates, at Rothesay, I am compelled to withhold some names,
but this will not make the facts any the less interesting.
Mr. Coates is already known to the readers of ‘LiGHT’ as a
contributor, and he does not conceal his interest in Spirit-
ualism or object to the use of his name in this report. He
is mediumistic, and obtains impressions, both in abnormal
and normal states. At these sittings, however, Mrs. Coates
was the principal medium, and the results were eminently
satisfactory, bearing in mind that neither Mr. nor Mrs.
Coates was conversant with or knew anything of my family
affairs, and that either one or the other—more particularly
Mrs. Coates—gave me, while under impressions and under
control, information which demonstrated that my friends,
including my dear wife, M., who passed over some years ago,
were really in communication with me.

During the winter of 1898-9, I also had sittings with two
excellent mediums, who are automatic writers, but I do not
report what then took place for private reasons ; still, I
think it well Lo mention, as a factor of evidential value, that
some intelligences with whom I had communication through
Mrs. Coates also frequently addressed me through Mrs. B.,
one of these mediums, and the communications confirmed
one another, while presenting the individual characteristics
of the communicating spirit. I may add that Mvs. B.
and Mrs. Coates are not acquainted with each other, and
have never spoken to one another to compare notes, should
that explanation be suggested. The other medium with
whom I sat, is a confidential clerk with a (lasgow firm, in
whose bona fides 1 have the utmost confidence. Mr. and
Mrs. Coates are not public mediums, and the motives and
interests so readily attributed to public mediums cannot be
attached to them ; and I feel deeply indebted for the privilege
of many hours’ converse in their presence with friends who
bave-‘ passed on.’

Long before I had sittings with Mus. Coates, I had heard
of her psychometrical gifts, and tested her power with locks
of hair. My testimony, however, is hardly necessary, seeing
that her powers have already been vouched for by Dr.
Rodes Buchanan, the discoverer of ‘psychometry,” and hy
Mr. W. T. Stead, both of whom have urged her to exercise
them in public. The result of my investigations gave me a
certain amount of confidence in Mrs. Coates’s abilities, and
led ultimately to our first sittings.

I regret that no notes of the earlier sittings were kept ;
but the impression left on my mind was that the spiric
friends had great difficulties to contend with in order to give
personal tests, private information, and proofs of identity,
all of which, however, I received in due course. Some in-
stances I am able to give ; but private matters, interesting
and convincing to myself and friends, cannot, for many
reasons, find their way into print.

A number of sittings were carried out last winter in
Rothesay for the purpose of obtaining, if possible, psychic
photographs, and Mr. and Mrs. Coates, and Herr V.—an
enthusiastic Spiritualist—sat regularly, and when T could do
so, I joined them. We got many curious and abnormal
things and faces on our own plates, but so far no clearly-
defined photographs. The sittings in the dark, when using
the camera, conduced most favourably to the development
of both Mrs. Coates’s and Herr V.s clairvoyance. Mr.
Coates does not claim clairvoyance, but some of these notes
will show that, at times at least, Mr. Coates had impressions
either akin to it or indistinguishable therefrom.

I propose to give but a summary, yet a faithful descrip-
tion, of what took place at each sitting. As a rule we sat in
the light, at a small round drawing-room table, placing our
hands lightly on the top, and many messages were received

in this primitive fashion. Latterly the messages were given
through Mrs. Coates,who passed into either a trance state or
a condition akin to it, in which her features changed, and her
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manner, as well as the messages, partook of the appearance
and the character of the spirit friend controlling her.

There are those who will maintain that telepathy or
thought-transference will account for or explain whatever is
of value in these sittings. If by telepathy it is meant that
the information received, through the table or through the
mediums, was consciously or sub-consciously transmitted by
me to them, and did not come from ‘intelligences of the
other world order,’ I can only say that I do not think the
evidence for that is strong enough. On the other hand, I
think that the evidence of conscious telepathy or thought-
transference from spirit friends through the mediums is con-
clusive. I further believe, arising out of my recent experi-
ences, that if one has patience and sympathy, and does not
put frustrating obstacles and antagonistic manners in the
way, he will get evidence too, of both spirit intelligence and
spirit identity, through suitable mediums, especially at
private circles.

