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PUBLISHER'S INTRODUCTION.

In Presentmg these “Letters From the
Spirit World,” the publisher thinks he is
filling an important niche in the literature -
of Spiritualism. Carlyle Petersilea was
a most remarkable medium, and his
writings have always met with the cor-
dial approval of Spiritualists generally.
There is a peculiar fascination in all his

-~ works, that interests and instructs, and
leads one to.a higher -plane of thought.
These “Letters From the Spirit World”
aré the crowning-triumph of his career
asia medium, and they are presented
with confidence in theif ‘uplifting and
entertaining qualities.
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beautiful truth by the side of error, and let the observer
and student discover the difference between the two.

.In the book which I wrote, called “The Discovered
Country,” I gave you a detailed account of the first few
months of my life and experiences here in the celestial
world. Having now been a resident within this world for
twenty years, I certainly can tell you much more than I
was able to at that time; still, all that I then wrote you is
true, and now I shall add to that the experience of twenty
years.

But first I would like to tell you a little about our
friend Robert. His experiences and mine were not at all
alike, for no two souls can tell precisely the same story.

When I was born into the celestial world, my father
and mother received my spirit, although they concealed
from me the fact that they were my parents, and accom-
panying them was the other half of myself, the comple-
ment of my own soul—all three unknown to me at the
time. All who have read “The Discovered Country” will
remember the account; but our friend Robert was received
by a multitude of disenthralled beings, with loud acclaim
and waving banners. These people, together with their
banners, were real and visible to his sight, and upon these
banners were words, sentences and emblems, for everyone
who bore aloft a banner, his or her soul had become disen-
thralled of an error—in other words the herculean arm of
our friend Robert had struck a chain from off them, let-
ting their souls go free, and thus the host met him with
banners and huzzas.

At first he thought he had fallen asleep and was dream-
ing, not krowing he was free from the body, and really he
was not at that time when the vision first struck his spirit-
val sight, but gradually things took permanent shape and
clearness. The colder his earthly body became the
brighter and bolder the celestial scene was to his sight;
and presently he was able to read many of these banners.
As T was present myself, I will tell you what was upon
some of the most striking of them.  “Welcome to the
TLand of Hope, Dear Bob;” upon another, a large star
glittered brightly, and beneath were the words: “A Star is
a Real World, and Hope is as Real as the Stars;” upon an-
other, “Hope On, Hope Ever,” and beneath these words
a circle: “Have you found the end of the circle, dear
brother,” and yet another, the symbol of the cross, an ex-
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act representation of a cross with Jesus nailed to the tree,
together with the words, “I die that you may live.”
obert’s eyes took on a wide expression as they rested
on this sym{)ol, for he was intensely surprised. 'The
standard-bearer came and stood directly by him.

“Wouldst know the meaning of this symbol, Robert?”
he asked. “You have said in the past, ‘When I die.” Tis
dead, dear friend, and You live. I die, that You may
live. The body of man is his crucified savior, for if his
body never died his spirit could not go free.” Upon an-
other banner a blazing fire, representing Hades, and the
words, “Burn up the Chaff and Preserve the Wheat,” and
a beautiful spirit escaping from the charred form of a
man within the flames. Upon another, a serpent, a wo-
man, and the tree of life.

“Oh, I never believed that garden of Eden story,” mur-
mured Robert, and neither did I, but now I do. It was
an ancient symbol, and its meaning—a woman represents
life, for through her or the female element, life comes
into being. * The serpent represents the beginning of wis-
dom. At first wisdom is low and crawls on its belly upon
the earth; but, as the ascending ages roll on, wisdom be-
comes a beautiful woman, knowing good from evil, for
she has eaten of the fruit of knowledge of both good and

vil, or rather, life was at first ignorant, but at last wise.
<She only not gives life to man but shares equally with him
n wisdom and knowledge.) She also being first in spirit-
ual wisdom is the first to pluck the fruit of knowledge and
give him to eat thereof, and the spiritual voice, or their
own spiritual wisdom, which is called the Lord God,
called to them in the restful part of the day, saying:

“Now thou hast reached an altitude where thou hast
sufficient wisdom. Go forth and till the soil that thou
mayest live above the beast, for thou art now one of us,
or one with the angels or spirits. Go forth and till the
soil that thou mayest eat and be clothed.”

And they went forth, the man and his wife, or other-
wise, men, together with their wives and families. The
old Hebrew version is plural and not singular. All this
came upon Robert like a flash of light. He looks at me
now, sayin% :

“I wish I had studied the Bible more, until I had ob-
tained a key to the hidden meaning of the old Scriptures,
as well as the more modern New Testament. But, as I
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did not, I will do so now. It is wisdom and knowledge
I want, and will have.” : v
. :I'here were many other banners, but we will not stop

to describe more of them just now. ,

It is not my intention, dear Carlyle, to write of Inger-
soll’s private reception by his more immediate relatives.
This, as yet does not belong to the world in general.
Whenever I speak of him, or he herein speaks for himself,
it will be in connection with his public work, his uni-
versal thoughts, and such truths as he may wish to give
to the lower or earthly world in general; and he now says:

“I, Robert G. Ingersoll, am now ready to give a portion
of my experience in the spiritual or celestial world.”

You remember, my dear son, at my last writing, I had
vigited the sun of your earth and the various planets com-
¥osing that system. I had also met the so-called Christ.

