
Extract from "Life in the World Unseen" Part 1, "Passing to Spirit Life"

In this extract the Monsignor realises his entire Earth life as a cleric was a lie.  

My friend asked me if I was tired. I had no ordinary sensation of earthly fatigue, but 
yet I felt somewhat the necessity for a bodily relaxation. He told me that my last 
illness was the cause of such a desire, and that if I wished I could pass into a state of 
complete sleep. At the moment, however, I did not feel the absolute need for that, 
and I told him that for the present I would much prefer to hear him talk. And so he 
began.

'"Whatsoever a man soweth,'" he said, '"that shall he reap." Those few words 
describe exactly the great eternal process by which all that you see, actually here 
before you, is brought about. All the trees, the flowers, the woods, the houses that 
are also the happy homes of happy people everything is the visible result of 
"whatsoever a man soweth." This land, wherein you and I are now living, is the land 
of the great harvest, the seeds of which were planted upon the earth-plane. All who 
live here have won for themselves the precise abode they have passed to by their
deeds upon the earth.'

I was already beginning to perceive many things, the principal one of which, and that 
which touched me most closely, being the totally wrong attitude adopted by religion 
in relation to the world of spirit. The very fact that I was lying there where I was, 
constituted a complete refutation of so much that I taught and upheld during my 
priestly life upon earth. I could see volumes of orthodox teachings, creeds, and 
doctrines melting away because they are of no account, because they are not true, 
and because they have no application. whatever to the eternal world of spirit and to 
the great Creator and Upholder of it. I could see clearly now what I had seen but 
hazily before, that orthodoxy is manmade, but that the universe is God-given.

My friend went on to tell me that I should find living within the homes, that we could 
see from where we were lying, all sorts and conditions of people; people whose 
religious views when they were on the earth were equally varied. But one of the 
great facts of spirit life is that souls are exactly the same the instant after passing into 
spirit life as they were the instant before. Death-bed repentances are of no avail, 
since the majority of them are but cowardice born of fear of what is about to happen 
— a fear of the theologically-built eternal hell that is such a useful weapon in the 
ecclesiastical armoury, and one that perhaps has caused more suffering in its time 
than many other erroneous doctrines. Creeds, therefore, do hot form any part of the 
world of spirit, but because people take with them all their characteristics into the 
spirit world, the fervid adherents to any particular religious body will continue to 
practice their religion in the spirit world until such time as their minds become 
spiritually enlightened. We have here, so my friend informed me — I have since seen 
them for myself—whole communities still exercising their old earthly religion. The 
bigotry and prejudices are all there, religiously speaking. They do no harm, except to 
themselves, since such matters are confined to themselves. There is no such thing 
as making converts here!

Such being the case, then, I supposed that our own religion was fully represented 
here. Indeed, it was! The same ceremonies, the same ritual, the same old beliefs, all 



are being carried on with the same misplaced zeal — in churches erected for the 
purpose. The members of these communities know that they have passed on, and 
they think that part of their heavenly reward is to continue with their manmade forms 
of worship. So they will continue until such time as a spiritual awakening takes place. 
Pressure is never brought to bear upon these souls; their mental resurrection must 
come from within themselves. When it does come they will taste for the first time the 
real meaning of freedom.

My friend promised that if I wished we could visit some of these religious bodies 
later, but, he suggested, that as there was plenty of time it would be better if first of 
all I became quite accustomed to the new life.

He had, so far, left unanswered my question as to who was the kindly soul who 
tended my garden so well, but he read my unspoken thought, and reverted to the 
matter himself.

Both the house and the garden, he told me, were the harvest I had reaped for myself 
during my earth life. Having earned the right to possess them, I had built them with 
the aid of generous souls who spend their life in the spirit world performing such 
deeds of kindness and service to others. Not only was it their work, but it was their 
pleasure at the same time. Frequently this work is undertaken and carried out by 
those who, on earth, were expert in such things, and who also had a love for it. Here 
they can continue with their occupation under conditions that only the world of spirit 
can supply. Such tasks bring their own spiritual rewards, although the thought of 
reward is never in the minds of those who perform them. The desire of being of 
service to others is always uppermost.

The man who had helped to bring this beautiful garden into being was a lover of 
gardens upon the earth-plane, and, as I could see for myself, he was also an expert. 
But once the garden was created there was not the incessant toil that is necessary 
for its upkeep, as with large gardens upon earth. It is the constant decay, the 
stresses of storm and wind, and the several other causes that demand the labour on 
earth. Here there is no decay and all that grows does so under the same conditions 
as we exist.

I was told that the garden would need practically no attention, as we usually 
understand the term, and that our friend the gardener would still keep it under his 
care if I so wished it. Far from merely wishing it, I expressed the hope that he 
certainly would do so. I voiced my deep gratitude for his wonderful work, and I hoped 
that I might be able to meet him and convey to him my sincere appreciation and 
thanks. My friend explained that that was quite a simple matter, and that the reason 
why I had not already met him was the fact of my very recent arrival, and that he 
would not intrude until I had made myself quite at home.

My mind again turned to my occupation while on earth, the conducting of daily 
service and all the other duties of a minister of the Church. Since such an 
occupation, as far as I was concerned, was now needless, I was puzzled to know 
what the immediate future had in store for me. I was again reminded that there was 
plenty of time in which to ponder the subject, and my friend suggested that I should 
rest myself and then accompany him upon some tours of inspection—there was so 



much to see and so much that I should find more than astonishing. There were also 
numbers of friends who were waiting to meet me again after our long separation. He 
curbed my eagerness to begin by saying that I must rest first, and for which purpose, 
what better place than my own home?

I followed his advice, therefore, and we made our way towards the house.