When Mr. David Duguid, the well-known trance painting
medium, gave his first sittings in Rothesay, two or three
years ago, I was invited with a few others to meet him.
During the afternoon, and before the regular sitting,
twelve plates, securely protected in brown paper from the
light, were held by those present, for psychic photographs.
On Mrs. Coates coming into the room, it was suggested that
she and I should hold a pair of plates. While we were doing
so Mrs. Coates commenced to tremble and tears ran down
her face, and then a change took place in her features and
manner, and I saw that she was manifestly controlled by my
wife, M. There could be no mistake, the impersonation was
so perfect. The medium, or rather the control, could not
speak at first, but in everything else it was perfectly clear
who was the influencing intelligence. The effect was so
great that several in the room were moved to tears. Mr.
Duguid said that the spirit which had so successfully
managed to control would doubtless be able to come back
and manifest more fully. Subsequent events proved the
correctness of his surmise. This was the beginning of my
sittings with Mrs. Coates.

Several weeks before the Duguid sitting, I had a com-
munication, by automatic writing, through Mrs. B., my sister,
that my wife, M., would shortly find a suitable medium,
through whom she would be able to talk to me in such a way
as to satisfy me of her presence and continued affection, &e.
At the time of holding the plates, T did not think of this,
except, perhaps, in an unexpressed wish that if it was
possible M. might come on the plates. So far for thought-
transference. M. did not come on the plates, and although
we have been carefully and faithfully experimenting for
months, she has not done so yet. Her control of Mrs. Coates
was the unexpected fulfilment of the previous promise. This
control was all the more interesting, as Mvs. Coates did not
know that I was a widower, and certainly did not know my
wife, what she was like, or anything about her. Yet, under
the influence of an intelligence foreign to her—and not my
intelligence-~the medium took on her appearance and ful-
filled the promise which had been previously made through
another sensitive. This unexpected fulfilment made me realise
that there was ‘something’ beyond my wish in the matter,
and that was the distinct desire and will of M., in whose
companionship I spent too few happy years of married life.
With her are all our children, and both they and she have
made their presence known to me from time to time.

T need not go into the details of the evening sitting with
the Duguids, for they have been already printed in ‘ Licut,
except to say that, during the séance, Mr. Duguid, when
under control, described a little boy standing by my knee,
petting me and looking up in my face. From the age and
the description, it might have been my boy L., but I was
not sure. The physical manifestations were pretty strong
that night. We had the ‘direct voice,” lights, perfumes and
physical movements. During the few minutes we sat in the
dark, before the lights were turned down, I took a piece of
white paper and folded it in a peculiar way, and put it in a
tin box, which was tightly closed. During the physical
manifestations, the box appeared to be whisked up in the
air. It afterwards fell on the table, and when the circle was
breaking up [ was promnpted to pick it up tosee it anything
had been written therein. Onopening the paper 1 found in

.
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the inner folds the words ‘God bless all, L., being the spirit
name of my boy, and this name was unknown to Mr. Duguid
and to the circle. This was the second startling and inter-
esting experience I had that day. Much as I value Mr.
Duguid’s painting gifts, they did not bring home to me the
reality of spirit communion as effectively as this simple
incident.

I am not a test hunter, although I desire and appreciate
tests, which. I gladly take when they come. At the same
time, while treating all mediums with distinct courtesy and
openness, I am very cautious, and in no instance have I
volunteered information or given names which might be
employed to indicate identity. I can also say that neither
Mr. Coates nor Mrs. Coates has, either directly or indirectly,
sought for information concerning myself, family or friends.
That disposes of one ready-made objection. I have to add
that even if I had unguardedly given names and other
information, that could not possibly account for the test-like
character of the communications received ; those, for instance,
which referred to events about to take place and subsequently
Julfilled, or to matters which I did not know were true or
not, till I consulted friends and others, and discovered that
the information given was correct. Names and particulars
have been given at these sittings of which all present were
ignorant, and subsequent inquiry has shown that the infor-
mation thus received must have beeninspired by intelligences
beyond the veil. Of this T will give some striking evidence
in a further communication.

PRESCIENCE—WHAT IS IT ?

By HerLex M. Poorg, 1x ‘TuE CoMING AcE.

Now that telepathy is an assured fact, it is in ovder to
study, and if possible ascertain, the laws which govern fore-
knowledge, prescience, prophecy. Reasoning from cause to
effect along known lines is comparatively easy to a certain
extent. In many cases where the external consciousness
entirely loses the track, the sub-consciousness, that tre-
mendous unmapped potentiality of mind, without difficulty
picks up the dropped stitches along the route and triumph-
antly arrives at correct conclusions.

