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THEOSOPEY AND A ¥FULULI LLEL.
Sir,—“If a man die shall he not live again ?”
« Agsuredly be shall,” reply most of thereligions of the
' world, Theosophy among the rest. Yet asa rule the
theories about another life are hazy and indistinct,
You are going to live somewhere and in some way,
either happily or miserably, but beyond this little is
supposed to be known. From thas bourns no traveller
returns. There may be—though who shall dogmatize?
—life is not.and death is mot: emly ‘‘eiernity’s
stillness.” The Theosophist however rushes in
where angels fear to tread : he speaks, if not with
greater authority than others, at least with greated
definiteness and precision. This vulgar assur-
anceis the way of every superstition. ‘Lhe Theoso-
phist not only promises that you shall live again : he
describes the precise conditions of that life, and the
mode in which it i to be obtained. Nay, he goes fur-
ther. You not only will live again : you always have
| lived,and can never die. You may not remember that
you were alive before you were born ; and you may
forget this present life after your body is dead ; yet, so
gays the Theosophist, it isafact that yon are an im-
mortal being, a never dying person. Moreover, your
moral conduet here and now determines the character
of your condition in the next stage of your existence.
If you are very moral in this life you will build up a
pure ethereal body, which will veceive your soul when
this-present mortal boly dies, and, after remaining
quiet for a time—say 20 thousand years—will sooner
or later re-animate another mortal body, causing the
life passed in this last to be purer and bester than it
would otherwise have been. This is not all.  Ous of
the life passed in this new mortal body, again may
arise (through the practice of still higher virtue) a stili
purer ethereal body, which, after a period of reas, will
again take to itself a new mortal body, and 0 on, ad
infinitum. Now this passing of the ethereal body intu
a new wmortal body is called by the Theosophist re-in-
earnation ; the Theosophist argues that the same
soul is constantly re-appearing in bodies and at
different times on this earth. ‘¢ History repeats itself”
says the proverb. ** Yes,” adds the Theosophist, * and
that is because the same individuals are constautly re-
appearing under differeat names and in different bodies
to carry on the game.” There is a certain degree of
startling sensation in all this if there 1s nothing else.
To day, for example, you may be a shoeblack ora
chimney sweeper : in 10 thousand years—that is, after
yeour ethereal body has been pub t@.0 ed for a time—you
may become the King of the | al Islands. To-
day you may be Jane Shere : row, or say in a
million years or so (in order & our ethereal body
a sufficient spell of cest), you e-appear as Mrs.
Annie Besant, Though it do follow that the
same soul shall always ar in the same
gex : Julius Cemsar mi i i
the body of Joan of S
_unlimited”time you -may livé-through-every -possi-
ble character, passing throughteach in turn, with-an
interval of rest between each ; and when you have got
to the last, beginning with number one again.  For
according to Theosophists ¥ not die. In this
never-resting circle of bodilé hs and re-incarma-

tions, this perpetual jumping ont of one character into
| another, like a player who takesievery part of the

piece in turn, there is not left eve nithe sweet peace of
annihilation as a last refuge for the solitary pdin of a
soul that suffers here. It is a terrible and gloomy
creed, a nightmare from purgatory or some lower re-
gion, and how any person can claim to find consola-
tion in it, is impossible to nnderstand. But then tastes
differ. For my part I prefer that grand old stoic
piety which leaves eternity to fate, trusts where it
cannot know, and makes the best of now. Theosophy
is but n superstition of spirits, persons, times and oc-
casions. There is a greater, vaster, deeper fact than
any person or any spirit, however mighty. Eternity,
and what dwells therein, cannot be represented in
terms of time, in terms of consciousness, or in terms of
personality. We are not left atthe mercy of spirits.
At best, and even admitting their existence—a large
concession—spirits are but forms, and there is an in-
finite reality which is more than any of the forms con-
tained 1nit. On thisrock we may stand firm and un-
conquerable. This, and not any person or spirit ; this
ultimate, eternal and inscrutable reality alone deter-
mines our fate, even as it determines thefate of all
4 v 1 ill b to no lesser

. SINK Or Swit Wi mfinibe. With-
out this we cannot live, and if we have the sense of

thisin our lives we shall need the assistance of 1
sational spperstihion. The future doesanz(z(;{e%?:hc?:r o
pewer orin that of spirits. ~We cannot tell whether
we shall die for ever or, live for ever, or whether we
shall pass into that eternal stillness which is perhaps
better than either life or death.  All this rests with
the infinite and eternal reality which makes both past
present and future, and against which no finite powe;
can contend, neither in the heavens nor ou the earth
Che wise man therefore will iguore persons and spirits;
and place his sole trust in this reality, reconciling him-
self to whatever fate it puts upon him, seeing that the
part exists only for the sake of the whole, and that
what is best for the whole is best for the part, be it
‘ gt)ernal Joy or eternal pain, eternal life or eternal
eath.  Thisis the only -reed that gives peace, the
creed of men to be. The wise man will rejoice in the
little truth he is now permitted to see ; he will envy
none, hate none, fear none ; he will find his happiness
by learning to know and ebey the great laws within
apd without h}m ; he will shirk no truth; however
bitter; he will not attempt to hide his ’ignorance
under high sounding words and zudacious theories ; he
wg]l face all things, and endure all things ; and at’last
will pass peacefully into the silence, saying to the
eternal aud inscrutable reality, in the epirt if not in

the words of one who : S !
but Thine be done.” was a true stoic, * Not my wil