" had talked with Aristotle, and other eminent men, in
their day on earth. I had also been joined to the other
half of myself. Now, after all this, you would naturally
suppose that I would soar away to countless other worlds;
but, the fact is, they are so numerous and countless that
at length I wearied of so doing, feeling somewhat as a
child might who begins to count the grains of sand on the
seashore and finds it an impossible task, so gives it up and
turns its attention to that which it is able to do. I found
that the work which lay nearest to my hand was to be-
come acquainted with the laws governing, not only the
celestial and spiritual world about me, but those which
governed the earth from which I had come—the earth
whereon I had been born and passed some sixty odd years
of material life—and the inner voice, or the voice of the
Lord, plainly said to me: Franz, your work must be for
the benefit of the earth you have left; in fact, you must
not, leave it. There is a great natural law which compels
the spirits to work, each for the earth it has left, and the
spirits must live and work for these earths, until there is
no further need of their care. This, after all, is really
more pleasing to me than visiting countless other worlds
that I have no especial interest in, for the countless mill-
ions of worlds are something like the grains of sand on
the shore, and I do not care to fritter away my time sail-
ing aimlessly about without chart, rudder or compass.

After I had sailed about among other worlds I wearied
of them and returned and joined a company of progressed
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beings, who, as fast as they discovered great natural laws,
set themselves to the task of impressing the brains of sen-
sitive persons within the body, that the earthly world
might grow in wisdom and consequently be better and
happier. I wish it here to be distinctly understood that
all progressed angels are joined to the other halves of
themselves—the true male and female forming the angel
—for all that I wrote you in my former works regarding
this law is true. I shall not enter largely into this great
natural law, for I do not wish these letters to be a reitera-
tion of my former works, but give new truths, new laws
not mentioned in those books; I say new laws, new truths,
but I mean lately discovered by me and others like me.
The laws are without beginning and without end for all
things exist in circles, and circles have neither beginning
nor end. '

I shall not speculate about anything, but everything re-
lated in these epistles will be absolute facts known posi-
tively to myseliP and other angels who have reached my -
altitude. Thousands on the earth-plane may differ from
me and think they know more than I do, but a fact is a
fact and will remain regardless of all differences.

Now one of the first facts which I shall herein state is
that a spiritual being forgets nothing that ever transpired
in his life on earth—no, not the smallest detail, but quite
the contrary. He even remembers every thought he ever
evolved, everything which ever met his eye, every sound
he ever heard, every sensation he ever felt, every being he
ever came in contact with; all are stored in his memory, to
be unrolled like a scroll whenever he so desires; not one
little thought or event is in the least blurred or indis-
tinct, but as clear and bright as the noonday sun on one
of the sunniest and brightest of days.

Now, how do I know?

I know because it is a fact within. my own individual
consciousness. I know because I am a spiritual being,
freed from the earthly or material body, and because I do
remember all that ever transpired in my earthly life, even
to the smallest, most minute detail. All this I may not
be able to give through the dull brain of one who i8 yet
within the form of flesh and blood, but that does not
alter the fact of my own memory. .

When one talks, as one supposes, most learnedly, and
a8 one thinks, most philosophically about vibrations—
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Eﬁgher vibrations—that one forgets there are other laws
onstantly stepping in, or counteracting the vibratory
law. The great law that steps in to counteract the vibra-
tory law is the law of photography. When a thought or
thing is once photographed on the spirit of a man, woman
or child, it is set there forevermore, throughout eternity.
Spirit is composed of something more than vibrations
and is governed by every law pertaining to the universal
whole. Even stalks and stones retain the images, or im-
pressions of all that has ever passed before them within
the range of the shadow cast upon them; and the day is
not far distant when many will know how to reveal these
photographic pictures, and if the impression, or in other
words, the memory of all which has ever transpired be-
fore the insensible rocks, woods and walls, are to be repro-
duced when man shall have attained the requisite knowl-
edge, what can be said of the immortal, intelligent spirit
of ma:;ﬁ : T
More6ver, the ethereal atmosphere is a vast reservoir or
storehouse—one grand picture gallery of all that takes
place on the earth, and when one throws aside the mate-
rial body he can read all that ever has taken place in past
ages, all pictured with greater distinctness and more viv-
idly than when they actually transpired on the earth.

These pictures are not stationary, but they are moving as
if endowed with life, and you of earth are just beginning
to grasp this law, but, as yet, very crudely to what will be
attained in the future. If even the ether retains every-
thing within its memory—as one may call it—think you
the spirit of the immortal ego will forget?

{:NO! We do not forget—from the least to the greatest,
all remain indelibly stamped upon the soul of man for-
ever and aye. The angel takes cognizance of all that
ever was, or is, or ever shall be. One might as well say
that God forgets. Who can imagine God forgetting any-
thing? and are not the eternal spirits but drops within
the Eternal Spirit of the whole which is God? Now,
my friend Robert, who stands by my side waiting his turn,
laughs long and heartily as he saysé

“Let me speak a word here, if you please. T have not
forgotten that I was called by many, Bob; or old Bob In-
gersoll, the Infidel.” :
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LETTER NUMBER TWO.

Our vibrating philosophers may say, “Ah, but the pho-
tographer must depend on the vibrations of light.” Very
true. 1 admit that fact, at the same time the image is
pinned there on the plate and it takes many years of
earthly time to dim or wipe it out.  If this is true of
earthly photography, what shall be said of the photo-
" graphic pictures of eternity?

My friends, they are as enduring as eternity itself. If
the spirit of man is eternal and immortal, the pictures im-
pressed by time within his soul are also eternal and im-
mortal. , :

Think of a mother passing into the celestial world and
forgetting the babes she has left behind. I am not a
mother, but I am a father, and I could no more forget my
child, left on earth, than I could forget my own existence.
And, now my friend Robert smiles benignly as he says,
while raising his hand upward, “When I forget my wife
and children, then let me become oblivious to all things—
let me forget heaven itself and all I have learned of im-
mortality since I left them. Left them, did I say? Not
I. Not I. Dears, I am only behind the curtain, that is
all. I am standing here by this good friend, just now,
learning how to control this medium to write—watching
him to see just how he does it, for I want to write a book
myself as soon as these letters are finished. So don’t
mind if I put my fingers in his pie occasionally. We are
good friends and he is perfectly willing I should do so.

uppose 1 do put in a plum now and then? All the
better.”