But what of so-styled accidents ? By what process does
the sub-consciousness follow those details which rise from
side issues, from unexpected stress and emergencies, in short,
from elements which it would not seem possible for the finite
mind to foresee? And, by the finite mind I would include
discarnate as well as incarnate intelligences.

During many years I have been gathering up authenti-
cated instances of such prescience as seems to come under
laws as yet unknown. At least, no adequate solution has
been given, so far as I have learned.

From my storehouse let me present you with a slight
sample. A lady and her mother, both well-known to me,
women of high character and probity, have time and again
related the following circumstance :—

Mrs. Porter—as I will call her because that is not her
name at all—sensitive, refined, retiring, frequently has
impressions of things about to happen, which are unaccount-
able. As it is a characteristic known only to her most
intimate friends, she desires that her name be not made
public.

Some years ago, apparently by chance—though there is
no such thing—by a mere whim, in which I encountered
opposition from my companion, I entered the home of which
she was an inmate. From the acquaintance apparently
casually made, resulted a real friendship. During all that
morning Mrs. Porter had the impression that someone
would call, in whom she would take great interest, and
accordingly prepared herself to meet the unknown—myself.

The story which I have to relate antedates that period
by many years.

Mrs. Porter and a brother, some three years her senior,
were the only children of a gentleman in comfortable cir-
cumstances, living near Providence, Rhode Island. It was a
happy family, and between Jack and Emily existed a tie
unusually strong even for brother and sister. In amuse-
ments, studies, thoughts, and feclings they were as one.
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Each had a flower garden which each tended and loved, the
pride of which were two fragrant white roses. Each had a
saddle horse, and many were the rides they took together.

The gold fever of California had broken out some three
years prior, when Jack, on arriving at age, determined to
seek that El Dorado. In vain parents and sister expostu-
lated. Go he would, and did. The day before the start he
took a last long ride with Emily.

During this ride with much earnestness he talked of the
future. ‘Sister, said he, ‘it is a long trip, and it is possible
I may never return. Should death come to me while I am
away from you, remember one thing. My rose-bush will
begin to wither when I go,—the very day. That will be a
token that I am no longer on earth.” Much more Jack said,
but this warning was repeated again and again. ‘Watch
that rose,” said he. *Letters are a long time in coming from
remote places in California, but the rose will be a sign to
you of my condition.” And the sister, greatly impressed,
promised to care faithfully for the rose, determining that it
should live and flourish.

That was in the autumn. Winter came and went, and
Jack wrote buoyantly and happily. With a small party of
friends he was going back from the coast to prospect among
the foot-hills. Meantime, at the homestead in Rhode Island,
the twin rose-bushes flourished and budded.

Then Emily, to celebrate her eighteenth birthday, went
to visit some friends in New York City. Young, healthy,
happy, no cloud overshadowed her anticipations.

One night, soon after her arrival, a cousin, occupying the
same chamber, heard her moaning in her sleep, ¢ Oh, Jack !
dear, dear Jack, are you gone? Are you gone? How you
are tangled in those roots. You cannot rise. You cannot
breathe! Tt is dreadful, dreadful! Can no one help him?
No ; they can’t find him ; he is gone, gone, gone !’

In vain the cousin essayed to rouse the suffering sleeper.
The family was awakened, a physician sent for. He pro-
nounced Emily to be in the throes of a high fever. In a
deadly coma she lay, unvesponsive to every effort, only from
time to time moaning about poor Jack, and in anguish
because ‘they cannot find him.” All this was supposed to
be delirium.

The fever ran its course: her exclamations subsiding
after saying, ‘ They have found him ; thank God, he is found.’

Upon regaining consciousness several days afterwards,
Emily remembered nothing of her illness, but was plunged
in a profound melancholy from which nothing served to
divert her. The father, meanwhile, summoned to New
York, took her home by slow stages as soon as she was able
to travel.

Meantime, the mother, watching and waiting for the
invalid, discovered that Jack’s rose-bush was dying.
Suddenly, as if swept by fire, its leaves shrivelled. Long
before Emily reached home there was left only a desolate
stalk.

Letters kept coming from Jack, who was hardy and
happy. There were no indications of illness, and the parents
tried to convince Emily that her fears were groundless. She
knew better. To her sympathetic heart had been given the
sad monition that never again, on earth, would they meet.

One day Mr. Porter came up the walk with a letter in
his hand. ‘There, father brings the news of Jack’s death !’
Emily exclaimed.

