el

THERE IS NO DEATH. , 11

the bullet passed through the outer door of the room on
the opposite side of the corridor, and lodged in the panel
of the'inner one. My father never a.ttempted again to in-
terfere with ¢ The Brown Lady of Rainham,” and I have
heard that she haunts the premises to this day. That she
did so at that time, however, there is no shadow of doubt.

But Captain Marryat not only held these views .and
believed in them from personal experience—he promulgated

:them in his writings. There are many passages in his works

which, read by the light of my assertion, prove that he had
faith in the possibility of the departed returning to visit
this earth, and in the tHeory of re-incarnation or living more
than one life upon it, but nowhere does he speak more

plamly than in the followmg extract from the “ Phantom

Ship ” :—
“Think you, Phlhp ” (says Amme to her husband),
“ that this world is solely peopled by such dross as we
are P—things of clay, perishable and corruptible, lords over
beasts and ourselves, but little better? Have you not,
from your own sacred writings, repeated acknowledgments
and proofs of higher intelligences, mixing up with mankind,

*and acting here below? Why should what was #4e¢z not be

now, and what more harmris there to apply for their aid

now than a few thousand years ago? Why should you

suppose that they were permitted on the earth then and
not permitted now? What has become of them? Have
they perished? Have they been ordered-back? to where?
—to heaven? If to heaven, the world and mankind have

been left to the mercy of the devil and his ageats. Do’
-you suppose that we poor mortals have: been thus aban-

doned? I tell you plainly, I think not. We no longer
have the communication with those intelligences that we
once had, because as we become more enlightened we be-
come more proud and seek them noti, but that they still
exist a host of good against a host of ev1l invisibly oppos-
ing each other, is my conviction.”

One testimony to such a belief, from the lips of my
father, is sufficient. -He would not have written it unless
he had been prepared to maintainit. He was not one of
those wretched literary cowards who we meet but too often
now-a-days, who are too much afraid of the world to con-
fess with their mouths the opinions they hold in their
hearts. Had helived to this time I believe he would have



