ALRIL 18, 1915,

£ ——

v ——
v —

g

/'L/A
A | {ﬁ %!
i {[‘{l D?a@:’

i ’jw, i g
Ml o4

F OB E

By M. J. Marshall,

The Germap appears to be not
merely without reverence for the past,
hut also without hope for the future,
In his blind rage he has destroyed in
the Gothic cathedrals and churches of
France and Belgium some of the nobl-
est monuments wrought in stone of
man’s hope of immortality.’

No one can look on these buildings
without feeling a sense of the rever-
ence . and - hope which inspired the

© great meditaval builders. They are
enduring witnesses of the victory of
the spirifual over the material, of a
faith which triumphs over . death.
Wae see the same intense earnest long-
ing for immortality. in the many
chantry. chapels in our own country,
where tho-Mass was constantly offer:
cd on behalf of those at rest, and the
duty taught of remembrance of the
faithful departed.

It ig much to be regretted that the
Reformers, in their fear of the Roman
teaching of purgatory, should have
swept away the whole of this beauti-
ful side of Christian teaching, with
its two fruitful ideas: the close con-
nection between this life and the next
and the sense of mutual help that
the one may still afford the other.

Little that is helplul on this teach-
ing of immortality bas come to us
since the Reformation until almost
within our own lifetime. Maurice,
Kingsley, above all Browning — &0
cxtraordinarily in advance of his

' {ime—revived  again the interest in
immortality, and made it a “reason-
able hope.” The hope of immortality
today is above all yeasonable.  The
{dea of a sudden launching of the
soul into an ternal doom, or into a’
sudden splendour of bliss for which
it is totally unprepared, has gone from
us. Our conception of a future life
is more vague and defined less and
less in materlal terms, and therefore
more consonant with what we know.
“It doth not yet appear whht we
shall be." ;

Where all is uncertain, “seen In &
mirror darkly,” we may yet conjoct-
uro that life as'be ag closely con-
Leoted with the prasont; as close a3
& ‘lower to the bund. For in thiuking
0° eternity we must 1ke one 5439 Ri
a time, or the minl Lecomes buwil:
dered, ' and d vl rather on guality
thun duration; os we value Ufe not by
lensth of dayy, but by the height that
{« reavhed in tha allotted time. Jowett
writes in his introduction to the
“Phaedo’: “First of all *haia is the

_thought of rest il freedom from
pain; they have gond hule, ds {he
common saying is, and the cores of
this world touch theonm - no more. Hen:
ondly, we may imagine them as they
were at their oest and brightest, hum-
bly fulfilling tholr daily round of du-
ties—selfless, child-tike, 'moffected by
the world; when the cye was single
and the wholg body scemed to be full
of light; when tho mind wus clear

Gud saw inty the iceves of God.
Jaiully, we may thin' of then us oy
sossed by a great love of ‘Gol awnd
man, working out His will at a fur

ther stage in the divine pilgrimage.

And yet we acknowledge that these

are the things which eye hath not
seen nor eur heard and therefore it
hath not entered into the heart of

[({‘r $ h"l

man in any sensiblc manner to. con-
celve them. Fourthly, there may
have heen some moments in our own
lives when we have risen above our-
selves, or been consclous of our truer
selves, in which the will ‘of God has
superseded our wills, . ... These
precious moments, if we have ever
known them, are the nearest ap-
proach which we can make to the
idea of immortality.”

We may believe, moreover, that no
true link is snapped: our prayers are
as valid, as helpful to their welfare
now, as agreeable to the Divine Will
as when they werc at our side or
across the sea, and their prayers may
even now be sending us help and
strength unsought. Theng there is a
conception of probation, of growth
and development, couceivably through
unfiiitbered ages,- under a rule of
Perfect Wisdom, Perfeet Love: wbich
begins with a holiness ‘which ‘Myers
defines as “a joy tou high as yet for
our enjoyment, a wisdom Jjust beyond
our learning, a rapture of love which
wo still strive to attain.”  This life
is realized tc be a kind of apprentice-
ship:

“Here work cuough to watch

The Master work , and catch

Hints ».the moper craft, tri s of the
to s truc play.”

To Plale immortality was @ contiou-
oy growth in knowladgy toreugh
s2eees 5~ lives until the gou! is at-
tained. 1o the “Pbaedo” ie writey:
“The sanl whkes nothing  with
oxcept ber cducatiou.”