A few more words on this subject and I will leave it.

If the soul of man forgets everything connected with
his life on earth, where is the wisdom of his having lived
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on earth at all? Why need he have toiled up through the
material if all the lessons he has learned, by thus toiling,
are forgotten as soon as he leaves it—morenver, what
would he be worth as a spirit? Certainly his spirit would
be idiotic—a perfect blank—no memory of anything that
ever transpired and, consequently, no knowledge of any-
thing—empty shell—a mere shadow—not knowing as
much as a new-born babe. But, thanks to higher laws,
such is not the case. Man’s spirit is a receptacle, a vast
store-house, and not the slightest thing goes to waste.
His soul makes use of everything which is stored within
himself. The economy of nature is wonderful indeed,
for not even an atom can be lost within the great whole—
not a thought or an incident fades, disappears, or is lost.

The ethereal atmosphere is the essence of refinement
and endureth forever. It is the essence of beauty and
- fadeth not. One incident more and I am done with the
subject for the present.

Carlyle, my dear son, you remember a time, in the past,
when you came very near drowning.  As you lost con-
sciousness of your watery surroundings, or was fast be-
coming oblivious to them, the panorama of your whole
life passed like a flash before your mentality, even to the
minutest detail—things you supposed long forgotten, be-
came clear and distinct.

This was owing to the spirit becoming partly disen-
gaged from the body. You were seeing and remember-
ing as spirits see and remember, and if you had been
wholly disengaged from the body, and your soul had
really entered the celestial world, these visions, and this
memory would have been as vivid and bright as the beau-
tiful celestial world is brighter and more vivid than the
earthly world. So, dear friends, one and all, do not
alarm yourselves by the thought that you will forget any-
thing of your earthly life on entering the celestial sphere.
No doubt many who have led evil and wicked lives would
like to forget, but this is not vouchsafed to them, for here
the worm of remorse dieth not and the fires of memory
are not quenched. “Yes,” says Robert, “you will find a
hell here, sure as fate. I was mistaken about that hell.
The fires of some of these hells are pretty hot I can tell
you. I have my hand on the head of a poor wretch this
moment, who has crawled to me for relief from his burn-
ing, for a drop of water cannot quench his thirst or cool
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his parched iongue. This spirit, here crouched beneath

my hand, was a libertine and a drunkard, and he is burn-

ing—burning within the flames of his desires that water

cannot. cool, and to indulge them is but to feed the flames
-into raging fury. : o

“Poor wretch! His hell is so hot he has crawled to me
for relief.

“‘Bob,” he says, ‘you told us there was no hell and so I
said to myself, ‘There is no hell. I can do as I like.
Death ends it all, and I shall soon be dead. Life has
nothing for me, and I don’t want to live. So I poured
the liquor down and debauched myself as much as possi-
ble, and here I am Robert, and I swear you are somewhat
to blame for my condition.’

“My friends, if weeping tears of blood could do me any
good, I would try to shed them. Not only do I remember
all, but this man remembers as well and now reproaches
me. Am I guilty or not guilty? Answer me, my soul,
and my soul replies:

““Robert, thou art gnilty!  Behold the consequences
of error—in other words—ignorance. You said, ‘I don’t
know,” when it was your business to find out. What
would you think of a lawyer pleading a case, and con-
tinually saying to the judge and jury, ‘I don’t know any-
thing about this. I don’t know—1I don’t know?”  The
judge would be justified in reprimanding you sharply and
saying to you ‘Go and find out—make yourself acquainted
with the details of the case before you stand here talking
to me and this jury, trying to clear the defendant, con-
stantly telling us you don’t know—you don’t know! You
ought to be sentenced for not knowing.’

“Well, friends, here am I and here is some of my work.
What shall I do for this man? It won’t do now, to say,
I don’t know, for he has told me and I do know. Great
God! and I was so well satisfied with my life! Man—
man! Tell me what I can do for you. Shall I say to
you, as one of old said to the woman of Samaria, ‘Go and
sin no more?” I know of little else to say to you—and
the man clings to my garments and weeps. Perhaps your
tears will cool your spirit.

“Ah! who is this lovely angel coming toward us? Your
mother, do you say? Oh, my friend, she may be able to
help us out of our difficulty. . .

“0! I am ashamed to look my mother in the face,” and
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he covers his face with his hands, to shut out the lovely
vision, still crouching at my feet; but the mother presses
forward; she lifts her son to his feet. ‘Look at me, dear
boy,” she says in silvery -accents. ‘I have not forgotten
thee. I have thus far, been powerless to save thee, but
now I will snatch thee like a brand from the burning,’
and she gently leads away his shivering, cowering form.
“My friends, there is a heaven and a hell after the death
of the body, for the soul of man is immortal. Yonder
wretch is in one degree of hell and I am in another. This
hell may be the hottest, but the worm that dieth not is
gnawing briskly at my vitals and all this is memory—
memory of that which transpired on earth. Why, my

friends, without memory, a man could not be a thinking,

immortal being; he would be nothing but a shade. I
know that we have grass, flowers and trees here, but, of
course, they are but thoughtless shades; very beautiful in
themselves, but devoid of memory and intelligence.”

