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THE WEDDIXG GARMENT.

II

I DIE

As a dyspeptic, I had so offen envied the little
animal called the sea-cucumber, which is said to
possess the wonderful power of providing itself with
a new stomach as scon ag the old one has worn out;
and yet, when it was intimated to me that I might
die, that T might shortly put by my whole inert
body, so worn and wasted with sicknoess, as one puts
by a castoff garment, and awake to consciousness in
a more perfect and never-dying spiritual body above
the realm of matter, I cannot say that I was pleased.

Not that I seriously doubted the basis of probabil-
ity leading to the prospect held out to me by the
grave, kindly man who had come to sit at my bed-
side and speak hopeful words; on the contrary, it
had always seemed to me that there wmust be a God,
and immortality for his ereature, man. To die and
never live again was to my mind & condition or des-
tiny inexplicable, monstrous, impossible. The oppo-
site idea had been inseribed, as it were, on my very
heart from earliest childhood ; bat for years past it
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had entered very littla into my comscious thought,
neither my friends nor T being what is called relig-
ious. Our thoughts were concerned with the world
about us, not with eternity, And this was the cause
of my pain: I loved the world, and would fain not
bid it farewell; for, whatever may ba said of the
people in it, in part or in whole, or of the misfor-
tunes which it is their lot to bear, it is a good, com-
fortable world, where one may find much to enjoy,
much to love.

“You say that you dread to think of being buried
and rotting in the ground,” spoke the good friend at
my bedside; “buf you will not rot in the ground. It
is your material body only which so decomposes.”

“It's pretty mach the same thing, ian’t it?" I
asked, somewhat listlessly, in & moment of depres-
gion. “These hands are to rot, these feet, these
limbs, these eyes, this brain; and these make me.”

“They make your corporeal garment which you
wear during your sojonrn in the lower world. The
garment is not the man.”

“(all it & mere garment if you like,” I answered ;
“hut the fact remains that when you take it away it
is diffieult to see what is left.”

“The fact that you cannot eee what ls left with
the eyes of your body is nothing of proof, We are
compelled to believe in the existence of things
which we cannot ses, What is more real than our
thonghts ? And yet we cannot see them with the
eyes of our body.”

“ Our thoughts and feelings are certainly as real
as anything,” I answered, passively.
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“Tt is true,” continued my friend, “that the eyes
of pur bodies are organa of sight, and we do see
through them the things of this world, and we act
upon these things by means of material muscles,
being furnished with-powers adequate to the pon-
derous objects surrounding us; bot our reason sees
that there must be soma interior power, something
within this mere instrument of flesh and blood.
This something ia the soul, or spiritual man; and it
iz thiza which lives, thinks, acts, — &z fhe very man
himself.

fiYou loge no more in being severed from your
patural body than a cocoanut, for instance, loses
when it is taken from its rough outer coat, or husk.
Tear off thia husk, and you still have the hard in-
closing envelope, within which is the nut itself, with
its inner deposit of milk; so, when at death you
drop off the material covering given you for use dur-
ing your stay in the natural world, there still exists
your apiritual body, as an envelope and resting-place
for your conseious mind and your inmost seat of life,
or soul. All that is really valuable or of use for
the higher plane of existence remains. You live,
breatha, and move, the same human being that you
were before, with only thia difference, that you are
immmensely the gainer through the severance of your
connection with the frail materizl body, which is
pert and parcel of the material world, —a mere
coarse outer garment, s to speak, worn for a time
and cast off when no longar needed.” -

All this appealed to my reason; I felt that it
must be true, and yet —and yet there was a vague,