Sure enough ; the friends of the boy had written the
sad particulars. A boat upset on a swift stream ; all
managed to extricate themselves except Jack. For his body
they sought during three days without success. On the
fourth they found it below the place of overturning. His
clothing had caught to snags in such a way that, good
swimmer as he was, he could not untangle himself. And so
the boy met lis fate.

On comparing the date of the accident with the shrivel-
ling of the rose-tree, they corresponded exactly.

The telepathy existing on the part of the loving sister
can be readily understood. Vibrations can extend across
the continent as easily as across a room, where two minds
are attuned to the same key. But how about the rose-tree ?
It was examined. Nothing had gnawed the roots. By what
occult prophetic power had Jack foreseen what would happen
should his earth life cease !
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IMMORTALITY HERE AND HEREAFTER.

More than once or twice Mr. Thurstan has struck the
key-note (whether consciously or otherwise) of a stirring
movement in Spiritualism, where he says that ¢ we should
prepare on this plane another vestuve to put on in due time
when this vesture of decay shall have been put off” He
does not say that there is one already prepared adequate to
take such a place, but that another vesture should be
prepared. (‘LicHT, November 13th, p. 547, &e.)

This advice is in accord with the highest philosophy and
with the Lord Christ’sinsistence that we must be born again
on this plane to become fit and able for inheritance of the
promises held out and the potency involved in the religious
faith of humanity. The tradition of regeneration runs as a
thread through every religious system, more or less palpably
linking the past, present, and future by an evolutionary
cross, not natural but spiritual, and ultimately integrative of
the soul universally concerned.

Enough has been written and plentifully rehearsed with-
out any more explanatory intrusion of the doctrine here
than is requisite to remind such as have already entered on
the threshold of a new psychical experience, whether by
external observation or more intimately, that a little of
such knowledge is more delusive and unprofitable than none
at all, unless it be rightly directed and improved by a radical
recognition of the principle on which such experience turns,
and by which alone the phenomena appertaining can be
estimated at their true worth and applied conformably.

Not only is a ‘mind to let’ the desideratum, not only a
passive willingness to be instructed by or about the facts
and revelations of the cosmic ether with which we are thus
fitfully brought into conscious or unconscious relation by
whatever means or chance exposure, but we are advised by
the most persistent and aged of all testimony, besirles that
occasionally offering as extant or recent, to seck, find, and
promote that divine Light of Life that can alone lead on
and impart its own inherent perfection to the wayward
correlate that now obstructs its growth.

They who do not believe in the subsistence of any such
Criterion may well doubt aboutits discovery. Pure Idealism
is, however, freely admitted by a Note in this journal
(November 25th, p. 554) to be an interpretation of our
common life, and teaches that the Divine is hidden in the
human and that love is at the heart of the world.

This that is hidden, then, is not therefore the vulgar
reason of mankind, which is indeed, contrariwise, freely
developed, discursive, and by no means restricted in its
range of activities. No, it is the exemplary measure of the
lower intellect that we are advised to seek for, and invite,
and feel after, if haply we may find the suasive force that
lies behind, hidden as yet in our common consciousness, as
Isaiah saw Him (chapter 53)subsisting as a selfless Inference,
rejected by the natural circulation, which is atheistic and
needs reproof. Herein, too, may be recognised the rightful
tenant of the ‘mind to let,” for whom no habitation is pro-
vided in this world unless or until He return and build
anew who created in the first place.

And this takes us shortly back to the starting point of
these remarks, towards a consideration of the spiritual
body that has to be organised here for promotion upon
the gradual demise of the old Sensory, that before conversion
precludes, oppresses and darkens the vital precincts.

‘ That mind, as has been well said’ (‘ LicuT, p. 558), ‘is not
entirely sane which is unzonscious of its limitations. It
is not enough that the mind should be sound as far as it
goes ; it is necessary to real sanity that it should go as far
as it ought! Now to what boundary does this ought refer
but to the imperial measure, the steering apparatus, so-called,
the controlling power that is hidden if not revealed and
with it the insubordination of the self-hood that has to be
conformed ?

Without the entrance of the spiritual searchlight, indeed,
the defect of this" life is not comparatively discernible ;
the law, entering in analytically, as the Apostle teaches
(Romans vii.), makes manifest the ‘body of sin,” exhibiting
itself in every odious guise to the inner sense, so that some
Epicureans, materialists, looking not beyond the moment
present, have narrowly thought self-knowledge to be rather
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an evil to be shunned than sought after ; and others, who
should have known better, have called the process of the
spirit abnormal, whereas it is the very Law of Life that it
should be manifested.