My dear Carlyle, Robert G. Ingersoll, when in the body,
wanted proof of a future life. So did I. His thoughts
and mine were very much alike, as you are well aware, and
now that he is here in the celestial life with me, we are
very much attracted to each other. There is a great cor-
respondence between his life line and my own, although
I preceded him to this life some twenty years or more.
As I have already said, my surprise was very great on
finding that I still lived after the death of the body. I
had not heard as much of Spiritualism at the time of my
departure as had Robert. I think if I had I should have
given it much thought; but it is positive evidence that
the earthly world now needs more than anything else.
The great universal cry is “Proof! Give us proof;” and
the proof will soon be forthcoming. Every member of
. every church in your land wants proof. - an

“Q, that we could know positively,” is the one great,
wailing cry. That is why the fakirs and frauds are reap-
ing a rich harvest. They pretend to give this proof.
There are those through whom proof can be given. '

Now, I should like to give this positive evidence to you,
my son. All the fathers and mothers this side of life
want to do the same. Friends here desire to tell their
friends there all about themselves. Children here want
to tell their parents on earth of their.life here. All who
have lived and toiled for the good of mankind in general,

—— ey
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want to tell those in the earthly world that they still live
and still work for the good of all.

The great cry of earth is, “Tell us of the other life;”
and the great cry here is, “O, we want to tell you about
ourselves.”

Now when things have come to a pass like this, one can
no more stop the results than one can stop the waves of
the ocean, or the wind from blowing, or the sun from
shining, or the rain from falling; but, if Spiritual beings
had memory of earth and the former lives there, the
earthly world might cry forever and the cry remain un-
answered. Natural Jaw does not work in this way. Tf
there is a want, or a cry representing a want, there is, and
always must be a corresponding supply or answe: to the
want or cry.

A child cries for nourishment. It is a natural want of
its being; and the mother’s breast is there, filled with the
requisite supply to the want; and all nature works on this
plan. There is no exception to the rule.

Man could not desire immortality—the want of a future
life would not be felt within him—if there existed noth-
ing to supply this natural want of his being. Man de-
sires food, and the earth gives him a supply—he desires
raiment, and by a natural law he fashions and obtains it—
and there is no want of his being that cannot find a cor-
responding supply—and after all bodily wants are sup-
plied, his soul cries out for immortality, and the everlast-
ing heavens await him. He loses his dearest friends by
so-called death, and his tearful soul cries out: “Come back
to me, my beloved; tell me if you are happy and content—
do you still love me—do you remember?” and the answer
to his cry is ready and awaiting him, but soul must be an-
swered by soul and through soul and in no other way.
There is no way by which soul can answer soul except by
the exercise of memory. The friend on earth remembers
the friend he has lost—the lost friend also remembers the
friend he has left. The memory of one coalesces with the
other and the two souls are joined to each other once
more through memory and memory alone. But for mem-
ory a mortal nor a spirit could not even have the power to
think at all. A child remembers a former mishap and
has become wiser in consequence. Memory says. “Now
you stumbled here once; don’t do so again.” A child re-
members its letters—also by putting a and b together he
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forms a syllable. All knowledge whatever is obtained by
the use of memory, and the greater the memory the more
knowledge. Take away a spirit’s memory and it would
remain a hollow, drivelling idiot.

LETTER NUMBER THREE.

We will now return to the subject of Evidence.

That which is evidence to one is not to another, so that
evidence must come to each distinct individual, and each
one must have his or her evidence in a different way from
another. One person tells another that he has actually
beheld his father’s or mother’s spirit form; the other re-
plies: “You prohably imagined you did. You think so,
no doubt, but I do not feel convinced that you really did.
I have never seen my father or my mother. Don’t be-
lieve anyone ever saw a spirit; but, I’ll tell you what, my
friend, I believe my father and mother have both written
me messages through a slate-writing medium.”

“A medium!” replies the other. “You were cheated.
Don’t believe a message was ever written without human
hands, on a slate.” And =o it is with every phase of Spir-
itual communication. This very letter, which I and my
friend Robert are writing now, will be doubted.

Many will say: “We don’t believe a spirit or spirits ever
had anything to do with it,” and thus it is. That which
is evidence to one is no evidence at all to another. There
are those who say, “when science proves spirit return to
be true, we will believe,” but what will these do with the
fact, that what science proves to be true one day, some
other scientific law is discovered which counteracts the
first and sets it one side. If science had arrived at all
truth, progress in that direction would be at an end; but,
when all have been convinced of the fact of immortality,
and the return of the departed spirit, in his or her own
way—the way that appeals directly to himself or herself
and forces the truth home to each; then all the world will
be convinced of the great and eternal truth of the com-

)

3
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manion of the inhabitants of the celestial world with
those of the mundane sphere.

My friend Robert, have you a word to say on this im-
portant subject?

“Well, not much, I think; but if I could have seen a
good lively ghost, when I was in the body, I might have
believed my own senses, yet I cannot say that any other
man would have believed me. I thought, at one time,
that when I came to die, I should like to retain my con-
sciousness to the last breath, and tell my secretary, to-
gether with those nearest and dearest to me, all that I
might see, feel, or hear, of the other life, if there were one;
but, when I came to think more about it, I concluded that
most people would say, ‘Oh, he was delirious,” or ‘he was
weakened by sickness—he had been taking opiates,’ and
I now find that would have been precisely what a great
many would have said. It really could have proved noth-
ing, after all. As it was, I did not even have time to tell
my wife that I believed I was dying, much less to tell her
what my sensations were. I now find that mortal lips
cannot speak when the spirit is removed from them, that
mortal cyes cannot see when the spirit eyes are with-
drawn, that mortal ears cannot hear when the spiritual
sensoriuin has escaped, that the mortal heart cannot beat
when the spiritual rhythm has departed. My beating
heart scemed to escape from a shell or prison, flying away
gladly like a bird from its cage; yet that spiritual, iia-
mortal heart never ceased to beat for a moment; the
rhythm, or beating, simply left the body, that was all; just
as my sight left it; and when I had gotten entirely out of
it, it fell like a clod of cold clay to the floor, or would
have done so if it had not been supported by those who
had loved me—Iloved me, but they could no longer love
that sodden thing. I had left my former body, so they
burned it as they should. Lift the veil, dear ones; I am
just behind it.”

