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Life is short, but if vou realize
its true meaning , it will give off
an eternal miraculous light,
though it dies out in the twinkling

of an evye.
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One of America’s best-known clergy-
men offers a parable of promise

Why | Believe
There is Life
after Death

NORMAN VINCENT PEALE

LORD THOMSON of Fleet was one of the
great newspapermen of our era. At one time he
owned some 285 publicatons in England, Scotland,
Canada and the United States.

One day, he invited me to a luncheon in the
sumptuous‘!’ dining room of The Times of London.
The table was made up of distinguished editors and
writers as well as prominent® businessmen.

The conversation ranged over many themes:
world affairs, politics British and American, the

)

prospects® for greater prosperity”’. Suddenly, in
the midst of much good-natured banter®®, Thom-
son said, “Dr. Peale, I am an old man, and one of
these days I'm going to die. ” The room became
silent. “I want to know: is there an afterlife?”
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I couldn’t be sure he wasn't * pulling mjy
leg’®, but then 1 sensed that the question was in-
deed serious and * weighed on his mind‘”. “Lorc
Thomson,” I said, “I believe in the promises in the
Bible. But beyond the Biblical is the evidence of in-
telligence® and common sense. ”

Then 1 told him and the others a parable®
about a prenatal®™ baby tucked™’ beneath his
mother’s loving heart. “Suppose,” I said, “some-
one came to this unborn baby and said, “You can-
not stay here long. In a few months you will be
born, or, as you may think of it, die out of your
present state, ’

“The baby might stubbornly say, ‘I don't
want to leave here. I’m warm, loved and happy. I
don’t want to be what you call born, or what I call
die, ov* of this place. ’

“But he is born. He does die out of his present
life, And what does he find? He feels beneath him
strong, loving arms, He looks up into a beauttful
face, tender with love, the face of his mother. He
is welcamed, cared for, and says, *How loclish |
was. This is a wonderful place to which 1 have
come, ’

“Then he goes on to enjoy the delights of
childhood. He grows into youth with its excite-
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ment and romance. He marries, and knows the
love of his children.

“The years pass, with the strength of man-
hood, the achievement of middle age; the joy and

t%? of life are his, Then he becomes an

wondermen
old man. His step slows. Someone says, ‘You are
going to die, or, as we call it, be born out of this
place into another. ’

“And he might remonstrate™; ‘But 1 don’t
want to die. ] have my loved ones. 1 love this
world — the dawn and sunset, the moon, the
starlight. T like to feel the warmth of the fire on
my face when cold weather comes, and to hear the
crunch®? of snow beneath my feet on a winter’s
evening. I don’t want to leave this world. I don't
want to die. ’

“But in natural course he does die. What hap-
pens then? Is God, the Creator, suddenly going to
change His nature? Can we not assume that he will
once again feel loving arms beneath him, and once
again look up into a strong, beautiful face, more
lovely even than that first face he saw so long ago?

Won’t he soon be exclaiming, *Why, this is
wonderful! Here I want to remain forever’ ?

Does this not * make sense”*’?” [ concluded.
A deep silence hung over the table; several of the
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company appeared to be moved.
Thomson sighed. “Tt does indeed make
sense,” he said. “I will never forget that parable.

It has helped me answer a question that has haunt-

ed”® me for years.” Suddenly his mood changed.
“Do you think I will like it over there?”

“Of course, for it will be exciting. ”
“What will T do there?” he asked with a

grin?,
“Perhaps buy and sell newspapers!” A laugh
went around the luncheon table,

Since then, Lord Thomson has gone on into
the life beyond. And, judging by the affirmative'®
way this lovable man responded to the power of
faith, 1 think God must be taking good care of
him.
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What | Have
Lived For

*BERTRAND RUSSELL™

Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly
strong, have governed my life: the longing for
love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable
pity for the suffering of mankind, These passions,

like great winds, have blown me * hither and
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thither'®, *in a wayward course®, over a deep o-
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cean of anguish‘’, reaching to * the very®’ verge

of despair.

I have sought love, first, because it brings ec-
stasy'® —ecstasy so great that 1 would often have
sacrificed” all the rest of life for a few hours of

this joy. 1 have sought it, next, because it re-
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lieves® loneliness — that terrible loneliness in

which one shivering consciousness looks over the

rim® of the world into the cold unfathomable®®
(11)

lifeless abyss“". I have sought it, finally, because

in the union of love T have seen, in 2 mystic minta-
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ture?’, the * prefiguring vision’®’ of the heaven
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99 and poets have imagined. This is

that saints
what 1 sought, and though it might seem * too
goed for”® human life, this is what —at last — I
have found..

With equal passion 1 have sought knowledge.
I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I
have wished to know why the stars shine. And I
have tried 1o apprehend the Pythagorean“®’ power
by which number * holds sway above®” the
flux™. A little of this, but not much I have
achieved.

Love and knowledge, so far as they were pos-
sible, led upward toward the heavens. But always
pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of

a9

pain reverberate in my heart, Children in

“%, victims tortured by oppressors, help-

famine
less old people a hated burden to their sons, and
the - whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain *
make a mockery of®” * what human life should

be?® . T long to alleviate®

the evil, but 1 cannot,
and 1 too suffer.

This has been my life. I have found it worilh
living, and would gladly live it again if the chance

were offered me.
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