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-it would bespeak/a

" Dreams of the Dead. By Edward Stanton. - Boston: Lee & Shepard. '1892.
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THERE is a stage of scientific/inquiry, ineluctable as the calentures
of youth, whose work is pure playvéf fancy. 'The wonderful molecular theory
which. h: jerved our age as master-key to the arcana of nature, would never
have comifinto Qur possession if Democritus and Epicurus had not first
dreamed it.f.Copernicus had never dared his leap, the audacity of which we
cannot easily appreciate, if he had not had Pythagorean fancies of a central
fire to egg on his mind. Concerning a future life and the nature of spirit,
we know\about as much to-day as Democritus and Epicurus did about the cosmos.
‘We are most of us hoping now that our descendants, at least, may some day
find out in this world something positive about the other. Meantime, specu-

" lation must mew its plumage for a new flight; for it is surprising how feeble

all the attempts of the Dantes and the Aquinases have been--the Aquinases
vainly trusting to the flappers of ratiocination to raise them from the
eafth; the Dantes hampered by.preconceived down-dragging baggage; and both

. too much occupied with ideas of Hell to wing their way freely in a spiritual
. ether. "Swedenborg might have helped us, if he had not been so positive and

peremptory. Dogma weighs down; it is unsubstantial suggestions and light
interrogations that are wanted to bear the mind aloft. : ‘
The author of ‘Dreams of the Dedd' makes no effort to persuade his
reader; he insists upon nothing--he just sets forth his reveries, with an
unaffected power %Hat makes itself felt. Were the book a product of art,
jimagination not less than extraordinary; but be ‘it the
Production of a lopetbook man, the brooding of many years, and it is none
the less valuable to the public. The author quotes on his title-page those

‘lines of young Hamlet, "For in that sleepe of death, what dreames may come,"

etc. He has raised the thought that the dead dream, that the disintégrating

‘brain has its flickering consciousness, and he has clothed this idea with

so vivid a form that it refuses to_be exorcised or shaken off. . Had he

argued it scientifically, as there was every temptation to do (for, after

~-all, what solid facts are there against it?), he would have failed to impart:
- to it such a clutch upon the imagination as he has effected by a simplicity
- and unpretentiousness very seductive. What an awful variation upon the. .

purgatorial conception it is, one must read the book to know. In fact, it

~is too dreadful for human belief. The attractive and elevating features of

the conception (and such are by no means wanting) are the ones the book
mainly dwells upon; but surely no subsequent paradise could indemnify the

_ soul for such'fearful bondage to the flesh. For that reason, not many readers

will be inclined ta accept the theory as true. Besides, Calvinism is in
ebbing favor, nowadays-~$ome'petsons will call it an unsavory ebb. Now this
book exhibits curious vestiges of the Calvinistic, or rather the old theolo-
gical philosophy, though these are softened down till barely perceptible.

. Mr.-Stanton does not, for instance, hold, with St. Augustine, that. the honor

and glory'of God demand that the great majority of mankind should be pre-
destined to everlasting fires; but he does tell with theologic glee of the

" misery of two old hide-bound Puritans prolonged throughout two centuries. He

has- faith in the radical reprehensibleness of certain cteated spirits, which

to some minds has always seemed vile blasphemy. Above all, he cannot free
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his conception of the other world completely from that of retributive justice,
and.praciically postpones the Beatitudes to the comfort of another life.

Considered merely as a tale, '‘Dreams of the Dead! is a story that, once 4
read, will neyer be forgotten; and the lessons it impresses are not unproJ
fitable. Any reader of it who might have been inclined to repine at the
thought of mortality, will be safely cured of that complaint by the perusal,
and be glad enough. to adpopt, if he can, the opinion of old Prospero, "Our
revels here are ended," etc. ‘
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