The earthly world has never been so far advanced in
true spirituality as at the present day, consequently the
celestial world finds it much easier to communicate with
the dwellers of earth than formerly. If a person cannot,
or will not, receive truth, it may not be forced upon him
by the angels, and even if it were, he would throw it aside
as false, and that is what Jesus meant by the parable of
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the stony ground. Truth cannot find root and grow
when one will have none of it.

My son, you have often asked me the question, “Did
such a person as Jesus Christ ever live on earth?” and I
have invariably answered you in the affirmative. Jesus
of Nazareth did live, move and have a being on earth.
But you say to me: “There are many here on earth at the
present day, who say that no such person ever lived.”
My dear son, such persons are mistaken. But you say,
“Father, how do you know they are mistaken?” and I an-
swer, I, personally, have seen and talked with Jesus of
Nazareth—the Christ. Christ simply means the anointed
one, or one who has been anointed as a priest.

Nothing very wonderful in that fact, is there? You
have been ordained as a minister or teacher of Spiritual-
ism, and are trying to benefit the world in that direction.
Jesus, in his day on earth, did the same. People misun-
derstand you—they also misunderstood him. Words
that you have said have been misinterpreted—miscon-
strued; so were his words, many of them.

I have had many interviews with Jesus of Naza-
reth, have talked with him face to face, hours at a time,
and he has treated me most graciously. I have also met
and conversed with many other great, good and renowned
men who once lived on earth. Is there any good reason
why I should not have done so? My life here would have
been to very little purpose if I had not. I have made a
point of visiting all the great and good men that I had
ever heard about when I lived on earth, and I have visited
'very many others who lived so far back in the remote ages
of the earth, that their names are not known on your
earth to-day. Of these I may speak later on; but it is of
Jesus T would speak now. The questions which are agi-
tating the minds of men at the present period of the
earth’s history are the ones I wish to answer more particu-
larly.

The wrangle seems to be, “Did Jesus live, or did he
not?” and many are at loggerheads over the question. I
do not think that those who think he did not live will be-
lieve me more than they do other spiritual beings who
have said he lived. There are very many spirits here who
do not believe he ever lived, and if he were to visit them
and say, “I am he who was once called Jesus of Nazareth,”
they would say, “We don’t believe it. You are an im-
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postor. You desire to take credit to yourself which does
not belong to you,” therefore what matters it?

Spiritual beings will control mediums and declare
through them that no such person ever lived. These
spirits are, perhaps, honest in their convictions, and,
will not take the trouble to find out; moreover, they are
like many men who are still on earth, they like adulation,
they want to be taken as authority, and some of them get
mightily puffed up with pride and feel that they are great,
very great indeed; but, my son, as I said before, I have
taken very much pains to visit this man of Nazareth and
hear from his own lips his testimony.

But for the great fact of spirit memory I could never
have done this. If there had been a Jesus and on coming
to this world he had been unable to remember anything
about his past life on earth, all would have been to no pur-
pose; and if I, as a spirit, had not remembered all that I
ever heard about Jesus of Nazareth, the very great pleas-
ure of finding him and conversing with him would have
been impossible. But when I met Jesus, he remembered
all about his earth life and was most willing to give me the
information I wanted.

Now I wanted proof that he was that very same Jesus;
and but for memory, I never could have received it. Jesus
called to him some of his former disciples; then he made
me acquainted with many others who had lived at Jeru-
salem during his life there; and, one and all agreed that
this was the veritable Jesus; and, as through many wit-
nesses a thing may be considered established, I am certain
that he was Jesus, and all those whom he and I met ad-
dressed him as that very same Jesus. There was not a
dissenting voice, so I felt perfectly safe in listening to
what he might have to say to me, for bear in mind that I
remember.

I asked this man of Nazareth if he would give me a
private interview—if we could be alone and undisturbed
for a time? He smilingly assented and we were left to
ourselves.

Perhaps, my son, you would like to know first, some-
thing about our surroundings. When I found him he
had just dismissed a large audience of spiritual beings,
and they were now slowly leaving one of the grandest halls
of learning I have ever seen since I have been in this
world. This hall was large enough to hold about one
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thousand souls and appeared to be of the finest white
marble veined with gold. The roof was domed, its color
was pale blue. flecked here and there with fleecy white
clouds. Within this dome a complete system of worlds
was represented—sun, moon, planets and stars. It was
our own sun’s system, Carlyle, my son, and words cannot
give you an adequate idea of its beauty and grandeur.

There were regular seats in this beautiful hall, for spir-
itual beings, when quiet and attentive, seat themselves as
you do on earth. The chairs were apparently of shining
gold, cushioned with red velvet. The windows were of
fretted and stained glass, most enchanting to behold.
There were three marble steps leading up to the rostrum,
the floor of which was covered by a carpet of green plush,
and here and there in its patterns were tufts of violets and
small bunches of roses. The wall of the rostrum was a
half circle with a surpassingly beautiful stained window in
the center of it. I looked at this window in surprise, for
upon it was pictured a crucified savior, nailed to the cross,
and below the cross a representation of Mary with the in-
fant Jesus. A large open Bible lay upon an elegantly
cushioned desk—the desk being of gold and precious
stones. The chair in which Jesus seated himself was, ap-
parently of gold and crimson velvet, and I took another
wherein blue and gold predominated, for he had said, “Be
seated, Herr Franz,” in mild, gracious, silvery accents.

Now I was exceedingly surprised at all I'saw, but not as
much so as I was at many other incidents which had hap-
pened to me since I had joined the heavenly host.

“What wouldst thou of me?” he asked, turning his
luminous, heavenly eyes full upon me.

I caught my breath, for I wanted to ask innumerable
questions, and so I made reply: “I have so many questions.
that I would like you to answer, I hardly know where to
begin.”

I had met this son of man previous to this, but that had
been in an elysian field, where he was seated at table with
many other of his disciples, if not his former ones, they
were his present disciples.