Since St. Paul and Plalo hotk agree
that it is the invisible which alone is
real, and the visible—all w: see ot
tcuch—shall ckange and pass away.
for them earth is tho dreaw, heaveu
#1360 the veality:

Y.
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" Al we hyve willed, o houped, or
dreamwd of gooud soall exist;

Seh it sewblance, but itsett.”

£¢ when we think of th¢ men who
Nus e gond f*um us, ol i3 o Linger the
teatures wo loved, or the hands we
clasped, that we thiak of now, but of
thelr dauntless souli, their hope and
faith that never wevered, their cour-
age that at the last sypreme moment
conquered death. To such we mag
apply Pompllia’s words:

“Through such souls; alone,
“God stooping, shows sufficient of His

light
For us 1’ the dark to rise by. And I
SRR LA

'Thus death becomes a pasélug from

a world of shadows, to the supreme
reality. I am not sure that Brown.
ing would strictly Lold that—

“Lite, with all it vields of joy and
woe,

Is ‘just our chance o' the prize of
legrning love--

How lave might be, hath been indeed,
and is.”

But, rather, as Plato teaches us, and
Plotinus, and &t Augustine after
him, that there is a ladder or uscent
of the soul in love ug in all heauti-
ful, eternal things, pagsing from bod-
ily to spiritval, and from spiritual to

_soul_into_the hands . of
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LIFE APTER DEATH--SOME EASTER REFLECTIONS
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Divine, where alone we possess it in
its reality. So that if wo were ask-
ed, Shall we possess those we love
again? we might answer, Not as on

earth, but infinitely more. With
Plato the soul is ever passionately
striving towards perfection,” as an

object of ceaseless aspirat‘on and de-
sire. Diotima says in the Symposi-
um: “He who has been thug far in-
structed in Love's mysteries. : . . on
approaching the end of his initiation,
will suddenly descry a  wondrous
Beauty, even that for the safe of
which al his former toils were un-
dertaken. . . . ever-existent, uncreat-
ed, imperishable, knowing neither in-
crease nor decay. . . in this commu-
nion only will it be possible for a
man, beholding the: Beautiful, . . to
beget, not images of virtue, but the
realities. . . and, having begotton #hd
vourisbed truo virtue, to become a
friend of God and attain to immortal-
ity, if ever mortal bas attained.” Here
in the divine element in man, for
Plato, lay the real ground for. hopc:
"“We are an heavenly, not an. earthly
plant.” For of proof there is nonc.

It rests finally on our faith in God
and  God's goodmess. “If,” writes
Myers, “death be really a sheer trun-
cation of moral progress, absolute
alike for the individual and for the
‘ace, then any human conception of a
moral universe must be given up. We
are shut in land-locked pools; why
speak to us of an infinite sea?” 1
seems to come hy intuition rather
than by reason—to bhe spiritually ra-
ther than mentally discerned.  “It
came to me,” says Socrates, “apart
from demonstration, with a kind of
likelihood or fitness.” And, comment-
ing on theso words, Pater adds: “Tt
is one of thoso convictions which
await stronger, botter arguments than
are forthcoming, but will wait for
them with unfailing patience.” Still
we may believe there is good ground
for the words of one of the Cairds to
his brother: . “Immortality! If not,
something better, if better thete can
be.” 1t is a hope that has been held
for immemorial years by the best and
wisest of our race, which has given
lite its surpassing . volue, which
solves all life’s riddles and opens all
its treasure houses. It rests finally
on the words of One, and they are
few words and carefully chosen, and
say little. What evidence have we
that shall give those words so great
a value as to hold up alone this tre-
mendous weight of a world's hope?

It would seem that the Divine Pro-
vidence has willed that man's last
act on earth, the surrendering of his
its Makeor,
shall, alike for the wisest and most
ignorant, but for the strong and the
weak, be an act of childlike trust.