On the actualisation of such a process in this life, more-
over, depends, though measureably, the establishment of
that spiritual body that has been celebrated through all
time ; not as if it were a vesture to be put on and off at
will; but as being inherent to the growth of the ‘new man’
in us. Our inner organism, indeed our natural sensory as
now abiding, is fallacious, devious from birth, and mortal
almost as is the fleshly body that it supports, unless it
repent, and be recapitulated by its Principle while assimi-
lating the pure aliment of sacrificial Love.

So again with regard to the prolongation of life here on
earth, while this is generally treated on either hand as
superfluous, the possibility remwains contingently admitted,
nevertheless ; as of the Patriarchs, for example, it is
declared that had they been so minded they might have
returned to that country whence they came out ; but they
desired, as did the Apostles expressly, a better country,
that is, an heavenly. (Hebrews xi.)

Many, most, if not every, pilgrim, on his path of faithful
progress, has fallen short of attaining the redemptive
promise : but, and notwithstanding, we are assured, and bid
to remember that the work well begun here and faithfully
pursued on the Divine Initials, survives in eternity, to be
completed at home, thereafter passing from glory to glory,
according to the pre-established harmony to which it
belongs. No shoddy reincarnation this, but a new vesture
woven out of the one element by which our mortality
becomes transmuted and swallowed up of life.

Otherwise, on the other hand, if the ethical standard be
despised when found, or is forsaken, the consequences are
declared by the same matchless authority already deferred
to. There are abundant warnings in the Old as in the New
Testament, lest self-inflation should arise out of the abundant
revelation of the inner life, and that tide of ¢ Ego-mania’
set in that by a sort of gnostic impiety swallows up the
divine gift, erucifying in turn, for temporal ends, the salva-
tion offered.

Hence the scruples, the reserve, that partially attend the
setting forth of the doctrine of essential regeneration,
substituting the admission of faith, indeed, for works that
should accompany and hasten the Divine purpose. Yes,
as Dr. Berridge (than whom no one in the present day
should have had better opportunity of judgment) concludes,
¢Man may and must co-operate with the Divine, but it is
jod who initiates the great work’ (‘ Licur,” p. 578).

Nicodemus marvelled because he could not otherwise
conceive of a mystery which lay out of the region of the
sensible and natural, than according to sense and Nature ;
and he was answered, in condescension to his inability, by a
parable drawn from the region of Nature. The spirit has
its natural analogue in the wind, with which it is synony-
mous. The wind is the most nearly similar phenomenon on
this lower plane to the Spirit of God which pervades the
creation, and operates viewlessly through the entire life of
Nature ; as the wind bloweth where it listeth, Z.e., now here
now there, without being subject to limits ; and as its rush
may be heard, although it cannot be determined where it
first began, or how far at a time it may go, or where it may
cease, so it is with everyone that is born of the Spirit. The
Divine accidence is everywhere, while the subjacent faith
appertaining, as it were,a temporal boundary, is nowhere
here below until stirred by contrition, and awakened by
the extremity of human need.

To promote the Divine in man by a convertive assimila-
tion of the self-hood to his Eternal Prototype (which it is
beyond his own power to initiate) is the acknowledged aim
of all religion and of philosophy, properly so-called ; but
Wisdom being yet latent, the love of it is not generally
evolved ; while religion, on the other hand, by its rituals,
disciplines, symbolisms, and devotion, moves the heart move
cogently, and has thus, during former intervals of doubt,
and disorder, been found potent to incline the mediumistic
ethereal intellect, \\'nun(}o(l and passive as it is, to seek,
above all else, and find, the only sane "oundation whereon
it may be built up anew, through sacrifice, “an holy temple

“acceptable to God as is our reasonable service.

‘AN OLp INQUIRER.
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A MESSAGE FOR THE NEW YEAR.

Not without foreboding have the wisest spoken the
customary salutation for the New Year. It is useless to
cry ‘Peace, Peace !’ where there is no peace, or to utter
words of congratulation when the brooding darkness is
gathering around. Truly, the outlook is sorrowful enough,
and the year is big with possibilities of degradation or
disaster.

We are not referring to material interests only, or to
political events ; though these enter into the calculation.
What we have chiefly in mind is a general lowering of the
spiritual standard, a general lessening of ethical values in
all the spheres of human activity. No genuine sensitive
can be unaware of the fact that something has happened
to baffle and pervert the good, and to inflame and urge on
the evil side of man’s nature. We need not deny that good
may or must come out of the evil : it is only necessary to
take note of the fact that the evil, in a very active form,
is here. It is a time of dangerous sensationalism, of huge
selfishness, of violent temper, of bad taste and sordid
ambition. Of course, there is another side to all this ; or
life would be almost unbearable ; but the emanations from
beneath are very pronounced.