“Suppose,” he suggested, “you begin at the beginning.”

“The beginning of what?” I faltered.

“The beginning of the beginning,” he made answer. |

“The beginning of the beginning? Well,” I said,
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slowly inhaling my breath, “can you tell me anything
about the beginning of the beginning?”

“No,” he made reply, and as his eyes met mine their
magnetlc power was wonderful indeed.

“Then, if you can tell me nothing of the begmmng,
perhaps you can tell me something about God?”’

“Perhaps I might be able to tell you something about
God,” he answered, if you were to.inform me just what
kind of a God you wanted to know about.”

“What kind of a God? Why, it is supposed there is but
one God.” .

“I know nothing about one God,” he answered.

“But you said on earth that you were the only begotten
son of God, did you not?”

“I never did,” he made reply. “I simply said, I and
my father are one’

“Well, even that is a curious saying. You have told
me before what you really meant by that, but I would like
to tell my son, and others, about it once more.’

“I said, I and my father are one, meaning that I was co-
existent with that which had produced me, and as that
which had produced me never had a begmmng it could
have no end. T also said that I should go to my father or
to that which produced me. I did not refer to my earthly
parents in any sense, for I was teaching of heavenly or
spiritual things. I distinctly said my heavenly father.”

“Well, it is Just this point that I should like to know
more about. ~ What did you mean by your heavenly
father?”

“I meant that I originated within the heavens—that
the ﬁrst cause of my being was there and not of the earth
earthy.”

“Did you say that you were begotten of the Holy
Ghost ?”

“I did,” he replied.

“What did you then understand by the Holy Ghost?”

“I understood then, as now, that ghost is spirit, al-
though ghost was not the word I used, but as you do not
understand ancient languages, I will simply say, ghost
means spirit, as the people of earth understand it to-day.
Holy ghost simply means pure spirit.”

“You meant, then, that you were begotten by pure
spirit?”’

“I did. I meant that I—the ego—or the real essence
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of my life—the real cause of my life—was pure spirit; that
I had taken on a material form, through the law of grad-
ual growth, of course, for it is through gradual growth
that all form is taken on. I meant that I came from the
Spiritual world, to return to the Spiritual world, which
was my father, or the first cause of my being. The people
who lived on earth, at that time with me, could not un-
derstand me, for they had no idea of any other than a per-
sonal potentate. I, however, had learned many things of
the Brahmins of India. I had also been a natural mystic
from my birth—and I mean by this what men on earth
mean by sensitive or medium—that is, I was a natural sen-
sitive or medium, that I stood between my father, which
meant the spiritual or heavenly, and mankind in general,
interceding for them, which simply meant praying for
light and truth that it might be given to them.”

“Did you, when on earth, perform miracles?”

“I performed many things which were then called mir-
acles; but the word miracle simply means wonderful—that
which causes surprise or astonishment.”

“Did you heal the sick?”

“I did.”

“Did you raise the dead?”

“I did not. I distinetly said, they are not dead as you
suppose, but sleeping. In the words of your time they
were cataleptic or sleeping an unnatural sleep—in a trance
—and this was true.”

“By what power did you restore them to life and
health?”

“By the power of the spirit or spiritual power, for, I
said, ‘It is not I who do these works, but my father in
heaven who doest these things through me,” and I have
already told you what I meant by my father in heaven.”
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LETTER NUMBER FOUR.

My eyes now rested on the crucifix. “Were you cru-
cified?” 1 asked.

“As you see,” he replied.

“Were you crucified between two thieves?” I again
questioned.

“I was,” he answered.

“Were they with you that same day in Paradise?”

“They were, and their death agonies were equal to my
own; yet, those on earth waste no pity on them. They
were to be pitied even more than myself, for they had not
my hope.”

“Did you appear to the disciples and others, after your
so-called death?”

“I did,” he answered. “I loved them so much and
was 80 anxious they should know my teachings were true,
that I was enabled to show myself to them. I wanted
them to know I had simply left my body but was still
alive and with them; and when I said, ‘I ascend unto my
father,” I meant that shortly I could not be visible to
them for I should be more ethereal or heavenly; for the
spiritualized beings who had met me had told me this;
they were with me at the tlme, but were too ethereal to be
seen by those who saw me.”

“Why do you have this cruel looking picture on the
window?” I asked. “I should suppose you would wish to
forget anything so repulsive and terrible.”

“I could not forget if I would,” he said. “I dislike the
picture as much as you do, perhaps more, but I am called
to this hall often to teach and to show myself to the spirits
yet in prison.”

“ Spmts in pnson 1 asked “That will surprise many
on earth.

“Very true, and those who come to this hall to hear me,
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and others, cannot believe that they are in prison.”

“How s0?” I asked.

“Tirst, I must tell you how this hall was erected and for
what purpose. It appears to you a beautiful building,
dees it not, real and enduring?”

“It certainly does.”

“And yet you are well aware that it is not material ?”

“Certainly; I know that it is a building within the
heavens and not made with hands.”

“And yet it has been created, not by hands, but by
thoughts. You know already, my dear Herr Franz, that
thoughts are real things or entities?”

“Yes, I have long since discovered that to be true.”

“Well, this beantiful hall has been erected by a large
concourse of spiritual beings, as a suitable and convenient
place wherein to teach the spirits yet in prison. Every-
thing about this building symbolizes something else. It
is a hall of marble, which is strong, beautiful and endur-
ing; its whiteness, purity; the gold veining, true worth;
the elegant windows of stained glass in all colors, sym-
bolize that all do not perceive alike; the chairs of gold
signify that all are of worth; the red cushions, that
Eternal Love holds all souls in an eternal embrace; the
three steps leading to the rostrum, symbolize body, spirit.
soul; the rostrum itself, the higher plane from which
spirits or souls look down and give forth teachings to
those not yet arrived at their altitude. The dome with
its revolving planets, we use as symbols to teach many
great truths, and we may have occasion to use them for
your edification, my dear Herr Franz.