It seems almost strange to us that.

with so many passing hence, in the
fulness of their powers and strong

love of life, none should have heen
permitted to send back any message
of comfort or of hope. That all is
well with them we are assured. “Even
now,” we may believe with .Myers,
“our loving memory-—love is itself a
prayer —supports and strengthens
those delivered souls upon their up-
ward way." And since, to quote him
once more, “it is the soul in man

Wwhich links him to other souls, the

body which dissevers even when it
seems to unite” we are not severed
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:  THE THINGS | THINK ABOUT AT EASTER
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It is 8o different from other morn-
ings-—always, whether
lingering snow is still in the air or the
50ft, sweet breezes and shining sun
have called out the crocuses on the
lawn. On Christmas one awakes with
a sense of anticipation. The excited
whispers of the children, the glad bellg
in the churches, the long stretches of
glistening ‘whiteness and the merry
greetings make an atmosphere of joy.
On Easter morning there Is silence.
The world rfeems hushed, breathless,
waiting oven as centuries ago it-wait-
od, fearful lest after all God and man
should fail in the supreme moment of
testing, when Death and Life strug-
gled together in & tomb in the garden.

In those early hours of Kaster morn-
ing, while it is yet dark, I like to re-
member the  Christ of the Cross who
on thig day became the Lord of Life

and  Glery. After- I have thought
about Mavy and - the garden, about
gref-stricken ' Peter, who would give

his life for 2 chauce to say, “Forgive.
oh, forgive me, I don't know why I
ever did {t,” and of John,,1 rememhber
the desert.

I like to remeniber
daster morning. it is so empty and
silent, it stretches on so endlessly.
Jven the wheels of the rushing train
and the occasional whistle of the
locomotive awakes no echo. It s so
dead for hours at a time nothing but
death, 'Then a struggle for life In
welrd cacti and dull sagebrush.
night as 1 was crogsing it, I saw on
overy side balls of fire, falling, rush-
ing, tumbling over each other in the
sand, then turning to blackness. It
was the tumblo weed. It had tried
hard to live but a blast of wind up-
rooted it, a careless match set it on
fire and il volled along and turned to
ashes. It wag If the desert mocked
it, punished it for attempting to live.
All night In the moonlight I could sea
when I pushed up the curtain nothing
but the dead palm and tho dead hills
and then—morning.

I could not belleve the miracle. The
train had stopped at .o little station
covered with roses! A tiny stream
of water crept along the right of the
track., Half an hour before, death—
and now green fields, the fragrance of
orange blossoms, seag of golden pop-
pies, beauty and glory everywhere. |
looked bhack—the bare and nakéd hills
Iying dead In the sun were still visible,
but they could not hurt me now, they
had lost tholr terror for me, 1 knew, I
knew!

Yes, on Easter morning I love to re-

the desert  on

member the dead desert waiting for
God—and man. 1 gay the last two
words-ovor-to-myself, for man must

have faith enough to open a pathway
for the water of life nr.thp, miracle
cannot be wrought. * It {8 God and
man-—always.

When the Easter sky grows brighter
I turn from the desert to a picture |1
havé longed to paint. It is a mastet-
plece ‘walting for an artist,  When I
saw it on that morning long ago. the
background was an old wooden tene
ment, a gidewalk littered with scraps,
a little black-haired five-year-old with
from them even now. Never again in
our generation can that strange old
fear of death affright us, likessome
surviving bogey of our childhood. We
‘shall learn to greet him as a friend
of our friends.

the chill of.

One

tattered clothing and faco unwashed,
holding in hig grimy hand a spotless
Ily.,  Hé stood oblivious to all about
him, gazing down into the heart of it,
Woere | an artist [ should have painted
it just as it was, called it Hope and
sent it out to Inspire the world; for 1
remembered the dry, brown bulb I had
seen one day as it lay half hidden by
sand and bits of earth on a shelf in the
dark. A human hand had taken it and
placed it where God's sunshine ana
shower could find it, warm it, feel it,
make it grow—and now this exquisite
thing so alive wth fragrance - and
beauty. 1 tooked at it a long time and

my soul tells my as I look that bhoys.

and bulbg alike need a human hand to
put them wherc God can waken them
and’ gave them a chance togrow.God
~—and man I say they must he two ore
the miracle can be wrought.