At such a time it is our first duty to learn from the
past, to remember along what dark paths the human race
has gone, and what stress of battle against the powers of
darkness it has known, and always as overcomer in the
end, fighting its way to its higher destiny through its sins.
It is always our duty, also, to listen to the prophets of
hope, to recall the ancient words of trust, to remember
how, from the earliest times, the human heart, in its unrest,
longed for the help and guidance of the unseen powers.
The longing for God is as old as the need of Him. The
cry, ‘O that I knew where I might find Him,” trembled
from the lips when tears fell from the eyes. And still
man’s great need is—GoD.

With all their faults and dissonances, the ancient
Hebrew psalms perhaps best bear witness to the truth of
this, as many of our strongest men, from Luther to Glad-
stone, have felt. Mr.Gladstone, in his Essay on the Psalms,
tells us that John Bright declared to him that he would be
content to stake upon the Book of Psalms, as it stands, the
great question whether there is or is not a ‘ Divine Revela-
tion’: and he himself affirmed that, in relation to the
spiritual work thev have accomplished, ¢ there is no parallel
upon earth.’ '

[January 13, 1900.

What then is the deepest and richest note of this
precious legacy from the ancient world ? Beyond all
question that note is ¢ Trust in God,” * Hope in God,” ¢ Rest
in the Lord, and wait patiently for Him.” Like a strain of
heavenliest music, comes this inspired word of good cheer
from the days of old. We may well forego the temptation
to haggle about that word ‘inspired” From the depth
came that cry of hope, not from the height,—from deep
experience, not from want of sharp contact with the rugged
reality. It is the storm-beaten voyager singing his psalm
in the night. Who taught him that song? who so made
man that he could say, ‘Out of the depth have I cried
unto Thee’? We have the answer. God is Spirit, and
the Father of our spirits. In Him we live and move and
have our being: and our call to Him is only the response
following His call to us. The Churches may call it what
they like. We call it inspiration.

What a simple faith it is! What a perfect summary
of true Religion! Alas for poor Humanity ! How came
it that it ever left this sunny road of trust, to wander in
the jungle of fear? The twenty-third Psalm, from onur
spiritual point of view, is of more value than all the creeds
that were ever penned. We say ‘ from our spiritual point
of view’ because it alone gives the thought of God which
is free from the ordinary associations of what we know as
personality. We carry that thought of God beyond all
that is arbitrary in intention and will, and we end only in
perfect law and absolute certainty ; and external to us only
because we are but small parts of the unimaginable whole.
To hope in God, then, is to confide in that which lies at the
base of everything that is, is to know that the Universe
is not only sane, but a harmony from which nothing is
really excluded, however antagonistic it may seem to be.
Faust was right : —

The All-embracing, All-sustaining One :

Say, doth He not embrace, sustain, include
Thee, me, Himself ? Bends not the sky above ?
And ea,rt.h, on which we dwell, is it not firm ?
And over us, with constant, kindly smile

The sleepless stars keep everlasting watc

Call it what thou wilt,—
Happiness, Heart, Love, God.

I have no name for it. Feeling is all.

Name is sound, and fog

Dimming the glow of Heaven.

What, then, is it to hope in God ? It is to go down to
the foundations, and trust the abiding things. It is to
perceive that there is a ‘stream of tendency,” and that this
“makes for righteousness.” It is to be sure that ¢ the end
is known from the beginning,’ to use the phrase which
Isaiah puts into the mouth of Him who says, ‘T am God,
and there is none else.” It is to

Hear at times a sentinel
Who moves abott from place to place,
And whispers to the worlds of space
In the deep night,—that all is well.
But what warrant have we for this? We may admit that
all is not clear. But that is the pathetic condition of all
hope. Yet there are wonderful outshinings of merciful
meanings and far-reaching fulfilments. If there are seem-
ing failures, we may readily set over against them His
manifest successes. And the seeming failures are often
palpable successes in process of achievement.

This, then, is our message for the New Year ; not new
but very old, but all the better and more sacred for that :
¢Hope thou in God!” Not yet have we penetrated into
the secret of the Eternal: not yet seen beyond the veil
which hides the future from the present, the unseen from
the seen: but enongh is here, before our very eyes, to
make it even a great necessity that we should hope in
God.
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