“At last we come to the picture that you questioned me
about. The picture means sorrow, agony and death of
the material body, that man may attain to the glories of
heaven, or become an immortal, spiritual being, dwelling
within the heavens or the ethereal world. The woman
and the babe mean that we all must be born into the flesh
before we can attain to wisdom and self-consciousness;
then, from the flesh, to sorrow, agony and death, before
reaching the glorious happiness of self-conscious, wise,
immortal angels, dwelling forever within the ethereal or
celestial world.”

“You spoke of spirits in prison. Perhaps I do not
quite understand your meaning. Will you kindly explain
to me exactly what you do mean by that expression ?”’
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“My dear friend,” he said, “I do not now come in direct
contact with the men of earth, but I teach spiritual beings
who do. Like yourself, for instance. You come in direct
contact with your son who is still an inhabitant of the
earthly sphere. You have come here to me to be taught—
to ask important questions and receive truthful answers.
Many other spirits come here for the same purpose. The
greater part of them having left their mortal bodies, firmly
established in the heliefs taught in the Catholic, Episco-
pal, Presbyterian, Baptist, Methodist, and various other’
denominations, they are still bound in these chains—they
are bound hand and foot—and are in prison; their souls
are dark—they do not understand the truth—they all, to
a man, woman or child, expected to see God directly, and
when they were told that no one had ever seen God as a
male, personal potentate, many could not, or would not,
believe; and they ery out for Jesus Christ—the Savior of
Mankind! ‘If we cannot see God, let us sce Christ—the
beautiful Christ. Jesus lived and died for us. Let us
see him at least,” and when they are informed that Jesus
of Nazareth is within the heavens, their delight knows no
bounds; and when kind friends bring them to this hall—
and other halls like this—for there are many, very many
of them here, they enter, their features take on a satisfied,
pleased and often enraptured expression; theyfeel at home
in a hall like this. It is somewhat like the ones they have
left on earth, and yet exceedingly more beautiful. They
take their seats in silence as of old in the church, and are
ready and eager to hear. This is one of the numerous
ways in which many of the spirits yet in prison are taught,
and as soon as their minds are enlightened they go to their
friends in the mortal life, as you will shortly go to your
son, and tell them that which they have learned, and when
they cannot tell their friends direct, they inspire some
sensitive, or medium, to teach from the rostrums of earth
the same truths which they have thus learned.”

My dear Carlyle, it is well that mediums should be edu-
cated and understand grammar, but because many of
them do not is no evidence that they may not be controlled
by high intelligences. Many of the even very great
spirits who control mediums, never spoke the English lan-
guage at all, and know nothing of its grammatical rules.
Jesus, himself, knew nothing of the English language.

Spirits photograph incidents and thoughts upon the



24 LETTERS FROM THE SPIRIT WORLD.

sensitive brain of a medium; the medium then expresses
the thought in his or her language, which is often un-
cultivated. I, myself, for instance, was a German by
birth and education. No one ought to expect that a Ger-
man born and bred would on all occasions be able to ad-
here strictly to the rules of orthography and syntax of the
English language.

Many complain and say, the spirits do not do them-
selves justice. We beg to differ from them. Spirits have
given through ignorant sensitives about all the world
knows at present of the celestial spheres, thinking it better
to give truth to the world through vulgar lips, than not
to give it at all. Spiritual beings could not give the light
through highly educated people at first, for they were too
well grounded in the ideas they had received with their
education. As I look now to this man of Nazareth, he
says to me:

“I, myself, was a poor, ignorant carpenter, at first, for
carpenters, in my time on earth, were not educated at all.
I afterwards became, with my followers, a fisherman, a
calling even still lower than that of a carpenter. I knew
little or nothing of the rules of my own language in those
days, in fact, I spoke a smattering of two or three different
languages and was not correct in any of them. It is the
thought and not the language that should be considered.”

I will go on with my subject. As the man of Nazareth
sat there together with me, he clasped my hand in his, and
his beautiful eyes rested with interested complacency
upon me—those beautiful, magnetic eyes! I can never,
never forget them. I feel their glance even now, although
this particular interview was many years ago.

“When sensitives say they receive teachings from Jesus,
they are right,” he went on slowly and thoughtfully. “It
may be compared to pouring water down through several
vessels before it reaches earth. Do not think that my in-
terest for the inhabitants of earth has abated one jot or
tittle since I entered this life. My interest is greater now
than ever before. Those on earth may call this my second
coming if they choose. I am able to go to them now with
power and great glory, for I, together with a multitude of
enlightened spirits, do descend to the earth, and they say
truly, it is the second coming of Christ; for the things
which I did, they now do also.”

In my native land, Germany, I was taught to call all
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great teachers Master, so now I address this man of Naza-
reth as Master—or Dear Master—which really here means
nothing more than teacher—great teacher.

“Dear Master,” I said, “I wish I might be able to make
the people of earth understand just how it is here. If I
could it would make them better and happier. I know
many there seem to think we have no objects—no abiding
places—something like as if we were roaming around
through space at will and when they read about this beau-
tiful hall they may not believe it. How can I bring these
truths home to my son and others?”’

Jesus sat in deep meditation for a space:

“My Dear Herr Franz,” he said at last, “I know of no
better way than to state the exact truth about these mat-
ters. Some will believe, others will not. Some on earth
believed me when I was with them, others did not. 1
fear, my dear pupil, that.you will be obliged to bear this
burden even as I did—even as I now do.”

