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pale light of the moon, past the window of the hall to the
wide stairway. Ascending together, it seemed, as they entered
the deeper shadows and disappeared from sight beyond, that
angels hovered over them—the little mother and her baby man.
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associatign, city to city, peoples to peoples, wherein and whereby
shall be many experiences needful to my evolving personality,
and needing the knowledge that I have attained in the past.
In the home of that child will T wait. I will give ease to the
new mother comsistent with the laws in operation. I will stand
guard over the threshold of the Channel to Life and be prepared.
And, when I enter with the Breath of Life I will look out of
the windows of the Soul, the pure eyes of the babe, and I
will see—your mother, your father, your home! Come, con-
sciousness and understanding, you must accompany me and pass
with me into the being now ready for Life’s supreme miracle!
Through space we shall pass, followed by the loving beams
of radiating Light which unite us with the Greater Light,
and tomorrow will be thy birthday on earth.”

Slowly the Light passed on into the night’s darkness and
with it passed from the aura of Rollins that sublime conscious-
ness, that strange ethereal self, that was outside of his body,
vet belonged to him. And he fell into oblivion, and slept.
Awakened by the usual call of his mother, he was startled into
consciousness of self and self’s environment. The morning sun-
light cast its warm yvellow beams across the floor and bespoke of
life and the glory of living. Downstairs a door closed. There
was the sound of wagon-wheels on the gravel of the path around
the house. The world was astir! It was today again and the
vesterday had passed. The yesterday of a yesterlife—the day
before his birth, when his own Soul was preparing to pass through
the experience he had seen earlier last evening.

Once more he had turned backward a page in the diary of
Life’s cycle to a yesterday beyond the wveil.

































































































































