When tho sun has risen and the
world is stirring about doing things
that every morning must be done, whe
ther hearts are bursting with joy or
dead with pain, [ remember her. A
little more than a month bofore ' that
Easter which, I can never forget, she
had returned from the burial place
outside the great c¢ity, leaving there in
the silence her fourteen-year-old boy.
Two days later ‘her little girl gave up
the fight and in less than a week, her
baby. Only the little three-year-old
escaped. It was diphtheria. When
Haster came she was at church with
her husband and the child. ,Her face
was pale but fender and beautiful,.She
wore no emblems of her sorrow, and
the lilles and violets on her coat were
1fka those she had worn every Easter

since I had known her. When the
great comgregation rose to sing, she
sang softly the words—

“The powers of death have dona

their worst, :
But Christ thelr legions hath dis.
persed.”

Her husband stood with his head
bowed. He could mot sing. But she
touched his hand as {t lay on the back
of the pew, and when they recited the
Creed ‘I heard him saying th ¢ words
steadily, “[ believe in the resurrection
of the body and the l!ife everlasting.”

8She taught her class of girls that
day and. he went to his superin-
tendent’s desk, led his school in wor-
ship and read tbe Easter story with
only a hreag now and then in his fine
voice. Amidst the faces lined by suf-
tering, rebellion and dispair, amidst
the ‘badges of sorrow and mourning
and the silent volces of the Easter
congregation, they bhad scemed a
-mdracle “How can they?' men-  and
women gall to cach other ad they left
the church. A “ifteen-year-old boy
walking home with hig father from the
Sunday school hour said hesitatingly.
for he did not talk mueh -with his
father, “Dad, I guess Mr. and Mrs,
L——really believe it, don't they?
"Believe what?" said the father, for he
thought slowly, “The whole big thing.
all of it, Waster, you know.” of
course,” answered the father, “all
Christiang believe it. “Not that way,”
said the boy and began to whistle lest
his father should say more.

T took a long time at memory's pie-
ture of those two Christiang each
Baster morning, and I find myself say-
ing. God—and man. for I know _that
man has his part in the miracled ot

courageous hearts, transfigured faces
and uplifted souls. If man WILL, God
CAN, my sou} says to me.

It is when the day is over that 1
think most of Him who won at such
cost thg victory it celebrates. 1 find
myself wishing He would come back,
The world rresses near and 1 see its
need of Him. 1 gee the sixteen-year:
old girl whose gsad eyes grew dark with
envy - as she gazes at the gowns and
flowers of those who passed her by;
‘the proud and arrogant men whose
weary eyes told me that deﬂpiteyall he
had won, he had missed life; ‘the piti-
ful slave who raised the glass’ to his
lips, wrecking the little manhood that
remained; ‘the wretched trafficker in
virtue who secks to still the protests
of hig soul with the thought that this
life ends all, the suffering and disap-
pointed, the ick and those whom gried
hag plungad into the dark-—they all.
noed Him. “And ] am Risen,” He
whispers to mo in the twilight. !
am risen indecd. 1 am Alive Forever
more. God so loved the world that
He gave—Me."”

Tomorrow the lles will tade, the
music will have been sung, the white
stones on the hillside will look out
mockingly through the midst, life will
rush on and in their madness men will
forget; by self-indulgence and greed
they will go on digging deeper the
graves of their souls; but I shal] not
forget the things that 1 have thought
on the day of llis great Victory. They
wil] challenge my soul. They will send
me out to open a gateway tlzrouab
which the Water of Life may rush to
the desert. . They will bid me place
the bulbs that seem hopsless where
the Light may shine upon them and
wake them from the dead. God and
man—I say the words reverently with
unspeakable joy that in the miracle of
miracles-—Life out of Death—i have a
share.—Margaret  Slattery in tlhe
“Congregationalist.”
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EASTER

(By Gustav Melby)
Our souls have feed of Bastet—
Of resurrection light, s
For never times were tryster
Nor darker seemed the night.

Our gouls have need of Kastey
With sunrige on the tom

For Mary liag many a sister
Who weeps within the gloom.

Our souls have need of Baster,
1tg lily pure and sweet,

As when the day-dawn kissed her
Before the Saviour's feet.

Our souls bave need of Kaster,
With angel heraldry,

Which breaks the base and bitter
Seal of the Pharisee,

Our souls have need of Baster,
With faith more glad and strong,
To be the firm resister
Of untruth and the wrong.

Our gouls have need of Kaster,
Which scatters armed foe,

Whose hloody spears stiil glister
Where midnight watch-fire glows

Our gouls have need of Baster,
With glearas of vietary

‘O'er powers dark and sinistor,
And cruel tyranny. !