“When I first came to this life,” I said, “I was greatly
surprised to find that animals existed after the death of
the body, just as I did; and, in my book, ‘The Discovered
Country,’ I stated that fact. A howl of derision and dis-
belief came up to me; but, Dear Master, it is a fact, as you
and I both know.” It is just as impossible to destroy the
life of an animal as it is that of a man. Life is life, wher-
ever found, and life cannot be destroyed. The ego within
an animal sees, hears, feels and thinks as does man; he also
breathes and has various organs like those of man.
Strange that man should suppose that he alone was im-
mortal. The animal’s thought may not equal the thought
of man, but that counts for nothing where immortality
is concerned and many on the earth, since that book was
written, have come to know the truth. The earthly world
is fast coming to understand more how it is with us here.
If the people on earth could once understand that there
is no limit to space, that the ethereal world exterids for-
ever and ever, they would see that there is room enough—
and to spare—for all the earthly worlds are capable of
producing. The earths do not endure forever and for-
ever, but when an earth has produced all that it is capable
of doing, it hecomes old and dies, or is disintegrated, re-
turns back into its former elements, what there is left of
it that is not capable of covering spirit with matter.

We cannot get beyond earths and their influences, and



26  LETTERS FROM THE SPIRIT WORLD.

they cannot get beyond our influence. We inflaence
nearly everything that takes place on the earths. Men
get a new thought or a new invention and it is some spirit-
ual being who impresses that thought on his mind. We
progress in wisdom and return and give it to earth’s chil-
dren., We discover great natural laws, we then impress
these truths upon the minds of men, women and children,
that the earthly world may be benefited thereby. The
spiritual essence, or life principle, of all that the earths
produce, lives on forever. The life essence of a tree is
still a tree—a flower a flower—and thus of all natural ob-
jects. Man as a spiritual being rises to a world of spiritual
objects. Man creates homes, halls and temples of learn-
ing on earth; he also creates them here. They first exist in
his mind or spirit as a thought, he clothes his thought
with material substance; these things also exist here
within his soul or spirit, he clothes them with spiritual
substance, they thus become objective and useful to him
and others, as they do on earth.

So in this communication when we speak of houses,
halls of learning, spiritual temples and so forth, do not be
surprised, for we certainly have them. When we speak
of animals, do not think it false, for they do actually live
here as there, in their spiritual forms. How mankind
ever came to believe that animals did not exist in the
spiritual world, is a mystery, certainly; but we think it
rests on a few words found in the Bible, to this effect.

“Can you tell me, Dear Master, the true meaning of
those words—‘the spirit or soul of a man goeth upward,
that of a beast downward?’ ”

“Yes,” he replied with a smile. “I can tell you. Surely
the meaning is this: A man’s spirit is above that of a
beast or animal, his wisdom is above that of every other
creature on earth, consequently his spirit rises above that
of the animal, the spirit of the animal forever remaining
beneath that of man. This is the true interpretation of
that passage in the Bible, and if the former language in
which the books were written had been rendered aright,
such a mistaken idea would not have found lodgment in
the minds of men. Does it not in those same books speak
of beasts in heaven bowing before the throne of God
together with the elders? and were not the prophets—in
other words, mediums—constantly speaking of beasts,
seeing them in their visions, and so forth?”
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“How often do you lecture in this hall, Dear Master?
I desire to come and hear you.”

“This hall is very near to earth,” he replied. “I teach
in many others far above this. When I do speak here I
am obliged to bring my subjects down to the comprehen-
sion of those who assemble here, and they are those who,
as I said, are in prison, bound in the chains of a former
creed, looking with distorted vision on all things spiritual.
Therefore if you were to report one of my lectures to the
people of earth, they might deride you. But we are ac-
customed to derision, are we not, Herr Franz?®”

“You speak truly, Dear Master.”

“There will gather another assemblage here very
shortly. You can remain if you like. I will do the same.
There will be others here who will speak to the spirits in
prison, as well as myself, others far wiser than I am, hav-
ing been in the celestial world for many thousand years.
You may not be able to repeat to earth’s children all that
is said, but many of the truths uttered you will remember,
and will be able to impress upon them, or photograph
them on the brain of a sensitive, or perhaps many sensi-
tives or mediums.”

“Dear Master, one word more before we separate. Tell
me, is reincarnation true?”
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LETTER NUMBER FIVE.

“Is reincarnation true?”

“It is not,” Jesus replied. “It is an error, and there
will be some here assembled who are still bound in the
chains of this ancient superstition.” IIe now looked at
me with his great, penetrating, lovely eyes, intently.

“Can I return to earth and take on the form of a babe
once more? Could I thus waste my acquired wisdom and
my spiritual powers? Surely, my earthly life must have
been in vain if I were to become once more an infant and
toil up again into manhood; moreover, what good could it
possibly do me? Earth is dull and crude, while the
celestial world is filled with wisdom, gladness, beauty and
goodness. I can learn more here in a day of earth’s time
than I could there in a year—it may be in a century.
But, aside from all this: When once an immortal being
is developed from a germ it can by no possible means re-
turn to an undeveloped one, and no developed entity can
ever become an undeveloped one. Natural laws do not
work in that way. Forms constantly arise, but they in-
variably are new, not old ones made over.

“Herr Franz, you and I both know that we could not
become undeveloped germs again.”

“It is said on earth, that some remember a former
reincarnation.”

“They are mistaken,” he replied. “A spirit, or perhaps
various spirits are holding them in subjection, and it is
the memory of these spirits impressed upon the minds of
these sensitives and not the memory of the sensitive him-
self. Children are very susceptible to such apparent
memories, for sensitive children are very early influenced.
I was but a child of twelve years when spiritual beings
first made use of my brain with which to confound the
rulers in the temple. Anything that spirits desired to
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say, they could have said through me at that early age
before my own mind had developed enough to understand
what was being said through my lips.”

I have had many interviews with Jesus since that time,
and I remained to hear his discourse, which was given
shortly afterward. There were two other spirits with
him, at the time, to aid him and corroborate all that he
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